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5’ Tommy Cook had turned guite pale. ¢You fellows object to having the window open?” he asked. '*I—I'm nuts on fresh airl”

’

- ;
‘ & Pile&!" said 8mythe, in the most hospitahie manner, as the three Tommies seemed to hesitate. ‘‘Ahem! Pm not over-fond of fish,”’ murmured Tommy.Jodd,

o

“Well, you funny jabberwock ?” | rumpled as the Wstical Four ihom-

! \ | said Jimmy Silver. selves, -
L kl ' " “T came bare to speak to you,” said | “You=you sy youg bests 1™
) ‘ A I I w P Smythe. “If you've dune turning | gasped Smnythg /
] -] vour study into a bear-garden, I’ll ““Ha, ha, has ™
" o d wr’l‘.wdin'” } ‘“gow! wu iW“'?ff rot.u‘: B ety
e . . And Smythe came in ‘Get up/and snil  ageis .
Magnificent New Long Complete School Tale, introducing Wiy Silver chenctully stépped | Tinuny Sithe encouraging} . This
~ . ; between the Shell fellow and the door. | is much héter fun than +08ging one
} JIMI“Y LVE‘R &’ 0. at ROOkWOOd. “But we haven’t dong"’ he re- Bl)ﬁh(‘?. Fou Ch_ﬂp:é. I‘my" ley.hns :
marked, ‘‘Go it, you fellows!” droppodAn just in the mick of time.
Silver bestowed "a wink upon his | Gerpup/Smythey 1”
chiims as he spoke.d Tlhe Co. undez- s Pagt” r;)’z,lr(:d Smythe. i
stdod at once—and they went it! “OK rats! . ,
Fdur pairs of boxmng-gloves started «pve a jolly gook mind to thrash. *I‘.
wirle at once, and as Smythe of the | yopall round=—=8/ .
1N ‘ : 3 SJ&‘“ was in the midst of the Fistical| ® /Ila, ha! Wae/in! ‘s
apter. the @ Fisticay Vour.® | They were en- | Shell, sniffed. He disapproved of the | Bour, ib was Smythe who had all the | /"But 1 camo l#re to speak fo you
it joying them:@lves., | Fistical Four anyway. Jimmy 8ilver | Benelit of it, Boxing-gloves biffed on o friendly wi¥,” gasped Smythe.
A fhusshanded mill W& going on in The study tabla, was pushed into s | & Co. paused in their warlike opera- [ihe elegant Smythe on all sides, and Jf*1t's an imporgnb matier, you young:
Whe Gl ";11(1‘,\‘ when Bigtle of the | corner, the chairs hed ‘{;(.‘(‘ﬂ knocked | tions ugon one another. Thab sniff | Smythe roared with pain and indigna-f rotters. Ow! Lool. at my mnose!
*ilf“ “‘“’*W\“:v‘ Smyihe % the Shell | over in the iussle, #he fender was | annoyed themy They bestowed four | tion, /| Yow!” J = ‘
»  Pod nthe Seudsdoorway aWg gniffed. | kicked out of place,ithe cwrtaing were | separate  and distinct  glares " npon{l % Chuek it! You silly a.ssm-—sbq/‘ Smyths of/the Shell staggered to
Gvr:aw; '}OX}‘I ks n great™gal of | down, snd ¢ catpet Wwas badly | Smythe of the Shell. it! Yow-uw! Yah! Oh, my nof! | his feet. the, Fistical Four relue-
gng AGORU UM Loroes O

runpled. Butias Jimmy S8ilver would “Wellhyéu fathead?® said Logel] My oye! Wil you leave AH!| tantly held/their hands, as the Shell
haveetmarked, what wa Mhardds 80 Y EX . & ‘A 13 3 ad called “Paxl” Smythe
Hx‘\:'. i g E;by“?u vk | NG Well, ydu ass?” said Raby, | ooy i ey

2y
wrth looked

ocidadly red a
athless and did %

o Wiy Silee™

Qavell and F Néwcok Punig £ 'ﬁ“""“] e i v dl';&bed
“eoyell and Raby snd Néwcogie | “Rut), Adolphus Emythe, the gver 1445 Wil ] 2. an i deNew: Smythe e Buell sat Pa the | his bat Straighten s tae before|
& Keeping yp-their rﬁgn}wtwm a% d:*r»--u‘; une Jandlied clacqu_g? \Efg 'tgq‘;,c h 3*“‘ bygilerditeidriion s'f,\?é;} ﬁqgg:jihr:yl‘xi.p;ﬂs_jsps!i and ny :Q?L,_WJZP the pewt page.).
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the glass. Bmythe had urdl recently
been the junior captain a! Rookwood,
apnd it was like the  rieek of tho
Fistical Four to handl him in this
disrespectfinl manner. /But the Fistical
Four were celebeatyfl for their cheok.

“Well, get it gub,” said Jimmy
“Don't keyp us waiting while
you part your bidr, you ass! This
isn’t a toilet salgoh.”

Smythe frowlfd wrathfully at the
chums of the/nd stucdy. As he was
very far froff being on good terms
with them,/ they wondered what he
could have to say. It was evidently

something important, or the lordly |

Smythe would not have honoured the
end study witl, a visit.  His hair bein
subisfactorily tidied, his tie re-tied,
and his jm:ll:r.u fustod, Smythe conde-
ﬁﬂcvn.{]n‘:d tri t-:imnlto business.
b Ve a litkle thing we're getting up
in, the Shell,” hf expluined. ' ll
thought 1'd let you Bourth Form fags
ito if—"
e Us what?” demanded Jimmy
Bilver, with a threstoning motion of
his right-hand glove.

“¥You Fourth Fofm chaps—-"
T hat S hetter  CIeT T T :

“It's a sweepstake.”

A whigh?®

s S‘WUBPIGU‘J.“" 1" snorted Smythe. :‘I
f“ﬁ’m you know what a sweepstake

WY know what it isi” assented
Jimmy - Silver “Some  beastly
gambling, such as you nuls in the
1 You've como to the

wrong study.”
¥ Just histen to me,” said Smythe
fmpatiently, © “Bome of the chaps

were against letting you kids inbo il

ab all. But I thought—"

'“You thought our money was as

good as anybody's ?” asked Lovell.
Smythe coughed.
“Ahem! It's not exaotly that
L But of course the more that enter
the bigger tha whack will be for the
winner. If [ ean't get enough takers
oy this side, I shall go over and see
\sofre of the Modeens. There aro
me sportsmen among them,”
¢ Gambling isn't sport,” said Raby.
t's not what you'd call gambling,”
Smythe. “Lots of follows go in
oops on the races. "Twin't really
sking a horse.”
Nld the Head see the differ-
p knew 2" asked Rilver.
Zhe Head! The Head won't
5 of things go on that Dy,
don’t  ‘know anything
Smythe, | opening a
nd .ﬂ‘!l-ll‘rling a smoke,
wint te s remark.

eigare ta-ousy
a8 if to giv
“(‘}O"b a matoh ?
"“I’Ve!“'-"ﬁ 801 dmatch,” said Silver,
‘i‘lftv I've got a boxing-glove, and
YOUIl get i6 in W\ eye if you light
tha¥fag hero. This\n't g tap-room.”
Briyvthe closed his\pgse agnin im-

i patien]y,
" ON, you're foo got
sm.'vk‘l'"}‘?l- “Well, abou
‘The ideds » bob a time

to live,” he

of the Dby which cobys off on
chm{mjﬂy Billiard Bay is the
favourite, &l he's pretty Griain to
romp home— _»

“To what

* Romp honk1” said Smyti

¢ Do pacehory romp "

“Oh, my hat\ Where werd\yoy
‘bruught'ul.‘v':‘“ sa¥ Bmythe, in uker
disgust, That thans that he'll'\,

an easy winner,”
“OMY T see! Wﬂl. suppose  h
romps~ “home, whatN\then?” asked
Jimmy Silver,
“Wiell, then the fell
Billiard: Ball in the swe
shekels,” said Smythe. .

Will you do Yo

that sweep. |

v who draws
y collaes the
Of course,

Nobby Nick or Father O'Flynn may
win—they’'re both good horses—or an
outeider may come in, That's where
you take your chance, [t won’t cost
vou much to entér—a shilling each
or the tickets., If we get a hundred
fellows into it, that will be a five-
pound note.” s

“And the chap who draws the
winner takes the whole shoot?” asked

Raby,
The draw will be held

“That’s it.
in my study, and you get just as much
chance of drawing Billiard Ball as
anybody else does.  All the tigkets put
into a hat, you know."

“And that isn’t gambling 7" agked
Jimmy Bilver,

“Well, no; you'd hardly call it that,
Just a little Hutter. (Of course, you
can take as many chances as you like,
at a bob a Lime. That'll see you safe
if you happen to draw blanks,” said
Bmythe,

“Ob, there's blanks?” said New-
come.

“Of course, fathead! You don’t
suppose . there are a hundred

Bmythoy, Somebody was dissatisfied
aboub the result, I believe.”

“Yes, thore was a mpistake—the
winner’s name get writtén twice,
somehow,”  said Smythe.,  “Bub it

won't happen this time; I shall keep
it in my own hands, and be very
careful. Now, how many slips are you
fellows going to take?”

“Got 'em with you?t”

“Of course not!” roared Mmythe.
“You draw ’em out of the hat. You

you want, and draw so many times in
proportion. §'ll make a note of it in
my pocket-book, and give you a re-
coipt. You turn up in my study at
six to-morrow for the draw.”

The Fistical Four looked at one
another. Bmythe could say what he
liked, but putfing monmey on raco-
horses was gambling pure and simple,
and ns such was strictly forbidden by
all the rules of Rookwood Scheol.
The sweepers, in fact, were protty
vertain to be flogged if the matter
came to the ears of those in authoriby,
1t was not the fear of a flogging, how-
byer, that werried the chums of the
Fourth, Without being in any way
Good Little Bries, they drew the line
at gambling.

“Well,” said Smythe, *whai are
you going to give me?”

Jimmy Siver made a sign to his
chums,

“We're going to give you a thump-
ing hiding, Smythey, for coming: to
this study with your blessed swesp-
stakes,” he said,

“Why, you cheeky young cad

“Pile i 1?

“Hands off I yelled Smythe
Shell. “Why, you—— ¥Yah!
Lenve off | Leggo! Yooop!”

Under a perfect shower of boxings
gloves, Smythe of the Shell staggered
out of the study, and as he fod
Jimmy Silver’s boot caught hiny in
the rear, and he went head first aldng
the passage.

“0h! O, ccumbs! . Yow "

“What-lio, she bumps!? gri
Jimmy Silver. |

Smytho sat up in the passage, wig
shook a furious figh at the grinning
juniors in the study doorway. |
joor of ‘the end study slammied, and
trampling of feet and gasping of
wath told that the four-hunded mull
Wi\ in progress once more

of the
Oh I/

Editor @ goyd turn'py asking a nod-reader of THE BO

horzes |
enterod for the Darby, do yom?!™ said

pay mo & bob now for every chance |

me] ;.

The)

Smythe of the Shell limped away
furiously; and in the end study
Jimmy Silver & Co. went on enjoying
themselves in the manner of the
Fistical Four—with their shillings
still in their pockets.

The 2nd Chapter.
Not a Success,

“ What luck 1

Quite a little chorus greeted Smythe
of the Shell as he cameo into his
study. There were & dozen
follows there—Shell fellows of the
(lassical side at Rookwood,  They

were all members of Smythe’s set—.

slackors and dandies like the great
Adolphus himself, much given to
seoret smoking, and risking their
pocket-money upon “dead certs”
and “sure snips.” ‘That seloot circle
rejoiced in the ftitle, bestowed by
themselves, of the “Giddy Goats ’—a
title they were proud of. © All the
noble order of the Goats were deeply
interested in Smythe's little sweep.
But' their faces foll as they caught the
xpression on  Adolphus’s  face.
Adolphus Smythe.did not look as if
he had had any tremendous success.

“Tt doesn’t seem to eatch on,” said
Bmythe discontentedly. * One would
have thought that a sporting side
like purs would have jumped at. it
But I've only got fifteen fellows to
put their names down.”

“Oh, rotten !’ said Tracy, “ What’s
the good of fifteen bob in a sweep?
Not worth the trouble of a draw!”

“We shall bave to get some more
fellows into it,” said Howard. “I’'m
afraid it’s that little mistake over the
sweep last termn that's done i,
Smythe. Young Higgs of the Third
thought be was the winner, and there
was a lot of jaw.”

“ A mistake ! Couldn’t be helped !”
growled Smythe, “Jomehow, the
winnet's name got written twice, and
T had it as well as young Higgs. Of

course, he ought fo have had a
blank, I explained that to him.”
“ Ahem! Yes, of course; but it

made a lot of jaw, Young Higgs
snid out plain that you'd written your
slip out fresh affer you'd got news
of the winning horse !”
“Lying little cad ! said Smythe,
“Esll, it was very unfortunpte,”
said Chesney. “Ii made a bad im-

el N1 . N TG 4
. " < Y ¥ Wl N: M

Ay T A St -vagssy Tﬂﬁﬁymg&s:ou‘"l‘ know :\ au]m‘sl “"hm“;s;

o Sl sy TG i, (TTTEime—; r‘v-hw vu,.’_,.h;n Fou
of 1lmj,1 as yoiare," g New: | 0 R foabing Pl‘ﬂm ST
gome. " ] seetn to remcmibettint Y0t (o oo4" on tallking about it to other
had o little ®#weep on last ferm, follows.” i3

“1 thought it had all been for-
gotten,” grunted Smythe. * But I've
agreed this time that if there should

be u mistake like that, the prize is |

halved. Not that it's likely to
happen, because I shall take more

| vare,”

" Well, that ought to make it all
right,” said Selwyn. “I1 don’t see
what the fellows have got to grumble
at. Whoever draws Billiard Ball will
got the whole sweep, and it’s a fair
chapco all round. = The favourite’s
sure to win.”

“Oh, certain ! said Smythe.
it doesn’t, seem to go, somehow.”

“Have you ftried the end study?
They've got a lot of influence among
the Mourth kids.”

Bmythe scowled.

“Yes, I've tried them; and they
were cheeky. 1 expect they can't
raigse a bob cach, to come to the
truth,  All the fellows seem to fight
shy of it somehow. No goad having
a sweep for fifteen bob,” DBlessed if
I haven't a mind to try over on the
Modern side."”

The nuts of Rookwood looked
serious. They had a high and mighty
coptemapt  for the Modern side—
wratched “swots ¥ who were learning
German and book-keeping and such
things, with the intention of going
into business life. ' For the business
world Smythe & Co. had a tremend-
ous disdain,

“Rather a come-down
those cads,"” said IHoward.

to talk to
“They're

|| & eheky set of beggars, too !

Smythe sniffed.

“1 don"t care what they say, so
long as they hand out their bobs,* he
said. “I’ll tell you what. Let's have
the cads over here, and butter them
up a bit—-"

“ Oh, Smythey "

“It's a good iden,” said Smythe.
“Those cads who call thamselves the
Theeo Tommies ron the show on that
side. The rest of the worms follow
thair lead. If we could get Dodd
and Cook and Doyle inta the sweep,
the rest of the Modarn Fourth
would follow like inmbs. And
Modern bobs are as good rs Classical
bobs, if you come to thaf!”

“Well, that’s so,” usgreed Tracy,
after a little thought. T suppose

you're pot thinking of feeding
thverm §*

“ §mythe’s Little Sweep 1"

“RUs |

?’ FRIEND to re:

“In for a penny, in for a pound,”
sdid Smythe resolutely., “Let’s go
the whole hog. If they get twenty or
thirty fellows on their side to come
into the sweep, it’'s worth it. We
can stand them something—those
terts that we left over from the day
before yesterday, and a hunk of cake

Tve fOt loft fro;;n last weel *

“Ha, ha, ha !

“There’s some sardines in the enp-
board, I'll trot ’'em in,” gasd
Howard. “They're getting a bit
strong.”

“And T've got some jam,” said
Chesney. “Some beast put somas
pickles into it the other day, and I
can’t eat it.” 5

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“0Oh, good!” said Smythe." “Get
the things here! Any old thing will
do! The hondur of feeding with us
is enough for those Modern cads.
You run over and tell them to come
to tea, Selwyn. Put it nicely; and,
romember, you chaps, you’re fo be
foarfully polite. Pile it on. Words
don't vost anything!”

““Hear, hear !”

Selwyn assented, and he started
for the Modern side, while the rest of
the select cirele proceeded to prepare
that charming feed for Tommy Dodd
& Co. Selwyn made his way to Mr.
Manders” Honse—the Modern wing of
Rockwood. It was .not really a
separate building, but it had a
separate entrance, and the Modern
fellows liked to call it their * Hounse,”
Three cheerful-looking juniors of the
Fourth Torm—Modern side—were
adorning the sbteps with their persons,
and disgussing a fm-niu-nmini cricket
niateh. But they dropped cricket as
Selwyn came up.

“Tallo! Here’s a. Classic worm [?
gaid Tommy Dodd. “Ilave you come
over here looking for a bhumping, you
outsider 77

Be it noted, that t1% lofty disdain
of the Classicals for the Moderns was
fully reciprocatod by the lattor young
gentlomen. Not a Modern ot Rook-
wood would have been found sdead
on the Classical side, if he could have
helped it. —

““What do you mean by bringing
that facg ?wr liere ! demanded
Tommy Cook.

“And that nose, bedad!”
Tommy Doyle aggressively.
dalwyn smiled in a umkl% WAy,

said

wipid,
in Smythe's study.”

Tho three Tommies almost (ol
down.
“To what?” demanded Tommy

Daodd.-
““To which 2" gasped Cook.

“Tt’s pulling our leg he's after|”

gaid Doyle. “ Bump him [
“ Honest Injun |” exclaimed
Selwyn. “The fact is, Bmythe's

had a lot of sbulf from home—ripping
stuff—and—and we’'ve been having a
jow, and—and we think it's time we
stopped rnigu_lg* you Modern chaps.
There’s a limit, you know. ome
over and have a feed with us, and
bury the hatohet, you know !”

*“No larks?" said Tommy Dodd
suspiciously,

“No larks!” said Selwyn, with |

great solemnity. !
_ “No sorugging us when we get
into your study—what 2"

“ Honour bdght!”

“Well, I don't understand it,”” said
Tommy Dodd. *TLast time I saw
Smythe I knocked his hat off. But |
if you mean bhiz, wo'll come.”

“Come on, then!” said Selwyn.

“Sure fMhere's some little game
on?’ murmured Tommy Doyle dis-
trustfullfy.

“Well, wo could knock out the
whole Clussioal side, if it came to
that 1” said Temmy Dodd.

Thus reassuted, Tommy Dodd’s
chums assented, and the three
Moderns marched off with Selwyn.
They came up to the junior passage
on the Classical side in the most
friendly manner.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were surprised
—but, as it happened, they  were
hungry, and funds were short in their
study. ‘

They were lon fighting torms with
all Classicals, espeetally the Fistical
Four; bub in their encounters with
the Fistical Four, there was good-
humour on jboth sides, I{ was
different with' Smythe & Co, whose
swank was |quite intolgsible to
follows outside their ofn select
cirgle,  Still,' the threq' Tommies
were not fellows to béar malice,
especially at jtea-time” when funds
were short. |[So #ligy came into
Smythe’s study in the most amicable
way in the werld:

Bmythe was there, with
lpacy and Merton and

| hungry,

.remarkably on the theap, or hie was

wera loyal followers of the grdut

Adolphus,

. All the nuts saluted the Mo

%?:ons very politely, and Tomiy
Was more an more P

The table was laid for tea, but I
only for three, 4
hore was a slight scent in
study of a fishy naturo—perhs
emanating Jfrom Howard’s sar
which ho had generously contei
to the feed on acoount of their
somewhayt stale. >

Sit down!” said Smyth fl

bl . [ .,

%ﬁ;’gy!" Jolly glad to ‘sea
“You're: awfully d1? | alid

Tommy Doedd. " ‘i
“Not at all. Kind of you |

come," gaid Smythe. “Tima we I
oﬁi ragging for a bit, T should thinkl™
‘Faith, "it's a  jowel yo . oed, "
Smythey I” said Tommy Doyle, as lia |
sab down, “You fellows e having |
tea, too, I suppose—~what 7" :

“The fact is, we've finished,” saia i
Smythe. © “Then—then the nER
things came, and I thought of
chaps. We're going to wauil on you

“Oh, my hat!” said Cook. il

The three Moderns were more amd
more astonished, Tt was surprisin
that the Classical nuts should uﬁ
them to tea at all, bub that thew |
should wait on them whild they fed— |
that simply took the cake, Howgvap
Tommy Dodd & Co., prepared t pi
in. Smythe helped tﬁJ'll‘.MTi gonerous|
to sardines, and ITowiurd poured o
the tea. ]

The tea was weak, but that was
more than compensated for by the
sardines, whio were o decidodly
| strong.

“Pile in !” said Smythe, in the most
hospitable manner, as the &h;‘J‘ £
T'omimies seemed to hasituto, \

“Abham! I'm pot overfopd of!
fish,” murmured Tommy Dedd.

‘Tommy Cook huad tuened quite 0%
pale. o
“You fellows object to baving the 38
window open?” ho asked. ' I—I'm
nuts on fresh aie !”

Howard obligingly opened t])!
window. Tho Shell fellows wénd
feoling that they would like it open,
tao.

+

o

for the sardinesf”
Welly tey tha

“Don’s  oaro
said Smythe blandly.
corned beef.”

dhlis E]mae Pammies pi
erabuled T8 uf"‘ﬂ; Y
boen overloc Jn:f}; ‘l‘? o
ee 018 dtady ouply
Er somo woeks, and "Puplfnm‘pmi-t
E) o for it himself, Tommy Dol &
b0: wanted to be civil, as the buieh
1iﬁcntuskod to tea, and thoy did nol
¢ to turn up their noses at the o
Eroﬂrpndcr provided, so they made an |
e‘l:?i‘cwurtt’aclx upmﬁ the corned beef, !
+°re's something 1 was rolng ba |
mention to you chups,” sald %ﬂm)‘%h&*o {
iﬁ.gkc:usuq] sorfhol way. . * W Were
inking of , 0 sweep— Wikt
the‘ %w,tter, Deild ?"svvco e
“Nen-nothlge 1 I~ don?
'l have .1‘n§ cornl™ ‘|1l'2rt’, ﬂ::;g
Tommy Dodd. \ = T4y nob roull
Wh'llm I _t-quo 1o think of it.x J
, pile UnN T g Hoy -
encouragingly. path o
:: S’u, really,” :
ame here,” said 'Y .
“1 really couldn’t,” Qi
“Well, go for the
Sgly%ht?}.] 1 I‘_‘tlgivlp yourselves.  Now,
about that little 8een wo 4w i
o w P we were thmlﬁ

The three Tommhics fuoked ab the

cake,” ‘said W

cake, and theu1 it one pnovher., It !
was quite a large picve of cakeos
Unfortunately, it had lgpen Iyin 1':’):” |

some time in a damp plice, an
getlmg greenish at the cornars,
The Modern juniors did not stars
on it. It eame into their minds that
cither Bmythe was doing this foud

Wiks

doing 1t by way of pulling theip
Modern legs. 'I'{wy thought they
began to understand the reason why
Smythe had askod them to tea.
“Thanks, T won't trouble the eake,”
said Temmy Dodd, in a.dangerously.
polite tone. !

He only wanted to be gire thip
was a jape before he procoedey
“mop up ** the whole study.

“Why, you're not making ar
at all,” said Smythe remdustrag
“Well, try the jam. You Moy
kids dare a bit particulny Eut thei
plenty of jam. adetn ! ‘

The jam Jooked n) right, and '
three ‘Moderns hAped themselye}
liberally. They kZan to think thaf
they had miSjudﬁ Smythe, after all
but as soon aggh® first consignine
of jam reache Mommy Dodd’s moutl
he “started te his feet, conghing nn/
spluttering /
¢ Flallet

Whatia yflié minttan

The gre
Howard
Chesney., Towngend and Topham of
the i*‘nfrﬂ:l.-\\'om there, too—they

ad Owen Conguest's magnificent school story— '
‘ s : )

sxolape@d Smythe in surprise,
mf.lui'ooh! Grooogh!  Don’t te
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the jan1, you chaps; there's vinegar in
it!  Ooooococh !

“Winegar, bedad!” gpoared Tommy
U‘cra’lle.

1"

-1 assure you—" stammered
Bmythe,

“¥You rotters!” roared Tommy
Dodd, when he had cleansed his
mouth with a handkerchief. “So
you were pulling our leg, were
you?”

3

“No, no; 'pon honour

“Bure, it's a jape!” howled Tommy
Doyle,  “Bo the piper that played
before Moses, we'll tache you to jape
us, you gpalpeens!”

“Go for the ecads! Give
socks!”

“Here, T say,” exclaimed Smytho,
in alarm, “hold on! ’Tain’t a jape—

’em

honest Injun, I—I tell you! Ow, you
Modern cad!  Yow-ow!”

Smythe staggered back, crowned |
with  jam.  Teommy Dodd had
deposited the dish on his carefully-
parted hair. The next moment
anciont sardines and stale corned

beef flew in all directions, with frag-
ments of mouldy cake.

The nuts of Rookwood howled and
yvelled as they dodged the nnpleasant
missiles.  Smythe sat on the floor,
clutching jam out of his hair. Top-
hum struggled with a sardine that
was thrust down his back, The table
was cleared in a few seconds by the
indignant Modern youths, who wero
eonvinoed © that the feed was ar
elaborate jape, and moeant to show t,hrj

lagsical puts that they could not by
ed with impunity.

* Kick the little beasts out!” yelled
Townsend.

The enraged nuts made a rush at
the Modern juniors. All the savoury
ammunition bad been expended ; but
Tommy Dodd caught the table by the
side, and pitched it over towards the
enemy.

There was a terrific crash of
crockeryware, and anguished yells
from the fellows who caught hot tea
on their legs. Wild confusion reigned
in Smythe’s study, and the three
Tommies promptly dodged out at the
door, and fled. Sounds of woe and
wrath followed them; but the nuts
did not follow.

They were foed up with Tommy
Dodd & Co. Once safe outside the
Classical guarters, the three Tommies
linked arms, and strolled back to their
own side, chuckling.

“Fancy that duffer Smythe think-
ing oubt a jape like that!” grinned
Tommy Dodd. “But I rather think
we had the best of it at the finish—

what !
did! Ha, ha, ha! We

W
did !"

[n Smythe’s study there was weep-
ing and wailing and gnashing of
teeth, and furious recriminations.
The great Adolphus had certainly not
got any “forrarder® with his little
sweep!

The 3rd Chapter.
Parriotic.

Leggett of the Fourth looked into
Smythe's study later that evening.
Smythe and Tracy and Howard were
doing their preparation. The three
nuts were in extremely bad tempers.

The feed generonsly bestowed on
Tommy Dodd & Co. had not really
Yeen intended 4s a jape at all; but
1 nuts had certainly overdone it in
urpg up remnants for the occasion.
An' it was useless after that to think
of gitting the three Tommies into the
sweepy

Smythe “was angry and disap-
pointedy, Hdgvas very set on bringing
off that Swecpi doubtless for excellent
reagons of his Swn.

“Can I come i¢" asked Leggett.

The Classical Shell fellows scowled
at him. Leggett “belonged to the
Modern side, and he was not a
pleasant character. He was more
than suspected of sneaking to the

' OUR COMPANION
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prefects, and he was always hard up,
and sometimes guilty of sharp practice
in dealing with fellows who were not
quife so keen as himself.

If ahy follow at Rookwood had a
kiife that wouldn't eut, or a cricket-
bat that was badly sprung, or a rod
that was cracked, it was safe to sur-
mise that he had purchased the article
from Leggett. If a fellow found a
bad shilling among his cash, he was
sure to remefber that he had lately
“changed aubob » for Leggett.

Leggett had a reputation for ue-
scrupulousness, and he was not
F{c-pulur, but he was certainly clever.

o had his nicest smile'on as he looked

in on Smythe and Howard and Tracy,

“1 can make it go all right with-
dut your help!” said Smythe con-
tempiucusly.

Leggett grinned,

“From what I hear, you can’t,” he
said, “Tve been asking questions,
you ses. Only a dozen fellows have
come in {*

“Fifpeen !” snapped Smythe,

“Well, fiftoen isn’t & lot. You see,
most of the chaps remember the way
you diddled young Higgs last
term—-""

“Do_you dare to say that the
sweep last term wasn't conducted on
perfectly fair lines?” roared Smythe,
clenching his fists and advancing upon
Leggott. :

Leggott was not a fighting-man ; he
backed quickly round the table.

“Hold on! I—I meant to say,
owing to the mistake last time,” he
said. = “It—it makes the fellows think
there might be another mistake.
Don't get ratty. I tell you plainly,
you won’t get anybody to come into
this sweep unless you take my ftip.
I can tell you a dodge to get half the
school into. i5 1"

Smythe paused. Young rascal as
Leggett was, he was as clever as he
was unscrupulous, and Smythe knew
it. If Leggett had such a “dodge
as he declured, it was worth while
giving him a hearin

“Well, go ahcu.:f

Wl

but they did not respond. Smytho
pointed to the door with his pen,

“Qutside!” he said briefly.

#1 want to speak to you chaps,”
explained Leggett.

“The want 15 entirely on your side.
1f you don’t travel at once—-—"

Smythe hulf rose from his chair.

“1t’ll be a good thing for you,”
urged Leggett.

“(ot a pocket-knife Yo sell?”
sneered Tracy.

“Pve got nothing to sell, I's
about your sweep.” :

“0Oh!” said Smythe, changing his
manner at once. “‘ You can coms in,
Leggett 17

Leggett closed the door behind him
as he came in. Smythe was quite
civil immediately.

If a Prussian Uhlan had come to
his study with a “bob” for the
sweep, Adolphus Smythe would have
been civil to him.

“How many do yow want?” asked
Bmythe,

“Eh? How many what?”’

“Are you putting up a single bob
or more, I mean?”’

“0Oh, m not putting up any-
thing | said Leggatt.

“You're not!” Smythe’s civility
dropped from him like a cloak.
“Then get out, you Modern worm !

‘" Better listen to me,” said Leggett.
“Y cen tell you how to make it go.”
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Higgs inserted a grubby hand into the haty and drew out a slip of paper.
snorted as he saw that it was a blank.
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b
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ungraciously, “What's your blessed

idea ?”’
“That’s telling,” said Leggett
coolly. “YPm pot giving it away.

You stand me a whack in the prize,
and I'm at your service !”

“How do I know that I shall win
the prize, fathead? T stand an equal
chance with the.rest.”

“Tll chance that,” said Leggett.
“Btand me a whack in the prize if
you win it. That’s good enough for
me!

Smythe gritted his teeth, and
Howard and Tracy looked a -little
queer. It cerfainly seemed to be
Leggett’s belief that Smythe would
bag the sweepstake. He was willing
tg make his reward contingent upon
that.

“I won’t have anything to do with |

you,” said Smythe, “(Get out of my
study "

“Well, you're losing a good thing,”
urged Leggett. “I tell you, my
dodge will make the whole crowd
keen after the sweep. If it doesn’t
you needn’t use i, and you don’t give
me anything. I take the risk-of your
not winning, too. If you win, you
hand me half a quid; and the sweep
will come to five or ten pounds, if you
work it my way!”

“Give him a hearing, Smythey,”
seid Howard.  “He's a cunning
bedst, always up to some dodge.

Every Wednesday.

| & quarter
atb.

“Oh, rotten!" he growled.

We,

Every Thursday.

want the sweep to be a success if
we can work it. It’s up to us now!
Our giddy prestige is at stake now
we've started the thing,”

“Yes, give him a chance,” said
Tracy. ‘' A half-quid won't hurt you,
Smythey, if you win—and very likely
you won’t.”

“Well, go on, Leggett,” said
Smythe. “It’s a go. If your dodge
is any good, and if I win the prize,
and it’s over five quid, T’ll stand you
half a sovereign.”

“(ood enough,” said Loeggett at
once. “Honour bright!  These
fellows are witnesses.” -

“Honour bright!” said Smythe.
“Now, what's the whesze? Blessed
if I can see it.”

“If you could see if, you wouldn’t
need me to tell you. The idea is to
a,ppeal to their patriotism.”

‘Their what?” asked the perplexed
Smythe.

“Patriotism.”

“What the dickens has patriotism
got to do with my sweepstake?’”

“TLots,” said Leggett, with a
chnekle.  “You announce that the
winner of the sweep undertakes to
send twenty-five per cent. to the Red
Cross Fund for the wounded.”

“ My hat!”

“ Tt won’t hurt the winner o stand
of his winnings,” said
“And, for the losers,

fund, you can make out that you’ve
got up the whole thing simply as a
scheme for raising money for the
wounded in the war.” ;
“By gad, you are a deep besst ™
said Smythe., “What do you fellowe
think 27" :
“Topping !” said Howard. “The
chaps will crowd in, I should say. T'll
take an extra bob’s worth myself.”
“Sume here!” said Tracy. .
“Well, if you do, I wil,” gaid
Smythe. “It’s a go. After all, as
patriots we ought to raise something
for the fund—ahem !~-and this is an
easy way. The. winner ought not to
object to handing out a quarter of
the prize, if it comes to over five

pounds,”
“Quite so; I wouldn’t.” .
‘Are you taking a ficket,
Leggett?”
“Hard up,” said Leggett. “You'

can give me one on tick, if you like.”!
“Yes, T know how you settle up.
loans,” sniffed Smythe. “No fear!
There’s no tick in this sweepstake.”
“Then you can leave me out.
you win, you stand me half a quid.
f you don’t win, you have the
wheeze for nothing—for the good of
the cause. The fact is,” said Leggett,
“1 only thought of this because I
wag turning it over in my mind how
to help the fund a bit, and I can't
afford a subscription.”

‘Done!” said Smythe.

Leggett nodded, and quitted the
study. .

“Seems a good idea,” said Smythe,|
Ivoking at his study-mates.

“Jolly good. idéa!” said Tracy..
“ But—but-—">" * »

“Well, what?”

“1 don’t like the way Leggett put
i5. He seems certain that you're
going to win, Smythey. He intends
to bag that half-quid, and he can’t

{ lke that thinks?”

A unless you win. 1t's as good as say-

ing that he ‘thinks you're going to
>

 work it somehow.'

“What does it matter what a cad
said Ymythe.
“He’s always cheating somebody,
and he thinks other chaps are tarred

f

,  He heid up and »
“Just my luck!®

they’ll have the satisfaction of know-
ing that a part of their losses has
gone to the Red Cross Fund. See?
It’s & way of raising money for the
wounded without costing a chap any-
thing." f

“'Without costing anything! It's
going to cost a quarter of the prize,
at that rate.”

“But, don’t you see, if it brings a
crowd in, the prize will be bigger.
Fifty fellows—that’s more than yowll
get—would only make up a purse of
two pounds ten shillings. Well. a
hundred fellows would make it five
pounds. The winner hands out a
quarter—twenty-five bob—and has
three pounds fifteen shillings lefs,
Well,othree pounds fifteen shillings is
more than fwo pounds ten shillings,
isn’t 1627

“By gad!” said Smythe. ’

“ And with a wheeze like that yo
might get a hundred and fifty fellows
into it,” sald Leggett; *‘or the
fellows with plenty of tin might take
a dozen chances each. The idea of
raising money for a patriotic fund and
at the same time standing a chance
of winning the prize will bring them
round. And fhe fellows who call it
gambling, and turn up their noses at
it, will have to come in, or we'll call
’em mean and unpatriotic.. With
twenty-five per cent. going to the
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with tlfe same brush. T suppose you
dor’L,’rt think that I'm going to wangle
it?

“N-no! But—-"

“How could 1?” demanded Smythe
angrily, “Nobody knows the wiier
#ill thie raco is run.”

“Well, there’s no real doubt about
Billiard Ball. The favourite will win
—there isn’t another gee-gee in the
lisk what's got an earthly.” Whoever
dm_a,ws”BiHiard Ball is certain of the

ize. :

“Well, admitting that, anybody
might draw Billiard Ball. The names
will be written on slips, and put into
a hat, and drawp by chance.”

“well, if i sﬁoul)(rl turn out like
last time, that the winner was written
down twice, and you had one of
them——*

“That was a mistake. This time
I} you can write down the names in
your own fist, and Heward can put
them into the hat.”

“Well, " that's all right,” said
Tracy, and Howard nodded. “Don’t
mind my speaking out plain, Smythey
—I know you're straight—but some:
of tho fellows were mighty suspicious
lagt time, and if anything of the kind
happened again—-"

“Well, it won’t happen again!®
growled Smythe. *Every fellow who
draws a blank will grumble, of course.
That can't be helped. I won't have
a hand in the draw at all, excepting
to look over the slips and see that
yow've got all the names down. 1
draw with the rest—all square and
above board.”

“Right-he! Don’t be
said Tracy pacifically.

Smythe grunted, and went on with.
his preparation. !

ratty 1

The 4th Chapter.
All ja!
100 “Neu dngat1”

Jimmy Silver stared at the speaker,
who was Flynn of the Fourth. Tg
was the day after Leggett’s visit to
Smythe’s study.

“In what?” asked Silver.

“The sweep.”

“QOh, Smythe's liftle swpep! No
fear!”

“Well, T am,” said Flynn. “I'm
taking three bobs’ worth. And I
think it’s pretty mean of anybody to
keep out, considering.”

“Rat!” said Jimmy Silver, “It's
gambling, and there would be an
awful row if it got to the prefects.
If Bulkeley or Knowles got wind of
it, you’d hear something drop.”

‘“If you're afraid of a row—""

“1’m not afraid of a row, you ass!”
said Jimmy Silver.wrathfully, “It
i:lsn”f; that. But it’s a rotten thing to-

0.
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SMYTHE’S LITTLE SWEEP!
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“And I'm surprised at you,” went
on Jimmy Silver indignantly, * You

ought {0’ know better, 1t's all very
woll for Smythe and his set—they're
rotters, anyway. 1 thought you were
keeping out of it.” . .

“Bo I was,” said Flynn, = “Butb
Smythe hadn’t explained then. It's
only decont to take a whack when the
whole thing is being got up for the
wounded,”

“Mhe—tho what!”

“Mhat's the ides entircly. A
quarter of the prize goes'to the Red
Cross Fund,-and overy fellow who
enters the sweep has to agree fto
that, and to send the ¢ash off in the
prosence of the other fellows. Smythe
says that & couple of quid may be
raised for the fund if it's a big sweep,
So 1 took {hree.”

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows.

“Well, that's put a different com-
plexion on the matter,” he agroed.
#1f Smytho's doing it for that, it's
not so rovten.  Still, T don’t like it 1"

Ok, dontt bo a baste 1 said Flynn,
5 wonldn't have taken shares, only
Bmysho pomnbed oot it's an ey wey
of rasing something for the fund, as
well as a prize for the winner. 1T
think it’s ripping. You ought to
take a share,”

“Waoll, I'm not going to.”

“Brrr-r-r 1”7 said Flynn.

Jimmy Silver walked away with his
brows wrinkled, and joined iis ohums
in the tuck-shop. Sergeant Kottle
was handing out gimger-pop fo the
juniors, The schadl shop hed lately
been the scene of a barring-out, and
it atill showod traces of the rough
usage it had recoived on that occa-
sion. But the Fistical Four were
among the old sergeant’s bost custo-
mers, and the anpcient warrior
willingly 1ot bygones bie bygones

“HMera you are,” said Lovell
“ Another pop, sergeant.  Whare-
fore that worried brow, my youthful
[rignd?"

“T'm thinking,” sad Bilver.

“Painful process?” asked Raby
sympathetically. ““Do it by degrees,
4 little at a time, fill you get used
to it

“0h, rats!” wsaid Jimmy Silver.
“1 want to talk Lo you chaps. Come
on!”

The four juniors finshed their

ginger-beer, and quitted the tuck-
shop. Jimmy Silver’'s chums regarded
him with surprise. It was not often
a oloud was seen upon his submy face,

“What's the row?” asked Lovell

“It's about that rotten sweep of
Smythe's. It turns out that he's
doing it to raiso money for a fund-—
at least, that’s what he says now. A
quarter of the prize is to go to the
Red Cross, and the fellows seom to be
taking it up.”.

Lovell chuckled.

“Qocond thoughts are best,” he re-
marked, “Smythey never said uny-
thing of that to us, He’s thouglit of
that since, as a dodge fo.make the
chaps come in.”

“Mhat’s ‘what I thought,” said
Silver. “But—but under the circs,
it looks a bit mean to stay out. We
shall be chipped about it." |

“ Might take a bob’s worth,” said
Newcomie,

“Rot! Let's stay oub of it, all the
game,” said Jimmy Silver,” “That's
what 1 ‘wanted to speak to you about.
Tt’s just o trick to get fellows into
the gamble, and I don’t like it. It's

simply disgraceful to mix up gamb-,

ling with a thing like a fund for the
soldiers, 1 think Smythe’s a black-
guard.”

| said

B

“ And he isn’t square,” said Raby,
with a shake of the head. * He bhad a
sweep last term, and there was a lot
of talk about it.” /

“Then we're sticking out?” said
Silver. “That’s agreed?”

“Done !? said the Co. together.

Jimmy S#ver felt relioved in, his
mind, He did not want the Co. to be
mixed up with the Giddy Goats and
their pregious gamble. Bui it was not
not so easy to “stick out,” and that
the PFistical Four seon discovered.

For Smythe’s little sweep had
catight on,

Follows who would have had
nothing to do with it gave it their
cordial support when it was explained

| that the wholé thing was a dodge

to raiss money for the wounded
soldiers, Smythe explained airily
that by moeans of that little sweep a
goodly sum would be raised for that
excellent purpose without any fellow
missing the money. For his “bob”
ench chap would have his chance in
tho sweep, as usuwal, And as for &
quarter of the prize being haunded out
to the fund by the winner—wall, that
wouldn't hust thy, winner, ]f" could
‘b grenrous without its costing him
atnything. ' o

(eniorosity on the cheap seemud to
bo popular. Hvery follow in the Shell
had taken at loast one share; some
had taken two or three. Smythe him.
self had taken four. [Fags in the
Second and the Third had clubbed
togother to shure out a share.

Money wis tolling in, in fact.

Follows who stood out recdived
matiy unpleasant hints and sniffs.
The whnL thing being a patriotic
scheme, it ‘Was mean to stand out. It
looked as if they weren’t willing to
“dub up” twenby-live pet cent, of
their winuings for the fund.

And the doubtful Thomases who
remembered the little mistake in
Nmythe’s ln&t sweop were reassured
by boing told that Howsrd and Tracy
wero  managing  the whole affair,
Howard and Tracy were decided
“(Goats,” but thoy were straight
enough, and the junors trusted them.

Even Tommy Dodd & Co. had
“oumie in.” They hml" resigtod at
. ; Bt g LESUIAR,
first, because it was a Clazsical sweop,
and therefore they were up against

it; and secondly because they were up |

against gambling in  any shape or
form. But they gave in, finding
opinion on the Modern side against
them. They did not like to be con-
gidered either mean or unpatriotic.

And, having pgiven in their ad- |
hesion, the three Tommies naturally
considered it was everybody else’s
duty to follow their example, and they
promised a thick ear to every junior
on the Modein side who didn’t take
a thare 1 the sweep. 4

The result was a tush of custom in
Smythe's study which kept that young
gentleman vefy busy most of the
afternoon. It was a half-holiday, ‘and
Smythe was nobly deveting it to the
5““0@‘)- .

“Haow many shares have you
follows got?* Tommy Dodd inguired
when he encountered the Iistical
Four in the quadrangle.

“None!? growled Jimmy Silver.

“Not standing out?”  exclaimed
Cook.

“Yes,
“Wall, it's a mans baste yo ara!”
Tommy Doyle indignantly.
“8ure, yoe're only Classical worms,
but ye might play up to help a
pathriotic fund.”

“I¢’s rotten gambling,”
Jimmy Silver,

33

grunted

“Well, it isn’t,” said Tommy Dodd |

angrily.  “Do you think T'd have a

hand in a gamble?”

“ What is it, then?” said Silver.

“Well, it’s a sweep,” said the
Modern junior, “and—and the fact
that it’s for the benefit of the fund
makes it all right.”

“0Oh, rot! It’s gambling.”

“Tf you call me & gambler T'IL dot
you in the eye, you Classical waster !
suid Tommy Dodd excitedly.

“Bow-wow! Yow!” roared Jimmy
Silver, as the exasperated Modern
suited the action to the word.

The next moment he was piling on
Tommy Dedd, and they were rolling
in the quadrangle, apparently trying
to collect as much dust as possible in
the shortest space of time. Bulkeley
of the Sixth spotted them and bore
down on them, and separated them
by the simple provess of using his
boots as if he were kicking for goal.
The youthful heroes released one
another and fled.

Jimmy Silver came into the house
very dusty and in a bad tem In
the junior pagsages; where he went

for a clothes-brush, he met Bmythe |

and Traecy of the Shell.

“QCetting late to take
Silver,” said Smythe. “Youll get
left out if you don’t hurry up.”

“Tm not taking my share, hang
you!”

“0h, don't talk to the blessed Shy-
lock!” said T'racy. “Lot he cares
about the wounded, so long as he
keeps his roften money in his pocket,”

Jimmy Bilyer turned crimson with
wrath. He did not argue with Tracy.
He hit ocuty and Tracy sab down with
4 roar. As he seemed in no hurry to
got up again, Jimmy Silver went on
to the end study to Z;rush his clothes.
There he caught sight of a chalked
inseription on the looking-glass that
made him almost gnash his teeth:

“Mean cads! Why don’t you go
and join the Prussians?”

Liovell and Raby and Newcome fal
lowed him in, and they looked a little
sickly as they saw the inseription on
the glass. Lovell took & cap and
rubbed it cut.

“This iz gabting rather thick,”
said Lovell uneasily. *The fellows
all think we're standing out becauso
we'te mean. After all, you know, it's
for the wounded,”

“Might have a bob's worth,” said
Raby hesitatingly, "1 don't like the
follows thinking we'ra a set of prigs.”

“Lot ‘em think' fhat theyilike,
Blow Fem 1" growleds Jimmy e, |
S d mlither beoa pdi than o gambler,
if it's a choice between the two—
though it isn't. We've agreed to
stick out of it, us four.”

“Well, if you hold us to that—"
sald Newcame,

“Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver.
“You needn't put it 'like that. I
dor’t want to hold you to it against
your will, you know that.”

“Well, it’s a patriotic thing, isn’t
it?? argued Lovell. “ And—and I
hate to look like a prig. Yes, yes, T
lknow 1t 18n't so; but the fellows think
50, and—and it’s rotten to set up to

be bettor than everybody, you know. |

It looks as if we're a set of dashed
Birics, and afraid of being found out,
and—and mean. 1 don’t like it.”

Do as you like,” said Jimmy
Bilver, *Don’t let me stop you.”

“Woell, we three might take a bob’s
worth, Ii's our risk if there’s a
row.”’

“ Hang the row I” eaid Silver. <“T’1
go into it if you do, in case theri’s
a row. If there’s any trouble we'll
stand it fogether. Come on, then,
and lot’s see Smythe, blow him

And a few mimnutes later tho |
Fistical Four ‘had parted with a
shilling each and were subseribers to
Smythe’s little sweep. lLieggett of the
Fourth had ealculated well. There
was no doubt now that the sweep
would e a tremendous sucoess, and
the lucky winner would find himself
the possessor of a very substantial
sum,  And as nobody doubted that
the favourite would win, it all de-
pended L(tipon who should draw that
celebrated gee-gee, Billiard Ball.

The B5th Chapter.
The Draw,

Adolphus Bmythe was in a state of
great satisfaction after tea that even-
ing. He was very busy with Howard
and Tracy in his study as the time
drew near for the draw for the sweep-
stake.

Tracy had consulted the Intest
racing news obtainablé, in a ocertain
pink paper with which the ““Goats ”
were very well acquainted, He
sedately marked off the names of the
horses who had betn “scratched”
up to date. There would doubtless bo
more sératchings before the race was
run on Wednesday, but the chance
had to be taken of that.

Scratched horses would be the same
as blanks, and there would be an

our ghare, |

enormous number &f blanks, for fully
a hundred fellows had entered.

can be obtg\[ned.

if you want the BEST, buy Your Editor's papers. They contain the BEST readin

There wero only fwenty names to
write on the slips. The rest of the
slips were blank, to the full number
of the entrants. Every fellow would
draw a slip, but it was upanimously
recognised that only eone slip would
be of value—that bearing the name of
Billiard Ball, the favourite,

Tracy finished writing the twenty
slips. Smythe was keeping his word
and leaving i in the hands of his
study-mates. That was to place the
sweep entirely above suspicion of
being manipulated.

“That’s done !” said Tracy. “How
many blanks, Smythe?™

Hmythe consulted a list of names
with numbers attached.

“ Hundred and seventy altogether,”
he said. ‘ Hundred and five fellows
in the sweep, and some of them have
taken two or three. I've taken four,
but guite a lot have three. That
means a hundred and fifty blanks.”

“Oh, erumbs ! said Tracy.

“And you've got a hundred and
seventy bobs here?” said Howard.

“VYaas,” said Bmythe — “eight
pound ten.”

“Eight pound ten,Jy gum! That
means two pound two-and-six for the
fund and six guid seven-und-six for
the winner,” said Howard. “ What a
whacking prize! That chan Leggett
has his head screwed on the right
way.”’ )

Tt was a good idea,” said Smiythe.
“Tven those cads in the end study
have taken a share each. They had
p:»cmuc in; they wers chipped into
it.

“Goody-goody rotters!” growled
Tracy. *They were in a funk about
the prefects getting on to ity T suia-
pose. I hope they’ll got blanks, It
would be a rotten sell if one of them
bagged Billiard Ball.”

“ Must change that,” said Smythe.
“They've pot as good a chance as
ahybody.”

“Oh, of course!” ;

“What about the draw?” asked
Hownrd, “Everybody will want to
be present, We can't pack a hundred
fellows into this study.”

“NWa'll get into the abbey ruins,”
said Bmythe. “No chance of being
spotted there, and room for every-
body. We'll pass the word round jush
bofare dugk.”

“Right-ho1? ;

As . dusk was beginning to  fall
upon  Rookwood, fellbws ight have

Gt keeh, s 6 novelisi would say,

making their way to the abbey riins.
Theugh within the school walls, tha
dismantled abbey was a seclided
5[}()1‘,.‘ a considerable distance from
the Sthool House and the other build-
ings and sepatated from them by a
thick clump of beeches, Thare was
little danger of the *‘sweopers” being
gpotted there.

They (id not go all together, but in
ones and twos and threes, sauntering
away carclessly until they were out
of view of the schoolhouse, and then
dodging into the abbey.

Simythe & Co. were first in the field,
and after them the purticlbunts came
dropping in till a crowd Wi ¥ gatherad.

Owing to the unfortunate incident
remembered in  conmection  with

| Smythe's little sweep of the provious

term, a good many of the fallows
wanted to see all the progeedings with
their own cyes before the draw was
made, and to see that Howard and
Tracy managed it all. Smythe raised
no objection whatever. The twenty
slips upon which were written the
names of the horses entered for the
handieap were spread on a flat stone,
open to the general view. The exaet
number of blanks were counted out
beside them. Any follow who wished
u:a at liberty to examine and count
them. o

“Patter buck up with 14, said
Tommy Dodd. “We should look
rather quogr if a prefect dropped in.”

“Sefve us jolly well right if one
did,” growled Jimmy Silver.

Silver had not come there in a
good temper,
as it were, into participating in the
swoep, and he knew that le
yiolded to an unworthy weakness in

being so driven, and it made his |

temper u litle rusty. ¥

“0h, you're here!"” said Tommy
Dodd. “You don’t call it gambling
now—what !

“Yeu, I do.”

“Then what™are you here for?”
demanded Tommy Dodd

“Bedause I'm ag silly an ass as you
are,” said Jimmy Silver morosely,

Tommy Dodd laughed.

f;It’s for the fund, you know,”* he
said.

Jimmy ‘Silver only grunted in re-
sponse to that, He was not easy in
his mind,

“All ready,” said Smythe of the
Shell. “Your topper this way,
Howard."”

“Here you are!”

He had been driven, |

had |

Smythe collected up the slips of
paper from the stone, one by one, and
then took up the blanks in a heap,
Ile shuffled them together, and
dropped them into the hat. The hat
was well- shaken up, all the crowd
looking on ivith great  interest.
Leggett of the Fourth was locking
on, though he was not in the sweep.
He was grinning, for some reason
known only to himself, :

G
“That’'s enough,” said Bmy 1‘ '
“Now cover it with & handkerch: .

Leave just room for a paw to go in.""
“Right you are !” :
“Now then, take your turns,”

said Smythe, consulting his list.

“Fags firsh. Young Higgs, you can

begin.”

“Well, it looks ull straight thig
time, I will say,” remarked Higes of
the Third, as he advanced to draw
from the hat, and there was a laugh.
Higgs was the much-injured youth,
who considered that lve ought to have
swon Smythe’s last litile eweep,

“Don’t waste time,” suid Smythe
frowning. *“We can't stay lere all
night to hear you jaw. Yon're
entitled o one dmw»vaIv ju 1"

Higgs inserted a grubby band into
the hit, and drew out a slip of paper,
He held it up, and snorted as he sa
that it was blank.

“QOh, rotten!” growled Higg
“Just my luck. I ought to have had
it last time, though!”

“Clear off and make room for some-
body else!” snapped Smythe. *'We
shall have a prefect down on us soon.
Look here, you fellows, don't stop
here to look at your slips—take ‘er
away and look at ’em. We've gob b
buck up.”

“ All serene—keep your wool onl®

The fags drew one after another.
Most of them, of course, drew blanks,
but some had gee-gees, bub the
coveted Billiard Ball did not come to
light. The fellows cleared off as fast
as they obtained their slips, getting
quietly out of the ruins and strolling
away to the School House.

The Kistieal Four tock their turns
| one after another. Lovell drew a
blank, and then Raby, and then New-
come, but therc was a name on the
slip that Jimmy Silver drew out.

“Mywin-Serew 1 he read out.

There was a loud laugh.

“The rankest outsider in the whole
burich,” grinned Bmythe, 1 wish
you joy of him,"

L “1a; ba, hal"

Jimmy Silver shoved the slip into
bis pocket and walked away with his
chums. The crowd was dwindling
down now, and only the Shell fellows
remained. So far as had been noficed,

| Billiard Ball had not come to light.
Only Leggett of the Fourth stuyed to
see the finishing of the draw, though
not directly concerned in ik He
seemed curious. :

“Buck up!” said Smythe. “I¥’s.
getting dark. Go for it!”

The Shell fellows drow one after
another. Smythe of the Shell was
the last to draw, and the other fellows
casl envious looks at him. It was
pretty certain that Billiard Ball was
still in the hat. Unless he had been
grawn by one of the fellows who had

urried off without looking at his
paper or announding what was on if,
it was certam thal the favourite re-
mained still to be drawn.

As Smythe had four chances for his
four “bobsg,” he had to draw the final
four slips from the hat. lle drew
them oul quite methodieally, how-
over, one after another. Ong shawo—
three blanks came to light, his tom-
panions looking on ecagerly. Was it
possible that the favourite had been
already drawn, after all?

Smythe drew out the last slip. "He
looked at it, and gave a whoop.

3 M ha:t I”

‘

“What is it 2"’ exclaimed Howard,

“Look I

“ Billiard Ball ! roared Howard.
“What luck! Youw'll have to_stand
a feod out of i, Smythey, anyway.” =

“Pll stand the biggest feed that
ever was stood in the Shell at Rook-
wood,*” said Smythe jubilantly,

“ Bravo !”

The draw wag over, and Howard
put on his hat, and they left the
abbey ruins, Leggett of the Fourth
strolled after them. Ie was still
smiling.

The 6th Chapter,
Shell Out.

Later that evening, Smythe of the
Shell was indulging in & ciggrette in
his study, when Leggett éame in.
Howard and Tracy wore Hownstairs
in the vommon-rogin. The great
Adolphus did not feem pleased to see
the cad of the I'vtirth, for he frowned
through the haso of cigarette smoke.

“What the dickens do you want ?”
he demanded. *‘ Do you think I'm

going to have you wedging into my

g matter for boys that
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study like this, becamse you gave me
o $ip about the sweep,”

“Td L my half-quid® said
Leggett.

“You can waib,”

“But you've drawn the winnper,”
said Leggett. ;

“I've drawn the favourite,” said
Smythe. “He's pretiy certain to be
the winner. Dot you can wait till he
wins, for your half-quid,”

“1°d rather have 1t pow.”

“ (o and eab coke! There's always
a ohance that Billiard Ball may be
beaten, though it’s not likely. Any-
way, I don’t pay till afier the race.
Glet out I? J

*1 think I'll have ™ now,” gaid
Leggett, with quiet persistence. * Do

i wdea came

you kpow, quite a

into my head while I was watching |

the draw.” s
Smythe started violendly.,
“What do you mean, you cad?

What are you trying to insinuate?” |

#0h, don’t get ratty!® said
Leggeth coolly. “1've wadted 11 your
ghudy-mates weren’t here—1 speoially
ame to see you alone.” .

“There’s nothing you can say that
tny study-mates mayn’t hear.”

“1ll tell you the quecr idea that
game into my head—"

“T1 don’t want to hear it.”

“TU tell you all the same. Sup-
wase a chap wanted to make sire of
hagging Lhe sweep, and suppose he
had already used the dodge of a slip/

heing twice writtan, and eouldn't us:
ihet” agdin — keep your temper, |
mythey, Im only pubiing o case,
sou know — well, suppose the chap

I'm gpeaking of made another fellow
writth out the slips, and had ’em
sotnted in public to prove that all was
fair and shove-board——-"

“Well, @& would prove #,” suid
Smythe.

“But suppose the chap, when he
collected up the slips to put them in
the hat, sl_.i{vpod one of them into his
leeve while he was shuffling them
together: i

“You lying cad!”

“And suppose he left himself to
draw last., and that when he put his
hand into the hat he had a slip I it

eady—"

L ”

“ And suppose he left it there while
he drew three blanks omns after
anaother, and then fished out the slip
he'd dropped in after all the other
fellows had drawn—>*

“You hound—-"

% And suppose that spocial slip was
the one that had the favourite’s name
writbten on if,” pursued Leéggeti im-
pertarbably.,

Smythe's face was deadly pale.

“Do you mean to say that an
thinks—anybody has mentior
he stammered,

“Nobody, so far,” said Leggett
smoothly.  “Nobody was thinking of
anything of the sort, you see.”"

“But you were?” hissed Bmythe.

Leggett nodded.

“Yes, I was. You see, I knew that
that you got up this sweep, the same
as lnst timie, with the intention of win-
ning it. That's why I gave you my
wheeze for making it a success, on
condition that you shelled out if yom
won—you see, I knew you would win.
As yon couldn’t do it quite so openly
as yon did it last time, I was eurious
fo see how you would work it, and 1
watched you close. But you did it so
well that I hardly spotted you—
shouldn't have spotted you at all, if 1
hadn’t, known exactly what you were
doing. ' You gee, I guessed how you
meant to work it.”

“Tt’s '3 rotten He,” said Smythe
furiously, “and if you sdy a word
about it oulside this study, LIl
smash you 1"

“But I don’t mean to say a word
about ite outside this study,” said
Leggett. “1t's not my business, I've
only come here for my half-quid, As

body

you've bagged the favourite, i's all
the same o you whether you hand it
out now or next Wednesday. And
T'm hard up.”

Smythe looked at him long and
hard.

“ Billiard Ball may
said at last.

“Well, he’s favourite,* e
~“T'll have nothing to do with you,
Leggett,” :

“ Just as you like,” said Leggett,
moving towards the door.

Bnrythe breathed herd.

‘ As a personal favour, I dont mind
lotting you have the half-quid now,”
he sard.  “Bat it’s understood that
its purely a persomal favour, and not

not win,” he

| clearly what a worm he was.

THE BOYS' FRIEND

away with his guiet, almosi stealthy
tread, with a smile on his face.
Loggett was a wise youth in some
things, and he knew that the warmest
favourites do not always win as ex-
pected, and he had intended o make
sure of his -sovereign. Leggett
was sakisfied, and he had no intention

| of suying anything about what he had

seen—or, rather, what he bad sus-
pected—at the draw. As a matber of
fact, it was a trick quite after his own
hearf, and the peeuliar youth quite
admired Smytho of the Shell for his
astutoness,

But Smythe of the Shell did not
look satisfied afber Leggett had left
him. He had parted with a half-
soveretgn, and he would be that much
out of pocket if Billiard Ball, by any
changs, did not win on Wednesday.
And that was not all that worried
him. So long as his ity was
known only to hi somehow it
bad not worried him; but now that
it was known to another, it seemed
to strike him more plainly, and the
wretched swindler realised much more
He was
looking decidedly down in the mouth

| when Howard and Tracy came up fo

the study for something to eat before
going to bed.
“ Hallo! Amwything wrong?"' asked

Tracy.

Y.
“ Qh, no! Too many cigarettes—
fecl a bit seedy,” stammered Smythe.

| Smythe’s

The 7th Chapter.
The Winner,

There were twenty fellows in the
Tower School at Rookwood who
looked forward with keen inferest to
Wednesday evening.

The SWOePOLs who had drawn
blanks weren’t interested at all. They
were fed up with sweeps, though they
had the conmsolation of knowing .that
they had helped on the fund. That
was a considerable consolation for the
losers, They had stood their chance
of drawing the favourite—or they
thoaght they had—and a quarter. of
their losses went to the Red Oross

fund, so it was not so bad, after all.
y follows who possessed the
twenty shps t the names of

horses, however, had something to
look forward to. As the lolder of
the favourite, Bmythe was the object
of enivy. But the other fellows
declared aly that it was not at all
unknown’m?'or outsiders to “romp
home *’ quite unexpectedly ; so every-
body who “had a horse * still hoped.

Some ' of the hopes were exfin-
guished by degrees as the day of the
race drew nearer. For geegee affer
googoe - was  soratohed, as became
known by means of that valuable pink
paper surreptitiously imported into
study. On  Wednesday

there were only twelve runnors left,
and so there were only u dozen

The nuts of Rookwood howled and yelled as they dodged the unpl asant missiles. The
table was cleared in  a few seconds by the inilignant Modern youths, who were convinced

that the feed was an elaborate jape, and

that they could not be japed with impunity.

on aocount of that rot you've been
talking.” g

“ Certainly !” said Leggett, with a
nod. “ And it's very kind of you to
do mo a little favour like
Smythey, as Pm hard up.”

Smyths pansed, and then exfracted
a hall-sovereign from his pocket and

that,

laid it on the table,

Leggett picked it up.

L Tl‘%anks 1" he saidn.p “ That's really
good of you, Smythel” Boft words
cost the cad of tié Fourth nothing,
and he did not want to quarrel with
the (lassical dandy so long as he
gained his point—and the half-sove-
reign. * Much obliged, really! This
will come in very mseful,”

“You mneedn't mention that I’ve
handed # cub before the race,” said
Bmythe.

* Cortamnly nob; it’s quite between
you and me. Nobody’s business but
ours,” said Leggett. “If Billiard
Ball should not happen to win, it
needn’t bo mentioned that yod've
handed it to me at all. I sha’'n’t say
anything, No need to start fellows
talling and suspecting. You may be
gotting up another little sweep one of
these days, and T may be able to help
you again. Good-night, Smythey!”

“ Good-night {" growled Bmythe.

Leggett left the study, and walked

“Well, yon ought to be bucking
up, T should say, with that whacking
sweeps dropping into your lap on
Wednesday,” said Howard., *“ You
have the best of luck, Smythey;
and this time nobody can say that it
wasn’t all fair and square.”

“I—J say, I'll stand a thumping
feed out of ib,’* said Bmyfhe uneasily.
“We'll have all the Shell, and every-
thing of the best, aid as much as any
fellow wants.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Tracy. “ That's
doing it in style, Smythey.” .

“And I'll tell you what,” said
S8mythe miserably, “T’ll stand each
of you fellows a quid out of it.”

“My hat!"

“Gammon !

* #1 mean it,” said Smythe eagerly.
“You—you had a lot of the trouble,
ond Pm going to whack it out & bit.
A quid each for youn out of the sweep.
Dash it all, you're my study-mates,
and you ought to have o whack.”

Howard thumped him on the back,
and Tracy almost hugged him. And
their. hearty appreciation of Smythe’s
generosity made the dandy of the
Shell feel a littla more at ease with
his conscience.

“Yeure a sport, Smythey!” said
Tracy.

“(One of the best I’ agreed Howard.

& Smythe's Little Sweep 1”

now they meant

to show the Classical nuts

fellows who looked forward to the

| news of the evening.

Smythe had arranged for an even-
ing paper to be brought to him that
evening—on the grounds that he was
anxious to follow the movements of
the troops in Flanders, where he had
a, relation. His real object, of course,
was to see the result of tho race
without waiting till Thursday. And
he had generously invited the holders
of the geegee slips fo turn up in his
study to see the winners at eight
o’clock, when he wonld receive the

paper. ; y
The Fistical Four were doing their
preparation in the end study when
Lovell drew Jimmy Silver's attention
o the clock.
“ Just on eight,” he remarked. ,
“Well?” said Silver.
“Smythe’s got his evening paper
by this fime."” 1
“Blow Smythe and his evening
paper !
“ Aren’t you going?’*
“ No,” .
“ But there’s a chance,” said Raby.
“ Qutsiders get home sometimes—
romp home, as Smythe calls if.
Twin-Screw hasn’t been scratched,
anyway, He’s in the running.”
“0h, rot!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Pwin-Screw won’t win and I hope

he won’t, too. I'd like to kick you
follows for squeczing me into thab
roften sweep at all! I can’t help
thinking, too, that there's something
queer sbout Smythe gebhing the
favourite—and it’s rotben uncomfort-
able to afleel veliﬂ.Ee th.a.t'.:1 i:fct:Is' a bﬁmwm
birney alto ar, an win
should win, it would make mo fecl:
1 Lh)

“Well, you'd be eniitled to the
cash,” said Newcome, ° Smythe’s
got it locked up in bis drawer, ail
ready for the winner.”

AN Foady for bimeelf!” grunted

panking feed
: study,” s:ﬁ
Lovell

Jimmy Silver Isd down his pen,
and looked direchly at his siudy-mates.
“We'll bave this quite plain,” he
said, ¢ I'm not satisfied about having
had a hand in that rotten sweep, tnd
you feel the same, only you won’t own
it.* If my outsider should win by any
¢l I shall send the whole whack
to the Red Crass, and get rid of it.
Then I shall bave lost a bob like the
rest. 1 won’t keep a penny.” J
“Well, *tain’t a bad idea,” said
Lovell, after a panse; and Raby and
Newcome nodded. ** Why don’t you
cab off and ses if there’s a chance?™
“Oh, rot! There fen’t!”

‘ tu,ml.«, if you like.

And Jimmy Silver went on with his
pr ion. four juniors were
busy, when there came a knock at
the study door

“Come in!® sang out Lovell

Smythe of tho Shell came in.

“Busy?”’ he asked. 3

“Yes,” said Jimmy Silver bluntly.

“I won’t keep you a minute. ['wo,
been thinking,” said Smythe, in a
halting voice. “You fellows were
really rushed imto the sweep, practic-
ally against your will—*

“We werel” snapped Jimmy
Silver,

“And it comes hard on you, foo,
because—becanse I've drawn the
favourite,” said S B

“Has be won?” asked Newcome.

“I-—1 can't say till Tve seon the
evening paper. But I've como here
to-make you a fair offer. Beniny
you didn’t want o be in the sweep,
and that you've  had such a robten
draw, I'll take your slips off yoor
1 . 11 can afford it

s I'm winping elght-pound-ton, ¥l
‘l;gku them for what wou gave for

1L

0

The Fistical Four stared at Smythe
in amazemant, s was a decidedly
generous offer—an offer they would
never have expected of the chief of
the Giddﬁ Goats.

“ Yowll take three blanks and a
rank outsider off our hands at a boh
a time?” exclaimed Lovell.

Smythe nodded.

“Y feel it’s only the decent thing
to do,” he explained. “1 didn’t
really like the way you were rushed
into it. Fellow bag a right to keep
out of & sweep if he likes. Th w'a
the money, and call it sguare.”

Smythe of the Shell dropped four
shillings on the table.

“You mean it?" said Raby.

¢ There’s the money.”

“Well, I don’t see why you
shouldn't have my blank, if you're
willing to shell out a bob for it,”
said Newcome. “ I’ve chucked it
away, as a matter of fact, but I'll
make you a new onc out of ihig

impot

““Ha, ha, ha!”

- BSmythe laughed, too, though there
was a strained expression about his
face,

“ Well, the blunks don’t maler
much,” he remarked. ¢ But I’ll have
your slip, Silver, as it happens to
have a name on it—a rotten outsider,
.otf,gourse; but I supposo you've kept
it

“Yes; I've kept it,” said Jimmy.

:‘ }R"he’re is ii‘.?’x’, y : <

‘In my pocket.”

“Well, hand it over.
bob.”

“You can keep your bob!” said
Jimmy Silver deliberately,

. His chums looked at him inguir-
ingly.

“1 don’t see why you ghouldn't
accept Smythe’s offer,” said Lavell,
“It's quite true what he says; we
were Tushed into it, and if he chooses
to take the waste-paper off our hands
it’s”only the degent thing for him to

“That’'s how I leok at it,”” said
Smythe. ' &

“If it were wastepaper, I fancy
Smythey wouldn't be so jolly keen to
take it off our hands,” said Jimmy
Silver drily.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
jumped all at once.

“Why, what—"

There's the

(Concluded on the next page.)

Will you do Your Editor a good turn by asking a non-reader of THE BOYS’ FRIEND to read Owen Conguest's magnificent school story— -
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A PERSONAL
EXPLANATION.

Why Yeur Editor is Not
With the Colours.

HE photograph of your Editor,
lately

which recently appeared - ab
the Iead of this page, has
been the cause of cynical

!
remarks from a ‘few of my readers, |

who are—uot unnaturally, perhaps—
puzzled  that one so comparabively
youthful as myself is not in Flanders
enduring with others the inferno of
the trenches.

In justice fo these readers I have
ventured upon a personal explanation

of this matter—an explanation which

amply proves that no ihsinuations as
to lack of patriotism can be laid at
my door.

For the information of dhose
readers of Tau Boys’ Frimyn who
desire to know the facts of the case,
I would say that the 'explanation
appears in tho issue of our companion
paper, *“The Magnet ' Library, No.
@79, published last Monday.

MEXT MONDAY'S FINE
FEATURES.

“ Magnificent 1" is the only word
whioh willtadequately desaribie next
woek's issue of the good old B .M
Apart from two exceptionally fing
instalments of our serials, there will
be a grand complete tale of Jimmy
Bilver & Co. at Rookwood, entitled:

“THE MODERNS' MISTAKE!"

A stirring story of Tom Beloher,
the boy boxing marvel, will also
appear; and W: Murray Graydon
contributes a rare treat in his in-
tensely absorbing story of ‘“The
Circle of 13.”

All things considered, I am of the
opinion that the British boy would
have $o go a long, long way before
he discovered another journal with
such an altogether attractive array
of foatures as those contained in

NEXT MONDAY’S SUPERB
IB8UE.

SMYTHE'S LITTLE SWEEP.

(Continued from previcus page.)

1

e

“You don't think——"
“T jolly well do think,” said Jimmy

Silver.  “Smythe was ‘'to get his
precinous evening paper af eight
o'clock. I¥s nearly half-past now.

Haven't you had that paper yes,
Smythe?”

“Nen-no b

“Then it's late.” said. Jimmy
Silver. , ** Vou'd better go and in-
guira for it.” )

Lovell and Raby and Newecomoe

were looking at Smythe very sus-
precious evening —paper at eight
&hell wag decidedly uncasy under
wheir looks.

“T,00k here, TIl make it two hob
for your slip, Silver,” said Smythe
desperately. |

#wo bob for a slip of waste-
paper,” said Jimmy Silyer. “You're
gotting oo generous 1n your old age,
Smythey. Why don't you make it a
quid?”
7yl you sell or not?”

113 Not !l’

«What's the good «of it to you? A
rank outsider—not a chance in a
thousand—" :

“Phat’'s why you want do give two
fbob for if, is 11"

OUR COMPANION
PAPERS

1 would like all my readers to look upon me a5 |
their real friend, someone to whom they can
come for help and advice when they are in doubt
or difficulty.
me to be of use to my boy and girl friends if
they feel they would like to write-tome. . + .

1t is never *too much trouble” to

POSTCARDS ONLY,
PLEASE!
L L

I have a little grumble to make
this week In conncction with the
“Tales to Tell ¥ Competition, which
is progressing in conjunction with our

famous companion paper, “The
Gem” Library.
One of the rules governing this

feature provides that all jokes are
to be sent inm on postcards only—
otherwise they cannot be considered.
A good many readers have ignored
| this zule, with the result that hun-
dreds of entries shave had to be dis-
qualified through non-adherence to it.

Let me urge those readers who
compete for our grand little money
prizes to bear this detail in mind for
the future.

I much regret that owing to lack of
space I have been unable to include
any storyettes in this issue, but I pro-

in next Monday's number.,

WHY BE PATRIOTIC?

“ Why should I be a patriot?”’ asks
H. W., of London, B. 1 do not
own one foot of land, and I find
there are thousands starving in the
land which I am asked to love. If
you can show me the path of patriot-
1y clearly, then I shall be pleased to
follow it, and take pleasure in ginging
“(rod Save the King.”

Lot me answer I W.s question by
asking him another. What if we
were not patriotic? Just think for a
moment of the state of chaos we
should soon he in if everyone took
the selfish view, and refused to
acknowledge himself or hersclf part
of the whole nation. Why, the entire

British Empire would graduvally break
up !
Now, supposing we liken our

Empire to a vast and mighty busi-
ness. For a business to be a success,
it is necessary that everyone—from
the highest director to the lowliest
office-boy—shall be loyal, enthusias-
fic, and a pavt of the great machine
that keeps things going. The faoh
that the office-boy is not a share.
‘holder should make no differonce.
| He will be one day, if he perseveres.
1t is the same with our Empire. If

“My only hat!” said Lovell. “It
begins to look to me as if Twin-
Screw’s won after all, and Smythe’s
seen it in the evening paper;

“ And comes here to diddle me out
of the winner before I hear the
news,” said Jimmy Silver, com-
posedly. I suspected that whon he
started. Generosity from Smythe is
a little bit too surprising. I fear the
giddy Greeks when they come with
gifts in their hands!”

Smythe bit his lip hard.

“Tll go to ten,” he said, at last.
“Phe—the fact 15, Twin-Screw isn't
such a rotten outsider as the bookies
supposed. Tl made it ten, and
chance #%!”

“(Go and eat coke!”

The Fistical Four were certain now.
They rose to their feet, and Smythe,
not liking their looks, backed away.
The chums of the Fourth were con-
vinced now that Jimmy Bilver's out-
sider had, after all, won the race, and
that the Shell fellow had come there
to gwindle him deliberately into part-
ing with the winning slip. But all
doubt was set at rest by Flynn sud-
denly rushing into the study.

“Smythey  told you?” he ex-
claimed. “Bedad, and it’s a lucky
gossoon ye are, Jimmy Silver!”

‘ Where’s the luck?” asked Silver,

“Hasn’t Smythe told you?! BSure,
Twin-Screw has won, and ye're the
winner of eight pounds ten shillings
on the sweep, barring a quarter for
the fund!”
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the Empire falls, we fall-like the
Greeks and Romans of old time. If
the Empire succeeds, we sucoced. As
a class, I mean, of course, for in the
most wonderfully-organised affair, be
it mation or business, there will
always be some who are dissatishod—
no doubt through no fault of their
own. ;

The fact that H. W. has seen
starving people has no bearing on
the question of his patriotism—
except, perbaps, to maeke him a
greater patriot, so that by increased
patriotism he links himself still more
closely to the cause. 3

Yes, . W., be a patriot. Be
loyal to your flag, and sing **God
Save the King » as heartily as you
like. Patriotism is worth all ofher
keynotes put together.

This is the question recently asked
mea by 4 Newcastle reader, who signs
himself *Independent,"

My chum says that it is all very
well for pious parsons and suchlike to
be everlastingly condemring the use

it is absolutely unavoidable. His
own work, for instance, is of a very
trying character—trying, that is, to
the temper—and he sometimes finds
himself giving vent to bad language.

“T know you aregnot in the habit
of preaching to your boys,” writes
“Independent,” “and hope you will

a few words in my favour.”

If “Independent ” dmagines T
am going to take up the cudgels on
behalf of violent language, he 1s sadly
in. error.  There is absolutely no
excuse for this vice—for a wice it
most assuredly is. . It is the result
of a badly-trained mind.

When & man finds himself upset by

Smythe retreated to the door.
“Didp’t Smythey tell you?” ex-
claimed Flynn. “We've seen it in

Smythey’s evening paper, bedad!
Billiard® Ball came in second.
Sure—"

“Smythe’s just offered to take my
outsider off my hands because he was
no good 1’ said Jimmy Silvers “He
said he hadp’t seen the paper yet.”

“Why, the thafe of the world!”
howled Flynn. “He was frying to
swindle you! You haven't parted
with it?”

“No fear!”

“You thafe!” shouted Flynu,
shaking his fist in Smythe’s wsickly
face. “You miserable thafe! Pump
the rotter, you fellows! Collar him !
_ Smythe shoved past the Irish
junior, but he was promptly collared.

“He isnt worth rageing,” said
Jimmy Silver, “but we'll take him
to his study, and make him hand over
the money. I don't trust him with
my cash.”

“ T gtammered the wretched
Smythe.

“Lead on, you cad!”

Smythe of the Shell was marched
back to his study. A dozen con-
gratulatory juniors joined the Fistical
Four on the way, and crowded into
Smythe’s study with them to see the
sweep paid over. Smythe was look-
ing utterly sick. His last wretched
trick had failed him, and he had no
choice about handing over the money.
There were plenty of fellows to see
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some little happening,
sometimes trifling, some-
times serious, if he gives
vent to bad langusge, it
because he lacks the proper ability to
control himself. 4

Let us look at it from another point
of view. Is swearing of any help to
you if, when you find yourself con-
fronted by some frouble, you express
words unfit for decent ears? What
possible good do you do yourself?
How do you further the matter which
has brought about your ejaculation?
In what possible way do you do any-
thing or anybody good? Not at all.
You simply give vent to a burst of
unrestrained passion; and the boy
who wants to get on in the world
does not help himself a bit by allow-
ing lis temper to get the whiphand
of him.

One of the secrets of success is self-
control, and no fellow can say that
he controls himself whilst he is guilty
of the habit ofbad language, even
under provocation.

As for the boy or man who uses in-
decent words {or the mere pleasure of
hearing himself say them, for such a
person only contempt and loathing
can be felt. The English tongue is
rich enough to express in a thonsand
forms, without the need to resort to
foul words, whatever emotion &
human being can feel. Tei “Inde-
pendent ** bear this fact in mind, and |
drop a habit which, apart from being |
most reprehensible, can do no possible
good to himself. {

TRUE BLUE.

The following excellent verses, dell-
ing of a young hero who fought and
died for his country, will probably
awaken in the minds of my older
readers happy recollections of the
days when they worked and played
with their chums in the great world
of school.

The Duke of Wellington said, a
hundred years ago,.that ‘“on the play-
ing-fields of England the battles of
England are won,” and it cannot be
denied by anyone that in the present
mighty conflict-the men from our
public schools are playing a great and
noble part. The spirit of discipkine
and sportsmanship which is fostered
in our scholastic institutions is bear-

fair play. And the miserable wpung
ras\.a}l had the additional bitter véflec-
tion that, if he had played the game,
he might have drawn the winner
after all. His wretched swindle had,
as it furned out, simply deprived him
of his chance of drawing Pwin-Berew
—the outsider that had “romped
home.”

Smythe unlocked his drawer, and
the money was counted out. Hight
pounds tert shillings, in ell sorts of
cgins, were handed over to/ Jimmy

ilver.

“Phere’s luek, i you liket”
growled Haward enviously. .

“Tuck for the Red Cross,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I'm not keeping
this. We'll call it a subscription for
the Red Cross. All the fellows who
had a hand in the sweep can consider
that they subscribed a shilling each
—and T'm the treasurer. And TI'm
going to change this into paper
money, and post it to the Red Cross
Fund this evening, and you fellows
can come and see me do it, if yeu
like.”

“My hat!”

“Waith, it’s a broth av a boy ye
are!” said Flynn. “Then—as it'a a
giddy . subscription—we haven’t
gambled at all, any of us, and sure
our conscience is  clear—excepb

Smythe’s. Faith, T shouldn’t like to
have to slape with his conscience.
Clome on!”

It did not take long to colleof
currency notes in exchange for the

difficulty, 'Tell me about yourself; let me know
what yeu think of THE BOYS FRIEND. Al
readers who write to me, and enclose a stamped
envelope or posteard, may be sure of receiving a
All letters
should be addressed: The Editor, THE BOYS [
FRIEND, The Fleetwav House, Farringdon Street,
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doubt or |

ing rich and glorious fruit on - the
stern fields of duty, and everyone
kngws that many of the most stirring
and heroic deeds in-the war redound
to the credit of young officers whose
sohooldays ended but ‘e very few
monthg ago. e,

Here is the poem s

MY BEST CHUM,

Ile was my first and nearest friend,
And many a long, long year
Has rolled away since last we stood
In the dear old playground here.
Tall and fair, with slim white hands,
And blue, unclouded eyes,
Beautiful as a girl in which
The soul of honour lies,

First in class and first in the feld,
Gentle and bold was he;
I calléd him my Bayard, my beau-
ideal
Of boyish chivalry.
And if ever in aught my own heanf
failed,
Or my effort fell faint and slack,
His cheery voice said, *“ Buck up, kid !
Be true to your colours, Jack!”

Loyal friend, and generous foe,
Ready to weep or laugh;
Gay with the glad, and grave with

the sad,

He never did things by half,
Scorning a le, and scorning a sneak,
. On his word he ne’er went back;
“Tn woo or weal be true as steel,

And stand to your eolours, Jack !™

His grave lies lone on Belgian soil;
By Hunnish hands laid waste;
No sbone is there to mark the spot,
Which could not now be traced.
Leading a forlorn hope he fell,
The sword in his small white hand,
Flashing a path to Fame—and Death,
In the forefront of his band,

And still T see his noblo® we,
Hear the young voiee silver-clear,
Of my dear old chum of bygone days
Still echoing in my ear. .
Like the soft refrain of a long-lost
song
His words ofttimes come back,
As though ’twere only yesterday—
“Be true to your colours, Jack!”

YOUR EDITOR.

silver; and the notes were prompitly
placed in an envelope, with a letter,
addressed, and despatched. Jimmy
Silver would not even wait till the
morrow to register it. He was
anxious to get the money out of his
hands. And when the letter had
been dropped inta the school box, the -
Fistical Four returned to their study
to finish their preparation in an
easier and very satisfied frame of
mind. -

In Smythe's study there was deep
gloom. Smythe’s half-sovereign paid
to Leggett he was never likely to see
again, and he was that much out of
pocket, as well as his losses in the
sweep. It was galling in the extremse
—and to make it worse, the fellows,
having heard of his attempt fo pos-
sess himself of the wimning slip after
he had seen the name of the winner,
they were not slow to tell him what
they thought of him. Xven Howard
and Tracy looked very coldly on their
wretched study-mate.

But in the end study there waa
complete satisfachion, The Fistical
Four were well out of an affair that
they justly regarded as “roften,”
and they had helped the Red Cross
Fund to the tune of eight pounds ten
shillings. And so they had no reason
to be dissatisfied with the resulé of
Smythe’s Little Sweep !

. THE END.

(‘; g;w .:Zfodbrml‘ :ﬁga,lke! * 18 the title of
next Monday’s splendid lon, Y,
the Rookwooz Chz:zms.) e
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