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ii REDFERN MINOR.

(Continued from page iv of cover.)

your brother for that wretched fight—it can-
not be retained. Tt may be sent to some
charity.” v g

** But—but I owe——""

* Exactly. I shall see Cunliffe; I shall
settle with him. And I shall speak to him in
a way that I think will prevent him from
meddling with St. Dorothy’s boys again.”

The doctor’s face grew very grim for a

moment. ‘‘ You can repay me another time,
Redfern, for his money. You are willing
to do this?”

“*Oh, sir, I can never thank you enough;:
Yon have saved me from mizery.”

‘ You can thank me by leading a straight
life in the future, and justifying the opinion
I formerly held of “you,” said Dr. Cranston.

*Oh, I will—1 will, Heaven help me!” said
Arthur. '
~ " And in case of a fresh difficulty, especially
of one arising out of this affair, come
straight to me,” said the Head kindly. * Re-
member, I am your friend as well as your
- head-master.”

* 1 am not likely to forget that, sir,” said
Anthur. ** Oh, you shall see, sir—you shall
see that 1T am not fool enough to lose a
chance like this.”

Anc¢ Redfern major, when he left the Head's
study. seemed ws if he were walking on air.

. Evs Y
CHAPTER 36.
All Serene.

1] RTHUR!™
Redfern mincr started up as his
; brother ecame into the study. Red-

fern minor tad vaited "there—
waited with a horrible auxiety tugging at his
heart. The last quarter of an hour had been
the blackest in Redfern's young life.

Would Arthur never return? What was
happening—what had happened in the Head’s
study? Redfern paced about the room with
yrestless steps as the minutes slowly passed
and then flung himself at last into a chair,
What had happened? Why did Arthur not
come back?

He came at last. And Redfern could not
believe his eyes as Arthur came in. The
flush of joy, the sparkle in the eyes—what
that mean? Redfern|started up, gazing at
his brother in blank. astonishment.

** Arthur!”

The Sixth-Former smiled.

“ I%'s all right, Sid!"”

“*All right! How do you mean? Have you
—have you told the Head?"

‘** Every word!"” E

* Then you're expelled!”’ muttered Sidney.

““No,” said Arthur.  Sidney, the Head’s
the finest fellow in the world, and the keen-

est, too, I think. He—he believed that 1
really meant to keep straight after this,
and he’s given me another chance—another
chance, Sid!”

“My hat!™ L

“1I couldn't believe my ears when he said
so at first,” said Arthur soberly. T didn't
deserve it; of course, I knew that. But it's
all right. You're pardoned, of course; but
the wonderful thing is that I’ve got another
chance, and I'm going to make the most of
it, sid!”

** Thank Heaven!’

‘*Not a word of it outside this study, of
course. but—but there’s going to be a change
—a big change.”

There were tears in Redfern minor's eyes,
seldom so moistened.

“It’s jolly,” he said—* it’s jolly. Arthur,

| the Head’s a brick. My hat! Won't Skelton

and Brown yell when I tell them I'm not go-
ing to be sacked, after all!"

** Betterego and tell them at once,”
Arthur, with a smile.

‘* Right-ho!"

Arthur gripped his brother’'s hand for a
moment, and Redfern minor ran from the
study. his face bright, his heart light, and
happy. 4

He burst into the study in the Fourth-Form
passage like a cyclone.

Skelton and Brown were sitting by the fire,

said

which was dying down, looking very de-
pressed. Tafty & Co. were in the study,
looking = decidedly miserable, too. The

Modern youths seemed to feel the ill-luck
of the Classicals as keenly as they felt it
themselves, \

* Hallo!"’

Th five juniors jumped round as the door
burst open and Redfern minor burst in,

“ What the dickens—"

“Why—""

“ What—""

“It's all right!"’ shouted Redfern. * The
Head’s a brick! 1t's all serene. Everything
in the garden is lovely! This is where we
chueckle. Ha, ha, ha!”

* Why, what—"'

“1It’s all serene!’’ trilled Redfern; and he
grasped Skelton with one arm, and Brown
with the other, and waltzed them round the
study, in his exuberant joy. ** It's all serene !
Hurrah!” d

‘* Hip, hip, hurrah!” 7

And the voices of the Moderns and Classic-
als blended in a shout that reached ove-
nearly all St. Dolly's, and announced to all
who were interested in the matter that the
old school was not, after ail, to see the last
of Redfern minor.

THE END.

These Companion Volumes to *‘ Redfern Minor >’ are Now on Sale :

No. 47— ROY OF THE

Magnificent, Long, Complete Circus Yarn.

RING.
By Henry T. Johnson.

No. 480 CADETS OF THE DOLPHIN.

Thrilling Tale of Sea Life and Adventure.

By Fenton Ash.

No.481.—DROPPED FROM THE CLOUDS.

Grand Story of Frank Richards’ Schooldays.

By Martin Clifiord,

Pyrice Fourpence per Wolume.



No, 479.—‘ THE BOYS’ FRIEND ” 4d. COMPLETE LIBRARY.

X

'REDFERN MINOR.
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‘CHAPTER 1.
The New Junior, .

&« KEHOLME! Alight ‘ere for S8t.
Dorothy’s!’t

The train clattered to a halt in

the quiet little country station, and

Sidney Redfern opened the carriage door and
jumped out. A,

He looked up and down the long, plank
platform, bordered on one side with trim
flower-beds and a green hedge. It was a plea-
sant summer’'s afternoon, and there was
hardly a cloud in the blue sky.

Sidney Redfern’'s face was very cheerful as
he locked about him—cheerful and expectant.
He was evidently expecting someone to meet
him at the station, but, savé for two or three
passengers who had alighted from the train,
the platform was deserted.

Bump!.

A neatly-strapped trunk whirled out of the
guard’s van, and bumped on the platiorm.
Sidney Redfern hurried to look after his
property.

‘ Easy does it!" he exclaimed. * There’s a
camera in there. That's a travelling-trunk,
1)’;011 know, not a giddy shuttlecock or a foot-

all!”

The porter grinned, and touched his cap.
The box was labelled for St. Dorothy’s, so
it was pretty clear that Redfern was a new
:boy going to the - old school, and the Oke-
holme porter scented a tip.

*“ Yes, sir! -Certainly, sir! You should
’andle the young gent's property more care-
fully, Bill.” The guard, who did not expect a
tip, only sniffed. - ** Shall I put it in the cart
for ‘the school, sir?"

*“ Yes, please!” said Redfern, extracting a
shilling from hie trousers-pocket and tossing
it to the porter. ** Catch!”’

The porter ecaught it, and then slung the
trunk upon a trolley. Redfern cast another
glance up end down the platform, and a
slight shade crossed his face. He walked
beside' the porter as the latter wheeled his
trunk to the exit.

‘“ Know if there’s anybody here waiting
for this train,”porter?’’ he asked.

*1 dunno, sir. There was two young gents
in the doorway a while ago, sir, and they
wouldn’t go away when I told ’em. They was
Master Skelton and Master Brown, sir, from
the school.”

‘1 suppose you  know most of the St.
Dorothy’s féllows by sight?”

‘*‘ Bless your heart, sir, I know ’em all—
from Master Lunsford to the last new hoy!”
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said the old porter. . Some of them are all
right, sir; hut there’s some as don’t ever
think of a tip.”

Redfern grinned. !

“I1 see. Do you know Redfern—Arthur
Redfern, of the Sixth?>’

‘ Certainly, sir; and a pleasant-spoken
young gentleman he is.’”

‘“ He's my brother,” said the mew hoy.
“T'm going into the Fourth, you know. My
brother’s a prefect, and he's in the Sixth.
Have you seen him about the station this
afternoon?’"

The porter shook his head.

* No, sir. He ain’t béen about here.”

Redfern’s face fell a little. He gave up his
ticket, and passed out into the station en-
trance. Redfern was ‘quite new to public
school life, and he was only dimly aware that
between the Sixth Form and the junior Forms
there was a great gulf fixed. !

His big brother in the St. Dorothy’s Sixth
was his idol, and there was a great deal of
awe and admiration mixed with his affection
for him.

In the holidays, at home, Arthur had
always been kind to him, and Redfern had
fully expected to see his brother waiting for
him at the station.

He felt just a little forlorn at that mometit.
He ‘was going into a new world, to a new
life. The parting with his mother was still
weighing somewhat on ®is heart, and the
sight of his brother there would have cheered
him up a great deal. Arthur might have
taken the -trouble, but he c¢rushed that
thought from his mind as soon as it rose.

** Here he is!”

It was a sudden shout, and Redfern started
and looked round.: Two youths in Etons #nd
silk hats were standing before an automatic
machine just outside the station, ' going
through their pockets in a thorough and de<
liberate manner, which seemed to indicate
that funds were out, but that they had a
lingering hope of discovering an odd, fors
gotten penny somewhere.

But as they caught sight of Sidney Redfern
they ceased turning out their pockets, and
ran quickly towards him.

The movement was so sudden that Redfern
took it as a hostile one, and involuntarily
backed away a pace, ant put up his fists.
The two juniors of St. Dorothy’s burst into
a laugh. A

‘“ It's all right, young ‘un!” said omne, a
fair-haired lad a little bigger than Redfern,
with a good-matured face, but a somgwh:g
authoritative manner. * We're not going
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hurt you. We wouldn't hurt him—would we,
Browney?"”

*“ Not for untold tuck, Skelton!’” said
‘Brown solemnly. ‘‘ We wouldn't hurt a hair
on his head, or a freckle on his dear little
nose!”’

Redfern coloured a little.

“ Well, what's the little game?” he de-
manded. ** Do you belong to St. Dorothy’s?”

Skelton chuckled.

““ Well, I rather think so,”” he said. *I'm
Skelton, and this chap’s Brown [II. We're in
the Fourth Form. You're Redfern minor, of
course?”’

Redfern brightened up.

"")Yes. Did my brother send you to meet
me?”

“ Meet your grandmother!’” said Skelton,
with crushing disdain. * Do you think we,
the heads of the Fourth, would be sent to
meéet a new kid? Besides, I rather think a
prefect in the Sixth has something better to
do than to bother his head about new fags.
No, my son, we weren’t sent to meet you. We
came of our own aecord. We happened to
hear that Redfern had a minor coming, and
we found out that he was coming in the
Fourth. Therefore——"" +

« Better not tell him too much now, Skel-

Y i

*1f you're going to start teaching me
lessons, young Brown——""

‘ Look here—-""

“Oh, ring off! We've come to meet you,
young Redfern, to sort of take you under our
wing. We're the heads of the Fourth Form,
and if Taffy & Co. tell you anything dif-
ferent, you can put it down as whoppers. 1
suppose you know—-=""

*T1g my brotheér at the school now?”

“Blow your brother! Don’t interrupt me
whén I'm talking to you!” said Skelton, of
the Fourth. * I suppose you know——"

“Sorry I can’t stop! I've got to get to
$t. Dorothy's.”

And Redfern nodded, and walked up the
street. Skelten and:Brown looked after him,
and then looked at one another. Skelton was
to6 amazed to speak for some moments.

* My hat!” he said at lemgth. * Did you
ever see s0 much coolness ih a new kid,
Browney?”’

“ Never in my natural!’’ said Brown.

*“ Are we going to stand it?”

*“1 don’t think!”

* Come on!”

- They ran after Redfern. The latter had
just inquired the way to the school, and was
walking thither with an easy, springy stride,
Skélton and Brown came up puffing, and Red-
fern looked at them with a cool nod.

“ Coming to the school?”’ he said cheerily.

“ Ye--es,” sald Skelton, ‘I say, you new
chap, did you come to St. Dolly’s specially in
search of a thick ear?”

# Not at all.”

“ Well, you’re going just the right way to
work to gét one! That's a friendly warning.
Now, I .was . explaining to you, wheén you
boltéd, that there are two sides at 8t. Dolly’s
—the Modern side and the Classical gside. We
%ﬁ have separate houses, you kmow; in
ct, there wasn't any Modern- eide at St.

MINOR.

Dolly’s ten years ago. It's quite a new thing,
and, in my opinion, it ought to be put down.
If the Head took my advice, he would make a
clean sweep of the Mods.”

** Bub I suppose hie's not likely to take it
said Redfern innocently. * 5

Brown chuckled, and Skelton went on
rather hastily.

** You see, on the Classical side you get the
sound, old-fashioned classical education, and
on the Modern side you get a commercial
education—which 1 dare say suits somé
fellows, or they wouldn't have it,”” said Skel-
ton thoughtfully. * As you’re Redfern minor,
I suppose you're going to be a Classic, like
your brother?”

Redfern nodded. He had heard from
Arthur some stories of the division at St.
Dolly’s, and the rivalrys=in sports and in
everything else—which reigned between the
Commercial and the Classical sides at the old
school. g

** Good!" said Skelton. * Now, as you're a
new kid, I dare say you don’t know that
there's a crisis at St. Dolly’s—a climax in
the history of the school.”

‘“ No,” said Redfern; “I had a letter
from Arthur the other day, but he didn't
mention anything about a climax or a crisis.”

Skeélton reddened a little.

‘“ Perhaps a chap in the Sixth wouldn’t
notice how important it was,’”” he said. *‘ The
fact is, the eaptain of the Fourth has left
suddenly. I suppose you know every Form
has its captain at St. Dolly’s? 0ld Lunsford,
the skipper of the Sixth, is captain of the
school as well. But every Form has its cap-
tain—and the Fourth-Form captain has left,
We're going to have a new election for Form
captain to-night. I'm the candidate.”

‘Oh! The only one?” :

“ N-no! Some of the Commercial kids are
putting up a candidate, too; but, of course,
that’s all Tot!” said Skelton.

*Of course,’” said Brown.

“But we want to rope in all the votes
we can,” said Skelton. ‘ As a matter of
fact, there’s been a rush of new kids inte the
Modern side this térm, and, as it happens,
they've ¢aught us up in numbers, a thing
that has never beén known before in the his-
tory of the school. There are exactly twenty
Classical kids in the Fou'rth Form, and
exactly twenty Commercials!”

Vs Oh, T seel™ said Redfern, with awakening
interest. *“Then when you hold the election
for Form captain——""

“ The votes are bound to tie, beeause every
Classical will be loyal to his own side, and
those Modern kids stick together like a lot of
thievesl”

Redfern laughed.

“Blessed if 1 can see anything to gurgle
at!” said Skelton angrily. **Look here, you
listen to me! You're going to vote for me,
and turn the scale. See?” 3

“How do-you know?" ;

“ Do you mean to eay Fou're going to
hetray your own side, you measly worm?'’
demanded Skelton hetly. * You're a Clas-
sical, and you've got to veote for me!l™

* Rats!” A

“ Wh-wh-what! Did you say—say rats?”
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“ Yes, I did,”’ said Redfern coolly. “ I'm
not going to be told how I'm to vote. T'm
going to settle that question for myself. 1
may back you up—-"'

‘““ You—you may.!” stuttered Skelton.

“Yes: ‘or, again, T may not! It all de-
pends!”

",ll)epep’de, does it?”’ roared Skelton. " L'll

‘“Hold on!"” exclaimed Brown, catching
his friend by the arm. ""Don’t’ lose your

temper, old boy!  Remember—-"’

‘““ Who's losing. his . temper?’’ shouted
Skelton.

* Well, you——""

*“I'm jolly calm and reasonable. It's this

new chap who's trying to make me waxy!
If I give him a licking, it will teach him hig
proper place in the Form!”

“Veq, "

* Well, look here, if he promises instantly
to vote for me, I'll let him off the licking,”
said Skelton magnfnimously. - * He's got
promise, because some of those Modern kids
will be squirming round trying to get his
vote—~you know what .a mean lot they are!
They’d think nothing of getting him to pro-
mise to vote on their side in advance. I hate
meanness in a chap—why, there’'s the beast
giggling again! I’Il give him giggle!™

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” ¥

““ Are you going to promise?”

- “Not mueh.’” i
ATl give you a licking you’ll remember for
_a dog’s age.”

““ Perhaps,” said Redfern, eyeing the big
Fourth-Former warily. *‘ Perhaps not. Blessed
if I think you'd make much of a Form cap-
tain, anyway! I shall have to see the rival
candidate before I make up my mind.”’

That was too much for Skelton. He was a
zreat fighting man in the Fourth Form at
St. Dolly’s; even *‘ Taffy ” Morgan was not
his. superior in that line, and Taffy was a
boxer of renown. To be talked to like this by
a new boy was too much! Skelton made a
wild rush at Redfern.

What happened next was never very clear
to Skelton. What he first realised was that
he was lying on his back, looking up dizzily at
the blue sky, and seeing more stars there in
broad daylight than are usually seen on a
fine night. § T

He lay there for some seconds, blinking, and
then sat up.

* How—what—"

*Ha,; ha, ha!” roared Brown,
Skelton; but you are fumny!”’

“J—I—— My hat!” Skelton realised what
had happened, and jumped to his feet. ‘" By
George, I'll—I'll pulverise you!”

And he rushed at the new boy again. This
time he succeeded in getting hold of him,
and for some moments nothing was seen but
whirling arms and legs in a cloud of dust.

Then suddenly they parted.

Skelton whirled away, and crashed into
Brown III., and they rolled on the ground

f—

““ Sorry

together. . They sat up, gasping—Skelton
looking very dazed and . dusty and dis-
hevelled.

Redfern was strolling away towards the

school, with his hands
whistling cheerily.

Skelton and Brown looked at one another
curiously.

‘‘ My word,” said Brown softly, * that new
kid’s hot stuff!”

And Skelton nodded as he slowly staggered
to his feet, without speaking. It was borne
in upon him that the ‘‘new kid ’ was very
hot stuff indeed.

in - hie pockets,

et e

CHAPTER 2.
Taffy & Co,

RTHUR REDEERN, of the Sixth Form
at St. Dorothy’s, was crossing the
guadrangle, with his hands thrust
deep into his trousers-pockets, and a

thoughtiul frown upon' his brow. His eyes
were ‘on the- ground, and he did nof see
Lunsford, who had juost cqme out of the house
with a cricket-bat under his arm. Big,
athletic Lunsford was captain of St. Dolly’s,
the finest cricketer in the schoele and a per-
fect demon for sticking at the nets, and keep-
ing the other fellows there. 7

‘‘ Hallo, Redfern!’’ he called out, as the
Sixth-Former was passing him without lookingz
up., ‘“Will you take a -penny for your
thoughts?” -

Arthur Redfern stopped and looked at him,
but he did not smile. s ;

‘“ Coming down to the cricket-field?” asked
Lunsford. -* You’ve been cutting the game
for the last few days. What’s the matter?”

*¢ Nothing !"’

*“ Well, come on and bhowl fo me, old
fellow!”” .

Redfern shook his head.

“I—I can’t ' just mnow, Lunsford. Ran-

some’s waiting for me.”
- Lunsford frowned.

** You spend a lot too much time with that
chap,” he said. ‘‘ Ransome’s a slacker. You
never see him at the nets or in the boats:
and there are kids in‘the Fourth and the Shell
who can beat him on the cinder-path. He
won’t' do you any good!™

“I don’t see what you want to run down
my friends for!’’'said Arthur, flushing red.
** Ransome's good enough for me!”

And he walked on huffily. Lunsford looked
after him with a darkening brow, and with
hot words on his lips; but he restrained them,
and strode down to the cricket-field.

_ Half the Sixth Form were there at practice
in the bright summer afternoom, Classical
and Modern being equally devoted -to the
great summer game.. It was a pleasant scene
—the wide, green playing-fields, the white-
flannelled figures running, the groups of fel-
lows looking on and cheering every success-
ful hit, or every clever bit of fielding—in the
distance the grey old college, with its high

| windows and red chimney-pots, its massive

walls thick with ivy—walls that had. fronted
the storms of centuries.

But Arthur Redfern had no eyes for the
charm of the scene as he strode. on and
entered the house. He went straight up to
his study, still with the shadow on his brow,
as if unpleasant thoughts were thronging in
his mind, and would not be' dismissed,
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He wias a handsome lad enough, but there
was a_weakness about the mouth that told
of a nature easily led; of one who found it
easier to say “ Yes” than to say * No,”” and
who  usually . followed the easier path. A
fellow of about his own age was sitting on
the corner of the table in the study, reading
a pink paper, which he lowered as Arthur
came in. . ’

“ I’ve been waiting for you,” he said, with
a yawn. And then, as he caught sight of
Arghur’s expression, he added, ** Anything
p?”

*‘ No,” said Arthur,

Ransome grinned. .

“Better ont with §t,”” he  remarked.
“ What Lave you got on your mind? Are you
beginning to get nervous about—ahem !—that
little scheme we have hand? ' If you're
losing  your nerve you'd better say so at
once!l”

“Don’t talk rot!” said Arthur irritably.
“T’m not thinking of that! I've had a letter
from my mother to-day—""

A sneer crossed Ransome’s face,

** Lectures, I suppose?’’ he said.

“ No, hang :you! It’s about my young
brother—I've got @ minor coming to St.
Dolly’s!” growled Arthur, ‘ The mater wants
‘me to look after him—take him under my
wing,- and so on—make  things €asy for him
.generally, you know.”” . o .

‘ Blessed :if I sce anything to look glum
about in that?” said’ Ransome. ‘' The
youngster might be useful to us. - You can
take him for your fag, and he can be trusted
more than Morgan or any of the others.”

Arthur flushed hotly.

“Jf you think I'm going to have my young
brother mixed up in—in—well, in anything
you have a hand in, Ransome, you're jolly
well mistaken.” &

“ You’re getting, jolly eivil, I must say,”
#aid Ransome,. quite unmoved. ** You: can
keep the kid in a glass case for all I care, I
wasﬁonly‘ ving you a tip. Blessed if I care
what you do with him.” ;

“ Tt's beastly awkward his coming now. -1t
will interfere 'with me in a lot of ways. I
shall have ta look after him. He's hound to
be a lot in my study, I suppose, or. else he’ll
consider himself neglected. I shall have to
be carefnl, I think it’s deuced hard on me!”

“ 8o it is—deuced hard,”’ agreed Ransome.
‘“ These minofs are a general nilisance. You
have to coddle tnem, or.they write. home
and say ey’'re adly treated, and then
there’s a famiily cou 7l on the subject. When
is the kid coming?” .

Arthur started, and felt in his pockets.

¢ Thig afternpon,” he said. -“I-—I meant
to make a note of {;pe train, and—and go and
meet it, but it slinped my memary.”

“ Oh, rats! You're coming out with me,”
said _Ransome warmly. ‘I suppose you're
not: to thtow me over for a confounded
minor just out of the nursery?”

e Wel,l’. it's his first day at a public school,

and— S &
“Rot! Let him Jook after himself.”
It would be only decent——""
*“ Oh, well, if you vant to go, go!” said
Ransome sulkily. * Tatay as well cut, I sup-

g

dern and' Ransome He
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pose. Blessed if I should have expected .a
chap like you to throw his old friends over
for the sake of a whining little monkey with
his thumb in his mouth—’

‘“ Hold on!” said Arthur weakly. “The
mater says his train gets in at Olgholmé ab
three—"" F :

* That's a quarter of an hour ago,” said
Ransome. ' ** You can’t. meet him, you seo;
50 you may as well come over to Wyndale.” ?

“Yes, 1 suppose . so. But—" : i

“ Look here! You can
other to meet him on i
Some. " That will do. ¥You can tell him
afterwards you had an important engagement.
Come on, for goodness’ ,aa}(e, or we shall he
late! We can send somebody.as we go.”’

And Ransome put on his
hesitated a moment, and:
example, and the two se
Arthur pauged in tle p
shoitt “ Fag!” % $ !
But he called in vain. Inthe bright weather
almost all the St. Dolly’s fellows were out of
doors, and the fags who happened to be in
their studies did not hear—or made it a point
not to hear.

“Fag!  Fa-a-a-ag! Fag!” . |

“ Young monkeys!”’ grunted Arthur. ©1'11
het there ‘are half a dozen at least who can
hear me perfectly well. They don’t like: faz.
ging on holidays:” % :

. ** Let’s look in the Fourth-Form passage.”

The two setifors-hastened thither. It was @

send some fag or

wide, flagged , with walls of oak
blackened hy which innumerable
initials and ba vere cut. Doors opened
on hoth sides On one side were the
studies  tenanted by the Classical scholars,
and on ‘the other side the quarters of the

Moderns—variously known af 8t. Dolly’s as
Moderns, * Mads,” and Commercials. When
the rivalry: between the two factions ran
high, the passage was fre,quentlg‘-the gcene of
heroic combats, and bloodshed was by no
means unknown—the blood heing shed ifrom
the nose, as a rule. .. = & o 3 g

The studies were deserted now, the juniors
heing out of doors, hut from the first study in
the passage, ofi the Modern side, came the
sound of voices. It was the room occupied
by Morgan, Rake, and Vernon; the leaders of
the junior Moderns in their alali%!gs and ex-
cursions against the Classicdls. door was
open, as well as the window, on accotnt of
the heat of the afternoon, and Arthur Red-
the' yoices of- the
fags in excited discns 3 A ;

“ What. price getting out to the cricket?”
said Rakeyas the seniors.came along. ** We’vs
been  jawing this over for a m!?rter of an
hour, but it makes no difference. {

“ You can't change the numbers by jawing
about it, chappy,” said Vernon. * It will he
a dead heat at the election.””

“ Rats!” growled Morzan, generally. known
among the juniors ds Taffy. *‘Rats! We're
going to phll off the eleéction somehow, look
you. I was thinking—""+

“ Shut up!’’ muttered Rake, as he caught
sight of the seniors at the door.

‘Taffy promptly shut up., He had his plans
regarding the forthcomiig Fourth-Form elec-

he road,” said Rans o .
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.
tion, but he did not mean to let Upper-Form
fellows into his confidence.

** Didn’t you hear me call for a fag?” ex-
aimed Arthur Redfern angrily.
‘“ Did you call?”’ said Taffy innocently.

“* Look here, I want you—-""

** Can’t you find a Classical kid?"” demanded
Tafly. *“ You know the rule—you can only
fag kids on your own side, We’re busy.”

** Awfully busy, chappy,” said Vernon, who
was the dandy of the Fourth, and affected an
elegant drawl. ** Shut the door after you.”

Ransome scowled, and Arthur Redfern
looked irritable, He was good-natured as a
rule, but impatient of contradiction. The |-
rule to which Tafly Morgan, alluded was
upheld by Lunsford himself, but the seniors
often transgressed it.

‘“Don’t he a young ass!” said Arthur.
“ Look here! I’ve got a minor coming this
afternoon, and he’s out of the station
already. 1 want somebody to go and meet
him on the road, and bring him in and look
after him ‘a bit. If you don't want a jolly
good hiding——" /

Taffy's eyes gleamed.

*It’s all"right, Redfern. ‘We’'ll go.”

Vernon .and Rake glared at their comrade
in ‘amazement It wasn’t easy, of course,
to * buck ’* against Sixth-Formers, but Taffy,
48 a rule, had nerve enough for anything.
His .sudden change of front amazed his
chums, and made them indignant.

** Well, cut off, then,” said Arthur. “ You
can tell my minor I was sorry I had an im-
portant engagement over in Wyndale.”

‘‘ Right-ho, my son!”

Arthur quitted the study with Ransome,
and a minute afterwards was leaving the
school gates In Study 10, in the Fourth-Form
passage, two junmiors glared wrathfully at
Tafly Morgan, who was chuckling.

* You—you worm!” said Vernon, in mea-
sured accents.. ** You apology for a worm!
You cheap imitation of an apology for a

worm!”’ "

‘* Hallo! What's the matter?”

My hat!" said Rake. *“ He says, * What’s
the matter?” after knuckling under like ]
that. Yah! You make me tired, Taffy! Look|
here, Verny, we ought to bump him!*’ A

‘“ By Jove, yes! Bump him!”

‘“ Here, hold on!” yelled Taffy. ' [—"'

But they did not hold on—or, rather, to he
more exact, they did!
he jumped up, and in a moment he was being}
bumped with force and energy. The process
of ** bumping,”” known as most public schools,
consisted at St. Dolly’s of seizing the victim
in a grasp of iron and rolling him over and
over, giving him a  heavy bump on the
ground at every roll. o ‘

1t was a common €nough pumishment in the
junior studies, and Taffy now had the bene-
tit of it to the full. He struggled and yelled
in vain. They bumped him, and bumped him
again, and rolled him over, till he was gasp-
ing for breath. He bhad no mercy from his
indignant chums.

‘“Hold on!"’ shrieked Taffy. ‘ I—I mean.
leggo!  Chuck it! Stop it, you asses! T'll
give you a prize thick ear, Vemop! T'll lick

¢l

They grasped him as{ .
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you into fits, Rakey! Ow, you heasts! I tell
you I—  Ow—wow!”

Bump, bump,

*“Ow, oh, ow!

“We’ll jolly well teach you to lower the
dignity of the side to those Classical cads!™
growled Rake. ** Give him another!”

** And! another; chappy!”

Bump, bump! ¥

* You—you asses!” grasped the unhappy
Tafly, helpless in the grasp of his indignant

:
ump:

chums. “‘Let go! Stop dit! T tell you it’s
a wheeze! 1 wasn’t gging in or knuckling
under! It’s a wheeze!'™

‘“Rats! Bump him again!”

Bump, bump!

Tafly tore himself at laet from the grasp
of the avengers, and sat up, dusty, dis-
hevelled, his collar torn out, and his hair like

a mop: His face was crimson with exertion
and wrath.

* You shrieking duffers!” he yelled. ** You
haven’t the sense of 4 giddy oyster! I tell

!
h B 1

you it’s o 4 splendid 1
* Where does the scheme comé in?” said
Rake suspiciously. ;
/ * Why, you howling ass, we want an extra
voter for the election, don't we?"
‘ Yes, but—2%9 _ 3
¢ Well, Redfern ‘minor’s the chap!” >
Rake and Vernon started—and whistled.
Tafty collected himself together and got up,
breathing stertorously. Hal
Do you see now, you prize asses?” he de-

ded witheringly. “ That's why I'm
(4 g%gm to meet Redfern minor. He’s the
voter we want.”
* By Jove!”, .
“ Bravo!”

*“1 haven’t time to lick you now,' said
Tafly, trying to fasten his collar. ** Let’s get
out and meet the kid: we must collar him
before any of those Classical kids get hold
of him. They'd he mean enough to capture
him, if they could, and keep him in their
clutches till the election, and make him vote
for them. We've got to see that they don’t
get hold of him. Come on!”

‘“ Right you are!”

And, hastily jamming their caps on, the
three juniors hurriedly left the house, dashed
across the quad. and out of the gates, and
tore away down the road towards the village
a§ if they were on the cinder-path.

CHAPTER 3.

The Rivals of St. Dorothy’s.

T. DOROTHY'S was one of the oldest
schools in mid-England, and fellows of
an antiquarian turn of mind related
with pride that it had been founded by

Bishop Tunstall in the reign of King John.

1t stood in the heart of the county:of War-

wickshire, amid some of the finest scenery in

England. - It had stood there for many. cen-

turies, and it had gone through many vicissi-

tudes. The ruined chapel was a reminder of
the parliaméntary wars, and there were fel-
lows who pointed out the marks left by Crom-
well’s cannon-balls on the walls, fellows of an
imaginative turn, perhaps. St. Dolly’s, at all
events, had seen stormy times, and there had
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probably been more than one erisis in her his-
tory. But the most staggering blow she had
ever received, in the opinion of ;a2 large
number of the ! Sainfs,” was when the
Mﬁde{n side had been established in the old
Echool.

Modern tendencies, they admitted were
making themselves felt everywhere. Other
public schools had opened a ** Commercial ”
side; but 8t. Dolly’s might have been true
to its traditions. What a chap wanted was
an old-fashioned, classical education, and if a
chap couldn’t get on in the world with
Latin, how was he to expect to get on with.
out it? It was not observed that the enthusi-
agtic supporters of the classical point of view
“were specially keen on sticking to their Latin
exercises, or that any of them took Greek
unless their parents insisted upon it. Never-
theless, they were heart and soul on the Clas-
sical side, and sniffed at the Commercials.
The latter, in their turn, sniffed back. They
took German instead of Greek, and chemistry
insttad of Latin d seemed to thrive on
tit. i ws averred solemnly
to the dogs, and
t it had already
me, and that they

. gone there, before thei
.were bringing it baek @gain. The two sides
agreed to differ, but i was not only in the

. class-room that mutual distaste was visible.
‘On the playing-fields the sides were rivals:

_they contended for places in the eleven an

e eight, and Lunsford, since he had been
captain of St. Dolly’s, had sometimes found it
difficult to keep the peace.

Needless to say, the division, which was
keen enough among the seniors, was far
keener among the juniors. What the elders
thought, or half-thought, the youngsters pro-
claimed at the top of their voices. The rows

wbetween Classicals and Mods were endless,
and théugh, as a mattér of fact, there was
little or no real ill-feeling, there was inces-
eant trouble.

The Modern side had been steadily increas-
ing in numbers from its foundation, and of
late had come to equal the Classical side, a
matter for great rejoicing among the present
Mods, and of %reat anxiety to their rivals.
Up. till now, the Form captains had been,
without exception, Classicals. For the first
time since the foundation of the Commercial
side, a Modern candidate had a chance of
election. * Numbers in the Fourth Form were
equally balanced, and the anxiety was keen,

The seniors affected a lordly indifference to
the elections in the Lower Forms, but, as a
matter of fact, some of them felt a keen im-
terest in the result. But interference was
not possible. Forms captains were elected by
their own Form, every boy having a vote,
;"-:ind no outsiders were admitted to the elec-

[ons,

And so the keenness of the rival eandidates
to secure the new boy as a voter will he
easily understood.

The singie voice of Sidney Redfern was
enough to turn the scale, Otherwise, the
election would tie, and then probably the
Head would appoint a Form ecaptain. He
was 48 likely ‘to appoint a Modern as a Clas-
sical. St. Dolly’s, as we have said, had
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passed through ecrises in her h!stor;, hat, in:
the opinion of the heroes of the Fourth, no
crisis of past days had been like unto this. -

Cromwell’s cannonade, in Skelton’s obinion,
was a joke compared with the danger of
having 2 Commercial youth for Form ecap-
tain. The Fourth-Form captain was not a
very important person at St. Dolly’s in the
general estimation, but in' the estimation of
the Fourth itself he was a very important
person indeed. The election of a captain of
the school would not have stirred the young-
sters nearly so deeply.

It was no wonder that Taffy, Rake, and
Vernon jumped at the echance of securing
the extra voter. It was the first hint they
had had of his existence, and they did not
know that Skelton and Brown had already
met him at the station, To get hold of the
new boy, to keep him to themselves till the
election in the Form-room, and then to sud-
denly produce him, to'the utter confusion of
the Classicals, that was. Taffy’s * wheeze.
There was no need to hesitate about the
matter, for he knew perfectly well that Skel-
ton and Brown would have done exactly the
same if they had had the chance, and, as
Taffy added proudly, the sense.

The three juniors went along the road at
top speed, eager to meet the new boy at-the
earliest possible motnent. As they went
round 2 bend in the lane at a headlong pace,
they pushed right into the youth, who was
strolling from the direction of the village,
and sent him fairly flying. ¥

The stranger reeled back, and fell with a
flop in the middle of the road, sending up a
cloud of dust, and the three juniors gasped
and halted, nearly falling over themselves.

* M-my hat!” gasped Taffy. * You utter
ass, what do you mean by rumning into us
like that?” | ¢

The prostrate youth sat up rather dazedly.

“‘You—yon dummies!’’ he said. * How did
they come to let you out of your straight:
jackets?”’ ’

Taffy was about to make a hot retort, but
he checked himself. He noted that the boy
was dressed in Etons, and he guessed at once
that this was the youth they were o meet on
the road. { !

“ Here, 1 say!"" exclaimed Tafly amicably.
“ Are you Redfern minor?™

“T'm Sidney Redfern.”

“Good! I—I say, I'm awfully sorry ws
biffed into you,” said Taffly. * You see, your
brother sent us to meet you, and we were in a
hurry to—to find you. We thought you’d like:
somebody to look after you a bit, coming to a
strange school.” ‘ ‘ P

‘iJust what I was going to say,” Bsaid
Rake.

“ That's awfully decent of you,”’ said Red-
fern gratefully. 4 - iy

* Oh, we're awfully decent chaps, you know,
Your brother is sorry he had to go to Wyn-
dale—important appointment or something;
but we're to take care of you,” said Taffy
hospitably. “ We're going to show yau d,
and look after you generally. I suppose you're
pretty peckish after a long train journey?’’

“ Yes, a little,” said Redfern, emiling.

* That's all right. I suppose you'll have

w
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tea in our study. We’'ve got something decent
for tea—ahem!—I mean, we're going to have
something decent for tea, and we should like
you to come. You'll come, won't you?™

“ Jolly glad to.” %

el again! No malice for that biff, eh?
It was quite an accident.”

“ Not a bit.” said Redfern cheerily.

He dusted down his clothes, feeling his
heart a good deal lighter than it had been.
His brother had not forgotten him after all,
and, besides that, the kindness of these
juniors, perfect strangers to him, was really
enough to make any fellow feel cheerful.

He felt that if all the fellows at St.
Dolly’'s were like these, his life there wouid
be jolly enough. If they we=-re like this to
a sfranger and a mew boy, what would they
be like when they got chummy?

; Taffy linked his arm affectionately in Red-
ern’s.

“ Come along, Reddy! You don’t mind if
I call you Reddy, do you?”

“0f course not,” said Redfern, more and
more surprised. “This is jolly decent of
you. I've heard that new boys are generally
ragged or put upen in publie schools.”

Taffy and Co., remembering some of their
own experiences as new boys, grinned a little,
but became serious again at once.

““ Nothing of that kind with us,” said
Taffy. *1 know there are some kids in the
Fourth—like Skelton and Brown-—young ruf-
flans, who’d play any tricks on a stranger.
You want to keep clear of fellows like that.
You stick to us, and I'll see you ghrough.

Leb’s get in to tea.” :

They were not long in reaching St. Dolly’s.
As they passed in, Redfern glanced at the
cricketers. Lunsford had just hit a ball out
for three, and the fellows were cheering.
Redfern would gl¥dly have looked on for a
bit at the cricket, but Taffy. and Co., who
were on tenterhooks lest a Classical youth
should spot the new boy, hurried him on.
And as they were hurrying him in to have
tea, Redfern could not very well object.

They hurried him into the house, aund up-
stairs to Study 10, and Taffy heaved a great
sigh of relief as he was marched into the
study. Rake immediately closed the door.
Involuntarily, the juniors put their backs to
it, as if prepared to resist, by force, any
attempt of the new boy to escape. But Red-
fern was not thinking of escape just then.
He was, as a matter of fact, hungry after
his journey, and quite ready for tea. There
were no signs of tea in the study as he
looked round. ¥ X

“It's all right,” said Taffy hastily.
“ We're just going to get tea. Shove some
sticks in the grate, Rakey, and get a fire
going. I'll go and fill the kettle.” ;

“(Can I do anything to belp?” asked Red-

fern. AT L

“No: that's all right,” said Taffy. * You
sit down!” He almost pushed Redfern into
the armchair. ‘‘ You must be.tired. We've
as good as promised Redfern major to take
every care of you. How's the little ones at

home?”” T
“®h? Therc aren’t any,” said Redfern,

in amazement.
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“Hem! I—I mean, how are your people— !
mater and pater, you know?” stammered
Taffy, who hardly knew what he did mean,
or what he was saying, in his anxiety
keep the new hoy peacefully in the study.

““Oh, they're all right!” said Redfera.
“ Look here, let me fill the &kettle for you—
you can tell me where the tap is. 1 don't
want to slack!”" :

“ That's all tight. We can’t allow a_guest
to work. You just sit where you are. Here's
the latest number of “The Boys' Friend.’
Look at that while we're getbing tea. Is
that fire never going to burn, Rake?”

“It’s. getting on. You haven't filled the
kettle yet.”

“ Go and fill the kettle, Verncnl”

““ Really, chappy——"" ;

“Go and fill the kettle!” roared Tafly.
And Vernon picked up ‘the kettle and went.
“Buck up with that fire, Rake! “Here, I'll
lend you a hand! You get the grub out
of the cupboard!”

The fire was soon going. - Vernon returned
with the kettle, which was jammed on the.
smoky fire. The ‘* grub > was turned out of
the cupboard, but it did not make much of
a spread. Tafly looked at half a loaf, a
scrap of butter, and a small tin of sardines
in something like dismay. )

“ This won’t do!”’ he muttered to Vernon.
“ We've got to keep this chap here till the
election, Go and raise some grub along the
corridor—quick! Get anything you can. We
can explain afterwards!”

‘“ Really, chappy—-"

Taffy took him by the shoulder, and slung
him out of the study. Verncm pushed back
his cuffs; and then, remembering what was
at stake, he obeyed orders. Taffy closed the
door. But it was opened the next moment,
and a junior lopked in. ¢

““ Look here, Verney—— <Hallo!"”

It was not. Vernon returning. It was
Phipps, of the Fourth, a Classical junior. He
looked across at' Redfern. -

*“ Hallo,”’ he exclaimed, *I° thought Y
i)_z\?t’ed him ‘in the quad.! Is that a new
bid 2" k e

Taffy did not reply. He did not want awk-
ward explanations before Redfern. He rushed
straight at Phipps, who retreated in alarm.
Tafly seized him by the shoulders and
wheeled him round, and Phipps struggled in.
vain as he was driven down the passage
under a succession of powerful kicks.

‘‘There!” gasped Tafly. “ Don’t you coms
poking into my study again!”’ He hurried
back, and closed the door after him, and
met Redfern’s stare of astonishiment with a
feeble grin. 5

““ Who was that?” said Redfern.

‘“Oh, only one of the chaps!” said Taffy.
‘“ One—one of the chaps I was telling yoyu
about, you kmow, who are death on new,
fellows.' But don’t you be mnervous. We'll
look after you.”

“I'm not nervous.”

““ N-n-no, of course not,” agrced Taffy, who
would have agreed to anything then. “I
know you're not. I didn't mean that, I
mean we'll back you up!”
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“Just what I was going to say,” said

ake.

“ Really, chappy—"" said Vernon, coming
into the study, heavy laden.

““ Oh, get the tea. and not so much of
your ‘really, chappy’!” exclaimed Taffy.
““Can’t you see the new chap is hungry?
We're bound to be hospitable for--for Red-
fern major's sake. Redfern major is a rip-

ping chap!”
““Yes, isn't he?” said Sidney eagerly.
“ Simply stunning!” said Tafly. “ Best

chap in the Sixth. Hasn't a second. The
others are only outsiders. Is that kettle
boiling?”?

“Yes; I'm making the tea,”” said Rake.

“Good! Do you like your tea strong or
weak, Reddy?” %

“I'm not particular.”

“O0h, we want to give you what you like,
you know! I say, Verney, this is a decent
spread.” Taffy looked over the table, gar-
nished with a new loaf, a pat of butter, a
chunk ‘of cheese, a pound or more of cold
ham, half a chicken, several tins of salmon
and sardines, and a big plum cake. ‘I
should say you made a pretty good swoop up
the passage.” |

“It’s ripping?”’ said Redfern. * You're
treating' me jolly well, and I don’t know
how to thank {ou."

“Not at all. You see, we're so fond of
! Redfern major,” said Taffy. *‘‘Pour out the
new kid's tea, Vernon, and if you spill any
on his bags I’ll scrag you!”

Redfern looked at his eager emtertainers
rather curiously, and a smile dawned upon
his_face. Their hospitality to a mew boy,
a perfect stranger, was remarkable; and,
little as he knew of public schools, he knew
that much. Back to his mind came his
talk with Skelton and Brown. Were these
extremely hospitable juniors after his vote
at the Form election?

Perhaps—perhaps not! At all events, he
was hungry, and the tea was eertainly rip-
ping, and he was satisfied to take things
as they came.

The four juniors sat down round the table,
and Vernon poured out the tea. Bubt the
meal was not destined to commenee in peace.
There was a sound in the passage of many
footsteps.

‘“ He's in there! I've seem him!” It was
the excited voice of Phipps, of the Fourth,
perfectly audible in the study. It was Skel-
ton’s voice that replied:

“ We'll jolly soon see!”

Taffy sprang to his feet as the study door
was flupz open. Skelton and Brown stood
on the threshold, with wrathful and indig-
nant faces. Behind them was a crowd of
Classiéal juniors, evidently on the warpath.

“ Caught you, have we!” roared Skelton.

“Look here, get out of our study, you
Classical cads! I—"

“Back up!” roared Skelton, and he rushed
into the study, with his followers hot at his
heels. *“ Down with the Mods!™

* Hurrah!” o

The three Commercial juniors lined wup
desperately, and hit out right and left; but
the rush of the Classicals swept them away.

MINOR.

The tea-table went over with a crash, and
there was crash on crash of smashing
crockery. Plates and cups and saucers, jam
and ham and butter and cake, were trampled
reclgeisly underfoot in a wild and whirling
conflict.

——

CHAPTER 4.
Redfern Meets His Brother.

¢t OCK it into them!”

“Down with the Mods!”

But the Mods were down already.

The table was down, and the

crockery was down, and the tea and the cake
and the tarts and the sardines were down,
and the Moderns were sprawling among the
wreekage, with the Classic juniors sprawling
over them.

Skelton, flushed with' victory, looked round
the study. Never had there bee¢n so com-
plete a wreck in so short a time. Several
of the Classical juniors, in the heat and
excitement of the moment, were attacking
Sidney Redfern, forgetful of the fact that
they had invaded the study to rescue, the
new boy from the clutches: of the Mods.
Redfern was giving a good account of him-
self, and two of Skelton's enthusiastic fol-
lowers had rolled over under his fists.

‘ Hold on!” shouted Skelton. * This way, «
Redfern!”

“Eh2"

‘*It's a rescue!” gasped Skelton., “ We're *
saving you from these Commercial bounders.
Come on!”

And he clutehed the new junior by the arm.
. “But I don’t want to be rescued!” ob-
jected Redferd. “1I was just going to have
tea, and—"

“ Blow tea!

Wc’ll‘atand 'you some tea!

Come on!"”

B s

“Gome on!” roared Skelton, losing
patience. * There'll be a crowd of Mods

here in a minute. This way! Here, lend o
hand, some of you==this chap has got to be
rescued!”

Half a dozen Classical juniors promptly
piled upon Redfern, and he was ‘‘rescued ~
in spite of his résistance. They whisked him
out of the study, and down the passage.
The whole troop of Classicals, whooping with
triumph, followed. In the wreck of the
studﬁ, Taffy and Co, sat up dazedly. e
“ M-m-m-my hat!” gasped Taffy.

‘* Really, chappy, I feel awfully—er—
dishevelled!” murmured Vernon, trying to
rub the jam out of his hair. * By Jove!”

Taffy staggered to his feet. !

;;nAﬂéer tl;&ml;;i;l: gruut}eld. “ They're not
going to collar new chap and his gidd
vete. We’ll call up the fellows!" S

And Taffy and Rake hurried out of the
dismantled study. Vernon went on rubbing
the jam out of his hair. He had had enough
of “scrapping” for the time. But Tafiy
and Rake could do no good. Redfern had
been whisked along the Fourth-Form pas-
sage to Skelton's study, and whisked into it,
and the door was closed and locked on the
inside. A yell of derision from a Classical
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crowd greeted the baffled Mods, and they
speedily beat a retreat again.

Inside Skelton’s study, Redfern was bumped
down on the carpet. His rough handling had
rather bewildered him, and he sat there for
some. moments hardly knowing whether he
was on his head or his heels.

“Done them!” gasped Skelton.

'*A clean do!” chuckled Brown IlI, dab-
bing his nose with his handkerchief. Taffy’s
fist ‘had smitten that nose, and smitten it
hard, and there was a ~liberal flow of
“claret ’ as a result; but little did
Brown III care for.that. He dabbed away
and grinned cheerfully.

Redfern jumped up.

““You 'stay where you are!” said Skelton
warningly. * We've rescued you, and you be-
long to us. If you weren’t a new kid, I'd
lick you for going round with Mods. We
ke_ep up the giddy dignity of our side in
this school, I can tell you. As a matter of
fact, the Classical side is the school, and
the Moderns are nobodies, and nowhere. You
ought. to be jolly glad to be rescued from
the measly bounders. Now you're going to
stick here till the Fourth-Form . election
comes off, and then you're going to vote
for me!" = 8

“Rats!” said® Redfern cheerfully. *1T
haven’t yet decided whom I'm going to vote
for, but I'm not going to stick here, anyway.
1 suppose I'm my own master?”

““1 suppose you're mot!” said Skelton,
with a snift. **You young rotter, you're
bound to stand by .your: side. You're a
Classical, ain’t you? You—you worm!”

““You're calling me some pretty names——""

“ 1’1l give you some pretty thick ears, too,
if you talk to me!” said Skelton. ‘“After
all the trouble we've taken ovér you!”

‘“ Ungrateful pig!” said Brown.

Redfern grinned. L

* Look here—unloek that door!”

““ No fear!”

“T don't want to stay here! For one
thing,- I ‘want to speak to my brother as
soon, as he comes in. Now——"

* Blow your . brother! I. can tell you,

you're not going to come any tot in the
Fourth Form, because you've got a brother
in the ' Sixth,” said Skelton. “ It’s rather
against a junior to have a major in an Upper
Form, and the less you say about it the
better!”- - : ‘ 4

“More rats!” Redfern stepped towards
the door, and Skelton stepped into his way:
*Now, I want te get out!” .

“ Youwll stay there!” 3

“ There’ll be trouble!”

Skelton ‘laughed. He thought it would be
simple epough for himself and Brown to
keep the new boy in the study. But he left
off laughing the next moment as Redfern's
strong grasp -closed. upon  him. He was
whirled away  from the door, gasping in
amazement at the muscular strength dis-
played by'the new boy.

** Leggo!” he gasped. ‘‘ Here, lend a hand,
Brown—the beast, will be getting out!”

Brown rughed forward. :

Redfern swung Skelton round, and sud-

‘Redfern:

‘clamation,
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denly releasing his hold, sent him crashing
into Brown.

‘“Oh!” roared Brown.

He sat down violently in the fender, and
Skelton sat cn him. For the moment they
were too dazed to move .again. Redfern
unlocked the door, afid slipped the key into
the outside of the lock. .

* Hold on,” roared Skelton—*hold on! I-°

“ Gerroff my chest!” murmured Brown, in
a muffled voice.

‘“Hold on
was too late.

“Good-bye!” said Redfern sweetly; and
the door shut, and the key clicked in the
lock as Skeltcn hurled himself madly upon it.

Skelton dragged at the handle, but._the
door was fast. He kicked and shouted, and
was only answered by a chuckle from out-
side. Redfern slipped the key into his pocket
and walked away down the passage. ¢

Skelton kicked  framtically at the solid
oak door. .

“Qpen this door!” he roared. * Rescue,
Classicals! -Collar that cad! Rescue!”

There were a good many of the Classical
juniors still in the passage,. and ‘some of
them had observed Redfern’s action with
blank  amazement. At the *kicking and

Skelton leaped up, but ib

‘shouting from' within Study B they under-

stood, and five or six of them ran towards
““ Collar him!”* shouted Phipps. = -
' Redfern broke into.a run. He did not mean
to be “ collared” by ¢ither party of the.
rivals of St. Dorothy’s, and he guessed that
in the Close he: would he safe from open
attack. He ran for the stairs, and ran down
them, with half a dozen excited and angry
Classicals whooping on
lower passage, hie could see the open door,
with the ‘wide green Close beyond, and could
catch a. glimpse of the cricketers. %
But just as he scudded for.the door, with
the pursuers close behind, a senior came
in from the Close. There was no time for
Redfern to stop. He was tight upon the
newcomer before he saw him, and nothing
could poscibly have stopped a collision.
Right into him Redfern dashed, and the
Sixth-Former, with a startled and angry ex-
staggered ‘back. Redfern, dizzy
from the shock, reeled against the door.

| The pursuing juniors, scared at the sight of
a prefect “ biffed

" by a Lower-Form hoy,
scattered in am instant, ‘and in the twinkling
of an eye they had vanished from sight.

Redfern was not so lucky. Y

The Sixth-Former recovered himself in a
moment, and his grasp closed savagely on
the boy’s collar.” Redfern was dragged away
from the door, and : shaken till his head
swam. i

‘“You young “sweep!” said the prefeect
angrily. *‘How dare you—— Why, Sidney!™?

He released,the junior. and at the same -
moment  Sidhey Redférn .recognised = his
brother. -

‘“ Arthur!®

Arthur Redfern looked at
a gloomy expression.

- his minor with

his track. /In the .-
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““ Come to my study,’”” he gaid abruptly, and
strode away. 3 SR

And Redfern, with 2 curious sinking at
the heart, followed him.

el

CHAFTER 5.
Ransome’s Fag. \
RTHUR REDFERNS face did not relax
when he stood in his study and looked
at his younger brother. in fact, the
cloud on his brow seemed deepen.
Sidney stole a glance at his face, and his
glance was half appealing. He knew that
his major was :m-%ny with him, and he was
greatly troubled by the thought. He had
come to the school with the intention eof
doing everf'ghing in his. power to gain .the
approval of Arthur. There were few things
he would not have done to win a cordial’ nod
from the big brother whom he regarded as
the ideal of young maphood. He realised
miserably that he had made a bdd. start.
n?}«; you've come!” said Redfern major
grimly.
Sidney staried. # |
**I—-1'm sorry I bified into-you like that,
Arthur,” he sdid slowly., * The chaps were
after me—of course, it was only a lark—and
1 didn’t see you——" He broke off. He was
beginping to realise that it was net the
collision “in the doorway that ‘had brought
that: dark *cloud to his brother's face.
What's the matter?" ,
* Nothing !
“Didn’t you  want me to come o St.

Derothy’s?" asked the junior, and there was
a1 indignation as well gs paiu in his

“Apfhurs ex ression changed. a little.
%é obv ho ‘eaid irritably:  **OF

.

—ol
course 1 wanted you to come. I sent some
Jags to meet you. Did you see them?™ g
Siduey grinned at the récollection of his
experiences with Tafly and Co. g
. 0Oh, yes, that was all right!¥ he said.
¥ The mater wanted me to ‘meet
id: Anphur, with an irritable langh.
;. "\ W anybhing abeut public Is.
‘sha'n't be on the same terms here that
we are at home in the holidays. You may
as well understand that from the start.
a prefect, '
We sha’'n't see much of

Fourth Form fag.

eaé%llx{ ,other—perhaps sha'n't meet ‘twice all

Redfern’s face fell. © AN v R
This was very unlike the.prospect he had
dimlys mapped out in his mind—of exercises
done. ‘in Arthur's study, “under .Arthur’s
brother eye of coaching ‘on the cricket-field
and the river, and jolly cycle Tides in, the
summer evenings. Arthur did not appear to
see dismay in his f—ace. : 3

““Of course, L want, to help you every way
possible,” he wenb on.  “But it won’t help
you in your own Form fo be backed up by
a prefect. 1If the juniors think you've got a
friend to stand by you in the Sixth, they’ll
make yeur life a burden.” :

Sidney coloured.” :

“I can look after myself!" he exclaimed.

| “ I've satisfied the  beal

I'm | g
You're al

H-‘for him,” said Arthur quickly,
““No good,” said Ransome coolly,

REDFERN MINOR.

“ T shouldn't dream of dragging you into a
Fourth Form tow, Arthur, You caw’'t think
that of me.”

" Well, 1 hope you won't. Have a litile
sense, and we shall get on all rights Den't
forget that I'm a semior and you're a jumier, ;
and ‘don’t come marching up in the quad,
or the cricket-field and ealling me Arthur
before all the seniors. There, there I don't |
want to hurt your feelings!’’” went on the
major hastily, as the minor's lower lip gave
4 suspicious (}uiver. ' ;
of me, and all that, but I'm speaking for '
your own good.” 5 3

**I—1I suppose so. * It's all right.” »

*You haven't' been taken as a fag yeb?”
asked Redfern major, chauging the subject,

Sidney shook his head, # i :

“1 haven’t. been here long he said;
“only an hour or so.” ;

““You might have been picked up at sight
by auny senior who wanted a fag. = Look here,
'l speak a word for you te Lunsfor@ our
skipper.” i

“ Couldn't—couldn't "I = be ym.u'i Tag
Arthur?” asked Sidney hesitatingly, *1'd—

I'd rather fag for you than Lunsford.”
Arthur shook his head. P 2
* No; it's impessible. I—=*
. There was a knoeck at the door .of the
study, and Ransome came in. ‘He did not
see Bidney for the moment, as he entered -

hastily. é 2
“1t's all right, Arthur!™ ‘he exclaéyled.'
k that we were foniy

going) to Wyndale to see about somesmew
cricket-néts——" Arthur was making Pusipus
signs to the Sixth-Former to hold his tongus,

and-

and Ransome -caught sight of Sidney, an

broke ofi: ** Oh, I dign't:kuow you ha 1y~

Body with you!" 5

1 “It’s enly my young brother,” said 4 fhur

savagely. g SR
Ransome recovered his  coolness i a

momgnt. He locked at Sidmey with a cool

and eriticising -gaze that took

) I in - every”
detail from his"toes to his curly hair

. Glad 'ta meet you, Redfern minor,” said

Rausome offering his hand, which

R Sidney
took zather . shyly.

After Arthur's umpro-

\mising greeting, it seemed to him an aét of

t condescension - for a Sixth-Former te
e hands with a new fag. * I should have
W you anywhere, you're so like Arthur, .
Teé you anybody's fag yetti®

f.1'm going to speaks a word to Lunsford -

ﬁ:‘ A
ford's quite satisfied with Skelton, andm
ton would knock the new kid into paneakes if
he ousted him. Took here] Arthur, I'l $ake
your young brother as my fag.” fik

* Loo! re, Ransome—"

“ Wouldn't you like to fag for me, kid#"
said Ransome with a smile to Sidney—and
he could look very agreeable when he’ chose.
**¥ou won't have a hard time. I treat my
fags well—lots of pickings, and not much £o /
do. You may get snapped. up by Bully/

| Crane. Better stick to me while you've goy

& chance,”
Redfern looked at his hrother.

*1 knew youre fond « *

!
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“ Better let him come to me, Arthur,” said

Ransome. ‘' Look here, don’t be an ass! It's
necessary,” 4

“ What do you mean?” asked Arthur, with
a sbart.

“You get out for a bit, kid,” said Ran-
some, “ Go and wait for me in my study—
No. 4. T'll join you there in a jiffy.”

Sidney again looked te his brother for in-
structions; but Arthuf nedded shortly, and
the junior left the study, clesing the door
behind him. }

The moment he was gone Awvthur Redfern
turned angrily to his friend.

** What do you mean by that, Ransome?
1've told you I won't have the boy mixed
up in anything. T tell you—7"

““ Softer, please!"” said Bamsome, in his pro-
vokingly cool way. ‘“Ng need to shout, and
tell the fags in the passage. That kid's com-
ing to the school is a blessing in disguise.
You've told me how attached he is to you.
and how you expeet him to haunt and worry
you. Well, my son, that’s where we come
in. I've heard something about him already
that shows he's a lad with spirit. Look here,
he will be useful to us.”

“T've told you——"" began Arthur hotly.

Ransome raised his hand. '

“Soft again! Don't be an gss! Mr, Man-
nering met us on the ‘road:to Wyndale, and
stopped us. . I've succeeded in satisfying him
that we were going there to see about some
cricket things we couldn't get in Okeholme.
But he's got au eye open—a jolly ‘suspicious
eye! We ¢an’t go again.'

“T1 know we can't.”

* Well.” said Ransome, “you know how
matters stand. Cunliffe is waiting for 'us
there. He'll ‘wait this evening, and if he
doesn't see us there will \be trouble. It's no
good mineing matters, Arthur. You're as

deep in the mud as I am in the mire. If we,

don’t get a message to Cunliffe this eveni
the man will come up to the school. W
will happen then?”

Arthur's face went white,

*“He would neyer dare!”

“ What has he to fear? He has our paper
~our signatures. We owe him money.” ¢

‘“He would never get a penny by giving
us away—"" J ’

“ Perhaps not; but I dare say it would be
some satisfaction to him to show us up.
know, anyway, what Dr. Cranston would do
if he saw  the ,papers that Cumlifie could
show him. We should be—""

“Expelled!” said. Arthur, with a bitter

groan.

“Exaetly.” ¢

Arthur Redfern sank into a chair, and
coyered his face with his hands.

‘“What 2 mad fool I've been!”

Ransome watched him with a bifter sneer.

“That won't help you,” he said. * This is
a time for action. We can stave Cunlifle
off: but we must either see him, or get a
message through. If he comes here or if we
try to gel to him, we're done for. If I had
gone alone, without waiting for you. I should
have got clear of Mannering. But it’s no
good thinking of that mow. We want a

a2

You |

i

ger-~a chap we can rely on. Any of
e fags would blurt the whole matter out in
the Form-tooms, Your young brother might
trusted to hold his tongue. He will
‘have to go.”
*“He can’t—he sham't!” <
“ Very well; the game’s up, then.”” Ran-
some shrugged his shoulders. * What harm
‘wil it do the boy? He’s quite able to taks
are, of himseli. He's just got to get to
Vyndale, and give Cunliffe the note—mothing
else.” He won't know whom the man is, or
what the message is about. How can it hurt
him?"

* There's ething in that, certainly,”
said Redlerlgo?atching ab straws. ¢ Afte

see the man again.”

“0f course he won't!
pleasant little run for him.”

“But can he get out?”

* You can give him a pass, as a prefeet,”
gsaid Ransome, with a grin, “That's all
right. T'll see to the rest.”

A -;I_. suppose there’s nothing else to be

““Nothing. It's all right, T tell you.”
* Oh, do as you like!" said Arthur, “T'm
sick of the whole husiness.. Do as you like.”
Ransome nodded, and quitted the study.
He walked along to No. 4 with a curiously
derisive grin upon his features, and, enter-
ing, found Sidne%t/ Redfern standing by the
table waiting. The boy was looking uneasy
and troubled. Ransome gave him a cheery

nod. .
%7t all (right,”” he announced. *Your
brother likes the idea of your being my fag,
now Fve explained to him. Of course, I had
a right to take you, anyway; bub Arthur is
my chum. Do you like the idea?”
*¥e-es, I think so;” said Sidney doubs-

fully, !
o J{.gg!sqxge laughed as he threw himself into
; i ’ :
3 *Good! In doing things for me you'll be
oing. them just as much for your: brother,
‘really, asiWe chum together. You can buzz
off, now—my other fag will get my tea
said Ransome graciously. 1 think we shall
getgpn together, Redfern minor.” j '
‘And Redfern, who hardly knew whether to
beéyleased or not, quitted the study of his
ne ! j

®

master.

CHARTER 6.
Tafly in Trouble,
[ ERE, Redfern, you bounder!”
1t was the day after the election,

j captaincy by one vote—and that
voter was Redfern minor's.
fern had turned the corner, and rgn

‘and marched him on towards their st
Redfern hardly knew whebher their,
tions were friendly or hostile and ‘he |

&

g’led‘ in their grasp. PR Al
*¢1t's all right,” grinned Skeltom. :*“ Don't
be alarmed, my infant. Where have you

right into Skelton and Brown, who were waits

T
all he will know nothing, and he'll never
It will be just a |

Skelton had beaten Taffy for the :

ing for him. They seized him by either arm,

o=
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heen all this time? We've been looking for
you.”

‘“ Hunting all over the place,” said Brown.
*8aw you come in with Lunsford, though.
The feed will be spoiled.”

‘“The feed?”

*“ Yes, rather. We're having a bit of a
feed in our study to celebrate my getting in
as captain of the ¥ourth,” explained Skelton.
“1It's a big triumph for the Classical side.
Is that what Lunsford was talking to you
about?”

Lunsford was captain of the school, and
Redfern grinned. -

*“Qh, no!”

“The seniors pretend to take no notice of
our elections in the Fourth,” Skelton said
confidentially., “ Lunsford knows jolly well
that it's us juniors who keep up the honour
of the Classical side and keep the rotten
Mods in their place. If it wasn’t for us the
Moderns would have it all their own way.
Taffy and Co. are wild at my getting in as
Torm capbain, I.can tell you. I'm sorry
you'é‘vahfa?g“ging for Ransome, young Redfern.”

L

“ He's a rotter. We're not proud of him,
#hough he’s a Classical senior. I never could
make out what your major saw in him. If
you're going to fag for him I shall have to
put you to some points. Never mind that
mow, though. Here we are! The herrings
will be warmjgas I left 'em on the hob—r

Skelton opened the door of his study, and
stood transfixed.

Thesroom was not empty. t

And ‘the herrings were not on the hob,

‘Four 'juniors were seated round the table,
and they had just finished the herrings, and
‘were starting on the strawberry-jam.

Taffy Morgan, Rake Vernon, and another
Modern junior looked up with agreeable

smiles at the astounded and enraged Classi-

cals.
“* What's this?” yelled Brown. - v
““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tafty. * This is
where we grin! Grin, you bounders!” .
*“Ha, ha, ha!”™
“Tt was very nice, chappies!” said Vernon
softly. ‘“The herrings were done to a turn.
The only fault is that there were no more!”
*“ Exactly!” said Rake. v
« Still there’'s the strawberry-jam,” said

Taffy.  “I am rather fond of the straw-
berry-jam. Look you! Shall I help myself,
Skelton?"

**No. I'll help you!” roared Skelton, rush-
ing upon the rival leader of the Fourth.
* Wade in, Classicals!” :

The Moderns jumped up from the table,
and Taffy went roliing on the hearthrug in
the grasp of Skelton, who rubbed a bandiul
of strawberry-jam well. into his face. Taffy
gasped and roared, and struggled furiously.
The other juniors were equally hotly en-
gaged. Phipps and Spratt, of the Classical
side, looked into the study. They were look-
ing for an invitation to the feed, but they
found a fight going on instead. They
promptly joined in and with the odds against
them Taffy and Co. were rolled ignomin-
ously out of the study. 2

*QOuteide, you Modern rotters!” gasped

BREDFERN MINOR.

Skelton., “Do you want any more straw-
berry-jam, Taffy?"” 4 a

“Yes!” roared Taffy, charging back into
the study doorway like a hull.

Skelton seized him, ahd they rolled on the
carpet, and then Brown lent a hand, and
the Modern' junior was pinned. Redfern
picked up the milkjug from the table,

“Now, Taffy, are yon going quietly?”

““No!”’ roared Taffy. \

“Very good! Say when!” said Redfern
cheerfully.” And he commenced to pour the
milk upon Taffy’s upturned, crimson face, 4

“Ow, ow, ow! Grooh!” ;

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” it

“ Are you going quietly?” "

“N-n-no, no, no!” roared Taffy. “Ow!l:
Grooh! Gerroooh! Yow! Yes! I think I'ilY
go! Ow!” g

“ Ha, ha, ha! T thought you would!”

The Moderns in the passage had made a
desperate rush to aid their leader, but Phipps
and Spratt had slammied the door, and
jammed their feet against it, and ‘the rag-
ing rescuers could not get.it open.

‘“ Lemme gerrup!’’ gasped Taffy. * Oh. you
beasts! I’ll make you wriggle for this!™’

Redfern chuckled.

‘“ You’re doing the wriggling at present.”’
he remarked. ‘' Are you sorry you came and
scofied aur feed?”

‘““No!” roared Taffy.
jolly glad!”

‘“ Then you shall have the tea!™

Redfern took the teapot from the table, -
and filled it with cold water. Skelton and
Brown were laughing so hysterically that
they could hardly hold the struggling Taffy.
The Modern leader squirmed as the teapot
approached. 2

‘“Are you sorry you scoffed the Teed?
asked Redfern sweetly.

*“ No, no, no!”

“Good! Say when!™

And Redfern begin. to pour.

The stream of pale-brown liquid from the
spout of the teapot splashed in a little eas-
cade an Taffy’s face, and thence ran to
various parts of him. He was geiting a
bath of weak tea, but his courage held cut.

‘“ Are you sorry?”

“I'm glad! I'm

“ Not”
“Ha, ha, ha!” 2
‘“Here, hold on!"” choked Taffly, as a '

stream went into his mouth,

*I-I-1
* Are you sorry?” -

¢ No! Yes, yes!”
‘“ Are you fearfully sorry?”
“N—— Yes, yes!”

*“ Are you awfully, fearfully' sorry?"”

* Wes!” roared Taffy. **Chuck. it!”

Redfern replaced the teapot on the table,

‘**The prisoner is discharged,” he said. ¢

“Yow! Wow! You wait till'I get hold
of you, young Redfern! Yow!"

“The prisoner is discharged on condition
that he makes it pax for the rest of the

evening.”
‘“ Rats!”’
‘“ Have some more tea?”
“Ow! No! Chuck it!”

“ Will you make it pax?”
“No! Yes; I'll make it pax till hedeime!”
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Redfern chuckled.

“You'll make it pax till to-morrow -]

ing, my son. I know your little game: No
dormitory tricks for me. Williyou Make it
pathilll to-morrow morning?’* {

“ No 1

“ Well, there's some more tea!™

“Ow! Btop! VYes, yes, it's pax till to-
morrow !"" :

“The prisoner is discharged!™

Taffy staggered to his feet.
drenched and dripping,  dishevelled and
furious. But for his parole would have
charged at Redfern on the spot. Bub “ pax”
was sacred. It was peace till the morning.

“Ow!” grunted Taffy. * Beast! You're
taking a jolly lot on yourself for a mew kid.
1'll look after you to-morrow! Br-r-ra-r!”

And he went out of the study, and made
a beedine to the nearest bath-room. Skelton
chuckled, and gave Redfern a sounding slap
on the shoulder.

“Ain't he getting into the way of it,
Browney?” he grinned. .

‘““He is—he are!” said Brown, chuckling.
“I mever saw Taffy so done up in my
natural. I ex he will lick Redfern to-
morrow. But what about’the g

“They've made a good '¢le «
Skelton. *“ Tafly’s taken away most
m—bﬁy haven’t em't,e;n‘ﬁn his face.”

&%, said
& what’

Ha, ha, !

“Never mind, there's bread and cheese,
and . some of the jam. It's rotten! They
were ripping herrings, ahd done to a turn.
1 suppose those Modern rotters ecaught a
whiff of them cooking, and knew there wag
a feed on. Think you can put up with bread
and cheese, Redfern, and leave the feed till
to-morrow ?"*

“ Yes, rather!" said Redfern cheerfully.
“I'm as hungry as a hunter. Hand over
the bread and <heese, my son, and never
mind ths giddy herrings.” R

“ You're staying to grub?”’ asked Skelton,
with & grin, as Phipps and Spratt turned to-
wards the door.

Phipps sniffed, and Spratt grunted.

** Not-'much,” said Phipps. ‘I niffed }he
‘'m
not hungry for bread and cheese.

“ We can get that i1 our cwn study,” reé.
marked Spratt. G S

And _the two ‘junfors withdrew, leaving
TRedfern and his two new chums to their
supper, which they enjoyed keenly enough;
wigh the healthy appetites of healthy youth.
Skelton bemoaned the herrings once cr twice,
but Redfern was quite satisfied. ’

When the Fourth Form went up ta bed,
Taffy & Co. eyed Redfern very ecuriously.
The Fourth Form occupied two dormiteries,
on opposite sides of a long passage, aud it
was easy to see that that passage was fre-
quently the scene of alarums and excursions.
But for the * pax " established between the
rivals of the Fourth, the mew junfor would
undoubtedly have received some kind ‘atten-
tions from Taffly & Co. after lights out.
Redfern. grinned cheerfully at the chief of
the Modern juniors, and Tafly could not help
grinning  haek.

Lunsford - saw lights out in the Fourth
Torm. He did not glance at Rerfern. Two
R o e ~-_~'1-_-‘;AJ,JL

He was|'
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E‘E’““m R:atfeg thew ligh wiere °“L“gﬁ‘i’%°§
idney &rn was asleep, and he di
not open hig »eiyzs‘ﬁ‘ ill the rising-bell
Was clanging in’ the, 4

L came over to
had almost for-

youths,

Taffy gave him a tap on the shoulder,
“ Hallo,” said Redf: “what do you
‘want?"” {

“Only a little talk,” said Tafly Sweetiy..
*Will you come béhimd the chapet?” ' ' >
“ Behind the chapel? What for?”

““To talk, of course,” said Talty, with
polite and elaborate sarcasm. = ¢ We're
thinking of giving 'a small conversazione

ther%, ,amd we want you as a distinguished
guest.” .

Rake and Vernon chuckled. Taffy’s manner
caused a goodly ‘crowd of Fourth-Formers
to gatber round in anticipation of trouble—
and a gdod many of the Third, for that
matter. 5

‘' Will you come, chappy?” asked WVernon:

““ Of eourse he'll come!” said Skelton indig-
nantly. “ You'll be jolly sorry he’s come, too,
Tafly, my eon! Of course, he's quite ready!”

“ Ahem! He doesn't seem to be so ready
for himself as you are for him!" gninned
Taffy. ** What do you say, Redfern?”’

“* Oh,/ I'l come!” said Redfern cheerily, “1
suppose what you want js a fight?”
*Not exactly! I'm going to lick you, youw
seg
“Well, you'll get the fight first, and a
jollyl'stift one, I can assure you!” said Red-
’f(]am ;~ **But what ave we going to fight
A 2

L ve got a bad memory, my son. I'm
going’ to lick you for laying violent hands
upon the chief of ths Fourth Form at 8t.

Dolly’s!"”
“Who's chief!

“Rats!’” howled Skelton.
I'm.bl"om captain, I—"

*Peace, iy son! You are Form captain,
in a mar of speaking——""

“T1 tell you 1-—"

* Really, chappy—-" :

** 8hut up, Vernon! I'm Form captain, and.
blow your manner of speaking!” said Skelton’
hotly. * I'm willing to lick anybody who
says anything different!”

‘“ Hear, hear!™

“ Look here, there’s nothing for us fo
fight' about,” said Redfern. ** You must be
an ass to bear malice for a jape——""

;]‘Eh?_ I don"‘ghabeart malid#!;‘ h{‘:a..gd T?aﬁy
indignangly. * are you g ater

"%ﬁf‘éﬁat do you want to fight for?”

“0Oh, that’s different! 1 think 1 ought
to Jick you. 1 owe it to my position in the
~Form. You have too much nerve for a mew
kid. It will really be a kindness to “tuke
it out of you before it gets you into trouble,”
explained Taffy.

“ Well, if you mean to be kind, of course

AT
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I don't want to baulk you!’ grinned Red-
fern.  *‘ Somebody will be* hurt, that's all!”

* Ye-es, I fancy so!"

_ “This way.” said Skelton, linking his arm
in Redfern’s. **1f you don’t lick him, I
will.”  He lowered his voice. ‘I suppose
you can fight, kid? I know you can hit hard
enough; but do you know anything about
the rules?”

“ Oh, yes—pretty fair!”

“Taffy’'s a demon  at it,” said Skelton.
*“ Not, to put too fine a point on it, I couldn’t
lick him, you know. As a matter of fact—
I’m telling you this for your information—
he has licked me. You wouldn’t think: it
from his manner—nothing of the crowing
sort about Taffly. But he has; and he could
do it again. Now, I'm a pretty good man
with my hands, you know. You'll have ali
your work cut out to hold up against Taffy
when he gets going!”

““ Well, a chap can only do his best!”

“Ye-es, I s'pose so! Stick it out as long
as you cam, for the honour of the Classical
side. It’s rotten for us, you know, that we
haven’t a chap on the Classical side who can
handle Tafly. If he were a bullying sort, it
would be rottemer still—as it is, it's rotten.
Stick it out!”

“I’ll do my best, anyway!”

Quite a crowd followed the juniors behind
the chapel. There, on a level stretch of
green under the shade of ancient elms, was
a secluded spot, far from the ken of masters
and prefects, where youthful disputes were
frequently fought out. The juniors were
not backward in making remarks, and if
Redfern had been open to discouragement,
he would certainly have been discouraged
by the remarks he heard on all sides. Even
the Classicals did not believe for a moment
that he would win. They recounted former
triumphs of Taffy, spoke with awe and
admiration of a famous left-hander he pos-
sessed, and debated whether the new boy
would be able to stand up to him for a
whole round. ¢

But Redfern did not seem to be dis-
copraged. His manner was as cool and self-
rossessed as ever when the crowd halted
under a big elm. Taffy gave his jacket to
Vernon and his cap to Rake.

‘“Are you ready. kid?”" he asked
negligently.

“ Yes! but ome moment! Why not have
the gloves on?” )

‘* The gloves!” ' 2

“Qertainly! I don’t want to hurt you!”

‘* What!” roared Taffy.

‘‘ And you don't want fto hurt me! There’s
no malice on either side, I hope,” said Red-
fern. *“I'd rather put on the gloves!”

‘“ Good wheeze!” said Skelton.

“Yah! He’s afraid!” yelped a voice from
the back of the crowd.

Redfern looked towards the speaker.

‘“If the chap who spoke will step out here
for a minute, I'l show him whether I'm
afraid or not,”” he remarked.

The invitation was not accepted.

“We'll have on the gloves, by all means,”
sad Taffy. * Cut off and get them, Verny!”

“ Certainty, chappy!”

In a couple of minutes the boxing-gloves
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were forthcoming. The two juniors, in ther
shirt-sleeves, faced one another, with a
circte of eager faces round them. Vernon
had appointed himself time-keeper, and he
stood with a big gold watch in his hand—the
only gold watch in the Fourth Form—his eye
on the dial.

‘“Are you ready?”

““ Yes, rather!" said Redfern.

“0Oh, yes!" said Taffy carelessly.

It was evidently that the Modern leader
did 1not 'ta.ke the fight very seriously.

“ Time I

The adversaries shook hands, and the fight
commenced. Tafly lounged into it, as if it
were an affair quite below any serious effort
on his part—as, indeed, the whole crowd
considered it. S8kelton was the only one who
thought Redfern had any chance against
the redoubtable fighting-man of the Fourth,
and he was very doubtful.

But there was a surprise in storc for the
Fourth Form.

Redfern sparred cautiously, giving ground
at' first, and Taffy followed him half round
the ring. There was a buzz as Taffy was
seen to hit out at last, and every ecye
watched for Redfern’s fall.

But he did not fall. Where Tafly’s blow
went, Taffy hardly knew; but it did not
touch the cool, smiling face befare lim.
And before he could recover himself Red-
fern was upon him, hitting out right and
left. One drive Taffy partly guarded, the
second caught him op the cheek and made
him reel, and the third got hewme ‘12
under his chin, lifting him almost off his
feet. Right over went the Modern junior,
and he thudded down in the grass like a
sack of wheat.

There was a shout of surprise. .

“ Taffy’s down!”

“My hat!”
© “‘Bravo!”

And Taffy sat up in the grass and’ blinked
at Redfern, with. an expression of utter
amazement that made the whole crowd
burst into a roar of Icnaghter.

—
CHAPTER 8.

A Fight to a Finish.
gt RAVO, Redfern!” The shout burst

from all the Classical juniors in the

crowd behind the chapel. The fall

of ‘the great Taffy’ amazed them.
Up to that moment no Classical junior had
ever been able to stand up to the Modern
leader. And so the Clasiitals rejoiced, and
the Modern juniors looked at one another
very dub.xousl{].

Everybody bhad expected to see~Redfern
wiped off the face of the earth, so to speak,
in the first round. And the first round had
ended with Taffy on his back on the grass,
looking up at the blue sky, and secing more
stars there than any astronomer ever saw
with the most powerful glass.

Rake helped his chum to his feet. Tafiy
was looking a little dazed, and very mutl{
surprised. His look made the (lassical
juniors chuckle agam. It was evident that
he was experiencing an astonishment he
would not soon recover from. ;
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It was a fluke, of course, Rake,” he
remarked. -

‘“ Of course!" said Rake, “ Lef me sponge
your chivvy!”’

“1 wasn’t exactly looking for that, you
know.”’

“Of course not.
knee!"

“Oh, I don't want a rest! I shafll squash
him in the second round, mow that I know
what to expect!” i s

‘“Ye-es, of course you will!” eaid Rake
loyally.

Bat, loyal as he was, he glameed at the
opposite corner of the ring with some mis-
glving. Redfern did not seem to have turned
a hair during that exc’ting. round. Skelton
had made a knee for him, and Redfern did
not disdain to sit down. Brown was fanning
et i L e tod"

+* Blessel expected anything like this!”
grinned Skelton. ‘“There’s more in this
ChaP *than meets the eye. 1 suppose you'll
be licked, Reddy, but you’ll give Tafly a bit
of a tussle first; and that's one comfort.”

‘“Yes, that's a comfort, isn't it?” said
Redfern cheerfully.

- “Might pull out ahead if you're eareful,|
1f . Taffy~ loses ' his *temper youn’ll have a
chance.  Don’t let him get too close; he
hits like a steam-hammer. I know it; I've
been ' there!'' : 2

And Skelton rubbed his nose, as if a pain-
ful recollection had-just come into his mind.
Vernon \:c'as looking at his watch.

ol

The adversaries stepped up to ‘the line
again. Skelton whispered to Phipps to fetch
a bhasin of water and a sponge, and Phipps
cut off. It was pretty ;{)l:in by this time
that the fight was not to be, at all events, a
walk-over. ~ It was more likely ‘to- be the
most obstinate contest that the Fourth -Form
at_St, Dorothy’s had &ver seen.

Taffy was more caufious now. His lesson
had-not heen lost on him, But his head
was still singing a little, while Redfern was'
as_fresh as paint.

The crowd looked on eagerly. ¥ Red-
fern lived through this round they .were
prepared to believe that he had a chance.
For some time the opponents sparred with
so much caution that neither was touched,
but, suddenly ‘the fighting became close.
Tafly got:i Wy blow that made Redfern
stagger, <

Take a rest on my

ar lowed it up with a rap cn
the nose that dropped the new boy on the
grass in a sitting, Te.
Redfern blinked; spite of the glove, the
blow had told heavily, and the water rushed
his _eyes. Vernon began to count:
* One,_ two, three, four, five—""
¥ ét Redfern did not rise before ten he was
one.”

‘ 8ix, seven—"" i ok

Redfern sprang up, and Tafly knocked him
down again immediately, with a grin cn
his face. But he scemed like a Jack-in-the-

box; he was uE again in a seécond, and hold- |
ing_his own, keeping Taffy’s attack off | 1

sheer skill of guard, till the welcome ¢all
of time gave nim a much- ed, relief. .l
“Time!"™ rapped out Vernon. - v

‘never do for the Classicals to win;

Redfern was gasping .a lit‘t:le;p‘jﬂﬂe ﬁmk
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upon Skelton’s knee. Brown III. fanned
him, and sponged the perspiration from Lis
face, . The contact of the cgol sponge
freshened the junior wonderfully. g

“How do you feel?” asked = Skelton
anxiously. .

« All Tight!” said Redfern.

¢ Bellows to mend—eh?”

“I shall be all right!” :

““ Well, you've got pluck, and no mistake!
My hat! '1f you lick Tafly we'll—we’ll celg;
brate it somehow! Wire in—do your best!"

“You e¢an jolly well depend on that!’
grinned Redfern.  “I sha'n't be licked if
I can help it. What?”

‘* Time, chappies!” . :

The third round began. The smile of
superiority had returned to Taffy’s. face,
but it did not remain there long, A. hard
glove crashing upon the nose was _suﬂ’lclgﬁt.
fo banish any smile. Redfern’s right got
homie with terrific force. . Taffy hardly knew
how. The Modern leader staggered, but
recovered himself, and guarded his face
welk for the-rest of the round, without trying
to attack, His head was swimming, and
he could do no more. The call of time was
as welcome to him then as it had previously
been to Redfern. ¢

The fourth round was the hardest of all
so far. Both the juniors received punish-
ment, hard and fast, but they. stood it well;
and Classicals and Moderns looked on with

bated breath. But for the gloves, the
junjors would have been battered and
bruised, and even. with the . gloves

they hegaa to show very visible signs
otk the punishment they were giving and
taking.

Tafly’s left eye was closing, and Redfern’s
nose wa$ emitting a thin stream of red.
But there was nothing ‘“soft’ "about either
of them, They could bear pain, and they
never thought of flinching. - . q

When time was called they parbed, and.
iy’ was difficult to say which had had the
better of the struggle. But the Moderns .
were growing anxious. They had expectéd

‘Taffy to simply walk over the ‘‘mnew kid,”

Rake and Vernon
It. would:-
but
there was no doubt that Taffy was getting
“ groggy.” a

* Buck up, old chap!'' said Rake, as he
bathed his chief’s heated brow. * Put your
beef into it, you know!"

Taffy glared at him,

“If you're looking for a thick ear, Rake
ds, Rake, you'd better take him on your.
self!” he grunted. X A

“Oh, I don't mean that, Taffy! Oniy
rememhber what there is at stake. The
Classicals will crow over us no end if he
licks you,” ! R

"61,)0 you think he’s going to lick me, you
ass?”’ A
“Wdll, just put your beef into it, that's

1

and he had not done it. Ra
looked anxious and - worried,

If you know more about fighting than I
“Time ! ) AT
Tafty jerked himself into the ring again.

Rake’s evident doubts annoyed him, and he

[\



16

meant to show the doubting Thomas, in that
round, how unfounded his doubts were. It
was rather unfortunate, for it led Taffy. to
attack recklessly and force the fighting; and
Redfern was not an opponent with whom any
chances could be taken. - There were two
minutes of the briskest fighting, watched,with
eager interest hy the crowd of juniors, and
then Tafly went down, with Redfern’s gloved
fist ' under his chin. He dropped with an
audible bump; but he was up again in a
second, only to fall again, and he was on the
ground when time was called.

_Rake helped him up, with a gloomy expres-
sion.on his face that exasperated Taffy.
_“ That was another fluke,” said Taffy, sip-
ping water.

*Ye-e-es! + A few more flukes like that,
and you're done for, though!”

*‘ Oh, ring off!” g

* Why don’t you put your beef into it?"
demanded Rake. ““You've got the honour
of the Modern side to think of. Put your
beef into it!”

‘*'Well, you're a nice, cheerful sort of
idiot to be a chap’s second in a ﬂght.—l don’t
think!” said Taffy, glowering at him.

“ Well, I think you ought to put your beef
mto it. This isn’t a bit of amusement for
you; it concerns the whole side.”

B-r-rr! :

Taffy looked a little unsteady as he walked
up for the sixth round. Redfern stood like
a rock. Taffy found it a little difficult to
see with one eye closed, and his nose swollen
to nearly twice its natural size; at least,
that was what it felt like. But he threw
himself into that round desperately.

But Redfern’s guard was not to be passed.
Not a single  tap reached the new boy’s

face, while rap after rap came home upon
Taffy. The -Classicals were orowing with
delight now. It was getting clear that Taffy
would ‘not win.

Rap, rap, rap!* ¢ ; X

Redfern’s fists came in like lightning, and
Taffy did not stop them. He went down like
a log.

Bump! .

“ Bravo!” yelled the Classicals; and even
the Moderns, like the Tuscans of old, could
scarce forbear a cheer.

*“ Bravo, Reddy! Hurrah!"” z !

Vernon looked anxiously at his friend as
the minute crept by. Only-one minute was
allowed between the rounds, and Taffy did
not look as if he would be ready for the
seventh. 4

Rake was just as anxious, and somewhat
indignant. Tafly had always had the reputa-
tion of being an invincible fighting-man, and
what did he mean by getting licked like this?
That was how Rake looked at it.

“Think you'll go on?” he asked.

“Think! Ass ! Of course I'm going on.”

“ Better chuck it, you know. You're done.”

“Don’t be an ass! I'm going to lick him."”

““ You might have, if you'd put your beef
into it. But now——""

“ Oh, shut up!”

“ Time!" ;

Taffy staggered to his feet, and almost
fell. 'There was a yell from the Classicals.

‘was an accident—and per!
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‘“ Redfern wins!”
* “ Bravo!”

“ Rats!"” shrieked Taffy.
I tell you I'm going on!
eat coke ! I'm ready!”

And he staggered into the ring.

_ ‘" Better chuck it, chappy!” said Vernon,
in -a low voice." “'The game’s up.”

= ‘Bioslll].'” .

“ Really, chappy—"

‘“Rats!” 4

“T'm not done.
Shut up! Go and

Redfern toed the line. He was looking
groggy himself now; he ‘had had plenty of
punishment. But he was quite fit to go on.

“Hang it, kids, let’s call it'a draw!” said
Redfern impulsively. ‘I don’t want to go
on.” {

*“ Confess you're licked, then!”

‘“Licked!” Redfern laughed.
many of ‘em!” '

‘“Then come on!”’, .
"And the ‘seventh—and last— round com-
menced. Taffy hit out blindly, and his blows
were guarded with ease. Redfern could have
punished him terribly, but he did not. Only
towards the end of the round, when Taffy
could hardly keep. his feet, Redfern gave him
a gentle tap that made him sit on the grass. -

Rake dragged him upon his knee. Tafly
was gasping, and it was pretty clear ever to
himself that he could not go on. Vernon kept
his eye on his watch.

“Time!” ;

Taffy tottered up, and fell again. Rake
caught him.

“It's all up!” said Rake:
licked !

And he threw up the simnge.

“ Rats, and

“My ‘man’s

Perhaps it
aps it wasn’'t—but
the sponge descended upon Brown's face as
hﬁ opened his mouth to give a tremendous
eheer.

‘“Hurrah! Ow! Gr-r-r-rooooch!”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You ass!” roared Brown. What did

you—ooocch !—do that for? Groo!

*“1 was only chucking up the sponge,’’ said
Rake innocently.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

*“Then you can have it back?!’ grunted
Brown; and he sent it in as if it were a
cricket-ball he was fielding, and it landed on
Rake’s nose with a squelch.

Skelton, in the fulness of his heart, rushed
at Redfern and hugged him. The Classical
juniors were wild with delight.

‘*We've won!” chuckled Skelton. ‘“ Oh, my
only summer hat! It’s ripping! Licked, by
George! The Classical side is top side now,
my sons! What?"”

‘“ Yes, rather! Hurrah!”

Redfern put on his jacket and walked over
to Taffy. Taffy and Rake were just conclud-
ing a little argument. Rake was still con-
vinced that the affair would have gone better
for the Modern side if Taffy had taken his
advice.

‘* You see, old fellow, you should have put
your beef into it!" explained Rake. ?

Tafly looked at him. He was not feeling in
the best temper in the world just then, and
Rake could not be called tactful. Tafly did,
not reply. He simply landed out with his
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right, and the astounded Rake caught it on
the chin, and rolled over. He sat up and
blinked in amazed indignation at Taffy.

“*What on earth——"

“ You ring off!” said Taffy. *“Did T put
cnough beef into that, you ass, or shall I
give you another?”

Rake apparently thought that one sample
was enough, for he hurriedly got out of
Taffy’s reach. Taffy put on his .outer gar-
ments, with the help of Vernon. Vernon was
sympathetic, but tactful enough to say no-
thing. Taffy looked rather grimly at Red-
fern as the latter came towards him. Red-
fern grinned cheerfully, and held out his
hand.

‘* Give us your fin, old son!” he said. ** No
malice, T hope? It was a jolly good fight ;
and if you'd kept on your pins for another
round, I don't think T could have kept on
mine.”"

‘There was no resisting Redfern’s good tem-
per, and the utter absence of anything like
crowing in his manner. Taffy grinned, and
took his hand. t

“ You're a decent sort,” he said: ‘‘and—
and I'm jolly glad we had the gloves on,
after all.” -

“8o am I,” said Redfern, rubbing his nose.
““No barm in a little friendly punching-bee,
so long as a chap doesn’t lose his temper;
and I've always noticed that you get on bet-
ter with a chap after you've punched his nose
once or twice’’

Taffy chuckled.

“Then we shall get on all right,”’ he said.

Redfern was the hero of the clu«sicals as
he strolled away. Everybody wanted to walk
with him, but Skelton and Brown linked arms
with him, and glared at anybody who tried to
get too near.

Redfern belonged to them,
marched him off in triumph.
of the chapel railings they almost ran into
a Sixth-Former, who had evidently been
watching the fight. It was Ransome. He
gave Redfern a nod.

“Jolly good!" he said * You can handle
the gloves well, Redfern minor. Hanged if
you don’t put them up like a real pug. You
like that game—eh?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Redfern, rather
surprised that a Sixth-Former should take
any interest in a junior * scrap.” “ I generally
manage to hold my own, that’s all.”

“ Good—very good? . You ought to keep in
practice. I like the way you handled Morgan.
And look here, young Redfern, after tea to-
night you can stay in my study, and I'll put
you up to some wheezes in the boxing line.”

*“ Thank you very much!"” said Redfern won-
deringly. 4

Skelton and Brown looked at him very
curiously as they strolled on.

‘“ Ransome seems to have taken a big
fancy to you,” said Skelton. ‘ What's his
little game, I wonder? He's the deepest card
in the school. I'll bet he's thinking. of some
way to make use of you. Nobody likes Ran-
some."’

And Redfern could not help thinking that,
in spite of the senior’s kindness to him, he
did not like him either. There was a. peculiar

and they
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glimmer in Ransome’s eéyes as he looked after
the well-set-form of the new boy.

‘“ Clever—very clever!” he ~ muttered.
:* Just what I've been looking for—just the
t&hm'g! I wonder if L e¢ould work it—I won-
er

And Ransome’s' face was dark with thought
as he walked away. Redfern would have been
astonished if. he “had known what line the
senior’s reflections were following.

Tafly & €o. were in their study when Skel-
ton looked in. :

Tafly was doing his prep., and Rake was
roasting chestnuts, and Vernon was carefully
polishing a silk hat when the leader of the
Classical jumiors kicked the door open and
looked in.

Taily glanced up, and his hand wandered
towards an ebony riiler; but Skelton held up
his hapd in sign of peace. )

““Pax!” he exclaimed. ‘‘Look here you
Modern animals—ahem!—I mean kids—look
here, I had something to say at the Form
meeting—-"" .

It seems to me that you managed to say a
good deal!”

““Well, I didn’t finish, but I can say it now.
You Modern rotters—ahem!—you Modern
chaps have a silly idea that you can keep your
end up with us. and I think that the sooner
you're disabused of it, the better.”

** Well, that’s a good word!” said Taffy.

““Just what I was going to say!” remarked
Rake, looking up with a ruddy face from the
fireplace.

“We're willing to give you a show,” said
Skelton. ‘““We claim that we can lick you
hollow in any line of business—cricket, footer,
hockey, swimming—any old thing! My idea
was to get up a series of events, and when we

“| have licked you in every branch of sport, we

shall expect you to lie down and be quiet.”
affy chuckled.

* When you've done that, Skelton, old man,
we'll lie down and be quite mum. You're sure
you can do it, of course?”’

* Yes, we have no doubt on that point. The
question is, are you willing to be licked?”

“ Quite willing—if you can lick us. We’ll
meet you all along the line, and if I can’t
swim against any Classical cad in the Fourth,
I'll never get into a swimming-bath again!
Put swimming first on the list, and begin as
soon as you like.” 3

f*Good! We’ll have the swimming event
first, then.” said Skelton. “ When shall it
come oft?” 4

“Wednesday afternoon.”

“Right-ho! We’ll be there.”

“So will we, look you!™

And Skelton went out of the study with a
confident grin on his face, and banged the
deor to show how confident he felt. But when
the door was closed his expression changed a
little; in fact, his face grew quite long and
serious as he slowly took his way into his own
study.

Redfern minor and Brown had finished their
prep., and were chatting. They looked in-
quiringly at Skelton’s serious face when he
came in. Skelton closed the door with rather
a mysterious air.
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“I'm afraid we're done, for the start!” he
said, in, a low voice.

Redfert and Brown, who knew the object of
his yisit to Taffy’s study, stared 4t him,

** What do you mean?’” asked Redfern.

“1 suppose I was a bit of an . ass)” said
Skelton, * You see, I challenged Taffy all
along the line. There are some things, though,
we ain’t strong in, and swimming is one of
them.- Of course, we can swim; but when
Taffy was in the Third Form he won the
swimming prize at the junior sports. I
couldn’t leave swimming out, of course, but
I hoped it would be last event. Taffy made a
point ‘of it, though, and I wasn’t going to
sing small.”” - 3

.* Of course not,” said Brown. ‘‘ But this is
serious, you know.: We haven’t a chap in the
Fourth who can swim against Tafty, I
wouldn't mind entering, and I’ll do my best.
But_you know how Taffy shooss through.”

** ¥es, and it's rotten to be licked in the
first event,” said Skelton dejectedly. I
suppose 1've bitten off more thin I can chew.
1f he had made it cricket or running, it would
have been all right. I really only mentioned
swimming for the sake of showing that we
weren’t afraid of them in anything.”

RedfernJaughed, and Skelton and Brown
looked at him indignantly.

‘“Well, I don’t see anything to cackle at!™
growled Skelton. *“ It looks to me as if we
shall have to sing small over this.”

“I'l do my best,”” said Brown.

““Isn’t there anybody else?”’ asked Redfern.
“1I don’t know Brown’s form, but .if he says
he's not up to Taffy, it doesn't seem much
good entering him, does it?”’

*“There’s nobody,” said Skelton, mentally
rinning over the names of possible Classieal
champions. *“ Benson ecan swim, but he’s not
as good as Brown.  There’s Spratt, but he's
out of form now. Young Miller might he as
cood as Browney, but he's not as good as
Tafty.”.

“* Then
Moderns?

1 suppose not. Of course, we ghall try.”

‘“Suppose I make a suggestion?’”

“ Bosh! What do you know about ths form
of the fellows? You're a new boy.” i

*#.8till, I can suggest a chap to meet Taffy !>

‘“““Who, then?” A

“A chap about my size,” said Redfern

,you haven't a man fo meet the

coolly.

Skelton stared at him blankly for' a mo-
ment, and then jumped up.

“Can you swim?”

¢ A hit* 4
“My hat! I npever thought of you, of
course! If you can ‘swim—— Phew! I'd

ive a term’s pocket-money to lick Taffy in
fms event: he’s so jolly sure about it!"” zaid
Skelton excitedly. “ Youn're not rotting? You
cdu swim?"’

Pedfern laukhed.

“I’'ve swum almost ever since I could
walk,” he said. “1I don’t know what Mor-
gan’s form is like, but I hope I can beat
him. . Let’s get out early to-morrow morning,
and have a dip in the river.”y

“Good egg! If youre in form to meet
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Tafty, I'll-I'll fold you to my bosom, and
weep!” said Skelton enthusiastically.

The Classical chums had already learned
that Redfern, cool and self-reliant as he was,
was not at all conceited, and was always as
good as his word. Skelton’s hopes were high
for the morrow; but he cautioned Brown and
Redfern before going up to the dormitory to
say nothing. Even the Classicals were not
to be let into it. X

“ It’s no business of theirs if we've got a
dark horse,” Skelton said. * Taffy & Co. can
learn all about him when the swimming-match
comes off, and not before. We shall hear the
Mods. swanking about the swim, and it will
be fun to give them plenty ¢f rope, and a
licking at the finish.”

And his chums agreed that it would. And
8o not a word was said. The next morning
the three chums were up before rising-bell,
and, having hastily thrown on their clothes
and taken a couple of towels, ‘they left the
dormitory quietly, without waking anybody.

In the lower passages they encountered no-
body but an early housemaid, with broom
and pail. ._ !

In the quadrangle, however, Ransome, of
the Sixth, was strolling, with his hands in his
pockets and a thoughtfnl expression upon his
face. He glanced at the chums, and called
to Redfern. ;.

“You're out early!"™

Ransome, excepting upon one or two occa-
sions when his temper was disturbed, was
always affable to his fag—a fact that
astonished the other fellows in the Fourth.

Ransome was seldom affable to anybody un-
less he had an axe to grind—at least, among
the juniors—and Skelfon had warned Redfern
that he had better look out, and that Ran-
some’s kindness mieanf that he wanted his
fag to break bounds after dark, or to smuggle
cirlzar’e]ttes and other forbidden things into the
gchool. ’

But since that nizht journey to Wyndale,
Fansome had asked nothing of the sort of his
ag.

“ We're going for..a 'swim,” said Redfern,
his face falling a little.” “Do you want me
to fag for you, Ransome?” .. . | ;

“‘Oh, never mind,” said the Sixth-Former;
“you can run along.”

“ Thank you, Ransome!™

The senior nodded, and the thres chums
hiurried down to the gate.

“ Ransome’s up early,” Brown remarked.

““ Oh, he's waiting for the postman,’’ said
Skelton, with a grin, * He often meets thes

ostman at the gate or in the lane to get his
{gtters, instead of letting them go up to thy
house for him.” N

Redfern looked at him.

*‘ That’s curious!’’ he said,

“Yes; I dare say there are some of them
he doesn’t care for the masters to see. Wo
all know Ransome.” - f

“You've told me a Job of things ahput
him,” said Redfern, a little abruptly, ¢ but
he’s treated me very decently.” e

“Wait +4ill he Shows the cloven Hhoof, .
then,” said Skelton. “I tell you he's had

| stuff, all the way through. But never mind

him now; let’s get on!™
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They made their way down to the river.
It looked -very bright and. enticing in the
already warm rays of the rising sun. Red-
fern had brought his bathing-garb with him,
and he soon stripped under the willows and
donned it.

“ Tl start you,” said Skelton. “ We shall
have 4n eighty-yards’ contest with Taffy;
the length of the swimming-bath and back
again. Let’s see you do the eighty.”

‘“ Right-ho!” ¢

Redfern dived into the water from the high
grassy bank. It was a clean, neat dive, and
Skelton nodded approval as he watched.

“That’s the real thing, Browaey!”

4 “What-ho!” said Brown III.

“There he goes!”

Redfern was swimming with cool, steady
strokes.  He did not seem to be hurrying
himself in the least, but he went through
the water like a fish. The two Classicals ran
along the bank keeping pace with him.

Skelton’s face was delighted.

“Good, good! Tafly won't heat that! A
dark horse, by Jupiter! Hurrah!”

“ Bravo!” shouted Brown.

Redfern grinned from the water. He did
not seem to be exerting himself, yet his pace
was fast, his action splendid. He bobbed up-
right at the finish. _

“ How’'s that?” hg asked.

“Qut!” said Skelton. “I mean, Taffy’s
out—right out! At all events, you'll give
Let’s s€ée you
do it back again.”

‘And back they went. Then Redfern clam-
bered out and towelled himself down. Skel-
ton and Brown were brimniing with excite-
ment. It was best not to stay out too long,
in order not to excite suspicion. As soon as
Redfern was dressed they hurried back to
the school. :

*“ Keep it dark!” said Skelton once more,
as they went in. *“Not a word!”

“Not a whisper!” said Brown, with a
chuckle. * Let it come as a joyful surprise

to our Commercial friends!”
* “What-ho!”

They stroiled into the quad. with linked
arms and cheery faces. Ransome was stand-
ing under an elm-tree, reading a letter. His
face was dark, and he muttered something
ag the boys passed him—something that
sounded suspiciously like a malediction.
Then, crushing the letter in his hand, he
strode away towards the House and went in,
without even moticing the juniors.

The latter exchanged glances, and followed
him in more slowly.

During the day it was pretty clear that
the Moderns were rejoicing in advance over
an expected victory. They looked upon their
leader as invincible in a junior natatory cca-
test, and it had not crossed their minds
that the new boy in the Fourth might com-
pete. And the Classical chums were care-
ful not to enlighten them.

On every possible occasion in the mext
two or three days, when the Moderns were
not on the leok-out. Redfern took to the
water, either in the school swimming-bath
or in the river, and his form delighted his
chums. One or two of the Classicals were
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gradually let into the secret, but only such
as could be implicitly trusted. The opinion
of all of them was that Redfern was the
equal of Taffy. - Whether he was his superior
could only be decided by the contest itself.

The contest was eagerly looked forward to
by the Modern juniors; less eagerly by the
Classicals. For the Ilatter, excepting = the
few who were in the secret, hardly expected
anything but a defeat.

On Wednesday afternoon, at the appointed
time—it having been arranged with Luns-
ford, who was always keen to promote any:
sporting contest among the juniors, that
they were to have the swimming-bath to
themselves for a  time—Classicals = and
Moderns crowded in that direction. Taffy
came in surrounded by a group of admiring
friends. Skelton and Brown soon  followed
with Redfern, who was lpoking very cool
and serene.. Lunsford of the Sixth was there.
The captain of St. Dolly’s had consented fo
be the starter, an honour which the juniors
fully appreciated.

‘ Who's your man, Skelton?” asked Taffy,
with a cheerful grin-at his rival. * Brown, I
suppose?’” e

** Then your supposer’s out of order,” gaid
Skelton loftily. *‘ This way, Reddy!”

Redfern came ‘up, already in his swim-
ming attire. His well-developed limbs
showed splendidly in that scanty garb, and
it was easy to see that he was in the pink
of condition. He grinned and nodded to the
amazed Taffy.

“What!"

“ Here's my man!”

 What-ho!” chuckled Brown. * Here's the
giddy dark horse!” §

A mnew kid!” ejaculated Taffy. “ You're
pitting a mew kid against me! You're .off
your rocker!"

** We'll see,” said Skelton serenely. * My
man's ready as soon as you are!”
“I won't keep him waiting !”

And Tafly was soon ready. While he was
changing the juniors crowded round Red-
fern. Most of the Classicals were as sur-
prised as the Moderns, and there was some
grumbling. Those who had not seen Red-
fern in the water were of opinion that it
would be safer to match Brown with the
redoubtable Taffy. But the confident grin
on Skelton’s face was somewhat reassuring.

Tafly made a fine figure, too, stripped for
swimming. He was larger built than Red-
fern, but in any way there was not much
to choose between them.

The race was to be eighty yards—the
length of the great bath and back again.
The rivals mounted the diving-board, and
Lunsford stood ready to give the word. The
juniors were standing all round the bath,
eager and expectant. Their eyes were fixed
upon the two lithe, athletic figures.

“Are you ready?” said Lunsford’s deep
voice.

S Yes 1

‘“ Ready! Go!”

And as Lunsford cried “ Go!” there was a
deep breath from the crowd of juniors—two
gleaming bodies flashed downward, and the
silence was broken by two plunges.
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CHAPTER 9.
A Close Swimi

~~ PLASH!

A buzz of deep-drawn breath fol-

Iowed the plunge,

Then for some moments Classicals
and Moderns alike were silent, watching
tensely the swiftly-moving forms in the great
swimming-bath.

Well matehed they seemed—if anything,
Taffy Morgan seemed to have slightly the
advantage.

He had drawn ahead, but it was only by
inches. It was enough to draw a great shont

from the Modern juniors, however, as they.

ran elong the bath to' wateh their cham-
pion, ™ ;
Y Go it, "Taffy !""

ood jold Taffy! Stick it outl”
aify ! Hurrah!?
An h‘e‘wi £s were inspiring to Tafly. He

swam on with, a powerful overhead stroke,
and most of the Moderns—and a great many
of the‘ia_ssicals-expected to see him shoot
ahead. ™y % X

But_he did not! ,

He had gained a few inches, and he kept
them, but he gained no more. 3

A look of anxiety had momentarily flashed
over Skelton’s face, and he had exchanged a
quick look with Brown IIL, but his confident
grin_had returred in another moment.

“Watch him, Browney,” he mutfered.
* He's holding himself in, He could pull up
if he liked.” HCHAY

And Brown, though he looked a little
dubious, modded.

The Moderns cheered Taffy loudly, though
they were surprised that he had not ‘‘ walked
away * from the new Fourth-Former. i

The Classicals, though witn little hope of
seeing their champion win, shouted just as

oudly in his favour, to encourage him and:

:0 show that they weren’t to be out-shouted,
anyhow. The Moderns might have a better
swimmer than they had, but that was no
reason wh;:rthey should make more noise.

“Go it, Taffy!” roared the Commereials.

“Go it, Reddy!" shricked the Classicals
with equal energy. .

* Buck up., Taff!"” 3

“ Wire in, Redfern minor!” -

“ Hurrah, Taffy wingl e’ n o .

“Rats! Go it, Reddy!”, 5 3

The shouts rang and’ echoedl apd reé-echoed
through = the great  buil Q; sj,ungu‘ord.
watehing the swimmers, did not speak, but
his faece was full of keen interest. Tafly
Morgan’s swimming was splendid for a
junior. It was safe to say that there wasn’t
a«fellow looking on who could have come
near him in the Fourth—and ro,%ﬂ)ly not
in ' the Fifth either—but had ~found his
mateh in the new junior at St Dolly's?

They were drawing to the end of the
great bath now. They had' to touch there
and turn—and Taffy Morgan touched first.
But the moment later Redfern had done so;
and as heé did so he grinned up at the srowd
of ‘boys who were looking eagerly down.

Skélton gave a suppressed ghuckle. For he
bad met Redfern's eye, and Redfern had dis-

: }t" !
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tinetly winked. And Skelton rightly con-
sidered that a fellow who had confidence
enough to wink in the middie of a strenuous
race must feel pretty cerbain about getting
home to the winning-post.

Yet it was certain that Tafly would nob
be easy to beat. M I

He was swimming steadily, and he main-
tained the few inches’ start a quarter of
the distance home. o

Then Redigrn was séen to quicken. With
scarcely an effort he drew level, and passed
the Modern ¢hampion.

There was a shout of warning from the
Modern juniors swarming along the side.

* Look out, Taffy!”

“ Put your beef into it, old son!*

Taffy was seen to make an effort. It was
evidently an effort, and it taxed him hard.
But Redfern was making efforts, too, now.
Taffy shot level—ahead—half a length ahead
—and there was a roar from ‘his ¢omrades., .

“Taffy wins! Hurrah!”

And Skelton’s face was ‘anxious again.

But the Moderns ha#d shouted too' soon.
Redfern was fighting hard now-—his face was
very grim. b “

With a steady, rhyti®hic stroke, he drew
on, iach by inch, till iy was Jevel again.
Level—and ahead! )

Skelton gasped. F -

JOTHe'lL da gt / :

“Buck up, Tafiy!™
Again Taffy gained
Redfern drew level—a

the last ten yards.

The excitement was intense.

Ih the keen anxiety of the finish. the

juniors ceased even to shout, andistool still,
watching with bated breath.
. Redfern remained level, and then drew on—
on—on. Taffy was making desperate: efforts
now—a final tremendous spurt that deserved
to win. But it was not'to he! LI

Redfern was half a length aheaf-—ihrec-
quarters—and he was holding. on, launghing
up at his Classical chums, when Taffly came
straining in. = i )

The swimming-bath rang with a trémendoug
shout of vietory. L t

“ Hurrah!” ’

“ Redfern wing!™ i ;

Redfern was dragged out of the water by

incfi‘m v —again,
now -tliey sere m

hz S

a dozen pairs of hamds. Lunsford pushed
‘hands”

his way through the juniors, and sl
heartily with the new -hoy in the
“ Jolly good?!” he said, in his co

g‘ﬁh’ L
al, v
“1 never saw anyl finer in_:
Jolly good! You sgh@%"sﬁtk—td th St ¢
thing, Redfern minopd®® ¥
And Redfern colaured
knew the St. Dolly’s captain was! al
to that incident of the night |
the school, when he had been ecaught Dbre:
ing bounds after dark, Ao
Lunsford walked away, and the delighted
Classicals gathered round Redfern. o'
“Up with  ‘him!” exclaimed
 Shoulder him round the bath!™
*That you jolly well won't!” exclaimod
Redfern, resisting his admirers strennouslye
** Chuck it, you asses! 1 want a rub down,

Browsn.

a, Mitle! tor he

> alliing |

+he “came %a v
Ll

e
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and I'm not going {o b
a sack of coke! Chuck

Skelton chuekled.

* Right you are, Reddy!” be exclaimed,
*“You shall have your own way! You've
done Wis proud this time, and if the Com-
mers don't hide their diminished heads, I

‘*“ Oh, rats!
swim-—and it wa
pected.
feel?”
Taffy grunted.
The evident disappoint;
wag_ not  gratifying to
feeling a little sore over
the “acknowledged hest ' swimmer, in the
Fourth Form at St. Dolly’s—till Redfern
minor came. He felt, too, that if he hadn’t
taken things quite so easily, he would have
had a better chance.
Redfern looked at him, and gave him a
slap an the shoulder. It was a hearty slap,
and as Taffy bad nothing on that shoulder:
except his skin, he gave.a howl, |
“'You ' ags!”
That's all right—'*
*Is it, you duffer!” growled Taffy, ruh-
hing his ‘shoulders. “Tt doesn't feel all
Tight 1 !

~¢1t was a_jolly good swim and a close
thing!" said Redfern. * You're not going to
make a long face over it, kid?”

Tafly grinned, and his face quite cleared.

‘* Not much!” he said. ** You've licked me
at_the swimming, but j\](ou Classical bounders
will get knocked sky-
and on the! cinder-path, too!
towel. somebody!”

And the two champions rubbed themselves
down and donned their clothes on the best
possible terms. Buf the satisfaction among
the Ciassicals was great, and the Moderns
could only promise. themselves that there |
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gtcarried about like
ite” i

Taffy put up a jolly good
s a closer thing than 1 ex-
, too! Tafly,” old vson, how .do you

nt of the Modems
iy, and he was
15 defeat. He was

“ Sorry! 4

Give me a

should be a different resuit to the next event.

Redfern was as popular among the Clas-
sical juniors as he could be., He liked it
But. the popularity took one turn that he
did not like. A short time after they left
the swimming-bath Phipps and Benson and
two or three more Fourth-Formers gathered
round him in the guadrangle.

**Look here, - Redfern,” said Benson,
“we've been thinking thaf the Classicals
have made a much better show against the
Mods: since ' you ‘¢came into St. Dolly’s, and
some of us think that you'd make a better
Form captain than Skelton. Skeiton is all
right, but he’s slow. What do you say to'a
new election?” £
“*“Rats!” said Redfern cheerily. }

And he turned away. Benson ran after
him and laid a band on his shoulder, and:
stopped him,

“You've had it,’ said Redfern. * Rats!|
That's the answer.” ~ AT b
* Well, of all the ungrateful pigs!” ejacu-

Jated Benson, as Redfern walked away, 1
think that chap takes the w bakery.”
And the others agreed tha did. As a
matter of fact, Redfern” would” very gladly
have accepted the post, if it had been pos-

igh at the cricket— | Yes

.| for raising the money.

Jsaid Cun
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would make a more able ¥orm captain than
Skelton. and he knew make things hum in
Skelton’s place. But Skelton was his chum,
and that setiled it.

CHAPTER 10,
Redfern Major and the Pub-owner,
e 00D afternoon!”’

Arthur Redfern started and
looked up suddenly. He was com-
ing along the lane to the school,

when the squat figure of Mr. Cunlifie ap-
proached him.
Arthur.

‘* Good-afternoon,”
““How do you do?™

““You don’t look very pleased to see me.”

** Look here, Cunliffe,” Arthur broke out,
“don’t be a fool! You know the harm it
would do me to be seen speaking to you.
and here you are, almosf within sight of the
school. You might be more considerate.”

™ you didn’t come to see me, T thought
I'd¥give you a look in,” said Mr. Cunlifie

stammered

" Arthur gave a violent start. =
*“You weren't coming to the school?”
“Why not?” Vs
““ Are you mad? Do you know I should
,b&éexphlied, if—if it were known—_"
. *“That you played cards o’ nights at the
& Man, and ‘laid ‘money on horses
ihrough yougs truly,” grinned- the publican.
“'\Terrz] likely. But that’s no business »of
‘mine. You came into the game with your
bt .

*y

L Fool—idiot that T was!”
| The publican shrugged his shoulders.

I don’t want to 'urt you. Jimmy Cunlifte
never went back on a pal yet.  You owe me
adlong account. I want it settled. You
sett a kid some-weeks ago, and I.said I'd go

easy. But I can't wait for ever. 1 ain’t
Y ’eard from. you since. When are you going
o settle?” !

5

o “I-1 shall ‘settle as soon as I cam. T
am trying to raise the money now. Don’t: |
be a cad, Cunlife. You know that I shall
pay you.” : v

| The man looked discontented.. *

“ I've got bills to meet myself. I *ave,” he
remarked.  *“T'll give you till to-morrow ‘i
night, then, Mister Redfern.”

‘He made a movement to go. or affected to
do so. Redfern, in great agitation, started
| forward and caught him by the arm.
| ““Cunliffe! Don't he unreasonable! T can'g
‘possibly fix it by to-morrow night, but—in a
few ‘days, I hope. Ransome has some plan
¢ If you cut up rusty
youwll ouly lose your money, whatever hap-,
‘pens to me., Give me another week, and!

gL O

iven you too wany weeks already,™.
%ﬂ’e. ** When T've owed you money,
ain’'t T always cashed up decent?” g
1 admit you have.”™

1 conly ask fair ‘and square. I'm a
straight man, and I expects to be dealt with
as such. I give you till to-morrow: night.

“I'ye

sible, for he knew, without concgit, that he

Ii the matter ain't settled by then, look
out for squalls, Mr. Redfern.” y
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And the publican, shaking off Redfern’s de-
taining grasp, strode away. The Sixth-
Former of St. Dolly’s stood looking after
him with haggard eyes. -

“Cunlifie!” he called dut, but the man

. did not even tumm his head. From the direc-
tion of the school three figures came in
sight—three juniors in straw hats, with
cheery faces and linked arms. They were the
Classical chums of the Fourth—Skelton,
Brown, and Redfern minor.

They heard the Sixth-Former's call, and
caught a glimpse of the squat figure of the
publican disappearing’ among the trees.
Arthur, staring after the man, did nobt see|
them for the moment.

As he turned to go on, however, he came
face to face with the three juniors, and
caught his younger brother’s startled look.

The colour fled from his face. o

“ Arthur!” exclaimed Redfern involun-
tarily, running towards him,

The prefect looked at him savagely, and| turn

gave him a violent push out of the way.
Then he strode on towards the school, with-
out once looking back. |

Skelton gave a low whistle. He exchanged
glances with' Brown, hut neither looked at
Redfern minor. They guessed what he was
Jeeling like at that moment. ¢ p

Sidney Redfern’s face had gone erimson,

- and then white.

“Let's get on,” said Redfern abruptly.

Skelton and Brown ,modded, 2y
strode on towards the village. But all the
brightness was gone out of Redfern's face;
to him the sun was na longer shining. That
meeting had told him more than he had
guessed before of his brother's connection
with Cuynlifie, and the repulse he had' re-
ceived had hurt him bitterly.

e CHAPTER 11.
Where is Arthur Redfern?
64 HE cricket season is over,” remarks
l Skelton, in his study in’ the Fourth
passage, ‘“‘and we must gg;

Form

thinking about football now,

ou play footer, Reddy?"” j
z Regfe_rn minor came out of a brown study.
chums were having a late tea

The Olassical e v
in their quarters—a very late tea, for it was
close upon bhedtime, They had reached the
school hungry enough after the journey home
from Lexham.

* B? Did you speak, Skelty?"” i

Redfern was what Brown I1I. described as
“meoning '’ over his teacup. He was think-
ing. 1t was nob easy for him fo get the
events of the afternoon -out of his mind,

“Yes, I did speak,” said Skelton. ~1
asked you if you "played footer?”

Redfern smileds

“Yes, little bit,” he said.

“ Good! We shall be having an inter-Form
match with the Modern cads, you know, and
if you cam play, we'll play you,” said Skel-
ton, rising from the table. * Weg'll see what
you can do to-night.” 4
. Redfern stared.
¢ Tomight! Off your rocker?”

. mood.

REDFERN MINOR.

“Not a bit! We always have a bit of a
high old time on Lexham match night. The
seniors come in at all hours and the juniors
kick up a hullabaloo in the Form-room. Let's
get along to it. I've got a footer here.”

T % Wants inflating, I should say,” Brown
remarked, with a glance at the footer,

“hat won't take long.’ |

Redfern roused himself from his gloomy
After all, what was the good of
worrying? He could not help what his
brother had done. He could not help it if
Arthur were in bad hands. ; :

1t was useless to worry, and it was worge
than useless to worry his friends with a dole-
ful face, so he jumped up briskly,

“Im on,” he said. * We've
half an hour before bedtime.”

“That's all right, too!’ chuckled Skelton,
as they left the study. * Its Redfern major's
turn to see lights out for the Fourth to-
nigh.t." You know the prefects take it in

got nearly

S. o
* What difference does that make?'

* Your major’s gone out that’s-all.”

“1 suppose he will be back”in time.”

“J don't thinkd He went out with Ran-
some, and I saw Ransome, too. T know what
his look meant. They won't be back till late.
Lexham night, you know. Your major's for
gotten all about looking after the Fourth,
and I suppose Ransome doesn’t know.” i

Redfern minor nodded without speaking.

He did not feel in the least imelined for
bed himself, and he was as keem as any-
body to keep up the fun as long as possible.
Yet he hoped that Arthur would not forget
his duty as a prefect.

The Fourth Form room presented a lively:
spectacle. §

Taffy and Co. were standing a little feed

lon some of the desks, and there was a

general popping of corks and gurgling of
%mge;‘beer. Taffy looked across at the three
lassicals as they entered, and grinned.

*“Feeling dryer?” he asked.

* By Jove, I hear it's been wet on the
'I;g:hum rodd ‘this evening,” remarked Ver
“Just . what I was going to say "™ re-
marked Rake. ¥ i ¢ .

And the Modern juniors chuckled.

Skelton assumed an air of elaborate um-
consciousness.

* Olear the place, you fellows!” he said,
addressing the Classical Fourth-Formers, who
were mostly in the room. **This is the first
footer practice of the season, and we shall
want some room. If any Modern worms get
in thesway, tread on ‘em!”

** What-ho!"

“ You can't play footer in here, look you!”
exclaimed' Taffy, glancing up from a glass of
gingerbeer. “ We can't have you kids mak-
ing a row!”

And the Classicals proceeded to form sides.
The desk at the end of the room was de-
cided upon for one goal, aud the spot whe
the Moderns were feasting upon gingerbcg
and doughnuts was the other.

, The Classicals lined up in two sides, cup-
ta\med respectively by RKedfern and Skelton.
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‘As a matter of fact the division was only
formal. They knew very well that they would
soon united again in a general scramble
with their Modern rivals.

“ Kick off!" said Skelton. T
Redfern, who was facing the goal oceupied
by Tafly and Co., grinmed and kicked off.
The opposing forwards and halves did not try
to stop the ball. Redfern had kicked it
straight for goal, and it landed there.

The ball swooped upon a desk where gin-
gerbeer-bottles stood in plentiful array,- and
there was a terrific crashing and smashing.

Then it landed on Taffy’s chest, and Taffy
went ‘oyer backwards, and lay puffing and
spluttering, nearly choked by a doughnut.

*‘ Goal!” shrieked Brown III,

“ Hurrah!” 3

*“Good old Reddy!™

A yell of wrath rose from the Moderns.

“Yah! Classical eads!”

“ Keep your rotten footer away!™

“Go for ‘em!”

*“Give us that balll” shouted Skelton,

“ Rats!™

“ Hand it over}” -

““More rats!® ?

Rake had the ball under his arm, and was
holding it fast: The Moderns, indignant at
the loss of their gingerbeer rallied round
him. SK@lton and Co. came crowding round.

* Give us our ball!” .

‘“Go and eat cokel”

Taffy jumped up, as red as a beetroot with
spluttering. Bat he was in a perfectly good
temper, though full of excitement,

‘ Here, line up!” he exclaimed. *If they
want footer, we'll give ‘em footer, and wipe
up the floor with ‘em!”

** Hear, heart”

**Right you are!” . exclaimed Skelton.
“ We'll make a mateh of it. We den't par-
ticularly want to lick you.”

“ Lueky for you, isn't it?'"

*“1f you think we couldn't—"

“Yah!"” roared the Moderns.
*“ Look here—"
““ Order!” :‘exclaimed Redfern.  ““1f we're

going to play footer, play footer, and let
the slanging alone!™

* Right-ho! Come on
worms!”

** Order! (Let's get the ground marked out,
tnd play in proper style.’”

** Oh, i’ust as you like!”

*“ Really, ebappies, it's a good idea!”

“ Just what I was going to—""

‘' Oh, ring off, Rakey! We know gou werd
Just going to say it: you always are.”

‘*‘ Chalk!" said Redfern.

Somebody produced chalk, and Redfern
marked out the ground. There was a con-
siderable clear space in the Form-room—
Toom encugh, at all events for a little fum.
The * elevens” did not number eleven, as
every fellow present inmsisted upon his right
to play, and the skippers did not say them
nay. With sides of over a score each, the
match resembled an old-fashioned Rugby
mateh. .

But it was all in the game. Skelton mar-
shalled his merry men on one side, Taffy on
the other. Tafiy kicked off.
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“On the ball!” roared Skelton. i

And the Classicals were *‘on tue ball™ in
mnext to no time. :

Redfern minor captured i, und teok it
up the room in fine style; ‘bumping over
several Moderns who tried to rob him cf it.
Then Tafy, forgetting that be wasn't play-
ing Rugger—a game he was used to at home
in Wales in the holidays—iackled Rediern
low . amd brought him down with a tremen
dous bump on the floor.

There was 2 roar at once from the Classi- -

cals. 4
“ Foul!™” ¥
“ Pemalty!” A

“ Where's the referee?”

Benson, armed with a police-whistle, was
acting referee.. He blew a blast that could
have been heard as far as the gates of
8t. Dolly’s. | i

The play stopped. Several of the opposing
forwards were emgaged in settling private
differences with their fists among the desks,
but otherwise the proceedings ceased.

Rediern staggered up, aid rubbed his bones

.| ruefully.

“1 say, T'm sorry!” exclaimed Taffys “1
forgot. That bump on the floor must have
hurt you. I 'was sort of carried away, you
know, and forgot we weren't on u footers.
field. I'm sorry!”’ ;

Redfern grinned. 4

**Oh, it's all right! I don't mind a hard
knock.”

** Thatls all | very
“but it was 4 foul,
claim a penalty,’””

* Rats!'® chorussed the Moderns.

* Penatty ! hooted the Classicals,

« Referee!'

L award a penaity!”. said Benson, with
another Dblast on the whistle; by way of
flourishs  “1 award a penmally against the
Modern worms!"

];JRaM' You'ro a beastly Classical your-
selft”’ f

“ }3m fert'ae:”.

“ Baahl

RE ‘

““ Hold on!” exclaimed. Taffy. * I uphold
the referee. It's all right. ~Give ‘em the
penalty. Go ahead. you wormsl”

The voice of ‘their 'leader quieted the
Moderns. The penalty was taken, and Brown
III. was given the kick. The "Moderns
watehed him hungrily, Rake, in goal—hehind
a desk—Xept his ‘eyes fixed upon him.

Brown kicked. Right 'at the goal flew the
leathier, and Ruke swepb his fist through the
air at i, missed it, and hit the lid of {he
desk a sounding thump. ks

“owl" yelied Rake.

well,”  said Skelton’;
all the same, and we

down in goal, clasping his ri hand or
his arm, and sucking it ut,e;mt‘e]y}n;;ind
emitbing a strange scries of squeaks and
grunts. ! t

The next mement he’ waarg;ng up and ;

while his follewers toared ** Goal!”
Jantly.** Throw it out! Thisisn't a dang

** Throw oub that ball!™ ghouted Skelton, =
i

hall, young Rakel™
YOw—yowd'> .

il
ol
’
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‘“Oh, bother your ‘ow—yoWws'!
waiting to play!”

Vernon' fielded the ball, so to speak. and
it was thrown out to the centre of the floor
again,

Rake, sucking his hand, took up. his posi-
tion in goal again, mentally resolving to be
a little less reckless next time.

The Classicals had scored one, and Benson
chalked it up in a good size on the black-
bhoard, with a big, round mnought for the
Moderns.

Taffy kicked off again, and the Moderns
folowed up the Kick-off with a rush that
carried them right through the Classicals.

They rtushed the ball goalward, till Red-
fern robbed them of it and got away to
midfield again; but there he was promptly
tackled by Taffy and Vernon. He was
charged over, and Taffy gained possession of
the ball, and was promptly charged over in
his turn by Benson, who kicked the leather
away to the Classicals. = There was a roar
from the Moderns. -

*“Foul!”

““ Stop the game!™ 3 ;

Benson stood covered with confusion, and
even Skelton and Co. could not uphold him.
He had forgotten that he was a veferee, and
remembered only that he was a Classical,
and he had played up for the Classical side.

The Moderns were simply boiling with in-
dignation, not without cause.

* Down with the ref.!” g

“ Kick him off the field!"”

‘t Here, hold on!” shouted Skelton.

! Kick him out!”

“ Snatch him baldheaded!™ .

And the Moderns, ,careless of the game,
crowded round the unhappy Bensom, who
vainly protested that he had forgotten, thz}t
he hadn’t meant it, and that he wouldn't

o it any more. |
o Frogys march him!”, shouted Tafiy; and
the idea was taken up with enhhuSIamq;

“ Frog’s march the refereel Hurrah!

“Leb him alome!” " {

«“Yah! Stand back!” b, }

““Rescue!” .howled Benson, as l_l’e was
rolled over in.many ‘han'A;ls. s Rescue! -

““ Frog's, march l‘ryun!

‘* Roll hjl? overlg !

““ow! escue: ' g LA

“Hang' it, we're not going to stand this!
exclaimed Redfern minor. *To the Tescue,
and knock the Modern cads to bits! »

* Hurrah! Down with the Commers!

And the Classicals rushed to the rescue of
Benson from all sides. i

In a few seconds the football maitch was
changed into a wild and excited scrimmage,
#1 which fists were freely used, and eyes and
noses gave plain signs of rough usuage €re
many minutes had passed.

The din was simply terrific.

On, that special night the masters were
accustomed to wink abt a certain amount of
noise in the Form rooms and passages but
the excited Classicals and Moderns of the
Fourth were passing all bounds now.

The trampling, the. yelling, the shouting,
the cat-calling made a pandemonium of the

o
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Fourth-room, and the noise of it eould be
heard far and wide.

Little did the juniors reck.

In the midst of the terrific din the door of
the Form-room opened, and an awe-inspiring
figure in cap and. gown appeared on the
threshold.

It was the doctor.

Butb in their excitement the juniors never
noticed the opening of the door—never
noticed the steady, indignant  stare fixed
upon them.

They rallied to the scrimmage with more
vim than ever.

*“Go it, Mods!”

“Yah! Down with the Commercials!s’

“Sock into 'em!"

“ Knock ’‘em sky-high!”

< Hurrah!”

“ Boys!” .3

The doctor’s voice was not loud, but if
seemed to penetrate into the din in the
Form-room like a knife. J

scrimmage suddenly ceased. ]

Three or four fellows, who were rolling
under the desks, went on pommelling one
another, otherwise a dreadful silemce fell. . |

The doctor looked at the boys; the hoys
Iogkcd u{;ﬂt«he doctor. )

The last sound of the scrimmage died away.
Dusty and dishevelled fellows crawled from |
under the desks, and stood looking sheepish
and dismayed. ‘

Dr. Cranston Jopked at his watch with a |
§Iow and deliberate motion that meant much.
The juniors had forgotten all about hedtime,
and the prefect whose duty it was to scel
thfam off to their ‘dormitories was absent.
On‘lt. is a ‘quarter to ten,” said Dr. Cranss

_The ‘juniors were silent. Skelton surrep-
titiously wiped away a thin stream of red
that . was trickling from his nose. Benson
caressed a_discoloured eye. 1

** What is the bedtime of the Fourth Form,
S‘kelton? said Dr. Cranston, addressing
Skelton, as captain of the Form.

““ Half-past nine, sir.”

“It is a quarter to ‘ten now.™
** Ye-e-es, sir.” -
‘:Why are you not in hed?”
= We—we—we haven't gone,

Skelton vaguely,

Some of the jumiors smiled at that rather
obvicus explanation; but the doctor’s face
remained cold and 'hard. He ‘was plainly
not so much annoyed by the disturbance thie
Juniors had made, though it had brought him
away from his work in his study, as by the
evident fact that there had beei a serious
neglect of duty by a prefect.

T lx"a:}l see that you haven't gone to bed,
Skeltofl,”" said the doctor quietly. *‘1 want
to_ know the reason ‘why.”

‘I-I—we—we forgot, sir. You sec;, sir,
we—we were a little excited,” stammered
Skelton. ** We-rwe always are, sir, on the
Le‘xtmm match night.” -

‘T am aware of that also, though T must
observe that you have carried the usual
I:;Elelu?flka thtlehw{; fflml Eve;‘y bl;)y present,

1l take oue hundred lines for his part i
this disturbance.” W

eir,” caid




¢ Ye-e-es, sir,”

“For not going to hed at the proper time
1 do nobt blame you. It was the prefect’s
duty to see that you did so. Which prefect
should have seen the lights out in the Fourth-
¥orm dormitory to-night?”

Skelton gave a helpless look abt Redforn
minor, whose face was very pale and troubled.
There was no aveiding the question.

“ Redfern major, sir,”’

“Ah! Where is Redforn major now? Do
you Kknow?"

¢ Noy Biti:

Dr. Cranston compressed his lips.

“Very well,” he said quietly, “I will
speak to Redforn major. Go to your dormi-
tory now, and I will send another prefect to
see the lights out.”

And he moyed away. The juniors did not
move till the pustle of the gown had died
away in the passage; then they slowly made
their way upstairs. There was a hush on the
Fourth Form, strangely in contrast with the
din a few minutes ago.

“ My hat!” muttered Skelton. * I shouldn’t
care to be in Redfern major's shoes to-night !”

. ——

CHAPFTER 12,

4 The Only Way.

EDFERN MINOR lay quite silent iu

his bed in the Fourth-Fornt dormitory

at St. Dolly's; but he was not think:
ing of eleep.

His eyes, wide open, were staring into the
darkness. His mind was thronged with
thoughts—thoughts that troubled him,

The Head's words still rang in his ears:

"1 shall speak to Redfern major.”

Dr. Cranstou’s voice had been very quiet;
his look had been quite calm. But that
quietness, that calmness, alarmed Redfern
minor more than angry words would haye
done. Rediern was thinking of his brother,
Where was he?

Where was Redfern major?

He had gone out with Ransome, and he
had not returned. 1t had been his duty to
sec¢ lights out for 'the Fourth Form, and he
bad forgotten and neglected the duty. The
riot in the Form-room had brought the fact
to_the doctor’s notice. ‘

Redfern minor had been long enough at St.
Dolly’s to know that that was a serious
matter. But there was more thau that to
think of. \

The Head intended to see Redfern major
and to speak to him, and he would ask
Where he had been, what he had been doing.
Redfern major would probably not come in
till late; he might even he searched for.
4And if it were found out where he was—
The boy almost trembled at the thought.
He was in little doubt as to where Arthur

L he had undoubtedly gone over to
Wyndale to see the betting publican.

And if it were discovered that he was there
did, unless he were somehow warned, he
uld stay late—all would be found out.

The buzz of talk from the. other Fourth-
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Formers went on imheeded by Redfern minor
for a time. The juniors were all in a some-
what nervous state of mind. It was seldom
that the Head came down heavily upon the
Fourth Form; they were usually left to the
tender mercies of their Form-master.

“It's all Redfern major's fault,” said
Bemson. ** Why couldn’t he come in? How
could we be expected to notice that it was
bedtime?”

It was for making the row thatb we were
lined,”” said Brown III. “ Redfern major is
got to answer for the rest.” .. |

* Serve him jolly wgl'l right!”

¢ he

. “1 wonder Wl is?" sald another

junior, ¢ S
Benson chuckied. Phias
*Not much point.**

i doubt on% that
“ What do you mean?”’ ;
*“They think the fags don’t netice,” said
Bengon_disdainfully.. * There’s hardly a chap
in the Lower Sehool who doesn’t know where
Redfern major goes with Ransome, I could
Jjolly well point owt where' he is, if the Head
asked me! Of course, I shouldn’t give him
away, though, It's no business of mine.”

The words struck on Redfern minor's ears.

*“ And where do you think he is, Benson?
he 'asked quietly.

Benson gave a low whistle. 5

“My* hat! I forgot you, young Redfern.
gf course, I didn’t mean torml])e saying ?hf’
hing against your major,: ere are other
fellows in the Sixth just the same, and it's
no business of ours.” . |

‘“ Where do you think he is?"*

“ Qh, never mind!"”

“T spant yolt to amswer me,”

“Welly if you want to know,” said Bene
son, *he's jolly well at Cunlifie’s place in
Wyndaley or I'll eat my hat!”

‘“Oh, ‘hosh!” said Miller, ,
wouldn’t go there.” k

“That's all you know.” )

did not speak again. He had fels
1 it himself, but he wanted to have
his suspicion confirmed.

He lay silent, his face very pale in the
darkness, trying to think it out. The buzz
of talk gradually died away, Skelton and
Brown had said little. They knew what must
be passiig in Sidney Redféern's mind, and they
were sorry for what had happened. But they
did not guess all that Redfern was thinking

of.

Skelton had. turned his head on his pillow,
and was settling down fo sleep, when he gave
a sudden start as a hand touched him in the

darkness.
*Wh-wh-what—" " .
“ Don't make a row. Skelton.”
Skelton %mew the whispering voice.
“ v ; i

“Yes. I want to—to 'speak *to you.”
Redfern’s voice was low and muttering; he
did not wish his words to reach other ears.
* Skelton, old man, I suppose you agre¢ with
what Benson said?”

‘“ About_your brother?”

“Yes. You think he’s there?

“1 suppose &0." ¥

“ The Head will be inquiring for him nowg”

“yes” :

“If he does not come in till late—*

‘“A prefeet
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“ There will be a row, 1 suppose.”
* And it may a]g come out?”

Skelton did not reply.

** What them, Skelton:”

“ Well, T suppose it will mean the sack for
him,” said Skelton uncomfortably. **I'm
awfully sorry, Reddy; but he's got imte it
himself," you - know.”

“You think the Head means business?”

“ Yés. When he speaks like that he always

oes. .
** And Arthur—my brother won't know til

he gets back, and then it may be too late.”
1 know it’s hard cheese.” W
Redfern was silent.

*1 don't see why you should trouble lyour

head about him so much,” ‘said Skelton.
“ He hasn't treated you well sinee you've
been to St, Dolly’s.”™ " il

Redfern made no ‘answer t.

*“1 suppose you are up 'to 8 dodges for
getting out of the housg?™ he said quietly.
% You've been here a long time.” Y

Skelton started violently in the dark.

“J—T don’t quite catch on, Reddy.”

#1 am going ‘out.”

““ What for?"’ 3 _’

“To .see Arthur, and put him ou his
guard.” ‘

“You can’t. The gates are locked.”

<« know where to get over the wall, as
far as that goes.” i

“How the dickens do you know?”

« Never mind_ that. I do know. It is a
question of getting out’ of the house. I wanb
on_to hel e.'" a2
e Yau cgn’ﬁpgo,” said Skelton, in_an
agitated whisper. ‘‘ Don’t be an ass! You
don't know what what it would mean for
a junior to he found breaking bounds after
lights out. You would be expelled.”

“T'm going.”

“You can't.
out, either.”

“’If you won't help me, I shall manage
it for myself.” \

Roedfern moved away from the bed, and

\“hegan to, dress himself in the darkness.
elton was out of bed in a twinkling.

“1f you're really going, Reddy, I'll belp
you all I cam. I’ think you're a fog,l! You
don’It, gnmz the risk you're rumming.

* on't, care.” :

< What's all that jaw about?’ said Brown
drowsily, imm‘lhis qbed-. “Why can't you
fellows go to sleep?” ' 3

“ Oh, §ou go to sleep, and ‘don’t bother!
said Skelton. 4

The two juniors dressed themselves. Red-,
fern’s face was pale and set, and Skelton’s
was very anxious. He took Redicrn by the,
arm, and led him quietly to the door, and,
they stopped in the dark passage outside,
with the door closed behind them.

“ Where now?’’ muttered Redfern. ** We
can’t go downstairs.

“ We have to get down to the mext landing,
and then you can bunk out of a window and’
slide down a rain-pipe,”’ said Skelton. *It’s
risky. I've never dome it myself, but I've:
known a fellow do it. You've heaps of.

There’s no safe way of getting

nerve, ,though.”

MINOR.

“That's all right.”

* Come on, then.”

Redfern followed his chum down the firsh
flight of stairs. The lower passage was dimly
lighted. Skeiton scuttled along to the gas
jet, and coolly turned it cut, and the passage
was plunged in darkness.

“ Now we're safer,”” he muttered, as he re-
joined Redfern at the window. ‘‘ Don't make
2 trow. Leok here, I wish you wouldn’t go.”

“ Never mind that now.”

] suppose it's no good talking to you
Help me open the window.”

The window slid up easily enough. There
was a glimmer of starlight in the quad-
rangle, partly shut out by the wide branches
of the trees. Redfern leaned out of the
window, but a big tree obstructed his view
of the ground below.

Close by the window can a perpendicular
main-pipe from the gutter above to the
ground. 1t would have been a risky busi-

ness climbing down it in the daylight. In ¢

the dark it was decidedly risky. But Red-
fern did not, hesitate. He swung himself out
upon the window-sill.

Skelton watched him with a beating heart.
He had learned enough of Redfern to know
that he had a determingd will. When the
junior had made.up his mind the matter was
ended; and he had made it up now.

But Skelton was feeling very uncomfort-
able, and half regretting that he had con-
sented to have a hand in the matter at all.

“Tt’s all right,” whispered Redfern. ‘I
can see the pipe., You can cut back to the
dorm. now.”

“TM see you off. For goodness’ sake, be
careful !’

“I'm all right.” 7

Redfern swung down the pipe. Skelton
watched him anxiously from the window ¢ill
the descending form was lost in the shadows.
Lower and lower went Redfem minor.

The pipe was strong, and Rrmly clamped to
the wall. All he wanted was an ircn Ierve,
and he possessed that.

Lower he went, hand below hand, till his
feet, clumped on the earth at the foot of the
wall, and he let go the pipe, ‘and stood still,
hreathing deeply.

A whispering voice came from above.

“All serene?”

““ All sereme,” answered Redfern.

There was a sound of the window closing.
Redfern started a little. He had not made
any arrangement with Skelton akout his re-
turn. The captain of the Fourth would have
to stay up for him; but Redfern krew that
he could depend upon Skelton.

Redfern minor knew his \«way about the
quadrangle in light or dJarkness. He cut
across towards the wall on the lane, where
he had broken bounds at 2ansome’s order on
the night he came to St. Dolly’'s.

He had to pass within sight of the gates
of the school to reach it, and as he crossed
the gravel path, the sound of footsteps
crunching came to his ears, and he stopped.
Two figures loomed up in the gloom, and
one of them, by the outline, Redfern knew
must be a master. His heart beat quickly.

To be caught thea—to face the punishment
of leaving his bed at that hour, and with-
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out effecting his purpdse! Quick as thought
he dodged into -covgobehin-d a tree as the
shadowy forms loomed up.

They had not notited him. A voice came

to his ears, and he shivered a little as he

recognised the deep tones of the doctor.

“You say hé has not returned, Lunsford?”

% No, sir.”

“ When did_he go out?”

* As far as I can tell,'it was goon after we
came back from Lexham, sir. We got back
rather late.”

Redfern knew that they were speaking

of his brother.
“1 am speaking to you confidentially in
this matter, Lunsford, as captain of the

school. I have a right to your confidence
tance.”’
“1 know that, sir.”

“This Is a serious maftter., Redfern major |/

has neglected his duties as a prefect, and a
disturbance in the Form-room was the result.
Lven a prefect is not allowed out at this
(hour without an . explanation. The matter
might never have come to my nptice but by
this chance. 1 do not know whetheér it is
not too serious a matter to be left in your
‘hands.”

'“ That is as you please, sir.”

“ Redfern major has, I believe, a key to
the side gate?”

“ All the prefeets have, sir.”

“ Exactly. In that case, but for this
chancé happening, no one would ever have
known at what time he returned, except the
hoys in the Sixth-Form dormitory, who would
have kept their own counsel. I must say,
Lunsford, that you have not treated me very
well in this matter., You have allowed your
good nature as a friend to outweigh the
S!"}lseln¥' your responsibility as captain of the
sc¢hool.”

_*'1 hope not, sir. But—but Redfern major
Is my friend, amd he wouldn’t be that if I
didn’t_know him to _be a decent chap. The
only fault I've noticed about him is that
he’s apt to let others lead him into trouble.”

“ All the more reason why he should he
made to conform to the strictest rules of the
school,” said the Head. * That is the
opinion I myself have formed of him, Luns-
Tord, if he is in by eleven o’clock, I leave
the matter in your hands.”

“Vea. g :

“If he is not n by then, you must report
his absence to me, and I shall wait, for him
myself, and he will have to explain his con-

uct to me.’’ e

 Very wefl, sir.” iy

The Head nodded to Lunsford, and walked
away. The captain of St. Dolly's remained
Standing on the "path, looking after him,
apparently buried in reflection. Redfern did
75t dare to moye. A movement or a sound
Would have betrayed his presence to the cap-
tain of St. Dolly’s. i

““Poor old Arthur!" fern. heard Luns-
ford mutter aloud. g 0. (it's pot all up

With him. I hope—"" &

His voice died away. Hé walked slowly
fowards the gates. Redférn miuor set his
teeth, and ran quickly towards the wall, Tt
should not be all “up ” with Arthur Red-

fern if his younger brother could save bim.

27
CHAPTER 13,
Arthur’s Jolly Evening.

HE night was dark, but there was a
ghimmer of stars in the lane. Redfern
minor knew the road well. He knew

. . the distance he had to do, and the
time he had to do it in.

If Redfern major. was in by eleven o'clock
the matter would be left to. the captain of
the school to deal with. Redfern knew the
good nature and the kind heart of the St.
Dolly’s captain, and there was no doubt that
Arthur would be able to pull through some-
how, even if Was an unpleasant scene
‘l?e?d Lunsford; but if he came before the

Redfern did not like to think of it. Arthur
must be v%%ned He must return to St.
Dolly’s in time.

Of himself, Redfern did not think at the
moment. His business was to save Arthir,
He broke intu a run on the road, and he
m%h as he had seldom.run on the cinder-
path.

Down the dusk lane, in the faint glimmer
of the stars, then into the wood, and along
the footpath where the overhanging brauches
of the trees intercepted every gleam.

Biack darkness was round bim now; deep
silence, broken only by the crackle of a twig
as a stoat pushed his way through a thicket,
or a twitter of a disturbed bird.

Right on through the darkness the jumior
Tam. 3

He. came .out imto the Wyndale Road,
having scarcely slackened. pace. His heart,
was beating against his ribs. m great thumps.:
His breath came "thick amd fast. Wyndale
loomed afiead—black shadows on a dark road..
¥rom the church came the chime of the half-
hour.

g:ﬂ{w ten! i .

le lfad done the distance quickly—very
quickly, he kmew that, though did mot
kiiéw how lomg it had taken him. - -

He slackened in the high-road, and breathed
hard, in great gulps. Tt seemed that the
thumping of his heart would suficcate him.
The perspiration was pouring down his face;
his shirt was sticking to his skin, his collar
to his neck. L

But it was only for moments that he
paused. g‘tl;ea} lﬁe 1;:;?“011 again. Pattelr,
patter, patter! His steps rang strangely
on .the hard, silent road. .,

Two bright lights flashed up out of the
darkness; there was a of wheels and
a clatter of hoofs.

Redfern sprang to oné side as ‘a trap

ed up. He stood hy the roadside for a
moment, and the lights flashed upon him
as the trap passed; but instinctively he had
pulled his cap over his face. There was 3
sharp excl ion from the trap.

Redfern kmew the voice. It was that of
Mr. Ford—a master at St. Dolly’s. He knew
that the school clothes, the school cap, had
been recognised. Y &

He ran into the shadows.

The voice called from

had halted.

aﬁtlwt Been re»::crgmhjs f.segci but,
more than recognition, even, feared eap-
ture, and he ran and ran, The lights faded
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into the night; the voice died info silence.
With beating heart he ram on into Wyndale.

It had been a narrow escape. It was the
worst of ' luck that Mr. Fond should have
been’ driving home at that hour, on that
road. It might mean trouble to come; but,
for the present, the business was Arthur.

The lights of the Green Man were glimmer-
ing out into the road. From the lighted
windows came the sound of a vulgar chorus,
roared by coarse voices.

Redfern shuddered.

His brother was there—Arthur was there!
That was the environment he chose for his
evening—Arthur, whom he had looked up to
and respected from childh

Yet at that moment, after the first shock
of disgust, Rediern felt only tenderness for
the brother who had thrown away his chances
so_recklessly. ) ¥

He ran on, into the lights of the public-
house, and then paused. y [

It was of no use going into the lighted
bar and asking for Anthur., He knew the
looks he would have to face—the laughter
and ribaldry. i 8

He remembered his previous visit to the
Green Man, when he had taken the note to
Mr. Cunliffe, on his first night at St. Dolly’s;
strangely long ago it seemed, now.

He avoided the front of the house, and
passed into the side way, and knocked at a
door from which came no glimmer of light.

There was no reply to his knock. f

He knocked again, more loudly, but still
the door was unmoved. Where was Arthur?
He could not -be among that brutal crowd
shouting a chorus.

Where was he? 2

The junior passed on into the garden be-
hind the inn, where a beam of yellow light
streamed out upon the shrubs from a win-

dow.

A low verandah ran behind the house, and
by ascending it it was possible to reach the
lighted window, and Redfern knew that that
was the room in which he had seen Mr. Cun-
litte on his previous visit.

Arthur was there, then!

He ascended the rickety wooden steps, and
found a wooden gate at the top fastemed by
a padlock. But that was not likely to long
baffle the most active jumior in the Fourth-
Form at St. Dolly’s. ¥

Without a moment’s hesitation, Redfern
clambered over the gate. He made a little
noise in doing so, but it passed unnoticed in
the house.

The occupants of the room, as he soon
caw, were too busy to have eyes or . ears
for anything going on without.

He clambercd upon the verandah, and ran
silently and swiitly towards the lighted
window. 4

It was curtained, but the bright light
within made the interior quite visible
through the flimsy curtain.

Redfern looked in upon the scene within.

For the moment his heart turned sick
within him. "

There were several men in the room, seated
round a table under the gaslight. He recog-
nised Mr. Cunlifie, and another man he had
seen at the public-house before. There were
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two others—men with a somewhat flashys
style of dress, but whose faces showed their
natures plainly enough—harpies, who preyed
upon the weak and the unwary.

With these four were seated two obhers
—btwo lads. One was Ransome, the other
was Redfern major.

There were cards upon the table, red and
black, glimmering in the light of the- incan-
descent burner above. There was money,
too—money in little piles of silver, and
among the silver showed here and there the
gleam of gold.

They were playing nap. Redfern knew the
game well enough. He had played it often
for stakes of nuts or buttons. He knew what
was going on—gambling—and gambling for
high stakes—high to a schoolboy, at all events.

Arthur ‘was watching the. cards eagerly,

y.

It did not need a second glance at his face
to show that he was losing. Ransome glanced
at his friend from time fo time, unnoticed
by him, with a strange ‘and indefinable ex-
pression upon his face.

Once or twice his glance met that of Mr.
Cunliffe, and though they did not smile, did
not make any open sign, Redfern minor knew
at once that there was some understanding

een them.

Mr. Cunliffe gathered up the cards, and
Redfern saw his brother paying out money
to one of the men opposite.

¥ publican shuffled the pack, with a
light laugh. When he spoke, the words were
quite audible to Redfern through the glass
doors that ogened upon the verandah.

‘“Bad_luck, Master .Redfern, bad luck
aﬁ%m. It will change in the next round—
eh?”

Arthur nodded without speaking.

_ His face was almost haggard. This was the
Jolly evening he had started out to spemd
with Ransome. No wonder he had forgotten
his prefect’s duties at St. Dolly’s. The junior
outside did not know it; but Arthur had
already lost every shilling of the money he
had gained on the Lexham match, and he
was playing now on his ‘‘ honour,” plungin

a
again into the abyss of debt from which
baseness had extracted him. No wonder he
had forgotten everything else—everything
but the wretched, miserable game he was
play'ng, and what depended upon it.

How much * pleasurs ” there was in gam-
bling his expression showed. He tried his
best to look unconcerned, to play the
i sporteman ’; but though he could com-
mand his features, the haggard look of his
eyes, the mervous trembling of his fingers,
betrayed him. He was losing money which
he could not pay. Dim, like a Tormless
shadow, lecomed ahead of him the black
trouble he would have to face for that reck-
less evening. But he clung yet to the
gambler’s hope. He could not lose always.
He must win in the next round, or in the
round after. There was still hope, hope as
delusive as the flicker of the will-o™-the-wisp.

Mr. Cunliffe began to deal the cards.

Redfern could contain himself no longer,
and seconds were precious now. Heé knocked
ab glass door.

There was an instant commoticn iIn the
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Mr. Cunliffe sprang to his feet, and
every eye was turned dDDTGhC]ISlVEly upon
the window. Ransome changed colour; only
Arthur glanced Larcles'd\, doggedly round,
as if he weére past caring who saw him there.

Redfern felt. for the latch of glass

room.

door. - It opened to his touch. He threw the
dodr open, and stepped into the room.
Alr. Cunliffe stared at him, -and then

grinned. He appeared to be under the im-
pression that Redfern had come to join the
party. Ransome looked black and savage.
Arthur gazed dazedly. at his his brother for
a moment, and then atarted to his feet.

* Arthur,

Arthur Redfern snapped his teeth amd
sprang at the junior, He seized him savagely
by the collar, and shook him fiercely.,

“You brat!” He grated out the words be-
tween Hhis' teeth. “ What are * ytm,”‘dning
here?”” &

o et e

CHAPTER 14,

e
Against Time. '

EDFERN could mot -speak for a
moment.

The surprise, and the fierce grip

upon his collar, -almost choked him.

fHe gasped for b’peamb and trled to struggle

Arthur shook him savagely ‘again

*“ What did you come here for" You 5py-
ing cur! What do you want?”

“Let me alone!’”’

Ransome Tose, and ca,u!l‘h-b Arthur by the
arm, and pulled him back.

“Hold on,” he said qulctLv “The kid
didn’t_ come here to spy. He's not that sort,
and he can keep a secret, too. What do you
want, Redfern minor?” ;

1.1 came to speak:to -Arthur,”

Arthur gntted his teeth.

“@Get out!

“But I—"’

“.Get out, 1 tell you, before 1 lay hands
on you!” cried Arthur furiously. * Do you
think I am to be watched and mirsed by
you, you impertinent brat? Get oub!”

“ Iet Him speak, Arthur., What did you
come_ here for, kid?”

Redfern. felt. the hot tears starting to hid
cyes, but he bravely held them back.

He had come therre to save Arthur; nothihg
else mattered.

« Arthur, you mu,=b get back—back to St.
Dolly's—at once!

“Mind your own business!"”

«“©Oh, don't you understand?’’ cried the
junior.  **You must go. 1 eame to warn
vou, . There has been a row. The Head has
missed - you

Arthur staggered, amd laid a hand upon
the table to  support

himself. He stared
hlankly at his younger brother, without
[
“Aul}%w‘”' said Ransome quietly. * What

sort of a row? What do you mean, kid?’
“The Head found out that the Fourth
were up late,’’ eaid Redfern, sﬂeakinv veq
hurriedly.  ** He mqumzd for i}
found he was away. I heard hmi s&lﬁn
a.ftegla.rdvs to Lunsford about it
“ Phew !

Arthur gave a groan AR

“T— forgot. had 1ook ter the
Fourth to-night. It slxpped my. mel er ¢
—TI've done the same before, the
Head putting his odr. in.” " §
1 heredw
stammere
I-heard him say to Luns
that if you were in by e
matter to Lunsf

“ What else?

rapidly.

R lf ‘Arthur isn't in by eleven, Lunsford is
to report to,the Head. and Dr. Cranston is
vomg to wait for him.”

‘Oh!” muttered mhm-.
ca,m‘e to tell me this?*

Ransome looked at his watch.

“ Twenty to eleven,_ he. said, in his crisp.
decided way. ** You can do it, Arbhnr—you
mu"s'{. do it! “_’It means the sack

Mr. (!mhﬁ ‘and  His friends, exdh'a.ng:g
glances. Cunliffe, to do him justice, looke
concermed. The others looked bored, and
glanced at the catds impatiently. They
wanted to be at their game again. ;

“I'm sorry for this, young gents,” said
Mr. Cunliffe. “ I know it’s a serious business
for you. If there’s anythin’' I can‘do, T'll
do it willing.”

“ There’s: Tothing,” said Arthmr, in a Tow
voice. ““T'm done for! The game’s up!”

e P?“ yourself together!™ said Ransome

gha

wd What's the use? I can't get back in
time; it’s impossible!’

& You have twenty minutes.  You must g
a 1ift, s6mehow.” Ramsome spoke rapidly, but
clearly, quietly. Redfern minor, much as he
disliked the cad of the Sixth, conld not help
feeling admiration for him at that moment.
He showed no trace of losing his presence
o: mind." *“ Hive I been missed, kid, as WeH.

Arthur"” he went on, turning to

junio:

s '\'ot that I know of.” !
Good! T can get in any time. The ques:
tiiau”ts, how are you to get to the school

“1'1 have a.'orse in, the trap in three
minutes,” said Mr. Cunliffe.

Arthor shook his head.

o - tt'a would have to go round hy the
road. orse couldn't do it in double the
ﬁme Its no‘ﬁo od !’

a ‘Bieyele?” said
qmckly ‘“Have you 8 c)cle ahout 3

place, Cunl 1ffe—an ]18g Ma.n i
reen nodde

The landlord ‘o
quickly.

& 'I‘he'fe's Mr. Norrey’s hieyele,” he &aid:
glancing at one of his: fmenh % If he’d lend
it to Master Redf:

“You jcan have ‘the }igger said Mr.
Norre: y:s, who was: already shuffling the canrds.
I ean hoof it home, I shall hold Mr: Cun-
liffe responsible for the machine.”

‘“That's all righb. You can ave it; Mas-
ter Redfern
Redfern m.a}or bhgbﬁmed up a utt.le.
“Its a chance'" he mntteied. < Whers"s

machinge?”

“ You-=you



30

“In the garden.”

_“Come on!” said Ransome abruptly.
time to lose!”

‘“ But you?"”

“TI'll follow; I'm all right!"”

Ramsome almaost dragged Arthur from the
room, Both of them seemed have for-
gotten the very existence of Redfern minor.
He had served his purpose.

The junior stepped out upon the verandah,
His heart was heavy with anxiety., Would
his brother be in time? : f

He glanced into the room again before he
went down. The publican and his friends
were gathering round the table, and Mr.
Norreys was already dealing cards.
? ern, sick ' at heart, clambered down
into the garden. Arthur and Ransome were
alr%a.dy wheeling the machine out into the
ma s . »

The quarter to-eleven rang out.

“You've a quarter of an hour,” said Ram-
some, as he wheeled the machine into the
road, and lighted the  lamp. ¢ Take the
short cut through the wood, and ride like
the deuce. and you'll do it—with two or
three minutes to spare. You know Lunsford ;
he’ll do His best for you.”

Arthur nodded, and sprang upon the
machine. He started straight and swift as
an arrow, aud in three seconds the night
thad swallowed him up. They heard the
furious_ ringing of the bell- as he turned into
the high-road, and then the sound of him died
away into the night.

Redfern minor drew a deep breath.

He had done all he could; the rest lay
with Arthur. After the excitement, he felt
sick and dizzy, and he realised that he was
tired, aching with fatigue. A hand was laid
on his shoulder—Ransome was looking down
at him with a pew kindness in his face.

“You've done your brother a good turn,
young ‘un!”

“You have done
Redfern bitterly.

Ransome laughed lightly.

“T think he’ll pull .through all right. But
it’s time we were getting back ourselves;
the safest place for us just now is the dorm.
at St. Dolly’s.”

Redfern nodded. They started down the
road on ‘the track of the cyclist, who had
Jong vanished. It was a long walk back to
the school, and Redfern was tired; but he
hardly noticed it. He started out of a re-
verie as Ransome tapped him on the shoul-
der, and pointed to a black mass looming
up ahead.

“ St. Dolly's!”

Had Arthur arrived in time? Redfern
minor wondered. He shuddered as he
thought of what would- happen if he had not.

** No

him a bad one!” said

‘CHAPTER I5.

The Return.
ARK and gloomy looked the great pile
of St. Dolly’s as Ransome and Red-
* fern minor halted before the gates.
Redfern was tired and sleepy, and
his eyes had elosed involuntarily several
times during that long tramp through the
dark lanes. But he was more anxious than

REDFERN MINOR.

fatigued. How had Arthur fared?
the thought he could not dismiss from his
mind.

Ransome’s expression was less cheerful than
usual, too. If Arthur had gone up to the
Head, there was trouble to look for—
serious trouble, and an end of those little
excursions to Wyndale. -

‘“ How are we getting in?” asked Redfern
minor.

‘“ The side gate.”

‘“ But it's locked."”

Ransome grinned.

‘““That’s all right!”’

Redfern followed him. Ransome unlocked
the side gate, and they passed in, and the
cad of the Sixth carefully turned the key
behind him. It struck Redfern as curious
thaft he should have a key to that gate.
Only masters and prefects were supposed to
have them, and Ransome was not a prefect.

‘““ Well, we part here,” -said Ransome, as
the shadowy School House loomed up before
them. *‘Get back to your dormitory and
keep your mouth shut.” -

‘“Hold on!” &

* What is it?”’ said Ransome impatientlyss
“ We don’t want to hang.about here!” .

‘“ About Arthur.”

““ What about him?”” !

“I want to know what’s happened,” said
Redfern quietly. “ If he didn’t get in be-
fore eleven he was to go up to the Head.
You know that means he will be sacked, I
want to know what’s happened.”

“Youll know-in the morning.”

Redfern’s lips tightened.

T shall know to-night, Ransome!”

Ransome started a little. 1t was a new
tone for his fag to take with him, but. he
realised that he had bebter avoid trouble
wlith Redfern - minor - at that hour, in that
place.

“ Well, I suppose you're anxious,” he said,
with a slight laugh.
~ ““If T hadn’t been anxious I shouldn’t have
broken bounds to get to Wyndale to warn
Arthur,” said Rédfern quietly.

““ But you can’t see Arthur to-night;” said
Ransome uneasily.  ‘ He’s gone to bed most
likely. Whichever way the matter went, it's
all over now. I'll tell you about it the first
thing in the morning.”

“That won't do.”

‘“You cheeky brat!” said Ransome, be-
tween his teeth. “ Are you going to dic-
tate to me?” g

Redfern did not flinch,

“I am golng to know about Arthur to-
night!”

“You can’t! Ten to one, it's all right!”

“ That’s not good enough.”

Ransome trembled with anger. He would
have given a great deal to take his fag by
the shoulders and shake him, and cuff him
right and left. But the slightest noise
would have betrayed him.

“ Look here, Redfern minor; there’s no
way of seeing Arthur! I have to get in at
my study window myself, and you. can’t
come in there. You'll give the whole show
away if you act the giddy ox now!”

That was ~

y
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“I'm };oing to know whether Arthur’s all
right before I go to bed!”

Ransome gritted his teeth.

*“ You obstinate youmg fool! '

“That’s enough! If you've nothing to sug-
gest, I'll manage it for myself,” said Redfern.

He was not in the least afraid of Ransome,
espedially at that ‘moment. And he was
quite determined to have his way.

The cad of the Sixth reflected for a few
momeénts. 1t was evidently useless either to
argue with or to bully Redfern minor, and
ever;; minute he lingered outside the house
was ful] of peril. ot

* Come this way,” he’:@dé\ir: last; “*IM
see Arthur, and speak to you my study
window.” ~

“ Good "

Ransome's study window was easy of access.
Heé swung himself up to the sill by means
of a rain-pipe clamped to the wall. The
window was unfastened, and in a couple of
minutes the Six-Former disappeared into the

gted helow.

Jacade of the School House was
\ ess, except at one point,
bt burned in the window of Dr.
s study.

The ad was still up.

Redf: minor wondered whether the scene
eaded had taken place in that study;
r Arthur Redfern had been called up
_to explain his absence from the school ;
to .falter out what explanation he could
under the severe eyes of the doctor. Or had
Bhe reached St. Dolly’s in time? |

The jumior would soon khow. He waited
there in the darkness, his eyes fixed upon
the glimmering square of Ransome’s study
window. The Sixth-Former was a long time.
Perhaps Arthur was gone to bed; perhaps—

Red?em’s thoughts were interrupted by a
shadow at the window. A head appeared
from the gloom of the study, and looked
down at bhim.

“1s that you, Ransome?" asked Redfern,
in bfqtevd tones.

“Ne 1

Redfern started. It was Arthur’s volce.

*1t's you, Arthur?”
s e Nes, Sid!”
Redfern had a curious feeling as his

brother spoke. Arthur's voice was very soft.
He had not called his minor * Sid ”  since
the boy had come to St. Dolly’s. That af-
fectionate name of childhood had secmed to
be quite forgoften. Even when the minor
was trying to do him a service, the major
always seemed to regard him as a trouble
and a worsy. Bubt what Sidney Redfern had
done that night had touched the heart of
Arthur. For the time, at least, he was the
kind elder brother Redfern had known at
home, and whom he had sorely missed at St.

Dolly’s.
“1’5 it all right, Arthur?”
#Yes!”

“You got in in time!”

Arthur laughed softly.

“Yés! I scorchéed for all T was worth.
¥id. 1 bad npearly five minutes to spare, and
Lunsford was as relieved as I was.” .

31

Redfern felt a weight rolled from his
heart.

“I'm so glad, Arthur!”

* Thank you, young 'un! You've done a lot
for me to-night.” .

“ Oh, that’s nothing! I'm glad=so glafl!
Then it's all right?”

“Right as rain! I shall have a jaw with
Lunsford in the morning—but that will be
all right. Get back to your dorm. now,
young ’un. You'll be pretty heavy in the
moming.”’

‘“ Good-night, Arthur!"

‘* Good-night, Sid!”

Redfern minor, feeling very happy, ran
away in the shadows. He heard the windows
close,softly as he went. U

Sleepy and fatigued as he was, the junior
had seldom been in so lifht a mood. He had
saved Arthur, and the clouds that had arisen
between him and his brother seemed to have
rolled away in eonsequence.

The junior stopped under the window from
which he had made his exit—long ago it
seemed to him. The window was closed.
Was Skelton still waiting?

Redfern whistled softly.

There was no réply to the whistle—the
usual .#ggl of the Classical juniors. Red-
feri’s Neart beat hard.

Had Skelton forgotten him and gone back
to bed? The window was closed, and if it
was ‘fastened, too—"

Redfern climbed the rain-pipe, and planted
his knee on the sill. He peered in at the
opague glass. It was too dark  within for

| him to see anything. He felt the sash with

his hands; it was tightly closed, and sefused
to move -to his touch. y
It was fastened inside! .
Redfern’s heart almost stopped beating as
he realised it. He wis shut out—shut oub
at midnight!

Where was Skelton?

. His chum could not purposely have left him
in the lurch? Why had he fastened the
window, too? It occurred dismally to Red-
fern’s mind that pethaps Skelton had gone
back to the dormitory to wait there, and
had fallen asleep, and perhaps some careful
master had observed the unfastened window,
and fastened it.

However it had happened, Redfern minor
was shut out.

What was to he done?

He thought of going back to Ransome's
window, but that was too late. He had
heard Arthur close it as he left.  Arthur
would be in his own room by this time.
Ransome was probably in bed, and aslesp.

Redfern_strained his eyes through the
window. Perhaps, after all, Skelton was Just
ingide, waiting for a signal.

He tapped on the glass.

Tap, tap, tap!

A slight sound came to him frem within.
He breathed more freely with relief. A dim
shadow loomed on the glass from: inside. He
lrjlea‘x;d‘ the sound of tho cateh being pushed!
ack. |

* Thank goodness!™ murmured Redfern
minor. wh 2 itk

The window »as opened for him. Ha,
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tumbled in,.and. alighted on his feet, and
stood breathing hard, while the unseen helper
closed the window and re-fastened the catch.

““You bounder!” said Redfern, in a whisper.
“71 thought I was done, that time!"

Then he gave a sudden start. In the dark-
ness he could not see the form beside him,
but the black shadow looming up seemed too
big for that of Skelton.

Redfern caught his breath.

_““ Who—who. are you?” he stammered.

“ Your Form-master,” said a quiet voice.
1 think you are Reédfern minor?”’

Redfern reeled against the wall. :
. It was the voice of Mr. Ford, the maste:
of the Fourth. :

CHAPTER 16,
Caught! 7
EDFERN stared blankly at the dim
form of the Form-master. The quiet
- tones had seemed to cut the silence
like a knife.

The junior could mnot speak—he could
hardly breathe. 4

Midnight had rung out from the clock-
tower. Midnight! To be caught by his
Form-master, surreptitiously entering the
school at such an hour! The mere thought
of it made the boy’s brain swim.

Caught!

He had risked it for Arthur’s sake.  The
danger had not deterred him for a second;
but now that it had fallen upon him, he did
not regret what he had done. He had saved
Arthur. .

“ You are Redfern minor?”’ repeated the
quiet voice.

“ Ye-e-es, sir.”

*1 haver been waiting for you.”

**.Oh, -sip?t’” ;

“J am sorry for this, Redfern minor. You
afre” not the boy I should have expected it

of.

(O S paEam

“@Go to your dormitory.”

After all, what could he say? Without
betraying Arthur, he could not give his
reasons for going out. Redfern turned away,
and went with slow, uncertain steps towards
his dormitory. After the excitement, the
anxiety, and the fatigue he had been through,
this was a crushing blow.

He entered the long, dark dormitory. amd
felt his way to ~his bed. He undressed
quietly, in order to wake no one. But there
was one who was awake. An anxious,
whispering voice came through the gloom:

“Is that you, Reddy?”

“ Yes, Skelton.”
““ Have you been nabbed?"
“ Ves.”

“ By old Ford?”’

* Yes, he caught me getting in.”

“I'm awfully sorry, Reddy! It wasn't my
fault. I was waiting at the window for you
to come back,” said Skelton, in a hurried
whisper. ““ A jolly long wait it was, too; but
that doesn’t matter. [ heard a trap drive
in, and soon after that Mr. Ford came up-
stairs. I bunked, of course, thinking he was
going up to bed. But he didn’'t. He came

REDFERN

MINOR.

straight to the Fourth dorm., and I had only
just time to bunk into bed and pretend to be
asleep.. I say, Reddy, he didn't see you
while he was' out, did he!”

**1 think he caught sight of me on the
Wyndale road. He was driving.

““ What rotten luck!™

Redfern did not speak. Luck had certainly
been against him that night, as far as he
himself was concerned.

“1 thought he smelt a rat,” said Skelton.
“1 watched him from under the bedeclothes
when he came in, He went from bed to bed,

.and he gave a curious sort of grunt when

he looked at yours.”

Redfern could quite believe it.

“Then he went out. I followed him after
a bit, and he went round looking at the
windows. He grunted again when he found
the landing. window unfastened, and I heard
him fasten it. I had no chance to help you,
Reddy. He waited there without going
away ever since he fastened the window. He
never left the spot, except to come back here
and squint into the dorm. -1 suppose he had
a suspicion that you had one of us waiting
for you, and he wasn't going to take anlw
chances. I couldn’t do anything, could Ij
Reddy?” :

Redfern smiled grimly.

* You couldn't, old’ chap. Tt was a fair
catch!” >

‘ What has he said?" :

“I'm to explain in the morning.”

““ What will you say?”

““Blessed if I know!”

And Redfern tumbled into bed. He was
anxicus and troubled in mind, but he was
tired. His eyes closed the moment his head
touched the pillow.

“ 1 say, Reddy,”
voice.

‘Rhi e

* What are you going to do?” ¢

“sleep!” grunted Redfern.

And he eclosed his eyes, and did not open
them again. Skelton whistled softly in the
darkness. ¢

“Well, T always said he was a cool ‘cus-
tomer,” he murmured. =  °

And he went to sleep himself.

Redfern minor did not wake as usual at
the clang of the rising-bell. He would bave
slept on another hour or two, in all proba-
bility, if his Form-fellows had mot kindly
awakened him. Benson brought a dripping
sponge, and squeezed it over his face, and
Redfern came with a sudden start out of
the land of dreams.

“ Groo—ooh—ow !’ he gasped.

“ Time to get up,” said Benson.

“Ow! I'm wet!”

Benson giggled.

“That's the water,”” he explained.
always wet.”

‘ Ha, ha, ba!’’

Redfern tumbled out of bed. He had been
dreaming of the Green Man, of the card-
table, and the coarse faces of Mr. Cunliffe
and his friends, and Arthur among them.
He rubbed his eyes. He felt a heavy load
upon his mind, he did not: know why. He
usually awoke in high spirits.

came Skelton’s anxious

St
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But recollection came quickly. He remem-
bered the “ill-luck of the previous night, and
that promised interview with the Form-
master this morning.

And his usually cheery face was clouded
as he turned to his morning tub. What was
he to say to Mr. Ford?

“How did you get on last night, Reddy?”
asked Brown III., in a whisper, as the Clas-
sical juniors left their dormitory.

““Rotten!” said Redfern minor; and that
was all the explanation he would make.

The Fourth-Form master’s face was very
grave as he sat at the head of the Form-
table.. He did not glance at Redfern minor;
but Redfern knew that Mr. Ford was think-
ing of him, and of the previous night’s
escapade. .

What explanation was he to make? What
could he say, without bringing Arthur into
the matter?

He could think of nothing. Yet to refuse
to speak—— He remembered the interview
with. Lunsford, when the St. Dolly’s eaptain
had called him to account, on the first
night he had spent at the school.

Lunsford had been <easy with him—had
allowed him to keep silence. But that was
not to be expected of a Form-master. The
grave and severe expression of Mr. Ford’s
face showed what a serious view he took of
the matter. ]

Redfern ate little breakfast. His appetite
was as keen, as-a rule; as any in the Fourth;
but this morning he felt that he could not

eatb. ey

" When the juniors left the breakfast-table
Mr. Ford made a sign to Redfern minor.
While the rest of the Fourth poured out into
the Close, Redfern quietly followed the
Form-master to his study.

Ransome came out of the dining-room, and
glanced towards them. He moted the expres-
gion upon Mr. Ford’s face and upon Red-
fern's. The cad of the Sixth gave a start,
and a long, low whistle. It was the first
hint he had had of trouble in store for his

fag.

Redfern followed Mr. Ford into his study,
and closed the door at a sign from the Form-
master. Mr. Ford did not sit down ; he stood.
with one hand resting upon the table, and
his grave eyes fixed upon the junior.

Redfern was silent; his heart was beating
painfully. The crucial moment had come, and
he had not in the least made up his mind
what was to be said or done. i

“ Well, Redfern,” said the Form-mpaster,
speaking slowly and quietly, * have you any-
thing to say?”

Redfern did not speak.

* Last night,”’ said Mr. Ford, *“ T passed a
boy, wearing the St. Dorothy’s cap, on the
Wynd‘ale road ‘at a very late hour. That was
jou?” -

““ Yes, sir?”

“ When I returned to the school, T waited
for that boy. 1 discovered you getting into
a window at midnight?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ You had been to Wyndale?””

% Yeg; sir"

The Form-master looked a little perplexed.
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“I am glad to see that you are speakin
the truth, so far,” he said. ‘‘ You have no%
been long at St. Dorothy’s, Redfern minor,
but I had noticed you, and formed a favour-
able opinion of you. I can forgive scrapes
due to boyish effervescence of spirits, and I
had seen nothing worse than that in you.
But this is a matter of the greatest
seriousness. There is a place of low eharac-
ter in Wyndale, which it is suspected that
some St. Dolly’s hoys have visited—and visit
now—ror purposes of gambling, or making
bets with low men they meet there. I find
you breaking bounds at a late hour—I meet
you on the Wyndale road going in that direcs
tion. The conclusion is obvious.”

Redfern turned pale.

It was obvious enough, according to the
light Mr. Ford had on the subject. Redfern
had net: thought of that.

“Had you been to the Green Man, Red-
fern?”’

The junior did not speak.

‘ Come, Redfern,” said the Form-master,
raising his voice a little, * T must insist upon
am answer.” -

The boy's face grew almost haggard, but
he did not speak. He understood the peril
Bbe was in, but he could only save himself
at his brother’s expense.

‘“ Redfern you cannot hope to serve your
cause by remaining silent,” said Mr. Ford,
with great patience. *“If you had not been
to the Green Man, you would naturally say
so. 1If you refuge to answer, it is tantamount
to a confession that you had been there.”

Still Redfern was silent.

““1 may take it, then, that you had been
to this place?’ said Mr. Ford. “ It is the
last thing I should have expected of you,
especially of the brother of a lad who bears
so high a character in the schod! as Redfern
major.”

In spite of “his misery, Redfern almost
smiled. There was a curious and unconscious
irony in Mr. Ford’s words.

“ For the sake of your brother, I should
like to deal with you as easily as possible,”
said Mr. Ford quietly. *‘I appeal to you to
speak, Redfern. If you have anything to
say that will justify me in keeping this mat-
j:::x: from the Head, I appeal to you to say
it.”

Redfern’s face was like chalk. Already in
his mind’s eye he could see the stern face of
the doctor; he could hear the merciless
words upon his lips; he could see himself
sentenced—expelled from the school! ;

There was a‘ full minute’s silence. Mr.
Ford waited for the junior to speak. As he
did not open his lips, the ¥Form-master went
on, at last:

“I am sorry, for this, Redfern. T cannot
understand why yout do not answer me. You
will have to answer the Head. Once more,
did you go to the Green Man in Wyndale?”’

““ Yes,” said Redfern desperately.

“To see Mr. Cunliffe?””

“ No.” § .

“ For an unlawful purpose, at all events?”

- Ny sjr.}’

‘“ Why did you go, then?”’ B
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Redfern was silent. A dark cloud gathered
upon Mr. Ford’s face.

* Redfern, you admit having been to that
low dén of gambling and betting—it would
have been useless for you to deny it-—can
¥ou seriously maintain that you went there
or an innocent purpose, and not to play
o%rds. to make bets, or to be guilty of any
offence against the rules of the college?”

* Yes, @lnT) |

“ Then why did you go?”

Silence.

** You cannot tell me?” -

. *No, sir.”

“Then you cannot expect me to believe so
wild and absurd a statement,” said Mr.
Ford quietly. *I am afraid that appear-
ances are very deceitful in your case. Under
an_appearance of boyish frankness, I am
afraid you conceal a nature that can only
do harm to the boys you associate with. It
is very clear to me that you had an assistant
in breaking bounds last night.”

fern kept his eyes on the floor. He was
not likely to give away Skelton.

“1 will not ask you his name,” said Mr.
Ford. *“ He did not go with you, and so he
is probably less guilty. For the last time,
Redfern, can you give me a full and credible
account of what you did last night?”

Silence. g

“Very welli®™5said the Fourth-Form
master quietly, “ You will come with me to
the Head.” ! ?

He opened the study door and led the way.

CHAPTER 17,
The Last Chance,
L EDDY!”
kelton was ealling the name in
the passage when the Fourth-
Form master came out of his
study, followed by Redfern minor.

Mr. Ford did not look round. His face was
very grave and pained in expression. He had
a kind heart, and the escapade of Redfern
minor troubled him more than the boys would
easily have credited. But bhe bad his duty

to do.

Redfern glanced at Skelton, but did not
speak. - Skelton stared at him blankly, and
burried towards him. Mr. Ford, striding on
ahead with a rustle of his gown, did not
look back. ;

“What’s the row, Reddy?” whispered Skel-

n.
*1'm going to the Head.”

*“ My only hat!™

+1 hope 1 shall pull through. Anyway,
keep your mouth shut—you understand?””
whispered Redfern burriedly.

“ Bupe—»

“ Not a word—about Arthur, you know—
not a word about my going to see him,”
Redfern whispered. ** Keep quiet—and tell

““Mind, not a word!”

“ All right, but—"

The whispered voices seemed to.catch the
Form-master’s ear at last, and he glanced
_sternly round.

REDFERN MINOR.

“ Yes, sir.

Skelton stood open-mouthed while the
junior followed the Form-master. He was
almost dazed. He watched them as far as
the door of Dr. Cramston’s study, and he
saw the door of that dreaded apartment
close upon them.

Redférn was before the Head!

Skelton gave an mmward groan. It was
not a light thing to be taken before the
Head in any case, even when innocent, and
Redfern was not innocent of breaking bounds
at night. i

** My only hat!” murmured Skelton, hurry-
ing away in search of Brown IIL, feeling
that he needzsl counsel at that moment.
“ What's going to come of it? Reddy will be
expelled ; and be won’t say a word about that
rotten brother of his! hat’s to be done?
My only summer hat! Reddy sha®n’t be
sacked if I can help it!”

Bump!

Skelton, dashing on he hardly knew
whither in his anxiety and excitement, ran
right into Brown III., and sent him flying.

rown sat’'down on the ground and glared
at Skelton, who reeled against a tree, gasp-
ing for breath. 5

* You—you utter ass!” panted Brown.

“Ow! Sorry!’ gasped Skelton.

“You frabjous idiot!" f ;

“ Look here, shut up! Reddy’s in trouble!”
said Skelton quickly.

‘Brown whistled. !

-** Blessed if that chap isn't always ia
trouble!” he said. ** What's the latest?”

*“ Fordy’s taken him into the Head.”

* Great Christopher Columbus!™

“ Jolly serious, ain't it?” said Skelton

e Redfem,"tbﬂow me more closely.”

glumly. “ What's to be done? We're mot

going to have old Reddy sacked from St.

Dolly’s.” b
“ Phew!"”

* That’s what it means, you know. Reddy
says Fordy saw bhim last night near Wyn-
dale. He'll put two and two together, and
make five of it, as these grown-ups generally
do,” said Skelton, with all the wisdom of
fourteen and a half, * They'll think Reddy
was on the razzle, you know. Anyway,
they know he hroke bounds at night, and
that's enough for the sack.”

**He could explain—"

“ Not without giving his major away.”

“ By George, no! And that would mean
the sack for Redfern major.”

“You know Reddy.” said Skelton, almost
tearfully. “He'd let himself be cut in
pieces for that major of his.. Blessed if I
knoyv what he sees in him! But there you
are!”

“It's rotten!”

“1 know it's rotten, but what's to be
done?"”

Brown shook his head. The problem was
too mueh for him, and he gave it up.

““ Reddy’s made me promise not to say a
word about his major,” said Skelton miser-
ably. “‘But for that, I'd be jolly well in-
clined to give his lordship away, and risk
being called a sneak—what?"”

Brown uttered a sudden exclamation.
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“I've got it!”

“ You've got what?’ asked Skelton sus-
piciously. ‘“A bee in your bonnet?’’

“ No!” said Brown excitedly. *‘ Redfern
major’s the man!” ) ]

*‘What on earth are you jabbering about?”

“Don’t you see? Redfern major doesn’'t
know anything about it so far, but when he
knows, he would be a worm 'if he didn't
own up.” !

“ And get sacked himself?”

“ Well, any fellow would do it rather than
let .a chap ' suffer in his place,” said
Brown IIL. sturdily. I would, Skelty, and
you would.” 1

“1—1 hope so, Browney, but—but I don’t
feel quite so sure about Redfern major. He's
a prefect, and in the Sixth, and he’s gob
‘a lot to lose. I—""

“ Give him a chance, anyway. It’'s the
only thing that can save Reddy.”

““Blessed if I don’t!” said Skelton. “It’s
a chance. I don’t care if he knocks my
head off for speaking to him. It's a chance
to help Reddy. Where is the chap? Have
you seen him?” £

“He was over by the gym. a few minutes
ago, talking to Ransome.”

“Then I'm off!” )

And Skelton pelted away in the direction
of the gym. Sure enough, there were the
two Sixth-Formers standing by the . door.
They were chatting, and Arthur’s tone was
very light. He was still feeling the sabis-
faction of his escape on the previous night,

and he had no suspicion so far that' his

minor was in trouble. °

Skelton dashed up, and halted breathless,
and the two semiors looked at him. Skelton
was so out of breath that he ‘could do
nothing but gasp for some eeconds. Ran-
some took him by the ear. i

“You can go and do the dying grampus
act somewhere else,”” he said. * Cut off I’

“1 w-w-w-want—-""

““You want a thick ear!”

“1 wan-want to speak to Redfern major,”
gulped out the breathless junior.

““ Go ahead!” said Arthur.

“It’'s about Reddy—your minor, you
know,” ‘Skelton went on, panting out the
words. ‘‘ He was nabbed last night! Fordy
collared him as he came in!”

Arthur changed colour.

“ What do you mean? What—-""

“He’s up before the Head!™

“ What!”

“ And he'll be sacked—sacked as sure as
a gun—unless—unless you own up and save
him!’’ panted out Skelton.

Arthur Redfern reeled against the wall of
the gym.

CHAPTER 18,
To Speak or Not to Speak,
RTHUR REDFERN seemed hardly to
breathe for the moment.
The blow was a staggering one.
el He had been congratulating himself
that the danger was past, that he had pulled
through the difficulties that beset him, that
all was plane sailing ahead.

' face the music.
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Skelton’s words came like a bolt from the

ue.

He had, indeed, escaped; but all that he
had escaped had fallen upon his younger
brother. Redfern minor, . instead of himself,
was standing that morning arraigned before
the Head. = - ]

The unfortunate prefect could not speak.
This was' the end of his security—this was
the end of the good resolutions ‘he had
been making that momning. Everything was
wrong again, and worse than ever.

What was he to do? ) 3 !

Ransome thrust his hands deep into his
trousers pockets, and whistled - softly under
his breath. He kpmew what he would have
done, but he did not knmow what Arthur
would do. ) y

Skelton was watching the prefect’s face
eagerly. :

** You can’t let Reddy be sacked.” said the
junior, at last. *‘ He broke bounds to warn
you. You can’t let him——"’

*““Hold your tongue!’”
sharply. !

But even the cad of the Sixth could not
restrain the speech of the Fourth-Former at
that moment. Skelton was too anxious aboub
his chum.

“1 won’t hold ymy tongue!” he eried.
“ And Redfern major can’t let Reddy be
sacked. It was for his sake—"

Ransome drew h';s.,,_rﬂght hand from his
pocket, the fist clenched. Skelton backed

said Ransome

‘away a pace, his eyes warily on the Sixth-

ormer, but unsubdued.

i Redd?f’s with the Head now,” he went
on resolutely. ‘““You knmow what that
means. Redfern major can’t leave him to
He won’t say a word. You
kuogv’ Reddy. He won't let me speak. But

Arthur found his voice.

“ What do you know about the matter at
all, Skelton?”

ihhlt helped Reddy out of the window lash
night.”

::%ou”know why—why he came out?”

“ How came he to be caught?”

“ Mr. Ford saw him on the Wyndale road,
and waited for him to come in. He caunght
him at the window.” '

Arthur’s lips tightened. Was there ever
such rotten ill-luck? He had gone safely in.
He had said good-night to his minor at the
window of his study, and Siduey had gone
thence direct to capture! If B’ had only
known !

“ And Sidney kas told Mr. Ford nothing?”

“Not a word! You know Reddy.”

““ And he’s with the Head?"

“Mr. Ford has just taken him in.”

Arthur’s pale face looked strangely old
and worn. There was no loophole of escape.
One had to suffer, either the guilty or the

innocent. Which was it to be?

< ““You can go, Skelton,” eaid & Arthur
quietly.

‘““ But—but you're mnot going to leave
Reddy?”

“ Leave it to me!”

Skelton hesitated, but he could do no
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more. He nodded and walked away to rejoin
Brown III., who was waiting for him under
the trees. Brown looked at him eagerly.

“Is he going to own up?" fegis

6‘1 dm’t' kDOW'S' :

“But he must! He—"'

1 think he will, unless he's a measly
worm,” ?ﬂd Skelton savagely. * But if he
doesn’t, I've a jolly gdod mind to/ own up
for him. Reddy’s not going to be sacked
fr%n St. Dolly’s to shield his major, that’s a
cert.” :

Brown nodded rather hopelessly. He felt
that it all depended upon Redfern major.
What would Arthur do?

What could Arthur do? That was the
question that was humming in the brain of
the prefect. What could he do? Stand
agide and say nothing—allow his younger
brother to be disgraced, or own up, and
take the disgrace upon himself? e

He looked at Ransome. The cad of the
Sixth was looking very grave, He knew that
with all his cunning he must tread warily

Nnow.

“ What can I do, Ransome?”

“1 don’t kmow.”

Then Arthur burst out passionately.

*“You don't know! You dragged me into
this. You know I didn’t want to come to
Cunliffe’s place last night. You dragged me
there. Now I’ve got into a horrible fix over
it, and ask your advice, you say coolly you
don’t’ know! You ought to know. Why
can’t you help?”

Ransome shrugged his shoulders. ¥

“I'm willing enough to give adviee, if
you like to take it.”

“Well, give it, anyway, hang you!”

“ Let well alone,” said Ransome. " You'res
not called upon to ruin yourself for the sake
of a meddling kid. He oughtn’t to have
been caught. Why conldn’t he have more
sense? 2

‘ Begides, he was running the risk for you.
1f you take it all off his shoulders, it’s you
running the risk for him, .and you never
asked him to interfere.” ’ .

“ You want me to leave him fo his fate2™’

1 don’t want you to do anything. It’s no
business of mine. You asked for my advice,
and I've given it.”

Y shall have to take it upon myself.”

1f Ransome had opposed him Arthur wonld
have become more and more obstinate.  But
the cad of the Sixth kmew his man; he
knew it all well enough, and he chose the
opposite tack.

“ As you like, of course;” he eaid. “If it
would make yonu more comfy to go to the
Head and be expelled—go! You're your own
master.”

Arthur shivered.

““Expelled! Of course it would mean that.”

“0Of course it would—for yon.”

* And for him, teo, I suppose,” said Arthur
angrily.

“0Oh, no! He's a junior, you're a senior
and a prefect. There's extenuating circum-
stances for bim—none for you, He will very
Likely be flogged, but I suppose he can stand

‘REDFERN MINOR.

that. He may get off the sacking, especially
if you speak for him.” .

Arthur started. ;

‘11" he breathed.

““ Yes, you. You have a jolly good charaz-
ter in the school. You're a prefect; you are
a favourite scholar of the Head’s. 'He
wouldn’t like to bring disgrace upon:youn hy
sacking your minor, if he could help it. If
you speak for him, and promise to keep an
eye on him in future, and generally dry-nurse
him. [ think——"" ¥

“Is this a time for your rotten jékes, con-
found you?”? R0

“I’'m not joking. I1f the Head feels that
your minor i spgcial care, he

i

‘under your
may give him another chanc
Arthur laughed

mirthlessly.

“Under my care! But I suppose there's
something in what you say, if T could play
the hypocrite well enough.”

““It's only a question of nerve. Anyway,
don’'t be hasty. If your minor. is sacked,
then there’s plenty of time to be sacked in
his place. If it’s a flogging, the youngstar
will face it all right. He's got pluck enough.”
~ ““How could 1 be such a cad—-"

“ That will wear off, too. Wait till the
storm’s blown over, and you’ll forget the
whole business.” "

“T feel that I hate you sometimes, Ramn-
some!” broke out Arthur.

Ransome .laughed. | .

“Because I'm your best friend.”

‘,"My worst enemy, more likely. I can’t do

“ What—own uP?” y
“No, hang you! 1 can’t let Sidney suffer
for me.” / :

“ Better think twice——"7

“Hang it! If I think twice I shall play the
‘cad, 1 know that. d'm going straight to the
Head.”

“That’s as you choose.”

Arthur gave him a bitter look, and hesi- |
tated a moment; then he swung off directly
towards the schoolhouse, his face pale and
set. Ransome watehed him with a eynical
smile on his lips.

“Ten toone he doesn’t go into the house,”
he murmured, “‘and a hundred to one
doesn’t. go to the Head's study!”

And he watched the prefeet with a mocking
interest. Arthur's steps siackened as he drew
nearer the honse—slower and slower. At the
doorway he paused, irresolute, and then,
with still slower steps, he passed on, without
entering the house.

Ransome smiled.

Dr. Cranston had listened quietly to Mr.
Ford’'s explanation. Redfern minor stood
silent, with a pale, troubled face and a beat~
ing heart, but an invincible resolution.

Well he knew the danger he stood in;
but his determination was takem—hbe would
utber no word that would injure his brother.

The Head turned his glance upon Redfern
minor. His eyes were very hard bhehind
his gold-rimmed pince-nez.

“You have heard all that Mr. Ford has
said, Redfern?”

‘¢ Yes, sir.”



. £Y CHARLES HAMILTON.

“ Have you au}bh:mg to say""

“1 am sorry, sir.’

The Head's lips hardened.

““That is hardly sufficent, Redfern. The
position in which you stand is sufficent to
make you sorry. You have broken bounds
at night from the school?”

#Yes, gir."

“You did so for the purpose of visxtm.g a
dzsre;}mtable alehouse at Wyndale?”

es, sir.”

““ But you deny that you had friends among
the habitues there, or tha,t you went there
for any unlawful purpose?

““ Yes, sir,” said Redfern again. ¢

“But you cannot explam what your pur-
pose was”"

‘“ No, sir.

*“ Is that. all you have to say, Redfern?”

*“That is all, sir,” :

“ You know what the result must be?”

Redfern was silent,

“1t has become known to me of Ilate,”
said the Head quietly, * that boys belonging
to 8t. Dorothy's have been seen in the
vicinity of that disreputable place in Wyn-
dale. ‘T have requested the prefects to keep
a very keen look-out. You are the first who
has been detected. Do yom deny that you
are in the habit of wisiting the place?”

Redfern flushed.

‘“Certainly, sir.”

“You have never been there before?”

The junior was silent. The Head scanned
hiz face, alternately flushing a.ud paling.
A grim smile crossed the doctor's lips.

““Ah, you do not deny that you have been
there before?”

* Onee, sir—only once.”

“For an innocent, purpose the same as
with last: ?ght s visit, 1 suppose?” said the
Head, with cold irony.

o Qulte innocent as far as I was concemed
sir.’

*1 am afrald, Redfern, that you are tax-
ing my credullty too far. In any case, I can
only deal with the facts, which you cannot
expln,m away. You have, by wour own ad-
y-ission, twice visited the place. Your purr
po-e in going there you refuse to explain.
There is only eme decision I can come to.
You. are not the kind of boy, evidently, to
associate with the juniors here. I am afraid
that if you remain at Dorothy’s I shall
hear of -more visits to the Green Man.”

Redfern bit his lip.

**You unde-stand, therefore, Redfern, that
unless you give me a full and adequate ex-
planation, you leave St Dorothy’s.”

¢ I—1 suppose so, sir.’

“«1 shall not act in haste, however. I
cling to the hope that it xs poss:ble you have
sume explanation to offer,” said Dr, Cranston
sternly. ** I should be sorry indeed to bring
disgrace upon the name you bear, which is
borne by the boy in this school who shows
more promise than any other. You will be
confined in the punishment-réom for twenty-
foar hours, Redfern. If at. the end of that
time_you still fail to satisfy me, you leave
St. Dorothy’s.”

Redfern said no word. The Head rang, and
Phipps appeared. Phipps, the house-porter,

) quietly.
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was generally on somewhat hostile terms
with the juniors, but just now he gave Red-
fern a look of as much sympathy as he could
manage to show. He knew even better than
the junior did the position he stood in.

‘“You will take Master Rediern to the
punishment-room, Ph'pps ” eaid the Head
‘“He w'll remain there till to-mor-
Tow morning, upon the usual punishment dlet
You will sec that noione has access to him.”

“ Very good, sir.’

‘“You will go with Phipps, Redfern.”

Redfern minor left the study. The Head
turned to Mr. Ford with a' sigh.

“1 am more sorry for this than I can

say, sir,”’ said the Fourth Form-master. ‘I
rather liked the lad; and one would have ex-
pected bim to follow the example of his
elder brother, too.”

Dr. Cranston nodded.

“T anf afraid that through this boy, I have
been led to de Redfern major an injustice,”
he said. “He was away from the scheol last
night, as I discovered by accident, and did
not return till late. I am afraid I allowed
myself to doubt him for the moment. I
think it very probable now that this boy may
have been the cause of it. Redfern major
may have discovered his pursuits, and may
have been taking somg steps in connection
with the matter. I cannot quite understand
the, position taken up by the junior; but one
thing is certain—if he does not explain him-

self sa,tlstactorlly within twenty- four hours,
1 shall expel him from the school.’

Meanwhile, Redfern minor followed Phipps.
There ‘was a group of juniors waiting in the
passage to see him come out of the Head’s
study, and. Skelton and Brown ran forward at
once as soon as he appeared

“ What'’s the verdict, Reddy?" asked Skel-
boghbrea.thlessly. &

ipps interpose

“Keep back, young gentlemen! You are
not allowed to speak to Master Redfern.”

* Oh, shut up, Phippy!”’

‘““Head’s orders, sir!”

“ Where are you taking him?”’ demanded
Skelton hotly.

‘* Punishment-room, sir.”

And Phipps hurried his charge on, leaving
the juniors staring. .

“My only hat!” said Skelton. * Punish-

ment-room! The Head must be waxy. Punish-
ment-room hasn’t been used only once since
I've been at St. Dolly’s, and then it was for
a chap who was gomz to be sacked. This
means that Reddy—

“1s going to be sacked!” said Brown

gloomily.

“Sacked!” said Taffy, with a whistle.,
“ What for?’

"Breakmg bounds.”:

*“ Phew

The Fourt.h Form went into early lessons
that morning in a perturbed frame of mind.
It was known® through the whole Form that
Redfern minor was in the punishment-room,
and that it was expected that he would be
** sacked.” 1

Mr. Ford had a difficalt task with his class
that morning. .

Redfern’s desk being unoccupied was a suffi-
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cient proof to the Foutth-Formens that the
rumour was correct. Skelton and Brown were
suppose to know more about the matter than
the rest, as Redfern’s chums, and they were
assailed with incessant inquiries: but Skelton
and ‘Brown kept their own counsel.

1t was Redfera’s secret, and, sorely as they
were tempted to tell the facts in'public, they
obeyed Redfern’s wishes. The curious iuniors
received no_satisfaction from them. In the
interest_excited by Redfern’s plight, even the
distinction of Classicals and Moderns seemed
to be forgotten.

Taffy & Co. were just as anxious about Red-
fern as were Skelton and Brown. The morn-
ing was a distracting one to Mr. Ford, and he
was glad when he dismissed his class.

The junions, equally glad to be released,
poured out into the quadrangle, and the cne
Yop;{c of discussion was Reddy and Reddy's bad
uck.

Taffy & Co. collared Skelton in the-quad.,
and insisted upon an explanation. !

“ What's the tow?” demanded Taffy,
clutching Skelton by the shoulder. * What's

the matter with Reddy? What did he break

bounds for?”

** That's telling!”

“ Well, tell us.”

“ 1t’s Reddy's secret.”

“Rats!”

“More rats, then!” said Skelton cheerfully.

“You'd better tell us,” said Tafly. * You
sce, we may be able to get old Reddy out, of
the scrape. Yom Classical chaps can’t
manage it, of course.”

“Then it’s jolly sure you Commercial
asses wouldn’t be able tol”

“1f you want a thick ear, Skelton—-"

“ Br-r-r-ri” 3

“T'11 jolly well—'"

* Pax, chappies!” said: Vernon mildly.
“ We don't want to row now. There's
Reddy to be thought of. He's in the punish-
*ment-room. He's on punishment diet. You
know what that is—bread and scrape and
weak tea.” /

“Just what I was going to say,” ve-
marked Rake. \

*“Awful!” said Spratt, with an expression
of genuine concern. ‘‘ Blessed if the Fourth
ought to stand it!" ;

* What price a deputation to the Head on
the subject?"” said Benson.

““ Hear, hear!”

“Rot!” said Skelton. ‘“No good playing
the giddy ass! But it’s rough on Reddy.
We ought to manage to get some grub to
the poor chap. Fanecy a whole day on bread-
and-scrape!”

*“ Horrible !I””

“TLet’'s go and see if we can speak to
him,” @aid Skelton. * Not all you chaps; a
croyyd will give it away. Brown and I will

0. :
< Better leave it to us,” suggested Taffy.
“It’s better for sensible chaps to deal with
a delicate matter like this.”
“0h, you go and eat cokernuts!™
And Skelton and Brown entered the house.
Taffy - and Co., quite conyinced that they
were the suitable persons to deal with the
matter, followed them.

'how,”’ went on Skelton hurriedly.

REDFERN MINOR.

The punishment-room, in epife of its name,
was simply an ordinary room, with an extra
strong lock upon the door, and a bar across
the window. It was upon the same floor as
the Fourth-Form studies, and at the end
of a long passage, off which several rooms
opened, which were used as box-rooms.

The five juniors went up to the Fourth-
Form passage with an air of exaggerated
carelessness, which was quite sufficient to
awaken suspicion, if they had been observed,
and they reached the end of the corridor,
where the mnarrow and dusky passage
branched off. Skelton approached the
corner very cautiously, and peeped round.
He had expected to see Phipps on guard
outside the door of the punishment-room, but
the house-porter was not to be seen.

Skelton looked round at his friend.

“It’s all right. Come on!™

¢ Jolly good!”

The juniors hurried on. They reached the
end of the passage in a few seconds, and
Skelton and Taffy tapped at the door to-
gether. i

“ What did you tap for, you Welsh rabbit!”

¢ What did you tap for, you Yorkshire
dumpling?”’

““Look here—""

“ Look here—-'""

“Pax,” said Vernon. * Phipps may be
here at any minute, before you've spoken to
Reddy.” X

* Just what I was going to say.” !

There was a tap from inside the room.
Skeltonr knelt down, and put his mouth
close to the keyhole.

“T say, Reddy.’

‘““Hallo!”

“ Are you all right?”

“Oh, right as rain—I don’t think !

“ Hungry, I suppose?”

*“Yes, rather.”

““ We're going to get you some grub svovme-

“we'll
manage it. I suppose Phipps has the key of
this lock?"”

““Yes, he takes it away with him.”

“Might get in at the window,
Have you a cord?"”

“T've got a piece of twine.”

“Good! You can lower that from the
window, and I'll tie a cord on it, and you

then

.can pull that up, and then a bundlge of

grub.’

*“Thanks awfully, old chap! You're a

?xgto.n! I'm deuced peckish, and no mis-
ake!” 5

“Can we do anything for you, besides the
grubb‘.;“

“ No.

“ Suppose I tell Ford about it—""

“I'll never speak to you again if you do.
Mind, you've promised.”

“ You'll be sacked, Reddy."”"

“T can stick it, I suppose,”

“ You're an asgs!"

““ Thank you!™ -

“Here, let me have a word with him.”
said Tafly, pulling Skelton away from the
keyhole. **1 expect 1 could manage to get
him offi—" ;

‘“Get away!l" ¥



BY
“ You gel away, you duffer!
speak—"

*“ Leggo, you Modern ass!”

“ Rats, you Classical dummy !

Skelton gave Taffy  a shove, and Tafly
dragged Skelton over with him. Both of
them were getting "excited, and the next
moment—one hardly knéew how—they were
rolling on the floor in whirling combat. !

“Hallo!” came Redfern’s voice through
the keyhole. “ What the dickens is that row
about?’”’

There was no reply, save a sound of
grunting and scuffling. Then suddenly Vernon
uttered an exclamation.

“Cavel”

Phipps was coming along the passage, in
great baste, and with a very red face.

I want to

CHAPTER 19,
Friends in Need.

AFFY dragged himself loose from Skel-
ton and jumped up. There was an
ooze of red from his nose, and one of
Skelton’s eyes was growing blue.

Taffy dabbed a handkerchief on his nose as.

he ran. The juniors scuttled off, and Phipps
arrived at the door of the punishment-room
red and wrathful and panting for breath.

He selected a big key on his bunch, un-
locked the door, and looked in. He seemed
to: want to satisfy himself that his prisoner
was- safe.

The room was a small one, barely furnished
—bed, table,  and chair. There was one
window, which had a strong bar across. Red-
fern minor was looking towards the door,
and he met Phipps's glance with a nod.
Redfern was looking a little pale, but he
was quite self-possessed. The position he was
in troubled his mind, but did mot daunt his
courage. i

“It’s all right. Phippy,” he said cheer-
fully; “I'm still here!”

Phippy looked at him suspiciously.

“Them young  gentlemen have been
a-talking to you through the keyhole, Master
Redfern.”

*“Go hon!”

*“ 1 ghall keep an eye open for them now.”

“1 say, Phippy, couldn’t you manage a
little . grub for me?” said Redfern per-
suasively, as the house-porter was closing the
door.. “I'm hungry.”

Phipps shook his head.

1 daren’t, Master Redfern.”

‘ But I'm hungry.”

“Put him in the punishment-room on the
punishment diet, eays the ’Ead,” replied
Phipps. ‘‘ Horders is horders, Master Red-
fern.” .

“Yes, I suppose s0,” assented Redfern.
“I don’t want to get you into ‘a row. Roll
along with the bread-and-scrape.”

And Phipps grinned and:locked the door.
Redfern was to have bread and cheese for his
dinner. Bread and cheese was a nourishing
diet enough; but the hungry junior thought
of the well-spread table in the dining-hall,
and his mouth watered. As soon as Phipps
was gone, he crossed to the window and
looked out, standing on the tips of his toes.

!
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He dould see a good portion of the quad-
rangle from the window of the punishment-
room. There were plenty of fellows in the
quadrangle, and he caught sight of some
Fifth Form boys punting about a football,
the first punt-about of the season. A cloud
crossed the jumior’s face. He had been look-
ing forward keenly to football at St. Dolly's,
and now he was to go.

The room he was in was on the third floor

of the house. Below was the window of
Herr Rheinberger's room—a window shaded
by the branches of a big elm. Redfern won-
dered whether the herr was in his room. He
usually retired there to read a German paper
at the window after his lunch.
_Redfern looked round anxiously for some
sign of his friends in the quad. They did
not appear.. A sound at the door made him
turn quiékly from the window. Phipps en-
tered with a plate of bread and cheese, none
too liberal in quantity.

‘“There you are Master Redfern.’”

‘““Thanks awfully!” said Redfern. *‘ Did
you carry that up. alone, Phippy? Sit down
and rest for a minute or two.”

Phipps chuckled.

“I'm sorry it's no more, Master Redfern.”

“ Perhaps it will be more soon, old- son,”
murmured Redfern to himself, as the house-
glg)rter retired and locked the door behind

m.

Redfern nibbled the bread and cheese, and
watched from the window. Suddenly his eyes
gleamed. It was past two o’clock, and the
time was drawing near for afternoon lessons.
But his friends had not forgotten him.

Round the corner of the house came Skel-
ten and Taffy, and the latter was carrying
a basket in his hand. The basket was closed ;
but Redfern did not need telling what it
centained. It was a basket from the school
tuckshop, and Redfern knew that it was
packed with *‘ tuck.”

Taffy glanced up at the window and looked |
relieved when he saw Redfern on the wateh.
The bar across the window did not prevent
Redfern from raising the sash. He was look-
ing out over the sill, and he waved his hand
to the two juniors below. 'The Classical and
the Modern leaders had evidently made it
“pax,” for the suke of helping Redfern in
the time of frouble.

Skelton waved back, with a grin: He dared
not call out, for fear that his voice would be
heard.. The big elm-tree screened the juniors
from view in the quad., but they would have
been quite visible to anybody looking out of .
Herr Rheinberger’s window.

At that window Taffy and Skelton looked
very dubiously. :

If the German master were there, there
was a certain amount of risk in sending up
the basket of provisions, which would have
to be drawn up directly in front of his win-
dow. Yet it would go.up so quickly, that
doubtless he would not notice it. Then, the
risk had to be run if the basket was to be
conveyed to Reddy at all.

Redfern drew a long twine from his pocket, .
and tied a penknife on the end as a weight,
and allowed it to slide from his window.
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Skelton caught the penkmife as it ‘came
within reach, and detacnlifd it, securing the
light string. To the end of the string he
tied a cord, by which Reddy was to draw
up the basket. He also pinned a piece of
paper, folded very small, to the string.

Then he waved his hand.

Redfern pulled up the string, and the
cord followed. He caught the end of the
cord, and gave it a turn round his wrist for
security, and theh detached Skelton’s note.

t was a brief note in a sprawling hand.

“Lock out for old Vaterland. He's in his
room, I'll watch his window, as I can see it
from the ground. Watch me while you're
pulling up the basket, and if I raise my
right hand, let it go instantly and duck in.”

Redfern read the note, and waved his
hand to Skelton as a sign that he under-
stood. .

Taffy, after a cautious glanece round, fas-
tened the end of the cord to the handle of
the basket.

He stepped away from it, and looked up
at Redfern minor at the window. Redfern
began to pull on the cord. .

‘“Phew! It's pretty heavy!" he murmured.

And he grinned appreciatively.

He had expected a small consignment of
“tuck” in the basket—a few sandwiches,
and a bag of tarts, and a hottle of ginger-
beer perhaps. But the juniors had evidently
determined to look " after him better than
that. From the weight of the basket, it
seemed to contain a very considerable selec-
tion of the good things from the school
tuckshop. The Classicals and the Moderns
had undoubtedly had a ‘‘ whip round " to
do their very best for Reddy.

The eord tautened, and hung straight as a
stick downwards as the weight of the basket
came upon it. )

So far, there was little danger. Even if
Herr Rheinberger was reading his paper at
the window of his room, he was not likely to
see the slim cord outside.

But it would be different when the basket
rose to the level of his window, It was quite
likely—more than likely—that he would see

it.

And so the two juniors below watched with
anxious face and beating hearts. The only
thing was for Reddy to put on speed as soon
as the baskeb reached the herr’s level, and
whisk it up to his window as suddenly as

ible. :

Steadily the basket rose in the air.

Redfern pulled it up slowly and caumous}iy
at first. The basket spun round aund round,
but he was careful not to give it a swing
that would cause it to knock against wall
or window. . g

It rose as high as Herr Rheinberger’'s win-
dow-sill.

Skelton drew a quick breath.

“Now's the time!” he muttered. * Go it,
Reddy!"”

“No sign of the herr yet,” murmured
Taffy.

Redfern pulled more quickly on the string.
Unfortunately, the top of the basket caught

MINOR.

for a moment under the edge of the window-

sill and there was a sharp scraping as Red-

fern jerked it loose. y
Swinging to and fro violently, the basket

swung on upwards.

Taffy snapped his teeth.

““ Rotten bad luck!

*“Look!" i

“ What?"

""‘Hen' Rheinberger's window! He's seen

The fat face of the German master had
appeared at the window. He was looking
out through the glass, and he caught a
glimpse of the bottom of the basket as it
floated upward past the top panes.

For a moment the German was transfixed.
Then he threw up the sash of his window.
and put his head out, to-discover what was
the strange object that had floated past his
window.

Ag he heard the sash go, Skelton threw up
his hand in a frantic signal to Redfern, and
dodged behind the tree. iF

Redfern was watching Skelton, waiting for
a signal, and he obeyed it. The arrange-
ment was to let the basket go if Skelton
raised his arm.

Redfern let it go instantly, and drew back
from the window.

Crash!

There was a terrific yell from below.

Herr Rheinberger had put out his head
just as Redfern let the basket drop, and
the basket of tuck dropped fairly upon the
head of the German master.

it

“Ach! Ow! Yow! Ach!™
“My only hat!" gasped Taffy. * Reddy's
done it now!”
CHAPTER 20,
¢ 8cot Free.”
“ CHA
A 't'“ M-m-my hat! Reddy's done
it

‘“ Ach, Himmel!™

Redfern minor stared down over the sill
of his window in blank dismay.

The basket of provisions, after bumping
upon Herr Rheinberger's head, slid off, and
whizzed to the ground, where it landed with
a crash.

The lid burst open and the basket rolled
over, and the contents—most of them
damaged—gushed out on all sides.

There were cakes and pies and jellies,
bananas and apples and oranges, bottles of
ginger-beer and bottles of lemonade. Most
of the bottles were broken, and the refresh-
ing beverages were streaming over the pies
and the cakes and the tarts.

If Redfern minor had been going to stand
a siege for a week in the punishment-room,
his friends could hardly have brought him a
more plentiful supply. But not a morsel of
that supply was destined to reach Redfern.

Herr Rheinberger was dazed, naturally
enough, for some moments. He could only
blink and say * Ach!”

But at length he turned his gaze upward
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fo discover what it was that had smitten
him, and whence it had come. !

Redfern minor saw the German's head
turning ‘up, and he prompfly popped back
from the window. He had let the cord fall
with the basket and there wias no evidence
to connect him with the matter at all.

Herr Rheinberger gazed upwards, and an
cxpression of pfofound amazement came over
his plump, flaxen-whiskered face.

If the basket had been a holt from the
blue, it could not have astonished the good
herr more. o N

“ Ach!” he murmured, rubbing the back
of his head. *It is no dream, pecause I
haff te pig pump on mein head after. Ach!
Bub vat is it? Vere is it tat it come from
pefore? 1 am amaze! 1 am astound!”

Then Herr Rheinberger gazed downwards
at the upset basket, the scattered provisions,
and the broken bottles. o]

“ Ach! I tink I see!”

Skelton and Tafly were making themselves
as small as possible behind- the big tree.
Taffy peeped cuutionsly round the trunk.

“Is he still looking?”> murmured Skelton.

‘“Yes, rather!™

*“ Blow!"”

And the juniors lay low. Footsteps were
coming round the corner of the house; the
crashing of the falling basket had been

‘heard.

“ Better cut,” whispered Skelton.

“He'll see us from the window.”

*“He's short-sighted; and that’s a senior
coming--I can tell by the fairy footsteps -
said Skelton hurriedly.

“ All right, cut!”

Herr Rheinberger drew in his head at that
moment. He had resolved to descend and
investigate upon the spot. Taffy peeped out,
and saw that he ‘was gone, and his face
brightened up. .

“Come on, kid!” he muttered. y

And the two juniors darted off. They took
the direction opposite to that from which the
footsteps sounded. In about three seconds
they were dashing round an angle of the
bunilding at top speed.

There was a sharp exclamation.

“Ow!” gasped Skelton. ‘“What rotten
luck!”

The flying juniors stopped just in time to
avoid crashing into a Sixth-Former, who was
coming towards the corner. It was Arthur
Redfern. The crash had capght his atten-
tion, too.

“ Stop!” said Redfern major curtly.

They halted, breathless.

“ What have you been doing? What was
that row about just now?” L

** N-nn-nothing, Redfern' major.”

Arthur smiled grimiy. .

“1t was a great deal of noise for nothing,”
he remarked. :

““Only a basket of grub upset.’ {

“©h! What were you doing with 167"

Skelton and Tafiy exchanged helpless looks.

The prefect’s questions had to be answered.)
“ 1t was being pulled up to.a  window,'}

said Skelton, at last.
** What window?”
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Skelton drew a deep breath.

a gg?‘,\\'indm\' ,of the punishment:room.”

‘ Herr + Rheinberger put his head out of
the window underneath, and Reddy let the
basket bump on his snapper,” said Skelton
confidentially. *“Tt was‘some grub for your
winor, Redfern. You den’t ‘mind, do you?"
“ Arthur frowned. i

#“1f my minor is in the punishment-rogm
it’s no business of yours to send him food,”
he said gruffly.
© “ But he's hungry.”

““ That's the Head’s business.” :

“Well, I—I suppobe it is,” said Skelton
gslowly. ““But bread and scrape isn't ‘much
for a kid like Reddy. You should see the
way he can wire in at mealtimes. And—
and he’s your minor, Redfern. Don’t make
.a row aboub it.”

“You seem to forget that I am a pre-
fect,”’ said Arthur, still more gruffly. “I
shall have to report you to your ¥Form-
master.” .

“Oh!” ejacutated Taffy, with a dismal
vision of stopped half-holidays and endless
lines in store. ‘/Oh!” 3
. Skelton looked a little dangerous. With
any other prefect he would aever have
thought of arguing. But. with Arthur Red-
fern! He remembered what was the cause
of his chum’s being shut up in the punishi
ment-room - at all. . He recollected where -
<Arthur had been on the previous n_lgéht. And
+this was the prefect who had so strong a
sense of duty when it was a question of
punishing others. 5 ¥

Skelton's lip curled. 't

“You are going to report us, Redfern
major?” he asked. <

““0f course,” said Arthur, looking at him.

The voice of Herr Rheinberger was heard
round the angle of the wall.

“Ach! Tat is ein pasket, and tat is food
—cakes and pies, ain't it, and. buddings?
Ach! Tat is certainly vat fall on mein
head mit itself pefore. But who and vat and
how, ain’t it?”

“You might let us go, Redfern major,”
said Skelton.

‘ Nonsense! Why?”

*It was for your minor—" . '

“That is no business of yours."”

** No, it's yours!” said Skelton, with spirit.
“You know jolly well what he's in" the
punishment-rocm for, and whether he ought
to be there; and who ought to be there in
his place, if it comes to that.”

Arthur turned white.

Skelton was y he had said so much the
next moment. “But he could mot recall his
words. The prefect looked at bim without
speeking for some moments. Taffy looked
‘on in wonder. ; i

“Yon can go!” said the prefect abruptly.
¢ 1—1 say, Redfern major——""

“That is enough; you can go."”

And Arthur walked away.

“ Better cut,” whispered Tafly.

‘They ran. In a couple of minutes they

"Y;?;C safe from the investigations of Herr

They stepped in the quad.,

Uleinberger.
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and then Taffy who was bursting with
curiosity, caught Skelton by the sleeve.

“1 say, Skelton, why did Redfern major
let you off?”

‘“ Why?" repeated Skelton vaguely.

“Yes. Why?”

“ Ask me another. T give that one up.”

Taffy grinned.

“Do you meéan to say you don't know?”

“ Oh, no, I know.”

“And you don't mean to tell me—=eh?”

“ Exactly!” said Skelton cheerfully.

And that was all the information Taffy

received on the subject.

R Skelton and Taffy had disappeared,
and Herr Rheinberger ‘was pieking up

the scattered provisions, and packing them

into the basket, evidently with the intention

of carrying them away for confiscation.

The junior grunted.

The feast had been so near and now it
was so far., He was terribly hungry.
Punishment diet seemed quite right and pro-
ﬁer to the Head; but the Head was fifty-

CHAPTER 21,
Better Luck.

EDFERN MINOR looked out of the
window of the punishment-room.

ve, and probably he had long ago forgotten
vhat his appetite was like at fourteen and a
half, Redfern minor . was strong and
healthy, and he could always keep his end
‘up at the dinner-table. The bread and cheese
Phipps. had brought him soon vanished, and |
ledfern minor was almost as hungry as
before. @

And the prospect was that he would get
nothing now till teatime, and then only a
meagre allowance of ‘“‘bread and scrape’’
and weak tea. Redfern minor was in a

gerious position; in_ the morning he would |

probably be *“sacked.”” But he may be ex-
cused if he thought more just then of missing |
his dinner than of probable sacking in the
morning. It was a more immediate worry.

The long, dull hours of the afternoon wore
{hemselves away. Redfern half expected a
visit from Herr Rheinberger, for the German
master must certainly hayve known that the
basket of provisions was being drawn up to
Redfern's -window when _that lamentable
accident had happened. But the herr did
not come. Possibly he was satisfied with
having confiscated the provisions, and perhaps
the German, who was a kind-hearted old fel-
low felt sorry for Redfern.

But it was so dull in the lonely room that
Redfern minor would almost have welcomed
a visit from a master with a cane.

While the other fellows were in the class-
rooms Redfern walked about the room or
stared out of the window in dull boredom.

He repeated to himself all the poetry he
knew by heart, tried to do sums in his
head, and went through gymmastic exercises
till he was tired, but the miserable hours
hung heavy on his hands. :

Solitary confinement, even for a few hours,
is a terrible punishment. Before he had been

*u the room two hours Redfern would wil-

REDFERN MINOR.,

lingly have changed it for a flogging. ‘As the
long, dull afternoon wore away he would
have changed it for anything—anything so
long as he could see a human face and hear
a human voice.

He¢ looked at his watch hundreds of times,
At half-past four the Fourth Form would
be out, and then he was certain he would
see something of his friends, When the

d was mnear the half-hour the junior
stationed himsell at the window, and watched
eagerly.

From that window the view was imprinted
upon - his brain as upon a photographic
negative. He knew every line in the build-
ings visible to him every brick almost, every
tree. He had gazed and gazed till even a
bird hopping on a bough had made a wel-
come change in the sameness of the view.

Where were his chums?

The half-hour had struck, the sound boom-
ing in at his window clearly. Surely. he
would see something of his friends now.

Round the angle of the building below a
youthful form came at a run. It was Brown
111. He looked up at Redfern's window, and
grinned and nodded when he saw Redfern.
The (German master's window below was
open, and Brown dared not call out. He
moved his mouth as if uttering words, and
waved his hands in frantic gesticulation.

Evidently he was trying to convey some
meaning to Redfern, but what it was the boy
could not possibly understand.

Brown worked his lips, and mnodded his
Hiead, and waved his hands till he looked,
like a ventriloquist’s figure or a marionette,
and Redfern could hatdly help laughing. But
of meaning he could derive nothing from
Brown’s gestures, A bald head was put out
of the window below, and Brown III. scut-
tled off like a scared rabbify and Redfern
saw him no more.

The junior was puzzled.

He could not make out anything from
Brown; but one thing seemed clear—that
Brown was trying to convey some sort of
information to him, and that could only
mean that the chums of the Fourth were on
the warpath again; With the German master
in his room low it was impossible to even
think of getting anything in at the window.
But the door was locked, and Redfern wvas
perplexed to know what ‘ wheeze'' the
el{t(-iirprising-junﬁors could possibly have in
mind,

A quarter of an hour passed, and no one
appeared in sight from the window, except
some distant punters:on the football-ground.
There was no sound in the passage; no tap
on the door. Phipps was pretty certain to
be too much on the alert for the juniors to
approach the door of the punishment-room
again,

** Reddy!”

Redfern minor gave a jump.

* Reddy!”

The word was audible in the punishment-
room; it sounded very faint and far, as if
spoken from a distance, but he heard it.
mTt}}e junior gazed round. him in astonish-

ent.
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Where had the voice come from?

* Reddy!”

“My only hat!” ejaculated Redfern.
“ Where the—what the—" ;

There was the rattle of a pebble in the
grate. Redfern started,, and turned quickly
towards the fireplace. Again that faint and
distant voice was audible.

“ Reddy!” .

b 'x\’d,y great Aunt Matilda, it’s the chim-
ney!

Redfern minor jumped towards the grate,
and bent down and tried to look up the
chimney. He could see no light at first, but
presently a glimmer was visible to him. The
voice came down the narrow channel.

““Reddy, old son!”

“Hallo!”

“0h, you can hear me?”

“ What-ho! Blessed if I knew what to
make of it at first!”

ere was a chuckle.

“No good trying the window again, sonny,
and Phippy is watching the passage like a
cat. I thought of the roof.”

“ Good egg!”

“There are four of us up here. Taffy's
nearly broken his meck, but nothing serious
has happened. It's flat just here, you know,
and we got out of the window of the top
box-room. We've got some grub.”

* Good egg!” :

¢ Are you hungry?"

“ Famished !’ !

¢“ Good! We've got a good deal, though
nothing like we had before. We blued nearly
all our tin o fhat lot and it’s been - col-
lared.”™ > &7

“ Hard ‘cheese!"

# ¢ But we've gob enough to set you up till

. to-morrow. You're not  going to starve,

“J whatever happens. And look here, we're go-
ing to get you off somehow, Reddy!”

“1 wish you could, Bkelton, old man!™

“ Oh, we're going to, somehow!’ said Skel-
ton. * We're not going to have you sacked.
Taffy and Co. are rallying up over this
matter the same as we are.. We don't kitow
exaetly what we're going to' do yet, but
we're jolly well going to do it, you can take
it from me.” 3

Redfern smiled.

“ Thanks . awfully, old chap! It’s ripping
to have chaps like you to stick to a fellow.
What about the grub?”

“I'm going-to lower it down the chim-

~ ney in small parcels. There isn’'t room for
a basket.”

“ Right you are!"

Skelton’s voice died away.
sound of rubbing and rummaging in the chim-
ney, and a considerable quantity of soot
came down into the grate. The soot was
followed by a parcel wrapped in thick brown-
paper on the end of a string.

Redfern secured i, and umfastened the
string.

“@Got it, Reddy?”

“ All serene!”

*“Shove it somewhere where it can't be
seen in case Phippy comes in. If there's an’

There was a
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alarm, begin to whistle, * What’s the T
with England?’ and I shall hear itbt%m.e" !

* Good egg!”

Redfern minor slipped the parcel under the
bed and waited for the next. Five or six
parcels were lowered in succession, and each
o; them was safely deposited in its hiding-
ghace. Redfern was waiting for another when

ere was a sound of footsteps outside the
door, and a key grated in the lock.

Immediately Redfern minor burst into a
shrill whistle, and the popular tune rang
through the punishment-room, and floated u
the chimney. There was a slight soun
audible from the roof as Skelton and Co.
scubtled away.

Phipps entered the punishment-room and
looked curiously at the whistling junior.

“ Which I'm glad to see you looking so
cheerful, Master Redfern,” he said.

# Thank you, Phipgy!” <

Phipps looked a little puzzled and seb down
his tray on the table. It bore a platé con-
taining three slices of bread-and-butter, and
a cup of decidedly weak tea. Redfern lodked
at the tray, and thought of the parcels under
the bed, and grinned. -

“ Which I'm sorry it's no more, Master
Redfern.” i \

“Oh, that's all right, Phippy! I know
you'd do your best for a chap here,” said
Redfern. ** I shall remember you in my will,
all the same.” ol

And Phipps grinned and retired.

It did not take Redfern long to open the
parcels. With a tremendous hunger that

‘had been growing all day, it can be imagined

how he greeted the sight of ham and hard-
boiled eggs, cold beef, and bread-and-butter,
cake and jam-tarts. He was very busy,.
and the inroad he made upon the provisions
was surprising. 2N g

He drank the tea Phippe had brought him,
but the bread-and-butter remained on the
plate. g

It was half an hour before the Hhouse-
porter returned for the tray, and in that
time Redfern had enjoyed one of the most
extensive feeds of his life, and had packed
away the remainder of the provisions—a
considerable quantity—under the bed. By
the time Phipps entered, Redfern was taking
a well-earned rest in the chair, with an ex-

.pression of great satisfaction upon his face.

The house-porter looked at the tray, where
the three slices of bread-and-butter still re-
posed and then at Redfern miner.

! “You ain't eaten your tea, Master Red-
ern.”’

“Noj; I've drunk it, Phippy.” 3
! “1 mean the bread-and-butter, Master Red.
ern,””

* Thanks, I don’t want it.”

“Don’t you feel hungry, sir?”

“ Not in the least.”

The porter shook his head.

“You must be ill, Master Redfern. You
ain’t had nothing since dinner, and you
always eat hearty, as I've moticéd. You
don't feel hungry?’

kg m !u
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“T'll leave the bread-and-butter in case
you want it.” '

““ Oh, no; that’s all right!”

““Look here Master Redfern,” said the
house-porter abruptly. . “ You're ill. This
bein’ shut up has put you off your feed.
You want something better. Look here! I'll
get you some sangwidges, if I lose my place
over it, T will.” f

“ You're a jolly good sort. Phippy; and
1'll remefaber this!” said Redfern, somewhat
touched by the concern of the porter. * But
it's all right! I don’t want anything. Look
here! You can leave the grub ii you like,
and T'll eat it presently.”

* Very good, Master Redfern!”

And Phipps carried the tray away, leaving
the plate of bread-and-butter on the table.

Redfern smiled a little. He could not tell
Phipps about the supply he had obbained, or
it would have been a house-porter’s duty to
take it away.

3 But the smile soon faded from Redfern’s
ace.

The dusk was falling in the quadrangle, and
as darkness descended upon the room - its
loneliness was more grim and oppressive. He
thought of the lighted common-room of the
studies, and the flow of chat in the Fourth
Torm . passage; and the silence of his sur-
roundings weighed heavily upon him.

" Darkness fell, and slowly the moon climbed
up beyond the clock-tower, and a ghostly
Jight fell upon the quadrangle and. shim-
mered in at the window of Redfern’s room.

It had a curiously depressing effect upon
the junior.

The solitude was wearing him down.

_ A grim, sleepless night—and the ‘‘sack”
in the morning! What a prospect!

Redfern moved restlessly about the room.

Nine o’clock rang out from, the clock-tower.
Half-past nine. The Fourth Form would be
going to bed now, and his brother would be
seeing. lights out. The junior eould not help
wondering what Arthur was thinking about,
what he was feeling like.

If he had been in Arthur’s place Redfern
would have gone straight to the Head and
told -him the truth, whatever the conse-
quences. He did not want to. think meanly
of his brother but he did not expect as
much of him. Arthur's was not the nature
to face a difficulty steadily; he could not
grasp the nettle, so to speak. But what
would he do? Would he allow his minor to
be expelled? What could be done?

Redfern started from his gloomy reverie
2s he heard the sound of the key being
turned cautiously in the lock. 4

.  CHAPTER 22.

Arthur Makes Up His Mind,

HE Fourth Form at St. Dorothy’s had
gone'to bed that night in a state of
unusual excitement. The sentence of
expulsion hanging over the head of a

member of their Form was enough to excite
them. And when the fellow was as popular
a5 Redfern minor was, and when it was felt
that +he certainly hadn’t dome anything bad

REDFERN' MINOR. ‘

enough to merit the punishmenf, it was cer~
tain that the Fourth would be greatly per-
turbed. And so they were. And when Arthur
Redfern looked into the dormitory to see
lights out he found that the Classical juniors
had not even begun to undress, and there
were a good many Moderns in the room
talking matters over with them. The
Moderns had a separate dorm., but they
were in no hurry to go to bed that night.

Arthur Redfern was in a gloomy mood. He
told the Modern juniors harshly to get out,
and watched the Classicals to bed with a face
that Brown III. compared with thiat of a
gargoyle. , A

But Brown made that comparison in a
whisper. No one felt inclined to cheek Red-
fern major while .he had that expression on
his face. Besides, the general view in ttge
Fourth was that he was worried about his
young brother, and they naturaily extended
him a great deal of sympathy. /

The Classicals tumbled into bed, and
Arthur extinguished the light and left the
Toom, without heeding or replying to the
good-night of the juniors.

*“Pig!” murmured Benson.

“ Rats!” said Spratt. ‘ He's bothered
about young Reddy. 1 mever thought Red-
fern major was so fond of his young brother.

“That's all you know!” grunted Skeltom.
« All his affection could be put into a
winkle-shell, I think, without any overcrowd-
ing.”

* He looks awfully cut-up!"

* Brr-r!”

And that was all Skelton had to say.

Redfern major put the lights out in the
Modern dormitory, and the Moderns noticed
his gloomy looks. Taffy and Co. put it
down to the miserable incident of the Lex-
ham match. They did not credit Redfern
major with any great affection for his mino».

But in this they did Arthur an injustice.

The day had been one long agony to
Arthur Redfern. -He knew what he ought 1o
do but he could not make up his mind to do
it. Either his brother or he had to suffer;
and he was the guilty party. But to own up
in a frank and manly way, and face the
trouble his folly had brought upon him, how
could he do that? It meant expulsion from
the school, utter ruin to his career, shame
and humiliation without end. But to let
Sidney suffer for him—-"

And he knew the bhoy well Sidney Red-
fern would say no word!

All through the day Arthur had been
miserable, gloomy, irritable. His work had
been neglected, his leisure occupied with
bitter thoughts.

Lunsford had said nothing to him of the
previous night's escapade. The ‘captain of
St. Dolly’s had intended to pick“a bone witn
him on the subject; but now that this trouble
had fallen- upon Arthur, Luunsford decided to
say nothing. Arthur had enough trouble
now without being called to ‘account for
that.

Arthur had avoided Ransome. The cad of
the Sixth had given his advice, and Arthur
had taken i%, hating himself all the time for
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doing so. He hated Ransome, too—he felt
that he hated everything and everybody
round him.

After leaving the Fourth Form dormitories
' Arthur slowly descended the stairs and went
into his study. He threw himself into the
armchair there and abandoned himself to
gloomy reflections. The gas was unlighted,
the room dark—as dark as his mood.

What was he to do?

What was Sidney thinking of him all the
time? He remembered, with a pang, how
harshly he had treated the hoy ever since
his coming to St. Dolly’s. Why had he done
s0? Because Sidney's open frankness had
been an unconscious reproach to his ewn
crooked ways; because he did not care to
meet the frank, questioning eyes of -the
junior.

And Sidney had repaid him like this! It
was more than heaping coals of fire on hist

head. At this very moment the lad was in
the punishment-room. waiting for his doom
iv the morning, his lips Jocked for lus

brother's sake! ¥

Arthur Redfern groaned aloud.

“ Hallo!”

It was Ransome. He had come into the
study with his usual quiet tread.

Arthur Redfern looked up at him savagely.
He could only dimly make out the form of
the cad of the Sixth.

“ What do you want?”

“ Nothing!" said Ransome coolly. * What
are you sitting here in the dark for, moon-
ing? You'll do yourself no good.”

“1 can do as I like, I suppose?”

“Don’'t be an ass! You've been going
about all day looking about as jolly as a
funeral. The fellows are putting it down to
affection for your minor, and giving you lots
of credit on the subject; but if you keep it
up. like this they'll soon begin to suspect that
there’s something more in it."”

“1 don't care!’

* Whats the §°°d of moping? The worst
hasn't happened yet. I heard the Head
speaking to Mr. Ford—-"

Arthur sneered.

“Did you? By chance, of course?”’

‘ Never mind that. Only I know the
Head’s very much in doubt about young Red-
fern; and he was saying something aboub
seeing him, and trying to bring him to
reason. He doesn't want to kick him out if
he can help it.”

“That's on my account,” said Arthur, with
a bitter laugh. * He wouldnt like to bring
disgrace on me—— Me! Ha, ha!”

‘“What T mean is there’s a chance yet.
You're an ass if you take any step till the
worst comes to the worst. But it's no geod|
moping here. Are you coming out?”

Arthur sat bolt upright in surprise.

¢ Coming out?"”

“Yes. To Cunlifle's place. You need
cheering up, you know. And we could run
down there for an hour without any risk.”

“ And you could go there—at such a time
as this!"” said Arthur slowly.

Ransome shrugged his shoulders,

“ Why not?”

v
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“ Oh, don’t talk to me! Leave me alone!”

«T must say you're polite.”

““Oh, get out!

Ransome whistled softly, and left the study.
Arthur Redfern rose to his feet. That le
ought to go to the Head and clear his
brother, he knew. But, as Ransome had
‘suggested, it was no use meeting his fate
half-way. Better wait till the worst was
known, and then, as a last resource, to save
his brother he’ could speak. If it were not
the sack, but only a flogging, could not
Redfern minor stand it? y

Arthur felt that he must see his brother,
and explain to him—have a word with him,
'at all events. He left the study slowly, and
made his way towards Phipps's room. There
were difficulties in. the way. Phipps had
strict orders that no one was to be admitted
to the punishment-room, and it was a serious
matter to infringe orders from the Head. But
Arthur felt that it must be done. He counld
not leave Sidney to a sleepless night and the
belief that he was to be expelled in the
morning. If it came to that, Arthur would
own up, and Sidney must know it.

Arthur tapped at Phipps’s door. He 'in-
tended to persuade the house-porter, and give
him a liberal tip; but even so he had his
doubts. But, as it happened, Phipps was nob
in his room. Arthur received no reply to his
tap, and he opened the door and looked in.
The light was burning, and the fire was
bright. Phipps had evidently been just called
away. Arthur's glance went eagerly to the
nail beside the fireplace, upon which the
house-porter usually hung his bunch of keys.
The bunch was there, and prominent on the
bhunch was the long, slim key which opened
the door of the punishment-room.

Arthur’s heart beat painfully, but he did
not hesitate. He felt strangely like a thief
as he detached the long key from the bunch
and stepped quickly from the room. Phipps
was not in sight. The prefect closed the door
silently, and hurried away. )

The first difficulty was over. He had the
key, and after he had seen his brother he
could return it to Phipps, who would say
nothing about the matter, for his own sake.
The prefect hurried along the dark. and
deserted Fourth-Form passage, and then tfo
the door of the punishment-room.

From within he could hear a steady tramp
of feet. Redfern minor was pacing the narrow
limits of his prison restlessly. The sound
went strangely to Arthur’s heart.

He slipped the key quietly into the lock,

nd turned it. The tramp of footsteps within
i e Toom ceased.

Arthur opened the door, stepped quietly
in, and closed it bhehind him. The moonlight
from the window fell upon his pale face.

“ Arthur!”

“It's 1, Sid.”

Redfern minor gazed at him. ; Any resent-
ment that might have been springing up in
his breast against his brother vanished as he
saw the deep lines on Arthur's face. One
day had been sufficient to make the.hand-
some face of the prefect almost haggard.

“You here, Arthur!” '

“I had to come and see you.*
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“It’s ‘all right,” muttered Redfern. “I
say, Arthur, old chap, you look ill. 1 sup-

pose this is worrying you?”

‘“Can- you ask?”

_“Well, 1 suppose it would. Buf it's all
right. I'm not going to say a word, even if
I'm sacked. You don’t think I'd betray you,
Arthur?”

“1 know you wouldn't, kid.” Arthur’s face
worked strangely in the moonlight. * But—
but you don't understand. I can’t let you
suffer.”

“ That’s all right.”

“T ought' to have gone straight to the
Head this morning,” said Arthur, with a
groan; “but I didn’t. I don’t know what
you've thought of me all day. I had to see
you, to tell you what I'm going to do.
There would be a row if I were found here.
I've borrowed the key from Phipps’s bunch.
I can only stay a few moments. Look here,
8id, you know what this would mean to me,
e

“Tf you gave yourself away? Yes.”

“ The sack,” said Arthur. * Utter ruin and
shame, and—— Oh, I can't endure to think
of it. It’s the same for you if you're sacked,
8id. But you mayn't be. You're only a
junior, and—and I shall speak for you, too.
Don’t laugh. I know it’s odd enough. If I
speak for you, I may be able to ward off the
worst. Then it will be a flogging, Sid. 1t’s
not only the flogging—you could stand that—
but the disgrace of it. S8id, old man, could
you stick that—to save me?”’ y

Redfern felt a lump in his throat.

“Jt's all right, Arthur,” he said huskily.
“T can stand it. What's a flogging, if it's
:nly that? But—I could stand the other,
B

“Never! I'm not such a coward as that,”
said Arthur bitterly. ‘It sha’n’t come
that, Sid. If it comes to the worst, and one
of us has to go, it shall be the guilty party

Arthur Redfern broke off suddenly.

There were. footsteps in the passage: a
glimmer of lamplight under the door.  The
jingle of a bunch of keys followed.

““Phipps!” muttered Redfern. *‘ And—and
he's not alone.”

“1_T1 can’t find the key, sir.”” Jt was the
house-porter’s voice, clearly audible through

the door. - “It's been taken of my bunch,
8ir!"”
“Indeed!”

Arthur turned white. It was the Head's
voice. . He remembered’ what Ransome had
said of the-doctor's intention to speak once
more with Redfern minor. The Head could
not have come at an unluckier momént.

“T'm very sorry, sir. I haven’t the key,
now, and—-"" i

“ Have you lost it?"” R

“YI'm sure not, sir. It's been taken off the
bunch. T—

“ You have heen very careless, Phipps.”

-« 1'm very sorry, sir. I might be able to
find another key.”

There was a pause. The brothers, in the
punishment-room, listened breathlessly. The
door ‘was, of course, unlocked, and it only

needed the turming of the handle to open it.

MINOR. ,

That had not occurred {o Phipps.
oceur to the Head?

“You think the key has been taken off
your bunch by someone, Phipps?”

*QOh, yes, sir; I'm_certain.”

“ Then it can only have been taken to open
this door. Doubtless the door is unlocked.”

Phipps turned the handle of the door. It
came open at his touch. The lamplight
streamed into the room.

Arthur gave a gasp of dismay, and drew
back to the further side of the room. The
Head stood in the doorway, with the porter
behind him holding the lamp. The light
streamed in. Dr. Cranston’s glance fell upon
Redfern minor, and then passed him to his
L);other, and it fell upon Arthur, and rested

ere.

Would it

e~
CHAPTER 23,
No Confession.

EDFERN MAJOR!Y
R Dr. Cranston uttered the name in

*

€<

wonder as his glance fixed upon
Arthur Redfern.
upon his brow.

Arthur’s face was pale.

It was the cruellest of ill-luck that the
Head should have discovered him there, and
for the moment it seemed to the prefect
that all was up, that the Head must guess
the truth, that the revelation he had striven
to avert must come at last.

His eyes sank before Dr. Cranston’s search-
ing glance, and he could not find his voice to
speak. Redfern minor looked on in silence.
He had not lost his wits, but there was no-
thing he could say. If only his brother had
not come!

“T1 am surprised to see you here, Redfern
major.”

Arthur did not speak.

“] gave orders that no oné was to be ad-
mitted to the punishment-room. Someone has
taken the key. from Phipps’s bunch. I pre-
sume it was you, as I find you here.”

“Yes, sir.?

Arthur’'s voice was very low.

“1 can understand your concern for vour
brother,” said the Head, his face relaxing a
little. * But you are a prefect, Redfern, and
yoglslxguld,}(now your duty better.”

A frown gathered

Arthur’s voice tailed away: he did not
finish the sentence. What could he say? If
the Head had known the terror that was in
his heart at that moment, he would have
pitied him. He did pity him: few could have
seen the misery in the prefect’s face without
feeling for him.

“You need not explain,” said the Head
quietly. “I know why you are here. You
had better go, Redfern major. I will speak
to you again presently.” ¥

Arthur’s white face went whiter.

“ You—you know, sir!” he stammered.

“ T can guess, at all events.”

“Qul? -

“ ¥ou came, I suppose, to speak to your
minor,” said the Head, somewhatl surprised
by the despair in the face of the prefect. 1
can understdnd how this disgrace of your
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younger brother affects you. If you had asked
me for permission to try the effect of your
persuasion upon this débstinate boy, I should
not have refused it. But you should not have
come here in this surreptitious manner.”

Arthur smiled in a ghastly way.

The Head was on the wrong scent, after
all. He had not guessed. After all, how was
he to guess? The prefect’s terror had been
founded upon his anxious mind and his
shaken nerves. It was not possible for the
Head to guess thé facts without a clue. :

Arthur' breathed more freely The Head
was watching him, and he was surprised by
the changing expressions of the Sixth-
Former’s face. He had no clue to what was
passing in Arthur’s mind.

I am sorry, sir,”” said Arthur, more col-
Jeefedly. “I know I ought not to have come
without your permission; but—but—-""

*“I 'understand. You may go now. I will
see you again. In fact, I wished to speak to
you about this matter, even if I had not
found you here. Wait for me in my study.”

“¥Yes, sin™

Arthur gave his brother a single glance
as he left the room—a glance of dumb appeal.
Bt it was not needed. This was not the first
ordeal Redfern minor had been through, and
he was not likely to fail in courage at the
eleventh hour.

Arthur Redfern went down the passage, and
the Head motioned to Phipps to place the
Jamp upon the table and retire. There was
no gas in the punishment-room. The door
closed upon the house-porter, and the Head
was alone with the culprit.

The doctor did not speak at once. There
was a painful .silence in the room—a. long
panse that made Redfern’s heart beat more
quickly. .

The light from the lamp fell full upon the
junior’s face, and showed it troubled, but
calm, steady, and resolute as ever. It was
not the face of a lad who would be likely to
commit petty and stealthy faults; the Head
lclt'zuld not belp thinking so as he looked at

im.

““Redfern,” said the Head at last—and his
voice sounded strangely deep in the stillness
of the room—*‘‘ Redfern, you have had a day
to think over your position. Have you come
to any change of -mind?”

“No, sir.”

“You still refuse to explain your visit to
the public-house in Wyndale?”

Redfern was silent.

“You still maintain that you went there
with an innocent motive, and not for the pur-
pose of associating with the men of low
character who assemble there?”

*“ Yes, sir,” said Redfern promptly.

The Head sighed.

“1 would gladly believe you, Redfern, But
you must see yourself how absurd this story
is upon the face of it. If you have an ex-
planation to give, why do you not give it?”

* I—I cannot tell you, sir.”

“Ts this the respect that is due to your
headmaster?” said the doctor, with great
patience.

“T am sorry, sir,” said Redfern earnestly.
“I hope you don't think I could be dis-

a

respectful to you, sir. I'd cut off my hand
first. But—but I can’t tell you what you ask,
sir! I—T can’t!”

“ Why not?”

Redfern did not speak.

“There is something in this more than
appears on the surface,” said the Head. *If
you are telling me untruths, Redfern. you
have a great deal to answer for; for if you -
can look like that and lie, I can never trust
a boy again. Redfern, I came here to make
a last appeal to you to satisfy me if you
could. If you have anything to say—any-
thing that would make your story appear less
incredible—I ask you to say it. I ask you
to speak to me as a friend, instead of as a
head-master.”

#0h, sir!"

“ Well, Redfern?”

‘T have nothing to say, sir.””

The doctor’s face hardened.

“Very well; I have spoken to you for the -
last time, Redfern. I shall not see you again
till the school is_assembled to-morrow morn- «
ing, when you will be expelled in public !

Redfern’s face went whiter, but it did nob
falter. He was prepared to go through with
the ordeal to the finish.

“Very well, sir. I can only say that if
you knew all about it you wouldn’t think so -
hadly of me.” i

“T wish T could believe so, Redfern.” ;
. The Head left the room, and Phipps, came

in.

“T'm to ses you to bed, Master Redfern,
and take the light away.”

“ Right you are, Phippy!"”

And five ‘minutes later Redfern minor was
in bed, the ropm in darkness, and the door
once more locked upon him,

CHAPTER 22,
Arthur’s Last Card. \

R. CRANSTON entered his study, and
gave a slight start as he saw Red-
fern major standing by the desk. He
had forgotten for the moment that

he had directed the Sixth-Former to wait for
him in his study.

“You told me to wait here for you, sir.”

Arthur was still pale, but he was quib
collected now. '

‘“Very good! I want to speak to you about
your brother, Redfern,” said Dr. Cranston,
seating himself, and turning his glance upon
the prefect. ‘“ About your visit to the punishs
ment-room I will say no more. I will take the
anxiety you feel for your brother’s fate as a
suffieient,_excuse.” "

“Thank you, sir.”

“T have spoken to Redfern minor,”” went
on the *Head. “1I can get nothing from
him. He refuses to explain his visit to the
public-house in Wyndale. 1 am very sorry to
have to say so, Redfern, but it leaves me no
resource bhut to deal with him severely. But

I it has occurred to me that you might be able

to give me some clue to his strange con-

duet.” 2

Arthur started.

S SIpPr y

“Yes. As' his elder brother, you have
\
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naturally kept an eye on him to some extent
since he has been at St. Dorothy’s.”” Arthur
winced, but the Head did not notice it. ** As
a prefect, too, you should know something
of the habits of the juniors. - Have you seen
or-heard anything of any disreputable asso-
ciations your minor may have had?”

*“0Oh, no, sir!”

“You were absent from the school at a
time when it was your duty to see lights out
in. the Fourth-Form dormitory,” said Dr.
Cranston.  *' It occurred to me that it might
have been on your minor's account.”

Arthur was silent.

‘* Come, Redfern. If you can tell me any-
thing, you surely know that it is your duty
io do so,” said the Head kindly. * For your
sake, if for no other reason, I should be glad
to deal as gently as possible with Redfem
minor.’

Arthur licked h,IS dry llps
have had some of Ransome’s nerve and Lynual
ul)olness his part would have been easier to
vlay

*“I—I don’t know what to say, sir. You
know, this is a terrible blow to me. I know
how my mother will feel it if Sidney is sent
home. I—I feel that 1 haven't looked after
him as I -ought since he has beeu at the
school.”

“I am sure you have dome everything in
your power, Redfern. Yom '‘must not take
your hrother's faults too much to heart.”

Again the prefect, winced.

*“1—I don’t; slr ‘But—but if you'll allow
me to suwgest————

“Go on.

“1—~I know Sldney is innocent of any
wrong-doing, sir—"’

‘“You mean, you helleve it

“ Well, yes, sir. But—but I know lum, sir.
He's always been straight as a die,” said
Arthur. * Whoever has been doing wrong,
it wasn't Sidney. I—I can’t explain every-
thing, of course; but—but I've a prettv good
idea how the case stands. It isn’t obstinacy
that keeps my brother from speaking—"

‘“What is it, then?”

“ He is shielding sofiebody else, I think,
sir.’

1t 'was a bold stroke. If the Head had
guessed whom Redfern minor was shielding
~—— But how could he, when the very sug-
gestion came from Arthur?

Dr. Cranston looked grave.

“You mean that Redfern minor——"’

“1 think he's sticking up for somebody
else., sir.  Suppose—suppose another fellow—
a ‘fellow "in his Form, sir—some Fourth-
Former—had gone to that.place. Sidney is
just the.sort of chap who'd cut off like a
shot to fetch him back, sir, and save him
from getting into trouble.” The prefect’s
voice grew steadier as he proceeded, and as
he marked the effect of his words upon the
Heéad. “ He'd cut off, without stopping to
think of the consequences, to help a—a chum,
sir. Now, he couldn’t speak about it without
giving the other fellow.a.way That's how I
work it out, sir.’

“ Heaven forbid that I should expel a boy
for acting from a niistaken sense of honour!™

If he could onlv'

REDFERN MINOR.

said the Head.
this, Redfern?”

“ As sure as I can be‘of anything, sir.”

“‘ Has Redfern minor said anything to lead
you to think so?"

“ Well, yes, sir.’
« The doctor pursed up his lips.

This was quite a new light to him, and
indeed, it cleared up many points that had
been wrdpped in mystery.

Ut

“ But—but are you surc of

“You know, I place greab reliance upon
your ]udgment Redfem said the Head,
afeer a long pause. “You are the prefect
1 trust most, as you know. But are you sure
that your natural anxiety for your brother
has not led you to.take too favourable a
view of his conduct?”’

“1 am quite sure of that, sir. I' am cer-
tain of what I say—as certain as T could be 1f
1 had been with Sidney that night.” .

Another long pause.

“Have you any idea what person he may
be shielding?” |

Arthur writhed. He shrank from the lie
direct. To his weak nature it seemed much
less culpable to act a falsehood than to tell
one.

““T—I think I could guess, sir; but I should
not, care to mention names. As a prefect, I—
I could look into the matter later, sir.”

“ You have disturbed me very muck, Red-
fern, hy telling me this. I am sure you would
not speak without grounds. Leave me now; -
1 vgll reﬂect upon the matter. I wish to be
jus

Arthur Redfern left the study.

He breathed deeply when he stood outslde
in _the corridor. .
Had he succeeded? Was that danger to be

escaped, after all?

The perspiration stood in thick drops on
the prefect’s brow. y :

“I1—I say, Redfern major—""

It was Skelton of the Fourth. He was in
pyjamas, with his trousers on, and a jacket
buttoned round his neck, and a pair of slip-
pers on his feet. "

The prefect glared at him-severely.
to“"What are you doing out of bed, Skel~

not

“1 couldn’t sleep " said the, captam of the.
Fourth dismally. ~ “X—I've been :thinking -
about Reddy. I—I was sure you'd do some-
thing ‘for him, Redfern major. I tried to
get to his room, but Phipps is lookmg out.
v, is there A chance for him?’

“I think so.’

Skelton's face hrmhtened up wonderfully.

““He won’t be sacked?”

“I hope not.”

“ Hurray !”

“Don’t make a row here, you young ass!
Take twenty Imes for being out of your dorni.
after lights out,’”” said Arthur. “ Oh, never
mind! Don’t do the lines; but get back to
bed sharp.”

*“ But there's a rcal chance for Reddy?”

‘“Yes.  Cut oft

“Good egg!”

And Skelton cut off. But he did not go
back to the Fourth-Form dormitory. He
scouued round Phipps’s room, and saw that
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the house-porter was there; and then he
scuttled, off to the punishment-room as
silently as a ghost.

He tapped lightly on the door. All was
dark within, but he was pretty certain that
his chum was not asleep.

l Reddy!” he. whispered through the key-

ole.

Redfern minor sat up in bed. :

“ Hallo! Is that you, Skelton?”

““Yes, I've seen your major. He's been
with the Head; and he says there's a chance
for you. He thinks you won't be sacked!”

Redfern minor sprang out of bed. In a
second he was at the keyhole, trembling
with anxiety and excitement.

*“ Skelton !

*“I'm here!”

“Has Arthur owned up? ¥s he——"

“I don’t think so. He didn’t look like it.
He’s worked it somehow without giving him-
self away,” said Skeltop. ‘“He’s jolly deep,
you know; and I dare say Ransome put him
up to some dodge. Ransome is full of dodges.”

Redfern felt a weight lifted from his mind.

** Good-night!” whispered Skelton,

“ Good-night, old chap!” !

Skelton scuttled away, and Redfern minor
went back to bed in a greatly relieved frame
of mind

—

CHAPTER 23.
To Qo or Not to Qo,

EDFERN MINOR was out of bed. in
the punishment-room at the first
gleam of daylight. o
He had slept but little that night.
Skelton's whispered words of encouragement
had done more than anything else to keep
him awake, as a matter of fact.
But he did not feel heavy from want of
sleep. He was in too excited a state for
that.

Upon the happenings of that morning his
whole future depended. i

Was he to be sacked,- or had Arthur's
intercession saved him? Was he fo ‘remain,
after all, at St. Dolly’s: ‘

Long before the rest of St. Dolly’s was
awake Redfern was up and dressed, and fill-
ing in the time by striding about the narrow
limits of the punishment-room.

It seemed an age to him before he heard
the sounds of the awakening household below.

The key clicked in the door at last, and
Phipps looked into the room.

There was a sombre expression upon the
house-porter’s face. Redfern’s face fell a
little as he observed it. If there was hope
for him, the porter evidently did not know

it. . . @ 7
“ Good-morning, Phippy! i
‘ Mornin’, Master Redfern!
¢ Where’s my brekker?”
“7 ain’t come for that, Master Redfern.

You're to foller me to the Ead’s study !” said

Phipps sorrowfully.
“On!"

“ Which I'm sorry it’s ’appened, Master
Redfern,” said the house-porter, as he led tt}c
way. “If it was to be only a flogging I'd
hoist you with pleasure.”

4%

** Thank you!™ said the junior, with a faint
smile.

Phipps tapped at the Head's door, and
marched the Fourth-Former in. The Head
was standing by the window, and he turned
a severe face upon the hoy.

. '“You may go, Phipps.”

*® The house-porter retired, with a last look
of commiseration at Redfern minor, which did
ot give the junior much encouragement.

Redfern waited.

Dr. Cranston did not seem to be in a hurry
to speak, Perhaps he did not realise what
torture the suspense was to the anxious lad.

Redfern’s eyes had time to note the anxious
and thoughtful wrinkles on the doctor’s face,
and to observe, too, the cane lying on his
writing-table. What was the cane placed
there tready for? If he were going to be
expelled, the Head conld not be going to cane
him, too. It was not likely. The sight of
the cane generally had a perturbing effect
upon youthful delinquents shown into the
Head's study. Under the circumstances, it
had an opposite effect upon Redfern.

His heart beat quickly, more hopefully.

' Redfern.”” said the Head at last, ** I have
something to say to you which you will
probably be glad to hear. Your brother has
given me what explanation he could of your
conduct, and he regards it in a more favour-
able light than I did myself. 1 have tried
to come to his ‘way of thinking. I am o
anxious not to commit an act of possible in-
Justice that I shall run the risk of pardon-
ing one who has done flagrant wrong.. You
will not he expelled!”

Redfern’s heart beat so hard that he felt
almost suffocated. He could not speak. ' -

*“Redfern major is.the prefect whom I
trust the most in: the school, with perhaps
one exception,” said the Head. *‘ His epinion
would naturally carry great weight with me.
As he is your brother, he should know you.
His opinion is that you are acting in ‘this
beculiar manner for the purpose of shielding
someone else who is at fault—that not you
but another is really guilty!” "

Redfern started. ¥

In giving that explanation to the Head.
Arthur had been sailing very near to the wind
—very near to the wind indeed. *

Dr. Cranston read the boy's expression.

‘‘Is this true, Redfern?”

Silence. 7

*“ Very well. I repeat that I shrink' from
the possibility of committing a great in-
justice,” said the Head. . “I shall not, there-
fore, expel you. But your refusal to answer
questions put to you by your Form-master
and your head/master must he severely
punished. I am going to cane you!”

S Nesieir.”) 3

Redfern 'spoke quite cheerfully. He knew
how Dr. Cranston could “lay it on,” but the
severest caning was nothing to an expulsion.
He felt that he could go - through that
caning with a smile on his lips. -

‘““ Have you anything to.say, Redfern?”

“Only that I thank you, sir, and that T
:m sorry I should seem to be disrespectful
o you.”

. * Very good! Hold out your. hand!”
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. Dr. Cranston took up the cane. Redfern
held out his hands in turn, and the cane
deseended upon each of them eight ¢mes.
Dr. Cranston had a scientific way of iaying
the cane on, and the first blow made Redfern
shiver. Before the last had been delivered
the junior’s face was white and strained, and
pain seemed to be tingling through every
nerve in his body.

But he held his lips tightly shut; he held
back the tears that would fain have forced
themselves into his eyes.

Redfern was ‘‘ game ' all through.

Dr. Cranston laid down theé cane.

“You may go, Redfern.”

“ Thank you, sir!”

The boy left the study unsteadily, and
closed the door behind him. In the passage
he stopped to squeeze his hands under his
arms, The pain was terrible; he had never
felt anything like it before, except once,
when he had had an accidental kick on the
shin at football.

The Head had said that the punishment
was to be severe, and it had been severe. Bub
Redfern was ‘to stay at St. Dolly’s!

There was a patter of feet in the passage,
and Skelton and Brown ran up.

“Reddy, I've just seen Phipps.
been to the Head?"

Redfern nodded.

“ What’s the verdict?'”

““Hold on,” said Redfern, in a low voice.
“Don’t speak to me for a minnte.”

Redfern rubbed his hands. The pain was
. passing, and Redfern was tough, too.

“Tt’s all right, kids. A licking’s only a
licking. ' Let’s get in to brekker.”

And Redfern minor went in to hreakfast
between his two chums, each of them hold-
ing an arm, and all three of them grinning
sereuely.

You've

P ]

CHAPTER 24.
An Amazing Proposition,

L1 AG!”
Ransome stood at the door of his
study and cﬂ}eftﬁr: 8
Rediern _minor . drew. a deep
hreath, and answered the call. There was a
very agreeable expression on the senior’s face
as he beckoned his fag o epter.

They entered Ransome's ‘study, and the
seniof closed the door.  Then ‘the agrecable
expression faded from ‘his face. Redfern,
vaguely alarmed, stepped back from him,
and closed his fisfs. = 0 i

* senior laughed sa

““Don’t be afraid, you young ass!"

«Ifm not afraid. said . n sturdily.
“J don’t know what“ydur game is, but I
don't trust you. I'm not going te fag for
you any more!”

TUT don’t wantiyou to fag for me.”

“ Then why——"

“ Do you think your services arg any more
valuable than those of any other cheeky little
rat in the Fourth Form?"” sneered Ransome.
“ You are mistaken if you do. 1 want you
. for something else.”
¢ What, then?”

.

REDFEREN MINOR.

“You ran a great risk for your hrother
yesterday?”

* That’s all over.”

“ You think you saved him?” i

“I suppose he was saved from heing
sacked,” said Redfern wonderingly. *‘I don’t
wta?nt to talk about it. What are you driving
at?”’ s
**Only this—that Redfern major is on the
verge of ruin,” said Ransome, in cold, metal-
lic tones. * If you choose to save him, I can
help you; if you don’t, it’s no business of
mine. You can take your choice.”

Redfern looked at him fixedly.

“ Arthur—my brother—on the verge of
ruin?””

*¥es, "

* How?”

“He lost twenty pounds the other night
at the Green Man!”

Redfern almost staggered.

* Twenty pounds!” .

:Z ggs',”and gave his signature for it.”

¢ If the money isn't paid in three days,

Cunliffe will come up to the school for it,”
said Ransome coldly. “It's mo business of
mine. I settled with the man after the Lex-
ham mateh, and I don't owe him a penny.
Redfern owes him twenty pounds. He has
about ten shillings, I believe, in his pockets.
You can save him.”

“1? I haven’t any money!”

Ransome leaned towards him,

“71 can tell you how to get: it.””

“Twenty pounds?”

“ Yo,

i Yo‘u"re !‘axing! How could I possiﬁly gel /

such a sum?

“ Easily.” -

Rediern drew a fleep preath.

¢ Honestly?2'” " ¥ ,z-,f/ o

“0f course!” g &

“Go ahead!" said Redfefn ninoth °

Redfern minor 'drew a .deep breath, and
waited for Ransome to speak. ansome
seemed in no hurry to do so. He went to
the door, opened it slightly, and glanced
into the passage, and closed it agaim. He
evidently wanted to make certain that there
were no eavesdroppers; and Redfern minor
felt a strange thrill of expectancy.

Ransome cameg. back towards him. The
light, careless look was quite gone from the
senior's' face. His lips were tight$ his eyes
had a nestless glitter in them. " i

“You are game?” he said slowly, and in
a low Voige. !

Redfern met bis eyes fearlessly. | 4

“1 am game if it's a question of helping
Arthur,” he said steadily. “I don’t know
what you're driving at.” ;

*T can tell you how to put twenty pounds
in your pocket,’” went on Ransome. “I belicve
you can do it, but it depends npon your pluck
and nerve. .1 can simply show you the way.”

*“If it’s honest, I'm game.”

“ Oh, it's honest enough. Do you think I'm
proposing that you should commit a bur-
elary?"” exclaimed Ramsome irritably,

“1 shouldn’t be surprised.” 4

“You young eub!~ I—— But never mind!?

Look here; listen to me, and don't jaw. You °

i
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gan of the Fourth?”

“Taffy?- Yes.”

“ You knocked him out,@asily, though he
was bigger and older tha@‘g{you, and he was
always looked upon as tl&gbbest fighting-man
in the Form.” ey |

‘“He put up a jolly good fight,” said Red-

remember 1 saw your ﬂght.with young Mor-

fern. i)

#¢ After that, I took You in hand, and gave
you some hoxing-lessons.  You've learned
about as much as I can teach you now."”

** Thanks!"”

“ And now——  Mind, whether you take
this thing on or not, this is to be kept dark.
You understand that?”

““You can trust me.” Sl

*Good! To come to the point, are you
game to meet a fellow in the ring, with

* twenty pounds to win for yourself if you lick

him?” .

Redfern almost staggered. 5

For some moments the full meaning of the
proposition hardly came home to him, and
he could only stare blankly at the Sixth-
Former. Ransome was watching him with a
peculiar, rat-like glance. '

“In the ring?” said Redfern at last.

5. Yies.”

* You—yon don't mean a prize-fight?”

“In a way, yes.” i

“ A fight for money?”’ said Redfern, recover-
ing himself @ little. “ You—you rotten
blackguard!"

Ransome’s hands clenched convulsively.

“¥You refuse, then?’’

“Yes! A thousand times, yes! What do
you take me for? Why. we should hoth
be expelled from St. Dolly’s, for one thing,
if Dr. -Cranston got a hint of it—and we
should jolly well deserve it, too!” exclaimed
Redfern hotly. ¥

“Dr. Cranston would not hear of it, you
young fool. It would be a dend secret.”

“ Well, T won’t have any hand m it. T’'m
* jolly certain that Arthur doesn't know you
have proposed such a thing to me.”

Ransome’s lip curled. r

“ Arthur would take the tin quick enough,
1 can assure you of that, kid. Don’t worry
on that point. But the question is, are you
game?”’

“ Not for that sort of - thing.”

ss'¥ou . refuse?”

“ Yes.” .

“Very good! It's no husiness of mine, as
I said. If you prefer see your major
kicked out of St. Dolly's well and good.”

Redfern.started. In his indignation he had
forgotten that for the moment.

He must save his brother at any cost.

——

CHAPTER 25.

The Old Story.
Lo HAVE told you that Arthur owes Cun-
lifie twenty pounds,” said Ransome
coolly. *“if you fight, and win, I
can guarantee you the money. 1
think you would win. I ‘want you to meet a
kid about a year older than yourself—a
tough young specimen, who *has knocked out
fellows over twenty—but I think you could
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handle him, with what I've taught you, and
what you know. Where's the harm in it?
There’s a purse put up for the winner. It
wiil be a good fight—gloves on, and little
harm done. You're not afraid of a few hard
knocks, I suppose?””

“1It’s not that.”

““1t will be a dead secret. You leave St.
Dolly’s with me, with a pass from a prefect.
We get back early, nobody the wiser.
You're letting a big chance slip.”

*“ Does Arthur know?”

“ What does ‘that matter?””

“ Answer my question, anyway.”

“ Well, no,” said Ransome; *‘he doesn't
know. He knows I've undertaken—ahem!—
that I've thought of putting up somebody
to meet the Chicken, but that’s all he knows.
He hopes to rase some tin' on the affair.”

“If you told him-——"

“I'm not going to tell him. He would be
responsible, as a perfeet, if he knew What's
the good of adding to his worries? He's got
enough "at present.”

Redfern nodded. He did not believe that
Ransome was as considerate as 'his words
implied; the cad of the Sixth had some
other motive for keeping- the facts away
from Redfern major, ¢

‘“ But——but it was only Jast week tha
Arthur lost. money to Cunlifie and his get,”
the junior broke out. *“ You've been taking
me up for boxing for weeks. You had this
idea in your mind all along.” g

“ Why not?” T \

The boy did mot answer.’ Ransome was
a  shady rascal, and there was no doubt
that he had something to  gain should the
boy heat: the Chicken. -~ Vi

But twenty pounds was a big sum—the
sum_that would save Arthur from disgrace!

 Well?” said  Ransome  impatiently.
‘“Hayve you made up your mind?”

“Yes. T'll do as you wish—for twenty
pounds.”

¢ Twenty pounds if you win—nothing but
a licking if -you ‘lose,” said ‘Ransome, with

a grin. “ You understand’ that, of course.”
“ Of course.” )
“‘Good! It's settled, then.”

“But do you really .think -I can face a
chap who fights for a living?”’ said Redfern,
in wonder. ‘I can't believe it myself.”

‘I shonldn’t risk money on you if I didn’t

When is the fight to

| think so.

*“1 suppose not.
take place?”

‘““rhis eyening.”

Redfern’ started. § ;

“Then you had it all .eut and dried
ready?” he said bitterly. * I shouldn’t won--
der if you made Arthur lose that money on
purpose. ™ !

Ransome shrugged his shoulders.

“You'll be ready to leave the school at
seven,” he said. ‘‘ We shall easily be baek
by yeur bedtime. You needn’t take anything
with you. Everything that’s requiréd will
be on the spot. - We'd betjer not go out
together—it might be noticed. I’ meet
you on the footpath at the stile at ten-
past seven.”

“ Very good. Where will it take place?™

“ At Wyndale.”"
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Redfern minor nodded and left the study.
His face was harassed in expression as he
went along to his own quarters. He was in
for it now, that was certain; yet how could
he regret it, when it was the only meaus of
saving Arthur?

CHAPTER 26.
Qut of Bounds!

EDFERN MINOR met Ransome in the
lane that evening.
They crossed the stile, and plunged
_into the darkness of the footpath
through the wood. Rédfern did not know
where they were going, but he asked no
guestions. He was in Ransome’s hamds now.
He knew that the destimation was somewhere
near Wyndale—perhaps at the Green Man
itself. The thought made him shiver. But
it was too late for him to think of drawing
back from even that mow.

Through the wood they came out on to
the Wyndale Road. There a trap was wait-
ing, with a man sitting in it holding the
reins, and even in the gloom Redfern recog-
msed him as one of the gambling fraternity
he. had seen at Mr. Cunliffe’s public-house.

The man looked down. at them,
‘:‘%’s .lezl right?” he asked.
* Yes."”

«'Good! Jump in.”

Ransome and the junior entered the trap.
The man drove off, and skirting the Wynd;
Road, entered a narrow lane that.ran at
the back of the long garden of the Green
Man., At the end of the gardem was a little
wooden building, screened by thick trees and
shrubbery from the inn. Redfern had mever
seen it before, but it was familiar ground
to his compamon. In that secluded building,
safe from prying eyes, more than one
exhibition of the so-called “ manly art’® had
taken place, and rivals bruised and ham-
mered another for the satisfaction of Mr.
Cunlifie and his friends, and the profit of
the bookmakers.

The trap stopped in the lane, and Ransome
and Redfern alighted. The trap drove
away again, and Ransome opened the gate.
Then he tapped at the door of the shed.

From chinks in the wooden walls came
gleams of light. There was a murmur of
voices within.

Redfern - caught suddenly at his com-
panion's arm. 4
“ Ransome, have—have I got to face a

crowd: of them, then?”
The senior looked down at him with'a con-
1em%tuous _smile.

“Did" you think you were going to fight
in"a corner, Redfern? Of course, you will
meet the Chicken in the ring, with a erowd
looking on.” J

Redfern set his teeth, and said mo more.
It was only what he should have expected,
hut it came as a shock to him. ™The door
of the shed opened from within; but, to the
hoy's relief, the expected glare of light, and
the, sea of faces, did mot burst upon him.
The door opened into a part of the building

REDFERN MINOR.

curtained off from the rest by rough canvas,
and apparently used as a kind of dressing-

room.

It was lighted by a swinging oil-lamp.
There were three or four individuals in the
room, and the first who met Redfern's eyes
was Mr. Cunliffe. The landlord of the Green
Man came quickly forward.

“It’s you, then!” he said, in a tone of
relief, as if he had mot been quite satisfied
in his mind that he would see the cad of
St. Dolly’s after all ¥

Ransome shrugged his shoulders
patiently.

“Yes, of course. Didn't you expect me?”

“Yes, after your note; but—-

“ Well, here I am!”

“There’s many a slip, you know,” said
Mr. Cunliffe. ‘ But, as you say, here you
There’s a bottle on the table; help

im-

are.
yourself.* The kid looks all right. Not
nervous, youngster—eh?"

“No,” said Redfern quietly.

“ Qver young to meet the Chicken,” said

one of the others, looking at Redfern very

dubiously. “1 didn't think of seeing a kid
like that!"

“Don't discourage him before the start,
Spooner.”

“1 don’s want to discourage him,” said
Mr. Spooner. ‘ But I think what I think.
The Chicken would make two of him!"

“He will make hay of the Chicken,” saxd
Ransome irritably. ‘Do you think I don’t
know ‘a chap’s form?  TI've seen this kid
knock out a. chap bigger thdn himself, and
a chap who could use his fists, too, and
was as plucky as nmeed be. I've taken him
in hand myself, and there's few tricks he
doesn't know. I say that he'll make bay of
the Chicken!™

““1 hope he will,”” said Mr. Spooner; but
his tone indicated that Te regarded the
hope as very ill-founded, ‘

CHAPTER 27,
Redfern Meets the Chicken.

“ OU can rely on me, if not on Ran-
some, Spooner,” said Mr. Cunliffe,
“ Didn't I ’ave an eyd on the kid
the first time I saw him? Look at
him—pinch him! You'll see that he’s alive
all over.”

Redfern endured it patiently as the men
gathered round him, and accepted Mr.
Cunliffe’s invitation to look at him and pinch
hm. Ransome made him take h's jacket
and waistcoat off, and he was looked  at,
punched, and pinched tilt they were satisfied.

“ Look at them muscles,” said Mr. Cun-
liffe.  “ Pinch 'em. They're the real stuff.
He don’t mind it, either; he’s got grnit. It
ain’t the muscle only, though; he’s hard—
he's fit! Blessed f the kid amn’t trained
as hard as I've seen some reg’lar pugs!”

“ Well, you ain’t far wrong there,” ad-
mitted Mr. Spocmer. *‘The kid keeps him.
self f#t. How do you do it, youngster?"

“ Cricket,” said Redfern—* foothall.”*
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The iaconic reply cansed a laugh. Rough
and unpleasant as they #were in many
respects, the men in the dressing room seemed
very good-natured, once they had their con-
fidence in Mr. Cunliffe’s champion restored.
Ransome viewed the whole scene irritably.

The voices on the other side of the canvas
hangings seemed to grow louder, and there
was a sound of stamping on the fioor.

Mr. Cunlifie chuckled.

“ They’re getting impatient.”’

* Many there?”’ asked Ransome.

* Four dozen, at least—three bookies.”

“ Good!”

Ransome passed into the other part of
the shed. The canvas dropped behind him,

but not before Redfern had caught a glimpse

of a brilliantly lighted and crowded rcom,
with a ring roped off for the fight.

Mr. -Cunlifie and the others gathered and
conversed in low,  eager tones. Redfern
seemed forgotten for the momeat. Bub Red-
fern had mot come there for nothing, and
he approached Mr. Cumliffe and tapped his
arm. The landlord of the Green Man looked
down at him., “What do you want,
youngster?”

*‘ Ransome says I
pounds if 1 win?”

‘$ Oh,-be did, did he?” ..

““Yes:. I suppose it’s all right?'’ ¥

Mr. Cunlifie gave a laugh, i which the
others joined.

. “The kid can look out for himself, for
all he looks so innocent,” remarked Mr.
Spooner. *“ What do you want twenty quid
for, youngster?”

“That's my affair,”” said Redfern coolly.
o I" want it, and if 1 win I’'m going to have

am to ‘have twenty

5.
“Tt's all right, kid,” said Mr. Cunliffe|9deP

good-naturedly. ‘‘ There’s a purse of twenty
thick 'uns for the wmner, and if you beat
the Chicken it’s yours. Look ’ere, if you
feel safe about the event, T’ll lay a quid
or two on for you, if you like, with the
bookies. I can get long odds, and you might
net, a temner besides.” 3t

Redfern shook his head.

‘“ No, thanks,. sir.'?  +f

“ You don’t feel sure?”

“1 don’t know yet. I haven't seen the
other fellow. Bat it’s not that. I don’t
want to bet.”

“You're willing to prize-fight and not
ito bet?” said Mr. Cunhffe, with a sneer;
and Redfern turned crimson. * Well, haye
it your own way, it's nothing to me.”

“ Here’s the Chicken,” said Mr. Spooner.

A young fellow about three years older
than Redfern entered. The junior of St.
Dolly's looked at him with quick curiosity.

This was the antagonist he was to mest
in the ring, SR )

The Chicken was not much taller than
Redfern, in sptte of his years, but he was
much more broadly built, and his arms
looked like legs of mutton. His face was
hard and harsh, and bore the marks. of
previous encounters., There was a cub on
hisz lip that twisted it, and gave his. mouth
a peculiar expression of being perpetually
on the grin. His e€yes were small and sunken,
but very keen and quick. He was heavier,

Redfern minor was seen.

grinn
g

B3

and evidently stronger, than Redfern, though
hardly taller; and_aﬁ a superficial glance
few would have hesitated to pronounce that
the Chicken would prove an easy victor in
the coming fight.

He nodded to Mr. Cunliffe, who hastened
to introduce him to Redfern. The Chicken
grinned good-naturedly at the junior from -
St. Dolly’s.

He was evidently amused at the idea of
the schoolboy standing up to him én the

ring.

And Redfern, now that he had seen his
opponent, understood what a terriblle task
he had taken upon himself. Defeat was at.
least as likely as victory, and it ‘'was quite
on the cards that he had undertaken the
whole disgracefu) business for mothing—that,
he would be beaten, and return to St. %)o])ly’u
without the power to help Arthur out of his
scrape. But at the thought of that his lips
set and his eyes flashed. He would be killed
before he would give in! He would sav
Arthur!?

Runsome came hack from the other: room,
his face flushed and his eyes sparkling. - He
had evidently the highest hopes, Mr. Cun-
liffe looked abt his watch.

““ Look to the kid, Ransome, and bring
him ‘in.””

* All right.”*

Ransome helped. Redfern to change. No
close chum could have been more careful
of him than Ransome was; but the boy was
not grateful. Ransome was thinking of him-
self only; he would t,nei; a 'small fortune if
Redfern won—and if he lost— But the
cad of the Sixth’ hardly dared to think of
that. With all his cunning and’ caution,
Ransome had plunged deeg this  time—very

“ Feel fit, kid?"”

“Fit as a fiddle!"”

5 11701'1"re not nervous?”

“ That’s - all right - then,”
““ Remember
you' make.””

“I'm wot likely to forget.?

“Come on, then.”

And they passed the canvas into the
crowded room, amid the glare of lights and
the buzz of voices.

‘said Rapsome
what depends upon the show

CHAPTER 28, '
In the Ring.

(U ERE they are!”

The stamping and growling in
the shed ceased, and every eye
was turned eagerly upon the -two

champions. ) : 4

There was a ripple of raucous laughter as
i A red-faced book-
maker waved a fat, red hand with rings
on it.

*Anybhing you #like agin the kid!”

And the crowd laughed again. i 5

To their minds it was absurd to pit this
lad against the Chicken, who had cong%
through a score of fights with credit, if: not:
always with success. The bookmakers were
ing, and Ransome had no difficulty in
etting the odds he wanted. Mr. Cunliffe
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and his friends were doing very well—if
Redfern won! \

Redfern flushed at the insulting
laughter. 1

Nobody there, except his own immediate
hackers,” believed that, he had any chance
against the Chicken,

But he knew very well that the opinion
of a man like Cunliffe, and of a fellow like
Ransome, weighed more than the views of
this crowd, founded on a hasty survey.

The advantages wof the Chicken werle
apparent to every eye—breadth of shoulder,
lerg; of  reach, huge strength and
endurance, and dogged obstinacy. Redfern’s
advantages were not o . easy see, .but
they were there, nevertheless.

Ransome was confident, The bets he was
booking showed That, The chuckles of the
crowd only brought a quiet smile to lis

face.

And that smile was very encouraging to
Redfern mipor. £ I

The Chicken grinned and winked at the
people round, as if to enter into the general
joke. He took the whole thing humorously,
The ten there took it humorously, too; and
some who would have been disappointed and
angry at the sight of Redfern, recovered
their good temper
there were persons present ready to take
the bets they laid agamst: the schoolboy.

“It's a blooming joke!” said a thick-set,
red-faced man, whose breath, as he spoke,
diffused a strong flayour of rum for a con-
siderable distance ‘round him.
of Cunliffe’s.” i 1

“Why didn't you bring a kid out of the
nursery, Cundiffe?” ¢

‘ Ha, ha, 3 j

“You might as” well set up a jack-rabbit
agin the Chicken!”’ ¢ { iy ‘

“ Haw, haw, haw!” '

“ Put your brass on your opinion, then,
Mr. Buckle,” said Cunlifie, with a - grin.

“ You ‘bet!” -said Mr. Buckle promptly.

The whole scene, the whole talk, sickened
Redfern. He felt as if he had got into a
new world—a world of greed and brutality,
of vulgarity and sordidness; Was it reaHl
he—Redfern minor, of the Fourth Form a
8t. Dolly's— who was standing here among
this crew of gamblers, ruffians, and sharpers?
It seemed like some evil dream!

Ransome glanced at him sharply.

“Pull yourself ether,” he said, in a
whisper. “ What's e matter with you?
What are yon mooning: about?”

Redfern flushed hotly.

“I'm all right!”

The referee, a stout mam, in a fancy waist-
coat, who looked considerably more decent
than any of Mr. Cunliffe’s firiends, glanced
quizzically at Redfern minor;  but at the
second glance his expression changed a little.
Tt occurred to him then that the lad had a
chance.

Redfern had stripped for the fight in the
dressing room. It only remained to don the
gloves, and step into the ring.

; we was to be his second. The ead of
8f. Polly’s had made all preparations. He
helped Redfern on with the gloves.

The timekeeper had taken out his watch.

red

13

when they found that|

“It’s a joke

REDFERN MINOR.

“You're ready, kid?"” whispered Ransome,

For one moment his confidence seemed to
be shaken, and a tone of anxiety crept into
his voice.

Redfern nodded.

“I'm ready.”

* Mind, this isn't an easy matter. It's not
like fighting Morgan or. Skelton at St.
Dolly’s,” wfhisteﬂ Ransome hurriedly.
“Yéu'll have all your work cut out to win.”

“1 know that.”

“The Chicken is a2 hard hitter, and if you
let, him &et in some of his heavy body-
blows, you are done for. Mind that; and
mind you don’t get too close either. I've
seen the Chicken fight before, you Kkmow.
He has the strength of an ox, and he could
smash you with one straight blow, il you
" edtern_grinded Taintl

fern grinn faintly.

w{ sha'n’y let bim it 1 can help 1.”

“@ood! - Mind, take it easy in the firsh
tound. He will try to force the fighting, and
you must be on the defensive. Take his
measure before you let yourself go.”

* Right-ho " |

Rediern oast any depressing feelings from
him now. He could not afford to k.
He must think of nothing but the conflict—
the conflict, and vietory. He had a terrible
task to tackle, and it needed all his energies,

“@ood!” said Ransome. “Go it!”

Redfern stepped into-the ring. The time«
keeper was Iooking at his watch.* The Cliicken
stepped to meet bhis' opponent with a grin
on his face.

“ Time!”

. -

They shook hands, and then Redfern
stepped quickly back, and was on the de-
fensivé ‘in a flash, g ik

‘The Chicken grinned, and advanced upon
fiim, and Redfern went back and back, till
he had been driven almost round the Ting.
Ransome’s face never moved, but from the
crowd came laughter and jeers.

“Licked at the start!”

“ Haw, haw, haw!”

“Take him home' to bed !"

“ Give him some milk!”

“ Haw, haw, haw!”

And thenr the rude and ill-natured jests
died into sudden silence. The Chicken had
made a sudden rush, determine to bring
things to 4 climax. The antagonists were at
close quanters, and all of a sudden the fight-
ing became fast and furious.

s

CHAPTER 29.

Biow for Blow.
EDFERN MINOR set his teeth hard,
The wholé ccene Was so new and
strange to him that, in spite of his
determination, it was not prising
that he was not quite himself at ﬁ‘rst. He
had taken Ransome’s advice in keeping on
the defensive at the start, and it had served
him well; but the Chicken was upon him

now like a whirlwind. )

Redfern was' still upon the defensive. He
could do no more, but it looked doubtful
whether he would be able to save himself,
The Chicken's blows camé like lightning,
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drive after drive that looked capable. of
felling an ox, and yet were delivered with

* amagzing rapidity.

All Redfern knew of guarding came into
play then Imn resisting that tremendous
attack. The Chicken felt humiliated that
such an opponent should stand up to him
at all, and he was determined to emd it in
a single round. But Redfern minor was
made of sterner stuff tham the Chicken
and his admirers dreamed of in their philo-

Y. ]

is defence was splendid, considering; but
the chicken was putting his beef info it, as
Mr, Buckle remarked, with a vengeance. It
eeemed as if he would simply sweep Redfern
out of exi A

“ Ah!”" murmured Mr. Cunliffe, ¢

The chicken had ‘ got homé' at last.
His heavy fist came upon Redfern’s cheek,
and the junior sta,gilemd

Crash came the Chicken’s left on his chin
alvs he did so, and Redfern went down like a
og.

Crash!

The crash upon the boards rang through
the place.. There was a laugh from the on-
lookers.

‘ Haw, haw!" . 1

“ Put_him to bed now, Cunliffe!™
. @unliffe, muttered something under  his
preath.” The -timekeeper was. counting, and
Redfern struggled up. If ten were counted
before he was on his feet, he was licked;
and the mere thought of the shame of being
defeated in the first round seemed to imbue
him with new life. .

He struggled up; but Chicken was ready,
and he was swept dowh again with a blow

that made his hesd ring. He crashed on |

the boards.

* Time!”

Ransome drew a Iong, long breath,

The call of time came most opportunely
for Redfern. He could not have gained his
feet and stood up under the slogging blows
of the Chicken.

The Chicken grinned as he went back to
his corner. Redfern was breathing hard.

‘He joined Ramsome, who made a knee for
‘him, and sponged his face quietly.

Redfern had expected Tfault-finding, if
othing more, and he was surprised that
Ransome did not say a word.

“ Time!”

Redfern minor stepped back briskly into
the ring.

There was a hum of surprise from the
spectators. They had expected to see him

come up staggering and weak, if he came
up to the scratch at all. To their surprise,
fie looked as fresh as when he had faced

the Chicken for the first time, except for
the marks of the blows upon his face.

“My ‘at!” said Mr. Buckle. “There’s
something in the kid, arter all!™

¢ QOh, this round’ll finish him!” said
another.

Redfern heard the words, which were
spoken quite in his hearing.A flash came
into his eyes. If only to confound the pro-
phets and disappoint_the unfeeling omlookers
who eared so little for his feelings, he was

.. And M

b5
determined that Chicken should never
beat him. *e 3
The, Chicken commenced the second round
with the same tactics as before. He wanted
to wipe Redfern off the ring. so to speak,
and to show that he—the Chicken—was not
the kind of pug to be tackled by a school-

boy.
%uvt his attack, though as fast and furious
as_hefore, did not have the same effect.
. Redfern was at home now; he was quite
himeelf. He was as cool as an iceberg, and
lfn‘steyes never wavered, His guard was per-
ect,

Ransome grinned with satisfaction, and
glanced at Cunliffe; amd the landlord of the
Green Man glanced back with equal satis-

faction. A ¢
Their champion was showing his qualify
now. b s

The Chicken, amazed and ammoyed, re-
doubled . his efforts, A little more wisdom
would have shown him that he had under-
rated his opponent, and that his game was
to draw Redfern, not to waste wind and
strength in hammering attacks; but the
Chicken, whatever he might be in other re-
spects, was not, as me had remarked.
Redfern’s equal in sense. 5.

He allowed ' anger to utrge him om, and
instead of chauging his tactics,; he only
hammered away more furiously than -ever.

“ My hat!" murmured Ransome to Mr.
Spooner. “ It's a bull at a gate business now.
He can’t touch our man!”

Ir. Spooner nodded and chuckled.

. The Chicken slackened down at last in sheer

exhaustion, as his rain of blows proved to
have no effect upon thie boy before him.
Redfern _had given way hardly a foot of
ground. There was no driving him round
the ring this time; and the harder his foe

came at him; the more keen he seemed to -

beeome, the more steady and cool.

The . _onlookers were silent mnow. ‘They
realised thdt they had misjudged Cunlifie’s
man, and some of them realised still more
keenly that they had been a little hasty in
laying reekless bets upon the Chicken. Stiil,
they were far from losing confidence. The
school-hoy Wwas putting up an -unexpectedly
tough fight, but he could never pull it of.

That was the gemeral opinion. But as the

Chicken wslackened, Redfern was seen
change his game in a flash so quickly that
the eye could scarcely follow him.
. _He had been on'the defence all the time.
Now, like lightning;, he was attacking; and,
wonder of wonders, the Chicken- was giving
ground before him!

Redfern’'s blows came in thick and fast,
and the astonished Chicken guarded them
very weakly.

Redfern’s right landed on his chin, and his
left on the Chicken's brawny chest; then
the right again on the side of the jaw as the
Chicken swung half-round.

The Chicken simply staggered. Ransome's
eyes. were. blazing now. He shouted aloud
in his excitement: i

“@Go it! Right on the mark, kid!"”

Butkliedfem had no chance §eb at the
“ mark."” g

He drove in another leftshandef, and the

to”

8z
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Chicken swayed bhack right to the ropes,
and feebly defended himsell-against 2 hot
attack. The spectators were hushed. Was
the Chicken going down—down before the
attack of this youngster?

Tt was mcred1ble, but it was happening.

* The : Chicken * seemed nowhepe.  Redfern's
right was drawn back. In another second the
Chicken would have been swept off his feet by
a, tremendous upper-c.ut he could not guard.

Knock, knock, knock

It was a furious ktwckm" at the door of
- the shed. Redfern started back, and. the
opportunlt,\r was lost. The Cl:ucken dropped
his hands in astonishment. The fight stopped
of its own accord.

The pugilists and the crowd looked at one
another in  consternation. . Mr, - Cunlitfe
turned “pale. )

Knock, knock, knock! ~

CHAPTER 30.
Another Redfern Arrives,
NOCK! Knock! EKnock!

The knocking rang, with a hollow
sound, through the silent room. The
noisy crowd were silent now—silent

and uneasy.

Mr. (;unlxﬂ’a was startled. Ransome deadly
pale. The Chicken, with a grin and a shrug
of the shoulders, sat down on a chair ab t,he
corner of the ring, and crossed his legs. Red-
fern minor remained standing where he was,
the gloves still on his hands, his face
startled and pale.

If it should be someone from St. Dolly’s!

That thought was in the minds of both the
senior and the junior. Suspicion had been
awakened lately at the school,'they knew
that. It was quite possible that a master,
or perhaps Lunsford, had tracked them to
the public-house.

To be discovered engaged in a prize-fight!
The thought made Redfern’s senses swim.
That his motive wag good, that he was
doing this to save his brother, would count
for little in the eyes of the doctor—or, rather,
would count for nothing, since he would not
explain and injure Arthur. For once in his
life, Redfern’s courage came near failing
him; and he stood mute, motionless in the
ring.

Knock! Kiiock!

Ransome, with a desperate look, stepped
quickly through the canvas sereen, and
hutrned to a little wmdow which overlooked
the door.

Phe light in the dmsmg-room was extin-
guished now, and he could look out of the
window without being seen from outside.

‘He pressed his face to the glass.

Knock! Kneck!

In the dim starlight he caught sight of the
figure standing outside the door, knocking
upon it with imperious knuckles.

The cad of the Sixth gave almost a sob
of relief. :

It was Redfern major.

*“ Arthur!” muttered Ransome: and in a
moment he was coolness itself again.

’ He looked back into the other room.

““It's all rizht!”” he muttered.

“ Who is it?” asked Mr, Cunliffe uneasily.

“ A’ friend of curs.’

And Ransome made a° sign unseen by
Redfern minor.

The landlord of the Green Man under-
stood, and breathed more freely.

X All? right, Master Ranwmc'

ﬂ

“* Better not!” 3

Ransome drew hack agam, and went to
the door of the outer apartment. He. un-
locked it, and ¢pened it guickly, and stepped
out, closing the door behind him.

Arthur Redfern stepped back,
by this sudden action.

But it was only for a moment. He camo
closer again, his ﬁsts clenched, and his gyes
gleaming. . 3

“So you're here!"

Ransome nodded coolly.

*“Yes.  Have you come to see me?”

Arthur made a gesture of rage.

** Where is-my brother?"”

“¥h? Your minor?” said Ransome, to
gain_time.

*“'Yes, Sldney Is lie here?"

:: ]El{aw you come to look for lum?”

“ And why?”

00 ta.ke him back if he is here.”

“Hold on,” said Kansome quietly.
here, but—""

‘“Let me pass!”

* Wait till I have explained—""

Arthur breathed hard.

“Let me pass, Ransome. I don't want
to hit you. But if you try to etop me I'Il
knock you down. You understand? I told
you all along I wouldn't have my young
brother mixed up in this. Heaven help me!
He sha’'n’t grow to be a blackguard, as I
am. Let me pass, you cad! I'm going to
take him away!"

Ransome did not move.

_*“ Unless you want to be expelled from Sf.
Dolly’s to-morrow, and your minor, too, you
had hetter listen to me,” he said icily.

*“What do you mean?”’

““ Sidney is here; but you need not he
afraid th.).t he is following in your footsteps,”
said- Ransome, with a sneer. ‘‘He did nobt
come here to smoke or drink or gambie. He
;:Ttﬂdut if I wanted him to. He's not that

Arthur winced.
** Then why is e here?”

Is he com-

o

surprised

“Teis

“To save you. N

“What? How?"

“He's’ fighting the Chicken,” said Ran~
some quietly. *‘* He’s h'“lltm" him for a
purse of twenty pounds, “and he intends to
hand the cash to you-to setile your debts.”

** Impossible! I will not accept it! I—="

“ Cunliffe will take your paper up to the
Head if you don't settle up by Monday.
What are you going to do?

Arthur groaned.

In the haste and excitement of tlunkmh
about bhis minor, he had for the moment for.
gotten his own position.

“1 don’t kmow. But I
Sidney——""

4 51d.ney is all right!” said Ransome, with
a epeer.  And your scruples are coming-

won't | sacrifice
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rather late in the day. ‘You can leave Sid-
ney alone.”

*But—but you are mad! What chance
has a bog like that against the Chicken?
You must be out of Yyour senses!” said
Arthur hoarsely.

“He is gettmg the hetter of the ﬂght
after two rounds.”

“ But—but ‘it can’t go on! It sha™m't go
on! Hang it! I'm a prefect of Dolly's |
and to allow this to go on—"" :

“1 told yg nothing about it,
should have kept away. The be best,
can do is to go straight back to St.
and allow matters to take their course.’
@ 11 won't!"”

It is well said that he who hesitates is
Imsb Arth'uxrs resolution was already waver-

Afberr all the twenty pounds would save .

him. And then to turn over a new leaf;
have done with all this wretched deceit

lying and prevarication. It was a prospect
to tempt him. He forgzob that on a vious
oceasion the same mpted

prospect
kim, and he had cleared himself by one more
sin—that of befraying the’'Lexham match—

and then afterwards had fallen back into
‘the old ways. It is way of a ‘weak
- mature to -catch at. stra

Raumme was ma,tc]ung ham cl sely,
" ““Now, be sensible,”” he said.. ‘‘ The kid is
call right. He will lick t)he Chicken. The
nty pounds is as good as in his pocket.
aye matters alone and you stand clear,
to do as you like.”
“You are a demon, Ransome!”
Ramsome ehrugged his shoulders.
“TLet well alone; that's all 1 advise.”
Arthur wavered. 1
& Does Sidney know I am here?' he said
weakly. 4

' No !

Arthur stood silent, thinking—or {rying
to think. He dld not see the bitter sneer

on  Ransome’s face
i Betiter get back' to the school,” said Ran-

some at last. “You don’t want B g,ir
sence to be noticed.” S
Apthur started a little, nodded Hout |
speukmg, and, turning, strode away mto She
gloom.

¥

Ransome watched him d1mp9%r, auﬁ ga;ve
a low, scornful laugh, Then he re-egfered the

The fight had recommenced.

CHAPTER 31,
‘ Well Matched.

EDFERN MINOR did not know that it
was Arthur who knocked. From what
Ransome said, he imagined that it.
was one of Cunliffe’s set, and, th

alarm once over, gave no further t-hought to
the matter. He had no time to think about
it, either. The interrupted contest recom-
mengf-(ed and he was called upon to face the
Chicken omce more,

bx(\’ng the Chicken gave him plcruty to think
about.

The young boxer had cea.sed {o swagger,
veased to grin and wink at his friends in,

A ?

‘murmurs that Redf
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the audience, as if his contest wit/h the
schoolboy was a farce and the joke of the

season. He udleamedtoonmehofﬂed
fern's qudo.it 8 {
It was day npml his mind that- the

contest was fap. being a joke, that it
was deadly earnest, and that it he wanted to
win the _burse h{ would have to' put his beef

into it. =

And dg “as he rei M he becaine
4 more i adversary.

In tfhg third ‘round he fought with less
swaggop and more care, and Redfern found
that he had pleaty of work to do.

up the junior was in fine form, and - there

w.w u&tle doubt that thoa-fh younger than
the Chicken less was ' the
s%penwr in seis (,e and in menta,l ‘quickness,
ich counts for a great deal m a glove

T}]ltel audaence watched keem.ly dummg the
Fou

They were heginning to see, too, that it hid
been a little reckless to lay money so lavishly
on the Chicken,. and there werg already
ern was a ‘ dark horse,
Zrhom Cunliffe and his gang had sprung upon

There were few there who had not . laid
money uagainst the junior; almost all, with
the exception of those Who were in the
“ know "~Rammme and his precious friends.
And they had laid at lo nﬁlodds too. Hence
the keen pnxietv with which they began to
V}&tth/ fight. And Redfern was giving
t good cause for anxiety, too.

The third and the fourth round were in-
depisivél but the fact that Rediern Was not

s * knocked sky-high, showed
:v.l calculations on the subject

3 aa fu]h holding his own against
the Chicken ‘was -getting
and s.n

lrlp ansome pabbed bhe junior on the shoul-
der at the end of the fourth rounl,
4% How do )q;i fw}; kid?” he asked, almost

lledfam going to put a hig sum oi
Kﬁ.mcket&, and Rapsome fel

kmdly
Redﬁ'grmmd.
“W as rain.’
ind

all nght""
und as bell.”

“‘M.m.d vou don’t let him get too close
and slog you. But you know that as well as
I do. Keep him on the go, and as soon as
he has bellows to mend, wade in and finish
Redfe ern minor nodded,

“ That's all right.”

& My nt ”* said Rancome, * you're fresh—

bhan 1 expected after four rounds!
in_splendid form! Look here, kid,

’;co pick up a sm? fortunefin this line

you did as I tell you.” ]

Redleme blow clouded.

“I don't want to plck up a fortune, big or

little, at this game,” be said. You know
why I'm doing  this; 1@ the first and the
last time."
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Redfern minor steppéd iuto the ring again.

He toed the line so freshly, so ¢ nly,
that even the most prejudiced partisan of
the Chicken could not help observing how
keen he was, and glancing doubtfully at the
duller and hea.vner professional.

But the Chicken was game.

The fifth round was marked by punish-
ment on both sides, both letting themselves
go a little, and lm,tmg out. Both looked a
little groggy at the emd of it, But neither
could be said to have gained an advantage.

The Chicken was looking savage now. He
came up, ab the call of time, with a sullen
and angry expression upon his bull face.  His
attack was sharp and spiteful, but Redfern
was ‘“all there ” all the time.

The Chicken pressed the attack, and Red-
fern had.to give ground; but the efforts of
his assailant to corner him were all in vain.
Redfern seemed like an eel to corner. Once
the Chicken thought he had him for cerfain,
buts Redfern gave him a crack on the rlbs,
and sent him etaggering, and got away

gain.

“The baffled Chicken was slogging now, too
angry to be careful. Redfern minor was not
the fellow to let a chance like that pass un-
improved.

The blind slogging of the angry Chicken
gave him his chance, and he took it. He
guarded clumsy blows, and gave a postman’s
knock in return, which made the Chicken
sgtagger back, droppmv;.' his hands

There was a gasp from the crowd. Ran-
some shouted in excitement, but Redfern did
not ‘need telling. IS

Right forward he leaped, and his right
crashed home, with most of his bodlhy weight
behind if, iaxrly on ‘ the mark.”

The Chicken gave a grunt. and dropped
upon the boards with a resounding crash.
He lay there, fairly gasping.

o &ravo"’ yelle Ransome. in- delight.
‘“ Hurrah! gasped Mr. Cunliffe. Hur—
blessed—rah !’

Redfern Iooked down upon his opﬁonen.b
The timekeeper was cbunting,” and the
Chicken made a hereic attempt to stagger

p.

“ One—two—three—four—-""

The Chicken half rose, and collapsed again.

There were auxious faces looking on now.
The bookmakers were grinning. They stood
to loserheavily to the perscns in the ‘* know.”
But they stood to win from all the reckless
backers of the Chicken. All were thinking of
their bets—whether they would win or lose—
whether they would yet have .a chance of
hedging: no one seemed to give a thought
to the wretched youth sprawling helplessly
on the boards, in pain and exhaustion, s’t,rn-
ing in vain to rise.

“ Pive—six—seven—-"

There was a hush.

“ Eight—nine—""

The Chicken staggered up.

Redfern wasiquite within his rights—his
duties, a pugilist would have said—in waiting
for the Chicken to rise, and sending him
crashing down again with a blow before he
was able to defend himself. Such are the
amenities of the prizering. But they did

s spared  in

REDFERN MINOR.

not fight like that in the Fourth-Form ab
St. Dolly’s.

Redfern stepped ba,ck and allowed the
Chicken to gain his feet “untouched.

There was a gasp of amazement from the
spectators, an exclamation from the referee,
a yell of rage from Ra,nsome.

“You young fool!”

Redfern did not even look at him. The
Chicken, as much amazed as anyone, sparred
feebly up to him, and kept up some sort of
a fight until time was called.

Ransome scowled blackly at the junior as
he came off for the end of the sixth round.
Cunliffe and Spooner and the rest were scowl-
mg t00.

*You young idiot!"” said Ransome, he-
tween his teeth. ** You could have smashed

him—finished him! Do you hear? One blow
then, and he was done!” y
Redfern tightened* his lips.
“I'm fighting that chap. 'he eaid, ‘' not

vgu] And I'll fight in my own way, or nob
at all

“Tt’s in the rules of the ring—-""

“ Hang the ring! 1'm not a prize-fighter,
and I don't care :a hang for the ring, or
any of its rules. The rules of fair play are
enough for me.”

5f You foo], you've given away a chance

i Thnt's my business.”

“You may lose the fight over it.”

“I don’t care.’

“You don't care!” burst out Mr. Cunliffe
furiously. ** You—you rat! You don't care!
What about my money?”

The lad’s eyes turned upon him fearlessly.

‘““Hang your dirty money! I don't care if
you lose it. Why should I? How much do
you care for that poor chap who's getting
slogged to win you your filthy 2

Mr. Cunliffe spluttered, almost spcechless.

“You cub——"" he began.

“You've called me somectpretty names,”
said Redfern. “ How would you like me to
walk out of the place without another
round? Feor that's what 1'1l do if I don't
have more cw.hty bie

“Tet him alone,’ said Ransome hurriedly

And Mr. (,unhﬂ'e chokcd back his rage,
and was silent.

Time was called again, and the com-
batants faced ome another for the seventh
round. There was a murmur of excitement
from the spectators, and every eye was beng
eagerly upon the two active forms!in the
ring.

—

CHAPTER 32.
Caught !

HE Chicken, though he had been
the last tound. was de-

cidedly groggy now. That crashing

blow upon the *‘mark ' would have
knocked cut some fighting men; but the
Chicken wuas game. “He meant to do his
hest for his patrons, and he toed thL line
again with grim determination,

But even upon the Chicken's mind |b W?L\
borne that the tide of victory was run-
ning in his younger opponent’s Tavour.

Redfern’s ireshness, considering what he

*>

e

i:
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had gone through, was wonderful. He
seemed tireless. A healthy and careful life
and constant exercise, had kept him in a
state of fitness which stood him in good
stead now.

The lad who could stand an hour and a
half of hard, slogging football was mot likely
to give way under any ordinary strain.

The Chicken was still trying his pressing
tactics, and he succeeded in getting in one
or two body blows that m Redfern grunt;
but Redfern put *‘ paid ” to each of them,
his hghbm{ng counters rattling home on the
Chicken’s jaw or chin.

The most obstinate of the Chicken’s hackers
%lgd to admit tm%g thedseventh round was

e beginning e en
Redfern had the advantage all the time,
knocking the Chicken about and driving
Mm rouml the ring—a reversal of the earlier

Th»e “Chicken was plainly glad when time
was called and he had a chance to rest.
Ransome grinned with satisfaction as the
junior came back to him.

“You'll do!" he said.

Redfern nodded without speaking.

“ The next round ought to be the finish,”
said Ransome eagerly. “ He's lost his wind

w, amd you 'want to see that he doesn't

Et He was gasping like a porker
a&l f;hat round. Push him hard. Don't give
him a moment’s rest, and try for the mark
again.” y

“1 know what to do!"

Ransome bit his lip.

*Go it, Chick!" ‘came several volces as
the Chicken came up o ore.
“Go it, old man. Don't let a kid sLnff you’ 2

The Chicken sniffed angrily. The advice
was very ill-timed, for it angered the
Chicken, and anger excited him. He needed
all gis coolness to struggle through that
roand.

But he was not cool. He was exhausted,
angry, and half blinded by swellings round his
eyes. He rushed in savagely, feelmg that if
he did not finish Redfern quickly, Redfern
would finish him.

“Go it, Chicken!"

Redfern gave ground at first before the
furious assault of the Chicken; but he
ooked in a  blow that made the prize-

hter's hgad swim, and the Chicken's

g k became still more clumsy.

Rap, rap, came Redfern’s fists ‘upon his
fate in an echoing postman’s knock. The
thin prize-ring gloves softened the blows
but little. The Chicken's nose was already
swollen to a great size, and glimmered crim-

» ose sharp raps brought the water to
his eyes with a rush,

Rap, rap!

Thc Chicken's defence was nowhere.

“It’s all over, har shouting!” murmured
Ransome in Mr. Cunlifie’s ear, and the land-
loxd of the Green Man nodded and grinued.

Knock him out, Chicken!™
The Chicken did his best. He rushed in

despe 1y, hammering away. The attack
was urious that Redfern had to give
round?, and ‘twice the Chicken's fists' came

wowme upon his chest and face.
The hopes of the Chicken’s backers rose:
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ey

It was still prob:
right arm could ged
fight would be enc
were e'ncouxra,gmg
“That’s the game!
“Give it him!"
‘“ Right on the mark,
But the Chxckens final fur

quite expended now., He the
attack, and as he slackened, breat avily,
Redfern rushed in. The prize i guard
was swept to nowhere, and right
came crashing in—in a terrd that
caught the Chicken on the he chin,

Right back went the hurled
fairly off his feet by that terrible blow—
ng’nt. back, fa,limg with a crash upon the

boards.
“ Bravo!” yeﬁéd Ransome
The Chicken lay still, ha.rddty breathing.
Redfern, exhausted himself, stood quiet.
The timekeeper once more bcgam to count.
* One—two—three—four——"
No movement from the Chlcken—ha.rdly a

gasp!
** Five—six—seven——"'
‘“He's done!” said Ransome,
*Pight—nige—" lighs i
A Buck up, Chicken!” said an anxious

i

Tr'x; Chicken did not stir.

The umekeeper snapped ‘his watch shut.

* Gentlemen, the fight is over,” said the
rveferee. The bov wins!”

There w: deep, hoarse growl from' the
specta)tors The result of the fight was not
popular; but. there was no getting away
irom the plain !acts and the reierees de-
cision. Redfern minor had won! |

The junior took off the zloves. Now that
the fight was over he realised what a strain
it had been. He was tired, - weak, and
aching. He had received ple:n.by of pumsh-
ment, and his lip was cut, his nose slightiy
swollen on one side, and bruises were form-

¢ on his face and chest. He threw down
’tgxe gloves, and Ransome drew him into the
diessing-room,

“ You've won, Redfern! 1 knew you would!
My word, if you hadn’'t—— But never mind
that now. You've pulled it off, and earned
twenby pounds.’

* Well-earned ‘the twenty quid!” said Cun-
liffe, coming in. * Hark at the boys! They
don't like losing the stuff.”

Muttered oaths and growls could he heard
through the c«mvas from the adjoining room.
Ransome chuckled

“ They can like it or or lump it!"” he said.
“They made their -bets with’ their eyes
open. This is a -coup for me, and that's aﬁ
1 care ahout. They grinned when I brought
Ezt man in, but he laughs best who laughs

“ What-ho!" said Mr. Spooner, chuckling.
“The kid’s a marvel. ;Tt seems a pity that

he should be wasted m a school. What a
pug he would make!™
. Redfern was bathing his face. It felt

aching and inflamed, and his head was
whirling a little. The fight had told upon.
him more than he had imagined at first.
Ransome and his friends were thinking only
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of their money, and no one even glanced at
Redfern.

Rap!

They started round'as the sharp rap came
on the door—a rap of heavy knuckles. ..
. " Hang it!” muttered Mr. Cunliffe. “Is
it that fool back again?”’

Ransome grinned. 3

““Too_late to bother us, if it is!”

A voice rang through the door—a ' voice
that made Ransome start and drove every
vestige of colour from his cheeks.

** Open this door!”

“ Lunsford!” /

It, was the voice of the captajn of St.
Delly’s. Redfern stood with streaming. face
over the bowl of water. Ransome was
transfived. ' What, in the name of-all that
was unfortunate, brought Lunsford there at
that moment? .

Had -« Arthur told him? Impossible! Did
he know? What did he know? Ramsome’s
senses swam for a moment, but only for a
moment. Then he grasped the money—
notes and silver—hurriedly, ‘and thrust it
in his pocket. A single bound took him
into the: adjoining room, where .the specta-
tors of the fight stared at his white face
and hurried movements in amazement. .

Ransome did not .give them a look. He
rajl across to a window, tore away the blind,
and threw it open. He plunged out into the
gloom, and . disappeared amor the shrub-
beries of the garden in a twinkling. Im his
selfish terror for himself he had utterly for-
gotten the existence of Redfern minor.

And Redfern? He stood where he was,
dazed. and bewildered. . He was too ex-
hausted to ‘think of following Ransome's
example. Besides, he knew that Lunsford
must have come there to look for him.
Somehow, the captain of St. Dolly’s had
learned what was going on. There could be
no other explanation of his angry summons
at Mr. Cunlifie’s door.

Redfern was not given many moments to
think, either. It' was cnly a few seconds
after Ransome had disappeared that there
came a crash on the door from outside.

Lunsfond, of St. Dolly’s, was net the fellow
to ‘be trifled with. ' As ‘the door was not
opened, .he guessed that it was remaining

shut to allow somebody time to escape, and’

he did not stand upon ceremony.

A heavy wooden garden bench, whirled by
Lunsford’s. powerful, hands, crashed upon
the door—onee, twice—and at the second blow
the flimsy door flew inwards. Lunsford’s
angry face glared into the shed.

Cunliffe started forward with an oath.

“ What does this mean?”’ he blustered.
“ What do. you mean breaking in my door,
you young hound? I'll have the police——"

“Don't talk to me, you cad!” exclaimed
Lunsford, in a tone that made Mr. Cunliffe
retreat a pace or- two. ‘‘ You've got a
junior helonging to St. Dolly’s here—-"

** Look here-—"" ¢

“ Redfern!” Lunsford caught sight of the
junior’s white face. ‘ Redfern!”

REDFERN MINOR.

“Yes,” Lunsford!”’

‘So you are here!’’

Redfern smiled bittenly.
up now with a vengeamnce.

“Yes, T am here, Lunsford.”

“ Get your things on,”” said the ecaptain
of St. Dolly’s roughly, *‘and come with me.
Don't waste time!™

** Yes,” said Redfern dully, .

He towelled , his ‘ face and donned Ids
clothes. Lunsford watched him grimly.
Redfern’s appearance, the hoXing-gloves on

The game was

the floor, the money on' the table, suffi-
ciently explained what had happenéd to the
captain of - St. ‘Dolly’s.

hezan to bluster again.
on him, and pushed b_ack his

Mr. Cunlifie
Tunsford turned
cufts. [
“Don’t talk to me of the police!” he
said. * You know you're afraid for them
to know what’s been going on here. Don't
talk to me at all. I've come to take this
boy away. I'll lick anybody who interferes!”
No one interfered. Redfern was not many
minutes; but before he followed Lunsford
from the shed, he turned to Mr. Cunliffe.
“ You’ve got twenty pounds for me?” he
said quietly. .
Lunsford turned on him like a flash.
‘“ What’s that, Redfern?”
Redfern’s heart sank.
“TI've won the money, Lunsford!
the purse, an 2 !
“You young blackguard!’
Redfern winced.
“ Lunsford—"" ; i
“Come with me! You shan't take it!
You sha'n’t  touch a penny of the black-
guardly - money!” ' said Lunsford sternly.
“If that’s what you've disgraced yourself
you will be disap-

I've woen

and your school for,
pointed. Come!"

Redfern panted.

“ Lunsford, I—I must
—I tell you—""

* The misery in his voice, his look, moved
the captain of St. Dolly’s somewhat. But he
did not relént, or think of relenting.

“You cannot touch such meney as that,
Redfern!” he said.’ ‘“Come, we've wasted
too much time already!”

His hand fell heavily upon Redfern’s shoul-
der. The boy followed him dumbly, despair
at his heart. .

It had all been useless, then! He had, as
Lunsford said, disgraced himself and dis-
graced his school. And it was all useless;
he could not save Arthur.

They went into the darkness, followed by a
jeering laugh from the blackguards in the
shed. Lunsford gritted his teéeth; but Red-
fern did not heed it, did not even hear it.
He was stunned by the turn events had
taken.

“Come!" said Lunsford sharply.

“You are going to take me to the Head?"

Lunsford stared at him. !

‘“Can you ask?” \

“No. 1 suppose you must.”

And after that, as they moved on in the
datkness towards Sb. Dolly’s, Redfern spoke
no word

have the money! I
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CHAPTER 33.
Sacked ! g5

Lig EDDY "
! Skelton and Brown uttered the
U name together, in blamk dismay. as

Tunsford and Redfern minor en:tert.d
the schoolhouse .at St. Dolly's.

Redfern’s eyes were on the ground. I{e did
not look up. He was “alkln», like one in a
dream.

Skelton tapped him on the shoulder, aund
then he looked round with a start.

“Reddy, what’s the matter? Wha

“Stand aside, Skelton!”

sharp!
i Oh, all right. I only want to speak to
Bedfern.”,

& Geb ‘hack!”

There was an unusual gha; in the cap-
tain’s tones. Skelton stepped back in wonder.
Lunsford strode on with Red.fem minor, who
had not. spoken a word. Skelton and Brown
jocked at each other in great disqulet

II‘I‘ Something’s. jolly wrong!” said Brown

CHARLES

Skelton knitted his braws.

* They’ve caught him, Browney!’ he said
gloomily. I dont know what it was he
was mixed up in with Ra,nsome, but he’s
been caught at it. ‘1 wonder Ransome’s
caught, too?’

“Not much ! said Brown bitterly. * Trust
Ransome! He wouldn't be caught. Reddy
will take the blame for the whole biznay,"”

“He jolly well won't!” said Skelton be-
tween his teeth. “ Whatever it was; Ran-
some led him into it. Ransome can face the
music as well."”

‘“He won't!”

“He may be made to.”

Skelton tried to think it out with knitted
brows. What was it Redfern had left the
school for that evening? What wretched
business had Ransome dragged him into?
Arthur, too, had followed him to infm'fere.
yet nothing had come of it. What did it all
mean, and what was the best thing “for
Reddy’s chums to do?

Skelton was in a cruel uneertainty. He knew
too little of what had happemed to be able
to act. He was as likely to mjure Reddy as
to help him‘if he opemed his mouth.

While poor Skelton was trying to think out
a course to'follow, Redfern went on with the
captain of St. Dolly’s to the Head’s study.

He had seen a light hurning in the Head's
window as they crossed the quadrangle and
‘he knew that Dr. Cranston was there.

Redfern remembered his last - interview
with the Head in that dreaded apartment.
He had escaped that time. He was not to
escape now. He knew that. He had “heen
caught fairly in the act——nof, doing anything
tbat he thought to be wrong, certainly, but
breaking the school laws in the most flag-
rant manner for another’s sake; but he
could not say so, and if he did say so it
would not help him much, probably.

Already, in his mind’s eye, he. saw the
doctor’s grim face, and heard the sentence
from fhis lips. 3

said Lunsiord 5

‘to go to the village; ‘but, ‘in
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Well, he had rlsked it for Arthur, amd he
could face the music. Hardest of all
bear was the thought that he had made the
sacrifice for nothing—that the twenty pounds
which -would have saved ~Arhur had nom
come to him after all.

He had won the nurse

‘eeived at He m.lqht ‘ext act% m uey fr
3¢ 0] oE

them afterw; n time for Arthur, b
Lunsford ba.pped at the Head's door. Al
thrill like the contact of ice Tan ﬂxfough
the veins of Redfern minor,
** Come in!™ ;
The Head’s voice seemed deeper, more
solemn and stern, than Redfern had ever
known it to be before. It 'was but !a!wy,
but it sounded in his ears like a knell.
They entered. Dr. Cranston was seated at
his® writing-table, a pen in his %H
looked at Lunsford, and then at ern
minor, and quietly Taid down his , amd
turned a little in his seat. He ew ' at
once that something serious had happened.

“ What is.it, Lunsford?”” he asked quicily.

“ A very unpleasant matter, sir, which I
felt bound to -bring to your notice at once,”
said Lumsford. “1t's quite beyond me to
deal with it. I—I'm almost ashamed to tell
you, hut—""

He' paused umomfoxtably

“Go on, Lunsford! Is it Redfern minor
in trouble again?”

£ ey, in.)

““1 am sorry. for this, Redfern. I Thad
hoped that your marrow escape would be a
warning to you. I had hoped that you would *
tny Lo lead a straighter life for your brother's
sake, after he had sa.ved you from expulsion.”

Redfern kept his eyes upom :the carpef.
For his brother’s sake! He could mot tell
the Head of St. Dorothy's what he had done
for his hrether's sake.

“Go on, Lumsford!”

““ You remember, sir. that you directed me
to keep my eye on Cunliffe’s place in WW
since it was dlscovurcd that 8t 1y's
fellows went there

““Yes, and T du-ected you to report to me
at once if you discovered that any’ person

hc-lop ing to St quotﬂn s yisited the place,’”

d the Head. “It was aolqrem shock to
e to find bha.t an, tfhmg “the sort was
oing on in the school ‘under my charge,

and I am determined to sta.mp it ‘out. This
is a case where masters and prefee‘bs and allk
right-thinking boys are at one.”

“ Yes, .sir.” I,umfard hesitated. "R&,\d
fern minor was missing ' from call-over.
Mr. Ford whs informed that he had a pass
view ot—ot
Redfern’s late conduet, I bhought had
better look tnto the maM';er

‘*Quite right.”’

““I inquired among the prefects, and could
not find who had given Redfern a pass. One
prefect was absent, and 1 could not ask him.
I n,?iemded _;gt hwaJlli %&}wn to_the Green Mau,

see Wi er Re em miner was H;er

“Quite right,” .
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““I could not help suspecting that he was
there, especially as—as the only prefect who
could have given him a pass was his major,
who was the only one likely to give it him
without very close inquiry as to what he
intended to do.”

. **1 understand.”

“1 met Redfern major in the lane, coming
from the direction of Wyndale—-"

Redfern minor started. Had his brother
been at Wyndale that evening? Did Arthur
ﬁr&pw.) then, of the prize-ight at Mr. Cun-
iffe’s?

The Head observed his start, and his eyes
glimmered behind his  pince-nez for a

moment.
“Go on, Lunsford!™ :
‘I asked Redfern major whether he had
given his minor a pass, and he said he had.
'lmssked"him if he knew where the hoy was,

*Go on!” s

““ He looked so distressed, sir, that I asked
him nothing further, but went straight' on
to the Green Man myself. I thought it hard
on Redfern major that he should be forced
to say anything against his brother, and 1
wanted, if possible, to leave him out of the
whole matter—if you approve, sir.”

Dr. Cranston nodded. ;

“ Quite right, Lunsford. Redfern major
shall not he asked to say anything in the
matter. He will not appear in it at all.”

Lunsford drew a deep breath.

“1 am glad of that, sir. It would be hard
on him. Well, I went straight to the Green
Man, and found Redfern minor there. He
had been engaged in a prize-fight-—""

* A—a—a what?”

“¢ A prize-fight with a fellow put up by
Mr. Cunliffe to meet him for a purse of
twenty pounds, as far as I could make out.
He claimed the money, but I did not allow
him to take it."”

“ Is this possible, Redfern?”

Redfern’s. eyes were still on the carpet.

“ Yes, sir.”

His voice was low, quiet, mechanical—
more like the tones of some machine cun-
ningly contrived to imitate the humam voice
than like the voice of a living being. He
was . crushed—almost. stunned,

Lunsford’s matter-of-fact report of what

he had discovered at the Green Man stripped ;

the whole affair of any. guise of chivalry.
He realised how brutal, how sordid, it must
appear to the Head, for it appeared so to
him_now.

‘“ You fought with a low ruffian—"

“ He was a decent enough chap, sir.”

“H'm! Perhaps so. But you fonght with
a2 man, then, for money—for a puree of
twenty pounds?’”

““ Yes, sir.”

+*1 am glad to find you so truthful, Red-
fern,”” - said the Head, = after a pause;
“ although, certainly, falsehood ~would not
help you now. Why did you do this?”

“J1-—1 wanted the money, sir!™

“You wanted twenty pounds! What
;x}uld you possibly want such a sum of money
or?”’ \

Redfern was silent.
**The oeuly possible explamation, Redfern,
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is that you owed money—that you are in
debt—that you spoke falsely when you told
me that you had never betted nor gamhbled
at that place,” said the Head sternly. * &

The junior did not speak. 1

‘“ Answer me, Redfern! Did you require *
this_ money to pay a debt?” i

‘“Ye-es, sir.”

“That is enough. Have you anything °
more to tell me, Lunsford?” ¥

** No, .sir.” |

“You_ have done your duty. Redfern
minor, I will not attempt to express the
horror and contempt I feel for your conduct.
Under a guise of frankness you have con-
cealed a nature that I hope the worst boy
of St. Dorothy’s would despise if he knew
it as it has now been revealed.”

Redfern winced. )

His lips were white, but no word passed
them. He would not, and could not, defend
himself. What was he to say?

*“I shall remove this canker from St.°
Dorothy’s before it has had time to spread
corruption, I hope,” said the Head. * Red-
fern minor, I would expel you, with every
sign of ignominy, before an assembly of the
whole school, but for one consideration. I °
cannot help thinking of your brother—he
whose honourable name you have dragged in
the mire.”’ ;

The junior wae grimly silent.

“1 will not disgrace Arthur Redfern. It
shall not be said of him that his minor was .
expelled from the school in shame and dis-
grace, He has had enough: to bear, I do not
doubt, already on your account. I shall
save him all I can. You must leave St.
Dorothy’s! But for Arthur Redfern's sake
you shall go quietly, and this matter shalk
not be made puhlic. I shall explain to your
parents, as in duty bound, why you are sent |
home: that is all. You will pack your box -
to-night, and leave the school by the first &
train in the morning!”

Redfern shivered.

““ Yes, sir.”

The doctor loaked at him long and hard.

“T might have hoped to see a sign of re-
pentance in you, Redfern miner. Are you
not, sorry for what you have done? Do you
not regret, bringing this shadow upon an
honourable name?” b

Redfern’s lips were closed. :

“Well, go!” said the Head. **I won’t
speak to you further. You are hardened—
more hardened than I should have imagined
possible in one so young, if T had not see it
with my own eyes. You may go!” !

Redfern staggered rather than walked to
the door. {

He handly knew how he got out of the
stuy. He went along the passage like one
in a dream; he found his way up to the
dormitory without seeing where he was
going. The great room was dark and empty
—dark, save for a glimmer of starlight in at
the high windows. It was not yet the bed-
time of the jumiors. NS

He was to pack his box that night, to
leave St. Dorothy’s by the first train in the =
morning ! F

Was it possible? Was it true, or was it all
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4 ghastly dream? Would he wake up pre-
ntly and find that it was but a vision?
Alas, no! !

1t was real enough. He was expelled from

the school. Once before he had narrowly

escaped it; this time the blow had fallen,
and there was no escape.

F  And as he realised it, the unhappy boy

threw himself upon his bed, and the lohg

pent-up feclings gave way, and he broke
into tears.

—

CHAPTER 34.
Sidney Receives His Winnings.
L] EDDY !”
Jt was a whispering voice in the
loom.

Redfern minor started up.
The tears were wet upon his cheeks in
| the darkness of the dormitory.
P l{bﬂw!"

He recognised Skelton's voice.

“He's here, I think,”” said Brown III.
« Benson said he saw him, I say, Reddy,
are_you here, old chap?”

* Yes,” said Redfern quietly.

‘His two chums came quickly towards him
in the gloom. Redfern sat up on the bed.
He was quite- calm again now: that out-
burst had rtevived him. He felt that he
could look at the futurc calmly once more,
3 terrible as it was.

*What's the row, Reddy? Has Ransome
got Yvop into a fix?™ G
“ Yok

4 ,::You"'ye been before the Head?”

“ No."
His two chums peered at him anxiously.
His monosyllabic peplies alarmed them.
* Not ""—-Skelton hardly breathed the word
»‘: not ,gackcd?’l

* Yes.
5 * Sacked?"”
: “ Ves."
3 “ (Good heavems!' :

And there was silence. Skelton and Brown
poered at Redfern, and at one anotber. Red-
fern did not speak. What was there to say?

. s gacked!” said Skelton at last, in an
- awed voice. * Sacked! When are you going,
j > Reddy?'® - E i !

3 By the first train in the morning. I've
' come up here to pack my box,’ suid Red-
' fern drearily. * It—it can't be lelped. My
. luck’s out.” :

& “ What have you done?” 4 v

3 “ No good telling you, old cbap; it's gping

to be kept dark, and the less suid the better.
You don’t mind my not saying anything?®

“ N-n-no! Oaly, say, Reddy, you—you
haven't really done anything rotten, have
i you?” faltered Skelton. .

-~ " Redfern’s cheeks reddened in the darkuess.

“Hang it, Skelton! T shonldn’t think you
would think so, anyway.”

** Right-ho! I knew you wouldn't.. But—
bup if it's Dot that it means that you are
standing the racket for your major. If so

"+ Arthur wasn’t in this; he didn't even
know.""
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" ll{ane?me got you into it?”

“Yes.’

*Was he caught, too?”’

Redfern minor smited bitterly.

“No; he slid out in timé. So far as 1 can
make out he wasn’t even suspected. Luns-
ford didn’t guess he was there.”

142 Thc hound! He ought to own up, and

“1t wouldn’t save me if he did; he would
be sacked, too, that’s all. 1t’s no good talk-
ing, Skelton. I've got to go. T'm sorry "—
Redfern’s voice almost broke again, but he
it—"*I'm ‘sorry to leave the
school, and you chaps. I darc say we shall
meet again somewhere——"

“Of course we will. But—but you sha'n’t
zo!” exelaimed Skelton quickly.  *° Some-
thing’s got to be done. Brown, you dummy,
why can’t you think of something?’’

“1 ounly wish I could,” said Brown, who '
was very near blubbing, as he would have
called it. * It will be rotten without you,

Reddy.”

There was a sound at the door. The
juniors turned guickly.

*1s Redfern minor here?™

‘“ Ransome!”’

“[ want to speak to you, Redfern. Come
to my study,” said Ransome, striking a
match. * What the dickens are you doing

here in the dark?”
Redfern looked at him in the flickering

glimmer.

* 1 won’t come to your study.”
>

5% Whati!

“You heard what I said.””

Ransome checked the furious words on his
lips.. He knew that he could mnot afford to
quarrel with Redfern minor, who held his
fate in the hollow of his hand. A word from
the jumior, and the cad of the Sixth was
ruined, and Redfern had nothing to losc hy
speaking that word, if be chose fo speak it.

*“ Get out of here, Skelton and Brown.'
said Ransome sharply. He lighted the gas,
and threw down the mateh. ** Do you hear?

‘Get out!”

Skeltop and Brown exchanged a glance,

and left thé dormitory. They halted on the
stairs. .43
** He wants Reddy to shut up,” said Skel-

ton, in a®hisper.  That's what be’s come
for. He'smob going to try to help Reddy.”

“No; the cad!” Fis

“He's jolly well not, going to get off scot-
free!”” said Skelton,’ between his tecth.
“* We've never bumped a Sixth-Former—-""

¢ Eh2" ?

“But iH’s time we begun,
going through it!"”

* You, aes!’ Why—""

“He won't say a word about It after-
wards,” said Skelton’ eoolly. * He dare not.
We know too much about him. He's mot
going to get off scot-free, T tell you. The
cad hasg ruined Reddy, and now he's thinking
only about his own skiv.”

Skelton was right there. Ransome had been
looking for Redfern minor in an extremely
anxious state of mind about his own ekin.
He shut the dormitory door after the juniors,
and then fixed his cyes upon Rediern. Red-

Ransome  is
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fern had gome to his box and opened it. He
had ‘his packing to do.

* Redfern, how has it ‘turned out?” asked
Ransome, in a strained voice.

*“I'm sacked!” .

Ransome drew a quick breath.

“Did you mention my name?” i

““ No,””” said Redfern, with a curling lip.
“ You need not be afraid.” i

“Then they don’t suspect me?” said Ran-
some, unheeding the taunt.

“ Not so far as I know.’

“ Good !’

Redfern was pulling the things out of his
trunk to pack them. Ransome watched himi
in silence. He was deeply uneasy; but Red-
fern was not inclined to help him. The cad
of the Sixth broke the silence at last.

““Look here, Redfern, you haven't given
me away, and that’s decent of you. I sup-
po‘seY you mean to keep your mouth shut?”

o ‘

““Good! You're—you're a little brick! It
wouldn’t do you any good to get me into a
row with the Head.”

%ed!em looked straight at him.

“You owe me twenty pounds!” he said.
¢ Where is the money?’

“1 don't owe'it, Redfern: ,1—"

“1 expect it from you. T want the money.
You know why I want it. I fought the
Chicken ahd' licked him. You've got to pay
the money!” :

*“ Got to?” said Ransome, gritting bhis
teeth. Y

“Yes. ;

Ransome's eyes sank before Redfern’s.

“It's all right,” he said. * You shall have
it. Nobody wants to do you ount of it, as
far as that goes. You shall have it—to-
morrow.”’

“ To-morrow will be too late. I want it
to-night.””  Redfern’s lips curled in a bitter
smile. ‘“ You can make your own arrange-
ments with your friends at the Green Man
to-morrow. You know you won more than
twenty pounds over the fight—double that, T
should think. Give me the money now.”

Ransome forced a laugh.

“You are a young Shylock! But you're
right. Here’s the money.” 2

He took four crisp. rustling banknotes from
yis pocket-book, and handed them to Red-
fern.

The junior thrust them into his pocket.
They were the price of his ruin; but they
would save his brother.

CHAPTER 35.
No Weakness.

AP!
Arthur Redfern started as the tap
came at his door. He was walking

up and down his study: he had becn
doing so ever since he returned from Wyn-
dale. He was in a desperate mood. What
to decide, what to do, he did not know. He
had left his minor at the Green Man. Again
his good resolution had been foiled, baffied,
by circumstances. Whenever he strove to
follow a new path some wretched result of a

former transgression started up to block the ,}1{\
way, and/to throw him back into his old
ways. His resolution that his young brother
should never be mixed up with the Cunliffe
set had been as fixed as anything could be
in his wavering breast, and that resolution
was broken now. What was to be the: end
of it all?

. The door cpened, and Redfern minor came

in.

*“ Hallo, Sid!™

Redfern minor closed the door.

“I've got something for you, Arthur.”

““ For me?”

“ Yes. You remember what you told me—if
you had the money to square Cunliffe, and,
get rid of him, you'd break with that gang
for ever, and with Ransome?”

& Nes.”’

“ I've ‘got the money!”

Arthur's eyes glistened. He watched the
junior breathlessly as he laid four five-pound
notes on the table. He could hardly believe
his eyes. .

#*8id! Twenty pounds!”

““ There it is.”

Redfern miner expected his major: to ask
him where he had obtained it. But he did
not, and Sidney wondered if he knew.

Arthur took up the banknotes. The ecrisp
rustle in his fingers was delightful to him
The door was open at last for escape from
all his troubles—that misery was over for
good. He crumpled the notes in his eager
fingers. { i

** Sidney, you've done a lot for me! This
—this saves me! I should have to leave St.
Dolly’s. Sid, you're a brick! I—I haven’'t
treated you as I should have 'done  since *
-you've been at St. Dolly’s.” \

It was clear that ‘Arthur knew nothing of
Lunsford’s discovery at the Green Man—that .
he had not been told that his minor was ex-
pelled from St. Dolly's. Redfern did mnot:
speak, and Arthur went on cheerily: !

“1It’ll be different for both of us after
this, Sidney. You'll find me different with <
that horrible worry off my mind. They have '
asked you to be football captain this season,
as Lunsford is leaving at the end of the
term. 1 shall go in for the footer hot and
strong. Better than loafing round pubs, my
boy, and running up debts, and stayi%

awake at nights thinking of them—eh?"

Redfern could not epeak. The happ,
prospect his brother was sketching made his
heart ache.

Happy enough it was, but it was never to
he realised—for him, at least. He was to
leave St. Dolly’s by the .first train in the
morning.

“How I'm running on,” said Arthur, with
a laugh. ““The fact is, I feel temn years
younger. How I ever got into this fix I don’t
know. I was a silly ass, I suppose. I don’t
blame Ransome, either. I was old enough
to take care of myself, or ought to have been.
The mater wrote me when yon first came,
Sid, to take care of you. Ha, ha! The
'h(;?.f.’s been rather on the other foot, hasn't

Sidney did mot speak. His silence shruck:
(Continued on page it 0f cover.) N
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his brother at last. Arthur looked:at him
rather anxiously.

““Sid, why don’t you speak—what’s the
matter?”’

What could he say? ? /

““Is there anything wrong?"’ said Arthur
apprehensively. ‘““ Look here, Sid, I won:t
humbug you. I know where you got this
money. You fought the *Chicken at the
Green Man!”

Redfern minor started.

*“ You knew?” X

“Yes. I—I came to fetch you away,” said
Arthur, colouring. ‘ You must have heard
me knocking at the door.”

“ That was you?’’. said Redfern, with a
start.

“Yes. I—I was g®ing to make you chuck
it up and come away. I—I ought to: have
done it. It was my duty as a prefect. But—
but Ransome put it to me—hang it, I won't
blame Ransome, but—but he thought you had
a chance of winning, and the stakes would
clear me. He told me what you wanted the
money for. Sid, old man, I felt
scoundrel all the time.
mind to one thing. I don’'t know why you
should care so much about me, but I swore
to myself that I’d do my best to deserve it.
But all’s clear now, Sid, isn’t it? There's
nothing wrong?"

Arthur's tone was appealing. It went to
Sidney’s heart to tell him differently; but
he had to know the trath, if not from one,
then from another. # %

*I—I'm afraid there is, Arthur,” he said
slowly. ‘“Not for you, though: that's all
right.  You're clear, thank goodness.”

* Buf you?” :

‘¢ Lunsford collared me, but' I ean stand
it " ’.

Arthur grasped him by the shoulder.

“ What do you mean?” he cried. ‘' What
-—what can you stand?”

*“I've been up before the Head—"

“Yes, yes?”

“T'm sacked!”

Arthur staggered back.

“ Sacked?” ey 2

* Yes. For Heaven's sake, don't look like
‘that, Arthur! I—I can'stand it. I'm willing
to. face it Yes——" ipde

Arthur grasped the edge of the table eon:

vulsively. His face was as white as chalk. =
_ _**Did "Lunsford ' find you at the Green
Man?" 2

“ Yeg.”

“ Aht" He did not tell me. I—I thought—
oh, I might have guessed! He took you to
the Head. The Head knows about the fight—
knows everything?”

Wedy)’ -

‘“ About me?”’

“0Oh, no!"” cried Redfern. '‘Do you think
I would betray you? Nothing about you.”

“ But—but—you: 2,

“It’s all right. I can face the musie,”
said Redfern. {

Arthur shook his head. : ?

“ Never! I'll go to the Head——"" i

‘“Hold on! Don't! You ecan't help me!
I'm sacked for the fight!" said Sidney, in dis-

like .a;
But I made up my:
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tress. “ You can’t help me by getting sacked,
too.  You—-"’

“I'm going to the Head, though. You've
done too much for me!”

‘“ Arthur, think first.”

“1 won’t think first! If I stop to think I
shall be a coward again. There's been
enough of that. No weakness this time.”

And before Redfern could detain. him,
Arthur strode from the study. Redférn
hardly dared think of it; and Arthur did
not give himself time to think of it. He
ran rather than walked to the Head's study,
and knocked at the door. Dr. Cranston’s
voiee bade him enter. The Head looked dis-
tressed as Arthur Redfern came in. He
naturally concluded that he had come to
plead for his brother as he had done before

‘* Redfern, you have heard——"

* Yes,«8ir, [—"

I am afraid it is useless to say anything,
Redfern. ~The thing was too flagrant, too
disgraceful, and I am afraid that there is
more behind than Redfern minor has cared
to tell. Redfern minor must leave St.
Dolly’s!” i- :

“He must mnot, sir! Sidney is innoceng!
Only one person is guilty !’

“And who is that?’ -

*“Myself!"

Arthur Redfern stood with bowed:head as
he " faltered out the word. Dr. Cranston
looked at him in blank amazement. Arthur’s
reply took him utterly by surprise, and for
the moment he thought the prefect was out
of his senses.

“* You, Redfern! What do you mean?”

" “1 mean what I say, sir.”

““Come, Redfern! You are talking non- -
sense! You have beer troubling too much
about your worthless brother, and you take
the matter too much to heart,” said he Head

kindly. ‘* You are not to blame. You could
not heélp—"" :
“ You don't understand me, sir,”’ said

Arthur, in a low voiee. ** I—I have a confes-
sion to make. You must not expel Sidney.
He is not to blame. It was I—I all the time
—I only who was to blame. = What he did,
he did for my sake—to save me!"

Dr. Cranston’s face changed

He could see now that there was something
more than morbid self-reproach: in this.
He sank into his seat, his eyes fixed upon
the prefect’s white, shamed face.

“I—I was in difficulties, sir. I ‘was a fool.
I was mixed up with Cunlifte and his set—
the bettig set at the Green Man——''

The Head started violently.

“You, Redfern? You—a prefect?™

Arthur wineed.

$¢Yes, /sir:

“I can hardly believe it, though you tell
me with your own lips,” said the Head,
after a pause. ‘ You know the opinion [
had of you. You know, too, the inevitable
result ‘of this confession you are making?"

*“I know I shall be expelled.”

** Naturally, but go on!”

“I—1 owed the man money,"”’ said Atrhur
drearily. **1 don't know how I let myself
get connected with the rotters at all, but I
suppose I was a fool. I've always been a

¥
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fool, I suppose. I could mever say, ‘ No ’ when
it was easier to say ‘ Yes.’ I owed Cunliffe
money, and—and he had to be paid. ' That
was the beginning of the trouble./ He
threatened to come to you—and show me up,
as he called it."

Arthur’s voice broke for a moment.

““But I got clear then; and them, like a
fool, I plunged into it again. When my
minor broke bounds that night, he went to
the Green Man, in Wyndale—but it was to
warn me to leave and to get in in time to
escape discovery.” et

“ Good heavens! And he said no word!™

‘“He would not betray me.” ¥

“ And I—I nearly expelled him for -
att of devotion,” said Dr. Cranston,
moved voice. * Redfern, you have
answer for!’

“*1 should not have let you expel him, sipg_’,_-

said Arthur, with a grean. ‘I should havel
owned up rather than that. He kept it all
dark to save me, and 1 swore [ would run
straight in the future. I-—I think I .should
have kept to it this time, sir, but luck was
against me. Cunliffe wanted his money. And
th_%y Iheld the same old threat over my head.
ol 4
“Do you mean to say that this latest dis-
graceful affair was on your account, too?"
asked the Head, in a hard voice.
*Yeg,, sin? ‘ F
“You allowed your young brother to enter
into a prize-fight L )
“No. no!" cried Arthur,
about it then. Sidney had found out that I
needed twenty pounds to save me, und Ran—
apd he was offered that sum to fight the
Chicken at the Green Man. I knew nothing,
I would have stopped it, whatever it cost me
—they knew that. He did it to save me, sir.
He was always a plucky kid. 1 did not know.
But it was my fault. He knew that l‘shm}‘ld
be expelled if I did nou raise the money.”
“ 1 am glad you did not know it, Redfern.
“But—but 1 haven't told you all, sir,™
fultered Arthur. * Some of Sid’s friends %h
the Fourth were alarmed about him. They
knew he was with—with a chap who never,

does his friends any good—and they came to |

me to ask me to interfere. When I guessed
that he was gone to the Green Man, 1 hurried
there after him. i was determined to bring
him away, if I had to defy Cunlitfe to do his
worst at once.”
*“Very good!” .
 Then—then 1 got there, and—and 1 found
it was a fight, and it had already begun, and
Sid was getting the best of it. Then——""
* You were weak again.” ‘
* I—1 thought it would be best to
finish, as it hdd started, and let Sid w

money to clear me,” said Arthur wri dly.
“1 know how wrong it was, but I 3 try
to make excuses for it, sir. I weut away,
without ‘letting Sid know I had been there,

and came back to $t. Dolly’s. i

“ Then Sid came .into my study with the
twenty pounds,” said. Arthur miserably. 3
thought it was all right. 'I was so relieved.
And then he told me that he was to be
expelled in the morning.”

The Head looked at him curiously.

chanec for me.

here,”

Y knew nothing |
wrong.

| ties alone.
has taken advantage of the weakness of your
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. ““ And you, Redfern?”

#‘1 came here, sir.”

The Head was silent for a minute.

““You are harder upon yourself than I
should be upon you, Redfern,” bhe said .
slowly. ‘“You have donc wrong—great
wrong. Your brother has dene wrong, 100."
It was for my sake. sir.”

“That, does not wholly excuse breaking
the rule of the school and disregarding the
authority of his headmaster,”

* But—but——-"’

“ But, since your explanation, 1 shall cer-
tainly not expel him, ’ said Dr. Cranston, in

softer voice. ! He has acted from a mis-

§‘t£kﬁn sense of devotion; but such devotion is

teo noble and too rare for me to punish it
heavily. Redfern minor will remain at St.
Dorothy’s.”

‘Arthur drew a breath of relief—a breath
that was almost a sob.

“ Phank you, sir!”

*“ As for you—-"

“[ know what must happen to me. sit,"
sald Arthur in a low voic *“There's 1o
But I knew it when I came
here. I'm--I'm almost glad it’s over. [ have
felt 'such a cur ever sinee that other night
[ may be able to make a fresh start some-
where. I've had a lesson that will last wme
for' life, T think.”

“You may be able to make a fresh start
said the Head quietly.
£ Oh, sir.”

*As I have said,  you have done great
You cannot remain a prefect. But
1 think 1 know enough to bhe able to see
when a repentance is sincere,’”’ said Dr. C

Crans-
ton; “and, indeed, your making of this cen-
fession is -proof emough. 1 should be sorry
to see your whole eareer rnined while there
js a single chance left to save you, Redfern.
1t is very clear to me, also, that you have
not fallen into these temptations and diffien!
There has been a tempter, who

character.”

Arthur was silent. He had betrayed himself,
but he would not betray Ransome.

1 will not ask you for the name
false friend, Redfern; but I will ask
have nothing more to do with him.”

“1 have already. promised that, sir. 16
Sidney.”

The Head smiled slightly. Arthur's reply
unconsciously admitted the truth of his sur-
mise.

“Very well, Redfern. Keep that promise.
You say that you have had a lezson which
will last you for life. I think that is very
probably fo. In any case, I eanno¥ forget thut
vou stand before me self-accused—for the
sake of one who is innocent. I shall give you
:.Itnnther chance, Redfern. Make the best of
it ;

The Arthur's
cheeks.

“QOh, sir, you—you allow me to —to—"

“To remain at St. Dorothy's? Yes. I
think you will try to do better. [ know you
will succeed if you try. As for this money
—this twenty pounds which has been paid to

(Continued on page i of cover.)
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