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fellows coming along?

k. /1)t SR
A Complete Tale

The 1st Chapter.
Qoby is Wanted !

“Yeou fellows playin’ cricket ?”

Peele of the Fourth asked the ques-
tion, as Jimmy Silver & Co. came out
of the School House at Rookwood in
the sunny afternoon

As the Fistical Four were iIn
flannels, and Jimmy and Lovell had

bats under their arms, and Raby had’

a ball in his hand, it was pretty
obvious that they were going to play
cricket. But Cyril Peele wanted to
know for certain. He had bhis
TeasoIs, :

Jimmy Silver glanced at him.

Half a dozen other fellows were
Peele, all members of the
Classical Fourth. And they were all
grinning. Jimmy Silver did not need
telling that there was *“ something
on.”’

“Yes: we’re going down  to the
nets now,” said Jimmy. “You
A little prac-
tice will do you good.”

Peecle.shook his head, with a laugh.

“No, we're not urgin’ the giddy
flyin' ball just now,” he answered,
«’All serene, Silver. Just wanted to
know, you know.”

The Fistical Four hurried on, and
for the present, at least, dismissed
Peele & Co. from their minds,

" Peele & Co., for their part, watched
the departure of Jimmy Silver with
oreat satisfaction. Never had they
been so pleased to see Jimmy Silver’s
back. )

“Those rotters are safe out of the
way now,”’ said Peele. * Now for
voung Goby! Silver would be bound
io interfere. Ie don’t like Mont-
morency any more than we do; but
he would chip in and stop us from
serewin’ the giddy facts out of young
Goby.” b

“ Ho would I’ agreed Gower.

“« He's safe now,” sald Lattrey,
“Tet's he goin’.”

““What’s the programme?” asked
Higgs and Jones minor and Flynn
and ene or two other juniors to-
ge tihé‘l";r k.

“Qimple as A B C)” answered
Peele. “I droo in at Mr. Manders’
House, and ask young Goby over here
to tea. T walk him into the Common-
room. You fellows will all be there,
and you’ll see that the giddy fly
doesn’t get out of the spider’s parlour
once he’s inside.”

“ Good !” ] |
“Then we ask him for the whole
story about Montmorency,” said

Peele. “If he doesn’t spin the yarn,
we put him through it till he does. 1t
will be all serene, with those cricketin’
cads safe oft the scene.”

“Go it, Peele!”

Jyril Peele sauntered away across:

the quadrangle. Ile headed for Mr.
Manders’ House, on the Modern side,

He entered Mr. Manders’ IHouse,
and made his way to the study of
Goby of the Modern Fourth, the new
boy at Rookwood. Most of the
Modern fellows were out of doors, but
the new boy was found in his quar-
ters. Peele tapped at his studrv door,
and opened it, and Goby looked up
from his table. with a pen 1n his hand
and a frown on his brow.

“Lines?” asked Peele sympatheti-
cally.

“Fifty ! grunted Goby. * Mr,
Dalton gave them to me this morning
for being late 1n class.”

“ Rotten, and you a new kid, too!”
said Peele. “T’ve just looked in to
soe if you'd care to come over to tea.”

Goby brightened up a little.

ITe had Leen only a couple of days
at Rookwood, and he had not yet
found his feet, so to speak. Tommy

Dodd of the Modern Fourth had |

. Publighad .=j,
wnv. . Every Monday . .. .. ...

of Rookivood

him under his
wing ; but Tommy had
many occupations. At the

present moment he was at
cricket.

“We’re makin’ up a
little party, and we’d like
you to come,’”’ said Peele

smoothly. *“ Leave Yyour
lines till after tea. Mr.
Dalton’s a good sort. He

won’t mind so long as you
take them in before bed-
time.”

“Tll come with pleasure,”
Goby, rising from the table,
throwing down his pen.

“Good man !’

Peele linked his arm in Goby’s
almost affectionately, as he walked
him out of Mr. Manders’ house.

They passed Montmorency as they
headed for the Classical side.

“You know that chap, I think?”
remarked Peele, with a grin, nodding
towards the dandy of Rookwood.

Gioby coloured, but did not reply.

Ividently, if-he knew Montmorency
or anything about him, he did not

said
and

intend to confide the circumstances to

Peele.
But Cyril Pecle only smiled. Goby
was going to be made to talk soon—as

soon as he was safe in the hands of .

the Classicals in the School House !
Montmorency stared after them, with
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a gloomy brow, as they disappeared 1n
at the big doorway.

The 2nd Chapter,
Facing the Music!

‘“Here he 18!”
“(Collar him!”
“Ha, ha, ha '™
Goby of the
jumped. (b

Peele had walked him, with: linked
arms, into the junior Common-room,
where ten or a dozen fellows were
collected. As soon as they were 1n-
side, Peele dropped the new junior’s
arm. and turned quickly, and closed
the door. _

Tho crowd of Classicals gathered
round, laughing and grinning.

“GGot  him!”  chuckled Tubby
Muffin. “He, he, he!”

(ioby looked alarmed. New as he
was 1o Rookwood, he was aware of
the rivalry between the Classicals and
Moderns, and it dawned upon him
that he had been led into a trap.

“ Here, fair play!” he exclaimed.
“ Peelo asked me over here to tea.
No rags, you know !”

éé Al

Modern Fourth

serone, old top!” chuckled

THE ROCKWOOD INQUISITION !

once and for all, all they could about Montmorency.
dandy under

—if you behave.

Peecle. “We're not goin’ to rag you
; It’s not a Classical
rag—honour bright.”

““ What’s the game, then?” asked
Goby suspiciously. - |
“We just want to hear you talk.”

“Merely the delight of your con-
versation, old scout!”  chortled
Gower.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Goby cast a longing glance at the
door. But three or four Classical
fellows had their backs to it now, and
there was no escape for thé Modern
junior.

“Sit down, old fellow,” said Peele,
pushing Goby into a chair. “Don’t
be alarmed. We're not goin’ to hurt
you.”’

“Not
Higgs.

“0Of course, if you don’t do as
you're told, we shall boil you in oil,
or somethin’ of the kind !”’ said Peele.

“Ya; ha, hal’

“ Montmorency ought to be here !”
said Gower. “Only fair to let him
hear the interestin’ yarn.”

“Yes, rather!” chortled Tubby
Muffin.

‘“ He won’t come !” said Peele.

““Make him !’ suggested Higgs.

“Ahem !

Peele & Co. did not seem to “catch
on’’ to that suggestion. Cecil Cuth-
bert Montmorency was so ‘“‘hefty ” a

if you behave!” grinned

twist his arm,

these new conditions ?

L e
]

youth with his hands, that the idea of
““making ” him. come did not appeal
to the raggers at all.

“You go an’ fetch him, Towny,”
said Flynn. “You're pally with
him.” |

Townsend hesitated. Ie glanced at
Topham, who hesitated, too. The two
Knuts of the Fourth had been very
pally with Montmorency; but there
was a rift in the lute of their friend-
ship now, The wealthy Montmor-
ency, nephew and heir of the million-

aire of Montmorency Court, they
werc delighted to  honour—but
(xreorge uggmns, the one-time

servant at Goby Hall, the washer of
plates and answerer of bells, they
shrank from touching. And 1t was
growing more and more clear that the
dandy of Rookwood was not what he
pretended to be—that he was, in point
of fact, a jackdaw masquerading In
borrowed peacock’s plumes.

There still existed a doubt-—which
was very painful for Towny and
Toppy. If Montmorency  was
genuine, they wanted to keep on the
right side of him—if he wasu’t, they
wanted to keep as far away from him

__.. _THE BOYS' FRIEND _
School by OWEN CONQUEST!

|

was really a painful position for the
Knuts of the Fourth.

““ After all, it’s only fair for Mont-
morency to be present,” said Town-
send, after a pause. “I—Ill fetch

him !’

“We'll ask him to come,” said
Topham.

“PDo!” grinned Peele. “We'll

wait for you, but don’t be long.
We've got to get gt over before that
crew come in from the cricket.”
“Right-ho!” said Towny.
Townsend and Topham left the
Common-room together. They looked
round the guadrangle for Cecil Cuth-
bert Montmorency. From the cricket

field came a loud shout.
“Well bowled, Silver! Oh, well

bowled !’

Towny and Toppy did not even
look towards the cricket. It was a
thing that did not interest their
Knutty minds.

“There he i1s!”’ said Topham. And
the Knuts of the Fourth bore down
upon Montmorency under the
beeches.

Montmorency glanced at them
coolly. His heart was beating a httle.
Ever since Goby had arrived at Rook-
wood, Towny and Toppy, In their
painful state of doubt, had rather
avoided their wealthy chum. Mont-
morency, clinging, as it were, to the

wreck of his pretences, was glad to |

see them approaching him again.  He
wondered whether he was going to
weather this storm, as he had
weathered others. Goby’s arrival had
been the heaviest blow that had fallen
upon the upstart; but hope had not
died in his breast. Goby, at least,
had been silent—and if he continued
silent, the clouds might yet roll by.
“You fellows comin’ out?” asked
Montmorency, with easy calm, as if
nothing had occurred to cloud his
friendship with his study-mates.
“The fact i1s—" began Topham.
“ We—we want you to come in,”
said Townsend, taking the plunge, as

it were. ‘“We're goin’ to stand by
you, Monty.”
“What's on?” asked Montmor-

While the other fellows held Goby down Higgs began to
Peele & Co. were determined to find out,
Would Qoby be able to keep his promise to the

-Mllllll . : l l

ency, in an easy drawl, though his
heart was beating painfully.

He remembered that he had seen
Goby taken into the School House by
Cyril Peele.

“They’ ve got the new Modern kid,
Goby, in the Common-room,” said
Townsend. ‘ Peele’s goin’ to ask
him questions. It will be better for
vou to come in and face 1t out,
Monty! If Goby’s got anythin’ to
say against you, you can answer
him.”

Montmorency breathed hard.

‘“ Peele’s rotten games are rather

beneath my notice.” he remarked.

Townsend and Topham exchanged
a quick glance.

“T.ook here, Monty,” said Town-
send abruptly. ‘ You know what the
varn is—you're accused of takin’ us
all in, and puttin’ up a spoof on the
lot of us. If you don’t see it through
the fellows will think you've got
nothin’ to say—and you’ll be set down

as an impostor and an upstart. You
don’t want that!” H
“ Better face the music!” urged

Topham. “You've got nothin’ to
fear if you've spun us a straight yarn,

as the limits of Rookwood allowed. It | Monty.”

| ?'“Prlu _ 1
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| here,”

Montmorency nodded.

He understood that if he did not
face the test, Townsend and Tophain
would feel all their doubts resolved,
and that it would be the end. After
all, Goby had said that he would say
nothing if he could help it—and Cecil
Cuthbert’s presence, too, might help
to keep him silent. It was better to
face the music than to let the case
go against him by default, as 1t were.

And Montmorency did not lack
nerve, | .

“If you fellows think I'd better
‘come, I'll' come,” he said. 1 don’t

see how Goby can have anythin’ to

say against me, as 1 don’t know the
fellow.”

“Come on, then,” said Towny.

+ Montmorency walked to the School

House between his two nutty chums,
who glanced at him occasionally, and
read nothing but a lofty boredom in
his handsome face. 'They felt their
doubts dissipate, and they were full of
cordiality towards Monty by the time
they reached the Common-room.
Surely a fellow who was about to
be exposed as a common cheat and
impostor would not walk to his doom
with so much calmness and in-
difference ! Little did they guess the
anxlety and gnawing trouble hidden
under the calm exterior of the hapless
upstart. ¢

“Here’s Monty !”’

“Come i1n, Huggins!”

‘““‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency
strolled calmly into the Common-
room. Peele quickly shut the door
behind him. | |

Montmorency glanced round at the
grinning faces.

The laughter died away under his
look.

There was hardly a fellow in the
room who did not believe Cecil Cuth-
bert to be an impostor, a daw in
peacock’s feathers; but his calm
glance, his aristocratic demeanour,
had 1ts eftect. HKven Peele & Co.
wondered a little uneasily whether,
after all, some strange mistake had
been made.

Montmorency did not look af
(Goby.
That youth, exceedingly uncom-

fortable in aspect, blinked at him un-

| certainly.

“Towny tells me that I am wanted
h satld Montmorency quietly.

It seems that you’re playin’ some
of your tricky games again, Peele!”

Peele’s eyes glittered. Montmor-
ency’s disdainful manner was very
hard to bear—it had made him many
enemies at Rookwood, as well as
Peele & Co. Even Jimmy Silver &
Co., who did not care twopence what
Montmorancy’s antecedents were, had
been provoked and exasperated : by

his assumption of snobbish
| superjority. KEven before his secret
was suspected, Montmorency had

| been hated by a good many fellows,

and it was natural enough that they
should seize upon the suspicion with
great avidity.

“Swank” was not a popular
quality at Rookwood, and it was
Montmorency’s 1rritating swank that
made eo many fellows, who would
otherwise ' have been indifferent to
him, eager for his downfall.

“Wait and see'” said Peele,
between his teeth. ‘‘ We've got Goby
here—your old master’s son—and he’s
goin’ to tell us all about you.”

Montmorency shrugged
shoulders.

“Nobody can tell the fellows any-
thin’ that I shouldn’t care for them
to hear !” he answered. o

Goby stared at him blankly, so
evidently astonished by this remark
that his expression could nol escape
attention on all sides. Peele felt his
confidence revive as he caught Goby’s
startled look. | it

“We’ll see!” he exclaimed.
“Vou're goin’ to face the music now.
Goby, we want to know all about
Montmorency—before he came  to
Rookwood. Go ahead!”

Goby set his lips,

‘“ You hear me?’? snapped Peele.

“Tve got nothing to say!™
answered Goby firmly.

“You fool, you’ve got to answer !”

“Go and eat coke !” retorted Goby.
He jumped up from the chair.” “T'm
goin’ out of this.” .

And he made a rush for the door. |

“Collar him!” roared Peele.

The next moment Goby, of the
Modern Fourth, was strugglhng
frantically in the grasp of half a
dozen juniors.

his

‘The 3rd Chapter.
Light at Last !

“Collar him!™

“Yank him back !”

“You chump! Goby RIS

“Ow!”?  gasped Goby. “Leggol
Oh! Ah! Qoooooop!”

He struggled to reach the door, but
he struggled in vain. Half a dozen
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‘what

“at ’ the calm,

. -You can see I can’t help

. .with great satisfaction.

e -

£ 92,

Classicals had a grasp on him, and he
was whirled back to the chair.
Montmm ency made a movement &is
if to “‘go to his aid. He would have
given a great deal to see Goby safe
out of the Common-room just then;

though it would only have been post- |

poning the inev itable.

But Towny and Toppy caught their

(hum and held him back.
“Pon’t you interfere, Monty
v»hlspeled Townsend. ~“Dash it all,
would it make the fellows

think 2"

“Oh, I'm not goin’
said Montmorency airily.
Modern Lad be ragced, for
care!”’
““Yaroooh !

139

Let fhe
all 1

133

Leggo !” roared Goby.

“Qit the fool down!” snapped_
Pcele.’

Bump ! |

Goby was landed in his chair again,

and ﬂll"eb or four fellows held “him
there, panting and mrlfrﬂlmg

' “Nm», vou chump, you’ve got to
spin_ us the varn,” said Pecle. WVe
want to know the whole giddy story.

“You won’t get a word out of me!”

gasped Goby.

“We'll see about that !” said Peele
grimly. ‘“We’ll give you the o1ddy
thumbbcrew if 3011 don t talk.”

"“Go and eat coke!”

“ GFive him the screw, Higgs!”

“You bet!” - grumed‘ the bully of
the Fourth.

Goby looked apprehensive, and’ not
without reason. While the other
fellows held him, Higgs seized his
wrist, and. began to twist 1t. Goby
atruggled furiously.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!
let s:o'” he yelled.

“Gmng to talL, old bean 7?” erinned

Higg

‘f()_u.’ Ow! OWI”

“(Give him another twist,”
Peele impatiently.

Goby made a desperate effort to
break loose. But the raggers heid
him firmly, and Higgs continued {o
twist his wrist. The pain was too
much for the hapless Goby. Beads of
perspiration rolled doun his face,

which had suddenly turned quite palt,

You 1'otten cad,

said

“ Stop it !” he gasped, as last. “T—
I’Il,tel[ you anything you like! Ow!

Oh! "Stop 1t !”
““T.oose off, Higgs!”
The bully of the Fourth unwillingly

released his’ vietim. Goby sat and |

panted.

il Now go ahead!” snapped Pecle
« You won’t get off so easy again, 1if
you :try any more cheek, I can tell
you 17
4“What do vou want me to say?”’
muttet ed Goby feebly. -

“ Answer my questions,” said Peele,
with a grin. “I'm the giddy cross-
examinin’ lawyer. You knew that
chap who calls himself Montmorency
before you came to Rookwood ?”
“Yes,” gasped Goby.

" “\Va,q he ealled Montmorency when
you kinew him?”

No answer.
“Give him a twist, III”‘gb

“Yooooop !”

“Was he called Montmorency when
vou knew him?” repeated Peele.

“No!” gasped Goby.

“Was he called Huggins?”

“Yes.”

“Was he a servant in your father's |

place, Goby Hall 7”
- Yes,” stammered Goby.

“Was he a boy in buttons, answer- |

ln

the bells, and washing the plates

the kitchen, ‘and all that?”
N as " muttmed Goby.

He cast an almost appealing glance
- stony face of Mont-

morency. -
“You see that I can’t help 1t,” he
muttered. ‘1 told you I'd Leep 1t

dark -if T could—I w ouldn t promise.
letting 1t
But you’'ve
You

out. . I'm sorry, George.
nnlv got vomce]f to thank..

shouldn’t have told lies.”

Montmorency did not speak.

There. was black despair in the up-
start’s heart,  but still his handsome
face was calm.

‘Townsend and Topham had drav.n
away from him.

It was evident that Goby was spea.k-
ing the truth; his very reluctance to
speak - was all the more evidence  of
that.” The true_ story of Cecil Cuth-
bert - Montmorency, alias George
Huggins, was known at last, beyond

~ the shadow of a doubt.

“We're gettin’ on'!”’ grinned Peele,
“Just a few

more questions, Goby.”
o I’ll hick you for thls”’ muttered

‘Goby.

) Spea,k up, vou duffer ! The fellow’s

name is Gemﬂ"e Huggins 27

N as
“He hasn’t any claim to the name

of; Montmarency g

““Yes, he has—his name was Iegall_y
chang ged, I believe, along with his
uncle’s.

““ Who was his uncle 2’

No ANSWEr.
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mered Goby.

‘“ Another twist, Higgs!” -

“Stop 1t !” yelled Goby. “ His
uncle was a man named Hugmns “ho
kept the Goby Arms public-house.”

““Oh, my hat ! How did he get his

money 77’

‘““ He had a lucky speculation on the
and became rich,”
sald Gob}*. “HHugegins left my father's
service- after that, and 1 never saw
him again till I met him in Latcham
the day I came to.RooL“ ood.”

‘Oh vou met him in Latcham, did
you ?’’ ‘exclaimed Peele. ““He cau ght
yvou on your way here, and asked you
to keep 1t dark, I suppose?”

&6 XYGS.,’

“1 fancy
giddy orange dry,” chuckled Peele.
*“ Now have you got anything to say,
Montmorency-Hu ggins’ Y

“Ha, Ba, hal’”

Montmorency opened his lips to
speak. In the last few
hdd gone through an ordeal as bitter
as de:dth But still he bore up against
his fate.

“There’s not a word of truth 1n 1t,””
he said. *The fellow’s lyin’ from
beginnm’ to end.”

“0h cad !”

(roby started.

“Lying !” he exclaimed.

“Yes, you rotter!” said Mont-
morency, between his teeth.

35 VVhy vou cheeky cad!” exclaimed
Goby indignantly. “ You know it's
the truth ! Any servant at Goby Hall
would recognise you. They v.ont
have forgctten Gentleman George. 1
know you used to make them w 1ld by
the airs you put on below. stairs.’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
“What do you thmk

grinned Peele.

“It’s the truth, of course,” said
Townsend shortly. *““We've been
taken m by a dashed mmpostor. The
Head oughtn’t to have let him come
to Roal«m ood, by Jove !”

“Oh, that’s rot |” said Jones minor.
i \Vh‘y shouldn’t he come to Rook-
wood 7
ang nnde out he was Montmmenoy
and——

Townsend turned up his nose .dis-
dainfully. ¥e signed to Topham, and
the two knuts walked to the door.
Those two superb youths of the knuts
knutty, knew now. that they had
chummed with a washer of dishes, the
nephew of ‘a publican, and they shud-
dered at the thought. It was an awful
thought—for Tow nbend and Top hm‘1

The door opened as they redchen ool
Four sturdy youths in cricketisy:
flannels dnpeared there. |

“Hallo!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
““1 thought there was something on !
What’s this little game ? Let that
chap go!”

“Mind your own busmess
Higgs.

Towny ?7”

15!

. snorted

“You're too late !” chuckled Peele,

‘“We've had the whole story ‘out of

Goby, and dear old Mont:} 15 fairly
shown up!”
Jimmy Silver’s brow darkened.

He understood now why Peele & Co.
had been so anxious to see him off to
the cricket-field.

- “You ought to have held your
tongue, any,” he said curtly. It
was ho bmley of yours to give the

fellow away.

“They twisted myv wrist!” stam-
“I—1 couldn’t stan-d
].t"""'_"‘"'""",

““Oh, that was the q‘ame was 157"
said Jlmmy “Weéll, you’ve called the
tune, Peele, and now you are going to
pay the piper. Collar him, my
infants !”’

The Fistical Four rushed on, .

Townsend and Topham dodged out
of the doorway in time, and Tubby
Muffin dodged under the table. But
Peele & Co. were not so lucky.

The. rush of the Fistical IFour fﬂirl

| swept them off their feet, and they

were knocked right and loft.

- For a few minutes, something like
pan_diamonium reigned in the Com-
IMoN-room.

Peele and Lattrey and Gower and
four or five other raggers were
sprawlmg on the floor, yelling, when
Jimmy Silver & Co. paubed to take
breath. Goby had scuttled out, and
Montmorency had disappeared. Peele
sat up dazedly.

“Ow, ow, ow!
he spluttered.

“Bump them !” roared Lovell.

There ‘was a rush to escape. But
the Fistical Ifour collared Cyril Peele
before he could flee.

Bump, bump, bump, bump!

“Ow, ow, aw, ow !

“Now kick him out!
Cyril Peele departed from the Com-

; A

|7

Leggo !

T”

MON-1room hea,dlmw, after his fleeing

And Jlmmv Stlver & Co.,
feeling that a strenuous duty had been
well done walked off cheerfully

the tuck- she to. refresh themselves

friends.

with ginger- beer after their exertions.

we’'ve about squecezed the

minutes he |

Eo ‘onghtn 't to Have told lies |

The 4th Chapter.
Montmorency'’s Farewsell !

Jimmy Silver paused.

It was a couple of days after the
scene 1n the bomnmu-mom and
Jimmy was crossing the Roolkwood
quad, when he spotted Montmorency.

The dandy of Rookwood was loung-
ing along by the beeches, with . his
hands in his pockets, and a dark and
dejected look on his fdf‘c

Iiven Montmorency’s pride and
nerve had not proved cqual to the
strain put upon:'them by Goby’'s re-
velatiorn.

All Rookwood now knew him as he
was.

The edifice of pretence had fallen
into the dust;. the armour of snob-
bisiness had been pierced. And the
ridicule that had fallen upon him had

! destroyed even Gentleman George’s

‘name
~humble  occupation of Gec:lge Hug-

| bitter slights,
accept the fallen snob into his own

Oh !—ow !”

effrontery,
All Rookwood had chortled over 1it.
The story spread from the Lower
School 1into the upper forms; the
Fifth and the Sixth chuckled over it
and grinned when they sighted Mont-
IGrency.

Juniors m the Fourth Form pas-
sage would vell out to him to come
and wash the plates, or to black the
boots.

Iiven Montmorency’s fighting
powers were useless to him in this
emergency. He could punch a fellow’s
head—he could tick even Higgs in a
fair fight——but he could not ‘atop the
ridicule that his' exposed preten-
tiousness had heaped upon him.

He scarcely dared to look the other
fellows 1n the face—class was an or-
deal to him, and he was always glad
when he could get away. out of sigrht
of mocking eyes. °

'Towny and Toppy cut him dead,
though they shared his study. %msihe
of the Shell eved him with cold con-
tempt when thev met. His fate was
sealed, so far as the I\HLItb were con-
cerned.

But the rest of the fellows were
content with chippine him, and
malking endless references to the noble
of Montmorency, and the

gins a‘ Goby Hall.

The snob who had wounded the
feelings of so many, was himself
wounded to the quick now. Stripped

of his borrowed plumage, he was
covered with hum]lmhon as with
garment

There were plentv of fellows who
were quite wﬂlmrf to pal with him,
on account of his wealth—fellows llke
Peele & Co. They cared nothing for
what he was, so long as they had a
share of the horn of plenty. Peele,
having revenged himself for many
was quite prepared to

select circle.  But Montmorency did -
not avail himself of the advances of
the. cads of the Fourth.

He withdrew into himself, and
avoided all the other fellows as much

~as he could—hiding his shame, as-it

finally crossed over to him.

were, from the publu, eye.

Jimmy Silver paused and looked at
the lonelv figure by the beeches, and
In the
Montmorency

days of his pretence,
that

had been so hopeless a snob,

Jimmg had disliked him cordially
enough. But the hapless upstart had

been punished for that—and his pun-
ishment - had beén the severest that
could have fallen upon him. Jimmy
Silver could not help feeling sorry for
him now. Gentleman Goﬂrge had de-
served 1t all, and had, in. fact, fairly
asked for it; but Jlmmv alwaw had
a-soft cornetr-of his heart for a fellow

! who was down.

“Hallo!” said Jimmy cheerily,
dropping into stride beside Mont-
morency.

Montmorency . gave hlm a hard,

sullen look.

“You now?” he said bitterly. * Rub
it in! The game’s up for me here,
and T know it! Rub it in.”

THE ‘BOYS' FRIEND

- Tha,t’s not what was 1in my mind,”
said Jimmy. quietly. “You’ve pla,yed
the goat, Montmorency, and I fancy
you know it by this time. Nobody
in his "senses would def:pise you for
having started life in a kitchen. Lots
of jolly decent people have done that.
The fellows mock you because you
pretended to look down on chaps as
good ‘ag yourself, or better—because
you put on’airs that would have been
snobbish and caddish in a born duke—
and were more so in you, considering
the facts. No harm in chantrmg your
name if you didn’t like it—that was
only sillv But vou asked for ttouble
by putting on swank by theé ‘ton.’

“Do you think I don’t know that?”
muttered Montmorency. - I know
the game’s up. Hang you, Silver,
and hang them all!”

“It’s not too late,” sai_d'Jimmy--eh-
couragingly.  ““Your silly

you have sense enough to see how
absurd it would be for you to turn
up your silly nose again. But if you
drop your nonsense, and play the
ame straight, the fellows ‘mll 5001
gorget all this.

g about mourning for what you've
lost——-whlch never really belonged to
you. Put your snobbery right out of
vour head, and make tlm best of
what’s left.”

Montmorency’s lip curled.
‘““TIs that your advice?” he asked.
“That's it.”

“Thank vou for nothm I'm gomn’
to leave Rookwood,” said Montmor-
CICY. “I can begm again somewhere
else, and have better luck. But as
for puttin’ myself 'down to your level,
Jlmmy Silver, it's not in me.

‘He walked aw 2 20

Jimmy Silver stared after him.

‘“My only sainted Sam!” he mur-
mured.

Jimmy walked away thoughtfully.
The snob of Rookwood was still the
hopeless: snob he had always been—
either as Gentletman George of the
servants” hall, or Cecil Cuthbert
Montmorency of the Fourth ¥Form at
Rookwood. That 1nsolent mnature
could not, or would not, change—and
all the wretched upe‘rart was thmhmg
of was to begin again where he was
not known, and plle up a fresh moun-
tain of snobbish pretence, and -glut

to the full his desire to snub others | :
 mured Jimmy.

less fortunate than himself. It was a
kind of nature ‘that Jimmy Silver
found difficult to understand-—and
Jimmy wisely decided to bother his
head vnth the unfortundte junior no
more..

Gentleman George had his lesson
to learn yet; and if he learned it 1n
bitterness and humihation, 1t was his
own fault.

It was the following day that a bm-
Rolls-Royce buzzed in at the gates of
Rookwood, and stopped before the
School House. A faf red faced, pursy
gentleman descended from it. Tt was
Mr. Montmorency, of Montmorency
Court—once Mr. Huggins of the Gobv
Arms. A good many curious glances
were turned on the pursy gmtleman
as he came 1n. -

Precisely ten minutes later, Cecil
Cuthbert: Montmorency was seated by
the side of the pursy gentleman 1n
the big car, his extensive luggage
was piled on top, and the Rolls-Royce
bore him out of the gates of Rook-
wood.

As he departed, tho fat voice of
Tubby Mufﬁn qqueahed

“ Good-bye, Huggins!”

" And there was a laugh. Jimmy
Silver took Tubby Muffin by one fat
arm, and Tubby squeaked again, in
quite a different tone.

TR g R e Ty

The 5th Chapter.
The Last of Qentloman Qeorge!

Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency had
finished his career at Rookwood
School-——and shaken the dust of that
historic foundation  from his noble
feet. It was some weeks afterwards
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It’s no good nmoch_

jwmwwm

, Price
Three Halfponce

rot must |
be dropped, of course—I fancy even

| this chap—well, my hat!
| snob !

J

1

T it e W g L W N ey R S

| the former dandy

‘anything of what he- “did.”

| dropped from his manner,
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that Jimmy . Silver & Co. heard of
him again. A cousin of Jones minor
came along to Rookwood to see Jones.

Jones’ cousin belonged to High
Coombe School, in Devonshire, a

sufficiently extensive distance from

Rookwood. And Jones’ cousin told
of a ‘new fellow at High Coombe—a
fellow whose name was Montmorency,
who was no end wealthy, no end of
a swell, and put on no end of side—
who was chummy with the knuttiest
set in the school, and thoroughly
hated by all the rest for his uppish
and dlsdamfu] a1rs.

“Of course,” said Jones’ cousin, to
a, circle of astounded Rookwooders,

a chap expects a Montmorency to
think no small beer of himself: But
T&]lx ot &
I jolly well WlSh you hdd him
at Rookwood !”

And then there was a yell. -
“We’ve had him at Rookwood!”

“Good old Huggins!”
And Joénes’ cousin returned to High
Coombe with an amazing story to tel]

the fellows there!

Some time after that Jones minor
received a letter from his cousin,
which informed him that the new
fellow, Montmorency, had left High
Coombc Jones minor read the letter
out in the Common-room with many
chuckles. |

“No rest for the wicked !” grinned
Arthur Edward Lovell. |

“ Poor blighter !”
Silver’s comment,

‘““ A leopard can't change his spots,”
chuckled Lovell; “and Gentleman
George will be (.wentlemdn George to
the finish.”’

After that, there was no news of
of Rookwood, till
one day the name of Montmorency
caught Jimmy Silver’s eyes in the
newspaper,

He glanced at 1t and jumped,

“My only hat! Look at this, you
felgrws.”

The Fistical Four read the para-
craph together. It stated that Mr.

was Jimmy

Montmorency, of Montmorency
Court, was b‘rlll-bemg looked for by
the police-——his recent.  bankruptey

having disclosed the fact that he had
been using other people’s money as
well as his own !

““His recent bankruptey!” murs-

*Kasy come, easy go!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell, oracularly. ““ IHe made
a fortune by a lucky spec on the
Stock Exchange—he’s lost it agan
by another spec—unlucky this time!
What a facer for Gentleman George,
though. If the money’s gone, there
won’'t be left much of Montmorency !
Might as well have stuck to
Huggins.”

“Can’t help feeling sorry for the

chap!” said Jimmy “Silver thonght-
fully, ‘“But I shouldn’t wonder it it

- was all for the best, so far as Mont-

Wealth didn’t
I—1

18 concerned.
improve him, that’s certain.
wonder what the chap will do?”

Jimmy Silver did not expect to hear
any more of Montmorency, or to learn
~ But
there was a surprise in store for him—
he was not quite done with Mont-
Imorency yet.

It happened 1n the vacation. Jimmy
Silver’s father had taken him to Lon-
don, and they dined at a West End
hotel where Jimmy found great en-
tertmgment in watching hle fashion-
able crowd, and the smart waiters who
ran gla(efull about. A very youth-
ful, but very handsome and exceed-
ingly neatly attired waiter came to
Mr. Silver’s table. His manners were
graceful, and there was a touch of
superb haughtiness 1n his manner—to
simple folk he would have been almost
terrifying.

Jimmy Silver blinked at him.

He could scarcely believe his eves.

The aristocratic waiter’s eyes fell
on Jiummy Silver, and he started. Hais
colour changed and the hauteur
and he

morency

seemed to crumple up.

He was gone before Jimmy could
recover his breath.

“Montmorency !” Jlmmy bleathed
to himself. |

“Dear me!” said Mr. b:lver, look-
ing round perplexed. * Where has
our walter gone, Just as I was about
to give him the order? Where can
that waiter have gone? Waiter!”

But the superb youth did not re-
appear. Another waiter came to take
Mr. Silver’s order, and Jimmy did not
see Montmorency again,

It was the laat time he set eyes
upon ‘‘Gentleman George.”

THE END.

(‘‘ Jimmy Stlver’s Holidays *’ is the
title of the long, complete Rookwood
School yarn in next Monday’s issue.
Has your newsagent received w
standing order from Y OU yet?)




