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' Like a flash Quy Watkinson reallsed that it his companlion lassoed the animals before they were fresd the great
5 E HORSES mass of burning hay would be brought down on their backs. With a loud cry to ** Wait !’ he gripped his case~
8 knife and made a slash at the harness ! i S
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The ist Chapler,
Any Port-in a 3Storm:

Raby of the Fourth camne aiong to
the end studyv with slow and hesi-
tating tootsieps.

The nearer be came to that cele-
brated 'study - the slower became
(George Raby's progress, until at last,
when he had nearly reached the door,
he stopped entirely.

It was [Friday eveuing,
time was the timne of prep. In most
of the Fourth-Form studies the
juniors were at work on evening pre-
paration. George Raby should have
been in the end study with Junmy
Silver. Lovell, and Newcome, and
his  thoughts should have ' been
Jevoted to prep. But, with complete
disregard of what Mv, Dalton would
think in the morning, Raby had dis-

and the

missed prep from his mind.
He looked worried; and much
more seriouz matters than prep

worried hin.

For sonie evenings now Raby had
done his prep along the passage, In
Oswald's or Conroyv’s study, giving
his own auariers the “go-by.” All
the . Classical Fourth, aund the
Moderns, too, for that matter, knew
that there was trouble 1in the end
«tudy, and that George Raby was not
on the old terms with his old pals.

Raby stood outside the study now,
with a painful ‘hesitation 1n his
manner and a flush in his cheeks.

“T can’t!” he muttered half-aloud.

The sound of a voice came from the
end studv; the powerful voice of
Arthur Edward Lovell. |

s d Rot !!!

That was Lovell’s emphatic reply
{o some remark. made by either
Jimmy Silver or Newconie.

“Lovell, old chap——" That was
Jimmy’s mild voice.

“Rot! 1 tell vou Rabv went to
the races at Rookham on Wednesday
with Peele and his lot. He never
told us, but I know he went—Mufhin
knows, and he’s told everybody.

Nice for this study—a dashed, silly |

ass going ar
Lo b e
“But——"" murmured Newcome,
“ Looking down in the mouth. 1is
he ?*” said Lovell scornfully. *°1 dare
say he is—-dare sav he’s lost money,
and that’s what’s the matter. As for
his keeping out of this study. let him
“keep out. if he can’t behave decently.
I know I’ve no use for.a fellow who
can’t play the game decently.”
Raby’s cheeks were crimson.
Lovell’s remarks were not intended
for his ears; though Lovell assuredly
wouldn’t have cared whether Raby
heard or not.
George Rabv turned and walked
quietly back along the passage.
Whatever his intention may have
heen in approaching his old study,
e was not going to carry it out now.

und blagging like Peele

His lips quivered and his look was |

Litter as he retraced his steps. Peele
~f the TFourth lounged out of his
«tudy and intercepted him.
“Hold on a minute, Raby.”
““Oh, don’t bother,” snapped Raby.

He was not feeling ammable towards |
all the |

Peele. Peele had caused
trouble. What the thump. had the
follow asked him to join the party
to the races for, knowing very well
that it was not in his line? Why the
chump, too, had he been fool enough

‘o go, just because Peele asked him?
Raby could have kicked himself ; but.

he felt much more like kicking Peele.
“ Keep vour wool on, old infant,”
«aid Cyril Peele smoothly. “I've
been wantin’ to speak to you——7>
“The want’s all on vour side.”
“Dash it all, old fellow, you were
pally enough the other day Sl

“Oh, give us a rest,” szid Raby |

: I ever
went with you—IJ was a tool to go,

ungraciousty,  *'L'm

EOFIY

Mot that 1t's

and 2 blackguard, too tha
in judg-
%3

Tovell’'s business to set up

ment ;. confound his cheek !
“Well, you did go,” said Peele
philosophically,  “Can’t see much |
harm 1n it myseif.”

“There wouldin't have been much
harm. onlv—only——"

“Worryving about the bet you

made 77 emiled Peele.

“1 oughtn’t to have done 1t,” mut-
tered Raby: “and that’s not all.”

“1 know ! Towny lent you a qud,
and vou undertook f{o square by
Saturday, and vou can’t do 1t.”

“What about it?" snapoed Raby.

“My dear chap, lots. Towny lost
all lits tin. and naturally he wants his
money. But you needn’t worry. If
you can’'t borrow a cuid of your old
friendg——-"

Rabv shifted uncomfortably.  He |
ouessed that Peele had had an. cye
onn his hesitating progress along ﬂm
Fourth-Form passage, and had
ouessed. hiz half-formed intention— |
which be had not ezrried out.

“Vou've gcot other friends,” said
Peele cheerily. *“What's a qud?

'l Jend you one with pleasure.”

Raby started.

“ You will, Peale?” _

“ Certainly ! . Or. I'll give you a

-

chance to make two or three.”

“Make them?” repeated Raby
blankly.

“That's the i1dea. Step into my
study.”

In sheer wonder. George Raby:

-
1 |

stepped into Study No. 1. Gower
and Lattrev, Peele’'s study-mates,
were there. and thev nodded very
civilly to Raby. It was rather a
catch for that shady study to get a
member of Jimmy Silver’'s select
circle to step. in.

Peele closed the door.

There was no sign of “prep” 1n
the study. Peele & Co. were appar- |
ently “chancing it 7 with Mr. Dalton
in the morning.

“Woell. what's the idea, Peele?”
asked TRabv restlessly. “You're
talking in riddles, so far as 1 can see.
How can I make any money?”

Peele laughed and threw a pack of
cards on the table. |

“Tt's not a cert—it’s a chance,” he
said. “Join us in a little game, old
chap.”

s e

“ Please vourself. of course,” said
Peele carelessly, but with a very
keen eye on the junior whom he be-

lieved now he was succeeding in get-

ting into his toils. *“But why not?

You really ought to sauare Towny

to-morrow if vou can. It isn't every |
chap who'd play you on your word, i
as I'm willing to do, for the sake of
friendship.”

“Tyve no money to play———"

“Your word’s, good enough for this |
study.”’ : F

“Quite ! said Gower.

~ “Among gentlemen and friends, of
‘course.” said Lattrey. }
i Raby hesitated. '

He wished himself anywhere but
in Study No. 1—but the worry of this
debt to Cecil Townsend was a weight |
on his mind. He had played the fool
once and landed himself in this scrape |
—why not play the fool again, and
perhaps get out of it? As well be |
hung for a sheep as a lamb. And
Lovell’'s loud condemnation rang n
his ears and spurred him on to
further recklessness. Lovell declared
that he couldn’t play the game
decently.  Well, if that was what |
Lovell thought of him, he would i
justify Lovell’s ovinion. :

 Peele & Co. sat down, and Peele }
shuffled the cards.. After a long l

b

B g

hesitation Raby dropped into a seat.

own accord.

the

A minate more, and he was play-
img banker with the shadiest set 1In
the Lower School of Rookwood ; and,
ratlier to his surprise, winning money !

The 2nd Chapter.

A Shock for Uncle James!

Jimmy Silver rose from the table n
the end study with a wrinkled brow.

He had finished his prep, and for once |

Uncle James of Rookwood had not
been very careful with his prep.
Work had beein interrupted a dozen
times bv. outbreaks of conversation-—
the topic., Raby. KEvery member of
the Fistical Four fell keenly the spht
that had occurred in the famous Co.,
and it worried Unele James. New-
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come agreed with Unele James, while
Lovell held the view that 1t was up
to the end study to wait for the
repentant prodigal to return of his
Lovell apparently con-
sidered that the sackcloth and ashes
could not be left out of the picture.

“This has gone on long enough,”
Jimmy Silver remarked. *1'm going
to speak to Raby.”

“You’ll find him blagging with
Peele or Smythe, or some of that
lot 1”* said Lovell sarcastically. _

“Oh, rot!” said Newcome. *We
don’t want a split! You run along
and make Raby come back, Junmy,
while I finish my prep!” Bl

“We don't want him here while
he's thick with Peele!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell stubbornly.

“T don’t believe he’s thick with
Peele,” said Jimmy. “Ide did act
oat — there’s no denying that.

i B e R

But
was at loggerheads with us, I think.
That’s how he came to go to the
races on Wednesday.”’

“He shouldn’t have gone.”

“1 know he shouldn’t. But, dash 1t
all, we’re not spotless angels 1 this
study, anyhow!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. *“We’ve all done, every now
and then, things we really shouldn’t!
You have, Lovell !’

¢“Oh, have 17” exclaimed Lovell
warmly., ““You've jolly well never

'J'!

caught me blagging

“T’ve caught vou talking too much,
and coming down heavy when you
ought to bhave ]f—‘ﬁfft the
22

your Uncle James .

*Oh, bosh!”
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- “Then you've got a way of saying
‘rat° or ‘bosh’ when you hear

r

remarks that are above the level of

your intellect———-"

“You silly owl I”" roared Lovell.

Jiunmy Silver laughed.

‘““ Ahvhow, there’s been trouble
enough, and I'mm going to put 1t
straight to Raby—bygones are going
to be bygones!”

“(Only on condition that he drops |

that crew.”

“If we make conditions we’ll
simply put his back up,” said Jimmy.
“Leave it to his good sense.”

**He doesn’t seem to have any!”’

“ Bow-wow !”’ '

Jimmy Silver quitted the study,

and Lovell grunted emphatically.
Heedless of Arthur Edward’s lofty
disapproval, Jimmy went along the
Fourth Form passage in search of
Raby. He found Mornington and
Erroll at their study door, and asked

-them, but they hadn’t seen Raby.

Tubby Muffin was loafing in the
passage, and even Tubby Mauffin
didn’t know where Raby was. So

Jimmy went down to the Common-
room to look for him, and drew
the Common-room blank. e was
scouting along the passage, when he
saw Tubby Muflin again. The fat
Classical came up with a grin.

“Y knew where he 1s, he
announced.

“Well, where

“In Peele’s study.”

Jimmy Silver frowned.

“Qure?” he asked rather crossly.

“Heard his voice,” said Tubby,
with a fat chuckle. *‘ Ile was saying:
‘ Your deal, Gower.” Plain as any-
thing.” _ n

Reginald Muffin quite jumped at
the expression that came over the
face of the captain of the Fourth.
Without staying to thank the fat
Classical for his information, Jimmy
Silver strode away.

It was deeply annoymg to Jimumy
for Lovell’s prediction to be verified
in this way. It was still more dis-
tressing 1If Rabyv really was engaged
in a study gamble with Peele & Co.
Jimmy was a patient fellow; but if
George Raby had definitely taken a

39
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turn for the bad, Jimmy’s patience

would have its limits. Although not
so emphatic on the subject as Arthur

Fdward Lovell, Jimmy most decidedly

had “no use ” for a gambler as a pal.

He hoped to find that Tubby
Muffin’s mformation was unfounded,
in which case he mentally promised
Muffin a record kicking. But that
faint hope was scon dashed to the
ground. .

He knocked at the door of the
first study and turned the handle,
but the «door did not open. 1t was
locked 1nside. |

‘“Hallo! Who's there?’ called out
Peele. “Can’t let you in, whoever
you are—hard at work !”’

Jimmy knocked agawn savagely.

“Can’t you clear off when a chap’s
sportin’ his oak ?”’ called out Gower
indignantly.

“Open this door, confound you!”

“My hat! It’s Silver!” That was
Lattrey’s voice. ‘ Anyhow, we're not
going to let him in!”

Bang!

“Let him in!” said Raby, his face
flushed, but his eyes gleaming. “If
he's come here for me, let him in,
and be blowed to him! T'll let Lovell
see whether I'm a baby to be watched
and ordered about!” ' '

Peele smiled a snule of satisfaction,
George Raby was in the mood that
Peele wanted to see him in.

He unlocked the door and opened
it. Jimmy Silver, with a flushed face,
stepped into the doorway. A glance
showed him the cards and the money
on the table, Raby sitting with cards
i his hand.

Raby looked at him, with a cool
smile.

Their eyes met.

“So that's 1t, 1s 17”7 said Jimmy
grufily.

“That’s 1t !’ said Raby defiantly.

Jimmy Silver breathed hard. He
was angry, and he was indignant.

“I’'ve been looking for you!” he
gaid. e

‘“ Anybody appointed
keeper, by any chance
Raby, with a curl of the lip.

“1 never expected to find—this!”

my

asked

you
';;!Jl

“You never know what to expect,

do vou?” said Raby. _
“Look here i |
““Give us a rest !” said Raby. “Go
and tell 1t all to Lovell and Newcome !
It won't bore them so much !”’ '
‘“Ha. ha, ha!” chortled Gower.
Peele & Co. were enjoying that
little conversation 1mmensely. It was

sheer jov to them to hear Uncle:

James of Rookwood talked to like
this, especially by one oi his own best
chumns. il |

“Raby » - Jimmy controlled his

temper with difficulty—*Rabv, don’t
1 Come out of this!”

““ And be spanked in the end study
for bein’ a naughty boy !” interjected

Gower. And there was a laugh,

Price
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Yaby set his lips.

“I'll stay as long as 1 like!" he
answered. |

“Very well!” said Jimmy Silver.

He turned on his heel and walked
away. His brow was dark when he
swame into the end study agan.
Lovell and Newcome, their prep
finished, were chatting, and they
both loocked at Jimmy Silver mn-
quiringly as he entered.

“He’s not with you?” said New-
come.

“[le's gambling with those cads in
the first study!” said Jimmy Silver
tartly.

“My hat!”

“I've left him to'it! 1f he wants
to come back to this study, let hin
come—J sha’n’t go after him again!”

And Jimmy Silver said no more on
the subject. But he meant all that
he had said!

L

The 3rd Chapter.
Pecle’s Little GQameo !

“GGood riddance !” said Peele, as
he locked the door after the captain
of the Fourth. '

‘“Your deal, Raby!l™?

(Gower.

Raby toved with the cards.

Jimmy Silver’s accusing face had
moved him to defiance; but as soon
as his old chum was gone Raby’s
feelings changed. Somehow or other,
after Jimmy’s frank, honest face, hisg
surroundings seemed to have become
dingy and sordid. Lattrey’s mean

remarked

features, Gower’s greedy face, Peele’s

R e S i, P Tl T . S L I e ST o mmo W L

“he saw Raby here?

| know best, Peele.

air of dingy blackguardism had never
struck him so plainly and so painfully
before. He made a move to rise from
his chair.

“ Not chuckin’ it ?” said Peele.

“I—1I think I've had encugh.”

“PDash it all, don’t let those fellows
sermonise you !” said Peele. * Why
shouldn’t you do as you like?”

“They're not  your  dashed
masters !’ said Lattrey.

“I’va had enough,”

almost sullenly.

said Raby

“You've been winning!’® ' said
Lattrey, with a sneer.

Raby’s face became scarlet.

“Shut up, Lattrey!” exclaimed
Peele hastily. ““What does that
matter? 1f Raby’s tired, let hun

chuck it! You’ll give us our revenge
another time, old man?”

“Oh, yes! Of—of course!” stam-
mered Raby. “I-—I say, I've won

22

comething. I don’t want to keep
i.t a3 )3 '

““What . rot! Keep vour win-
nings !’

“1—1 don’t want~——" |

1 didn't" mean anythin’,” said

Lattrey more civilly, taking his cue
from Peele. “You can’t hand the
money back. We're not kids playin’
for cherry-stones!” o

“ Another time, “old
Peele cordially.

(reorge Raby, with a shaking
hand, gathered up his winnings. He
had won a pound at bhanker, and
when the game was changed to nap
he had won another pound. He did
not want the money-—he had the feel-
g that it did not bhelong to him—
but he remembered his debt to
Townsend. His luck at least enabled
him to settle that debt, and he
believed 1t was his luck that had
made him a winner. He nodded to
the three shady young rascals and
leit the study, . _

Peele smiled when he was gone,
and lighted a cigarette.

“Our wm!” he remarked.

“1  don’t see it,”" said Latitey
sullenly. “You let i play for

man !’? " sai1d

paper, and let him skin two quids

off us. 1 don’t see 1it!”

“1 found the money,” said Peele
tartly.

“1 know you did. But it's a sheer
waste !”

“It’s a sprat to catch a whale,”
sald Peele coolly. “Raby will be
worth more than a dozen times two
pounds to us by the end of the term.
He’s not in funds now, but he has
a good allowance, and gets good tips
from home. He will pay his footin’
in this study, never fear!” '
He laughed, and blew out a clqud
smoke. A _

“ And it’s not only’ that,” he con-
tinued; “but 1it's one up agamst
Jimmy Silver—sanctimonious Unecle
James! Did you see his face when
That was worth

of

the money!”

“Tt was worth a guinea a box!”
grinned Gower, ‘1 suppose you
Anvhow, 1t was
your money. Now that silly fool’s
cgone, let’s have a real game!”

‘And the shady trio settled down to

- nap on Lthewr own. _ |
Meanwhile, Raby walked away
from- the study, feeling far from

happy.,  However, he was glad to be
able to drop into Townsend’s studv.

Townsend greeted him with an
amiable nod. |
“Halo, old ‘top!  Trot in!  Pué

*/

on ‘g fag.




17/12/21

“Thanks, no!” |

“Lots m the’ box!” said Towny
cheerily. ‘‘Good ones, too!”

“Jolly good!” said Topham.

Raby shook his head.

“I’ve just dropped in to square the
little bit 1 owe you from Wednesday,
Towny,” he said.

“Good man!”

Raby laid twenty-five shillings on
the "table.
up carelessly enough.

“Thanks!” he drawled. “It will
come 1n useful--our little flutter on

the races the other day landed me

quite stony! Sit down, and have a
Iittle smoke, old bean!”

‘‘ No, thanks ™

Raby hastily quitted the study.

It was time—more than time—to
think of prep now, and Raby thought
of it. He did not intend to go to the
end study—he had barred off that
studv. 'The looks of condemnation
he expected if he entered were more
than enough to keep him away from
his old quarters.

He looked into Study No. 3, which
belonged to the Colonial Co.
Ryn and Pons had gone down, but
Conroy was slill there.

“Mind if I bother you again?”
asked Raby.

“ Not a bit, ald tulip! 'Tret inl”
said the Australian junior cheerily.
‘““You left your books here, too. I'm
just finished!”

Raby came in, and drew a chair
to the table. Conroy rose to his feet;
but he paused as he was about to
leave the study and fixed his eyes
rather curiously on Raby. -

“* Excuse my butting in!” said the
Cornstalk, 1n his direct way. ** You're
rather out with your old pals, 1
believe 7" | |

“Yes,” muttered Raby, without
looking up. -

‘““No bizney of mine, of course!”
said Conroy. ‘But I'm sorry to see

b

it! No good asking who’s to blame
—it’s always the other chap! But do
let me give you a tip, Raby. There’s

fellows who're glad to put a spoke 1n
Jimmy Silver’s wheel—no end pleased
to see trouble in that study! Don’t
let some cad pull vour leg to amuse
himself !”

Without waiting for a repty, Conroy
left the study.

“What rot!” muttered Raby un-
easily.

But it was some time before he
could fix his attention on his books.
The Cornstalk’s words remained in
his mind.

Raby was still at prep when the
call came to dormitory, and he had
not finished his work. He went up
rather wearily to the dormitory, feel-
ing quite out of sorts. Jimmy Silver
and Lovell and Newcome did not
look at him; but Peele shipped an
arm through his as they went up the
passage. Raby shook it off im-
patiently.

Peele’s eves glittered for 2 moment,

He had desired to let Jimmy BSilver
& Co. see how very chummy he was
with George Rabv; 1t would have
heen another lhittle triumph for Cyril
Peele. But Raby was rather a rest-
less capture.

“Never - mind, my dear boy!”
Pecle murmured, to himself., “TIll
make you pay for your cheek, never

799

fear !

Which was not very chummy; but

about as chummy as Peele really felt
towards his hapless dupe !

o el e

The 4th Chapter,
in the Toils !

There was trouble for George
Raby in the Form-room on the
following morning.

Mry. .Dalton, the master of the
Fourth, was a hard worker himself;
and he expected his .pupils to work,
Accorvding to Mr. Dalton, that was
what they came to Rookwood for—
a view that was very unpopular
among Peele and his set. iR

Raby had onlv dabbled at his prep
the previous evening, and he was too
worried and troubled to put much
thought mto lessons, anyhow. His
construe that morning was worthy of
Tubby Mufhn at his worst.
Dalton, who had mercy on Tubby’s
stupidity, had no mercy to waste on

what he regarded as carelessness or

slacking. . -

So there were sharp words in the
Form-room, and Raby hstened to
them with burning cheeks—and he
receiverd an imposition to keep him
busy i the aiternoon. _

After dinner, when the other
fellows were gomg down to football,
George Raby had to go into the
Form-room to write out two hundred
hines of Virgil. Lovell
him with a curl of the lLip.

“That’s what comes of blagging
away with _
sticking to work!” Lovell remarked
oracularly to Jimmy and Newcome.,

Which was indubitably true.

Raby ground out his lines, and

Cecil Townsend swept it

Van

And My, |

observed

blackguards, instead of
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|

took themi to Mr. Dalton, and -then-

| of

- rapidly on the way towards

”

“mooched ” out into the
by himself.

He was feeling dispirited and out
of sorts. . '

Conroy’s friendly words had opened
his unsuspicious eyes a little.

He could not help realising that he
had been as wax 1mn the hands of a
fellow more cunning than himsel.
Well he knew of Cyril Peele’s enmity
towards the end study, and he knew
it was a personal triumph to Peele to
be able to detach one of Jimmy
Silver’s chums in this way.

Rabv had rvather lecoked on FPeele
as more or less of a good-natured
sott of blackguard. He wondered
now whether Peele’s game was deeper
than he had supposed. -

Anyhow, one thing was certain
that he was getiing drawn deeper and
deeper into Peele’s own peculiar
pursuits, _ |

It had started with a careless half-
crown on a football match, 1t had
continued with a wvisit to the races,
and betting with a bookmaker there.
It had concluded-—if 1t had cencluded
—with barefaced gambling in Peele’s
study—a study that was avoided by
every decent fellow at Rookwood.

The steps on the downward path
had followed one another ramdly
enough. Raby hardly knew how it

ad all come abeut; but 1t had come
about. And there was, in point of
fact, nothing vicious in Raby’s nature
—only a happy-go-lucky carelessness
which a cunning schemer had
taken advantage.
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Was Peele a schemer to that ex-
tent? Raby did not think so.  But

whether he was or not, there was no
doubt that he, George Raby, was
getung a
reputation in the Lower School as
“Juicy ¥’ as Cyril Peele's own.

Walking rather aimlessly under
the old ‘beeches, Raby made up his
mind that i1t had got to stop.

He wouldn’t—he couldn't—make
overtures to his old friends for a
reconciliation, But he wasn’t going
to turn out a shady blackguard like
Peele—he was sure of that! It was
time he took himself in hand, and he
was going to start at once,

He was not sorry to see Peele
strolling  towards him under the
beeches. He did not want to quarrel
with the fellow—possibly, he nieant
well, But he was goimng to make 1t
plain that he wasn’t Peele’s sort, and
didn’t want to be. And he welcomed
the opportunity for a plain talk.

Peele greeted him with great
cordiality.

“Finished your rotten lines, old
bean 7” S

Raby nodded. -
“Good! Jolly parky out here!”

said Peele, with a shiver. *‘lLet’s get
mmta the study. We've got a good
fire goin’, and we’re bakin’ chest.
nuts.” i
Raby hesitated. Certainly there
was no harm in baking chestnuts on
a winter’s afternoon. .
It was said of old that he who
hesitates 1s lost. . Peele slipped his
arm 1 Raby’s, and led him away.
Lattrey and  Gower were 1n the
study, 11 cheery- mood.:- The chest-
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nglts ‘were duly baked and disposed
of.

Gower took a vack of cards from a
drawer, and shuffled them carelessly.
‘“ Anybody say nap?” he asked.

“Nap!” said Lattréy. ‘“‘Must do
somethin’ to kill time !”’

“I think I'll get out,” said Raby.

“Oh, don’t run away!” nurged
Peele. ‘““Four’s ever so much better
than three at nap! Don’t leave us
in the lurch!”

“You don’t want me to play for
paper,” sard Rabyv weakly.

‘“All the same to us! We know
your word’s as good as your bond !”
sald Lattrey. '

That was true enough. The young
rascals knew that if Raby lost to them
i 10O U’s, he would redeem the
paper sooner or later. And this after-
noon the dingy trio were out to win,
Raby’s winnings of the evening before
had been to encourage him, and
plunge him more deeply into the toils,
Now the time had come for real
DUSINESs. B

“The fact 15. I'd rather not play,”
said Raby, remembering the good
resolutions he had made under thé
beeches only half an hour ago.

“Oh, don’t be unsociable!”
Gower.

“Just a round or two,” said Peele.
“You owe us our revenge, you
know.”’

Raby drew a deep breath.

said

Aill that

was easy going in his nature was

against his resolution; but, fortun-
ately, his resolution held good. Dimly

'RABY PLAYS THE GAME!

money you let me win last night!? he ground out.

he took some money

evoery one of you cads [ "’

he was aware of the pit on the edge
of which he was tread}ing. He hated
to refuse these fellows, beaming on
him with friendly cordiality—which

he did not guess then was barely skin

deep. But his mind was made up.
‘““1 won'’t play,” he said decidedly.
“U'm—I'm not criticising you fellows,
You can do as wvou lhike, of course.
But T've made up my mind never to
play cards for money.” |

Peele looked at him keenly.
Lattrey openly sneered. = Gower
yawned. "

“So I'll clear,”” said Raby awk-
wardly. *“ Sorry, you know!”

He moved towards the doer.

‘““Hold on!” said Peele in a quiet,
cutting voice. It was time for Peele
to show his hand if his vietim was
not to escape. “I mention®l that
vou owed us our revenge, Raby, old
man,’’

“I-—~I don’t seer—"
“You won money from us last
night !” said Gower sulkily. “You

ought to give a fellow a chance [”

‘“Kvery sportsman who wins gives
the other chap his vevenge!” said
Latfrey. ‘“You know that !

Raby stood still.

There was justice in what the young
rascals were sayving—of a sort. Cer:
tainly it was not sporting to win and
refuse to play again.

It seemed to poor Raby that he
was in a kind of net from which there
was no escape. 1L was not anv black-
guardly instincts that urged him to
remaln with these young regues now,

‘but his sense of fair play as a sports.

man.

“Come on! Don’'t be a ninny!”,

HE FRIEND

Ceorge Raby strode into the rotters’ study.
and threw it on to the table.
‘““And now !V've a good mind to walk right into

o

said Gower, with a laugh. “Uncle
James can’t see you now, you know !

But that taunt had ceased to move
Raby.

“Look here!” he said haltingly.
“1 don’t want to play! I—I offered
not to take the money I won yester-
da e’

“You took it,” said Peelo dryly.

“I—I know I did! If—if 1 had it
now I'd hand it back!” said Raby.

“We don’t want that!”

“Dash 1t all, be a sportsman and
give us our revenge!’ said Gower.
“That’s all we want!”

“I—1 suppose you’re entitled to
that,” muttered Raby, and he moved
back towards the table.

“That’s right ! said Lattrey.

Raby sank rather heavily into a
chair. He would have given almost
anything to be outside the study.
Peele began to deal the cards. '

There was a step in the passage out-
side, and Peele stopped suddenly,
and the dingy trio listened. 'There

was always the possible danger of |

a suspicious prefect looking into the
junior studies on a half-holiday.
'The cards were suddenly whipped
out of sight. But the footstep passed
oI,

“All serene !”” said Gower.

Raby had a sick feeling.

The sudden sense of guilt, of shame,
at the thought that it might be a
prefect, and the thought of the
disgrace and punishment that would
follow discovery, filled him with
loathing of the scene.
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From his pockst
‘“ There's the

He rose to his feet,
“It’s all right, 1 tell you!” said

Gower, looking at him, * Nobody's
conun’ ! 8Bit down!”

Raby set his Lips.

“T'm nat playing !>’ he said. “T1’ll
never step inside this study again !
You fellows would chuck 1t if wou
had any sense! Anyhow, I'm chuck-
g it! So-long !” |
He walked to the door and tnrew
it open. There was no mistaking his
fixed intention this time. Cyril Peele

sprang to his feet, his face furious.
“You’re goin’ to give us our
revenge |’ he snarled.
EL

“T'm not going to gamble

B

“You rotten. outsider—-
“Welsher!” sneered Lattrey.
“You've got our money
pocket, and you won’t play—

Raby’s face blazed. He ran a
trembling hand through his pocket.
Fifteen shillings remained of his win-
nings of the night betore. Ile flung
the money on the table.

“1'll get the rest!” he exclaimed,
“I’ll pay you up, and I’'m done with
you, you girty set of loafers!” '

And Raby tramped out of the study,
and slammed the door behind him,
He lett Peele & Co. blinking at one
another. Bomething had certainly
gone very much awry with Peele's
Iittle schemes !
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The 5th Chapter.
Just Liks Jimmy!
“Jimmyev Silver !

“ Hallo !”? |
Jimmy ®ilver was on the football-
ground, with a fatherly eye on the
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-glance,

days, and a brighter face.

junior practice that was going on.
Lovell and Newcome were with him,
George Rabyv came up to the three
quite suddenly, He took no heed of
Lovell or Newcome; his eyes were
fixed on Jimmy Silver, and he spoke
to the captain of the Fourth. ;

Lovell and Newcome exchanged a
Raby’s face was white, and
his eyes were burning. Something
was wrong. But even Arthur Edward
Lovell, though not overburdened with

‘tact, as a rule, realised that i1t was

a time when the least said was the:
soonest mended. -

“Lend ' 'nie bob,
Jimmy !”’

It was a rather -startling request.’
The Co. knew what must be the cause
of Raby’s sudden need of money—
they could not fail to know the cause.
And thetr views on gambling were
pretty svell known., :
- But Junmy Silver was not unde-
serving of the title of Uncle James
of Rookwood. Jimmy's tact was a
great gift,

“Certainly, old fellow he
answered, just as if there had never
been any trouble in the end study,
and just as if Raby had merely asked
him for the loan of a penknife.

Raby had a catch in his breath.

He was 1n o rotten scrape—he knew
that. The shadiest crowd at Rock-
wood had called him *outsider ”” and
“welsher.,” and he had thé choice
of two alternatives—to pay back the
money he had won from Peele &
Co., or to play them at their game
and give them their revenge. And
Raby’s mund was agely made up
that if his old pals failed him in this,
his hour of need., he would throw
them, and all they stood for, to the
winds, and throw in his lot with
Peele & Co.

He was in a desperate mood, almost
trembling with excitement. It needed
only one loud scoff from Lovell, only
a refusal from Jimmy Silver, to send
him back to the dingy study he had
escaped from—back to the miserable,
dingy viciousness he had tried to
throw off.

But Uncle James of Rookwood did
not fail him. Tor an instant Jimmy’s
eyes met liovell’'s in an unspoken
warning, Jimmy did not fully under-
stand; but he knew that it was no
time for hesitation, no time for ser-
monising—no time for anything but
loyal, unquestioning friendship.

“I haven’t got i1t in my football
clobber, old chap!” he said, with a
smile. ““Come along with me! All
serene !’
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“Jimmy, old man——-" The fierce-
ness faded out of Raby's face.
6k Jil'lllla_}}', .I‘—'“*I*"""“‘“*” |

“All serene, oid chap! Hand me

my coat, lLovell!” |

Jimmy threw on his coat and
mufler, and walked oftf the football-
ground with Raby. Lovell and New-
come looked after them, and then at
one auother, Then, without speak-
g, they returned to the footer,

Not a word was spoken by Jummy
Silver or Raby as they walked to the
Sehool  House,  In the end study
Jimmy Silver unlocked his desk, and
took out of it twenty-five shillings in
g1lver.

“Jupnmy-—-—
choked voice.

“There you are, cld top!” said
Jimmy Silver cheerily., “There’s
another ten bob if you want it!” .

“This 1s enough. C(-¢c-come along
the passage, will you, Jimmy 7’

“ Any old thing!”

Wondering o lhittle, Jimmy Silver,
walked down the Fourth Form!
passage with his chum. George Raby
turned the handle of the door of the
first study, and flung 1t wide,

Peele & Co. started up and stared
round, Raby strode . Some coins
were dropped on the studyv table.

“There vou are, you rotters!” said
Raby, between his {eeth. * There's
your dirty money! . Now call me
again what vou called me ten minutes
ago, and I'll wade 1m and smash you
up—all three of you!”

Raby waited a few moments for an
answer. As none was forthcomung,
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muitered Raby in a

he turned and tramped ocut of the

study.

Jimmy slipped a hand through his
arti. ;
“Come and get into your footer
rig,”” said Jimmy. |

They came on the footer-ground,

and 1n a few minutes more Raby was
i the practice game, with a lighter:

heart than he had known for many,
The cool,
keen air, the clean, whelesome game,
the cheery, healthy faces—never had
Raby enjoyed a game of football as

| he enjoyed that unimportant practice
came.

THE END.
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