The Ist Chapter. .
The Combine”are Taken In.

TI\\AP !
TheCliveden Combine—Neville, Flyun,

and Poindexter—were hard at work in
XNo. 4study, when the tap came at the door.

“Oh, come in!* ealled out Dick Neville, |

without raising his eyes from the paper over
which Lis pen was swiftly travelling in sprawbng
Qerman characters,

The door of the study opened, and Dick glanced
round.. Then he gave a whistle, It was not a
Fourth-Former who eame in, but Crane—the
great Crane—captain of the Fifth. And after
Tl camo Cuffy, his inseparable ehuni.

Work in No. 4 study censed instantly. Crane
and Cuffy of the Fifth were on terms of warfaro
with the Combine. A visit from the Fifth-
Formers could hardly mean anytbiuvg but a row.
Neville &lid his hand towards a ruler, Micky
Flynn dropped his fingers on the inkpot. Lineoln
(¢. Poindexter reached behind him into the
fender and took hold of the shovel.

The preparations for warfars were quickly

made, but Grane and Cuffy only grinned as they | honestly, I guess;” said Poindexter.

observed then. -
“It'a pax,” said Crane. " It's all vight, kids.”
* Well, what do you Fifth Form bounders want
in a maPm:lanu study 7 said Poindexter,
suspiciously. .
* Came for a friendly talk.”
“Very kind of you," said Neville. ‘But
wo're working ot present, and liaven't jssoed
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and the result declared, the
has the winner collars the quid.’

‘* Exactly,” said Cuaffy.

“And what do you eall that if not
gombling? "’ asked Poindexter.

“I eoll it a sweepstake. You don’t
bet on apy horss in particaler; you take
your chanea of petting the slip with the pame
on it—n very different t-hinF.”

“ I guesa 1 con't see much differenca.”

“ Who's afraid of breaking a rule or two, any.
way ?" said Crane. “ We're not going to take
the ters into our confid 0f course, it
would mean a licking if they knew. So it would
if thay knew you broke hounds, Poindexter, as 1
know you've done.”

" That's different,” said the American ehum
quietly. ‘' Broaking bounds is againat tho rules,
but it’s not against acting like a decent chap.
Gawmbling is."”

* Ob, if you're going tn preach——""

“ I'm net going to preach, but T'm not coming
into the sweep, th . I guess it's the sort of
thing for a decent fellow to keep outside of.>”

“ A lot of the Fourth are taking it wp,” said
Crane. * It's an honowr to your rotien Form to
be asled to share in it at all?”’

“ I suppose Fourth Form shillings 2re as goad
as any others,” said Poindexter, with quict
Ecorn. g

Crang flushied angrily. -

“ Do you mean to say you think it wou't bo
run honestly 7' he exclaimed.

“Thinga of thiz kind aren't alwavs rm
" Whera
you find gambling you generally find blackguayd-
ism of some sort.”

“ Oh, Isee; you were brought up in the highly
moral atmosphere of tinned beef, 'and you are
ehocked by our ways at Cliveden.” sneered
Cfane. * Well, keep out of it if you like. Pank-
husst wasn't far wrong.” -

" What do you mean ? What did Pankhurst

5

any invitations to a conversazione just lately.” say

“Bure and ye're juterraptin' the washin’,” | ™ Never mind. He was right eno T say,
aaid Micky Flynn. “ Bo off wid ye, like good Neville, and yon, Flynn, are you cowming iw, or
T Tl vy wid plag. | e i Bl oo §7

l Wiy, (i W a4 Y Whin i wi'ta fanley 1 eolain

L T T Wl fer el e worls | alextie, igrily. A fellow can Joon)
oy wadil YO il telke to | dilihy gebling without boing funisy, 1
Panhhorit snd Priee. “Oh, yes; I know you're s pgood Lt

* Wa have: and they'ss in it said Crane. * As for ganbling, I s

I what 1" | and if it were a prefect wouldn’t be in it.” ¢

“Tho swoop.” | *“Is that a fset about the prefect T Which

“ What sweep 1 | one ig it T asked Neville,

“Ty be more exact, the Cliveden Sweep- * Grahame.”

stnkes," said Crane.

“That's it," said  Cuffy.
Swoepstakes.”

The Combine simply stared at them.

"I puess ["ve never henrd of the Cliveden
Sweepstakes before,” said Poindexter.
variety of animal are they 1"

“T'0l explain.”

* Do you mind if you go outside and shut the
door before you start  explaining t" asked
Neville. " I'in busy.”

“ Now, look here, Neville, it’s an important
matter. Pankburst hinted that you fellows
probably wouldn’t have the nerve ta join in.”

The Combine jumped to their feot a8 if moved
by clockwork.

“ What's that 7" exclaimed three voices ab
once.

Crane grinned. .

** You ses, wo're getting np a little sweepstaka
on the Camperdown Cup,” he said. 1 may
tell yon that there's a prefeet in it. It was
Philpot's idea at the start.”

“Then it’s something ecaddish,” said Poin-
dloxtor.

“QOh, rats! You see, the Camperdown Cup
ia run for on Saturduy, on the race-course the other
gide of the town, and we've got the idea of getting
up a little sweepstake on the result

b you mean betting on horse-racing,
Crane 1™ asked Neville bluntly.

The eaptain of the Fifth turned red.

“No, I don't,” he snapped. ' You know

“The Cliveden

betting’s forbidden by the rules of the collegn.”
" Yee, T know it i8; that's what L was think-
ing of.”

' Sure, and what do ve call a sweepstake, if
it's not betting on horse-racing, Crane 1" asked
AMicky Flynn, curiously.

* [t’s not the same Lhing,” said Crane. “ You
see, we issue twenty tickets, at a shilling cach,
You don't gamble ; you just buy the ticket for a
bob. You can have it framed and hung up in
your study if you like—-"

“Oh, rats ! Get on "

“ Well, the names of the twenty horses entered
for the cup are written down, and shufied up in
a hat, and the twenty entrants draw one each.”

“ 1 know how a sweepstake is mannged.”

“ Tho chaps keep their slips of paper with the
horses’ names on them,” went on the captain of
the Fifth, unheeding. * When the race is ruu,
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The Combine sniffed together.
i A Gllgnhame ' Well, we ull know what a rotler
10 8.
* You'd better tell him so to his face.”
" We have told him 8o to his face,” said [ein.

What l L!ezcwr diadainfully.

Sure, il there’'s a prefect in it. though, it
can't be up against the rules 8o much,” said
Micky Flynn. * I don't think we ought to have
the Old Kirm erowing over us, and saying we

 daren't do what they've done.

“ Not muceh,” said Neville promptiy.

Poindexter looked undecided. His keen geod
senze warned him against Laking any part in the
business at all; yet it was hard to have Pank-
hurst and Price, the Combine’s deadly rivals in
the Fourth Form, erowing over them, and sug.
gesting doubts as to their courage.

Crano winked at Cuffy, and drew a pocket-
bool from his breast.

“ T put your name down, then, Flyon,” he
said, and wrote it down beforo Micky could
reply, " Put your initials to it, will you ? There
you are.”

Micky Flynn hesitated a moment. DBot it is
proverbial that he who hesitates is lust. The
next momont he tock Crano's pencil and wrots
his initials under the name.

“ Your turn, Newville.”

Flynn having signed, Dick Naville did not feal
like holding back. ¥He wrote his initiols to his
name in the list, and then Crane turned te Poin-
dexter again.

* I suppose you're not going to stay ont when
your chums are in,” he said. * Of course, if
there's a row youn could leave themn to stand ic
alone.”

Poindexters eyes flashed.

* Give mo the pencil,” he said quictly.

And he wrote his name. Crane closed the
book and restored it to his pocket.
“ Good,” he said. *' That’s all right. The

drawing will be in Philpot’s atudy after tea.
Don't fail to turn up or you lose your chance.
Puy up, please.”
he juniors honded over a shilling each.
* Thauks,"” said Crane, ** Comno or, Cuiiy.
The two Fiith Form fellows left the study, sand
closed the door.

In the passage Cuily looked
curiously at Crane.

“ You haven't seen Pankhurst and Irice yel,
Craney ©'*

weepslake

" In This Week's Fine, Complete Story Crane, Cuffy
and Grahame Unfairly Take Advantage of
the Combine and the OId Firm, but Fail in

.ljmp who

* No; we're just going
there.”

And  Crans  walked
along to No. 10, the

apartment honoured by
the residence of the Old
Firm.

“ But, T say, Craney,
you told those young
nsses: '

't tell them
said Crang

coolly, * They nssumed
fromn what T said that
Panlkhurst s it,
but——""

“1 seo; that was to
draw them on 1"

" Exactly. [ shall
work the same dodge on

Punkhuorst and Price.
o, bat®
But Cuffy did not

R lavegzh.

* That’s rather low-down, n't it, Craney
he said. %

Y Oh, rot!Y said Crane iyritably, * We're
hound to have those five fellows in it. You
know they set “F to keep a high moral standard
in the Fourtlh Form, and they'd bo down on a
thing like this like a sack of cola if they were left
out of it, and they'd bo bound to make trouble.
Now they’ll be in it ; and I tell you that the only
way to make them join in was by playing on their
rivalry. It's a good wheeze, ond it was Grehame
Linsell who suggested it to me."

Cuffy did not reply, but his expression showed
that he did not exacy like the ** wheeze,” good
as it was. 3

The 2nd Chapter.
The Sweepstake.

«“ GUESS weo've made fools of ourselves,”
gaid Poindexter abruptly.

“Oh, I don't know,” said Neville,
" They. have swoepstakes in lots of schools I
lnow.  It's not necessary for there to ho any
real harm in jit,” )
** It's gambling, T guess, whatever that bounder
says,” replied %‘oin(rexter. “The fnet is, ho
bounced us iuto it by saying that Panky and
Price wonld consider us junks i we didn't go
in. But Idon't like the ides.”

' Well, we've paid up our money uow, snd we
can’t draw out,” said Diclk, * Ve don't want to
Yook like prigs, cither."

“ Bure, and we're in for it now,” said Micky
Fiyon, * and it will be rippin' to win the soy.,
you know.  We'll give o big feed in the study.”

Dicl’s eves apurkled,

** Yes, and lm‘v;z the whole Form to jt 1"

ST g
“Oll, rats! Don’t grumble now!”  said
Neville. * We're in for it, and it's no good

guessing auy further, If you've finished tea
‘Il go to the drawing. We don’t want to be

study.  Dick and
preazecd by Poindexter’s
hought was that they
not going to be crowed over by the Oid

They went nlong the passage to Philpot's study.
Philpot was the cad of the Fourth, and on very
bad terms with the Cambine. He gave them a
nod, however, as they came in, All was prist
that camme to Philpot’s mill, and he would have
wade money out of his worst enemy with all tire
pleasure in the world.

Crane and Cuffy were in the room, with several
members of the Fourth snd Fiith Forms, Dick
looked round for the Old Firm, but they were not
ible.

* When is the drawing ? " asked Poindexter,

Philpot Jooked at his watch,

“In a quarter of an Lour. Ii's a quarter past
six now. We'ro waiting for the rest of the
fellows to come in"”

Fellows were dropping in, singly or in twos,
every few minutcs. Al of them belonged to the
Fourth or Fiith, and all were **in ™ the sweep.

* Halln, here's Panky and Price ! " inuttered
Neville.

The door opened to admit two juniors with
very checrful faces mnd very red hair, They
came in arm in arm, and gave g genisl grin
round at the eompnnf.

' Hallo, kids, still alive " said Pankhurst,
coming over towards thoe Combine.  ** 1 heard that
Mr. Lanyon had ordered you Lo wash your necks,
and that you hed died of the shoek.”

* You hear lots of things, I guess, with thoze
ears o yours,” said Poindexrer, with a glance at
tho auricular appendages pf Panlhurst, which
were certainly of a very goodly size.

Pankhnrst turned . He wag rather sensitive
un that point,

“Youi let my eara nlone,” ho began, wrath.
fully. -

“ My dear kid. T wouldn't touch them with a
telegraph-pols,” said Poindexter.

“ Hallo, hzre's Grahame,” said Price.

The juniors all turnel yronad as the prefﬂ:t
came into the study. i

Both the Combine and the Old Firm had had
many a rub with Grahame, the prefect, and there
was 17 love lost hetween them,  But the fact that
he waa u prafect, of rourse, entitled him to some
respeet, though he deserved little enough.

Ho tosk no notice of them now. He came iu,
noddo:d to Crane and Cuffy, and turned to Philpot
with ‘a bosiness-like eir.

“* ot the names written out, Philpot 7+

* Yes, Grahame,” said the cad of the Fourth,

showing the prefect a respect which Dick Nevillo |

charactorised s “ erawling,” * Here theyare!"
Philpot had o number of slips of paper on tho

table, on each of which the nmne of a horse was
written,

rnhiome counted them, and looked them over,
and gave a nod of approval.

* Everybody pail up * ™ he asked.

“* Yea, cverybody, Grahoame,"

Grahame looked round,

" Of course, you all understand this game ?"
he said, ** Each of you will draw the name of
a horse out of the hat, and the chap who gets the
winner collars the whole of the stakes. think
it's a good enough competition myse].f. and I
don't see anything to object to in it.

* That's all right,” saxl Crane. =

* There are sone prefects at Cliveden,” went
on Grahame, * whe would be down on this, ‘and
eall it pambling.”

" What vot ! " cried Crane,

“I think it's harmless encugh.  Anybody who
sces harm in it can keep out of the sweep, of
course. Trevelyan, our captain, for instance, is
too poady-goody ta approve of it

" Let Trevelyan alone,” said DPoindexter.

The pretect turned guickly towards himn,

“ What did yon say, Poiudexter 1"

* I gaidd lot Trevelyan alone,” #gid the American

chum resolutely, " Whether this thinF is right
or wrong, you've no business to run Trevelyan

down.

Grshame clenched his fist, Buot Crane whis-
pered to him, and the prefect swung awusy without
a word to the boy from Chicogo.

“There are twenty-oue slips lere,'”  said
Grahame; “and there are twenty fellows in
the game, I take two slips, tnd two chuuces, and
I may add that I have pui.l in two shillings to the
sweap, There are twenty-ane horses at present
likely to run, and their names are sll down
here. Bome of them will be serstehed Iater,
but you have to take your chance of getiing o
blank."” o

“ Who's the favourite 7 asked Gatty, oi the
Fourth.

" 8weet Lavender," replicd Grahame. ‘' Ho
mayn't win, of course, but the chances are that
he will, The tellow who draws Bweet Lavender
may feel prolty safe nhout the sov.”

Philpot was shuffling the papers in his hat.

o Wg ean't all draw at anee,” said the prefect.
" The room’s too small for the crowd. e'd
better drow in turn and clear out, and let the
others come in.”’

This was agreed tn, and the ilrawing began,

Crane and Cuffy drew fimst, snd cach granted
with diseontent as he drew the name of a rank
outsitler.

“Then Grahame drew, and a seowl] came over
hig face.  The name on his slip was Nero, a horse
that was Lardly expected to run ot all in the
vaes, and not to win if he did run,

Pankhurst end Price drew, and then came
tie Combine.

Dick Nevills and Micky Flyun were first, then
Poindexter, and o curious snile came over the
American’s face as he looked at lis slip.

Vhat have youa got 1 asked Thilpot.
1 guess T've got the favourite””

Grohame Jooked quickly at the American's
paper.

"By Jove! he's right. He's drawn Sweet
Lavewder,!

* Good Juck " sid Pankbwist, slapping Poin-
dexter on the back. I wish 1'd had 1t, old kid,
but I congratulate you.”

* Thanks,” drawled Poindexter. *T suppose
this iz as good as a guinen in ny pocket. Grahoame,”

“ Not exactly,” said Grahamo hastily. ** Sweet
Lavender i the favourite, of course, but you
know the favourite comes in second or fhird s
often as not. [f you like, Poindexter, I'll give
you five bab for that ticket.'”

Puindexter grinned,

“ You're awiully kind, Grahame !>

“* Oh, that's all right! It's a sporting chance,
and you get your bob back, and wake four, any-
way, and I take tho risj.”

“Good ! You're very generous, but I couldn’t
take advantage of your generosity,” said Poin-
dexter, shoking his head,

The prefect scowled.

“Do you mean to say you won't sell Sweet
Lavender 1"

“ T guesa go.™

“ Then you're a young fool !
Lkely won't win ' "

“Then what do you want him for " asked
Poindexter, innocently.

Grahame-turned red,

“If you give me any of your cheek, I'll—"

“ I off 1 said Poindexter. ' GGood-might !

And he walked out of the study, followed by hia
chums. How the rest of tho drawing went, ihe
Combine neither knew nor eared,

The 3rd Chapter.
Poindexter Holds On 1

Tl:¢ horse very

T3 INCOLN (. POINDEXTER wos the
object of a very respeotiul attarhment
in the Fourth Form at Cliveden the next

day.

The fellow who held the favourite for the Camper-
down Cap, and had twenty-one shillings to draw
when the race was run cn the Saturday afternoon,
was a fellow to be respected. Poindexter was o
little clated about it,

In Lis heart he disapproved of tle whole pro-
veeding, having a healthy, wholesome lad's
patural distaste for any kind of ganbling; but
he also shronle from the least appenrance of
priggishness, end he disliked sppearing to set up
ns a judge upou others. And so he did not say
nich sbout his opinion of the swecpstake ; and,
as a matter of fact, there was something gr-njy-
iug in holding the expected winner, and getting
ahiead of the Old Firm in that line, ;

Many and tempting were the offera Poindexter
received for Bweet Lavender, Grahame inereased
his offer ta ten shillings, which the chum from
Chicuge refused, and Crane and Cufly made up



'
twelve shillings between them and offered that
sum, which Poindexter also deelined with thenks.
I hear you're going to give a feed if your

horse gets the race, Puntdodger,” said Panl-
burst, meeting the chicd of the Combine in the
passnge after morning schiool,

“ I think so,” said Paindexter.

* Good wheeze! But, 1 say, if you feel in-
clined to gell the ticket——"

“ 1 don’t,” said Poindexter.

“ But I thoaght you regarded a sweepstake os
gunbling 2" said Pankhivst, with a wink at
S

e,

* 8o T do, Panky."

“* Aud you disapprove of gambling ¥ 7

* Btrongly.”

“Theu you had better sell the ticket, and
pot ¢lear of the wicked business," said Pank-
hurst, Tl give yousix bob™

* 1 won't gell.”

“ But as you digapprove of gamblin,

* Yesa, but it would be just as bad to sell the
ticket. I should bo msking a profit out of the
thing, you see.”

“ Oh, if that’s the only difficulty, it's all right.
I don’t particularly want Lo buy the ticket : you

ive it o me if you like. That will make it
all right.” :

Poindexter grinned.

“T think T'll keep it, Panky, thanks all the
aame.”

** But think——""

“Rats! I'm going to keep it."

* Loolk here, Prive and I will make up half.
a-sovereign between us, and po Col in it,”" said
Pankhurst. " Will you sell Sweet Lavender for
tew bob ¥ *

*“Craue and Cuffy have already offered me
twolve.”

" My hat ! We're not going beyond tlat.”

* Quite s0,” said Price.

* Aud you won'l lel it go for tsvelve 27 said
Pankhursi. “ Why, you must be off your
rockor | A eertain twelve is better than a possible
twenty-one.”

“ Never mind ; I guess I'm sticking to it."

* But, 1 say,” said Pankhwst, chonging his
tone, ““T'd let Crane have it, if [ were you,
Puntbuster. He's a Fifth-Former, and can ook
out for himself."

“* I suppose T ean do the same,””

Pankhurst laughed.

“ I don't know, kid. You know what Grahame
is, and what Philpot is. Tf Crane won the
swesp, he's captain of the Fifth, and Groheme
wouldn’t dare to try to swindle him."”

' Quite 2o0,"” said Price, with & nod. “ But if
a j‘unior won 2

‘If & Fourth-Former won,” resumed Pank-
hurst, “there’d very likely bo some rotten
swindle, and you wonldn’t get the money.”

“'J'.:!le ticket wouldn’t be much good to you,

en

“Oh, I don’ know., T{ we were dome, we'd
raise Cain about it, I can tell you.”

 And so wpuld L said Poindexter.

* Yes. but you fellows in No. 4 dou't amount
todrnneh. you know. You couldn’t do anything,
and——"

** Are you looking for & thick ear, Panky 2"

** Oh, no offence, you know. ['m just pointing
ouft & fact.”

* Better ehnele it, or T shall be just punching o
nose ! ™

* Bnt, seriously, you'd do better to let Crane
Thave the ticket,” Baid PankLurst.

“I'm going to stick o it. If Fin done, thers
will be a vow, Thoe fact is, I was bounced into
this thing, nnd T wish I'd kept out of it. But as
T’'m in it, and it's- got to po through, I'm going
to see that it's honest. See tho point 7"

" Good idea—if you can manage it."”

*1 puess I'll hove a try. If Sweet Luvender
Liad fallen to anybody else, T'd back him up in
got-bi.ugvluir play. You fellows ought to buck

TR

p-

“Oh, rathor | Jt's all in the Torm.”

“I guess so, especially 88 you were renlly (he
cause of my getting into i, against my own
better judginent,” said Poindexter.

Pankhurst stared at him.

“ Well, I don't see how wvou make that out,
Punthuster,” he said. ** Price and I dida’t ki
the idea L fisst, but we weren't going to have you
say we funked it.”

* What | © yelled Poindexter.

“ Well, that's how Crane put it,” said Pank-
hurst.  “ As you wero already in iv "

* Already in it! Why, whén he came and
aka]: us, he said you two were in i | "

i o1 Tl

** And he said you thought we'd funk it.”
“ But he asked you first——""

* He told me Le had asked you first.”
Fankburst rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

‘said.  * I suppose the fact of the mattor is, thot

** There's some lying been done somewhere,'” he |

*' You know, of course, that the sweep amounted
toasov. 2"

“Yeg; but as Grahame took two chances,
the sum comes to o guinea.”

“ Yed, but there's the expenses——"

* What expenses 77 .

“* Well, as 1 had all the trouble of getting it op,
and writing out the papers, and sv on,” aaid
Philpot. with an injured look, “ 1 think 1'n

entitled to the odd shilling."
“Rot!" said Poindexter. “The whole
amount of the sweep goes to the winner. That's

the agreement, and we stick to

it
" Lon’t be mean
“It's a matter of principle with me," said
Toindester, flushing however. “J gob
into this thing by a cad’s trick, and now I'm in it
I'll see fair play, or burst something. The whole
amount of the stakes are going to be handed
over.
 But—well, if you choose Lo he miserly
Poindexter thrust his hand into his tronser
pocket and drew out a shilling.
“If you want o hob,” he said,

' there is ono.

Tuke

Philpot staved at the shilling, but did not
taiee it

*Take it 1 " voared Poindexter

" Bt “

* You said I was mesn.  Take that shilling,
or T'l] knoek your confoundad head against the
wall.,”

Thilpot took the shilling, and slipped it into his
waistcoat povket. "

“ Now, that's settled,” said Poindexter. * If
you want a shilling for the tronble you've taken,
there it i3 ; but the whole minount of the swoep-
slakes will bo hoandsd over to me, and you can
tell Gralame so.” i

And the American ohwm walked away in
high dudgeon, i

“The Cliveden Valentines™ is the Title of Next Week’s Grand Up-to-date Story.

483

had been serateched, but he had porchased a
ticket from wanother voungster, and was now
the proud poasessor of a slip bearing the nama
of Auld Reekie, a homse thot was supposed
to have next best chance to the favourite,

Trevelyan looked up from his work.

“ What do you want, Greene 27

“ Can you give me a pass, Trevelyan 7" asked
Creene liesitatingly. © want to go down to
Clivebank for something important.”

“1t's nearly locking-wp,” said - Trevelyan,
lookiug at his wateh,

*“Yos, T know, but—-—

* You wouldn't be back till long afrer eulling-
aver,  What do yon want to go for 7"
Tt'a vather important.”

“That's rather vogue,’ said the eapiain of
Cliveden, with n smile. “ 1 suppose it's to
ple food in from the tuck-shap, eh 7"
“Oh, no, Trevelyan s honour bright |
S Then what i3 16 2" :

* Oh, I just want to get n paper,” said Greene,
tarning very red.

y Blwred,
1t to go ont alter locking-up te buy

HWoll, yon ean'i ! T think von must be s
fool. C: Lo eomn Lo moe with such n roquest,”
said Trevelyan sovorely, * You ean't go ! "

Greenn t out, looking very crestiallen.
“Phil; nin the passage.

“ Haos he given you the pass @ * asked the cad

of the Fourtl.

Greene shook Bis hoad dismnlly.

“ U tell you what,” waild Philpot, “ my lioree
is seratehed, just like yours was, Dl give yon
a bob to wo Co. in Aunld Reekie, and I'll'gat dver
the wall ane down to the villuge for the
' Sporting N %

The 4th Chapter.
The Sportsmen!

RE wns a grow-
g excitement in
the Fourth Form

at  Cliveden as  the
Savurday drew near.

It was not lhe heslthy
execitement of anticipa-
tion which usnally pre-
ceded an important
footbell orericket match.
Notling of that kind !
It was the feverish e
citement.  which is
separable fromn the spirit
of gambling.

Every boy who had
drawn p ticket in the
sweepstake was anxious
for lus lorse to win, as
o matter of course. Those
who hard drawn ontsiders
were lisconiented. It
waz not only that they
stood  to  dose their
ehillings — though a
shilling was not a small
sun to o junior;  DBut
every entrant in the
sweepstakes had turned
over in his mind so0 often
liow pleasant it would be
to win the stalkes, tlat
Le aiready regarded the
twenty-one shillings
almozt as his own, and
was certpin to feel a
proportionate disappoint-
ment if he lost.

Keen anxiety therefore reigned among the
juniors, especially mnong those who had borrowed
the money to buy the ticket. Teddy Trimhle
was the first to get an absolute blunk, his horse
being scratehed two days before the race, Teddy
shed tears over the uscless bit of paper, which bore
the name of & steed that would never even run,
He had paid a shilling for that ticket—sixpence
of his own, ond sixpence that he had borrowed
of Greene and had to repay out of his next week's
pocket-money. And his horse was not even to
appear on the course at all !

vatutally, the others svere eager to kunow
whether their horses were seratched, nud what
chanee they were supposed to have by the snen in
the know,-and, consequently, thers was a rush on
the sporting papers in the lotal newspaper shop.

On Friday morning it was known that three
more horses had been seratched, gnd  three
more of the young * sportsmen " wero in deapair.
Philpot's horse was among them, and the other
two belonged to Gatty and Greene. On Friday

ha \

up the corridor,

Crano played us off against one ther, and,

he grew  more tense. Lt

like a pair of silly jays, wo tumbled into the

t—nip.’

Poindexter nodded gloomily.

* Well, of course [ .never suspected a fellow
of telling o Jig,” he said. * It wes easy enough
{for the rotter to take ns in."”

“ Well, it's done now. The anly thing we ean
do now is to see that it’s tun on fair-play lines,
and make tho rotters cash up.”

TR T gyoss g0,

" * The mnouey’s in Grabamne’s hands, but Philpot
has a finger in the pie. They won't part with
itif thei' can help it. So long ! ™

And the Old Firm walked off. Philpot came
along the passage, and saw Poindexter standing
alone, with a thoughtful froswu upon his brow.
a’l.’he lea.d of the Fourth came up to him imme-

utely.

“ 1 say. Poindextpr !’

The ohum fromn Chicage stared at him.

** Well, what do you want ? "

“ Only & word or two. It's about that little
aworp—""

“ Well, what about it 1"

was pretty certain that not more than seven
or cight horses would run in the race, and so the
greater number of the tickets were certain blanks.

Trevelyan, the captain of Cliveden, noticed
something of the suppressed excitement among
the juniors, and =poke to Grahame about it.

** Anything up in the Fourth that you know
of, Grallame " he asked.

The prefeet shook his head.

* No, not that I've noticed.”

“ Bome of the voungsters seein to have some-
thing on their minds,” said Trevelyan. * Somne
of lie Fifth, do, too. I thought there might
be something going on. You never know how
to take these youngsters, really.”

* That's true enough. Perhaps there’s another
TForm row brewing, You know the Fourth and
the Filth wero ot logperheads tho other week
on the question of fagpmg."

* Ah, yes, perhaps it's something of the sort."

And Trevelyan dismissed the matter from
lis mind. After tea on Friday evening he was
working in his study when Greene cf the Fourth
tapped at his door and entered. Greene's horse

Grahame seized Poiudexter by the collar and fairly swung him
off his feet, But in a moment Neville and Fiynn rushed to the
rescue. The blg senior and three juniors surged through the door-
way, and right inte the captain of Cliveden, who was coming

| away to CGruliune's stady,

T #ay ! I gave thres bob for tho ticket——""
bezan Greene,

¥ Yes, [ darn say you did, but the horse may
be seratehed by this time,” said Philpot persua-
sively, “and 1 have all the risk of breaking
bounds to gat the paper.” )

'I;(I);I‘I, ull right,' said Greene, ““ hand over the

Philpot handed over Poindexter’s shilling, and
wrote his initials on (reenc’s alip. Thon they
parted. Lireene was anxious to have the sporting
Paper to know whether his horse was still in
the running, and he was not sorry upon the whole
to hedge a little.  Philpot chuckled as he walleed
The astute voung
financice had dono n good stroke of busineas,
from his own point of vietw.

“ Hollo,” =aid Grahame, a8 hLe looked up
from a vellow-backed novel he was reading,
* bave you got that paper?™

Philpot nodded, and pulled o folded sporting
paper down from inside his waistooat, where
it bad been concealed. The young raseal had
already fotched it from the village, but ho had
taken ecare not to let Gieene be aware ol that.

Grahame threw his novel aside. Grahame
was what he was pleased to call a sportsman,
and he betted on races, and playad cards, and
smoked, and was fond of reading novels, A
healtliy and eseiting football story” would have
bored himm, but the latest sensational novel
was exactly smted to his mind.

* Give it to me, young 'un !’

He ook the paper, and opened it, and van his
eye down the column where information was
to be found coneerning the Camperdown Cup,

* Russell seratched, Lord Tom scratched, Blue
Bean scratelied,” he said. * That’s all, so far,
Bweet Lavender still the favourite, and Auld
Reokie pretty certain to come in second.”

“Good,” maid Philpot, * I've a half share
in Auld Reelie.”

“ Oh, have you," said Crabame, sitting up
and looking at him.- " Who's got the rest 7 "

‘* Greene of the Fourth.”

“1t"s rot for Greene to iave him," said Grabame.
“Come te think of it, the favourits is pretty

(sadd CGiroenc,

unrelishle, and Auld Roeekie may pull il off yol.
Go and bring Greene Lere,"” _

Philpot grinned and left the study.
minutes lie returned with Greensa.

*T say, young Greene,” said Grahame, looking
up from the paper with a very serious fuce,
"I hear you've got Auld Reekiel™

“T've got half,” eaid Greene, looking seared.
* Ia that the paper, Philpot 7

“ Yes," said Philpot unblushingly.

“ But you teld me—I mean, you never told
me—-""

* Oh, rats ! Crahame’s talking to you.”

' I'm sorry for you, young Creene—"

“ I—1 say, he's not seratched, is he 7 said
Greent-,iugiismny. " Don't tell me hie'sweratehed,

In a few

Grahame,"
‘" Not exactly seratohed,” s#aid Grahame.
“It's pretty certain he'll mn, but something's

gone wrong with him, and he hasn't an earthly."”

CGreene looked inclined to ery.

“I'm sorry,” said Oralame. *“ You're a
reguler yonng sportsman, sl [ shouldn't like
you to get hard hit the first time. What did
you give for the tioket ™

“Three bob, but Philpot has taken hali for
a shillin >

“ Oh, hes taken half for a shilling, has he #*
said Craghame. " Well, if you like, T take
tho other hall for—for sixpence, and Tl give
yon Nero™

* Nero! Bui hie's a renk ovtsider."

“ Not so nmch an outsider as Auld Reekie
is now,” said Grahame, smiling.

“* But—buot if Auld Reekie’s no good. what do
you want him for t "' asked Greene timidly.

Crahame frowned darkly.

1 was going to do you a good furn, you
ungrateful young hound ! he exclpimed. ' But
don't sell me Auld Reekie if you don’t want to.
Get out of my study, confound yon 1"

* But—but I say" " hesitatod Greens.

“gell, you duffer!” whispered Philpot.
* Urohame will ake it warm for you if you got
his hael up, yon know that.”

ST don't mind eelling fo yon, (fahame,”
*E—T'Il ke sispence, ond Nero."
dast it you i Andd Gralune, with a yawn.
Uil tell you what, young Greene, If
Auld Reekin wins, UVll make it gaother bob for

yosw. Nob that 1 think he will win, mind. I'm
doing thiv ont of good nature.’”

A ablo o person for o
Tod. 1 Cireonn o argus with, but he couldn't

help wishing that Grohame  wonld  keop  his
odanintuee ta himself. Ho dared not say so,
wwover.  With a liesitating hand ho drew out
the tickel, and hmnded it over to Grahame.
He recoived fn return sixpence, ond the slip of
paper beaving the nmme of Nero, considered the
rvankest ontsider entered for the Camperdown Cup.

Greene. hardly knowing whether to be pleasod
ar miscrable, quitted the study. Grahame kept
tlie paper in his hand.

- ?“scc your initials are lere, Philpot,” le
veinarked.  “ T'll give you back your shilling,
if you like, and keep the lot.”

" It's Lulf mine,” said Philpot.  * Auld Reckic
is very nearly us good as Sweet Lavender. You
can have wy half share for five shillings,”

* Why, vou young Shyloek, you guve Greene
only a shiﬁing o

¥ (Greene is a g, said Philpot coolly, ' and
T'm not. I you want my haif of Auld Reekic,
you know tho price.”

Grahame’s brows darkened.

1 don’t think it will pay you to quarrel
with e, Philpot,” he said significontly. "1
will make it half-a-crown.”™

* Five shillings.”

“I'm afraid I shall have, as a prefect, to be
down on this gambling business,” ssid Grahame,
“If I did my striee duty, I should not pay out
the money, but should hand it back to the sub-
eoribers. I've been thinking over it lately, and |
really tlink that that's what I ought to do.”

TPhilpot sneered savagely.

“ No gammon 1" he said.

Grabame started to his fest.

** What do you say 7 I'll teach you to speak
a bit more respectfully to a prefoct’ ! And he
enaiched a cane from the table.

Philpot gritted his Leoth.

“ Pon't tonch me," he said.

“El give you the biggest licking—""

* Better not. Do you waul me to po straight

to Dr. Rayue and tell him the whole story 7

“ If you dored ——"

 Better sit down, Grahame. You're as decp
in the nd ag 1 am in the nive,” said Philpot.
* You know you'd he expelled, and 8o you cen’t
irighten me,” Stand bseck: 1 swear that if you
lay a finger on me, T'll go straight to the Head.”

Grahame gave him & glare of rage, but he sat
down again.

“ Now, if you wgnt wmy half of Auld Reckie,
you ean have it for three-and-six,” said Philpot.
* That's cheap, too."

Gralame hesitated a moment, then le paid
over the three shillings and sixpence, nd the
cad of the Fourth left the sindy with the silver
Jingling in his pocket and a grin of satisfaction
on hig face.

How the sweepstake turned out Philpot cared
nothing now, Whatever Lorge won the race
Philpot hoad made rooney out of the as he

nsually sueeeoded in doing in ony of his little
eransuetions.
The 5th Chapter.
Poindexter’s Little Deal.
. ALLO, yomng Grecne!l What's the

matter with you? I guess yon look
s if you were going teo your own
funeral.”

Greene was certainly looking very lugubrious
that Baturday morning, as Poindextér eame upon
him: in the Close soon after breakfast. He was
leaning against a tree, his hands in Lis poclets,
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ana on exceedingly miserable expression upon
Juia {nce,

* What's the row ? " asked Poindexter.

* That rotten sweepstake,” suid Greene.
heen dﬂlle ! r -

“ Your horae scratched t77

“Oh, yes; but that's nothing. You take your
ahance of that. But I bought Auld Reskie from
Simpson for three bob, and—and—"

Greene broke off, the tears of vexation and dis-
appointment welling up into his eyes.

4 Phow ' " spid Poindester. ' Don't do that,
old chap. It's not manly, and waterworks are
barrec in the Close. What's the trouble, auyway ?
I heard somebody say that Auld Reekie was
secontl favourite, and that thefe was now even
beiting on him and on’ Sweet Lavender,”

“ Yoz, that's juat it. Grabame lad me to think
that—that he was no good, and e gave me six-
pence—sixpence—nnd Nero for my ticket,"” said
Greene, farly weoping now. . I zoll half to
soung Philpot, and got sixpence and Nero for
the other half. T—l'm out of it now, and—
pnd——"

“ Well, don’t blub. You can’t wash your ticket
hacle again, you know,” said Poindexter proe
cally, though he was touched. ' Bat you've
hoen done —rottenly done. We. can’t handle a

“Tve

prefect vory well, but as for Philpot n

O, he was in the game with Grabime, I
can gon that now.

* Here -he sait  Poindexter abruptly.

“ Here, Philpot !

Ha ran guickly towards the ead of the Fourth
who showed a strong izposition to aveid him.

I'hilpot, secing that there was no help for it,
stopped,

“ Can I do anything for yon, Poindexter 1™

*Yes; you can give Greene baok the hali of
the ticket- "
*Can't ! I'vesold it to Geahame."

*1Is that the truth 17

" Ask Gralmne ¥ ™

And Philpot watked away grinning.

He was quito recure feom reprisals,

Poindexter loaked puzzled, end Greene lknuckled

hig wet oyes,
o Gruhame is the sole owner of Auld Reekie
said Poindexter. ** I'm afrail your chanca
is kone for good, Greene, [t serves you right for
gambling; but—well, it's a rotten swindle |
5till, you’ve got Nevo.”

"I don't suppose he'll run,” said Greens;
“and if he docs he'll comne in about tenth, I
suppose. I wouldn’t mind &0 wmuch, only I sold
my silver-handled knife to raise the wmoney, and
—and it was o birthday present from my governor,
and he's coming down to Cliveden in u few days,
And he's bound to iniss it, and—and—""

And Greene's tears flowed nfresh.

“.I guess you're thoe.stupidest yoang ass I ever
struck,” said Poindexter. ** How much een you
aot your knife back for 277

*“Three and gix."

“ Will yon sell me Nero "

Greene stared.

* &cll you Nero ?  Tt's no good.”

“1 know it isn'"t,” assid Poindexter. ** But
I'll give you threa and =ix for Nero, if you like,
to et you out of this serupe.”

ST eong]dn’t take iv.'”
ki Yn'l, you ean, aud shall. Cive me the
kat,'

I say, this is awfully good of you, Poin-
dexter,” '

“ Rot! Here's the money ! "

Gireene gladly handed over the slip of paper,
o teok the throe shillings and sixpence,

Ioindexter thrust the slip carelessly into his
pocket aloug with the one aircady theve bearing
the name of Sweet Lavender,

* Thanks, old chap,” stammered Green.
T say, I'm awiully grateiul, you kmow. Ishould
havs got into no end of & row with the goveror.
I{J]ne émd a suspicion that I'd been gambling he'd
P T "

Well, don't gamble again,' said Poindexier.
' 1f theee and six will keep you from growing
up into bluckguardly hehits its moncy well
spent.”
* 1 won't,'"” gaid Greene solemuly. T promise
vou. I'vo hml cnough of the rotten husiness
to Iast me some time, I can tell you.”

And Greene went away in scarch of the
purchaser of his knife with o light heart.
Lineolu G. Poindexter wns looking a litile

gloomy.  As o matter of fuct funds werc not very
high with him just then, and the three and six-
penee he had peid to Greeme left him with only
threepence in the world

And, #s the day was a hull-holidoy, ha was
iihrI’y to wunt money that afternoorn.

When morning sehool was aver, and the Fourth
Forn poured out of the class-room, Neville and
Flynn linked theiv arma’in Poindexter's,

** May as well get in the things for tea,” Dick
Neville remarked. “ We sha’n’t have sny time
in the afternoon, with the football practice.”

* Sure, and you'ro right,” gald Micky Flynn,
“ And sure, ton, I coull do with a snack befora
dinner in this cowld weathor. Come on, Paint.
huster !

Poindexter turned red,

* You'll have to stand it, kids,” he said.
“I'l make it up sfterwards.™

Neville gave a whistle.

** But T'm stumped,” he said. ' How ars you
off, Micky 17

“T'wo bob,” said Micky Tlynn chearfully. T
d.nrf‘:lny' wa ean get up some sort of atenon that.
But sure ye wero in {unds this morning, Point-
plunger, Have you been squandering your
wenlth in veckless extravagance, or buying a new
totor-car, or what 1" .

* 1've bought Nern of young Greene for ties
and ix,” said Poindexter.

' Bure, and it's an ass ye are
" Why, Nero is the rankest n.m‘]
entercd for the vace." -

“1 know he is,” ssid Poindexter, * But I'va
done it, and there you are.  Cau’t be helped now.
Hallo, Ponky ! Wherefore those gluin looks 1™

then,” aaid Micky,
rovtenest outsider

The chiof of the Old Firm had a paper under
his arm, and a decidedly gloomy look on his
faco. Price wos looking equally downaoast.

“Oh, nothing,” snid Pankhurst. * Only this

i3 the morning’s paper, with the latesi seratchings.
My horse is gone, and so is Price’s, - We're out
of it.”

What about Heaiher Beil 1" asked Neville

“My hat! That'a my horse, Micky's is
Breezy Boy. [Is he theraatill 1"

“ No, he's sceatohed too,” ginped Penk-
hurst. p

Y QOchone ! ™ said Micky. “ Sure, end its
an unjucky baste I am intoirely.'”

" There's & rogular erop of scratchings m-du;/."
said Pankhurst. * ‘T'here nro only six horses left
to run. Sweot Lavonder and Auld Reekie ara
equal favourites now."

" What about Nero " asked Poindexier.

“ Oh, I expect he's soratolied too,  No, here hs
is,” said Pankhurst, looking at the list in the
paper. ** Noro is going to run. Of course, he's
no goad.”

*“I've bought him.”

** Hove you ¥ Wall, you know the old saying
about fools and their monay,” said Pankhurst
comfortingly. ' Soon parted, you kuow.”

" Quite 50," said Price.

The Old Firm walked away.
Neville and Flynn were grinning,
Panky is potting quite sage.,”
i “ I endome his observation.
gre, and 1—""

“Oh, vatt 17 anid Poindexter.
rest, 1 dom't eare a rap whelher I
but if 1 do, thers’s going Lo bo fair
my paint.”

| vemal rlzed

Tt

rs thor's

The 6th Chapter.
An  Uneapected Winner — Grahame's

Little Game—The End of the Sweep.

ILE Combine threw themselves into the foot.
ball practice that afterncon with their
usual zest, and 2o did the Old Firmy

but when the practice was over, nnd they left
the field, they remembered the race, and, in spita
of themselves, they were eager to hear the result
of it.

The race was over ot four o'clock at the latest,
and so the result was already lnown in London ;
but when it would reach Cliveden was a guestion.

A tolsgramy from the race-course was hardly
foasible, and might have led to discovery.

The juniors found that thoe others wete a3

behind him and took hold of the shovel,

ignorant of the result, and a9 enxiows about it
ad they were.

“ Well, T guess I'm not going to worry about it,"
said Poindexter. ' Let’s get a elean up, and then
o and have'tea. I hope you've gul something
decent for that two bob, Micky.”

X Migidl.in""dm:ont," said yon. A hetter
feed than you'll get out of youwr winnings, 1
expont,”

The juniors were in their study about six
o'clock, having tos, when Grohame the prefeat
cune in, Thero wus & curious expression upon
Grahame's face. *

“ Hello! Had the news " asked Poimdester.

* What news 1" asked Grahame, colourieg a
little,

d ** About the rave ? Who’s won ? Sweet Laven.
er T

" Oh, we haven't any evening papers yet,”
anid Graheme. * The result will be ig the Sun-
day papers to-morrow. 1 want to spesk to yeu,
Poindexter.”

“ Bpeak away.”

“1 gave m; ticket to young Greene," said

tho prefect. " It was for Nero, you know. A
rank outsider. Ho thinls himself wronged by
the affnir .

“ 8o he,was,'" said Neville,

"1 guess it wag o pesky swindle,"” said Poin-
dexter bluntly.

“ Sure, and——"" . §

L didii’t come here to ask your opinion ebohit
that,” said Grehame, who evidently hal some
reason of his own for not losing his temper.
“I've changed my mind sbout it, and would
have taken Nero back; hut young Urcene says
he's sold him to yow.'

**Phat's the fact.” i

“ Well, U'll buy him of you if you like. Of
eourse, he’s a worthless outsider, but Ldon’t want
any fellow to feel that I've dome him.. LIl give
you two shillings.”

Poindexter looked closely at the prefect,

Although not of o suspicions nature, he was s
keen as a Sheffield blade, and ho smelt a rat
immediately. . :

* T gave Greeno three-and-six,’” he said slowly.

“Vary well, if you want to gell, I'll moke it
three and six.”

“ T guess I don't want to sell.”

* Bure amnl don't be an &3, whispered Flynn
excitedly. '‘ Get the tin baek, and we'll havo
rippin' feed to make up for this mensly tea—-"

* Don't be a fool, Poindex said Cirahame
sharply. I am willing to give you all you gave
Greeno for a worthless strip of paper——""

“ Tt's no goo:l beating nrivcut the bush," said
Poindexter shruptly. " If it were a worthless
slip of paper, you wouldn't give mo o ved cent for
it.  You aild Greene ayver the matier, and you'l
do me if you conld, If you really want to buy
back Nero, it's becnusa you've got s0me news
from the vaec-course, and you know he's got a
chanee of winnimg, after all.”

* My hat!” shouted Dick Neville. * That's
it. The race was over before four o'clock. and
Grabame has somehow got nows——""

* Sure amd iv's & jenius ye are,” shoutnd Flynn,
hugging the astonished Poindexter. ' It's a rale
jouing yve are, ag sure os° I'm the descendant of
the ancient kinga of Ireland—"

*I{ it's only na sure ds that——"

1 Fntith. and what do yeo mane, intoirely 7

‘

* Dry up,” said Neville, * Let's get thia thing
settlod.”
** Faith, but—" ’

.*“Shutup. Youmay a3 well own up, Grohome.
You'va had newa that the reco i won, andl that’s
why vou want to buy Nero back."

Crahame bit his lip, but did not spenk.,
“ Well, I"'m not going to sell,” snid Tuoindexter.

The door of the study opened, and
In came Crane and Cuify, of the Fifth.
A visit from the Fifth-Formers could
hardly mean anything but & row.

Nevlile slid his hand towards a ruler, Micky Flynn seized the Inkpot, and Poindexter reached

“* Pye gat Sweat Lavender sl Nero, and if either
has won, I'm going to have the tin”

* Yorr confounded voung rat, suppose it ia
troe,” blarted out the prefest. ' Do yon think
T,am guing to be dictafed to by yout As a
matter of fact, I have gone to the expenio of
wirlug to a sporting pn{)er office in Loodoi, and
I've-just had the veply ot the post-office. [
Laven't done it for nothing—"

* No, you've dons it to try end swindle Poin
dexter,” excluimed Neville execitedly. ** But you
won't mceeed, though, you rotter™

* Holil your tongue, Neville,”

“T wouw't hold iy tongus ! Youw're urying to
cheat Pondexrer——"

* Sure and yo've a ax

"1 guess s all right, kids,” draclgl the
American, " He cnn try till he's black in the face,
but he won't suceeed.  DLve got the tickets, and
I hokl ou right.”

Crahame tumed & face inflamed with rage upon
the eool junior.

“Stick to tho tickets, then,” he exclaimed.
“ You won't get the stalies—""

"

“ You dare not keep them

“You'Hsec! As s matter of fuct, you are no
entitled to thae staltes. Nero was my horse, anc
there was reelly s role in the competition that nc
competitor was to be allowed to sell his ticket,
to_prevent speculation——""

“My hat!" said Poindexter. ' My only old
somnbrero ! My ancient tile ! It that deesn’t take
the whole of the gidily biscuit factory, ¥You've
just made up that role——"

* Don't answer me, Under the circumnstonces
the stakes will not ba handed over to you!"

* Won't they 1" said Poindexter, with a dan-
gerous glitter i his cyes.

“ Certninly not. T am willing to give you five
shillings for the ticket. X '

*T'wenty-oue shillings, and not o u.-ut' less,™

“'Ihen you will hiuve nothing. .
“ Very well”  Poindexter walked ta tie doer
and threw it open. Grabame looked aiter him

uneasily.

“'What do you mean T he said. T
“ Get out of our study,  'm poing to have the
stakes, il Lmake all Cliveden ving with the matter.
As a beginning, get out, you swindler."

" Whitt 17 yelled Grahamne, in a rage.

* Swindler 1" snid Poindexter, ** Chent !
if you like that better!™

‘The prefect spraung towands him.

“ By CGeorge, I'll make you——-=""

“ You won't make me take back those words !
You're a low, dizshonest, gambling thief,” said
American between his teeth,  * Now—-—="'

He got no further. The grip of the infuriated
Sixth-Former was upon him, and he was fairly
swung off his feet.  Bat in a moment Neville axl
Flynn rushed to the rescuc.  The bigsenior and the
three juniors, struggling wildly, surged throngh
the doorwsy, and vight into o fellow who was
coming quickly alang the corvidor.

Y Great Seott!'  exclaimed the
Trevelvau. ' What's this 7 You-
the juniors, Grahan What does 1

* Thafe '™ howled Micky Flyon,
Hand over the stales.”

** Hulld your tongue !™ gasped Grahame, who
wonbl have hdnded over the stakes, or anything
else in the world, rather than have been betrayet
ia ihe eaptain of Cliveden.  But Flynn was'teo
axecited to hear or heed.

“ Hnnd over tho stakes, you thaie of the
worrukd,”” ho bawled. *' Bure and Pointpusher
has won the sweep, aud ye're not goin' to——"

Fravelyan's hand gripped Flynn by the collar,

“ Shut up,” he said guiety,  ** No need to tell
all Gliveden, Now, what is this about ¥ T know
too mnch for you to keep it dark, There has beent
n sweepitake, and yeu have had a hnnd in it; is
that it, Grahame ? '

* Juppose it is,” snarled Grahame,

“Then you're a ead, and you ought to be
ancked from the school for encouraging the juniora
Lo gamble,”" exclained 'Trevelysan hotly. ' Poin-
dexter, tell me all chout it,  1t's too late to think
of kenping the secret now.” i .

That was plain enoagh, Poindexter hesitai¢d
a moment, and then explained succinetly.

The prefect listened with lowering brows.

“1a all that corvect, UGrahame 7" asked
Trevelyan at last, . L
bout right,” said Grahame, with an aitrmpt
at bravado. 1t was only a yarn aboaut nob
banding over the stakes, 1o make lim =ell tho
ticker——" g
ar P said  Travelvan  conlemptuonsly.
*You meant to rob him.  Not a word ; if yvou
:l;lm\\'rc'? me back I'll junseh you straight to the

nadd,"™

‘The prefect cowered.

“ Yon are lLolding the stekes,” soid Trevelyon.
Tt zcems that Poindexter bas won. e will nob
take the money. The money will be honded back
to every subseriber.  You will send me a list of
their nomes, and they will report to e that they
lave had their money back, Do you wvnder-
stand 17"

“T suppose
** But. L

“ That's enough, Tt will be Jdone in an honr,
or you'll go up before the Head ; ond you know
what that will mean.  Get out of my sight.”

Grahame slunle away like a whippad cur.
Trevelyan tarned sternly to the juniors.

I mu surprized to find yoo three taking pert
in a thing of this kind," he said. " 1 have alwaya
looked upon you es worthy to Jewd the Fourth
Form. Tam sorry to find myseli so disappoinied.
I have been deccived in you

"1 say N

"

Thiei,

voive

g0,'  soarled  the prefect,

1 guess——* i

“Don't try to juslily yourselves, I'm dis-
appeointed in vou. That's all”  Aund the enptain
veden swung away with a clouded brow.

“I gness he's in s tantrum,” said Voisdexter
uncomtortably. " T know we were wrong, hut
uot 8o wrong 82 he thinks. As for the money,
rats to that, I don't want to touch muoney won
on a rave, But—but it's rotten to have old.
Trovelyan thinking us @ set of cads.”

“ Bure, and he won't Jet us explain

¥ Well, we can’t explain away the fuct that
we were in the sweep. It's—it’s rotten! I'd
rather have the worst licking pessible from the
Head, than heve old Trevelyan look at me like
that! But we'll make him ses yet that we're
not the rotter: he eeems to think,” exelained
Poindexter. ' We'll show him thay we're fit to
be the top of the Fourth Term-—and, by Jove,
Iet any chap ever f;:mpose a sweepstake again in
my llearin?. and Tl make hin think an ecorthe
quake has follen on him ! "

And the chuins of the Combine gave an emphatie
assent,

"

THE EXD.
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