T Two e ——
al

SENT TO COVENTRY,

By CHARLES HAMILTON,
AND

THE QUEEN MAY,

By ALFRED BARNARD.

¥
)\

------
------

p SR = &".-&‘?‘~‘ s T S
“I'M SENT TO COVENTRY BY THE WHOLE SCHOOL, AND NO DECENT FELLOW WILL EVER SPZAK TO ME AGAIN."
NO. 95. VOL. 4. NEW SERIES.

¥ 2N
% X




buy “THe Uhion JacK"—EvVeéry Friday, 1d,

Z

1 Second Nomng, Uomplete Stox vy
Oz >
1

CHAPTER 1,
The Captain’s Fag:

!7’

Rupert Glyn, captain of Rookwood College, stood at
the door of his study., There was a flush of anger in
his face, and his voice was sharp and impatient as he

“ F;_ag l"’

There was a patter of feet in the corridor. A diminutive,

& shock-headed fag, with a rather scared look on his face, came -

racing up.

The captain of Rookwood was usually a kind enough master
to his fags, but he had a hasty temper, so hasty that the
youngsters never really knew what to expect of him. But
when his voice had a wrathful note they knew it was best to
hurry, and Tommy Trimble came up panting.

“Yes, Glyn! Here I am, Glyn!”

“Come in here, you little rascal I’ =

Rupert Glyn stepped back into the study, and Trimhle
followed him in in fear and trembling. He gave a jump as he
saw a fives bat lying ready on the table,

* Wh-wh-what have I done, Glyn?’ he stammered. ;

“Don’t pretend you don’t know !”* exclaimed the captain of
g;gl;y:ood angrily. “Where’s the banknote 1 left in my

“The—the banknote?’?

:: gez,lygu ym;ng’rasca’;! Gi\;ia il: tcf) me i‘nﬁtﬁtly, :’r-—-n"

ut T haven’t seen it, sped the fag, ven’t, really,
Glyn.- 1-J—— - Op, oh!”ga = =

Rupert had seized him by the collar, and was shaking him
violently, .

“Now, listen to me,”” said tho captain sternly. “Only you
have been in the room besides myself. An hour ago I left the
mside my desk. Nobody could have seen it there

: axt you. Nobady cotgd ha._vebtalien it but you.m} iion’t wunﬁt
to | on s i
: St 'ny?uWh;:: i:tiﬁ ;1,:.: to me, and et you o

oL haven't taken it, 1 n, I swear I haven’t, and——""
. “Very well, then,” said the captain savagely—he had quite

: &!l,\,n temper by this time—* you shall have the thra:i:ing

. “Oh, don’t, Glyn?” yelled Trimble. s uirming in anticipa-
ion. ‘T haven't- yOh, oh I”? e S ot
‘The bat came down with a sounding thwack,
%,"Mk-—thwack_—thwackl 1 105 2 .
imble yelled and struggled and kicked out, and his boot

Caught the captain of Roo wood under the chin. Glyn gave

3 P“f gdpun. The concussion had jarred every tootin in his

The pain gave the

with a savage

X Y ) been cooler.

: G&mm’ Trimble’s yells changed to wails and sobs, But
= Mmgznd with rage, continued to lay on the blows.  Sud-
“der door of the study opened and & face looked in.

bt M'{,ﬂ: Glyn, what on earth’s the matter? Killing some-

5 !i;'a:‘a’mv&iig;&%. of the Sixthf leyn turned a ﬂnahed'fao'oi

: yelled an
from Glyn's hand and tosed into a comer of the foom. The

- what he
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“The young rascal has stolen some money from my desk,
and refuses to give it back to me !’ ho exclaimed heatedly.

“Trimble has? I should never have thought that of him,
But,- I say; old fellow ’—Wingate ste ped into the study; he
was a fine, athletic fellow, with a frank, handsoms face, which -
was clouded a little now as he looked at the writhing fag— 5=
“you’d better drew it mild, you know. If he’s a thief he
gpgh’t,: to be punished, of course, but you don’t want to half kill

im, . S .
It had already dawned upon Rupert Glyn that he ha

teo far; but he was the last persol!llpien the world to
self in the wrong. Since he had become captain of the sc ‘
had suffered a little from swelled head, and he was ‘not dis-
posed to take criticism from anybody. :

“I'm quite capable of looking after my own affairs, thank
you, Wingate!” he snapped. “1 can keep my fag in order
without your assistance,” el

Wingate bit his lip. ot : 5

“I don’t want to interfere,” he said. “T spoke more for'
your own sake than for Trimble’s. You’ll be sorry for this
when you’re cool.” 3 5 2 =

“ I'm the best judge of that; and the little rascal hasn’t had
half enough.” -

Rupert rais{e"g the bat. e ik P—

. Hang it, Glyn, you’re not going to hit him again?>

“ Pm going to paste him untﬁ he ?ves up what he’s stolen,”
replied the captain viciously; “ and I don’t want any meddling
from you, Wingate |” e 5 >

£1 haven’t stolen any\‘.hm'f.” wailed Tommy Trimble, “T
never saw the banknote at all. T haven't—" g g

‘ Hold your tongue, and stop your lies I’ said Glﬁn savagely.

" Now, are you going to tell me where it is, or sh I give
some more of the same medicine?” = -
v %’)caxi’t tel{ »yt)};; vqh?,:} I don’t know.™ :
‘ Obstinate little pig ! =
Rupert- Glyn fhrew up the bat, and,
temptuous dLappro’val in Wingate’s look, broug
with a:t? fot&e!‘l’pon the unhappy fag. Tommy

wriggled. S =
Up went the bat again, and the next moment it was twisted
captain of Rookwood stared at Wingate in sp less rage.
*You sha'n’t ill-use the poor little wretch any mos Ty
exclaimed Wingate determinedly. “Even if he's a thief
you’ve no right to torture him, and you haven's proved it,

o ?gx' dare to interfere between me and my fagf‘ panted
the o]?ptailn.do d ’II be glad of it,. when you're cocl.”
M 3 an u'll b d of 1t L ) R
ngsz'e jerked 'Irigl ole off the table. “Cut for it, young
un | s : »

Tommy needed no sccond bidding. He darted from the
door, and fairly flew along the corridor. - ‘
hardly noticed him go; his rage was all dneck%d
against Wingate now. The lﬁter’a_fwa. was very serious; hae
knew that it was no light matter to interfere between
captain of tb‘oio school and his fag.: But he was not sorry
me, . =
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Rupert found h]i.- ‘vm‘c"oi ?f;vh}ft' R
“Yaou confouncea meadiing _t‘u un [: TL
with me? By Jove, for two pins I'd ch
~ 1? P
Of\{v}};::;;]‘l‘(‘l'lf .n_'» es g-l.v.mlu-d a little ; but he answered with per-
sct calmness and good temper. ® = -
f(ﬁ‘tICKZII\]\X:XEI: \\'a:e’. to quarrel with you, (fx}’ll}» You ware »»kz
too far. The young 'un was white as chall. A‘ntl the way )p
stuck it out makes it look, to nie, as il he was _Liehfr:tc t‘ 18
truth.,  You may have mislaid your money somewhere; you
can't deny that yc z'nlc‘x!‘vlrnw in money matters, You lost
some he football subscriptions once. 2 A
’wll{:lp‘jv{:‘:‘ Glyn ground his teeth, He had certainly jumped
hastily to the eonclusion that Trimble was g’ut!t_v._.but he was
not disposed to retract; and, in faet, all that Wingate said
only made him the morc angry and obstinate. 3 :

““I’'ve had enough of your insolence,”” he hissed, "'and ru
make you pay for your meddling ! I'll teath you who's captain
of this school I

Then, as Wingate, with a disdainfal smile, turned fowards
the door, the captain of Rookwood completely lost control of
nimself, and aimed a fierce blow full at his face. Wingate
put aside the hasty blow with ease.

“If you want a row over this matter, Glyn, you won't find
me shirking it,”’ he said quietly. * But we'll leave it till
you’re cool.” : :

And he strode from the study, leaving the captain scarlet

with rage..

lare you interfere

vou headfirst out

. CHAPTER 2,
Tommy’'s Champien.
e ALLO, George, old son, what are. you looking so glum
l'l about, bedad "’
George Wingate was in his stady. A fair-haired,
merry-faced Irish lad bad just entered, and Wingate
looked up, with a nod and a smile. Tom Flynn and Wingate
were great chums.
““ Was I looking glum?” he gueried. ‘I was thinking.’’
“Well, don’t think, if it doesn’t agree with you,” advised
Fiynn, taking a seat on the corner of the table, < Anything
-~ the matter?”’ 2
Well, yes, a liitle.”
“You're coming down to the fields, I suppose? Come omn,
and get it off your c¢hest as we go along.”

y “1 can’t come just yet, Tom; U'm waiting for somebédy.”
== ““Oh, are ye? Thin perhaps I'm in the way?"” _
| “Not at all. It’s only Trimble; and, in {zct.‘ FouILmAay ﬁ‘?‘

we% hear what he’stgot to say.” % > : 2 0
_ Wingate related the sccne in the captain’s study, and 1
Irish boy whistled expressively, : -pt‘ . =
~ Tt was like Jou to take the little" wretch’s part, George,”
bu‘remarkedl ‘But it_won't do, you know. Glyn is captain

You'll hear more of this, T fancy.”

. Rupert Glyn was wild. It’s a beastly

. altogether.” But I think therc was bound

oner or later, for since Glyn got the captainey

on no end of side, and a swelled head is one of the
very difficult to stand.””

t entirely, “George. But what is Trimble

ve that he is innocent. If he had had
s he would have given it up, rather
was. Besides, ho always
can’t held thinking that
if so, somebody ought to
and see that he gets jus-

1" chuckled Flynmn.
the way. T dare say
o! Here ho is!”
door, and Trim
ainfully, and his
of recent tears.

, Wingate,” he

;o n as
“enough. I
y mistake, and
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and you had no right to interfere, according to "

*THE CATCH OF 772 §
ND A Bchopl § ory,

k you might have flicked it away 3 duating np
ig of that sort?”’ v B m
No, I don’t. Besides, Glyn says it was in his desk "
o Xou can't think of anybody who might have taken {539

I'rimble shook his head hopelessly. - s

“owyr ? 1 >

You're the only fag on duty m @ in'

day?”’ 7 2 it
“Yes™

“And you swear that vo i g -
P o you don’t knowwﬁncm thi
I!p? \\'in};;alto; I'm not.a thief.” £

“I don’t believe you -are, voung * twm ;
note turns ap it will be hard to pxigov:lil;.ht,” ,r,ﬁlﬂ_
musingly. * Still, T believe you, and Pll do the be w
for you. You had better keep out of Glyn's wa 38 mu
asiuisxl;le (for the present. You ecan go.” B

And the fag retired, a good deal orted by thess..
ance of the powerfal protgction of :QS?:(I&-M?:’ wgm
. Well, what do you think, Tom?” asked Wines o
ing at hislnhum. Facd T %

* Sure, 'm inclined to think as “Trin
innocent,” replied Flynn; “but I 5::’&6‘:&% :
proved. The banknote’s missing, and Trimble had
of 1';lw__smdy, and ibe captain believes him guil
IACK,

Wingate nodded, and glanced towards the
bar of his own form hag just stopped, and was
It was Kendal, a chum of the captain’s. %

“Came in, Kendal!” =

“I've got a ‘message for you, Wingate,
rather awkwardly, coming into the roem, *
affair over Trimble,” s

“A message from Glyn?” i

es.”

udy fo-

I

“Arrah! Thin get it off your chest!” said
“ Glyn has talked it over with the prefects”
“I6 will be bad if two Sixth-Formers start
another, especially if it gets out and be 2
ihe juniors. So he intends to-give you a-
gise.”” : :

“ Really?” said Wingate.

“Yes. If you like to say you're sorry you
promise to keep off the grass in the future, #
fnd there. I hope you'il decide to do so, for
form. 2. - r i o i i SED s

Wingate shook his head.

‘I know it's bad form for two  to-1o
“but I can’t 3ive way on a point like this. .
interfered, and I'm not going to tell a_

I'm sorry the whole thing occurred.”

i T

“Well, I decline to apologise.” Fraat

“Very well; then you'll have to meet Glyn”

“I'm ready to do so.” 5 it

“ As I shall be his-second, I can m|
now,” said Kendal. ‘‘What time and place

‘ Anywhere you like, and the sconer the

“ We shall have fo keep. it away from
you come down to Harrison’s barn in half
an?é)ring {om' second? "’ oz

“ Certainly.” S

“Then that’s about all,” said
has happened, Win a&e;’but it's best

yn.” g

e

s

eorge, £
“1 don’t know whether I can '
“but I shall have a jolly good try.

glynn. 51;0 was to act .
Raupert :
.othgr_ Sixxﬁorms& who

WINGATE was on tho spot

- I ’N ”»
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: reach. Added fo that, he was one of the best athletes in the
school, and fully Wingate's maich in the science of boxing.
The two had had the gloves on together more than once in
the gym., and so far as gkill went there seemed little to
choose between them. = ‘ £
The captain gave Wingate and Flynn a curt nod, which
was returned by one equally curt. Dt‘h\‘('r‘(n the Sixth, who
was there as timekeeper, made an attempt at peacemaking.
He was a placable fellow himself, and liked to see cordial
him. :
fa?f; ;:;",ngou fellows, must .I'his thing go on?’’ he exclaimed.
“You must admit that it's beastly bad -form, Why not
S

1

“P'm perfectly willing to accept Wingate's apology,” re-
’ph‘?(li’rglflgt willing to offer one, however exclaimed Win-
gate. ‘“Yeou used your fag brutally, am} might have'dune
him an injury had I not stopped you. You accused hxm of
theft without the slightest proof, and I say out plainly that
I believe in his innocence, and, as a matter of ‘fact, you owe
him-an apology.”

Rupert Glyn laughed. = & :

“Yes, I fancy I sce myself apologising to a fag,” he saxf).
“The little rascal had the banknote right enough, and I'll
make him disgorge it yet. But anyway you shoved yourself
in where you were not wanted, and you've got to be set
down. 8o let's get on without more talking.”’

So Denver's well-meant effort ended in nothing. The pre-

rations for the contest were soon made. The two Sixth-

ormers stripped and faced each other, and Denver took out
his wateh to keep time. 2 :

Wingate held out his hand in the time-honoured manner
of the ring, and Glyn gave it a hasty touch. Then the fight
commenced. -

It was very unueual at Rookwood for two seniors to face
each other in a contest without gloves, and as Wingate and
Glyn were two of the best boxers at the school, the spec-
tators looked on them with keen interest.

~Both were cool, and steady, and determined. Both were

- cautious at the start, but they soon began to warm to ‘the

+ 72

g “WOrK.
[ . Glyn's fist got home first with a sounding thump upon
Wingate's jaw, and the latter staggered a little; but s tho

~R

Wingate let out

captain rushed in to improve his advantage,
“his laft and caught him under the chin. : = -
~ Glyn was fairly stopped, and they sparred harmlessly il

- the call of time. ; . : s

‘The second round was hotter, both receiving heavy punish-

ment; and when Denver called time again, Glyn’s lip was
bleeding, and Wingate’s left eye was closin% itself. Flynn

- made a knee for his principal, and sponged his bruised and

E; - “¥oumust get closer to him, my boy,’”” he said. * The
! brute has a Jonger reach than you have, and he guards him-

~self awfully well.” I didn’t think he had so much stoff in
fim before. -Yoa must get close to him, and hit him hard,
~He'll hit you, anyway.” &

ate grinned.

Allright, Tom; I'll do my best,” >

nd iﬁ‘—:iié—_th;rdl- round he followed his Trish chum's
& S Glyn attacked vigorausly, and Wingate gave ground
inand

at first, then, countering a heavy drive, he rushed
ge-of doing come in-fighting. =

1 and found his chance of do ;
: hadi_gqc,_in some beautiful- half-arm hits before Glsn
£ Dreak Away d “th tain of Rookwood was -

and Wingate followed
faulty, and most of Wingate’s blows
last a trem?f_;aons- right,hgnderggn the jaw -
ig into his second’s arms. - =
“time it is probable

that round ; but* Time!" saved him,

nk, brea , on his second’s ready
' Flynn pat o onitta L = ’m@
t up, kidd; 1-do!” he exclaimed. =
Sl " replied Wingate, with
to give his principal.

Buy “The Marvel”-Every Wednesday, 1d.

: q_ue‘x?&, and he crossed over

_that Glyn would -

e “THE ONTOH 7 THE kstn

_ AND
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“You’'ll go on, George?”
the fifth round.

Wingate had sunk upon hi$ knee, almost dazed,

e \'L‘:..’

“You're not fit.”

“I'm not licked yet!”

And Wingate toed the mark again
He was realising that his chance of v
was game to the last. He had not sought this fight, but now,
that he was in it he would fight on till he dropped. -

The anticipation of triumph was gleaming in Rupert Glyn's
eyes now.

In the third round he had been very near to defeat, but
since then all had gone in his“favour, and he was cortain of
vietory now. And he pressed his attack, his heart beating
with fierce joy as Wingate gave more and more ground. Just
before the call of time Wingate went heavily to grass. Flynn
picked him up,

With a grave and concerned face, the Irish lad sponged hig
chum’s heated features.

“You can’t go on,” he whispered,

“I shall go on!”

When Wingate spoke in that tone Flyn
of no uee to argue, and so he wisely held }
knew that his chum had no chance of succe now, and could
only add to the severity of his punishment. But, after all—
as Flynn noted with <atisfaction—the captain of Rookwood
was getting almost as much punishment. Even if he won the
victory, he would have cause to remember the fight.

The spectators looked on grimly as the seventh round com-
merniced. It was only a question of time now, and it did not
look asg if Wingate could last out the round.

But he did. = Twice he went to grass, and twice he jumped

up again and went on. :
As Denver was about to call “Time!” for the cighth round ;
this end here, without a finish, if

sked Tom Flynn dubiously, afteg

with resclute courage.
tory was gone, but he

knew that it was
peace. But ho

Rupert Glyn made a stef forward.
“I'm quite willing to let

Wingate cares to apologise,”” he said. -
“I bhave said that I refuse t6 do s0,” replied Wing,

“You acted like a beastly bully, and I did quite right

stop uld do so- ZS ==

made a
vantage : :
we.hd"’cll he last. RUpEE Saes Wioahe s wit
round was the last. upert Wingate back wi
vicious blows, his opponent’s guar: lglg ; re
a tap being delivered in return.

e
=

heavy,

~Suddenly, with a swift upper-cut, tbomp‘umroi
o e T s s i & e
] wzed, | stur v nn it bes :

his hesd suid bathod his fortind oo
rige at the call of “Time!” and Denv:

‘ime-

Rupert Glyn, s
.h‘x;s ‘Rgst »;i:g?,
at Wi ‘
terrible :
of the captai

n of Rookwsod, but g

whate

e re S

e -y R
: smﬁed{ | derisively, an
ked away, followed by
remained to help the c

hR(upei't paused to loc

he started at the
- *Seot ). @
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of sight of the masters as long as %S‘!bm' ﬁ({;}r\.i?‘dzxi‘;l;i?‘g

all tradition for the captain of the scaoo’ €0 Pgah, B T

tory leaked out, unpleasant cnnse(imgulm‘-,s wmig 1} fo W

s QFHO‘V do you feel now?” asked I\orfmla.. not & le to restral

i " surveved the features of his chum.,

2 g?&t?fmh!?' s:;ide‘Ruperc frankly. ¢ Wingate is a slogger,

311‘(‘!}?0 mxgmke&l ood fight. I'm surprised ai his refusing to

shak ehpgdsugvergit. It isn’t like him to bear malice,” said

Kengal :ho htfully, I dare say he'll come round all right

> ough.” W
to‘Pi\(;l:?ewl'iktnly ]%e’s planning how to get even with me, said

Rupert carelessly. - ““I hate a chap who can't take a fair-

and-square licking. He couldn’t pretend that I was crowing

over him. I didn’t want to quarrel with him at all. It was
all through his own meddling. 1 say, I don f‘ v:'ant to be

seen to-night if I can help it,”” he went on. Conlle for a

stroll in the Close. It'll freshen me up a bit, and keep me

t-of sight. :

- ad %)cen dark gsome time now. The Two Sixth-Formers
strolled out inte the Close, cool and sweet in the Sep-
tomber evening. It was deserted, and they strolled on,
talking mainly of the coming football season, towards the
cloisters. 2 e

The cloisters were the sole relic of the ancient religious

: establishment which had once occupied the site of Rookwood

3 College. On summer days they afforded a deliciously cool

g retreat, but at this time of the night, of course, they were

; - solitary. %

- Glyn and Kendal passed them more than once. The cool

" night air was refreshing to the captain’s bruised face and

aching head, and he was already feeling better.

“1 say,”’ remarked Kendal presently, “this row mustn’t be

T allowed to interfere with the arrangements for the footer.

- We can't afford to weaken the school team beca.l,lse of any

private differences between you and Wingate. He's the best

winger in the school.” :
% Right,” said Rupert, *I shall—"
He broke off abruptly.
Kendal looked at him.
*What'’s the matter?”’
The captain was staring at the gloomy cloisters.
“I thought I saw something move there. Hallo, hallo!

Anybody there? Oh!”

There was a whiz in the air, and a great jagged stone,
hurled from the dark cloisters, struck Rupert (‘ﬁyn full on
the forehead. He staggered, and fell full upon his face.

Kendal, with a cry of horror, threw himself down beside

his chum, shouting for help. He lifted Ru?ert‘s head, and
mnoned out-with horror. The captain’s face was like

k, and streaked with blood from a ragged cut on the
forehead. For a moment Kendal thought he was dead, and
his heart turned sick within him. But a second or two later
Rupert's eyes opened, and he groaned,

CHAPTER 4.
Trimbie's Revenge.

as_well as the captain of Rookwood, had

some time 1 removing the traces of the fight,

with less success than Rupert. In the last two

: nishment had been terrible, and he was

“when he came into the school in the

d Flynn. helped him to his room. There the

could for his chum ; and it was a good

! was a mass of braises and cuts, and

) V- said Tom consolingly.
1 hadn't stuck it out these last
in following up a losing’game,

and not show up down-

to-have such biter feelings towards
refuse to m&w:xh

o

very

aturday, 1d.

he had the advantage. - Pm set dow before s
- lan 2 N n

You're wrong if you think I bear him malice d% m,
But I shall tackle him again, and I will lick I t
it in me. Then it will be time to talk abo

over the matter,

Flynn was silent. He had not expected the

rankle so deeply with one usually so frank and goog.elw to -

as Wingate. But it was clear that his oh nttced
very much to heart, and nothing h - W.dulwd it
any use. . could u’ " h d
“I think I'll go for a stroll in the cloisters” said Wi s
restlessly. * My head aches b otid Wingatg
m:‘v” 3 ¥ head aches fearfully, and seems a8 if it's op
“ You're not thinking of——"" 9\ i .
“ Thinking of what?"” om Busitgisd
 Nothing; only Glyn just went in that divectian® = -
\\‘&ingats madc1 ankirritablo. gesture. dxreoho‘n. g :
. You don’t think I'm going to row with hi again
night, do you?” he exclaimed. * What rot, 'li“ol:! lm?!
we \'Ic both had cn{mgh for one time,” g
" 1 suppose so; but you seem so queer to-night, so di orent
from your usual self.” = 3 o dill
*“It's all right, Tom. The cool air wi 8 good,
think I'lllgo alo?c." s, I
Tom Flynn's {ace was sad and serious as he atched hi
' chum go. He had never seen George Wingate i:‘qﬁh'ﬁ‘g-
mood before, and it seemed to him that ill would come of it,
Wingate breathed more easily in the d cloistors.
He was glad to be alons for a time. I:'I'tok'bgﬂﬂﬁ,fuh
said, a terrible shaking-up, and he wanted to -~ oalm
again. He pressed his burning forehead ugumtﬁm
stone of a column, and folt an indescribable reliet.
The quiet cloisters, trodden ecenturies apo by generstions ' 3
of monks, had a calmness, a repose, all ﬁ:gl::z& Wingate
felt its influence stealing over him; his heart and |
throbbed less wildly, the bitterness began to die in his b
and his true, generous nature to assert itself. He hai
wrong-in refusing to take G

lyn’s hand; he re that
that he was calm. Glyn hadybeen in the b
in the wrong; yet his action after the 'm - be
tainted by any of his usual overbearing m h
been a generous act, ‘and it was Wingate who
gfxg:rosity. Wingate felt his cheek oof:ur now
of it.
+& The sound of Glyn's voice broke 82
He was passing the cloisters with Kem z
bell. Moved by an impulse, Wingate made :
the cloisters and meet his enemy, with a va
reconciliation in his mind. And as he m
heard Rupert’s voice call, and then the d%‘ on ;
heavy fall, and the crash of the stone upon the groant ‘
For a moment Wingate stood petrified, and
rang in his ears. He was about to rush
sight of a dim figure slinking past him, an
and grasped it by the shoulder. s
This, undoubtedly, was the form Glyn
glimpse of before he called out; this was th
struck down the captain of Rookwood.
gasp as Wingate seized the slinking
¥ormer uitered a suppressed excla
“ Frimble I”* 3 £
“Is it you, Wingate?” The fag fe
shuddering with fear. “Did you see——
don’t tell I For merey’s sake, don't
senior round the knees in an agony of
Wingate glanced towards the #
fallen. - There was already a cro
Bl.lo_okvgeod%,he x‘vlasdnot !:'1 h'd o
shivering fag and dragged him up,
furthor nto the shadows of the cloister
“Pid you throw a stone, Trw
© *Yes. For niercy’s >
“Why did you do it?’ =
“You know how he beat me,” gt
accused me of thieving, and I never |
boys are all calling me a thief!-
speak to me, and they lock up their
- stole the banknote. - He beat me lik
1 get my own back on him? You won
Wingate hesitated. ~The fag had
Rupert's hands—too much; and
was, it was not fair to forget the
ceweé. To betray him would be to
more severe punishment, and he
science, been punished sufficien
scared at Wingate’s discovery o
- tetror at the thoz‘:ﬁht of being g
Wingate was really af of

raid
trayed the wretched boy.
_hysterics now, and Wingate h
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#let me go P’ moaned the f;‘,:’f.
* qever meant to hurt him h.

Phere was a flashing of :
at the-end of the cloisters.
up his mind. He reloase zl‘ the fag.

Seont it ! be said briefly. <

«Vou won't give me away, Wingate?

“N-no.” el

“ Honour bright "

#Ves, yes! Clear!”

Trimble needéd no further bidding. He darted away, and
disappeared in an instant. Wingate remained in 1
thought. It was the knowledge of the injuries Triml
sustained at Glyn's hands which had led him to par
fag and promise to keep his secret. 3ut he was very :
ful whether he bad done quite right, and the doubt worried
him. : i

Two or three fellows came running th’,‘““!{éll the (1{\:\7 rs.
One of them carried a bicycle lantern. They were evidently
in search of the eulprit. They stopped in stupefaction at
the sight of Wingate.

“Wingate! So it was you?

13

CHAPTER 5.

Wingate is Accused,

8 Q'it was yon?’ It wids Kendal who ubtered the words,
in tones of amazement and contempt.

Wingate gave a start. For the first time it

flashed into his mind that by allowing Trimble to

escape he had run the risk of laying himself open to sus-

picion. But he had never dreamed that he could be sus

ted of suoh an action. Kendal's eyes were fized npon

im accusingly, and the other fellows all looked at him with
the samo expression. Wingate coloured with anger.

“What the dickens do you mean, Kendal?” he exclaime
“Do you mean to accuse me of flinging that stone at Gly
Are you mad ?”’ > :

“No, I'm not mad,” sdid Kendal grimly. “I think the
thing's pretty clear. The stone was flung from the cloisters,
and when we search wg find you here,
and mobody else. If you didn’t fling the
stone, who did?”’

Wingate hepitated. He could have an-
swered the question; he could have
cleared himself with a word. He had
only to mention Trimble’s name. But
his promise, his word of hondur, passed
to the trem‘)]ing fag restrained him. He
could have cleared himself with a word,

“but he'could not speak. He realised that
his compassion for the wretched junior
‘got him into an awkward scrape.
But it was too late to think of that now.
His word was passed. His hesitation did
not escape the eéyes of those who were
oking  at  him: They exchanged
glances, and each 1ead the other’s
opiniion in his looks, Not oue there but
believed Wingate to be guilty.

“You have no answer to make?” asked
Kendal, after a pause. “ Goodness
k‘nows, I don’t like to believe one of our

Form g}ulty of a beastly, cowardly thing
like this; but if you didn’'t fling the
stone,  you must have scen who did.
. What have you to say to that?” 2
st,;'Nothxn'g; only that I did net fling

£And you expect us to believe that?”
ymgate bit his lip. e
Can any fellew here say that he has

ever known me to tell a lie?”

There was a pause, :
= No, I can’t, for one,” said Denver.
“I hate to think yvou are telling one
~_now, Wingate. But if you can’t give
- any explanation——" :

. varggur ought to be willing to take miy
o That’s all rot ™ said Kendal quickly.
olgxom threw the stone __ijgm tgo
loisters. We find you here, and you
Yo't say you saw anybody else here.
i i ok

Bl vasael 0 $80Ugh 1" 4aid 3 meak,
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Rapert Glyn was deadly pale, and there were
s colourless face. The cut in his
up with a handkerchief. He leaned heavily
fellow's arm as h¢ ke G
Rupert.
and plenty of
ood returned Wi

ng beneath the stained band:
Wa8 your rever " he said. P¢

nd after 1 nd no wonder, when you had
i k any decent fellow will ever

age.

d.
lieve I did it 7’ he asked, in a low voice,
gave a sneering laugh.

u want me to believe that you didn’t?”

I know
I shall
But I’d rather be in my shoes than

give me something a little less steep.
2 u—you cur, you might have killed me!
bear this scar for months, i

He turned on his
followed.

eel and walked away. The other fellows

er lingered behind for a moment.

Wingate, v

se eyes had been fixed moodily on the g
looked

round,

“1 hate 1

*“1 didn’t do it.

*“But can’t you give
at least, will take your word, if only

Wingate thook his head.

“ I’ve nothing to say.”

Denver gave a sigh, and walked away, without another word.
Wingate drew a sharp breath. He saw that Denver, who had
always been his friend, believed him guilty, What, then, must
the rest of his Form-fellows think ?

He remained alone in the dark cloisters. What was he to
do? He tried to think. How could he clear himself of this
terrible charge? ~ Without betraying Trimble it was im-

B

at you did this beas

ome explanation? You know that I,

you explain———""

< e was quite a crowd in the clois
tﬁ? now, and all turned as the voice of
captain of Rookwood was heoard.

«] ean't help it. They call me a thief.”

“IT'S BOCRED AS DOES iT,”
A Tale of Tow. Dick, and Harry,
by 8 Clarke Hook
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i preak his word, e must face it out.
t what ggu(l:ﬁuzga‘tl-cmeau? The whole Form believed him
: :ﬂtv They would certainly take some action. For (:x‘u
onoh;- of the Form they would keep the matter, if DUSa‘lLLL,
from the knowledge of the masters. But they would kuow
how to punish him. If he were not “ragged” the least he
could expect was that he would be tent to Coventry by the
-yl-ﬁtl:ecf;oizgél the cloisters and walked slowly to tho‘ scho?l-
house. He had hardly entered his own study and lighted the
Tom Flynn eame 1.
gag‘l?r}::nh;;i?eon “deep in a Latin imposition for the last hour,
and so he had only just heard of the happening in the cloisters.
{His face was deeply concerned. Wingate had thrown himself
into a chair in an aftitude .of the deepest dejection. He
Jooked up gloomily enough at his chum. ~

“So you think me guilty, too, Tom,” he said bitterly, as he
caught the expression on Flynn’s face. * You've joined all the
rest against me?"” S :

For the moment, indeed, Tom’s belief in his chum had
wavered. Wingate's strange mood that evening, his bitter-
ness against the captain, and his going to the cloisters, after
seeing Glyn go in that direction, had all recurred to Tom'’s
mind with strong significance.

- And Flrm’s heart had sunk as he heard from Denver the
“account of how Wingate had been found alone in the cloisters
after the ing « fb&mx gﬁshh&dufused to give
on. it possible, the Irish lad had wondered,

d his bitterness against the captain
commit so dastardly a deed of vengeance?
it was only for a moment that the doubt crept into his

He was too loyal to his chum to allow it to remain

he had Fone straight to Wingate's study to see him.

f himself, however, the dbubt had entered his breast

& moment as he saw Wingate’s look of utter dejec-
coloured at his.chum'’s bitter words.

No, I don’t believe anything against you, George,” he

Qquietly, and with evident sincerity. “I know that you

n’t do such & thing. T know that you didn’t do it.”

ible.

b_z'{l;tex;ed a little. Tt was the first time he had
t it was like to feel like a pariah, ga;.nd he
: t be.

“T don’t cven. ask you
t fling the stone,Tom. Pd have cut off 3

_sooner than do such a beastly cowardly thing

know, old fellow. R W fing pningt

& m ;}":endahxp of a true chum mj,
- *Of course I mean it,” said Flynn.
, btggll me that you were not guilty.”

= . -

Y 1] 1 " 2 ; °
o ot rge; you were dose upon the
othing to say,

Ve seen o

you.” : ‘
silent. Tt was a hard test to hisbelief in his

ard test, but his »‘lo‘ya.lty stood the strain.

Wingate,” he said, after a

. But you can’t expect the other
 been ballly hurt. There will be
masters, fo prevent an inquiry, of
ake the matter into_their own
against a mass of evidence, and
ing casts doubt upon your word.
he other fellows naturally haven't

-9 -

ught to speak |

g was perfectly logical, bis
l_.!m

know the circumsta

0 PLUCRK —Lvery Jsaturday, 1id.

waiting com
- risen to his%t, hispf?::
~the stone from the cloisters last

on’t want to press advice -

= make up your mind about
&»wy_v_ e

- to Coventry by the whole Fi

mﬂ AND

CHAPTER @,
Tsie Sentence of the Sixth,

HE next morning Wingate noticed B
I manner of his Form-fellows ;oe\gargs change in the

1 him. No 5
addressed a voluntary remark to hi o N0 Ope
he was answered shortly enough, Il{‘g :;g :lfothw 2
sent to Coventry yet; the Sixth Form were waiting for some.
](hmg bofm«olthey lsvntmlcod him ; he did not quite 6w;w ;
3ut it was clear that nobody wanted to R e g
with him. have anything to,do»;‘
Rupert Glyn did not appear in clags that da o
inflicted by the stone had been serious, far mo{';! le'l;h:u
the revengeful fag had anticipated when ke hurled fo
doctor had come to Rookwood to ses to it, and he had A
mended a few days’ quiet. The captain’s injury was, of bt
the theme of some discussion amongst the masters. Rupat’.
(‘\.pla']‘,,mlm} th;',n }:ie tad knocked his head against a stone way
true, but the headmaster was pretty certain that it *9
the whole truth. h"t. it was not

But Dr. Lane was a jadicious master, and he knew whennot

to inquire too closely into things. It was prett ¥
would get nothing out of Rupgrt, and he d‘i)d noictlv'ﬁ ¢
the boy into prevarication by indiscrest questioni ho
dismissed the matter, excused Rupert from class wgi 9 R
day, and left any further steps to be taken by tlie»fﬁij('ﬁ
themselves. e g
That was satisfactory to all concerned. \
atmosphere of chilliness Wingate passed the
most miserable boy at Rookwood, but keeping up
He did not intend to let the others know imr
conduct wounded him. =4
After school there was a meeting of the

other seniors, in the captain’s study; but V
nothing about it, as he kept to his own quarters
not in class. He was trying to fix his attention
exereise, when Tom Flynn came in; with a serious

“I'm_afraid you're in for it, George”
“There’s been a conference in Rupert Gl
they’re coming here to interview you.” !

Wingate pushed his books away.

““ Let them come,”” he said quietl;i‘h L

cre w

They were not long in coming. re was a
door, and Kendal came in, followed by Denver,
. three of the Sixth. <
Wingate looked at them calmly. i

““Hallo! What do you fellows want?
- ““They want a bigger room than this,
Flynn. * Faith, I'm glad there’s no more of ¥
as the last member of the deputation fil
enough chairs to go round ; but two of you
and one on the window-sill, and, bedad, the
have to sit on each other’s knees.” =
“ Hang your jokes!” said Rupert savagely.
usiness.” St
“ Get it off your chest, then, darlint.”
The captain of Rookwood. turned fo
i ly for what was
a trifle but
“We've had a consultation, Wingate,
decision. We have come k

protty clear,” wetit on the

give you any chance we can to clear
you refused to explain yourself.. He

ﬁw %mﬁ;an 't fiing the stone, you

. Weé've given you a 'h"”“%,  hi

;“%ﬁ:"f - o
* You have nothx‘nﬁ ng to say?”
“Nothing, except that ;:'3{4 ot f
' %Qid {:n po,ggni:oay else in the ¢
ingate was silent,
“You refuso to answer that ¢
- Still no reply. - =

And the others nodded assent.
“Very well. The verdict of the.

cowardly trick, and if it came
be expelled, yon know‘gd :

“ THE CATCH OF THE SEASON" _ .
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‘the masters out of it for the honour of the Form. But The time of grace allowed by Rupert Glyn had r'xpirud.l
1o decent, fellow at Rookwood will ever speak to you again  but it made no difference to the true-hearted Irish lad, Ha

ng as yon stay here, and if you've got any decency left ~went on his way with perfect nonchalance and good-humour,
vou, you'll contrive to leave at the end of the term. and evidently had no intention of abandoning his chum.

s all. You're sent to Coventry, and any fellow found = Twice during the day he was warned, and each time he
: aking to you will be dealt with in the same manner.” laughed lightly, apparently considering the matter as a joke,
speas! ‘ B g
“#Begorra |’ exclaimed Flynn. = You had better start and the wrath of the Sixth rose to boiling-point.
- dealing with me on the spot, then. After school the captain, with Kendal and a counple of
e&npert looked at him angrily. & : = other fellows, spotted him in the Close, and ran him down.
‘Do you mean to say t!"‘,‘," youw're going to stick to Win-  Rupert’s face was very grim. He intended this to be the
gate, after what he's done? : last warning—the Irish lad’s last chance. If he refused it,
“He hasn't done anything that I know of, except spoil  he would be sent to Coventry without further grace.
the beauty of some of your features, captain darlint “Flynn!”
= S aiowied. % ; ‘ Flynn walked on, apparently not hearing.
. “¥ou heard what I said!” he exclaimed. Anybody “Flynn! Can’t you hear me?”
‘ f‘ﬂﬁé"pmg up any sort of communication with Wingate Still Flynn did not look at the captain. ITe appeared to
W sent to Coventry along with him. be quite unconscious qf the proximity of the Sixth-Formers,

1 hope we shall be able to survive the loss of your illigant  Flynn stared at him.
‘conversation. After all, captain darlint, I've sometimes *1 want a word with you, Flynn.” -

otnd ye just a little bit of a bore, and maybe g rest will do Tom still stared, but did not speak. Rupert was puzzled
R S *“What the dickens is the matter with you?” he exclaimed.
of the deputation were grinning, and even over ‘“Are you deaf, or dumb? Speak, can’t you, you silly
s worried face a smile crept. Rupert Glyn turned  cuckoo?”

y to the door. : Tom grinned, but made no reply.

emember my warning!” he exclaimed. *Wingate’s “I warn you noi to speak to Wingate again!” cried the
3 but we'll give you the evening to think over your  captain, “ Do you hear? This is your last chance, Do you

Flynn,” 2 intend to go on chumming with that fellow?”
ank you for nothing!” > Stony silence from Flynn.

.'van left the study, followed by the others. Flynn ““ He's off his chump !’ said Kendal.

_alone with his chum. Wingate’s elbows dropped Tom made a motion to depart, still not having opened his
table, his face in his hands. He would not show  lips. The Sixth-Formers, thoroughly -exasperated, seized
ness hefore those who had condemned him, but he felt  him, and ran him up against a tree, and held him there.

ee - : Tom wriggled, but he could not

ition keenly. escape,
ﬁmid& fell'ow! ”” said Flynn consolingly. ‘I fanecy “ Now exFlain “yourself 1 V'  eaid ﬁl?';e’rt -

i ;nea&liqt;%yying the fool “in this fashi
una i e

S "‘There will be two of us, at any rate,” said Flynn, “and  Rupert Glyn caught him by the arm and stopped him.

will come round in time, This will blow over, like

¢ if you wait long enough.?” - ; :
head. His face was very pale.

n't, Tom. They believe me guilty, and if T were

right in sending me to Coventry. Do you think

2 fellow who was guilty of such a dirty t_nck,f -

1]

the right; only they might have taken my
couldn’t expect them to understand
out; George, when you wouldn’t
!1” said ¥lynn. “The only
ding someone, and why you sh

i e =
answer he would give
rate igh for Flyn

T
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no one was inelined to
So that even had Win-
pocket, and find
1 himself cqually

neatly all the school however, and
dispute the justice o the sentence. So t!
ato felt inclined to qut his pride in his
riends in the Fifth, he would have founc
barred there. But he did not think of it. He had accepted
his fate, and he accepted it with a quiet dignity that im-
pressed his Form-fellows in spite of themselves.
His chief troubles were that Flynn shared his exclusion,
and that the college suffered in the football-field. But the
latter was inevita%lf-; and as for the former, Flynn was
obstinate, and Wingate had given up arguing with him.
And, indeed, it was only with half a heart that he had urged
his chum to fall into line with the rest of the Form, and
leave him to go his own way alone. He hardly liked to
think of how dreary the days would have been if Tom had
deserted him like all the rest.

Meanwhile, Tom’s brain was busy.
a moment that Wingate was guilty of the outrage, and he
tried to think out whom it could possibly have been. Some-
one had flung the stone—someone belonging to Rockwood.
Who was it?

Flynn thought over every member of his own For
he could not think of one who could be supposed to have a
strong spite against the ‘eaptain besides Wingate. It was
no member of the Sixth who had done the deed. But wounld
one of & Lower Form have dared to raise his band against
the captain of the school? It did not seem likely.

Flynn p over it, determined to find the solution of
the my Wingate was shielding someone, and Flynn
meant to find out whom that someone was, and set his chum

before the school.

:i{ht

It was useless to question
discovery, even to ask Wing
evidently had some reason for mot speaking, whatever it
was. Bub the Irish lad resolved to find out the truth without

his assistance. e,
And one day a sudden gleam of light
} gym.

.“was coming out of the

¢ did not believe for

m, and

Wingate—useless, if he made a
ate to confirm it. Ilis chun

eame in the dark-
, whedi & junior
1 alf a

bolted right into him, sending him

~at bi
RN e e
Flynn

to grasp the junior who

s Sk W T

ot ot

elted away i i 3 was wriggling

tach, but he didmotdetgo. £~
spalpeen !” said Flynn, recognising. Trimble
kim. ‘“Can’t you look where yoa ﬂ’mm:g

omadhauns going to do toyou?™ .

_ 'il“rmg;l'e broke into tears: 2 Pgge

are you turning on the waterworks for?”

the ' tured Irish lad, in ek nt.

to hurt you, though you deserve a

.

x;?:? fives bat for running into such an im-
as Thomas Flylx,:,n, Esquire ! Here, back

-‘pewe_”um
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v irhil%tle. (AT the wesle
} ave had a motive
‘to that outrage? Who at
3 in enough to do him such an
‘manner ? - He wondered now that he

Preitable. His grasp tightened upon the

. : 1” he said quietly.
' ‘exactly,” he stammered.

why you flung the stone from the cloisters that
mble shivered.

ing, Tommy. _You did I”
1 ingate_says I did, he’s telling lies,”
e desperately; “and I'll say so before

R a word, Trimble. He's shielding
1y, But don’t you think you're a sath
suffer instead of speaking out 7™

PLUCHK — Every Saturday, ld.

d
“Glyn went to his

Trimble had recovered so i : RS s
had not spoken, Flynn could :l:lyot‘nh m.& Wingats |
he guessed he could prove nothing. gneming, & d whatever |
“1 don’t know anything a it ! sai AT - .
no right to accuse zle‘ i d}()::'l: ;:nowuu‘gm ;
it. And—and, please, let me go, Fl ob oll abogt
Coventry, and I mustn’t speak to you {8 m m ke
?l%nn. with a grim laugh, released him. it
o Sure you won't make a clean : "
‘Mind, 1 am going into the m:ttz:e?ndofrng
truth by hook or by crook. Now's o chanee f
decent thing before you're forced m.'y *
“1 don’t know anything about it !” <
‘I‘ Tmmlil{e ® - i
t was Rupert Glyn's voice. ’
trodden on a snake, and darted'rao&ny!.y W
in deep thought. He had not the least t
hit on the %olution of the mystery. He thon
understand Wingate's reason now for shi d
of the outrage. He had probably given Tom
promise, and was bound by it. Flynn was sure ¢
right, but how was he to prove it? There1 the
It was useless fo appeal to the
Trimble was too thoroughly afraidof
speak out. The fag was not of a
bullying always brings out the worst po
and ‘a small and weak-natured boy wi
driven to lying by the fear of severe
Trimble at the present moment was o
object to contemplate. ~But what he
justice had made him. The fault lay
the captain of Rookwood. g
Flynn was puzzled. He had thought
onli.necessary to discover the culprit;
to his own satisfaction, ab B
guilty party, the task of

ST speak to Glyn.”” was the Trish
“ He ca;‘?te refuse toyliste:
bedad, if he does T'll p his-

lad, if unch
satisfaction ab-all events P
“And, having made i
tapped at :d;o.t‘;f,; 'g;nd
P at t T :
woosl fixed a glare upon fim which d

‘T want to speak to you, ac
“ Bure, it's no good glaring
sinner, jmpervious to it.
terrify your fags with. It won't |
me, sorra a bit, my son! So sit
g‘aod boy (i) = ‘ *
“You confounded, cheeky
forgotting the “ Coventry” in
study before I chuck you out !
Flynn coolly locked t
Rupert sprang forwar
i m . B

vont in, ¢

S It was Wings
““Not a bit
too fatheaded to
Rupert gri
¥

The éapta’
‘“ My g;q 'y

. ke CB. e e
1 don’t believe 16!
“ Well, of course, )

grinned Flynn. “ Tt wasa#

in the cloisters and saw him.
«Did Wingate tell you bl
“Not a word. Tk
himlself oyﬁ', and.cajoled Wi
dark. ‘ou see, you bad PR
hadn’t done, so_it-was (’!'zﬁy ftit':,
for what he bad done.=
"« If Wingate didn’t

Trimble confessed?”

“No; buy he will, if he's

yon want to have the truth

in of Rookwt
993 » 2

say 50,
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«0f course I do.” . -~ : ;
“Then you must get it out of Trimble. No, I do mean
s fivestbat—that's more likely to fetch out a fresh crop of

1 .
ked the captain

lies.”
% What do you want me to do
that my

impatiently. ' Mind, I don’t be
fag would dare to do such a
“ Have him in and guestion him. 3
¥ A lot of good that would } If he were really
would be afraid to say so. ; : T ; :
“ Not if you promise him that he sha'n’t be punished in

momernt

guilty he

any case.’’
a “'m likely to do that!’ sneered Rupert.

“Jt's the only way to get at the truth. You ean’t expect
him to confess, and have his hide tanned for his truthfulness,
can yout!” ; >

The captain laughed.

I}ELS;IIDIJbC m_af% But I".l‘ tan hie hide till he ecouldn’t
squirm if I thought that he had really flung that stone at
me! Look at the mark on my forehead! Do you think I'd
let the little brute off after that? hat is, if I thought he
had doune it. But I dou't believe so. I've been very lenient
with him. - Most fellows would have had him up before the
doctor for stealing a five-pound note, and got him kicked out
of the echool. Pve given him a chance to bring the money
back, He ought to be grateful.”’

Flynn laughed. :

“§ fancy it's little gratitude he feels towards you, captain
darlint! You've made him an outcast in his Form, branded
bim a6 a thief, and thrashed him. And you didn’t stop Yt:';x'
proof before you did all that. I believe he was innocent.

Rupert yawned.

“Your beliefs don’t interest me. - And it occurs to me that
you are in Coventry, Tom Flynn. Will you kindly unlock
my study door and get on the other side of it? Otherwise I
shall be under the painful necessity of
dropping you out of the window.”

* You refuse¢ to do as I ask?”

“Yes, decidedly! If Trimble did
what you accuse him of I'd never agree
to let him off the punishment. But I
don’t believe it for one moment.”

“It's an obstinate-~pig—you
Rupert Glyn!”

The captain shrugged his shoulders
and pointed expressively to the door.
Flynu unlocked and threw it open. His
anger had been rising during the inter-
view, and he was quite ready for an out-
burst; but he controlled himself.

It  was  Rupert, wunluckily, who
brought the vials of Flynn’s wrath down
upon himself by his next words.  Had
he remained silent Tom would have
gore quietly away.

“You'll have to think of a bit better
Yarn than this if you want us to believe
it,” he said conlemptuously. I can
quite understand that “you're getting
tired of being in Coventry, but you can’t
crawl out by acousing a junior. . You
had your chance given you, but you
preferred to stick to a cad %

Flynn’s wrath boiled over. He swung
back from the door, and caught the cap-
tain of Rookwood full across the mouth
with his open hand.

B“P"“, Glyn staggered back.

That's for your liesf* said *Flynn
Ssavagely. “And I'll do the same to
?f"i‘ht)dy who calls my chum a cad—yes,

i

are,

havc:]to fight the whole Form!”’
ames, I'll make SOrry
S !,y make you sorry for
The captain sprang forward, and the
hext moment the two were struggling.

CHAPTER 9.
An Unexpected Discovery.

OM FLYNN was spoili
2 s spoiling for &
T fight. The last week had tried his
temper sorely. Now the captain’s
sertio:ox;t:?ﬁguousi dnibelief in Eis as-
> & is refusal to i the
only possible test of truth, s

L d exasper- - : - of Jack, -
ated the Irish lad t the 6 :’ E EGES e e e e . with , adventures 3
his passionate Trish 1o, ABRtng Piteh. T ot are depicts & incident ia the £ ¢ ling it S RVEL now on sale.
s e bub- P , in the issue 4
ing over, and it was ;gagﬁ; aw:z}iefu::) f Sam, amftm, gy S. Clarke Hook
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Rupert was equally enraged, but he was not i -
dition for a conflict. A)‘tgho,ugh a week haﬁilﬁlaegsuc.dl ogl?s
injury to his head was still painful; and that, added to the
effects of his slogging match with Wingate, caused him to be
a good deal run-down, and far lese fit than usual. So that
nstead of hurling his obnoxious visitor forth into the corridor
as he had intended, he found himself etopped and held fast,
and the Irish Jad forced him back heavily against the table,

*“ You—yon hound!” gasped Rupert.

‘*“ Hallo, what’s up here?”’

Kendal and Denver had entered the study. Seeing the
state of affairs, they seized Flynn and dragged him away.

Rupert, stood leaning on the tab!e,‘zroat ing hard.

. You hound!” he gasped. “If I Was fit I'd give you the
hiding of your life! As it is, it will keep! Chuck him out,
you fellows!”

““Chuck me out, is it?’ roared Flynn, now thoronghly
roused. “‘ Bedad, I'd like to see you do it, you spalpeens!”

““Then you shall have the pleasure of seeing 1t1” grinned
Kendal.

With & jerk they got him to the door.

“QOut with him!” eried Rupert.

Flynn was shoved roughly through the doorway. But the
moment their hands were off him he returned to the charge,
somewhat unexpectedly. He was quite wild now, and on the
warpath.

A drive in the chest made Denver sit down saddenly, with
a gasp, and a tap on the nose sent Kendal staggering against
Rupert Glyn, who clutched at the table to save himself. The
study table wasn’t built to stand the weight of two sturdy
seniors, and, as a natural result, it capsized, and Rupert fell,
and Kendal sprawled over him. : .

There were books and papers on the table, which weére

scattered far and wide, and, unfortunately, an open inkpot,_‘
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which slid from the overturning ftable and alighted upon
's nose.
K%g:}l:l gave a how! as the ink splashed o
_transforming him with startling suddenness into a
imitation of a nigger minstrel. S ; :
Flynn, looking at the collapse from the door, burst into a
or. -
N‘a'rHO:, lﬁl;'gi;lt;! Sure, I hope you'll sort yourselves out all

i darlints! By-by!” Lo
rlg‘Ahrtn'd ';xl: walked out a{;d banged the doo_rv}wmnd bhim,

““Got off my feet, can’t you, Kendal!” growled Rupf!rt.
& What did you want to fall against me for, you duffer?

Kendal was trying to wipe the ink out of his eyes. 3

#Who are you calling a duffer?” he exclaimed. *“If this
is the thanks 1 get for helping you, you won’t find me in a
hurry to do it again! What the dickens do you mean by
baving such a beastly gammy table in your study?”

“Oh, shut up, you two!” said Denver impatiently. * Don’t
you begin to row. I think we’ve had enough rows lately.”
Then he grinned as he looked at Kendal. ‘‘Christopher
Columbus, old felliow, you do look a giddy sight!”

“I'll break that Irish brute’s neek for him!” said Kendal
crossly. “Bat it's all Glyn's fault. What did he want to
pull the table over for?”

“Do you think I did it on purpose?’ enapped Rupert.
#Look at my papers, smeared all over with ink! Oh, Tl

. massacre that Irishman when I get near him again! Go and
ge:lgourself clean, Kendal ; and for goodness’ sake don’t talk
O :

- And Kendal, in a frightfully bad temper, quitted the study
- and made a bee-line for a bath-room to clean himself, sus.
~ taming a running fire of chaff from all he passed en route,
and disdaining fo reply to anxious inquiries as to whether he
designed starting in business as a nigger minstrel.
Denver helped the c&{)tain to put his study to rights.
o Lhings were in a fearful litter, for the drawer of the table
thad fallen out when it went over, and all sorts of nicknacks
were scattered about floor, along with the books and
papers and spilled ink. Rupert and Denver sorted them out
and gathered them up.

_ *“*What did Flynn come here for, Rupert?” asked Denver.
- “He had no business to come, when he’s in Coventry. What
~did he want?’ - -
- # He told a cock-and-bull story about having found out who
chucked that stone at me!” said the captain snappishly.
*He's gettuﬁwslck of Coventry, and.wanted a row, g sup-
pose—that’s about the truth of it ... .
Denver looked up, intere: T
: done 2" he gsk,ed.

out over his face,
very gami

id 1 m -was down on him for
dﬂ{oimf‘du% I was really lenient

m ﬂgnﬂi.y, ;ig#pom.thére’s no doubt
" said the captain irritably. “He
_:‘ - was innocent,” said Denver slowly, “he's

- Juniors as a thief, you know, and that
ot (1 bo mes guilty, he might be glad
t into a state of mind to do n&m ~+ g %

—"Well, he wasn't innocent!” growled Ru. ﬂb-“‘ nd &

- ht’fD: ﬂm:dnbject drop, for I'm sick to dep:tb,af Iagd o

enver made no reply to this not ovar-polite remark, but
went on gathering up the thi g < carpe
Slx‘fi%e_nlll_v e uttre;gd £n exclaxx$g(s>n?mtwred e =
ell, you are a careless chap, Glyn,” said,

al}?ys _’u;:d bmknftils for boolv:;‘xl:)mrksgv'r'1 Has N s
- 41e picked up a little leather-bo - ich
e AL el und account-book which had
folded lay half out of it, -

Rupert stared at him, e S

wved it somewhere and for i fecis 45
lo_naver took it am‘}n‘é !e:gottgd‘_o&gnt :-’“f e

< !@Glyn's face was wearing a decidedly worriad look.

that 4 banknote!” he faltered. . -
e joume for vourseli 2%
gg"&,_; it a fiver?” = et
The fact is, Denver, I—I had only oné fiver. If tha Ys
e fact s, Denvor, I—1 had onl . I that's t,
DL B Tt MR ol St

salk) y AT S Vit A

““matter,

- you think?”

half-open on the carpet. A =

+ What are you talking about. D P it =
“ Lok here, said the Sther. Holding g the Book with tho
crisp note stxckm& bety the leaves. I n rit's
‘m::tl;ourele;i, ,l'{lel,;\' 3 _you'rs 80 c with this
. _note, you may have b _the’other. 't wond
: if_-_k:lmvesgo 0% e . “E

‘always been masferful and overbea

sound British heart underneath;

Ty L,

Denver whistled expressively.

“Well, you have put your foot in i i

% 3 -] e oot in it i
mistake, old man !” he said, by way of co:};(‘:[a(t'lme'

Rupert took the book from his hand. jeie

“I remember now,” he said. “ You k : ;
of the football subscriptions in this bzgkl.‘nol‘v};afi l;iep Account
tions in that day, and then the banknote came in lesubsmp'
my uncle. I meant to put it in my desk. =I ﬁ? etl:ler from
done so. I remember now I was called sudden] e t.I.h“d

Denver looked at him grimly, ¥ away. |

*“ And, as a matter of fact,” he said coldly. ¢
folded up the fiver in that account-book, ana,p
out noticing it."”

"‘iwas in a hurry,’

“Yes, and you were in’'a thundering hurry to brand a

e ey B d
as a 28 1 NV X “Hang A X 5
bcast‘i?l;‘g said Denver sternly. “Hang- it all, Glyn, it was

“¥You needn’t rub it in,”" faltered ¢ o«
enough about it.” Rupert. I feal bud

“But stay a minute,” added Donver. “ILet’s
about l!t.} llr :sln't possible, I suppose, for Trimbll:utk:l::x
slipped the banknote into that account-book ¥, igit?

Rl{p«.'rn shl()ok his head. on the izt

““No. I keep it in that drawer, and the drawor's
I had just unlocked it to take something 6ut61:;'1¥;
Flynn came in and started rowing.” :

““He had reason to row with you, as it turns out,” said
Denver. “To be plain, then, you put the banknote away your- ;
self, and missed it afterwards, and didn’t know what you had |
done with it, and jumped to the conelusion that Trimble had
stolen it: And the poor litile brute was telling the truth all
the time when he said that he dida’t know anything about it.”

Rupert hung uis head.

““1 suppose he was,” he confessed. “I'm
about it, and I'll make it up to him somehow.”

** The first thing to do is to tell the true story in public, and
clear him of the suspicion of being a thief,”” said Denver,

“ That for a start. It will make you look a fool and a hasty,
hot-headed duffer, Glyn ; but so you are, and there’s no geiting
out of it !” -

“Pile it on,’* said the captain of Rookwood, with unusial
meekness. “I know I've made an ass of myself, Denver, and
I deserve it all. Say what you liko” = = g7

His evident contrition made Deénver relent. et

“Well, I dare say you fecl pretty rotten about it, without
my rubbing it in,”" he said. I dare say I've said enough.
But justice-will-have to be done. And theres that other

It seems to mo likely enough that Flynn was quite q
right, as the matter turns out, and that it was Trimble who
th{gw the stodntf lflrom the cloisters.”’ = ¥ gl

upert nodded, ¥

Since the discovery of his blunder, which ‘had had such
serious consequences, he was in a chastened mood, and more
inclined than usual to take opinions from othqn'._ln'%ﬁ-
was likely that the affair would be a lesson to him for his lite.

D;‘ The uesti}:)x; iﬁ. how to get the truth out of Trimble,” said
nver thoughtfully. IR
“Flynn suggestcg a way,” said Rupert. “He said Trimble
would tell the truth il I promised him immunity from punish:
ment in any case.” S e
“‘You refused?” st A
“Well, yes; but the case is altered now. I own lchdt
Tommy Trimble a wrong, and—and if he chueked mmﬁ;‘
me he was a little beast; but I have no nik;t “to_comp: '?o ‘L
After what we've just found out it would be 3 bit thick T
uni'ls‘}l:‘him for—for anything.” ; A
L t's true enough,” & T
# 8o there’s no hargm in'trying Flynn's pian,.and‘%ﬂgfgg
matter to the test,”’ said Rupert, in comlqsmn.-: “What C

And if we find that Wingale

and no

* you must haye
ut it away with.

awlully sorry

#J think you're guite right.
W%S‘InnOcenlt—e‘é :

Raupert coloured.

-1t will be deueed awkward, B
Coventry,” he said. “ But we want to get at the truth, 805
way. If he’s innocent, we shall have to beg 51'* N il
round, that's all, and 1'll be the first to do it. 1 think dded,
better have him in when we question Trimble,™ ROR0y
after a pause, *“I—I haven’t much doubf niow how X
turn out.  Will you ask him to step over, Denven:¥
Trimble?” : e 5

Denver nedded, and left the study. e

Rupert’s face wore a far from gratified eipm ras 0t
o . agrantly in the
pleasant to him to have to own himself -flagrantly 2 :
wrong, and to eat humble pie. - But at bottom his 'W juxl .

ST

> ki ‘ 1y on the surface, Wit
generous. His faults lay most_y Osnd,_ having ms
mind to do what was right, he did not hesitate 0

to carry it through. 3 : ’
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CHAFTER 10.
Set Right at Last,

INGATE and Tumbl« arrived simultaneously at the
door of the captain’s study, Wingate was consider-
: ably astonished by the message from the ca[xf_dm of
Rookwood. He had been in his study, listening to
Flyon's graphic account of the late occurrence, when Denver
same for him. Flynn accompanied his chum to the interview
wondering what on earth the message portended. Denver had
not ex.plamcd
Rupert's brow contracted just a little at sight of Flynn, who
was still grinning. But he rem .embered that he owed the dis-
covery of the truth about the banknote to the scene the Irish
lad had made in his quarters. He nodded to the two.
“Oome in ! he said. * Come in, Trimble !”
The fag looked very nervously at the captain of Rookwood
as he entered. =
#WWhat do you want with me, Glyn?’ Wingate asked
abruptly. “ Have you forgotten that the Form has sent meo to
(,ovenbry at your instigation ¢’

ert flushed
"ﬁere 8 been a discover vy made,”’

theros got to be an explanation.
down.”

% Thank you, Il stand,” said Wingate formally.

The eaptain bit his lip and turned to the wondering fag.

“Tommy,” he said, with an effort, *‘ I've found the bank-
note.”

Trimble started.

“You ve found ‘the banknote?”

“Yes.”

“fi’he one you said I had stolen?”

y “Ohl Then you'd better tell the Fourth Form so, and

they’ll stop calling me a thief "’ saxd Tommy savagely.
P tell the whole school so, Tommy,” said Rupert. He
wem.(m’, with an obvious effort: " Tommy, T—I beg your

PR T p——

he gaid awkwardly, “and
Fll be glad if you’ll sit

> Tommy Trimble could scarcely believe his ears. The captain
~of Rookwood College was apologising to him—to him, a junior
~ fag! Tommy Trimble swelled visibly.
- “Granted !” he said lofhly. “Tcll all the fellows, Glyn,
-~ and—and I'll overiook it”
Glyn seemed to gulf) something down, and Tom Flynn bursﬁ
= mt&m audible chuckle. But the captain took noiotice of ﬂm
junior’s impertinence,
9Pl set you right with your Form, Tommy,” he went on.
“But don’t go yet. There's another matter I want to speak
to you about before Wingate.”
3 wgsle. His look at once "sou
= ﬁ!& S!!:Hoask ther the senior had betrayed him.
5 r% iven a start. He wondered what was coming.
: 1 of his talk with the captain, and Wingate
e m:hether Rupert had come round to the Irish lad’s
. *m& is it Glyn?”’ stammered the fag.
» of all, I assure you that I am not going to pumsh

t Wingate's

ver yot ansv;er ;n quesﬁaons, y?u have %ﬁm to
d you for the note
= MW%”hkeﬁ 1‘.. I was tg,ﬁhmnan 11,0;2 ggned’ 12
W@xm tion T can make, I'm ready to make it.
in. , Tommy, and tell me the whole truth, and
S e fn‘mth. Do you know who ﬂung the atono at
: @ cloisters?”?
ptene gas grave i qmet :
ble looked: helplessly from the captsm to Wiﬁgal‘e
latter kep htteyias sfie:dx v down; a.;xd b:ul;ulg nt%t ‘meet
’s glance wandered bac o cap-e
!?g ips, but no word came forth.
inful silence.

[ shall not punish you, Tom
If’ggu q&d it, ;g%uhave kopt silent ‘”
?bnmx:pord"m' res nothiﬁgty _
afterwards that I did jt,"” ‘wailed Tommy, the
S a-hd to flow. th'*Bt:z:-—bat you hurt me’

—and the chaps were :
and T didn’t mean fo hurt you so mm
m mnt
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ednesday, 1ld,

he
“You had already thrashed him when he was guilt-
He had acted in a beastly way, but I didu’$ think ik
right to give him up to your tender mercies.”

Rupcvc hu~h(d

‘Of course, I didn’t foresee that I should be suspected,”
said Wingate. *I don’t know whether that would have made
any difference, though.”

‘You can go, Tommy.”

Gladly enough Trimble took himself off to tell the story
of his established inno cence to his Form-fellows, and to loftily
refer them to the captain himself for confirmation. The fag
had been through a hard time, but his ordeal was over, and
by many an act of kindness afterwards the captain of Rook-
wood strgve to make amends for his injustice.

After g“mhlr‘ had gone there was a short ~xlencc in the
study. It was broken by Rupert Glyn.

“T'm sorry I suspected you, Wingate,”” he said, frankly
enough. “TPm sorry we sent you to Coveniry. We were in
the wrong, though, under the circumstances, I think you must
admit that there was a certain amount of excusge for us, Hows
ever, we were in the wrong, and that’s all there is about it,
It’s all over now, and I beg your ,kn/]on I can’t do more
There’s my fist, if you choose to take it.

And he held out his hand.

There was, for a moment,
but it was only for a moment.

‘1 refused your kand once, 3
I may as well say that I had made up my mind to own to
it, when that affair of the cloisters occur red. You've ;,x\en
me a pretty rotten time lately between you, bui I don’t bear
any malice; and I hope we I be®better fneude in future, and
pull together, for the sake of the school.”

“He hr;’:g(d so hard that T promised to say nothing,”
replied.

loss:

a struggle in Wingate’s breast;
He took thC proffered hand.

’ he sai I was wrong ; and

““ Hear, hear?!” said Denver.
“Arr ah and thim’s m snmments intirely I’ exclainded
Flynn. * Let bygones be bygones. I wouldn't have cwned it

before, but sure Coventry’s a xmghty cowd place to live in, and
that’s the truth, And now,” he added, ** perhaps we’,ll wiu the

next footer mateh.” s i =
Flynn was right. With Wingate MW =
collgge team soon avenged the defeat they ha.d sustamed

wlmn he was | 3 Sdnﬁ tc
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