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THE FIRET CHAPTER.
Turning Over a New Leaf,
IMMY, old sport!”

Form
at
his

Third
study
in

6“
Algy Bilver of the
< strolled into the end
Rookwood, with his hands
pockets,

Hisg manner was cool and nonchalant, and
did not indleate in the least that he waw on
the worst of terms with his Cousin Jimmy.

He nodded ('mll{! to the juniors in the
study—Lovell and Raby and Newcome—who
looked at him rather grimly,

Jimmy Silver, the captain of the Fourth,
looked as grim as his comraden,

“Well?" he snapped.

“Well,” repeated Algy,
to see met”

Jimmy Silver looked at him,
He thawed a little.
Jimmy was very desiroug of getting on

“aln't you glad

_sbetter terms with his young cousin, whom

he was supposed to be keeping an eye on
at Rookwood,

Algy had angrily refused to
after.

Indeed, the more Jimmy looked after him
the more determined Algy seemed to be to
kick over the traces,

Quite recently Jimmy had eome upon the
sportive fag smoking, and conning over a
racing paper, and had felt it his cousinly
duty to glve Algy a bumping, to help him
back into the right path,

To judge by Algy's friendly manner, that
cousinly bumping had not been wasted,

“You don't .00k over pleased,” sald Algy,
eyelng Jimmy, “I've taken the trouble to
come and sco you, I can tell you the Third
don't approve of a chap belng chummy with
Fourth-Formers, 1t's considered rather ne
class In our Form.™

Jimmy grinned,

“There, that's better!” commented the
fag. “Put a smile on and keep it there!
Any grub going?"

The Fistical Four were
frugal tea,

But they were hospitable

“Oh, sit down!" said Lovell,

“Thanks—I will}*

The cheerful young gentleman pulled a
hox to the table and sat down-—chairs being
limited In number,

Jimmy Silver was smiling now,

“Help yoursell to the kippers, kid!" he
rald,

“Thanks!" said Algy.
to be enjoyin’ your company, Jimmy! You
were jawin' me the other day about my
naughty ways. I've been thinkin' it over.”

“I'm glad of that.”

*Banker in the study and smokes in the
woodshed pall in the long run,” the [lag
rattled on, “In fact, 1'm gettin' a bt blase,
and am thinkin' of turnin' over a new leal.
My old pal De Vere, at High Coombe, would
he shocked if he heard me say so. But
there you are. I'm repentin’. I suppose

be looked

at tea—a very

“Quite a pleasure
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it's the atmosphere of Rookwood—much more
elevatin’ than that of my old school, Sendin’
me here was really bookin' me to become
a reformed character.”

“You young assl”

“You don't seem overjoyed at my reform,
Jimmy."

“Oh, bosh!”

“I'm takin' up footer,” said Algy In an
Injured tone. “You must have seen me at

ractice. Third Form footer isn't quite up
o my mark, We played a mueh better
game at High Coombe, Now, you're junlor
skipper, Jimmy, and I want you to give
me a chance,”

“Eh

“Put me in the junior team.”

“Third Form kids are not up to the form
ol the junior eleven.”

“1 am,” anawered Algy c¢oolly. "Let me
practise a bit with the Fourth, and you'll
see. Il I'm pot good emough you c¢an turn
me down., I''m not askin' to play in a sehool
mateh, when you get your men from both
sides of Rookwood. But a House mateh,
Classical and Modern—no  reason  why |1
shnl&lhl\l't. play for the Classics, is there?”

Wl

“You haven't got such a crowd of first-
rate men, you know, specially now Erroll's
gone home with Mornington. Now, look here,
Jimmy, stretch a point, and give me a
chance.  You'll be reformin’ me, you know—
snatchin® me like a brand from the burnin'.
Isn't it worth while?"

Jimmy reflected,

It was true that Algy was a good footballer
for his age, young rascal as he was,

Playing him in a school match was out of
the question; but, after all, he might be
glven a chance agalnst the Moderns, Jimmy
refleeted.

Jimmy had two placeg to fill in the team,
and If Algy showed up well in practice——

“1 ean see you're goin' to say * Yes,'"
smiled Algy. “You're a good sort, Jimmy,
though a bit of an old frump! You c¢an
expect me down to practice to-morrow and
you can n-lty on secin’ me rtagger humanity.”

“Checky Hittlo beast!" commented Lovell,

“Well, look here, Algy,” said Jimmg Silver
at last, "1 ean’t pmmfu anything, but I'll
do my bhest for you, if you mean business,
1 suppose this means that you're done with
Pecle and Gower, and that set?"

“What do you think?" answered Algy.
“Peele & Co. haven't heen hall 80 goey
lately. I'm goin'

to pay Peele the quid 1
owe him, and Eay good’-bye to the dear boy."

“That's right.’

“1 suppose you could lend me the quid?”

“Oh!* said Jimmy.

“Stony, you know,” said Algy. “Pecle
would be willin' to play double or quits, but
I'd rather get clear of the whole shoot. Of
course, I'll let you have tho quid next week,
after my allowance comes.”
r.Illlmmy Sllver regarded him very thought.
ully.

Ho could read the expression in the faces
of his ehums.

He knew what they thought, but he did
not agree with them,

“0O1 courge, [ you
gighed Algy.

“1 had one from the pater this morning,”
said Jimmy.

“And I'll bet you Algy knew It!" growled
Lovell,

“Oh, cheese“it, old chap !

Algy Bilver wagged his forefinger at Lovell
reprovingly.

“That's suspicious,” he said, *“Don't be
suspicions, Lovell., 1t's rather no ¢lass.”

“You cheeky little worm!” ronred Lovell,

“Bhush! That isn't the way to talk to &
visitor.”

Lovell seemed on the point of an explosion.

Jimmy Silver struck in rather hastily,

“Here's the quid, Algy. Settlo up with
Peele, and have done with him, I'll expect
you on Little Bide to-morrow.”

“Done ! sald Algy,

He glunced over the table, which was buare,
and rose,

He slipped the currency note earelesaly
lnto his pocket.

“Thanks, old sport! Ta-ta!"

And the fag strolled out of the study,
whistling,

haven't a quid—"

THI SECOND CHAPTER,
A Surprise for the Nuts.

“ 881"
Three voices addressed that com-
plimentary remark, in unison, to

Jimmy Sllver, as the Third-Former
took hls departure

Jimmy Silver frowned uneasily.

"Oh, rats! What's the matter with youy"
he said.
“I'm blest if I ever saw a chap whose leg
was pulled go easily ! said Arthur Edward
Lovell, in disgust, “The little beast eame
here for your quid, and pitehed you a yarn
to squecze It out of you. Anybody but a born
idiot would see that )"

“0Oh. rot!”

“As for chucking up Peele, and banker In
the study, that’s all moonshine!” said New-

come. “He don’t intend unything of the
sorg "

“I helleve he doea!"

“That's beeause you're a born duffer,
Jimmy!" remarked Raby kindly. “I don't

blame you. old ehap; you can't help it. It's
a4 bad handicap!"”

“0Oh, rata!"

“Apd the cheeky young rascal, to think
of pushing himeelf into the junior eleven!™
excluimed Lavell dndignantly.

“I “don't see It!" sald Jimmy, with &
touch of obstinacy. “I sha'n't play him
unless he's up to the mark, you know that.
As a matter of fact, 1've had an eye on him,
and his pame is miles above the average
Third Form game.”

“Not up to our mark, I suppose?"”

“Well, no e couldn’t play for the Behool,
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but he might eome in very useful in a match
ugainst the Modern side.”

“Piftie "

Jimmy grunted.

“Not that he means it, cither,” pursued
Lovell “He won't turn up at practice
to-morrow  He was pulling your leg!”

“1 believe he will"”

“Well, you're n fathead!”

“Hear, hear!"

“SBhut up, both of you!”

Jimmy Silver walked out of the study.  His
temper was rising.
Perhaps it was rather hope, than faith, that

made Jimmy determined to belleve in Algy'e
new leaf,

Probably that made his chums’ disbeliet
all the mote Irritatin

Lovell breathed bard. .

“Of all the silly asses—" he growled.

«Never mind,  Give him his bhead ! sald
Neweome. “Jimmy has to be glven his hend.
Anybody can spoof him, and it can't e
helped !

“1'11 bet you that young waster I8 langhing
in his slecve now, and that quid will go in
panker in Peele's study!” snorted Lovell,

»I shouldn't wonder, Dut, aftee all, it's
Jimmy's quid{**

“Oh, rats!”

“Timmy will ses that he was spoofing when

he doesn't turn up at practice to-morrow,’

added Newcome soothingly.

“Well, yes, that's so.”

But there was a surprise for the Co, on
the morrow when they went down to Little
Hide nfter morning lessons, -

Jimmy Silver had called together his men
for practice, and with them came Algy Silver
of the Third

‘The fag was on the ground before the
Fistical Four, in fact.

Algy looked very bright, too.

“Hallo, he's there!” exclaimed Lovell, very
mueh taken aback.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“What are you doing here, young Silver?”
demanded Lovell grufly, as they came on the

fleld.

Algy looked at him coolly.
" Practico!” he answered,

“Oh! That's it. is it?"

“That's it. T don't need it %o much ns
you do, but here I am.”

Lovell murmured something
breath,
16 was bright, spring-like weather, and the
junfors joined up in the footer practice with
great rest, Algy with the others. And even
Lovell had to admit that the [ag was n
great form, considering hiz age.

He was as good a man as many fellows In
the Fourth, though naturally not up to the
fevel of the junlor team.

But there was no doubt that, with his
quickness and deftness, he might he made
into a very useful forward.

Pocle and Gower of the Fourth came down
to look at the practice.

'I‘Im).- were not footballers, and had very
little interest in the game.

They grinned as they saw Algy among the
foothallers

Smythe and Howard and Tracy atrolled
along and joined the Nuts of the Fourth, and
Adolphus turned his eyes upon Algy in con-
siderable surprise.

He jummed nn eyeglass into his eye, os I
to asslst him in realising the surprising
sight.

By gad!" suld Adolphus,

Algy Silver, though only a fag, had the
h{nul)ur of being admitted into SBmythe's select
elrele.

Being o sportive youth, with plenly ol
money, he was looked upon with a kindly cye
by the great Adolphus.

“That young merchanl playin® footer, by
gad!” aaid Smythe,

S Ratber a new deparbure, playin® with
hig cstevmea cousln,” sald Howard, langh-
ing. "1 understood they were ab daggers
drawn. Peele, old man, vou'll loge your
disciple, at this rate!”

Cyril Pecle shrngged his shonlders,

“Not mueh loss!” he answered.
not yearnin' for fag soviety.”

“@Good for you, Algy!” called ont Jiamy
Silver approvingly at that moment,

“On the best of terms, by gad!" said
Adolphius, with a stare. “I suppose that
monns that Algy won't turn up for hanker
tlis evenin'.”
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The Rookwood Nuts waited till the foot-
ballers came off, and then Smythe called to
the fag.

“Hallo, Algy!"

“Hallo!" answered Algy carelessly. 3

“I'm expectin’ you in my study this eyenin',
Some of the fellows are comin'.”

“8orry; can't come.”

And with that Algy walked on with Jimmy
§ilver, lenving the great Adolphus staring.

Jimmy Silver smiled, - and even Lovel
thawed a little.

It really did look as If Algy was fn earnest,
after all,

The fag went his own way,
Sllver went indoors with his ¢hums,
feellug very pleased,

“Are you going to play that kid, Jimmy "
asked Lovell, much less aggressively than
might have been expected,

“You saw how he shaped on the field,”
replied Jimmy Silver, " Why shouldn't I play
lim against the Moderns next Wr.dnud¥
eapecin IB as the Modern team will he weal 1
Tommy Doyle's laid up with a cold, and Lacy
is erocked, and Towle Is off colour. Tommy
Dodd's team won't be up to unmlrh-. and it's
a good chance for me to give the Third a
look-In for once.”

“Well, perhaps it won't do any harm,” con-
ceded Lovell,

And the next duy, when Jimmy Silver
wrote out the list for the forthcoming mateh,
the name of Algy Silver of the Third was
written down.

and Jimmy
He was

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Morny's Little Joke.
“ ORNY, by Jove!”
“And Erroll 1"
Jimmy Silver & Co. were at
footer practice alter morning
lessons on Tueaday when those exelamations
from the fellows round Little Side drew all
their attention away from foothall,

Jimmy Silver was just mnltinz n ahot when
he heard, and he looked round at once.

It was some time since Valentine Morning-
ton of the Fourth had gone up to London,
his chum going with him,

All Rookwood knew that the blind junior
wis to undergo an operation at the hands
of n famous specialist, and there were few
fellows at Rookwood who would not have
given a very great deal to hear that Morny
had recovered his eight. -

Erroll's devotion to his ¢hum had been
unfailing. He had never felt his blind com-
raile 23 a burden,

Never for an hour had his care ceased,
and the chums. had hardly ever been seoh
without oné another while the blind junior
was at. Rookwood.

It was known that there was hope for
Morny.

Phat was all that was known so far.

There  was considerable exeitoment among
the juniors ns Erroll was seen coming townrds
the football-ground, with Morny leaning on
lils arm,

.Ilmmly Silver's heart sank a little,

Mornington was wntkinf with  Erroll's
guidance, as of old, and that did not look
a¢ It the lope of his recovery had heen
well-founded.

“Poor old Morny!" murmured Lovell,

The foothallers moved off the field to meet
Erroll and Mornington, and all the juniors
gathered round them,

Morny's face was very grave and calm,

Kit Erroll was smiling a little, He seemed
to be In unusually good spirits,

“Hallo, old rcout!" snid Jimmy S8ilvor,
Y Hack again?”
“Ynas: back again,” said Mornington,

“That you, Jimmy Silver?"

“Yes, here I am!” said Jimmy, his face
a little shadowed,

The question was Information enough ns
to the condition of Mornington,

“What did the specialist say alter all?”
asked Raby.

“Oh, he talked no end of jaw-erackin’
words!" sald Mornington,

“HBut did you have the operation?”

“Oh, yaasl!”

“We hoped to sce you come back all right,
Morny,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Thanks, old scout! 1 was hopin' to be
able to play in the last footer mateh of
the season,” said Mornington. “Think youn
can lick the Moderns without me?”

“We'll try,” sald Jimmy, with n smile,

“Tt will take you all your time!” remarked
Tommy Dodd, the great chief of the Modern
juniors,

“ Bow-wow ! sald Mornington. “I'd unders
take to beat any Modern, even as 1 am!"

“0h, don't be funny, old chap!”

“Who's bettin' on it?* asked Mornington.
“1'll beat the best man the Moderns ean put
into goal, nn' chance it!"

“Ten to one!” chimed in Townsend of the
Fourth, at once,

“Quids?” msked Morny.

“Yes, if you like.”

“Done, then! Put your man
Tommy Dodd!" i

“What utter rot!" exclaimed Tommy.

Jimmy Silver was h-mwnlmgl.1

But for the fagt that Mornington waa
blind, Jimmy Sitver would have come down
on him sharp enough for making bets on the
football-ground.

But Morny's afMiction disarmed him,

Morny wis supposced to haye glven up
gambling and his other shady ways; bhut he
wan 8 ukln% quite Hke the old Mornf now.

“Where's the hnlif" continued Mornington,

Lovell had kicked the ball along as he
came, and It wia lying almost at Morning-
ton's feet,

Newcome punted It closer to him,
Morny felt for it with his foot.

That helpless, groping movement touched
the hearts of the juniors, though it made
still more absurd Morny's offer to kick a
gonl agalnst any defender Tommy Dodd
chose to put between the posts.

“put your man in, you Modern nssl” ex
claimed Mornington,

“1 tell you it's rot!”

“ Lot him have his way,” whispered Jimmy
Silver.

“Oh, all right!” sald Tommy resignedly.
“Get into gonl, Cook!" -

Tommy Cook went grinning into goal.

Morny in his other days had been o hard
man to stop, but Cook did not antlelpate
any difficulty in stopping him now.

Maorny pushed the ball Into the fleld with
his toe,

“1 say, is this
man's buff?” demanded Algy Silver,
a snifl,

“Shut up, Algy!"

“Well, 1 call it dashed rot! Here, don’t
run into me!” howled Algy, ns Morny, rush:
Ing blindly . after the ball, eannoned him.

Algy went over on his back with a crash;

“You slilly ass!” he yelled.

“Keep out of Morny's way, you young

%

In. goal,

and

a blessed game of blind
with

fool ! growled Lovell,

Mornington felt for the ball agaln wit
his feet, and dribbled it away towards the
goal where Cook was atanding grinning,

Possibly, from old recollections of the foot
ball-ground, he took the right direction.

He did not lose the ball, as the watching
junlors expected. When it went heyond his
rench he recovered it again,

“By gad, he's keopin' the ball goin'!" aald
Townsend, in wonder.

All eyes were on the blind junior.

It was really wonderful how Mornington
contrived to keep the bull at his foet, and
bear down steadily on goal.

The juniors watched him in amazement,

Jinmy Silver was rather uneasy, fearin
that the blind .}ﬂnlor would run into a goal-
post and hurt himself,

But Mornington showed no slgn of doing 80,

“Well, that beats the band!" exelaimed
Conroy, In wonder,  “Blossed if Moy
couldn't almost play footer, ab that rate™

"Ilh- won't get the goal!” grioned Towna
end.

“Well, no; that's not possible.”

“There he goes!” shouted Lovell, “Oh,
my hat! Goall”
*Goal 1"

“Grent Scott!l”

. “ was a yell of amazment on the football-
cld,

Morny had dribbled the ball right down
to goal, and kicked.

Tommy Cook, In goal, certainly wasn't
much on his guard—he did not think there
whi anything to fear from a blind foothaller,

But If he had been at his beat he woul
havoe had difficulty in stopping that shot.

Mnrnlnlgton had seemed to be alminf right
at bim, but at the lnst moment he changed
Wis foot, and kicked for the far corner of the

net.
The ball lodged before Tommy Cook was
aware It was coming there.
“Oh, my only hat!" gasped Cook.
“ Bravo, Morny !” 1
“Well kicked, sic!” |
The juniors gathered round Morningbon,
who was grinning.

T, ** REPRIEVED ! " R RIS A, OF (ST IR
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- yrinned Mornlngton. “3
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Ouly - Townsend - of the Fourth looked very
green,

'll-- owed Mornington ten “quids ™ for that
shiot,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
His Old Self!

w i ELL done, Mnru;l"
“Good man!”
“Towny here?” smiled Morn-

Ington, “You owe me a tenmer,
Towny.”

“Oh, gad!" said Towny.

“Morny!” murmured Erroll,

“My dear Townsend,” sald Mornlugton,
speaking in the celebrated solemn manner
of Mr. Bootles, the Form-master, *let this
be a warnin® to you. Do not indulge, my
dear Townsend, in betting or gambling of
any description ; and, above all, avoid puttin’
your money on dead corts.”

“Oh, ruts!”

“1 trust, my dear Townsend,
warnin® will not be lost on you.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Townsend,
oin' to pay up all right, You'll have
to walt till next week for
half of it, that's all.”

“Ha, ha! Fathead, I
was culy pullin' your leg!”
ehuekled Mornington. “The
bet's off I

“It's not off 1" snapped
Towny. “I've lost, an' 1I'm
goin' ta pay !

Mornington burst into a
roar of laughter.

The juniors were staring
at ‘him blankty,

A susplelon of the truth
dawned upon Jimmy
Silver's mind, and his face
lighted up,

“Morny ! he exclaimed
hreathlessly,

“Gueessin® =+ It smiled
.\Imny. "By gad, you look
;ulm'mhed. the lot of you !

“You-~you—you can see
how we look!” stuttered
Lovell “How the merry
thunder can you—."

“Reeause I ean seo just
as well a8 you can!"

that this

was only pulling your leg.
I wanted to astonish the
natives, that's all.”

“You can see!” shouted
Lovell.

“You bet "

“You knew it, Erroll, you
spoofer!" exelaimed Raby,

Kit Erroll Jaughed,

“Yes, of conrse! Morny
wanted to spring a surprise

WP
Ny
o
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Lovell. ~ “Shat wp, Silver Twol Do you
mind if T break yowr cousin’s nock, Jimmy "

Jimmy luughu?.

“Come on, Morny!" he sald. " Never mind
footer now., Let's take him In, you fellows
-—shoulder-high !

“Hear, hear!"

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mornington,

With great heartiness, the Classieal juniors
collared Mornington, and he was borne away
shoulder-high to the School Houge,

Mornington went in to see the Head,
walking as i on alr,
‘Erbert of the Second rushed to him in

the passage.

He caught Morny's sleeve excitedly.

“Morny, i8 it true?” he exclaimed breath-
lenaly,

Mornington smiled down on the fag,

“Looks ltke it," he answered. “Are
pleased, 'Erbert?”

Mornington secundus’ face was beaming.

“Oh, Morny!” he gasped, “Oh, Master
Morny! I'm so Jolly glad!"

“Thanks, old kid!"

Mornington went on to the Head's study.
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Any room for a chap about my size on
Wednenday, Jimmy Silver?"
Jimmy looked grave.

“Well, I've made up the team," he said.

“I didn't know you and Erroll would be
back, and I've glven my young cousin a
chance. 1-=I'll spenk to Algy—»

“0Oh,
“All

don’t!” sald Mornington at onece.
serene! I shall want some practice
first, anyway. QGive me a chanee later.”
““1I'l put you inte the Bagshot match
on Saturday,” sald Jimmy at- onece,

" Right you are!"

“Algy must be coming on, to be played
for the junior eleven,” remarked Erroll,

“I'm giving him a chance," explained
Jlml% “He's sticking to footer, and he's
droppéll some of his old gumes, so——""
“1 dare say he's all the

better for not
knowin' Lattrey any mors,” remarked
Mornington, *“ Ny the way, how's Lattrey:!”
“He's still in sanny,” suid Jimmy Silver,
“Mendin®, I hope?”

"Oh, yes; but he won't he about again

for some time.™
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on J’ﬂ!l. so 1 played up ! he

sald.  “The operation was

@ success—a ripping  sue-

cess! Morny's all right !
“Murrah!"

THE WINNING QOAL !~ Like a flash Alg
net before Tommy Gook could realise the d.»rp There
Fag's goal !" * Brave, Algy, you've saved the match | "'

y Silver !o:pod

forward and headed the ball into the
was n howl round ths fleld. * Qeal !
(Bee Chapter 6.)

‘Oh, how jolly pood!”
exclaimed Jimmy Silver heartily, “ Why,
you spoofing bounder, you could see Cook all
the time while you were kicking that goal!"

“Ha, ha! DIid you expect a blind ehap
to klek a goal ¥

annaondn face WAs A ﬂtllily,

“ All serene, Towny!" chuckled Mornington,
;' lt Iwnn only pullln’ your nutty leg! It's no
bet 1"

“Congratulations, old chap!” sald Jimmy
Silver, “I've never had such good news In
mwy life.”

“Jolly good
Mornington,

His dark eyes were shining, and it was
evident that he was greatly elated.

The little “spoof » he had played on the
Junlors was quite in Morny's way, and they
readily forgave him for it.

There had been a time when Jimmy
Silver and Morny were enemles, but Jimmy's
pleagure was great at seecing the dandy ot
tookwood well again,

Algy Silver broke in sullenly,

“You spoofin' rotter, you biffed me over
on purpose, then?”

“Exactly!” amiled Mornington.
saw a fag who wanted biflin'
you do, young Silver!”

“HBerve you jolly well

of youn teo say so,” sald

“I never
more than
right!” growled

NEXT
TUESDAYI

* REPRIEVED ! "

When he c¢ame out, with a happy and
elated face, Bulkeley of the Hixth met him
and shook hands with him, with n word of
congratulation,

It was no wonder that Morny was in groat
spirits that day.

He had been plunged into eruel darkness
by the act of Lattrey of the Fourth, He had
known almost the greatest misfortune that
could have fallen upon him,

He had borne it with steady courage,

But now the bleased lght- of day was
restored to him, and he rejoiced,

And almost an pleasing was the unaffected
delight with which his recovery was greeted
by the whole sehool.

When the Fourth Form came In to legsons
that afternoon, Mornington came in  with
them, ‘to reeelve more congratulations from
Classicals and Moderns alike,

It was strange enough to see Morning-
ton sauntering along unguided, with a smile
on his handsome face, and his dark eyes
bright and cheery.

There was a eeclebration in the end study
at tea-time, and Morpington and Erroll were
distinguished guesta,

“What about the footer?” Morny asked,
over tea. “I'm dyin' for a game of [ooter.

“An' when he he's goin’, 1
suppose 7"

“1 suppose 80,” sald Jhmmy.

gets well

“I've  been thinkin® about that," said
Mornington,  “Tt was Lattrey doused my
@lim, and he ought to have been sacked

for it, an’ he was at the finish. Hut—
but It was Lattrey helped me out of the
railway smash, an’'—and I'm not hearin’
any mallee, after that, 1f it depended on
me, I'd say give the fellow another chance,
and let him stay at Rookwood.”

“T don't suppose the Head would let him,”
sald Jimmy, shaking his head. 111 Pl |
must say 1 don't feel so down om Lattrey
now, for one. He did a jolly plucky thing
that nobody would have expected of him.*

“But he did it,” sald Mornington. “1'd
like him to get some benefit from it. He
got all the benelit of the bad things he did.*”

Jimmy langhed,

1t depends on the Head,” he remarked.
“1 don’t suppose the Head will ask us for
adviee.”

“Ha, hat No!”

And then the talk ran on the football
prospects for the windaip of the season—a
riuther more congenial subject than Lattrey
of the Fourth.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Dark Suspicions.
™y YRIL PEELE was waiting in Morny's
study when he cnme there \\‘fth
Erroll after tea,
Morny glanced
nodded carelessly.

Bt he looked round the study with great
satisfaction, It was a pleasure to him to
be in hin old quarters again.

; i .'!'ully glad to see you back, Morny!" sald

"oele.

“Thanksa!™

“I looked In to uPnaL to you."

"Oot on, Peelo,” said Mornington, with
a grin.  “Have the dear boys guessed that
I've come back from my uncle’s with a
liandsome l.lIl in my pocket? An' ls there
i game of banker goln' in Smythv's study
this evenin'»

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Peele irritably,
“0 supposs you know there's a Classlenl-
Moderin match to-morrow
: 2 drl,l—li ;Jm-i!l 1 'I“m that your merry
young disciple, of Lie Thi ‘in'
tor the l.}lu‘uh:utn.i!:’lIr e NI

“He's not my disciple!” snapped Peele.

at  him, and

"I mnever have anythin' to do with him
now "

Morny laughed.

“Jimmy Silver thinks he's turned over

i new loaf,” he remarked. “1 did not think
there waa anythin® in it,”

"“:cll, I'm done with him, anyway.”

::“hnb a stroke of luek for Algy!"

Oh, cheese 6! I'm not hiere to jaw about

A gilly fag!” growled Peele.  “1'm luyin’
money agalust the Classicals, and if you
choose to put a quid or two on——"" ]

M&ylﬂng ?ntmml.

“Well, what are you cacklin' at now?" de-
man&lmlhl"orllle 'm\;;nely. b+

“Ha, ha, ha! a4k your dear young pal got
into the team to let the Modern?thr‘ouplh"’

"1 tell yon, he's not my pal!™

“Theén why are you layin' money against
the Classicals? Tommy Dodd's team isn't up
‘t:;- ):}rennth. and Classicals are bound to

“I don't think g0, said Peele. “I've got
the money—dou’t you fear about that; I
happen to be well-heeled just now. Smythe's
holdin® the stakes. What do vou say?”

“M{ dear man, I've given up hettin',” eald
Mornington, Inughing. “But if I were still a
bettin’ (-hur I wouldn’t back a team that had
n friend of yours fn the ranks. Not quite
good enough.”

“I've booked bhets already.” -

“Muat be a born lunatie, then,” eaid Morn.
inzton dryly. “Why, your game's as plain
as daylight.”

“I've bpoked bets with Traey of the Shell.”

“Oammon !"

“"You ean ask him.”

Mornington stared at Peele

Adolphus Smythe's select elrele, but he had
much more brains than Adolphus.
He was, In fact, a much more shady fellow
that Adol;‘;huu, and much keeuer,

Of all the Rookwood junlors he was the
most like Lattrey, late of the Fourth,

It Tr.ucr had booked such bets, it was a
“facer”’ for Morny, for Tracy of the Shell
certninly koew what be was ubout, If any-
hody did.

It was impossible that Morny's susplelon
shanld not have eccurred also to Traey's keen
mind,

“How much
Morny at last,

“Five gulds, even betting."

“And Tracy's Inid his money on Classles?"”

“Yes, Bmytho's holding the stakes.”

“Well, I alwaya thought Tracy was more
rogue than fool!” commented Mornington,
“He seems to be more fool than rogue, after
all. You can tell him that, with my Kkind
regards. Ta-ta!'

“Then you're not bettin'?"

“Thanks, no! You shock me by the sug-
gestion, dear boy !

“Oh, rats!" eald Peele crossly, and he
quitted the study, and slammed the door
after him,

Mornington looked
chum.

“That's a queer bizney, Kit," he remarked,

"Vory queer," sald Erroll. “I'm glad you
Im%d nothing to do with his blackguardly
rob.”

have you hooked?' asked

very curiously at hiy

“Onh, P've chucked it all up long ago, but
if T was a bettin® chap I shouldn't be taken
in quito so easily as that. It beats me how
Tracy's been hoodwinked. I wonder—""
Morny chuckled. “I1 wonder if Jimmy Silver
knows why his preclous cousin has squeeged
into the team, after all?*

“He ought to know, if it's true,” sald
Erroll, with an angry frown. “Of course, a
chap can’t say anything without proof.”

u“o 'l‘nr.”

But Jimmy Silver was not long In hearing
talk on the subject, though no word came
from Mornington's study.

The fuct that Peele was trylng to book bets
agninst the Classical team in the morrow's
mateh was soon the talk of the Fourth,

Jimmy Silver was aogry enough when he
heard it.

The shady blackgonardism of Pecle & Co.
was no business of his, certainly, but it
Irritated him.

And it bronght into his mind the same sus-
picion that had occurred to Mornington,

In fact, that suspicion was pretty widely
held in the Fourth.

Peelo's five-quid bet with Tracy major was
hig only one, and how Tracy came to be ass
enough to make it beat Tracy's friends.

Traey's nutty pals remonstrated with him,
but ln valn; not that Pecle would have eon-

Tracy. of the Shell was & member of
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sented to eall the bet off.
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THE S8IXTH CHAPTER.
Tricked !
HE next day Jimmy Silver was in »
thoughtful and uncomfortable mood,
Some of the fellows sald nothing,
from a regard for his feelings, for the
young rascal of the Third was his cousin,
Some were painfully candid.
But Jimmy Bilver went on his own way, and
Algy's name remalned in the footer list.
Early in the afternoon the foothallers
gathered on Little Bide, and Algy Silver was
there In the Classicnl colours,
All the Classlenl players gave him grim
looks, excepting his Cousin Jimmy. -

Algy did not seem to mind.

He gauntered on the fleld with the air of
a fellow who owned the ground,

Ho nearly exasperated Lovell into assaull
nnd battery h{ the cool nod he gave him,

There had been so much talk about the
match that there was an unusually large
attendnnce round the ropes.

Mornington and Erroll were carly on the
ground to watch the game,
Mornington amiled sarcastically as lhe saw

Algy among the Classical footballers,

Jimmy Sllver did not look go cheerful as
was his habit on such oceasions as he led
his men into tho fleld.

The feeling in his team worrled him, a4
well a8 his own secret nnd unconfesscd mis
glvings. q

Jobson of the Fifth was referec.

He blew the whistle, and the game started,

“Now look out for Algy!" murmured
Mornington. el

Tommy Dodd & Co. started with a rush
into the Clasaical ground,

Two of Tommy's best men—Doyle and
Towle—were off the list, but otherwisg the
Moderns were In great form. ‘

But so were the Classicals, as they soon
proved. f

Algy Sllver waa In the front line, and
very nenrli- all eyes round the fleld were
fixed upon him,

Certainly at the start he showed up well
enough,

He displayed great eleverness In eluding
charges from heavier Moderns, and he was '
remarkably quick and nimble upon his fegt,

His passing was really first-class, and when
Dick Oswnld scored the frst goal It was
from a very neat pass given him hy Algy.

Jimmy, at centre-half, had his eyes on.
his cousin a good deal of the time, and he
wna greatly relieved by the way Algy played
up. 4

Oswald's goal was the first In the mateh,
und the Classicals round the fOeld cheered

vociferonsly,

“HBravo!” shouted Tracy of the Shell
“Well kicked! And well passed, by gad!”

“Well passed, young ‘un!”

Morpington, utterly puzzled, glanced at
Peele, :

The latter's fuce wns a study,

It was easy to seo that Cyril Pecle had not
been expecting good play on the part of his
“diseiple.”

Tommy Dodd & Co. fought hard to
equalise, but at the end of the first half the
score remnined unchanged—one up for the
Clussios,

Jimmy Bilver elapped his  cousin on the
shoulder when the whistle went for hall-time,

“Good for you, young ‘un!” he enld, |
pleased and relieved,

Jimmy's faint suspicion was quite dispersed
now,

He was ashamed, In fact, that he had eéver
allowed it to ereep into his mind.

Algy gringed at him.

“Well, didn't I tell you I was goin' to
play the game of my life?" he nsked,
“Have I helped the Moderna through, as
Lovell expected?” ¥

“Abem ! murmured Lovell,

“Mave T got fnto the way of your inerry
forwards, an' bumped inoto the halves, an'
made things easy for the Moderns?” grinned .
Algy, “Bless your little hearts, all of you,
I kinew what you were expectin'l 1've hear:
quite a lot concerning mysell these lnst few
days, The chaps haven't enred if I've henrd
their remarks or not! Jimmy, old scout,:
do you think I onght to apologlse for diss
appointin' your team?”

“You young ase!” said Jimmy, laughing,

“1 don't understand it!" growled Lovell,

“Lots of things you don't underatand,”™
remarked Algy, *It's your brain, you know.
Sorry you can't get n new one."
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But, really, he had to admit that Algy
wns piaying “up to sample,” so to speak.

The whistle went again,

Algy was the centre of attention—a great
honour for a fag player in a mateh above

hila weight,
Many fellows expected him to begin
fumbling tactics, suspecting that he had

merely been Im:rlng up appearances o for,

But pothing of the kind haneued,

Algy wan playing up remarka aiy.

Tommy Dodd & Co, got through at lnst and
scored, hut it was Impossible to attribute
nnl! blame to Algy for that.

The peore remained level till close on the
finish, the Classicals pressing hard, and the

~Moderns struggling to defend their goal,

The ball went In from Pons, and Cook, in
the Modern goal, fisted it out,

Like a flash Algy Silver leaped forward, and
headed the ball into thie net before Tommy
Cook could realise the danger.

There was a howl round the fleld.

“@Goal!l doall"

“Fag's gonl! My hat! CGoal! Goal!™

“Bravo, Algy!"

Jimmy Silver almost hugged his cousin,

Algy had taken the winning goal—after so
much black suspicion !

For [t was the winning goal—there were
only three minutes to go, and they were
drawn hlank,

Lovell & Co. wore very curlous expressions
as they eame off the fleld—vietorions. y

Lovell, after an inward effort, clupped the
!n,; on the shonlder,

“Sorry, Algy!” he said.

“Don't mench,” yawned Algy,
lielp being an ass, o rha{»."

L. By 1nd. 1 wish I'd taken Peele’s beta
now," sald Adolphus Smythe, in great wonder,
“¥ou've won, Tracy,”

“Looks MNke it,” said Tracy, with a grin.

“Here's Peele's fiver—it's yours."

Tracy of the Bhell pocketed that fiver with
great satisfactlion.

He sauntered away, giving Peele & nod and
a smile as he passed him.,

Peole gave him a look in return that was
almost homieidal.

“You rotter!” he panted,

Tracy looked surprised.

“What's the row?" he asked.
1 won square?”

Cyril Peele trembled with rage.

f‘"Do you think I ean't sée it?" he hissed.
“That " young villain was foolin' me-—he'd
xed it up with you beforehand to bag my
fiver, and you're goin' halves with him."”

Traey of the 8hell raised his eyehrows,

“Menn to m\g that you fixed It with Algy
to losa the match?” he smiled.

“You—you know I did!" Peele panted, "1
wondered you never guessed, when the other
fellows did—an’—an' you knew all along—
you were in the game with the young hound
to take mo in!"

“My dear chap, I shouldn't speak too
londly,” saild Tracy ealmly. “If Jimmy Silver
knew you'd made such an arrangement with
his comil:'n} I faney you'd get the hidin' of
your life,

Peele choked with rage as the Shell fellow
snuntered away,

“Hard cheese!” It was  Morny's volce,
and Peele started and stared at him blackly.

“You can't

“Haven't

“1 faney I can see the little game now—
delightful youth, Algy! You're lucky that
I didn't take your hl:{, old seout,”

Peele drove his hands deep into his pockets,
and tramped away without replying.

A little later he saw Algy come out of
Traey's study, kmiling,

Algy eyed him wnrrly as he came eavagely

up.

“@ot your half?" hissed Peble,

“What, are {ou burblin' about?” smiled
Algy. “Feel rather a lame duck? Serve you
right for askin' a stainless youth like me to
play falge in a footer mateh. And next time
wé mar nap, old ehap, don't have a eard up
your sleeve, as you did last time—1 always
get my own hack in the long run."

And  Algy sauntered away, leaving Peele
apeechless. :

It wans fortunnte for Algy that Jimmy
Silver did not know the facts of the matter;
very fortunate indeed that Peele dared not
tell him.

But Jimmy was destined to be enlightened,
in more ways than one, on the subject of
his consin Algy of the Third.

THRE END,

( Another grand complete story of Jimmpy
Silver & Co. mnext Tuesday, entitled
“Reprieved!” by Owen Conquest. Make
#ure of a copy of the PorvLArR by ordering
in advance.)
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(Continued from page 10.)

enmily, scorn, hatred! His face went
paler.

“Here he is 1"

“ Have him out!”

Wharton pulled himsell together. A
bitter smile came upon his lips as he
looked over the surging crowd. With a
firm step he descended into the Close,

Crash, crash, crash |

It was the first blare of the shvage
music | The drumming-out had begun !

“You eads—you rotters!” howled Bob
Uherr{l, springing to his chum’s. side.
“Let him alone! He's going—isn't that
enough 1"

“Stand back, Cherry "

“1 won't!"”

“Then we'll jolly soon make you!”
growled Coker of tﬁo Fifth.

“* Hands off "

‘‘Rats 1"

Five or six pairs of hands wero laid
upon Bob Cherry. He struggled des
i)emtoly, but he was hurled away.

Iurree Singh dashed to his aid, and was
pitched nside. Wharton clenched his
fists ; the crowd closed round him, and ne
was hurried on. Back towards the School
House Bob Cherry and Inky were hustled,
still struggling in vain. Harry Wharton
surrounded by a erowd, hissing and
groaning, was hurried towards the gates.

“ Hands off the cad !" shouted Bolsover
major. ““He's not fit to touch! And we
don’t want the prefects interfering |”

» And the juniors gave Wharton room.

Round him the crowd surged, and the
drumming-out had begun in earnest now.

“" (‘nd 1"

“Rotter 1" .

" Get out "

Wharton strode on steadily, his face
Falo as _death, his brows contracted, his
ips set in a tight line, .He looked neither
to the right nor to the left.

But that march to the school gates was
agony to him.

The gates were reached at last; they
were OEL‘II, and Gosling stood there—and
even the crusty old face of the school
porter was scornful, contemptuous, like
all the rest.

Crash, crash, crash!

Wharton strode through the gateway.

Tho gates clanged shut behind him.

Back in the Close, Bob Cherry
struggled free from his assailants; but he
was not fighting now. The nabob leaned
exhausted against the wall. Bob Cherry
f;l_mtcd for breath, and there was a sob in

i throat,

“You fools, fools, fools!"” he panted.
‘1 tell you he's innocent !"

*“ Bhut up !"

“1 tell you—-"

But the roar drowned Bob Cherry's
husky voice,

From the gates came a blare of noise.
It died away. The drumming-out was
aver |

Harry Wharton was gone !

Out in the road, pale, worn, with shame
in his face, despair in his heart, the de-
serted junior tramped on wearily to the
rallway-station, gwltless but condemned
—and Drummed Out of Greyfriars!

THE END,

(You must not miss next week's
aplendid long, complete atory of Harry
Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars, entitled
“Fighting For His Chums!" By
Frank Richards.)
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All about the Famous Engine which
forma the subject of Our Free Plate,

THE ATLANTIC
LOCOMOTIVES

OF QUR

MONOPOLISTIC
RAILWAY!

By a RAILWAY EXPERT.

RITONS do not like monopolies, but
Ita  monopolist ruilwnynihu North
Eastern—is not unpopular.

From York, where its hendquarters
are, the North Eastern Railway has the
whole of England, northward to t{n Scoltish
border, to itself. This monopoly extends not
only to the district from the centre of the
country to the N.E, Coast, but cmbraces
parts west of the centre line. Bouth of York,
also, the N.E.R. extends its tentacles, and
although the trains of other rallways are
admitted into the important York station of
the N.E.R., the lines of no other rallwa
approach within several miles of the head-
quarters of the N.E.R,

In actual mileage, the N.E.R., with its 1,700
miles of line, is exceeded only by the G.W,
and L. & N.W, Railways. To people living
in populous places, such as Newcastle-on-
Tyne, Hull, Leeds, York, Scarborough, and
the many important coast towns in the Tees,
Woar, and Tyne districts, the N E.R. is most
important; but the importance of thix rail.
way to most other people lles in the circum-
stance that the N.E.R. forms the central link
in the East Coast route to Scotlund. Those
who g.nurnr.y from King's Cross to Edinburgh,
Perth, Dundee, Aberdeen, ete., although they

robably imagine they are travelling to Scot-
and by the G.N.R., in fact reach the end of
that system “in a ploughed field four miles

north of Doncaster,” and although the G.N.

engine hauls them to York, they have heen

on N.E. metals since rulln. Shaftholm,

(end-on) Junction, 28 miles south. At Yor

# ¢yN.E.R. iron horse replaces the G.N.R.

engine, The “exchange is no robbery,” for

the N.E.R.'s fnnenger locomotives can hold
their own with most others. The express
traing are haunled by big engines of the

“ Atlantic "' type, one of which, No. 2183, 11

illustrated in facsimile colours in the plate

presented with tiiis issue. $

A feature that adds additional Interest to
the N.E.R., and to ita engines In particular,
is that these locomotives run right through
to Edinburgh. By right of territory they
should be changed at the border town of
Berwick, but after much litigation the N.E.R.
established its right to haunl the East Const
Anglo-Scottish traine for 57} miles over the
N.B.R. to the Waverley Station, Edinburgh.

In pre-war days the 2056 miles from York
waro covered in 4 hours, Includinqrn stop at
Neweastle, 80 miles from York. The speed,
Including  the |leip was thercfore over 60
miles an hour—d uilnctly good.

That the engines of design similar to
No. 2188 are extremely werful  will be
allowed when the liberal dimensions of the
working parts are consldered.

Water is picked up on the 124} miles long
‘r:on-:top rung between Neweastle and Edin-

urgh.

For once we are able to record an advance
on pre-war achievements. Tn 1014 there were

only 8 of these runs dally, but in 1021 the '

number had been inecreased to 10 a day.

Apart from the important part played in
the East Coast  Anglo-Scottish services by
N.E.R. locomotives, these engines in pre-war
days held first place for the quickest  start
to atop run in the world, True, It was but &
short ong (44} miles between Darlington and
York), but it wans covered in 48 minutes, or
at the rate of 01.7 miles an hour.

The best in the way of speed the N.E.R.
can now show is 54.8 miles an hour, over the
sume courso from York to Darlington,

Its backers amongst rallwayists are looking
for the return of the N.E.R., to top place in
the speed list. They may be disappointed,
but all Yorkshire is enthusiastic at holiday
times over the N.E.R. fine services of fast
expressea from Leeds and similar populous
places to Scarborough, DBridlington, ete.
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