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THE BOY WHO BORROWED A NAME! The merry Knuts’

latest rag against

the g'afmekeeper’s ” son brings about the revelation of Lord Bob’s a

at Rookwood !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Adolphus is Sorry He Spoke!
& HERE'S the charity cad!”
Smythe of the Shell made
the remark, }z:s Dick Morcom
the

came staircase at
Rookwood.

Adolphus Smythe was lounging by the
landing yindow, with Townsend and
Topham of the Fourth. He turned his
eyeglass upon Morcom with a lofty
glance of scorn as he spoke, loud enough
for the new junior to hear.

Morcom did not heed, though he cer-
tainly heard.

He had a letter in his hand, and a
rather worried frown upon his brow.
As a rule, Morcom was as cheery and
happy-go-lucky as any fellow in the
Classical Fourth; but just now he
secemed decidedly troubled.

He passed the group of knuts on the
landing, and went on to the upper stair-
case, unheeding.

And Adolphus Smythe, encouraged,
continued in still louder tones:

“What's Rookwood eomin’ to, I
wonder, when dashed gameckeepers’ sons
are sent here? Looks to me as if our
people ought to interfere, and put it
before the governors—what ?”

“Jolly good idea!™ assented Town-
send. .

“Toppin said Topham. “The
worst of it.1s, that the rank outsider is
planted in our study! Contaminatin’,
vou know !”

“Horrid !” agreed Smythe sympa-
thetically. “Disgustin’, in fact! The
fellow ought to be kicked out of Rook-
wood !”

Still Morcom did not heed. He had
heard many unpleasant remarks since
he had come to Rookwood, and perhaps
he was getting used to them. And
Adolphus, still more encouraged, con-
tinued in the same strain, under the
impression that the new junior was
affecting not to hear, from motives of
“ funk.”

“Low bounders like that, who shove
themselves in among gentlemen, ought
to be dealt with in a drastic way!
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What about rollin’ him down the stair-
case for a start?”

Morcom, who was half-way up the
upper staircase, stopped at that, and
looked round.

He put his letter into his pocket, and
came down again, to the landing.

Townsend and Topham looked rather
uneasy. And Adolphus Smythe, though
he was a Shell fellow and much bigger
than Morcom, did not seem quite eagy
in his mind as the new junior crossed
the landing towards him.

Possibly Adolphus wished, just then,
that he had made one remark fewer.

“Well, what do you want?” snapped
Smythe, with an attempt at bluster, as
Morcom walked up to him. ;

“I want to be rolled down the stair-
case, if you can handle the job, old
bean,” answered Morcom agreeably.

“Don’t call me old bean!” said
Adolphus. “I want to have nothin’
whatever to do with you!”

“Towny and Toppy can lend you a
hand. if you like!” suggested Morcom.

“Oh, get out!” said Townsend.

Morcom grinned.

“Dear men, are you really funky of
a gamekeeper’'s son—and you three to
one ?” he asked. 3

“Don’t. talk to us, you outsider!”
said Topham.

“PBut Smythey was talking to me,”
said Morcom cheerfully. “ At least, he
meant. me to hear., Are you going to
roll me down the stairs, Smythey?”

“I'm not going to soil my hands on
you!” said Adolphus.

“I’'m mnot so particular about my
hands !” grinned Morcom. “I['m going
to soil them on you,, Smythey.”

Adolphus backed hastily to the win-
dow.

“Hands off, you cad!” he exclaimed
wrathfully.” “If you dare to——"

“I'm going to roll you down, old
bean,” said Morcom. ‘Here goes !

He made a jump at Adolphus Smythe,
and coellared - him. The dandy of the
Shell went reeling across the landing in
the grasp of the sturdy new junior.
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“Oh!” gasped Smythe. “Ow! Lend
a hand, you fellows!”

Townsend and Topham hesiiated for
a moment. They objected very strongly
to disordering their elegant “clobber ”
in a rough-and-tumble on the stairs.
But Adolphus Smythe was really in
need of help; there was no doubt about
that.

“Come on, Toppy!” muttered Town-
send. -
And the two knuts of the Fourth

rushed to Adolphus Smythe’s aid.

They grasped Morcom, just in time to
keep him from rolling the Shell fellow
down the lower stairs. ;

Morcom returned grasp for grasp, and
his grasp was a good deal harder and
more determined than that of the knuts.

For a few moments four juniors were
mixed up in a wild serimmage on the

landing.
Then from the struggling bunch
Townsend was suddenly detached,

hurled over the edge of the landing.
He bumped on the stairs and rolled
down.

Topham followed him a moment later.

Smythe struggled frantically to save
himself from a similar fate. But he was
swept away in the powerful grasp of the
new junior.

“Ow! Leggo! Oh! Oooocoop!”
spluttered Adolphus as he went down.

-He crashed on Townsend and Top-
ham, who were sprawling breathlessly
on the stairs.

Morcom, a little breathless, with his
tie streaming out, and his Eton jacket
badly rumpled, stood on the landing and
looked down at the knutty trio. They
‘did not look so knutty now.

“Coming up to have some more ?” he
asked. with a chuckle.

“OH

conth

“Oh gad!”

There was a shout of laughter from
the lower passage, where a dozen fellows
had witnessed the disaster of Smythe

Co: )
“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Go for him, Smythey!” shoutedy dutiful letter from his protege—natur- car. Tt couldn’t come that way !
Gower of the Fourth. : ally, of course. Morcom would have|grinned Morcom. “The pater won’t be
“Oh dear!” gasped Adolphus. written. I—I haven’t. The pater|able to stay very long. The Head will

“Play up, Towny!”

“Ow! Wow!” said Towny.

“Not coming up?” grinned Morcom.
“I’'m not going to wait for you, you
know! Don’t you want any more?”

Evidently the knuts of Rookwood did
not want any more. They picked
themselves up, and went down instead
of up the staircase.

Morcom chuckled and turned away,
and ascended the -upper staircase again.
He went along the Fourth Form passage
to the end study, still smiling.

But the smile died off his handsome
face as he drew from his pocket the
letter he had placed there before the
scrimmage. It was a very troubled-
looking junier that stepped into the end
s‘;udy——the quarters of Jimmy Silver

0.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.’
Danger Ahead!

IMMY SILVER & CO. were at
J home. It was a half-holiday at
Rookwood, and early in the after-
noon. The Fistical Four were
discussing  the half-holiday.  Jimmy
Silver was of opinion that it ought to
be spent on the footer-ground, while
Lovell averred that even footer could be
overdone, and that such a fine afternoon
was an excellent opportunity for a spin
on the bikes. Raby was inclined to
look in at the “pictures ” at Latcham;
while Newcome’s taste was rather in
the direction of a botanical expedition
to Coombe Wood. The Fistical Four all
gave Morcom a smile and a nod of wel-
come as he came in. Excepting for
Mornington, they were the only fellows
at Rookwood who knew Morcom’s
All the rest of the school, in-
cluding the Head, believed that the
new junior was Dick Morcom, son of
Lord Maybrook’s head gameckeeper,
sent to school by the kindness of the
old nobleman. Jimmy Silver & Co.
knew that he was Lord Bob Egerton,
the son of the old marquis himself, who
had taken Dick Morcom’s place and
name for various reasouns, but chiefly for
a “lark.”

“Hallo, kid!” said Jiimmy Silver.
“Wherefore that worried look?  Are
you feeling very deeply the aristocratic
scorn of Towny & Co.? Are you pin-
ing for a friendly look from the great
Adolphus 7"

“You’ve only got to tell them who

vou are,” grinned Arthur Edward
Lovell. “Smythey will lick your boots

if he finds out that your pater is a giddy
marquis.”

Morcom smiled faintly.

“I'm in no end of trouble,” he said.

“Too bad!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Tell your Uncle James.”

“T've had a letter from my pater.”

Jimmy Silver sat up.

“From the marquis?”

“ Ym.))

“But he doesn’t know you're here,
does he?” asked the captain of the
Fourth, puzzled. “He supposes you're
on your holiday in Cornwall, and you’ve
not told him that you sent Morcom
there instead, and came along here with
Has he found it all
out ?”

“No. Ie’s written to me here as

“You see, I haven’t written home,”
explained Lord Bob ruefully. “I can
borrow Dick Morcom’s name and bag-
gage, but I can’t borrow his fist. The
pater scems to have expected a sort of
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would know my fist at once.”

Jimmy looked thoughtful.

“Well, you were an ass to play such
a jape!” he said. “It was bound to
come out sooner or later. Your pater
will expech a reply.

“Worse than that,” said
junior. “He’s coming here.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ile’s got some dashed business or
other at Bunbury about the dashed
election, or something, and as he’s pass-
ing within a few miles of Rookwood in
the car he’s goin’ to, drop in and see
me,” said Morcom dismally.

“When ?” asked Lovell.

*“This afternoon.”

“Phew !”

“He will land here about three or
half-past, as I figure it out,” said Mor-
com. “It’s half-past two now. Jevver
hear of a fellow bein’ in such a con-
founded fix 7

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“You asked for it!” he said.
the potty stunts——"

“Well, T had a good reason,” said
Lord Bob. “Morcom was nervous
about comin’ here; he thought there
might be snobby fellows who'd look
down on him and make him uncom-
fortable. And he was right, by Jove!
Smythe and Towny, and the rest, would
have' harrowed his feelings no end.
He's sensitive—much more than I am!”
Lord Bob grinned. “1It doesn’t hurt me
to be looked down on by Smythey.
It’s rather amusin’. But poor old
Morcom is so jolly sensitive he’d feel it
deeply. I'm jolly well going to advise
him not to come to Rookwood, after
all. But the pressin’ trouble is: How
am I goin’ to deal with the jolly old
pater this afternoon? He'll drop in
here expectin’ to see Morcom, and when
lie sees me—-"

“Do marquises whack their hopeful
sons ?” grinned Lovell. “If they do, it
seems to me that you're booked for a
jolly licking !”

Better own up, old top!” said
Jimmy Silver. “It’s bound to come out
some ,time, so you may as well own up

NOW.

Lord Bob shook his head.

“I'm not tired of Rookwood yet,” he
answered. “I like school ever so much
better than ‘tootin’’ at home with a
tutor. The pater doesn’t see it. He
thinks he knows best—paters always do.
But I want to hang on at Rookwood as
long as this stunt can be made to last.
See ?”

“Blessed if I see how you'll manage
it if Lord Maybrook is dropping in this
afternoon specially to see you!” said
Jimmy Silver.

“That’s what I want some advice
about,” said Morcom. “Can’t you
fellows suggest somethin’?”

Jimmy Silver reflected.

“If you hadn’t had the letter vou
might have gone out,” he said. “But,
after getting it——"

“Jt's a half-holiday,” said Lovell,
with a nod. “You might have gone
over to Latcham to the pictures. Then
the merry old marquis would miss
seeing you.”

“T—I wonder—— said  Morcom.

“Better own up,” said Jimmy Silver
seriously. “You see 22

“Bow-wow ! Suppose I walk to meet
the car?” suggested Morcom thought-
fully. “You fellows could meet the
pater and tell him so.”

“But do you know which road the
car’s coming by?” :

“No; that's the beauty of it. Tll
walk towards Fernwood to meet the

the new

“Of all

t)

tell him all about Morcom, and that
will satisfy him. Got a better stunt
than that, Jimmy?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Ii’s as good as anything if you want
to dodge your pater,” he said. “But
my advice is——"

“Bow-wow ! You tell the pater that
I've gone towards Fernwood to meet
the car. Say I left that message with
you,” said Lord Bob. “Of course, the
car might possibly come by Fernwood.”

“Suppose it does and you meet it?”
grinned Newconie.

“I shall dodge into a hedge.”

‘“Ha, -ha, ha!?

Morcom turned to leave the study.
The Fistical Four grinned as he went
down the passage. They were very
greatly tickled by the peculiar “stunt ”
of the marquis’ son; and still more
tickled by the thought of what Smythe,
Towny, & Co. would say when they
discovered that they had been ragging
and persecuting the son of the Marquis
of Maybrook—barring from their select
circle a youth whom, if they had only
known the facts, they would have been
delighted to honour.

That youth would still have been
exactly the same youth, certainly; but
he would have assumed a very different
aspect in the eyes of the snobs of Rook-
wood. Between the son of the Marquis
of Maybrook and the son of his head-
gamekeeper there was a great gulf fixed,
in the opinion of Smythe & Co., though
the two happened to be one person in
the case of Dick Morcom, alias Lord
Bob Egerton.

Morcom looked round as he went
down the passage, half expecting to see
something of the knuts, and to find
further trouble. But Adolphus Smythe
and his elegant pals were not to be seen.
Apparently they had had enough. And
the new junior was glad of it. Ie was
only anxious to carry out his little plan,
and get clear of Rookwood School
before his noble pater arrived there in
the family Rolls-Royce.

“Young ass!” commented Arthur
Edward Lovell. “Fancy playing the
part of a giddy gamekeeper’s son when
you could swank around as a merry
marquis! What would Smythe give for
the chance ?”

“He'd better have owned up,” said
Jimmy Silver. “It's bound to come
out, and the cheery old marquis will
be ratty. I suppose marquises do.get
ratty ? If they do—and I suppose they
do—Lord Bob’s father will be ratty.
But I suppose he knows his own bizney
best. He's settled our argument for us,
anyhow. It will have to be footer.”

“How’s that?” demanded Lovell
“We've agreed to see the nobby old
nobleman when he comes, and explain
to him why Morcom has done the
vanishing-trick,” ‘said Jimmy. “So we
can’t go out of gates.”

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a grunt.

“I didn’t think of that.”

“I did, old infant,” said Jimmy.
“Let’s get down to the footer, and
knock some of the duffers into shape.
T'll tell Tubby Muffin to bring us word
as soon as the merry marquis’ car
comes rolling home.”

And the Fistical Four went down to
the footer, Tubby Muffin agreeing to
keep an eye open for the marquis’ car.
There wasn’t much doubt that Muffin
would do that, anyway. Ie was keen
on marquises, having, as he told Jimmy,
so many titled persons in his own
family circle. And, learning that the
marquis was coming, evidently to see his
protege, Tubby began to reflect that it
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might be worth while to be civil to
Morcom, if only for one day, in order
to catch a little reflected glory from the
marquis. And Tubby looked up and
down and round about for Morcom,
only to discover, after a long quest, that
that youth had gone out of gates before
Jimmy Silver & Co. had gone down to
Little Side. Whereat Tubby Muffin
grunted emphatically.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Adolhus Takes Control!

6¢ ALK of angels!” ejaculated
I Adolphus Smythe suddenly.
“By gad! There he is!”
murmured Townsend.

The knuts of Rookwood were lounging
by a gate in Coombe Lane that fine,
sunny October afternoon. Smythe and
Howard and Tracy of the Shell, Towny
and Toppy, Gower and Peele of the
Tourth were there, and they were in
conclave. They had strolled out of gates
for their secret conclave, which was
upon the important subject of dealing
with the “rank outsider” who had
thrust himself between the wind and
their nobility. Adolphus Smythe pre-
sided over the group by the gate. He
sat on the gate, majestic, and expounded
his views.

Adolphus’ views were the views that
might have been expected of Adolphus.
The fact that Morcom had rolled him
down the staircase that afternoon onl
rendered his views more emphatic. Ie
considered that the “rank outsider, the
low bounder, the awful rotter ” ought to
be made an example of. All Rookwood
ought to testify what they thought of
him, and cover him with ignominy as
with a garment—Adolphus & Co. appar-
ently being, in their own eyes, all
Rookwood, or nearly all.

The other knutty youths agreed cor-
dially, but wanted to know how it was
to be done. But. Adolphus was full of
ideas.

“¥You see, the miserable worm has his
fees paid here by an old nobleman, who
1s probably rather dotty,” said Smythe.
“Must be a bit cracked to think of
sendin’ his gamekeeper’s son to a school
like Rookwood. Like his cheek, any-
how. It’s charity, his payin’ Morcom’s
fees, and charity isn’t a nice thing. It's
said to cover a multitude of sins, but
it leaves a nasty taste in a fellow’s
mouth. Morcom is bound to wriggle if
we rub in the charity—what ?”

“He seems to be a pretty thick-

skinned beast,” said Townsend dubi-
ously.

“Tough as a rhinoceros!” said
Howard.

“Tougher !” said Topham.

Adolphus Smythe shook his head.

“I tell you that’s the stunt to make
him feel awfully small,” he said.
“We've got him there. We’ll show him
up. What about collarin’ the ecad,
tyin’ his hands, and stickin’ a placard
on him?”

“Oh, my hat!”

“And marchin’ him round,” said
Smythe. “I've got the placard here.
T've drawn it up ready for the stunt.”

Adolphus felt under his coat, and
drew out a roll of cartridge-paper. He
unrolled it under the interested eyes of
his knutty comrades.. On the large sheet
of paper had been daubed, in large
black letters:

“CHARITY CAD!
SPARE A COPPER!”

_“We hang this on him, with his paws
tied behind his back,” said Smythe.
“We parade him around in that style—
what? If that don’t make his flesh

THREE TO ONE!

They did not lcok so knutty now.
asked, with a chuckle.

Morcom collared Smythe and hurled him at the two
. knuts, and the three juniors went sprawling down the stairs.

little breathless, stood on the landing and looked down at the knutty trio.
¢ Coming up to have some more 2 *’ he

Morcom, a

(See Chapter 1.)

creep he must be as tough as—as—as a
giddy hippopotamus !—what ?”

“Good egg!”

“Good old Smythey !”

“I fancy that will make the cad
squirm !” said Tracy, with a chuckle.
“He can’t get out of the charity, any-
how !”

“Exactly I” said Smythe.

“But what ®*about collarin’ him?”
asked Townsend, who seemed smitten
with doubts. “The cad is rather hefty.”

“Dashed hefty, if you come to that!”
murmured Gower. :

“He's a low ruffian, too,” continued
Towny. “He would think nothin’—
simply nothin’—of kickin’ up a vulgar
shindy.” *

Adolphus nodded.

“1 know that. I'm
fightin’ with the cad.
much !”

“Too much honour for him,” said
Howard. ‘A fellow fights only with a
fellow of his own class and standin’.”

“Just so. -In the circs, we're justified
in refusin’ anythin’ in the nature of a
fight with the ruffian,” said Smythe.
“Cads like that have to be ragged.
It would be beneath our dignity to
fight him, but we can rag him. There’s
seven of us here. With all his ruffianly
ways, he couldn’t put up much of a
tussle against seven.”

“Jimmy Silver would chip in if h
saw——" | :

“ And Mornington. He’s made friends
with Morny, somehow.”

not thinkin’ of
I despise him too

“We've got to catch him out of gates
for a start,” said Smythe.

“But how?”

It was then that the youth they were
discussing suddenly dawned upon the
vision of the knuts of Rookwood. He
was coming down the lane at a good
pace, evidently unaware of the meeting
that was being held by the gate on his
account.

Morcom caught sight of the group of
knuts; but he did not pause, or change
his direction; he came straight on.

Adolphus & Co. smiled at one another
with satisfaction. The . rank outsider
was walking fairly into the trap.
Adolphus had suggested catching him
out of gates, and, lo and behold! here

was the ‘‘obnoxious fellow” out of
gates, and coming directly towards
them! Nothing could have happened

more fortunately—from
view of Adolphus & Co.

“Oh, what a little bit of luck!”
chuckled Townsend.

“Don’t give the alarm!” grinned
Smythe. “Don’t look at the cad! Just
wait till he comes abreast, and then
rush him suddenly.”

“Yes, rather!”

The knuts of Rookwood waited with
suppressed eagerness. Morcom came on
at a swinging pace. He was anxious to
reach the footpath through the wood
which led towards Fernwood, and he

the point of

1 had to pass the group of knuts to reach

it. He appeared to take no heed of
them; but, as a matter of fact, he was
Tue PoruLar.—No. 349.
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watching them out of the:corner of his
eye as he came on. But the knuts
played their part well. They avoided
glancing at him, and Morcom’s sus-
picions were allayed. ITe came on, and
drew abreast of the group, and still
they did not look at him. He passed
them, and then there was a sudden rush.

Morcom swung round instantly at the
rush of footsteps.

Howard and Tracy reached him first,
with outstretched hands, and Morcom
hit out with right and left as quick as
e flash. Howard received his right,
Tracy his left, and the two Shell fellows
rolled in the dust with loud howls.

But Smythe and Gower were up the
next moment, and Towny and Toppy
close behind them, and Morcom, facing
them gallantly, had his hands full.
Cyril Peel dodged round and behind
him, and Morcom, as he faced the
odds. suddenly felt himself seized by the
back of the collar.

“Fair play, you rotters!” he shouted.

“Down him ! gasped Smythe.

Morcom still resisted gamely; but he
was dragged backwards by Peele’s grip
on his collar, and he went down, with
the snobs of Rookwood sprawling over
him.

“Pin the brute down!” gasped Town-

send. :
Even on the ground Morcom did not
give in. He struggled fiercely, and
several of his hefty blows landed, and
were answered by loud yells from the
knutty crowd.

But he was pinned down at last.

He was rolled over on his face, his
hands drawn behind him, and his wrists
bound together with whipcord.

Then he was jerked to his feet, dusty
and breathless, in the midst of the still
more breathless circle of knuts,

“Got the cad!” said Adolphus
Smythe, rubbing his nose. “Ow!
My nose is bleedin’. Wow !”

“I believe my eye’s goin’ black!”
moaned IHoward.

“We'll take it out of his hide,” said
Gower.

“You awful rotters!” said Morcom
“Is this what you call. fair
play 77,

“Good enough for a pushin’ cad!”
said Townsend. “You can’t expect us to
soil our hands on you.”

Morcom grinned.

‘“’Pain’t a laughin’ matter for you,”
eaid Smythe. “We're goin’ to get
through your thick hide somehow, you
outsider !’

Smythe pinned the cartridge sheet on
Morcom’s chest.
to fasten it to jacket and waistcoat, and
there was a howl from Morcom as a
pin went in too deep.

“Kecp still, or you'll get some more !”
grinned Smythe.

“You silly asses!” gasped Morcom.
“What are you fixin’ me up with that
silly rubbish for?”

“Charity cad!” sneered Topham.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Morcom. -

. “The thick-skinned rotter doesn’t feel
even that!” said Howard, in disgust.
“Perhaps he will when Rookwood sces
him like that. Kick him back to the
school 1”7

Morcom looked uneasy for the first
time.

“Look here! This has gone far
enough !’ he exclaimed. “Chuck it! I
don’t want to go back to the school.”

“You're goin’, all the same.”

“Tve got to get to Fernwood.”

“You’re not gettin’ there this after-
noon, old bean,” smiled Adolphus.

3

“You're goin’ back to Rookwood fixed |.

‘up like that, for all the school to sce
what we think of you. We’re goin’ to
Tue PoruLar.—No. 349

He used several pins

parade you round the gates. Get a
move on !”
“Look here——"
“Kick him, somebody !”
“Yaroooh!” roared Morcom.
*“Ha,-ha, ha 1
“Now, will you march!” chuckled

Adolphus.

And Morcom of the Fourth marched
—there was no help for it. In the
midst of the grinning crowd of knuts

‘he was marched back to the gates of

Rookwood.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !

@ IHARITY cad!”
‘ “Her-~ he,  ‘helZ
Tubby Muffin.
Tubby Muffin was adorning
the gateway with his fat person, looking
for the arrival of Lord Maybrook’s
motor-car. IHe quite forgot the marquis
and his car, however, at the sight of
Morcom.

Dusty and dishevelled, with his cap
gone, and his collar loose, his tie torn
out, and the placard on his chest, Dick
Morcom looked a rather extraordinary
figure.

Several juniors gathered round the
gates, and there was a general chortle.

“Take him into the quad!” said
Gower.

But Adolphus Smythe shook his head.

“The Head might see him.”

“Well, then the Head would know
what we think of the cad!” said Tracy.

“Might lick us, all the same!” said
Adolphus sagely. “Let’s keep the cad
in the road and parade him! The
fellows will all be round him soon,
excepting Silver and those brutes who
are at footer.”

“You silly rotters!” . roared Morcom,
struggling with his bonds. “Let me go,
I tell you!”

“Not just yet!” chuckled Smythe.

“Jt’s beginnin’ to work,” said Tracy,
with a grin. “He's beginnin’ to feel
it. Perhaps he'll have the decency to
clear out of Rookwood after this?”

“By gad! - He would if he had any
feelin’s at all!” said Adolphus.  Here,
keep out of the way of that car!”

A big motor-car had appeared in the
distance, coming on in a cloud of dust.
At the sight of it Morcom redoubled
his efforts to get loose from his bonds.
But it was in vain. His wrists were too
securely tied. His face was crimson
now, and his eyes gleaming. But his
exasperation was due t6 a cause quite
different from that to which Smythe &
Co. attributed it.  Morcom had recog-
nised the big car in the distance.

As the knuts hustled him to the road-
side to let the car pass, Morcom made
a desperate effort, butted his way
through them, and started to run, still
with his hands bound:

“Stop him!” roared Smythe.

“ After him!” - :

The knuts rushed on Morcom, and
collared him again. Two or three pairs
of hands seized him and dragged him
back. The big car was passing, and it
was slowing down. It stopped outside
the school gates.

The liveried chauffeur at the wheel
sat motionless, but an elderly gentleman
looked from the car.” He looked out
with a frowning brow, and adjusted a
pair of gold-rimmed pince-nez on his
prominent Roman nose, and looked
again, apparently startled and shocked.

“1—T say, that must be the marquis!”
ejaculated Tubby Muffin.

“Stop this scene at once !” thundered
tlie old gentleman in the car. And
Smythe & Co. spun round in astonish-
ment. 1t had not occurred to them thas

chortled

the occupant of the car might be &
caller at Rookwood.
“Eh, what?” ejaculated Smythe. -

“What's it got to do with you?”
demanded Tracy insolently.
The old gentleman turned almost

purple. He stepped from the car with a
gold-headed cane in his hand.

“You young rascals—"

“Oh, mind your own business, old
sobersides !” called out Pecle.

The old gentleman spluttered,

“Upon my word! Is that the way
you address He choked. “ Good
gad! What are boys coming to—Rook-
wood boys, too! Good gad! Release
that lad at once! Release him, 1 say!
He is my son!”

“Wha-a-at !” :

“It’s the merry old gamekeeper!
yelled Peele.

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Smythe.
“Morcom, is this your pater? Has he
borrowed his master’s car for a joy-ride!
What a neck !”

Whack !

Adolphus Smythe gave a howl as the
old gentleman’s cane whacked across
his shoulders.

“Ow! Wooop!”

“Here, chuck that, you old fossil!”
yelled Gower, jumping out of reach.

The prisoner was released now, and
he stood rather unsteadily, facing the
old gentleman with a crimson face.
Lord Bob’s ‘““dodge ” had been a hope-
less failure. He had not been able to
escape the meeting with his father, after
all, owing to the unexpected interven-
tion of the knuts. Now the cheerful
young gentleman had to face the musie!

“Bob, what does this mean?”

“Oh dear!”

“Your hands are tied—"

“Only—only a lark, father——"

«T do not see any lark, as you call
it, in this outrageous affair!” exclaimed
the old gentleman. “ You young- rascals!
Release my son at once! Good gad!
T will report this to your headmaster!
Upon my word!”

’

Tubby Muffin untied the junior’s
hands. Tubby knew—he felt at least—

that this stately old gentleman must be
the marquis Jimmy Silver was expect-
ing, though his claiming Morcom as his
son was a bewildering puzzle to Tubby.
Fven Smythe & Co. were realising that
this couldn’t possibly be the game-
keeper ! ;

“ And now, Bob, tell me what you are
doing at Rookwood !” exclaimed the old
gentleman sternly. “I supposed you
were in Cornwall.” ;

I g ot .

“Iave you come so far to visit young

< I__I »

“You should not have made such a
journey without informing me,” said
the old gentleman. “However, there is
no harm done. Morcom is here, I sup-
ose 77

Smythe & Co. exchanged glances of
blank wonder. They wondered whether
this irascible old gentleman was right in
his mind. Smythe had a sudden brain-
wave. and he darted towards the
chauffeur, who was looking on at the
scene with a stolid face. 2
“Who's that old gent?” he breathed.

The chauffeur looked at him.

“Tord Maybrook !” he answered.

“The Marquis of Maybrook?” stut-
tered STythe.

“Oh gad! Wha-a-at does he mean by
calling that fellow his son. then?”

“That’s his son, sir—Lord Robert
Egerton.” :

“Ye gods!” stuttered Smythe.

The knuts fairly gasped as they heard

(Continued on page 273 -



Every Tresday

THE POPULAR.

Price 2d. 21

Lord Bob’s Little Joke !

(Continued from page 6.)

the chauffeur’s reply. Meanwhile, the
hapless Lord Bob' was stuttering con-
fusedly under his father’s stern, mquir-
ing eye. There was no doubt that the
facts had to come out now, and the
sportive youth, at that moment, rather
regretted his escapade.
- “Come in with me, Bob,” said Lord
Maybrook. “I am here to see Morcom,
who has not written to me, as I ex-
pected. What are you hesitating
about 7

“I-I

“What is the matter?” snapped his

dordship. “Take that ridiculous paper
off, boy! What is it pinned on you
for?”

Lord Bob jerked off Smythe’s
taining placard.

enter-

“I—I—" he stuttered. “The—the
fact is, father, Dick—Morcom isn't at
Rookwood.”

“ Eh?’,

“You—you see,” stammered the
junior, “Dick was a bit nervous about

eoming to the school, so—so I made him
go to Cornwall instead and——"

“Robert !”

“And—and I came here in his name
just to see what the place was like, so—
so that I could put Dick up to the ropes,
father.”

“Good gad!”

Lord \Inybrook stared speechlessly at
his hopeful son for a full minute. By
that time a crowd of Rookwooders were

on the spot, and they all stared on in
an astonished silence.

Bob hung his head.

“Only—only a lalk father,” he fal-
tered. “I—I—

“You young rascal!” burst out the
marquis at last. ‘‘How—how dare you
play such a trick on me and on the
headmaster of Rookwood! Upon my
word, I shall request Dr. Chisholm to
flog you for this, Robert!”

“Yes, father,” said Lord Bob meekly.

“And you will come away with me!”
exclaimed his lordship. “So—so you
have been passing here as Dick
Morcom ?”

“Ye-e-es.”

“Ah, I thmk I understand now!
exc]axmed the marquis; and his eyes
turned on Smythe & Co. with a glance
that made them feel excessively un-
comfortable. “That is why you had on
that ridiculous placard. That is why
Upon my word! You were supposed to
be my gamekeeper’s son, and so, in the
circumstances, I am glad Morcom did
not come here! Rookwood is not good
enough for him.”

“QOh, these silly cads don’t count here,
father !” said Lord Bob hastily. ‘Most
of t%ie fellows are awfully decent.

“You will go in at once, and prepare
to leave with me!” exclaimed his lord-
ship. And he strode in at the gates,
]115 Roman nose red with wrath,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Lord Bob Leaves Rookwood.
l -ORD BOB followed his father
more slowly. He was scarcely
inside the gates when he felt a
touch on his arm. He glanced
round, and met the smiling, ingratiat-
ing face of Adolphus Smythe.

19

“Awf’ly - sorry, old Tbean!* said
Adolphus.

“What *

“Takin’ you for ihat boundcl' Mor-
com, of course. I—I

“Oh, go and eat COI&C”’

“I'm awfly sorry!” stammered
Adolphus. “If I'd known—-"

Lord Bob turned his back on Adol-
phus, and walked towards the School
House. Four juniors came along from

the direction of the football ground—
the Fistical Four. They had learned
from Tubby Muffin at ]aﬁt that the
marquis had arrived.

“So it’s all out now, kid!” grinned
Arthur Edward Lovell.

Lord Bob nodded dismally.

“You didn’t dodge your noble pater,
after all?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“That idiot Smythe stopped me !”

Lord Bob explained what had -hap-
pened, and Jimmy Silver & ° Co.
chuckled. 3

“Well, it was bound to come out
sooner or later,” said Jimmy Silver
consolingly. “ Are you leaving?” -~

“I'm going back in the pater’s car.’

“Sorry, old man,” said Jimmy, \V
don’t want to lose you. I suppose the
real genuine Morcom will be coming
along soon?”

Lord Bob gunned.

“I fancy not! After what the pater
saw at the gates, I think he's not likely
to send Morcom to Rookwood. Ile’s in
a rare bait. I hope he won’t complain
to the Head about these silly asses!”

Townsend and Topham came along,
looking rather sheepish and uncertain.
']he\« smiled rather feebly to the mar-
quis’ son.

(Continued on page 28.)
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“I—I say, Lord Robert——" began
Townsend.
s We—“e apologise !" gasped Top-
ham. “We—we hope you'll stay on at
Rookwood, Lord Robert. We—we ll
be glad if you'll stay in our study, too.’

“Yes, rather !” said Townsend., ©It—
it was really a mlsunderstandin i

“Oh, quite!” said Topham. “Just a
misunderstandin’. = I hope there’s no ill-

feelin’ on your side, Lord Robert.”
“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Arthur Edward
Lovell. “I told you they'd love you as

soon as they knew who you were, Mor-
com—I mean, Egerton.”

Lord Bob grinned.

“Jt—it was all a mistake!” stam-
zered. Townsend.

“ A rotten mistake!” said Topham
“We—we—"

Lord Bob stepped towards the two
knuts of the Fourth. They smiled at
him feebly, hoping that he was gomg
to shake hands.

Instead of which, Lord Bob grasped
them suddenly by their collars and
brought their heads together with a re-
souudmg crack. There was a simul-
tuneous yell
\ “Yaroooh !”
~—“Ha, ha’ ha"' roared Jimmy Silver

the olive-branch to the youth they had
so unhappily misunderstood. They
realised that it was rather too late!

When the Marquis of Maybrook
quitted an hour later Lord Bob Egerton
went with him in the car—much re-
gretted by the Iistical Four, who liked
mm and perhaps still more by Smythe

& Co., who had -missed their one and
only chance of palling with a marquis’
son.

And Dick Morcom, as it turned out,
did not come to Roakwood. The scene
he had beheld at the school gates had
quite changed Lord Maybrook's de-
cision,

Jimmy Silver & Co. wondered what
the Head thought of the transaction,
which the marquis had explained to him
before talking his son away; but they
were left to wonder, for the Head
naturally did not. confide his views to
the end study in the Fourth.

For some days afterwards the chief
feeling among: Smythe & Uo.- was a
strong desive to kick themselves.

Their snobbish souls would have been’

dehghted by knewing a marquis’ son,
‘and they had had the opportunity and
had lost it through snobbishness.

They could have kicked themselves
hard, The revelation of Lord Bob's real

_identity had been a very, very painful

surprise - for the snobs. Lord Boeb's
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the rear the gates by wkhich the chariot
had entered were stil open, and they
appeared to lead into a dark street.

Harl had barely made these obser-
vations when the two slaves led him
into the stable, and halted a few feet
this side of a square black hole, that
evidently gave acess to an underground
dungeon.

A heavy tread was heard close by,
and Marcus Galerius stood before the
young Britain, his stern face wreathed
m a smile of malignant triumph.

1 have been expecting you, dog,” he
snarled, “and all is ready for your
reception! Down yender steps the rods

are waiting to lacerate your back, and
here are strong-armed Nubians to do
the task. Yonder iz also a filthy
dungeon, and there you may ponder,

Harl was dazed and horror-stricken
for an instant, nn_d could ne_ither move
nor speak. -

“So you thought I would remit the
punishment,” - added 'Galerius, with a
mocking laugh. -~ “That promise was
exacted by Metullus merely to ease his
conscience. Well he knew that I should
not keep it, nor did he intend it se.’

Galertus satisfied himself by a glance
that Harl's wrists were bound. - Then he

& Co. Little Joke had made them feel very | took one of the bronze lamps and moved
“Ow ! smnll indeed - toward the entrance of tho dungeon

B Wov\ 18 ! THE END. “I" had best ' lead  the .way,” he

Lord Bob went mlo the: School House) (Don't miss “ Tubby the 'Tec!”—next | grumbled, turning to the slaves. “Keep

Wwith -the Fistical Four, leaving Towny
. and Toppy rubbing. their heads, and the
xest: of the knuts® decided not to offer

an eye on _the rascal, you dogs, for he’
may be minded to give you trouble.”
(To be continued.)

Tuesday's rollicking, * long,
tale of Jimmy Silver & Co.,
of Rookwood.)
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