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OM KING got out of sight wheo bim coutowly fn the thickening winter

‘ e saw Perkinson of the Fifth, for glogm, Bur the seénnd pare of the programmme
oo reasons, was rather expbbed by the sight of o figae

1 was ‘after gates's coming up the path - at the frst glimpee
Tom had been down o Fell, and returied

of the andent Felgate osks, and waited for

vt moment,
recogaize Peckinson € the Fiih, All be s
was a tall fellow, coming along towaeds o
better idea was 1o cut slong the schoal wall, te's gate, whom he naturally twok for »
rin over e Tittle wicket gate used by prefect of the Sieth, since only prefeees of
s andh prefiects, wnd 3008 to the Howe  the Sood lad the pri mong Felgate

Samphe 2048 eaay E d Tis oak, he
waiged, el Botersent 1 e foutstops as they
ot gans. They

topped.
s under the frosty old oals, looking about  Tom, behiad the oak, breathed hard.

17



He could hardly doubt (hat he had beea
spotted, that the fellow on the path was a
prefect, and knew he was theze. That meant
trouble. Climbing in over masters® gate was,
to a junior, & harmless and necessary expes
dient. Tn the eyes of authority it was a serious
infraction of the rules. Tnstead of more lincy
hie had whops fo expect, now.

But he was relieved the mext mowmcnt,
Perkinson  though Tom did not yet know
that it was Perkinson - had stopped quite near
his cak. But he did not call cut, or come
round it. Instead of doing cither, he Backed
behind another oak.

Had he glanced round, he must have seen
Tom staring. But he did not glance round.
In cover, like the junior, behind a trec, he

He took from it am wosnge

ring round it in the dimness in the
diection of the wicket gate.

“Tom was blankly amazed.

His own reasons for hunting cover behl
an oak were good and solid, But any
man, especially a senior, should walk aloag
that shadowy path just on roll-call, and hide
behind a tree, was a deep mystery. He doubt-
ed whether it was, after all, & Sixtheform
prefict. But who was it, and what did it
mean?

“The big senior was not three yards from
him. Peering through the gloom, Tom dis-
cerned that be had = small bundle under his.
arm - some small object wrapped in a news.
paper. He umwrapped It, and Tom King's
amazed cyes discerned that what he took
from it was an orange —a large orange, which,
from the gingerly way he bandled it, was evi-
dently very soft and juicy - an orange that
had seen its best days, and seen the last of
them. And it was at the same moment that
Tom recogaized him, and knew that he was
loaking at Percival Perkinson of the Fifth

‘orm.

That was all clear, 50 far as a report to
Chame weat. Fifth-form men were not pre-
fects. Bat Tom did wet stir. The ook he
had caught on Perkinson’s face startled and
alarmed him.

Perkinson of the Fifth, s all Felgate knew,
was in an awful temper that day. Often, &
decd, was Perk in an awiul temper ; though ot
other times he was 50 good-natured that
was fiked all reund. But in that mood, Pe
som was as likely 0 smack 4 junior's head s

it ly

. Perl
none better really, but he had his faults. He
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was 3 tower of strength in the Felgate fint-
eleven, acknowlodged to be the best winger
Felgatc had, and he was confidently expect-
ed 1o score goals in the Labehester match on
Satrday, the biggest fixture on the Felgate
tist. And they would be needed, two, for
owing to one case or another, Felgate Fint
were at @ low cbb when that fixture came
round. Five or six of the best men were liid
up with 'fu, and their places filled with
second or third rate material. Everybody

on anybody cle for upholding Felgate's col-
aurs agaimst the visiting team from Lanches
ter. And Perk was the man to play the game
of his life in such circumstances. But stout lad
as bo was at games, and loyal 1o the cote,
Perkinson had his little faults.

He was hot-headed and hasty; ane of thase
fellows who do things in haste and repent
them at leisure. That was why there had becn
rouble that day. Perk had cheeked his form-
master, Kyr Kye was sather an exacting

Hardly ablc o think of anyhing but the
Lanchester match on Samrday, 1o wmm out
 good Latin prose. Perkinson had turned out
an ancommenly bad oae. Kye had * jawed
him before all the form, Gl Perk was in
& sweat, And he had been heard to murmur
* Rat! ' He hadn't jntended Kye to hear him,
but Kye had heard him: and Kye had given
bim the choice of taking six or going up to the
head. Perk had taken the s, six on the bigs
Just as if be had boen some grabby
Third or Fourth. It was no wonder

that, Percival Perkinson bad been in the rm‘
flallest temper ever: almost dangerous t ap-

proach. No wonder he had smacked Skip's
fat head, for grinning. He had beea in a mood
to smack cvery head at Felgate School.

a0

* CHEEKY smug!’

Tom heard those muttered words from
Perkinson, They were not addeessed t0 him,
Perkinson had not the remotest ides that he
was there, The disgruntled Fith form man
was muttering to himsch,

“T show him, by gum!®

Tom could only wander. Samebody was
a cheeky smug, and Perkineon was going to
show him! Then it suddenly dawned on the
junior, That was why Perkinson of the Fifth
was there, blotied behind 2 wree in the gloom,
an antiquated fruit in his hand, watcking the
path, He expected samebody to pass along
that path, and he was lylag in wait for him.

Tt was the oaly possible explanation. That
was Perkinson's game — but who was the
intended vietim? Only beals and pre's came
along that path. Tom almest gasped aload,
a he realised what was - what mum be—
in Perkinon's mind. Was even Perkinson mad
enough 10 buz a mitéa crange at a beak?

There was a click of a key in & gate.

Had Kye goae 0at? Was he coming in, and
did Perkinson know? Was he - could he be —
insane enough to buzz that orange at Kye, in
seturn for the six In the farm-room that morn-
ing? Why, he would b¢ asking for it-hoofid
out of Felgate so quick that it would make his
head swim. A junior might be whopped for
such & mad trick — but a senior had only one
sentence o expeet: the sack, short and sharp.
Could even that hot-headed ass Perkinson be
mad enousgh—?

A stout figure in Bat and overcoat came
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Mr, Eye cought o glimpue of the rining jovion

along the path from the gate. Tom, a he
limpsed it, knew that it was Mr. Kye. A wild
idea of running across to Perkinson, and grab.
‘ing him in time, fashed into s mind. But
there was, in fact, no time.

Perkinson's arm bad gone up. There was
70 doubt about bis intention now, for the

jasile flew,

!

Full i o ronnd reddy Face, right on & some-
what beaky noec, landed that ancient and
squashy orange, bursting there.

* Qoocos

 gasp eame from Mr. Kye.
v taken by surprise, hardly knowing
what was happening, the Fifth-form master

\
staggered, spluttering, his face adormed with
tickling juice and fragments of clinging
orange. Perkinson did not stay 1o listen 1o hic
splutering. He vanished through the oaks
like a ghost at cock-crow, and was gone. Mad
as as he was, Percival Perkinson knew what
the consequences would be, if Kye discovered
who had pelted him with a rotten orange
Probably, the moment it was done, he was
sorry that ke had done it. He disappeared
into wintry shadows.
Tom Kinig stood, for & moment ar two,
paralysed, He gazed in horror at the stout
. snd spluttering on the path
“Then he realized that the sooner he was gone,
the bewter, If Kye saw him there, he
think that he had done it: anyhow, be w
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question him, aad he could not give that mad
a3 Perkison away, Tom cut off though the
gioom. But a voice shouted behind him.

Perkinsan had vanished too prompdy 1o be
spotted, But cvidently Mr, Kye caught a
glimpse of the running junior.

Tem King was not likely to siop, Kye
might have glimpsed him i te gloom, but
certuinly could nol have recognized bim.
Tom flew on, and if Kyc called again, he
was out of hearing

P

CHARNE frowned.

Chame was the soul of punctuality. In his
formeroom, a fellow who was 3 minute late
might a3 well have been an hour late. Aud
when Charne was taking roll, as now, he dis-
approved strongly of a fellow squeczing into
ball at the Jast moment befors the door was
closed, All Felgate, from the Sixth 0 the
Second Form, were in place, with ane excep-
tion: that of Tom King, captain of the Fourin,
Perkinson, of the Fifth Form, had been Lust
in: sill, he was in time, and Charme had not
But he heeded Tom King, who
just as Langdale of the Sixth was
clnnng the big oak doar. In Chame’s apinion
a junior should have been in his place, quiet
and sedate, in ample time for roll, Tnstcad
of which, Tom King, arriving breathless, was
barely in time to squeeze in - Langdale very
nearly shut him out, But cld Langdale was
always easy-going: he cased wp on the door
for Tom 1o ship in, and thea closed it. And
Chame’s frowning glance followed Tous a8 he
is place in the Fourch.

Sil, narrow wqueak as it was, Tom was,
actually, in time for roll, s Chame could say

went 1o

X s

o

nothing. He had to content himsclf with
pproving frown, Then he began calling

i fove wir almast punple with roge

“Tom was panting s litle. His chums, Dick
Warren and Skip Rugeles, wese glad 1o soc
Bim get in, cven breathlessly at the last mo-
ment, They knew that he had been down 1o
Fell, and gucssed that he was late back, when
id ot turn up in hall at the bell. But
bere be was: in time, though bare tGme, to
avert the vials of wrath.

* Close shave, ¢ld man,’ whispe
‘Warren.

Tom nodded, He was thinking
spluttering out there in the dark
omngejuicy face, and wendering what was
going to happen. That there would be a row,

d Dick
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© Yo ore curt it was o usior 308 a2 "

and a most terrific row, was ceruin, That
mad ass Perkinson wasfor it if he was spotted.
And could he il 1o be spotted? Could Kye
fail to connect the incident under the oaks with
the 'six’ in the Fifth-form room that morning?
Tt was an awful prospect for Perkinson, for
it meant going up to the Head to be sacked.
But that was oot all that it meant, It meant
that Felgate, hoping against hope to keep
their end up against Lanchester on Saturday
with a depleted team, would not have a dog's
chiance of pulling it off. Denver, Loring,
Chard, Cadby, were all in sanny with "y,
four of the best, and fwo or three others of
lesser worth were also out of the team for the
same reason. Old Langdale had had 1o
scrateh up a team somebow or anyhow, and,

apart from Langdale himself, Perkinson was
the best man remaining — the only first-class
winger, in fact, that Felgate had ,,m in
the field. He was at the top of his form, wort
his weight in gold to the team. And i
sacked, as undoubtedly he would be i Dr.
Leicester had to judge him for what he had
done, hewould not he there 0 play on Satur-
day, and Felgate would be irrevocably booked
for defeat in the biggest fixture of the season,
Tom was thinking of that, though Perk,

appareatly, had not thought of it. Only two
cvidently, thinking was not Perk's long suit.

*1s Perkinson in?" Tom whispered to War-
ren. He did not want to look round at the
Fiith, to run the remotest risk of drawing
attention to Perk. If, by some miracle, the
mad ass of the Fifth escaped detection, Felgate
would keep their end up on Saturday, and
Tom haped from the bottom of his heart that
Kye wauld not spot Perkinson.

*Eh? Yes—he came in a minute of two
before you did, 1 think,' said Warren. * What
about Perkinson? *

* Oh! Nothing,

* Silence there! * called out Langdale, The
whispering crased.

Mr. Chame finished the roll. Tt was the
rule at Felgate that all stayed in their places
till the end. So everyone was stll in the hall
when the big oak door was flung open: and all
eyes tumed on Mr. Kye as he came in.

The Fifth-form master had spent some time
in dabbing his face with his handkerchiel
But it was still juicy, and there were frag-
ments of orange here and there, as be rolled
intohall. And his face was almost purple with
wrath. That sometliing had happened was
obvious, and a staring school wondered what
it was. Two knew!

[12]
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Charse Biinked ot Mr, Kye, a1 he came
sl op bl juicy and purple. The Fifth-
o= master sphuttered at him.

e Charne, in his calm cold voice, Chame
ved of excitement.

“What> What? 1 have been attacked -
sssslicd — comething - an orange -an orange
= 2= advanced state of decay - was flung in
=y face! " sphuttered Mr., Kye. * Mr. Charnc,
ase all the boys present?

* Cernainly. All have answered to their

haddte Mol L [

o junior i mising?"

* None. "

“ 1t was = junior - T saw him running. T
called to him, but he did not stop. An
wrange was flung in my face by some junior.”

Tom King caught his breath. Warren and
Skip gave him startled Jooks. Recce and
Frecce, Bullinger and Carton, looked round
8 Bim. 1  junior had buzzed an orange at
= beak in the dark quad they did not need
selfing who it was - it was, and could only
Bave been, the junior who had squeezed into
Ball at the very last moment.

“Oh, you as!® breathed Skip, * You —*

* Quict, futhead!" hissed Warzen.

Tom felt his heart beating. He saw
Chamne’s eye wrm on him from upper hall.
Kye: mistake was & natural one. He had

nothing of the long! Perkinson:
raamngw:g. had saved him i ample time.
He had glimpsed Tom King running - it was
impossible o recognize him, but from his
height, Kye bad seen that he was a junior,
He was not thinking of senfors - he was not
connecting the orange episode with the whop-
ping in the Fifth-form room, He had seen

# Juslor rusning in the dark, and that was
thar

One piercing glance Chame gave the cap-
tain of his form, Then he looked at Kye again.

* You are sure that it was a junior You saw,
Mr. Kye?* Chame, veas
for a moment of Perkinson's whopping.

“What? What? Of course T am sure—
1 could not sce his fuce, but T saw him run-
ning — a junior boy," spluttered Mr. Kye.
*He must’ have been Jate in ball. The bel
st0pped ringing as | came in at the gate,
1€ any boy was late - any junior boy —

* All Lave answered to their names,” said
Mr. Cliamme, slowly. Again his eye pin-painted
Tom King, Probably he would have called
hifn up for judgment, then and there, but for

consideration. Tom really was the last
fellow at Felgate o have played such a trick,

might have - he was ass enough far
anything. But Tom,  steady-going, sensible
fellow, captain of his form — it looked like it,
yet it scemed unlikely to Charne. There was
2

pase.
* I shall report this outrage o Dr. Leicester,’
said Mr. Kye. * I came here at once to aseer-
tain whether any junior boy was sbsent from
roll-call.” And Kye rolled out of hall,
purple.

* Dismiss! * rapped Mr. Charne.

Warren and Ruggles followed Tom up to
Study Four in the Fourth, Warren shut the
doar.

“Yeu potty ass” he breathed, ‘why did
you do it? What's old Kye ever done to
you?®

* You awful fathead, said Skip. * Getting
2 beak on the beezer with an orange. What's
old Kye done? *

Tom did not answer. His two chums took.
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* A, Chimae wante you in Kis studz, sic'

it for granted that he had done it, be had been
the only junior out of the House, and Kye had
st a junior runing afier geting the orange.
Thoy were not alone in their beliel— everyone
swould think so = Charne, and the Head, and
everybody. Certainly, he was in no danger,
Percival Perkinson of the Fifth might be  mad
ass, and undoubredly was, but he was not
the man to keep mum and Jet 3 younger fele
Jow take his gruel. As soon as Tom was up
cfore the Head, Perkinson would own up as
a manter of course, And old Langdale would
lose s ouly really eliable men in the Lan-
chester match.

* It's & Head's fogging! * muttered Warren.
“They'd sack a senior - you'll get a flog-
ging’

* Oh, you as!" sighed Skip.

There was a tap at the door. Gudge, the
house-parter, looked

“ Master King e he ashed. *
Charne wants you in his study, sir.'

“ Right!* said Tom,

And leaving his chums with dismal faces,
he Teft Study Four, But he did not head im-
mediately for his form-master’s study. In the
passage he stopped, for @ couple of minutes,
1o think. Then, quictly, he headed for Perkin-
son's study in the Fifth.

PR

PERCIVAL PERKINSON, in his study, was
grinaing. His pal, Purringe, was not. Pur-
ringe was looking worricd. But Perk was
quite clated.

* Safc as houses, old man,” said Perkinson.
“ That old ass, Kye, thinks that e saw a jun-
jort Ha, ha! That fets me out all right, 1 say,
e might have thought of me first shot -
T dlidn’t think ofit at the time, but since - well
e wight have - but ow he fancies that ity
was a junior, I'm all right! Whai?*

“You bomn ass,’ said Purringe. * They'll go
over Felgate with a small comb 10 get the
man. 16T known what you were up o —"
“They won't get me, now old Kye thinks it
* yrinned Perkinson. “And they
can't get a junior, as it wasn't one! Don't you
warry. Hallo, come in,” he added, at a tap.

Tom King came in, and shut the door aftes
him, The two seaiors stared 3¢ him.

“Well, what dayou want? asked Perkinson.

Tom came straight € the point.

T was late in," he sald. * T got in over mas-
1 saw you buzz that arange at Kye."

Percival Perkinson nearly fell down! Pur-
ringe whistled,

was 2 jun




e heee,” said Tom,
%, Perkinson, but
. e everyihing

id Perkinsum, recovering

u 1 et old Langdal
al you to promise me

Perkinson, frowning.
foal, old man,' urged Pucringe,
2 want 1o ga up to the Head and be
d the day before the Lanchester match?

ne, you fittle sug,

omise me w0l to own up, what-
pen. 16 you'sc sacked, old Langdle
ve an earthly on Saturda
stared at him blankly.

“Then ke

* he said, * Do you
3 that Lvas thinking ofowning up? Wy
when aobody knows a thing?*
what [ want,” said Tem. * You

" Le answered, * 1 that's what
you waat, O. K, I¥s a promise.”
“ Hopewr hright? '
* Honour bright
——
Tom King gat out. He left Perkinson laugh-
5, sad Purringe looking puszled. And Tom
Sthing rather hard, went to bit fornis
1ef's study, o face his question — to wh
ppeared, he had nothing to say in re

said Perkinson, ‘and

smvur Brighi!* aaid Pertivann

STUDY Four, in the Fourth, was a somewbiat
dismal abode that evening, Prep was a mere
pretence. Tom King, with a Head's flogging
looming over him, did not feel like prep
Warten and Skip, decply eoncerned for their
chum, gave it even less attention,

You aw!® said Dick, for the umpteenth
time, © Why did you do 3t2*

*Why? " bleated Skip.

To which Tom made no answer, He wat
Keeping his o o
and dearest pals,

All Feliate knew now. King of the Fourth,

questioned by Charne, had admiited that e
bad been late, that he had climbed in over
masten’ gate, that he had been on the spot,
and that it was he whom Kye had seen rup

wel, even with his nearest
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ke e stasing goel

ning. That was all he admined, but it was
mare than enough, He had nothing to sey
when Cha took him (o the Head, and he
received bz sentence of a fogging after third
school an Saturday. And he had nothing to
say now.

But, a5 it happened, somebody cle had.

The door of Study Four was suddenly
hurled open, and a long-legged senior rushed
in, with a red and excited face, Tom King
hastily threw the door shut. He could guess
why Perkinson of the Fifth had come.

“Fve Just heard | gasped Perkinson, © You
potty young as, have you let ther think it
was you? '

* They can think what they like," said Tom,

‘ls it a flogging? *

e

* Well, you needi' worry, you lile idioe!
Decent of you not to give a man away, up
beflore the Head, but of course you know thay
T can’t leave you to it

*You can®

* What? I'm going o the Head to own up,
of course,” snorted Perkinson.

* You're not;” said Tom, quietly. ¢ Yow're
not guing to e scked, Perkinson - you're
going 10 play for Felgate. You don't matter 2
Iot, but Felgate docs. You've promised me —

“T-T-1-" Perkinson scemed to atutter,
“1-1-that's rot! T can’t leave it on you —
you know thatl *

© Hemour bright! * said Tom, * It's a prow-
ise, honour bright!”
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Perkinson stared at him. He goggled at
him. Warren and Skip listened in dumb-
founded astonishment.

*You young ass!’ gasped Perkinson, at
tast, * I never knew you'd be up for it, when
I made that promise —*

*1 know that,’ said Tom, smiling faintly.

“I-1-T-arc you crackers, or what?
You're up for a Head's fogging —”

“And you're up to play for Felgate!* said
Tom.

They wrangled for a good five minutes.
A promisc was a promise: there was no got-
ting out of that. Perk had to keep his word,
if the junior held him to it, and the junior did.
He argued: he called Tom various fancy
names, he threatened to smack his head.
Finally, he left the study, still bound by that
promise. Then Warren and Skip weighed in.

‘ Tom, you ass—"

You can’t do it!”

*Oh, don’t jaw,' said Tom. ‘And mind,
not a word outside this study.’

‘ Perk would own up like a shot if you let
him —*

*That's why I made him promise.’

* You get a flogging —*

“And Perkinson gets goals! Now shut up,
for goodness’ sake.

ON SATURDAY there were two events at
Felgate School, one painful, the other glori-
ous. The first was a flogging in hall, which
left Tom King hardly able to feel interested
even in the Lanchester match. The second
was the Lanchester match itself, where Tom
King, still wriggling rather painfully, stood
with a crowd of other juniors to watch the
First Eleven play a great game against odds.
Even old Langdale himsclf did not excel Per-
cival Perkinson of the Fifth. And when, afier
a ding-dong game, and a level score of one-all
right up to the finish, Perkinson of the Fifth
kicked the winning goal for Felgate, Tom
forgot all about his twinges, and waved his hat
and cheered as loudly as any Felgate man.




