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CHAPTER 1.
Trouble in the Study!

ICGS snorted.
H Alfred Higgs of the Classical
Fourth at Rookwood had an ex-

pressive snort.
Higgs was evidenily “ratty.”
Higgs, as the biggest fellow in the
Fourth, and a good deal of a bully, was
accustomed to sec fellows sit up and take
notice, so to speak, when he was ratty.

snort gmagsed unnoticed,

There were throo fellows-in No. 3 Study
with Higgs. One was Dick Van Ryn, the
South African junior, who had once earned
Higgs' unwilling sdmiration by licking
him,  Another wids Charles Pons, a new
bor; who hailed from the great Dominion
of Canada, 'The third was Ceeil Adolphus
Reginald Muflin, generally ealled Tubby
Muflin, on' aceound of his ecirenmferencoe.
Tubby Muflin was too busy to notice
Higgs. an Ryn had Jaid in unusual sup-
lies for ‘tea, to entertaifi the new junior
ospitably i “-and. Tubby - was making hay

A

But on tho present oceasiony his angry 4.

i whilo the sun‘shone.” Van Ry was making Lpished him back into his’
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himself pleasant and agreeable to. the new
fellow, and did not even look at Higgs.
And the new fellow, quite a stranger to
Rookwood, did not know anything about
Higgs, and was quite unaware that any
special importance was to be atiached to
his angry snortt,

Higgs glowered at the three, ;

“Look here, Van Ryn!” Lo exclaimed
at last,
“ Another cup of tea?”’ asked Van Ryn
“Thank you, yes,” said Pons,
© “Samo here,” said Tubly Muffin, “ And
pass the jam, will you? You might pass
the biscuits, too, Higgs. Tlkey're on your
side.” .

Another snort from Higgs.

“Look here!"™ he roared.

" “Hallo!” sgad Van Ryn, -

“I'm not having this!”
+ “Which?”

Higps pointed a forcfinger across™ il
tahle at tﬁe new hoy, who stared at biwr,

“That?” he snapped. i

Pons flushed. - : if

He half rose. to.his




@

_n,
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“All serene,” he said. “Cet on with
your tea,’”

I‘But_'_.!’ ) R

“All serene, T tell you.” z

“Well, I say it’s not all serene,” snapped |
Higgs. “I tellxtm plainly, Van Ryn, _f’em

not standing it !
“No; I'm standing it,” agreed Van

yn.

“I'm not speaking of the feed, fathead.
I'm speaking——"?

“Too much!” said Van Ryn cheerfully,
“8hut up for a bit, old chap, and give us
& rest|” .

“You haven't passed the biscuits, Hi
said Tubby Muffin plaintively.
biscuits with my jam.™

“Shut up, you !J" roared Higgs,

Tubby Mufiin. promptly. shut up.

“Now,””  continued  Higgs, “we’ll have-
this out. You brought that new fler
into this ‘study yesterday, and I stood it.
I'm & good-tempered chap. Now ydu've
planted him here again, and you're telking
about keeping  him in the study, This
study isn’t a home for idiots.”

““What the dickens are you doing in it,
then 7

., Higgs appeared to choke for a moment.

“I don't want any of yeur Yot, Van
Ryn. The long and the short of it is that
wo're not going to have that' mew kid in
this study. There’s three of us already.”

“There’s room for four.”
. “That isn’t the question,
him in this study.”

Higgs made this statement as if it were
a “clincher.” But the South African
~junior did not seem to regard the matter
as closed .thereby. 2 e

*You'll get used to it,” he romarked. 4

“I'm jolly well not going to get used:
it,”’ roared Higgs. “I tell you I'm noi
standing it ¥’ .

“Take Jimmy Silver’s advice, and keep
smiling,’”’ suggested Van Ryn. *If can’t
be. helped, you know. I've asked Mn
Bootles to put Pons in this study, and he’s,
agreed—and thers you are.” /

*You had the cheek to ask Bootles with:
outMsking me first !’ spluttered Higgs.

What was the good of asking you?
alwaysgeut up rusty.” .

I don’t want

”
Hepg |

} wood fellow, even"a new
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“0h, draw it mild
ing for the first time.
“You shut up!”
T ¥ But—"" -

“Dry upl I'm talking!”

“You generally are,”” remarked Van-
Ryn, with a sigh, ; ;

#Look at the burbling idiot,” gontinued . s
Higgs indignantly. *Calls himselfia Rook-
wood chap! Look at him|
whole school is cackling at him.}
‘himself be taken. in by the | Bagshet §8
Bounders{™ .o e,
“I couldn't help that!” pleaded Pons. . §
¢ Higgs gove 'a louder smort than ever.
- “Just think of it! Ho: *ankley ledd;
him off to Ba%s_hot, and mada ent that]
Bagshot—that blessed casual wird—w
Rookwood. Fooled him like a baby 1. Did
you ever hear of an ass? B
will 'he laughing to desth over it.
aughta’t to come t¢ Rookwoo, :
ought to go to a lunatic asyl
want the fathead in this stugy.

Pons’ handsome, dark face wasjy

' said Pons, spcafc-.

longigime. p he
unfo ug%ﬁe adventure of his firsk
the s ol {

Certainly he had been fooled most cg
pletely by the practical jokers of Bagsh
the ‘old rivals of the Rookwood jun

Pankley & Co. had made him
that Bagshot School was Roockwood
had taken him there, and it had
long time before the unfortunate
discovered that he was being ta
_Even the good-tempered Ji
the  captain of the Rookwood
px&speratqd. :
- The laugh was on the side ol
for once. It was Wperatin,?; 1fo
taken in- so -easily ‘end “guyed
Bagshot Bounders, -

But there wero plenty of ex

oor Pons. stranger from
Colony could, hardly be expected
‘anything ahdht the rivalry beiw
wood and Bagshot, or ? be on.
against* such an  extrfordinary’
joke, ° :
- Everybody was down on P

figgs jurp
Well, T " wor't' haye it,

“Wa don’t want the born idiot here.
nt him, the spooney ass|”

.} taken

in so easily, feeling thal
kwood generally.

00!



THE SCHOOLBOYS®

“heart, stoocd by him, fecling that it was up
to h;m as a fellow Colonial.

The opinicn of the Classical Fourth was
that Pons was a hopeless duffer, and with
schoolboy plainness of speech, they did not
hesitate to tell him so.

Higes' indignation was simply over
whelming at the idea of the duffer being
» “planted ” in his study., And his lordly

permission -had not even heen asked. -
“Now, I don’t went to quarrel with
an Ryn,” said Higgs. *“You're a
', though you're cheeky. But I'm
ng that chump in this study.”
rose to his feet.

e,” he said. “I'll eut.”

the sooner the better,”” growled

down ! said Van Ryn.

ou sce, yow've got to have a study,”
ined Van Ryn. “You'll get chipped
ever you go, until the fellows forget
it. =~ ¥You'd better stay here. Be-
Bootles has it fixed now. As for
s, never mind him, He's always a bit
bear, and you’ll be able to stand himn
you get used to him. _Sit down!”

t down again.

my Form-master -has put me here,
8 nghi to stay,”’ he said.

Lxactly.
“Then I'm staying.”
“That’s right!”
Higgs’ face was almost purple..

114 purp
“An% what gbout' me?”’ he roared. .
“0h,"T'll try to stand you,” said Pcma
calmly. “I wish youwd improve your
matiners a.hbxt
used to themn.”

Higgs stared at the new junior speech-
lossly. Van Ryn grinned, and Tubby
Muffin gave a fat chuckle. .

“My hat!” Higgs found his voice at
last. “It’s no good talking to you. Will
you go out of this study on your feet or
on your notk? That’s the question.”

“Well, T shan't go on my, feet,” said
Pons.

And Alfled Higgs came round the tablo
with a rush and laid violent hands on t'he
new ]umor <

a

on't want to come where I'm not

- said Jimmy.
15 cotéidered for a moment, and then [

Bat I darc say I shall get|

. too.
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CHAPTER 2.
Higgs Meets His Match!
IMMY OSILVER, the captain of the
Fourth, stopped in the passage.
‘“Hallo,
remarked.

There was a sound of a terrifie struggle
in No. 3. Certainly it sounded like war.

“0h, come on!” said Lovell. “It's only
that new duffer in trouble again.”

“Tea’s ready, you know,” said Raby.

But Jimmy Silver did not come on.

“The new kid’s a howling idiot!” he
remarked. “But if Higgs is bullying him
it's time for Uncle James to chip in.”

“Q0h, don’t begin Unecle Jamesing now!"
urged Neweome. “I tell you tea’s ready!”

The Tistical Four were coming in to tea
after football practice, and ‘they were
hungry. And there was a feed ready in
Oswald’s study. The Co. were anxious to
get there.

So was Jimmy Silver, for that matter.
But Jimmy Silver had a very strong sense
of duty as captain of the Fourth ancl Unclu
James to Rookwcod generally, -

Crash, bump! came from the study,
“Dash it all, we ought tb'_:_&look int”

that sounds like war!” ho

“Bub tea—"

“Never mind tea for a mmute—-—

“Took here, the new kid is a howling
ass and born to find trouble!” growled
Lovell. “Look how the Bagshot Bounders
took him in yesterday!" )

“Well, if he's a silly ass, it's up to wise-
acres like us to look after him a bit,”

1 suggested Jimmy.

“Oh, rats!”

“You fellows coming?” shéuted Oswald
from his study doorway.

“Just a minute, Oswald.”

Jimmy 8ilver thumped at. the door of
No. 3 and opened it.

His comrades growled, but they shopped
After oll, it would ‘only take a few
minutes to bump the bully of the Fourth
and reduce him to reason.

But the scenc that met their eyes in tllo
study amazed them,

Van Ryn and Tubby Muffin were Iookinﬂ
on at it grinning.

Alfred Higgs had grasped Charles Pons
of Canada with the intention of hurling
him meck and crop from the study. That

gy
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was Higgs’ simple and drastic method of
settling the question. . :

As Higgs was a head taller than the
younger lad, and a very powerful fellow
In every way, he did- not anticipate any
difficulty in carrying out his programme,

But difficulties had arisen.

Pons had returned grasp for grasp, and
J[I]—Iilg{'lgs, to his amazement, found himself
eld.
round him scemed to be made of steel.

Pons' “dark, handsome fice was quite
calm—in fact, smiling, Higgs was red with
rage.

The. two juniors were - stamping dnd
tramping about the study in a terrific
struggle. Chairs had been  knocked right
and left, and some of the tea-things were
on the floor. ‘

_ But the steellike
body did not relax. o

Van Ryn bad intended to interfere; but
theré was no need -for his interference,

The Canadian was
care of himself,

Jimmy Bilver burst into a hearty laugh,
Lovell and Raby and Newcome could not
help pgrinning. ~ If Charles Pons was a
duffer, he was & very capable duffer in
some ways, ; )

“My hat!” ejaculated Tovell. - *“That
kid's got some muscle. I couldw’t hold
Higgy like that!” .

“Leggo!” roared Higgs.

Pons grinned.

“Well, T didi’t begin,” he  remarked.
“A?g'e you going to keep the peace if I let

07" .

“You're going out of this study, or I
do!”? growled Higgs. i

“Then you'll go!”™ . i :

“Outi you gol!” gasped H}'gl‘]gs; and’ he
mado & tremendous effort to whirl the nety
junfor’ round to the door.

grip round Higgs; burly

For a moment he thought he was sucoeed.:

ing. They swung to the doorway, and the
Fistical Four crowded back. to give them
room. But in the doarway it was Higgs
who was swung outward, and the Canadian
suddenly let go. Higgs went spinning into
the passage, his arms flying wildly. ..

Crash !

“Yoop!” roared Lovell, as Higgs' right
hand caught him across the nase.
T “0h, crikey !” gasﬁod Higgs:

Ho sat down in the passage with a re-
*nunding bump, Jie ;

The slim arms t‘imt were wound |-

pathy.

quite capable of taking |
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Lovell rubhed his nose furiously,

“You silly ass! Oh, you dummyi”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Van Ryn,
“He is a_corker, and no mistake! How the
‘dickens did you do it, Pong?”® -
Higgs scrambled up breathlessly.
,“I“lf smash. him! = PIl slaughter him!
'll scalp him! I'H—"

He rushed into the study again;

“Poor old Pong!” murmured Raby.

But “Pong ™ was not in need of sym

He was not quite big enough to_tack
Higgs at . fisticuffs, but with wal
quickness he closed in with him, an
in his grasp, Higgs had no chance
his fists. ~Fons had received one
drive which made his head sing, by
was gll, e
How Pons did 1t the juniors cou}{i
‘see. Jt was evident that he was n wj
of ‘uncomimon skill, Higgs' musculdf
‘were pinsied down to his sides, and
juniors struggled chest to chest, -
grinning face looking coolly into F
g;ming- end furious one,: ™ i
The bully of the Fourth was strug
frantically. : !
But it seomed to be a circle 'of frond
was enclosing him, and he.eould not b
it, : ; ;
His breath came in guick, sudden j8
' “Ow! dYou]—yo_q’fJ_re breaking my a
e gasped at lagh - 3
Pons nodd‘e&,@
“If I put the serew on they’d break ri

enough,” he said calmly, “and your ribs
along with them, T think I'd better da
“.OW !l’ ;
“gnve you had endugh?”
" roo li: ] i

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“You—you : retfer!” groaned Higgs.
“Stand up to a chap and use your fists. I
can’t do tlhis wriggling businesg——"

“Well, T can’t do the fist husiness against
a fellow your egize,” griklgad Pons: “You
ar_zn Dttein b,mly fo tae o' me when you're
a ~taller | Rl

“You cheeky rotterl; Vow-ow ™

“Make it pax, Higgy!l” chuckled Van

yn.

““Yoop 1™

“Better make it pax!?
Silver, :* =
*Ha, ha, ha!" .

L

grinned Jimmy ;
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“1—1 won't!™ gasped Higgs, “I'lt
smash him! Yl pulverise him! Ill—yow
ow-ow! I say—yarooh!”

“Make it pax, you gasped Van
Ryn, almost weeping with merriment.

“Yow-ow-ow!”

Higgs made onc more eﬁ'ort, and then
he crumpled up in the Canadian’s iron
grasp.

“Yow-ow! Leggo,
rictor! I give in!”
‘Pons let go at once, and Higgs staggeved
)gainst the wall. Ho was utterly out of
Breath, and quite “do

\“Oh dear!” he gasPed *You—you
otter ! Ow! Look here, you're not going
p stay in this study, all the same.”

Pons shrugged his shoulders.

““Oh, cheese it, Higgy!" said Van Rgn
| For goodness sake let's have some
eace,’ i .
b¢“If  that rotter stays here, I
bange out!” roared nggs

sg !”

you—you boa-con-

shall

¢Hizgs shook a weak fist at Pons, and
ggered out of the study. He had had
ough, for the present at least. Van Ryn
vo & shrug. He was almost the only
ow in the Classical Fourth who ecould
t on with Higgs, and he had found him
y trying. If Higgs chose to change out
tho study, tt was probable that there
uld be dry eyes there over his departure.
The Tistical Four went on to Oswald’s
study gridning. There had been no need
for Uncle James’ intervention after all. -
“There’s more in that new kid than
meets the eye,” said Jigomy Silver sagely.
“ Awful duffer, thehgh,” said Lovell.
*Well, after nll, he. Was stranger here,
and Panky is a deepv“ﬁeast' said Jimmy
Silver,
in as Pong was—
{ Bow-wow!}"
‘He's ‘a. silly. Fathead PR rem
ut ho can wrestle, no A B
‘ hm}.- to g-ﬁm me some

irough,
hlm a beuevn!ent blink across t.he table, -

Higgs changes out, it will bo l'~lD

“ Anybody 1311,3‘11*. bave been taken [

n gave 1
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ping!” he remarked. #I'd much rather
have you, Pong.”

“Thanks!” sald Pons, laughing.

“Of course, you're an awful ass, the way
you were taken in by the Bagshot
Bounders.”

“I suppose I, shall never hear the end
of that,” growled Pons,

“You never will, till the chaps get some-
thing else to think about,” grinned Van
Ryn.  “You must try to. dish Pankley
somehow, and make the score even, and
then you'll hear the end of it.”

“Good idea!™ said Pons, *“I'l think
over that,”

Tubby Muffin chuckled,

“You'd hetter let Pankley alene,” he re-
marked.. “A du&'er like you, you know.

‘‘He, he, he!’

But Pons was looking -very thoughsful.
Van Ryn'’s suggestion had taken root in
his mind. Thaf was one way, at least, of
sctting himself right with the Rookwqod
Fourtig, if he could contrive it.

CHAPTER 3.
Pankley Surpasses Himself!

i O ik, Panky!”
G Ceeil Pankley, the great chief of

the Fourth Form at Bagshot Schonl,
beained upon Putter aud Poole, his
study-mates,
The great Pankley had been thlnkmg
And his admiring chums, who knew the
glimmer in Papky s eye when they saw it,
guessed that a ‘‘wheeze ” was working in
Panky’s mighiy “brain. So when Pankley
gave utterance to a soft chuckle, Putter
and Poole knew that the mmpt had
=,- nnd they chorusegl

got 1t'” taid Pankloy.

whepze of the scasont” said

rcsqtvely

' giving Rookwood rather a

fis "said Pankley, “They're

pisiot up to our form. Jimmy Silver

d' Tommy Dodd can’t quite keep up their
)énd agamst Bagshot.”
“No fear!” .

“We've done them brown, many &

tima, and oft,” pursued Pankley, perhaps

forgetting .that he also had been “done
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brown * cccasionally by Jimmy Silver &
Co. “They're played out, really. 8till, a
thap must have some fun. You know that
new kid who's gone to Rookwood—Pong or
Bong, or somcthing.” -

“Ha, ha!"

“You know the way we spoofed him,
bringing him here from the station and
stuffing him that this was Rookwcod !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Putter and Poole,

“Well, & slly idiot like that oughtn’t to
be wasted,” said Pankley,  “There's no

end of fun in a crass ass like that. And
he’s a Rookwood chap, anyway. Every
time we rull his silly leg it will make

Jimmy Silver sit up. In fact,
idiot is their heel of Achilles—
“Their which?” esked Poole.

“Don’t you know that Achilles was only
vulnerable on. one spot—his giddy heel ?”
demanded Pankley severely, *““Well, that
utter idiot, Pong, is their Achilles' heel.

’that born

See? We can fool him as much as we like,
I’'ve got a wheeze, He's a Trench
cha =

" “Trench-Canadian,” said Putter.

“ Well, French-(fanadian, then, He's
kalf French, and he’s got a French namo.
Stands 1o reason that he’s a pood deal like
a Frenchy.” 3 3

“I suppose he is,” sajd Putter, Iookini
puzzled.  “But what's that got to do wit
the wheeze?”

“That's where it comes in. Being a
Frenchy, that’s where we catch him.
You’ve heard about French duels?”

“Thels!” ejaculated Pogle,

. “Yes, You know, they skewer onc
onother when they have a row, instead of
punching noses, Of course, they don’t hurt
cne another with their skewering; it's only
% Sort of comedy. Well, Pong, heing a
{¥eanchy, more or less, will have that sort
of rot in his blood, and he will be touchy
about his honour and glory and things—
Freachies are, you know—and—? .°

““But what the dickens—"

“8o we're going to send himi a chal-

“enge.”
**A—a—a challenge?”
Pankley nodded.
“Yes, a challenge to a merry duel,”
Putter and Poole stared at their lc/zader.

He had succeeded in taking their breath

away,

. ““After that we'll let him know it’s

no

“Aa—p duel 1” habbled Poole,. at Jast.
“A regular, deadly,. blood'and-thunder,
honour-must-be-satisfied duel,” said Pank-

ley. “Boing a born idiot, he -will think
we are in earnes.”
“QOht>

“And being & touchy Frenchy, ke will
take it quitc seriously. You see, we point
out that horour demands satisfaction, and
all that—"" :

““0Oh, my hat!” A

“And there’s a deadly mceting on
heath,” said Pankley, grinning, “Wo
a couple of the cadets’ rifles, with b
cartridges—" iy

“Great pip!”

“And there’s a blaze-away, and y
Putter, fall down fatally wounded.”
" Oh, do I?” said Putter.

“Certainly! And we make
Trenchy fairly skip,”

the poor
grinned Panld

jape.”

“But—but you don’t think he's id
enough to fall into a trick like that?"®
claime‘:d Poole. ;

“Rookwood chaps -are all idiots, and §
the champion idiot,” said Pankley seiety
¥He was idiok enough to come here t
ing this was Rookwood, and let us pu
leg. I think he’s idiot enough for
thing. And if he does take' it on—""

“Ha, ha, hai” Y

“If he does, it will be a screaming joko
against Rookwood. We'll let them know
all about it, you het.” ..

“But—but he couldn’t be such an asy,™
said Poole, -

“Well, when we take over the challenge
we shall see whether he’s such an ass or
not,” said Pankley.  “Yf he accepts the
challenge, that will'prove what kind of an
ass ho i, and then we go ahead with the
jape. If he doesn’t, we can let it drop, and
harm done 2, " 1
“Well, that’s so6!
idiot, though.” "

“We'll see,” gaid Pankley, *You can
come over to Rockwood with me with the
challenge, Poole. Putter’s the injured
party who sends it. When Pong was hero
he trod on Putty’s foof, or something, and'
honour has to be satisfied. Putter is thirst-
ing for gore.’*

“0Oh. crumbs (2

He cant be such ‘nn’;



*fe sends his seconds with the challenge
in the French style,” Pankley rubbed his
hands, “Master Touchy I'renchy is afraid
of beiz thought a funk, and he aceepis
. the challenge, #nd then we make a regular
of him. Just imagine the fun if the
. idiot does take it seriously. We'll
wve a crowd of Bagshot chaps there to
1 when the duel comes off.™
‘Ha, ha, ha!” rcared Putter and Poole.
ankley jumped up briskly.
!No time like the present,” he  said.
i course, wo shall have to keep it dark
Jimmy Bilver; he wouldn't let us jape
lduﬁ'er. You conie and get your bike,
o i :

a few minutes Pankley and Poole
e cycling away to Rookwood, to carry
j Panky's extraordinary scheme.
Bt was an amazing scheme, worthy of the

ghty brain' of the great Pankley. But
Panky had some doubts as to whether
gs would be duffer enough to be taken in
that extent. He hoped he would, but
fhad some doubts. It all depended upon
¥ crass & duffer the new Rookwood
fpw was. And Pankley had fooled him
®asily once, that he bad hopes of fooling
§ again to a still greater extent.
e two Bagshot juniors arrived at Rook-
d, and leaving their machines at the
porter's lodge, crossed the quadrangle:
There was a shout from’Jimmy Silver in
the distance. ;

“Hallo, the Bagshot Bounders!”

The Fistical Four bore down upon the-

enemy as they came up to the 8School
House, Pankley jerked out his handker-
chief, and waved it in tho air.

““Flag of truce!” he exclaimed.

© Wimmy Bilver shook ‘his head.

ite flag is a flag of truce,” he re-

kell‘, this iz a ‘white flag.”
ou must be colour-blind, Panky.
8 a black flag, so I suppose you've

a, hal’!

glared. His handkerchief, per-
finot quite 50 clean as it might
ut it was not so bad as all

futning: Pong’s visit, you

¢ as & pirate, and we always bump.

said. Poole. * We've comie |
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know. I suppose you'ro aware that he
visited us the other day?” .

Tho Tistica] Four grinned.
> “We can’t heip him being a silly ass,”
said FEovell. ‘ After all, he went to' the
right place for a born idiot.”

“ (Oh, r1ats!”

. Pankley and Poole hurried into the
House, the Fistical Four deciding to re
spect the flag of truce.

“Is  Pong anywhere about?” asked
Pankley, addressing the first junior he
met. inside,- who happoned to be Tubby
Muffin, : .

“Yes; he's my study-mate.”

-4#8how us where to find him. Only a
friendly visit,”* said Pankley reassuringly.

“Oh, all right!”

Tubby Muffin Jed the Bagshot juniors t
Study No. 3, and lcft them there, Pankle;
tapped at the door,

“Comse in!” called out Pons’ voice.

Pankley opened thé deor. Pons was
alone in the study, getling through some
lines he had received from Mr. Bootles.
Pankley was glad to find him alone.

, The Canadian stared at the Bagshot

juniors,

"~ “You!” he ejaculated. ’ g .
“Good-afterndon, dear boy!” said Pank-

ley, coming into the study, followed by

‘Poole. *We've come over for a little talk
—rather an important matter, Shut the
door, Poole.”

Pons rose to his feet, and pushed back
his cuffs.

“QOnly a friendly talk, I tell you,” said
Pankley. *There’s a dozen Rookwood
chaps within call. We haven't come here’
to rag. ' Bit down.”

, all right!
then?”

Pankley's manner assumed a portentous
gravity. ¥
“You wero at Bagshot the other day,”
he said. “You trod on Putter’s foot.
Putter is my chum, and I'm acting for him
in_the matter. I'm his second.”
“His second?’’ exclaimed Pons,
“ Exactly "’ :
*Does Puiter want me to fight him? I
do‘n’lt% mind.’;i the chall i S il
“You acce e challenge
. “Certainly 1"
. “Then. choose your weapons!”

Panldey

What the deuce is it

aid

1 iy
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CHAPTER 4. -
The Challenge Accepled!

ONS stared blankly at the Bagshot
P junior. He had supposed that Pank-
fey brought over a challenge to a
fistical encounter with Putter, and
the Bagshot junior’s remark made him
jump,
“Weapons!”’ he ejaculated.
Pankley nodded gravely,
“This isn’t an ordinary matler,” he ex-
plained. “Putter has been insulted. You
trod on his foot, and called him a silly ass.

An insult like that can only be wiped ounj:

in blood.
“Ob, my hat!” "
A peculiar glimmer came into the

Canadian’s eyes.

Pankley was quite satisfied that he was
a horn 1diot, owing to his experiences at
Bagshaot; and certainly only a born idiot
could have taken the ridiculous challenge
- seriously. : ; -

But it was barely possible that the great
Pankley had made a little mistake, and that
Pong was not quite such a duffer as he sup-
poaed, -

But certainly Pong’s next words bore
‘out Pankley’s opinion of him.

A duel?”’ he asked,

“ Exactly.”

“As the challenged party I have a right
to choose the weapons,” said Pons.

Poole gasped, and Pankley had hard work
to suppress a chuckle. He had judged the
French-Canadian covrectly, he considered.
Unless he was a born idiot, how could he
haye answered like that? The scheme was
going to work!

“Quite s0!" said Pankley as gravely as
he could. “We've come over as Putter’s
seconds to arrange the meeting. As a
French chap, you understand how theso
things_are done, and that_honour can only
be satisfied by skewering,”

“Mais . oui,”” said Pons.
rajson, mon cher ’2

‘fEh ?’l

“I mean, you are right. Honour musé
be satisfied. There is French blood in my
veins, I undemstand perfectly. I accept
the challenge.’*

“Oh, good!” gasped Poole.

“1 will meet Monsieur Putter where and
when he likes!” exclaimed Pons, gesticu-
lating in an excited manner. “Only one of
us shall leave the field of battle alive!’

“Vous avez

'cp,ré\e”in very handy for disposing of ]

‘tunately.’?

' the

-

Poole stuffed his handkerchief into ™is
mouth. I was the only way to keep back
a yell of laughter,

“Good ! said Pank]eﬁ. “Will «Coomhe
Heath suit you—under the trees by the old
quairy ? That is a lonely place.” kil

“Oui, oui! The dead body can be thrg
into the quarry, and nothing need
known,”” suggested Pona. ) {

“Exactly " gasped Pankley, almost o
come. ' “Ex-ex-exactly! The quarry

bady.

“Bplendid idea ! stuttered Poole. 4

“C’est un combat a la mort!” exclaini
Pons. ; '

“ Which 7 ,

“I mcan it is to the death!” :

“Oh, cortainly! Quite to the death.’%%

“I am ready., Only one of us shall
the field alive; perhaps neither. Monsi
Putter shall have satisfaction.” §

“Hear, hear!” gurgled Poole. ¢

“Then, as the seconds, we settle the
tails now,”’ said Pankley. *Coombae
by the old quarry, four o'clock on W
day' afternoor. That suit youn 2’*

“Qui, oui !

“And the weapons?”

“ Anything you like. I have none, un

“You haven't any duelling rapie
asked Pankley gravely,

[ Non.’i

“Nor any pistols ¥’

“I regret it, none.”’ '

“Well, any kind of firearms will do for
blowing a chap’s roof off. I can get a
couple of cadet’s rifles—"!

“Tres bien,” i i

“And some cartridges, That suit you'32

“ Parfaitement.”” * .

“And you'll keep ‘it dark, of course?
Duelling isn’t allowed in England,” said
Pankley, “The policé would interfere-%
ahem—if they knew,” ‘

“Becret-as the' grave, of ‘course.??

g

iénds here, ¢

3 - . b

“Don’t tell ahy of youi fr
might spread,’you know!"

“I understand.”

Pankley felt rélieved. If Pons-had con-
fided the m@?ter to any of the Rookwood
fellows, Pankley was not afraid they would)
inform the police—not at all. He was afraid|
they would enlighten Poris, for certainly g/
Rookwood fellow would have thought that

'in'oposed duel Wwas anvthing but
“gpool.’t :
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But Pons seemed to have no suspicion.
¢ nodded gravely.

“But what about a second for me?'” he
sked. “I must have a second.”” . |

§ agshot chap would act for you, " said
“Poole, here.”

¢ honoured,”’ said Poole.

Bre very good !’

An honour and a pleasure,”

Poole.
I accept your offer.” You shall be

bse to his feet, and bowed. Pons
i and bowed in rveturn. It was,
v told his friends later, as gond
fon the cinema, The only trouble
ghe Bagshot jokers found it diffi-
serve their gravity.

arranged,” said Pankley.
wstood that you don’t tell any of
there that there’s going to be a
p death ¢’

by not!’’ said Pons, with 3 mo-
bmmer in his eyes. “A duel to
j n matter to be kept very secret.
il be discrect 27

Eon us!”
e, "4s seconds, you will dispose of the
body of the slain?’’

“Yes—oh, of course!”

“Vou will hur]l Monsieur Putter into the
uarry when I have slain him in battle 7"’
“Yes—I can see myself doing it,”’ agreed
Pankley.

“Then all is arranged. Buggest to Mon-
ieur Putter that ke shall make his will.”’

“L won't forget that, of course!”’

Pankley and Poole took their leave. They
secemed fo be suffering from suppressed in-
iernal convulsions as they hurried back to
the porter’s lodge for their bikes. Butb it
was not till they were riding home to Bag-
shot; that they gave vent to their feelings,
Then they yelled.

“Did you ever hear of such a howling
283 7" roaréd Pankiey« .

“¥a, ha! Never! ;

“A duel to the merry death!™

“TIy, ha, ha 1

“And poor old Putter is to be chucked
into the quarry when slain!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Poole.

The two japers rode home in great
spivits. Putter met them at the gates cf
Bagehot School. ‘ 5

“Well, did he ‘spot the iapc?” was
I'utter’s question.

g
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“No fear!”

“He's accepted the challenge?” yelled
Putter.

0 Yes.'l

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Tour o'clock on Wednesday, on Coombe
Heath—cadets' rifles, and a duel to the
giddy death!” gurgled Poole.

Putter shricked. : .

“And yow'ro to be chucked into the old
quarry, Putter, when slain.”

Putter wept.

The merry trio proceeded to relate the
story in the junior Common-room, and the
Bagshot Tellows gasped when they heard it.
And there were few in the Fourth Form
of Bagshot who did mnot resolve to be on
the scene on Wednesday afternoon and sce
the duel a la mort. Poole intended- to
take his camecra. He thought that a snap-
shot of the duel would make an agreeablo
picture, which could be sent to Jimmy
Silver & Co. afterwards,

Meanwhile, Pons went cheerfully on with
his lines (ill Van Ryn came into No. 3

Study. The South African junior re-.
garded him rather curiously.
“What did the “Bagshot DBounders

want?” he asked.

Pons looked up with a grin.

“] have something to tell you, mon-
ami,” he remarked. “I have an idea—
think it is a good idea.”

Pons proceeded to explain his idea.

Van Ryn listened with astonishment at
first, staring blankly at the Canadian
junior.

But as Pons procceded, the South
African’s. faco relaxed into a grin, and
the grin became a laugh, and the laugh
a yell. He roared.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Van Ryn lay back in the study arm-
chair and yelled.

“Hallo!” What's the merry joko?”
asked Jimmy Silver, looking into tho
study. “Somebody been fooling your

born duffer again?”
“Ha, ha, hat”
“It’s a sccret,”
terrible secret—'"
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Van Ryn.
“0h, blow your secrcts!” said Jimmy.
«“What are you ceckling at, you duffers?”
Van Ryn, chuckling, explained: and

said Pons gravely—“a



. lieve his mind,”

10

then Jimmy 8ilver yelled, too. And if
Pankley & Co.- could have heard, they
would probably net have been quite so
pleased with themselves.

—

CHAPTER 5.
Thé Duel!

iy REAT pip! There he is!”
! ‘ It was Wednesday afternoon.
Pankley, Putter, ard Poole

. crossed the heath from the direc-
tion of Bagshot 8chool in the clear, frosty
afternoon.

Excellently as their little scheme had
worked, the Bagshot trio had had a linger-
ing doubt. They wondered whether Pons

would really be ass enough to keep the |

appointment at the old quarry.

But as they came through the trees from
the road across the moor they saw the
Canadian junior.

Pons was first in the field.

He stood by the old gquarry, with kis
arms folded, his face dark and stern, in a
Napoleonic attitude.

He was alone, end waiting for the
enemy.

“By gad!” murmured Putter. *Tho
howling ass has come right enough!™
*“Oh, I knew he would!” said Pankley
airily. i

“Of all the screaming duffers—" mur-
mured Poole.

“Mind you don’t laugh,” udmonished

Pankley. “If you cackle, that will give it
all away”
“Ha, hat®

“Shurrup! He ecan sce us from here.
You know what yeu've got to do, Putty.
You fall down fatally injured—

“QOh, my hat!”

“We chuck you into the gquarry—*

“0Oh, do you?” said Putter, .

“Yes, ass—only slide you.into the bushos,
you know. Then we tell Pons to fy.”

*Poor old Pong!”

#And -he flies!” prinned Pankley,

.!*Later on we'll drop in at Rookwood, and

let him seo Putter alive and well, to re-

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Shush I”

The three juniors assumed looks of great .

v g

&
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gravity as they came under the trecs. They |
seluted Pons with becoming solemnity,

Pons gave a graceful bow.

“1, have waited, messieurs,’”” he
marked.

“Just four,” said Pankley consul
watch.

“I'res bien,”

Here and there on the hea
appeared in view. 'A good numbe
shot juniors were looking on frof
tance, not to miss the fun. Pons
appear to obscrve them. ]

Pankley unfastened a long b
carried, wrapped in canvas,

A pair of the rifles used by
cadet corps were disclosed to

Pons glanced at them.

“Good!” he ejaculated. -

“How many paces?” asked

“Bay ten,”” said Putter, *
make sure of him.”

“Does that suit yon, Pons?”!

“ Parfaitemont.”

“Ten paces, then,” said Pan
your stand while we load the

The distance was measured of
Poris stood waiting in a Napoleonig”
tude. He was quite calm. )

“I—I say, Panky,”’ whispered Putter,
“you—you’re sure that you've got blank
cartridges?” - v :

- Pankley gave him 'a withering look.

23 uo
you fathead ?” he asked.

“Nunno; but-——" ‘

“If you're getting mervous, you ass—"""

“I'm not; only mistakes do happen——~" |

“Look st them yourself, fathead!”

“Oh, all 2ight!” said Putter,

“Take your. place, .ass, or Fong will bo-
gin to e¢mell a rat.” )

Puytter went to hie place, facing Pons at .
a distance of ‘ten: paces. kg

3&1?119 two seconds proceeded to load the
rifles. : :

This operation was performed with due
seriousnéss. - Then the deadly weapohs
were handed to the two pr?ncipalu.

Pong gripped his rifle with a business-
ke air. } :

“When I drop thw handkerchief you
fire,” said Pankley,

“Qui, oui1” =

“Are you ready?”™

“Quite ready.”

“Go ahead,” said Putter,

ro-

ﬁou think I should make a miﬁtake,'




“Level your popguns, and wait for the
word !”
. “Whatho!”

Tho vifles came up to the shoulders.
Deadly zim was taken.

L DMy hat!” murmured Poole. *Paong
Bnust bo an awful beast as well as a silly
ool! He really thinks he's going to wing
poor old Putter.”

I Pankley nodded.

. “This Jesson will do him good, then!”
ihe remarked. “He'll feel a bit different
k. wingisg him.  Don’t cackle, you
ss ! Now—"

¥ “Hold on a minute; I've got to get my
samera ready !”

E £ Buck up, then!”

t.. “The Rookwood chaps will enjoy this
otograph,” murmured Poole, as he
bopencd tho view-finder. “They'll gloat
wer “it—1 don’t think ¥’

2% Now then!” said Pankley, raising: his

and with the handkerchicf in it. “Eyes
ffront! Ready?” :

The dueliists blinked along the levelled

fles, o

All was ready.
¢ The handkerchief fluttered from Ceeil
Pankley’s hand. ’
Bang, bang!
The two reports sounded almost as one.
. Tutter, as per programme, ultered a
tercing yell, and fell forward oh his face.
To the astonishment of the seconds, Pans
‘gave a shrick at the same moment, spun
wildly round, and feil on his side.

They stared at him,

A deep, anguished groan came from the
¢ follen Cenadian:
& “Oh, mon Diecu!
Then he lay still.
Pankley rushed madly towards him, his
" face white as a sheet. A crimson stream
' was flowing over Pons’ white collar, dye-
' .ing the grass upon which he lay. The Bag-
shot juniors gazed abt him .in specchless
horror. ;

{5

Jo suis mort! Helas!”

CHAPTER 6.
Not According to Programme!
ANKLEY and Poole stood transfixed,
P gazing down at the fallen junior.
Putter leaped to his fect. It had
Leen arranged for Putter to go
through the ceremony of appearing fatally
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injured. But it was evidently no time for
jokes now. Dutter came ruuning up with
a scared face.

“What—what’s happened ?” he panted. ,

Pankley’s toeth: chattered. ‘

“Look at him!”

“He—he's hit!” -stuttered Putter.

The Canadian junior groaned again. His
hand was clutching at his coliar, and his
fingers came away dyed crimson.

Putter’s knces knocked together. How
had it happened? He turned a wild look
upon Pankley. ;

“Panky, you silly idiot, I—I asked you
specially if thoy were blank cartrvidges!”

“They—they were!” groancd Pankley.
“] got them out of the right box, Tl
swear l” .

“Then they must have got mixed
gasped Poole.

“But—but 1 looked at them1?

“0h, you fool!” ;

“You silly fool!” groaned Putter. “I
knew there’d be some bungle! You've
given mo & loaded cartridge, and—and
now v

Groan!

The thros juniors were almost overcome
with horror. ;

Pons blinked up at them.

“It is nothing!” he gasped.
an-— Oh! But you arc not to blame,
It was a fair duel.”

Pankley groaned.

“1 forgive you,
moanad Pons.
me into the quarry, and say nothing!”

“Pong, old man” gasped Pankley
hoarsely, “it—it was only a joke! We—
we thought they were blank cartridges!”

Pong smiled faintly.

Then his features became convulsed, and
he writhed in the grass and groanew

“Ah, je suis mort! Jo vals mourir
he groaned.

There was a crash

197

Monsicar Putter [”

13

in the trces and

| bushes by the quarry, end Dick Van Ryn

of Rookwood camo panting up.

“What's happened” he exclaimed. 1
hoard shots here! Why, what—what's-hap-
pened to Pong?”

“Tt—it was an accident!"” eaid Pankley
huskily. “We—wo were fooling him!”

“Look at the blood!”
_ “The—the cartridge
somehow I

wasn't a blank,

“1_1

“If I die, you shall throw
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“Oh, you champion 1diot!” exclaimed
Van Ryn. “Don’t you know better than
to play jokes with firearms?”
*« “I could have sworn—"

“Lend me a hand with him. I've got
a trap on the road,” said Van Ryn hastily,
“He may not be fatally injured. Let's get
him to the surgeon’s at once!”

“I—Tll look at his injury now!”

“Rot! What do you know about gun-
shot wounds? 1.elp me get him to the trap.
It won’t take five minutes to get him to
Coombe. Quick !” ;

Van Ryn was already ruising-I’ons in

his arms. The South African junior todk
the lead now without question.
Bagshot fellows were utterly overcome
with distnay and horror.

Pankley took the Canadiar’s legs, and
Van Ryn his shoulders, and they carried
him towards the road.

Pankley could mnot help thinking it
lucky-that Van Ryn had 'happened to Le
driving by in a trap at that terrible
moment. Without that, the woundad
junior céuld hardly have been got to the
surgeorn’s.

"The trap was waiting by the roadside.
Jimmy Silver was sitting in it, holding
the reins. !

Ho stared at them as they came up,
carrying the groaning Pgns.

“What on eart A :
. “An accident!” panted Pankley.

“Good heavens "

“No time to talk now!” interjected Van
Ryn. “He's got to be got away! Help
me in with him, Pankley!” ;

Pons was laid in the trap.

“How—how do you feel, old man?”‘

zroaned Pankley.

“Je vais mourir.”

“Nunne! You—you're mnot going to
die, old chap! The—the surgeon will get
it out.. Cheer up; you know |”

Groanl ; ;

“You fellows had better say nothing
about this till you hear what the surgeon’s
got to say,” said Van Ryn, as he followed
the wounded youth into the trap. “Get
_ off, Silver! Drive as fast as you can!”

“Don’t jolt him too' much!” gaspad
Pankley. *I—I say, let me tie up his
wound first! Look at the—the blood!”"

“I'll look after him while we’re going.
Buck up, Jimmy I*

The three
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The trap startea.

Pankley gazed after it, stonily, as it dis-
appeared down the road, across the headth,
in the direction of Coombe.

Putter and Poole came slowly up and
joined him,

The trap had disappeared, driving ab «
rate that was certainly not good for a fei-
low who had a Bullet in his body.

Pons lay n the bottom of the trap, with
Van Ryn at his side. Jimmy Stilver drove
on to the village, but he did not stop there.
e passed the gaptes of Mr. Scoggins; the
surgeon, without thinking of halting, and
drovo on towards Rookwood. In the lane
he slackened speed, and looked round with
a grin. x

“All sereno now,” he remarked.
dead yet, Pong?” ’

Pons sat up.

* He did not look as if he were
"'now. ' -
He was chortling.

“Right-ho!” he
Pankley 1

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Just imagine Pankley’s face when he
calls on the surgeon!” gurgled Van Ryn.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver,

“I have spoiled my collar,” said Pons
regretfully, “and it is very uncomfortable
to have red ink flowing down my shirt-
front. But it was worth inking a shirt
and a eollar.”

“Ha, ha! I should say so!” grinned
Jimmy Silver. *“ ¥You're not such a duffer
as you look, Pong!” .

“Thank you!”

#1 saw PButter fall down!” grinned Van
Ryn., “He jumped uwp quick enough ‘when
Pong went down, though!” !

“Ha, ha, ha!’ F i

And the Rookwood juniors drove on in
great spirits, the ‘wounded warrior being
anxious to change his shirt. That was all
he needed to bring about a ¢ompleto re-
covery. ;

“Not :
porishing
old

said, “Poor

CHAPTER 7.
Quite ‘a Surprise?
2 ANKLEY & Co. looked at ono
P another afﬁa‘n._the trap had gone.
“Well, this is & go!” said Pankley
at last. : )
“It’s your fault!” said Pubter. ¢ You




h

v

‘undertook to see that they were Dblank
scartridges !
© “Well, I did see to itl”

“T.00k at the result.”

“T—T can’t understand it!”

“What an awful ending to a roften
joke!” groaned Paale. “I—I say, he—he
zan’t be fatally injured, can he?”

“No, no!” gasped (”ankley. *Only—only
a wound, you know! Goodness knows how
the wrong cartridge got into the box,
Yomebody ought to be prosecuted!”

“iWe shall be prosecuted when this gets
out!” ‘ .y

“Oh, don't!”
~ “Let’s get on, to the surgeon’s, for good-
ness’ sake, and hear the worst!” mumbled
Putter.

But as the dismayed trio started =

- crowd of Bagshot fellows arrived on the

spot, The distant. spectators had observed

that matters had not gone quite eccording
E to programme, and they wanted to know

what was the matter, They looked very

! blue when they learned what the matter

was.

“Well, you've done it now, Pankyl”

“You awful ass!? ;

“Putter will be hung!”

“Vou’ll all go to prison. too!”

“0f all the silly idiots——"

“It was a rotten joke, anyway

“Qh, shut up!”- growled Pankley, not
much comforted by these remarks, “Some
of you get these confounded rifles away,
and hold vour jaws. It mayn’t tufn out
to be serious.”

Pankley and Putter and Poole started
for the village, with very unenviable feel-
“ings. Truth to tell, they were more ahxious
about poor Pons than about the con-
soquences to themselves, But the con-
sequences Wwere certain to be very serious.

They started at a walk, byt they broke
into a run, and arrived in Coombe in a
breathless state.

Pankley rang a loud peal at the door of
the village surgeon’s, He was in too
anxjous a state to stand upon ceremony,
and he rang and rang till the door was
opened by a startled maid. & .
. . The trio shoved in.’ i

“Where is ho?* he gasped. :

The maid stared at him, wondering
whether he was out of his senses.

“Who—what—" '

1}’
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“Pong! Where is he? How is he?”
stuttered Poole.”

“I don’t understand |”

Mr. Scoggins, the surgeon, stepped out
into the hall, frowning. %\I-r. Scoggins was
at tea, and he was not pleased by the dis-
turbance at his door.

“What is it? What is the maiter?” he
exclaimed, *“An accidentl”

“How is he, six7”

“What! How is who?”

“Pong, sir,” ‘

“What do you mean—pong?”

*“The—the chap who was breught heré
wounded, I mean, How is he?”

Mr., Scoggins stared at Pankley, as well
he might.

"“What do you mean? Is this a joke?”

he rapped. “Nobody 'has been brought
here I )

Pankley staggered. :

“Isn't he here? A Rookwood chap.

Didn’t Jimmy Silver bring him here in a

trap?” : .
“Certainly not!”
Pankley looked at his comrades in be-

‘wilderment, What did it mean?

“Yon—you—you're sure, sir?” stuttered
Putter.

“1 suppose I should know whether any-
one has been brought here or not,”
snapped Mr. Scoggins, “If this is one cf
youi;, practical jokes, you young rascals

“Nunno. . But—but——"

“Close the door, Mary!”

Mr. Scoggins went back to his ica, and
the door was closed in the faces of the Bag-
shot trio. .

Pankley looked helpless.

“They~—they didn’t bring him here,” ho
gasped.  “What have they done with
him? They—they wouldn’t take him lo
Rookwood—like that!”

“They must have.”

Pankley pressed his hand to his brow.
He simply couldn’t understand it.

“Let's get on,” he muttered, at last.
“1 suppose they must have taken him to
the school, the silly fools, Buck upi®

A visit to Rookwood, under the circum-
stances, wae not pleasant; but the Bagshot
juniors were oo terribly anxious to think
about that. v ran on up the lane to-
wards _the. schogl, tired and dusty and

breathless. -
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They were panting and perspiring when
thoy arrived at the gates, Lovecll of the
Fourth was waiting there.

*“0Oh, you've come!” he exclaimed.

“Is Pong here?” gasped Pankley.

“Yes.,! .

“Where—where is he?”

“They’ve tuken him to his study,”

“Not—not fo» the sanatorium?’ ejacu-
lated Poole. :

“Noj; it's being kept dark at present,”
said Lovell. “Only a fow of us know. If
you want to sec him, I'll take youn in.”

“He—he—he's not——"" The word almost
froze on Pankley's tongue, “Hc—he’s not
—not—not dead?” . -

“Not yet.” i

“Is—is—is he going to die?” groaned
Putter.

3 Yes",

“0w!”

The miserable trio followed Lovell to
the Bchool House. They fairly ran up the
*stairs to the Fourth-Form passage. But
Pankley opened the door of No. 3 Study
very softly.

Pankley & Co. tiptoed in.

“Where is he——"" began Pankley.

He broke off suddenly.

There were half a dozen juniors in the
study having tea. And at the table with
a very cheery face, engaged in the act of

eating sardines,  was Charles. Pons of
Canada! Evidently not dead.
CHAPTER 3.
~ Good Old Pankiey!
jumped up,

grinning, as the astounded Bagshot
juniors stared into the study.
Pankley & Co. could ecarcely believe
their eyes.

“Pong1” gasped Putter.

“Bo pleased to sco you, Monsicur
Putter,” said Pons, “Do you want any
morg satisfaction?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Rookwooders.

Pankley almost staggered. It was dawn-
ing upon him now that his leg~the great
Pankley's leg—had been pulled.  If there
had been a horn idiot in the transaction,
ié; was not Pons who had been the born
idiot ! 7

JIMMY SILVER & CO.

1 prise.

‘had
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“You—you—you’re not hurt?”

“Thank you—no. blank cartridge
does not hurt,” said Pons, in a tone of sur-
i “I was a little uncomfortable from
the red ink, but that was all.”

“Red ink ! shricked Puttor,

They understood fully now. Pankley
turned a ferocious look upon Lovell, who
followed him, grinning, into the
study., )

“You—you rofter? You said he was go-
ing to dic!” he howled. :

“Bo he s, said Lovell. *Pons isn't
immortal, any more than the rest of us.
He's bound to go the way of all flesh,
isn’t he? Not for another seventy.years,
I hope; but it’s bound to éome.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You funny ass!” gasped Pankley.

“But—but—byt I don’t catch on”
gasped Poole. “Did—did—did you know

that it jvas spoof all the time, you.grin-
2 .

ning beast?”

Pons roared.

“Of course I did, fathead.” v

“Oh!"” mumbled Pankley. 3

“You took me for a howling duffer,”
continned Pons; “I took you for hawling
duffers, too. Who was right 1"’

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“I agreed not to tell anybody about a
dusl to the death,” said Pons: “but 1 told
Ven Ryn and Jimmy Bilver about a spoof
duel, with three silly asses to be guyed. 1
never said & word about a duel to the
death, according' to agreement.”

“0Oh!” murmured Pankley,

“I knew you were going to spoof with
blank cartridges, as I couldn’t believe you
were idiot®enough to be thinking of any-
thing else,”” went on Pons cheerfully.
“But cartridges sometimes get mixed; and
I thought that if I fell down dying, you
would suppose they'd got mixed—as you
did. You were going to spoof me into
believing -that I had winged Putter, and
you couldn't.do it, you ass! But'I spoofed
you into believing that Putter had winged
me, because yow're a born idiot!® :

froh!l!

“It,only nceded a small bottle of red
ink and a little acting, and Jimmy Silver
and Van Ryn ready with a trap on the
road,” grinned Pons. “How did you get
on with the surgeon? Was he surprised?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
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Pankley & Co. looked at the hilarious
cokwooders and at one another., They
bvero immensely relieved to find -that the
haniorous Canadian was nof hurt after
Put to have his own jape turned
gainst him in this way was a bitter pill
r the great Pankley to swallow.
frcaliscd that Pons had seen through the
fwhole scheme at one glance, had affected
to fall in with it, and befooled him com-
that he had walked into the
laid for Pons, with unsuspect-
What on earth would they

The expression on Pankley's face was ex-
uctating. The Rookwood juniors laughed
| they wept.
“] fancy Rookwood scores this time,”
rinned Jimmy Silver. “ Will you stay to
y, old scont? You're so enter-
ining !” s
¢ “Ha, ha, ha!” ;
i Pankley & Co. did not stay to tea. With
rrimson faces, they sncaked out of the
udy, leaving Jimmy Silver & Co. yelling.
hey did not speak till they wero in the
ad. Then Putier and Poole spoke—with
phasis.
“Pankley, you ass
E “Pankley, you idiot!™
- “]—I'm jolly glad it’s no worse, any-
. mumbled Pankley. %
“And that’s the chap you were going
g0 spoof; taking you in all the time!”
hooted Poole.
g “Who's the
{ Putter.
© “They'll cackle us to death at Rookwood
' over this!” . - -
.~ < And at Bagshot, too, when they know."
“0h, you fathead, Pankley1”
“0Oh, you ass!” : ‘
tho unfortunate Pankley *had
othing to say. He could not deny that his

born idiot—eh?”  yelled

11 along the line.
reat Pankley to hide his diminished head.
In No. 3 Study at Rookwood there was
Whuch merriment, Never had the rivals of
Rookwood bepn 5o completely “dished”
: and the cream of the joko, as

15,
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" “Ha, ha, hal” :
#Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!™

CHAPTER 9.
To Let!
* There wus a roarof laughterin the
old gquadrangle at Rookwood.

Pons, the new junior im, the Classical
Fourth, looked round in surprise.

The Fistical Four of the Fourth—Jimmy
Silver and Lovell and Raby and Newcome
—were on the steps, and they burst into
a yell as Pons came ont. i

.Mornington and Townsend and Topham,
the nuts of Rookwood, were lounging in
the quad, and they echoed the yell as they
looked at the new junior. :

And then it spread, and from all sides
came shouts*of. laughter,

Pons looked. bewildered, and his
flushed crimsén,.

_“What is it?” he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What is the joke?” demanded Ions.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy.

“To let!” shricked Lovell. “Well, I
always knew it was empty!”

And there was a fresh yell.

Pons stood on the -steps, blinking  about
him. He was gquite unconscious of the fact
that some practical joker had, by means of

face

1a fish-hook, attached a small eard to the

back of his coat. Upon the card was in-
scribed in “beld letters:

“TO LET!™

The unfortunate new Boy could not see
the card, having no eyes in the back of
his head; but everybody clse could see it;
and they yelled. ’

Poor Pons was set down as a duffer;
hence the little joke of which he was now
the vietim. 3 :

Pons’ head certainly was not empty; but
the eard hooked on the back of his coat
implied that it was, and that the vacant.
space was ‘“to let.” §

“Took here, what are you cackling at?™
Pons demanded warmly.

“All serenel” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“There’s nothing in it!” %

And that remark, which had a double

own undoing:

"meaning, was greeted with another howl
of merriment. :
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“Pons put his hand up to his face, under
the impression that something or other
was there—an ink-spot on his' nose, or
something of the kind. The juyiors watched'

im _in:great glee, . . b

“By gad! That's got him -down about
right,” said Mornington. “To lot! What
offers for the vacant space?” ; 2
. ““Ha, ha, ha!” s
#To let!” repeated Pons. *I don’t un-
derstand—"" -

“Of course you don’t;
to understand with!”
“Took here, what is

Silverp” ., ; :

41" Nothing’s the matter, dear boy."

13

you mneed hrains

the matter, J imiy-

grinned Mornington, | :
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His lips guivered for a moment, but ha
contrived to frown,
. Dear me!” ejacnlated Mr. . Bootles,
“This is—is ridiculous! Pons—come here,
“Pons! You should not play such an absurd
trick, Pons!” .

“Trick|” gasped Pons. ; 7

“Yes, my.boy. It is surely a  ve
peculiar sense of humour which canges you
to hold yourself up to tidicule in this way!”
¢ “I—I-~=% gnsped Pons, an R
i.-“Take it off at oncel}” .
“Take it off|” repeated Pons, in be-
wilderment, ~ “Bb-but what am 1 to take
off, sir? My cap?”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Bootes.

““Then what are you chortling at?”.": !
“We're chortiing at ihe duffer of Rook-
wood!” chuckled Iovell. : ‘
< *Ha, ha, ha!” - 5+ S 5
Yan Ryn of the Fourth'edshe across the
Yuadrangle from ,‘the)" tuckshop; and Pons
called - to -him, The “two Ca@nial Juniors
were chums.. 2 X
“Van Ryn,
these silly asses
. The South
He could not see the back
Canadian faced him.
“No, I ecan’t,” he replied. T
“Then what is the eackle about”
“Ha, ha, ha!™* velled the Fistical Four,
~Pons swung round angrily towards them,
and then Van Ryn saw the card, and burst
into a roar.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
- Tk was Pons’ unconsciousness of the ridicu-
Jous’ label upon' his back that tickled the

to cackle at about me?” -

of Pons, as the

“1:“Is it possible,

can you see anything for|:

African junior stared at him. |

Pons,  that you ars not
awara that there is a ridiculous card hooked
upon your back?”’ )

“‘“Ha, ha, ha!” '
Pons’ hand made a dive for the back
of his coat, and he dragged off tue card.
His face was a study as ho looked at 1t,
‘and read “To let!”
The expression upon his face made the
juniors shriek,
““To—to—to let!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Ahem! You were not aware, Pons—-"
#*Nunno, sir!"
“A—a very ridiculous joke!”’ said My,
Bootles, trying not to smile. “You should
not play such jokes upon a new boy!”
And Mr, Bootles went into the Schosl
House, and'did not laugh #ill he was out
of hearing of the juniors. -
Pons stood with the card in
‘his face erimson.

gasped Pous.

his fingers,

Roolowood juniors most.
wards Van Ryn again.

- “You, to0!™ he exclaimed. “You silly
¥

ass!”
“Ha, ha!” roared Van Ryn,
' Look here—" .

“Et tn, Brute!” chuckled Lovell. *Thou,
too, Brutus! Ha, ha!v - ;

.-“Here comes Bootles!” murmured .‘R_a'by'.-

. *“Oh, my hat!. Take it off, Pong!™ -,
“Eh? Take what off 7" exclaimed the

exasperated Pons, L

. “Ha, hal”

Mz, “Bootles, " the master of the -Fourth,
was coming over from Mr. Manders’ house.
He glanced round in mild surprise at the
hilarious ‘juniors, Then he canght sight of

He spun road to |:

the card hooked upon Pons’ back, and
started. ® ’ :

-1 suppose that’s a joke?” he ejacu-
lated at last, ,

 “No; it’s a fact!” grinned Flynn of the
iFOuI't-h. “Sure, the space is to let, jsn’t it
lintirely 2" ‘
- “You silly ass)”
#¥Ha, ha, ha!”
Van Ryn, laughing,

put his arm through
:Pong’, and

dr_exy him into the House, They

left -the - Classical juniors velling,
-“Poor old Ponsi” said Lovell, wiping
his eyes. “T suppose he can’t help being

a duffer, but he's funny1” :
In No. 3 Study Dick Van. Ryn was grin-
ning, and Pons was frowning, with knitted
rows, ; /
“You mustn’t mind, Pong,
said Van Ryn. ‘.‘Only a joke
“I do not mind a joke!™ growled Pons,

?ld chap !
l’
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«But why have all the fatheads
their minds that I _am a duffer?’
"¢ Well, the way Pankley dished youw, you
mw - v
“But since that I have dished Pankley.”
“True, O King; but you gave them that
idea at the start, and they haven't got over
it. Never mind; keep smiling, 28 Jimmy
Silver says!”
“Blow Jimmy Silver!” growled Pons.
And it was some time before the cloud
clegred from the wsually good-humoured
face of the Canadian junior.

made up
r

prm——1

CHAPTER 10.
Pons to the Rescue!

1 AGSHOT bounders!” growled Jimmy
B HBilver.

Tt was the following day, and

Jimmy Silver was returning to the

school after a visit to O

vombe, and at a
jurning in the lane he met Pankley and
Poole and Putter of Bagshot face to face.
" Ag tho rival juniors never me} without
n ragging, Jimmy Silver was evidently in
for it.

Pankley & Co.
once, grinning.

“What a happy meeting!”
Pankley.

Jimmy put up his hands.

“Buzz off, you silly asses!”

“Ain’t you glad to see us?” asked Pank-
fey, in a pained voice, while his comrades
chortled.

“Could anybody be glad to see & face
like yours?” demanded Jimmy Silver. At
which Poole and Putter chortled still more,
and Pankley ceased to zmile.

«We're cheeky to-day,” grunted Pankley.
“Never mind. Come for a little walk,
Jimmy, my sor. We're just going home.
Come along!” 4

“Hands off, you chump!”

But the three Bagshot, fellows did not
“Hands off.” They closed round Jimmy
Silver, who hit out vigorously, But, great
fighting-man a3 Jimmy was, three were
yather too many for him. His arms were
pinioned, and he wriggled in vain in the
grasp of the trio, i

#Now, como along,” grinned Panlkley.
“We're going to take you to Bagshot, and

bore down on him abt

exclaimed

-piled

‘was
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show the chaps what we've found wild on
the road. Kim on!”
* yoared Jimmy Silver.
t Come on, You walk be-
hind, Poole, and help him with your boot.”
«VWhat-ho!” chortled Paole.
“T'm not going to Bagshot, you howling

chumps,” yelled Jimmy Silver resisting
desperately. “¥Yarooh! Keep your boot
away, you rotter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Are you coming, dear’ boy?”

#Qh, you rotters!” gasped Jimmy. 2

He had to go. Pankley and Putter held
his arms securely, and Poole, behind, was
helping him on with a heavy boot. Jimmy
walked down the road in the midst of the
Bagshot trio, with a ved and furious face.
He knew what he had to expect if his cap-
tors marched him into Bagshob School; but
there was no help for it.

There was the buzz of & bieycle on the
road, and a junior came pedalling along
at a leisurely pace from the village.

It- was Pons of the Fourth.

He glaticed at the group of juniors- in

astonishment. ]

“Took out, Bookwood ' cad!” muttered
Pankley.

«Resene!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

He did not expect much help from the
duffer of the Fourth, but it was a chance.
Ho remembered that Pons had given &
good account of himself against Higgs, tho
bully of the Fourth ‘Form at Roolkwood.

Tons jammed on his brake at oncer and
jumped down, leaving his bike to go spin-

‘hing into the hedge,

the scene at once.

“Clear off, ass!” said Pankley warningly-
“To you want to- be taken to Bagshol
again? Oh, my hat!”

Pons did not reply. He rushed to the
attack, hitting out.  Pankley and Poole
had to let go Jimmy Bilver to defend
themselves. Poole grasped the Canadian;
but he was hurled aside, and went stagger-
ing into the hedge. Pons grasped Pankley
the next moment, and they rolled ou the
ground. :

Jimmy Silver was froed then, and he
in without a moment’s pause. Putter
driven back under & shower of drives,
through a gap in the hedge, and into a
clayey field. Then Jimmy turned upon
Poole, and in a few minutes Poole had
had enough.

He rushed upon
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Meanwhile, Pons and Cecil Pankley
were rolling on the ground in a terrifie
combat.

They seemed about evenly matched, and
both of them were getting terrific punish-
ment.

Jimmy Silver rushed to the rescue of his
rescuer and dragged Pankley off by the

egs.

Pankley roared.

Pons staggered up. His nose was stream-
ing red, and one of his eyes was closed.
Pankley clawed at the 'ground as Jimmy,
with a powerful grasp on his ankles,
dragged him towards the ditch.

“Leggo!” he roared, .“You're not going
to—ow—oh—o00o0ch!”

Pankley went head first into
rainy mud.

‘“Gorroooooch 1™

Poole and Putter were returning breath-
lessly to the attack, and Jimmy Silver and
Pons met them half-way. Pankley was
struggling wildly in the muddy ditch, and
was quite out of the combat.

“Come and help a chap!” shrieked Pank-

& foot of

“ley.  “Grooch! Yowl Oh! Lend a
hand!”
“Pax!” ejaculated Poole. And he ran

to help his leader. Putter followed behind
him, and Jimmy Silver burst into a chuckle,

“A win for us,” he exclaimed, “Come
on, Pons, let’s clear!” .

Three or four Bagshot juniors. were
speeding towards the scene, across the field.
It was high time for the Roockwooders to
clear.

Pons picked up his bike.

“Jump on behind!” he excldimed.

“Right-ho!” | .

“Stop them!” roared Pankley. *Groogh!
Stoppem !”

But Pons was jn the saddle, and Jimmy

Silver was standing on the foot-rests, his|.

hands on Pons> shoulders. The double-
Joaded bieycle whizzed away down the road,
and the Bagshot Bounders rushed after it
in vain. ‘
“We've done them!” grinned Jimmy
Silver, as Rookwood came in sight. :
‘The bike slowed down, and Jimmy

"~ jumped off. Pons alighted, and whecled the
bicycle on, rubbing his nose with his frée

hand,
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“You've had.it bad,” said Jimmy sym-
pathetically. “It was awfully plucky of -
you to tackle the bounders like that, Pons.
Better buck up and get a beefsteak for your
eyel” .

“Lucky for you there was a duffer com-
ing along,” remarked Pona.

Jimmy coloured a little. ]

“Well, you didn’t look much like a duffer
when you- tackled them,” he said. “You've
done me a good turn, Pong, old chap. They
were going to yank me off to Bagshot, and
I should have had a high old time. Look
here, Pong, you are a . bit of a duffer, you
know, but you've done me a jolly good
turn, and it was plucky of you, and—and
if I can ever do you one, you've only got
to ask me.” . |

Ptus looked at him with a
meyr in his eyes.

“Honest Injun?” he asked. ;

“Honest Injunl’” said Jimmy Silver
solemnly,

peculiar glim-

. “I may remind you of that some time.”

“PDo!” gaid Jimmy. ‘

And he wheeled. in Pons’ bike, while the
Canadian went to the house-keeper in search
of a steak for his eye, which nceded it
badly. :

" CHAPTER it.
What Pens Knew!

ORNINGTON of the. Fourth looked
M in at the end study that evening.
Jimmy Silver & Co. had finished

~ their ‘preparation, and Jimmy was
conning over a list of names on a slip of -
paper. Tho dandy of the Fourth glanced

at it. .
“That the list for the Bagshot match?”
he asked. St
Jimmy nodded.

“Got my name down ?'

& O-”

Mornington logked unpleasant.

“I suppose that means that you're going-
to keep me out of the footer all the season,
as you did out of the cricket?” he ex-
claimed. . ¥

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders. .

*¥Yon can put it that way if you”like,”
he said. “It means that you're not going
to have a chance to play dirty tric};s in

By



the footer as you did in the cricket. That's
how I put it.”
“Well, T warn you that I'm not standin’
it, Jimmy Silver.”
“Qh, go away and smoke,” said Lovell.
‘#That's more in your line than footer.”
“Tsn't there a game of banker going?”
grinned Raby.
“Qr nap?” asked Newcome. “You'd
rather play nap than footer, any day,
Morny.” :
Mornington did not heed. His eyes were
¢ fixed upon Jimmy Silver.
' s 1'm not standin’ it,”” he repeated. “You
{ can look out for yourself, Jimmy Silver.”

“Qh, rats!” said Jimmy Silver, “If that
means that you've got a dirty trick up
b your sleeve, Mornington, you’d better look
. gut yourself.

Mornington gritted his tecth, and strode
away from the study.

“The chap’s a good player, if he wasn't
. such a howling cad,” Loyell remarked
" thoughtfully. “Ho would be useful against

Bagshot, Jimmy, if—if—"

* «Tf he didn't get into one of his precious
tempers, and kick the ball through our

own goal to spite us,” retorted Jimmy.

i “Well, yes, he's rotter enough for that,”

§ apreed Lovell. “Hallo, here’s the duffer!”
. Pons came into the study.

4Gl to let?” asked ‘Newcome.

i *Oh, don’t be funny!” said Pons. “I’'m
i getting fed-up with that. 1 say, Silver, I
8 Lear youre making up the eleven for the
. Bagshot match.”
|  “Right on the wicket,” said Jimmy.
“How would you
“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Fistical Four
in chorus.
. “Well, where does tho cackle come in"?
. I can play footer.”
. “Well, I haven’t seen you play,” said
' Jimmy, smiling. “PBut I hardly think
% youwd be up to form for the junior team,
k old son, even if you weren't— hem!’”
¥ “ A duffer?” said Pons.
“Well, yes."
' “Then you don't feel inclined to play
@ me for Rookwood on Saturday ¥
k. “Hardly!” grinmed Jimmy. )
“We're not playing a lunatic asylum!”
E explained Lovell. *“When we do, you -ghall
thave a front place!”
L < Certminly!” said Jimmy. “That’s a

oo 1M
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like to put me down?" |
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Pons looked. from onc to another of the
grinning faces,

“But you haven’t seen me play yet,” he
remarked. _ :

“No; we haven’t had that pleasure,”
said Jimmy. “Let's see you at the practice
to-morrow, Pong.” .

“Woll, it he can play footer as well as
he can play the giddy ox, he must be a
corker!” remarked Newcome.

“Do you know-how to kick a ball?”
asked Lovell.

Pons nodded. =

“With the foot,” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“What are you
right 77 ;

“Ves,” gasped Jimmy Silver, ‘‘that's
right—right as rain. But—but yowll have
to know a little more about the game.than
that before you play for Rookwood. My
word, you are a duffer, old scout!”

“ A chap can’t help being a duffer, if he's
born one,” said Pons. *1 should like to
play football, all the same.” !

“8o you shall, my infant!” said Jimmy
kindly.  “I’ll put you throngh your paces
on Little Side to-morrow, if you like.
Youw've got the build of a good forward,
if you knew anything about the game, ri
give you some coaching.” —

“Thank you; but—surely the game of
foothall is net played in a vehicle?” said
Pons, looking puzzled.

“A-a-a what?”
“ A yehicle. You spoke of a coach——"'
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Ig football anything like coaching?”
asked Pons, looking bewildered. ‘' Coaching

laughing at? Is not that

Lis done with a coach and horseg———-"!

The Fistical Fout shricked.

“0Oh, my-hat! You're too funny to live!”
gasped Jimmy Silver, wiping away his
fears. “You are, really! Coaching
gc_mter means teaching you and giving you
ips.” :

“Oh, T seel”

“He sees!” sobbed Lovelll “Ho sees! -
Oh, my hat! Sure you see, Pong?” |

“¥es; now that it is explained,” said

| Pons simply. *From the game being called

football, 1 supposed that it was played on
foot, of course.” .
“Ha, ha, ha!”
«Well, it isn't played on haorseback,”
gasped Raby, “nor yet on skates.”

at -
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“I was sure of it,” said Pons. *“I do
aob see why I should not play foothall, as I
know -the ‘game quite well—

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Well, to-morrow we'll see what you can
do,” said Jimmy Silver, almost weeping

with mirth. “You are a corker, Pong, and
no mistake, Tell ns some more about
footer.” | f

“I know the rules. The game is played
with goal-posts, and when the ball hits a
goal-post, that is a try,” said Pons, with
an air of great knowledge.

This piece of information was too much
for the Fistical Four, They went into
hysterics on the spot, and Pons, after a
. surprised stare at them, walked out of the
study. : ) .

“Oh, hold me somebody!” groaned New-
come, faint with laughter, “QOh, dear!
.Did you ever—*

“Well, hardly ever!” gasped Lavell.

“1t’s played with goal-posts,” wepk
Jimmy Bilver, “and when the ball hits a
goal-post— Ha, hal” y

“Then it’s a tryl” shrieked Lovell, “It’s
a giddy try! Oh, dear]”

* What on earth’s the row about?” asked
Oswald, looking into the study.

“Lend us your ears,” choked Laovell.
‘Listen, my infant! The new kid has heen
telling us how to play footer.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“It’s played with-— Ha, ha, ha!™

Oswald stared. ’

“What™ are you driving at?” he asked.

“With goal-posis!” ghrieked Lovell hys-
terically. -

“What 7

“And when the ball hits a goal-pogt——"'
Lovell could get no further. He laid back
in his chair and yelled,

“When-it whiches?” asked Oswald.

“Then it’s a try!” yelled Raby.

" “A-pg-n tryl” yelled Oswald, *Ha, ha,
al?

Lovell staggered to his feet.

“I must go and tell the chaps about
this,” he gurgled. “It's too good to keep.
It’s worth a guinea a box!” ;

Lovell' almost tottered into the Comimon-

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” he
gasped, “listen! The new chap has told
us what he knows about footer—"

“Fat lot he knows!” snorted Townsend.

 sides.

| somewhat
.any notice
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“He does—he do! It's played with gig-
gig-gig—"

“With what?”

“Gig-gig-goal-posts|” stuttered Lovell,
“And* when the ball—ha, hal—hits a
g-gig-goal- of; it’s a—ha, ha, hal—a try[?

*“Ha, ha, hal”

When the Classical Fourth went up to
their dormitory that night, grinning looks
were tucned upon Charley Pons from sll
And there was a beseeching chorus:
P“‘I‘ell} -us something more ahout footer,

ong [**
But Pons only grunted and went to bed,

¢ ——

CHAPTER 12.
Something Like Footer!

IMMY SILVER & CO. went down to
Little Side after morning lessons the

next day,

with
Fourth and
Pons’
game of football had spread, and all the
Lower Schoo! had yelled over it. After
that they were very keen fo see how Pong
would get on at the game, itself.

The fellow who believed that football
was a game played with goal-posts, and
that a fry was scored when a ball hit a
goal-post, was certain to be worth watch.
ing’ with a footer. Smiling faces sur.
rounded Charley Pons, who was smiling
good-humouredly himself, He seemed to be
plea.seq 2t finding himself an object of
general interest. i

The Fourth Form had already decided
that he was a first-class duffer, and had
unreasonably declined to take
of evidence to the. contrary.
Perhaps they were-a little pleased in find-
ing that they were in the right to this
extent. A fellow who hadn’t played footer
might be excused for knowing nething
about the game, but ce:-tain]s; only a born
duffer could have bad such' weird ideas
about it as Pons had,

“ But why are you gmiling ?” asked Pons,
'I_‘(}iu?’ goal-posts are: here—it is just as 1

him. ‘And all the Classical
most of the Moderns followed.

€

said. _ i
“Quite right,” said Jimmy Silver
chuckling, “They're here. By weé don’t

gelriera!_ly try to hit a goal-pest with the
ball-—"" d

and Pons of the Fourth went, |

wonderful knowledge of the great

e T
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

% And we don’t score tries at-all.
in the other game.” ;

“n ericket?” asked Pons innocently,

There was a shrick,

“(Cricket! Oh, crumbs!”

“The other fooler game, I mean,”
gasped Jimmy Silver. “Rugger, you know
Z-they score tries in Rugger, not in Soccer.
This is Soccer.”

“ifhen what do you score?” .

*(oals, fathead!” ~ i

%Vou mean goal-posts?” asked Pons.

«“Hold me, somebody!” groaned Jimmy
Silver. # He's too much for me. No, dear
boy, we den’t score goal-posts—"

. ““Ha, ha, ha!”

“YWhen the ball goos between the posts
and stops in the net, that's a zoal,” eaid
Jimmy, gasping with laughter. " Hee

That’s

now ?

“Ves, that is very easy. Is there any-
thing else to learn?”

“Ha, ha! Just a little. But that will
do to begin with.- Let’s see you put this
ball in goal—with your feet, you know, not
with your chin or your left ear.”

“That is quite easy.” 1

“Well, let's see_you do w”
*Get into goal, Flynn.”

The grinning Flynn went into goal, and
Jimmy pitched the ‘ball into the field. All
eyes were upon Pong as he made o run for

said Jimmy.

it. .

He kicked it toward§ the goal -with
olumsy kick3, and required about.a dozen
of them to cover ten yards or so. Close
up to the goal-mouth he kicked the ball
in. and Flynn fisted it out,

Then there was a yell. Pons had rushed
into goal at the astonished goalkeeper and
collared him.

“Hurroo!” roared Flynn.®
howly Moses— Yarooh!”

«QOh, my hat!”

Pons as banging Flynn's head agninst
the neavest goal-post. There was a shrie!
of laughter round the field. Jimmy Silver
dashef on, and caught hold of Pons’ collar
and dragged him back.

“What are you up to?” he yelled.
-Pons turncd an excited face on hifn,

“He stopped my goall”

“Wha-a-at?”

«T should have taken the goal, but he
knocked it out with his hand—"

Jimmy Silver almost choked. -

““What the

21

« Arrah, it’s potty he is!” gasped Flynn.
“Kape him off1”
“Ha, ha, hal”

“He has spoiled my goall” shouted Pons.

“«0Oh, my hat! That’s & goalkeeper’s
bizney!” stuttered Jimmy Silver. “That's
what he’s there fori”

“ Nonsense !”

“Wha-a-at?” .

“You aro pulling my Ieg!” exclaimed
Pons indignantly, “What is the use of my
lkicking the ball into goal if Flynn pushes
it out again?”

Jimmy almost collapsed. ‘

‘“Pong, old man, don't do it,” he said
feebly. “ You've given me a pain in all my
ribs. I've got an ache under my walisteoat.
Don’t say anything more aboub footer.
(Give me a chance to recover first.”

“But is it fair to push out the ball when
I kick it in?” '

“Ha, ha! Ves.” ;

«Yf it is in the rules, T don’t mind,” said
Pons. “I am sorry, Flynn!”

Flynn rubbed his head.

“T{'s a pretty gossoon ye are!” he said. .
“Qure, ye ought to be sent to a home for
howlin® “idiots intirely! I've 2 good mind
to mop up the ground wid ye! Kick him
off the field, somebody!”

#“But I am going to practise,” said Pons.

«You'd better watch us a bit first,”
grinned Lovell. «¥ou'll get the hang of
the game that way.”

“Yes, that is a good idea,” assented
Pons. ) . ;

The Canadian joined tho fellows round
the ropes, while the practice went on. He
watched them very seriously and solemnly,
as if trying to pick up as much of the
game as he could.

He sauntered away at last; however, znd
Van Ryn joined him as he went to the
Qchool House, The South African junior
was eyeing his new chum in a very peculiar
way.
~“What's the little game, Pong?” he
asked suddenly. .

Pons looked at him.

«Foothall,” he replied. “It is played
with a ball and the foot, and so it is called
football, ‘That is very interesting, 1s it
not 7"

Van Ryn chuckled. :
- «That will do for Jimmy Silver,” he re-
marked, “It won’t do for me, Pong, my
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son. What have you been
humanity for in this “ay'f"

“DBecause I am a duffer,” said Pons
calmly. “Being'a duffer, I cannot bo sup-
posed to know anything about foothall.”

And he strolled into the house, leaving
Dick van Ryn looking porplexed

Pons’ adventures: on the football field
furnished good food for gaiety to tho Rook-
wood juniors. After dinner Tommy Dodd &
Co. came over from the Modern side and
begged Pons to give fhem a sample,

The obliging Pons ‘gave them a sample,
and it made the Modern juniors weep with
laughter.

“Do you thmk I shall soon be fit Lo play
in the Junior Eleven?” asked Pons, when
he came off, cheerily.

“Certainly " gasped Tommy Dodd. ¢ But
I'd go for the Senior Eleven, if I were you.
Form like yours would be wasted among
juniors. Go to Bulkeley, and ask him for
a place in the First Eleven.”

“ And sce what he says!” grinned Tommy

staggering

ook,
Dut ‘whether Charley Ponzs was a duffer

or not. he wns not-quite duffer cnough to’

take that advice; and he did not ask the
captain of Rookwood for a placo in the
First: Eleven. :

CHAPTER 13.
Held to His Word!

IMAMY SILVER!? d
J " ‘I‘lHnllo, kid!” said Jimmy cheer-

u

It was the day following Pons’
wonderful exhibition on the football-
ground. Jimmy Silver wes in the window-
seat at the end of the passage, with his
footer list on his knees.

The Bagshot Bounders were commg over
. for. the matech on Saturday, and Jimmy,
as a dutiful foothall Ekippcr was much
oxcrcised in his mind.
into the field the very best team Rook-
wood could produce from the lower Forms.

Such mighty players as Jimmy himself,
Logell and Raby, %."omm_v Dodd and Cook
ind Doyle were sure of places.

Jimmy had decided upon Flynn, Oswald,
and Towle, in addition, and Rawson.
Tleventh man was not yet deeided upen,
the dlaims of Newcomo and Selwyn of the
Shell being ahecit equally balanced.

Jimmy would bave been glad to play

He meant to put
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his own chum, of course, but considcrations
of that kind could not be allowed to count
in ‘footer. He was turning it over in his
mind when Pons joined him.

“You have not finished makmg up the
team ?” asked Pons.

“Just about finished,” said Jimmy, smil

inE;. “Got any advicc to givo me?”
*Yes.”
“Go it! It’s bound to be valuable.”

o Thut is my advice,” said Pons seriously,

“That’s the second time you've worked
that joke on me!” remonstrated Jimmy
Silver, “It's funny, but think of 'a new
one next time1”

“But I mean it,” said Pons. %I wish
very much to play for Rookwood on Satur-
day. I want to help to beat Pankley & Co.
when they come here, you know.”

.i‘Oh don’t be so comic!” urged Jimmy

ilver.

“But I claim a place in the team!”

" “You—you which?”

“I claim it!”" .

“Well, there’s no harm in your claiming
it,” said .hmmv, staring at him. “You
won’t geb it!”

“ And you will give it to me?”

“Catch me!”

“But your promise ?”

“My what ?”

“Your promjse,” said Pons
“Honest Injun_,'%vou know !,

Jimmy startod. |

“What the dickens do you mean? T

calmly.

1 nevor-——"

“You told me that T had done you a
rood turn the afternoon tihe Bagshot
cllows collared you—??

“So you did. But—"

“And that if ever you could do me one,

I had only to ask you.”

" “Ye-e-05, but—-"

“Well, T ask you'l"” said Pons calmly,

Jimmy could only stare at him.

“You said it was honest Injun,” pursued

Pons. ‘I suppose your Injun is honest,
Jimmy Silver? You will not break your
word {”

Jimmy the: looked hard at the new
junior. Jimmy’s expression -at that moment
was very peculiar, not to say extraordinary.

It was true that he had said it, and he
had mieant it sincerely when he said it, Ho
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meant it still. But, of course, he had not
foreseen any demand of this sort.

“You do remember?’ asked

pleasantly. :

1 remember,” said Jimmy shortly.
“You meant what you said 7"
“You krow I did.”

“Yes,” said Pons, with a nod.

Pons

¥ know

you did, You are a fellow of your word,
Jimmy Bilver. You will keep your
promise.”

“J—I said I'd do you a good turn if you
asked me,” stammered Jimmy. “I didn't
say anything about footer.”

“That is the good turn I ask—to put

~“me into the Rookwood Junior Eleven for

the Bagshot match.”
© “Look hore—"

“Honost Injun!” grinned Pons.

“I—TI never meant——""

“You meant to keep your word?”

“Ves, of course. But—"
~.“Then keep it!” . g
“You've no right to ask anything of the
kind, and you know it!" said Jimmy Silver
angrily. “You can’t play foober!”

“1 think I can.”

*You silly ass, all Rookwood has been
yelling ai. the way you piay.”

4 Perhaps I shall improve by Saturday.”
*"Oh, you fathead! A footballer can't
be made in a _couple of days! Why, the
fellows would be ready to scalp me if-I
put you in!"” :

*T1 am sorry for that.”

“8o you see it can’t be dome.”

“Not at all. It can be done, and I
expect you to do it, as you are not a fellow
to hreak your word.”

Jimmy set his teeth,

“It’s mean of you to keep me to a
promise like that, when I wasn’t thinking
of anything of this kind !’ he said savagely.

#“Next time, perhaps, you will think
before you promiss,’} suggested Pons, with
a gmile. “But this time you have: com-
mitted yourself, mon ami, Am I going to
slhy?”m the Rookwood Eleven on Satur-
a ;
~ “No,” said Jimmy Silver desperately.
“Vou can’t. You know you can't! If-you

* weren't a born idiot you wouldn’t even
jhm{i of it.”

“You refuse me what I ask

fYes, confound you!"

Pons shrugged his shoulders. -

“1 should not have believed it of you if

anyone had told me,” he said, *I thought
you were honourable.” - ;

Jimmy Silver sprang to bis fect, his fists
clenched, and his eyes blazing. Pons eyed
him eoolly. !
~ “I am willing to fight you, if yoa wish,”
he said. “Perhaps you can lick me. DBut
if you lick me it will make no difference.
If you do not keep your word you are not
honourable,” ]

Jimmy’s hands dropped to his sides.

Heo knew it was the trath. ;

He had made the promise unguardedly;
never expecting to be held to it in this
way. Pons’ demand was preposterous—
how preposterous, apparently, the duffer of
the Fourth could not realise. But that was
tho “good turn 7 he chose to ask for. And
unless the captain of the Fourth chose to
break his word, his demand had to he
granted. '

What was to be done?

Jimmy Silver was a slave of his word.
T¢ was not fair to hold him to an_ us-
guarded pledge in this way. It was taking
a mean advantage. But there it was! He
could not retract the pledged word.

“ Honest Injun, vou know!"” smiled Pons,

“You rotter!” burst out Jimmy.Silver
furiously. :

“J do not see it. You offered to do me
any good turn I asked. T ask you to make
me a forward in the Rookwood Eleven on
Saturday. That is all.”

“ANP" gaid Jimmy bitterly.  “You ask
me to play a hopeless idiot in one of our
ha‘rc(iﬁ:t matc,-’hes. Do you call that decent 2
. “Oh, yes! '

“1_ Y can’t do it!” 2

“That is enough!” . Pons' lip curled.
“VYou break your word!”

He turned away.

Jimmy Silver stood rooted to the floor
for a moment, his breath coming quick,
his eyespflashing. But as the new junmior
went down the passage Jimmy called after

1im

“Hold onl”

Pons looked back. .

“ 1] play you if you ask it,” said Jimmy.
“] think yow'rs a howling cad to ask me,
and I despise you. If you choose to hold
me to my silly word on' those terms, you
can do it."”

“Perhaps you will change your opinion
of mé later,” smiled Pons. “At all events,

' I do hold you to your word [
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“Then your name goes down!” snapped
Jimmy. **And now get out of my sight
before I jam your head on the floor!”

Pons walked away whistling, leaving the
eaptain of the Fourth in a very unenviable
mood. ‘

CHAPTER 14.
The Eleventh Man!

i ONG!”
_“It's a joke!”

“That silly ass!”
_Incredulous exclamations came from the
juniors gathered round the notice-bonrd,

where Jimmy Siiver had put up the footer |i

list for the Bagshot match.

For the .eleventh name on the list—no
longer in doubt—was that of Charles Pons,
of tho Classical Fourth.

The Rookwood juniors could scarcely
believe their eyes.

Pons! The fellow who knew as much
about footer as he knew about conchology !
Pons, the duffer! Pons, the fathcad! Pons
in the Junior Eleven for the Bagshot
match. Ixcepting St. Jim’s and Greyfriars,
Bagshot was the toughest team Jimmy

Silver & Co. ever had to meet.

No wonder the fellows stared.

“Somebody’s shoved . that name in for a
joke,” said Lovell, .

“It's Jimmy Silver's fist!” )

“Faith, he's off his silly rocker!” said
Flynn, “It was to be cither Newcome or
Selwyn—but Pong!”

“By gad,” said Mornington, *that’s
rippin’!  Silver’s leavin’ mo out, and put-
tin’ in that howling idict! Do you fellows
call that fair play?”

“71 call it a rotten shame!” roaved Higgs.
“I'm ready to play if thece’s a man
wanted!” ‘ ; :

“Same here!” growled Jones migor. “If
¢]“l\;01; plays that idiot, T'll resign irom the
club!”

" “Here he is!” exclaimed Townsend.
“Let’s ask him! It enn’t be genuine!””

Jimmy Silver looked worried and troubled
as ilie cxeited juniors surrcunded bim. Hoe
had expecicd that announcement to raise
n sterm in the Fourth. And Lis expecta-
Lion was fully realised,

“Qilver, you chump——"
“¥immy, yve omachaun—-
vy howling ass—"

Jimmy *” asked Lovell.
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“What does it mean?” . ;

“Youn're not playing DPong against Bags:
shot ?” : : ‘

“Give him a chance {o speak!” exclaimed

Raby. *It's only a joko, of course! Speak
up, Jimmy 1"
“Go it, Jimmy!” said Newcome. “IWe

know it's only & joke!”
Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath,
“It isn’t a joke!” he said. )
There was-a yell.
“You're really playinrg that idiot?™
“Y 3 ” =

“Playing that ass against Bagshot!” ex-
claimed Oswald. *Jimmy, old scout, have
you gone off your rocker?” :

“What do you want te play him for?”
shrieked Higgs. “Why, Tubby Muffin
would be a better man !”

“I don’t want to play him,” grunted
Jimmy Silver.

“Then ywhy—-"

“Pve got no choicel” . o

“What rot!” said Mornington, *You're

puttin’ that imbecile in rather than me
“Well, I'd rather put him in than you,
duffer as he is!"” said Jimmy Silver, “He’s
straight, anyway!” -
“That’s one for you, Morny!” grinned
Van Ryn. And Mornington scowled:
“But what are you doing it for,
“I suppose you've
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got a reason ?”’
*I've got the reason that I can't help
I’ll explain, if you like.”
“You'd better!” roared Higgs.
“Go it, Jimmy!”
“Pong chipped in the other day and
helped me,” said Jimmy. “I told you
about it. The Bagshot Bounders collared
me, and were going to yank me off to
Bagshot and give me a high old time there
Pong handled them, and T got away. I teld
him, like a silly ass, that I'd do him a good
turn if hc ever asked me, and—and he
nﬁkgd_mc to play him"on Saturday. That's
all? -

it.

“Well, my hat!”
“The cheeky ass!”

“T've.got to keen my word,” said Jimmy.
“But he’s a rotter to ask such a thing!”
exclaimed Oswald indignantly. :

“Tve told him that!”

“Do you think yow're got a right to
muck up a *footer match for the school
beeause you were ass enough to make a
silly promiset” demanded Mornington.



pimmy shook his head. :

T don’t! You can shub up, Mornington.
“not talking to you, anyway. But you
er follows have a right to complain—"
should ’f,llink we have!” howled

P v

izes.
W Cive me n chance to speak, You've a
§ht to complain, and to ask me to resign
§ captaincy,” said Jimmy. “If the club
ks me to do that, 'm ready to do it.
@mmy Dodd will captain you, if you

t e ose.”
¢ Weo don’t want o Modern worm to cap-
In us!” growled Raby.
“We want
¥ Jimmy's the man
“Well, there it is,” said Jimmy Silver.
I've %ot to keep my word to Pong.
b fellows don’t like it, you can turn me
§t. I shan’t grumble.”
biTet's take him at_his word,”  said
ornington at once. “Hands up for turn-
g Jimmy Qilver out ! )
Mownsend and Topham “put up their
knds, and Pcele and Gower followed suit,
sd then Higgs. But no other hand went
excepting Mornington’s own.
o dandy of the Fourth looked round
$h angry disappointment. In spite of
fnmy’s really exasperating conduct, he
& o strong hold upon his followers, and
oy stood by him.
gel], what's the verdict 7" asked Jimmy
LY.
You're going to captain us, of course,”
~Lovell, “and—and if it's a promise,
say, you've gob to play Pong. But
lly well talk to him!”
dure, rag him baldheaded!”
ed [lynn, ’ '
We'll persuade him to chuck it,” said

on, Jimmy{? ¢
1”

ve tried that,” said Jimmy dismally.
's as obstinate as a mule The silly
hinks he can play footer,”

Dh, the silly duffer!”

Bo you see how it stands,” said Jimmy.
'm captain he's got to play. I'm ready
ko the ordér of the boot if the club

it wad evident that the club members
choose, exasperated ag they were.
wame remained written in the footer

THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

[To was booked to play for Rook-

CHAPTER 15
Someihing Like a Surprise!

HEN Saturday came round Jimmy
\K/ Silver ventured upon a last re-
monsiranee  with  Pons.  The
juniors came out after dinner,
Pons with them, in smiling good-humour.
“Pons, old chap,” said Jimmy, “I know
you don’t mean to be a_rotier, and you
don’t mean any harm. But you’re doing
a lot.. Will you stand out of the team
to-day ?” :
“But I am g?'oing to play a great game
for Rookwood,” said Pons mnocently.
Jimmy tried to be patient.
“Yon can’t play,” he said.
good chap and stand out.”
“1 have played very much in Canada—"
“Pong, you can’t help being a duffer.
Will you stand out?”
“Np. Y
And Jimmy Silver snorted and gave it

“Ido be a

p.

When the junior eleven went down to the
ground Pong went with them, in all the
glory of the Rookwood colours. He did
not seem to mind the black Jooks of the
rest of the team. All the Fourth, and
nearly all the rest of the Lower School,
thronged round the ficld to watch,

Pong as a footballer would cortainly be
worth watching. A licking for Rookwood
was inevitable. The two teams were about
equally matched otherwise, but with such a
passenger as Pong, Jimmy Silver & Co.
could hardly hope to keep their end up
against Bagshot. Jimmy was paying dear
for his rash promise..

“What ‘will you bet on tho game!”
Moarnington remarked to his chums. 1L
think it will be three or four to nil for
Bagshot, at least. I can't say I'm sorry.
It scrves Jimmy Silver right for leavin’
a good man out!” .

“ Hear, hear!” said the nuts cordially.
 But the other fellows were not sharing
Mornington & Co.’s views, They expected
to seo Bookwood beaten, but they did not
like the prospect.

When Pankloy & Co. arrived from Bag-
shot they looked oddly enough at Peng,
finding that chicery youth on the field with
the team, :

“Rags ’ between the rivals were sus-

pended on the oceasions of the matches,

- and the Bagshot Bcunders were reccived

very checrily,
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“Is that chap in your team, Silver?”
asked Pankley,

“Yes. Inside-right,” said Jimmy curtly.

““Ye gods!” said Pankley.

Jobson of the Fifth, the referee, came on
the field. The kick-off fell to Jimmy Silver.
The Rookwood front line was composed of
Oswald, Lovell, Tommy Dodd, Pons, and
Cook, ~Jimmy himself played centro-half.
Pons lined up with the team in a business-
like way. He asked Tommy Dodd politel
whethcr < he should kick'off, to whi
Tommy replied with equal politeness:
“Idiot 17 .

The ball rolled, and the game began,
watched by a bigger crowd than usually
agsembled \to sece a junior match. Pong
was the centre of interest. Every fellow
felt that Pong was worth watching; and
they were right. |

“On the ball!”

“Play up, Rookwood !”

But it was 'B&fhd} that began the
attack hotly. Pankley & Co. got through
almost from the whistle, and bore down

upon Flynn in goal. The Bagshot Boun-
ders were evidently in great form,

Rookwood meant to do their level best,
hoping against hope; but perhaps the
‘knowledge that they had a hopeless duffer
in their ranks had its effect upon them.

Certainly Pankley & Co. seemed to be
sweeping all before them at first. © But the
defence was sound.” Flyon, in goal, fisted
out the ball twice, and then the backs suc-
coeded in clearing, Cook trapped the ball,
and sped it away, but Cook was charged
over, and inside-right was the only mean
who had a chance left at-it, And inside-.
right was Pong |

What happened next made the Rook-
woaders rub their eyes,

Inside-right was on the bali in the twink-
ling of an cye. He eluded tho Bagshot
forwards, he dreve through the halves, and
he wound -round the backs beforo they
knew what was happening. Jimmy's front
line was almost nowhere—there was nobody
to take a pass, but there was only the Bag-
shot goalie to beat, and Pons was upon him
before he realised the danger.

Whiz! 3

“My hat!” ejaculated the goalie,

Rookwood gasped.

“Goal!” -

Like fellows in a dream, they repeated:

“Goal!” . .

o

THE COLONIAL CO.!

_came no more goals “on his own.? to

“Goal!” said Mornington, rubbing ki,
eyes, “Pong! Goal! CGoal! Pong! }
this a giddy dream ?”

"Gwﬁ!." gasped Jimmy Silver,

“Goal!” stuttered Lovell, ;

Pons stood smiling at the astonishe!
goalkecper, ' i

The- Bagshot goalie tossed out the bal

“Are we aslecp and dreaming this 2" igk-
claimed Jimmy Silver. 1 4

&aid

“I think we must be!”
“That howling idiot’s takon

dazedly. E
goal—all -on his own, too!
" Lina up !,’ " < 7 i
Jiromy Silver ‘was astounded. Hetlooke!
at Pons, and Pous modded and smiled,: Was
it an amazing and extr;qréina% flu
it wasn’t, what was it? Van ]
the spectatars, was grinning hugsly.... P
baps 'he had been prepared for tha¥ Tith
surprise. - - ' oo T
Bagshot did not grin at Pong “any longer.
Roockwood might regard him as a duffer, il
they chose, but Pankley & Co. knew when
they had a dangerous” opponent to  deal
with, and they gave Pong the compliment
of i];heir very marked attention after that
goal. - ' .
The gamo went on, hard and fast. Therc |

Pongé ;
8 chance like that was: not likely to b
repeated. But he was “thera ” all the time,
and his passing was,” as.Jimmy -said affer-
wards, a dreany =

“Pong was always just where hs was
wanted, and just where the enemy djdn’t
want him. 'And when Tommy Dq%&f very
nearly scored just beforo the imferval, it
was from a pass from Pong: But the goal
did not materialise, and lew: the

R

obson_b!
whistle with the score unaltered—one_ up
for Rookwood. ) : i

Jimmy Silver was glad the. interval had
come., He wanted to speak to Pormg. He -
rushed up to the Canadian junior, grasped
him by the shoulder, and shook him.

“You spoofing bounder!” he roared.

Pons %rmued. :

“What ‘did you tell us you couldn’t play
footer for1” yelled Lovell. * ‘

“But I did not; I told ivl::u 1 could Iplay,"‘
said Pons innocently. “It'was you felows
who said that I couldn’t.” - - i

“But—but—but you——="

“You were spoofing us, you image!”

Pons nodded coolly,

“Exactly! As you had made up.your
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that I was a duffer, I thought I
ld play up. It was amusing!”
Nou-—you cheeky ass!”

1t I could not have played I should
£ have claimed a placegn the team,” said
hs cheerfully. * But1 did 1t because I
s in_good form. TPerhaps another timo
will not think a fellow a duffer so
ly, when it is you who are #he duffers
he time!”

Ha, ha, ha!” roared Van Ryn. “Whos
§o duffer, Jimmy Silver?”

£ So you knew, you Dutch bounder?”
fclaimed Jimmy.

Oh, yes, I knew Pons was pulling your
1" “grinned the South African junior.
knew he could play. And if cver a lot
dti]ffgr,s, deserved to have their leg pulled,
u did.

immy hurst into a laugh. )
‘It’s a fair catch!” he said. ‘It serves
right! And I'm jolly glad you were
poofing, Pong, you bounder. It's turncd
it all right for us. This looks like a win

“Time ! said Lovell.

“The footballers lined up for the second
alf. Rookwood were in great spirits now.
ey were onc goal up, and their new
ruit was a player cqual to the best in
team; they realiscd that now., Round
o -ground there were loud cheers for
g, even Mornington & Co. joining in.
e Rookwood fellows hnd come to watch
ng, aud, truly, they found him worth
tching, though not in the way they had
pposed, .
e second half was & prolonged tussle,
plenty of good play on both sides.
was within a quarter of an hour of
ne when Pankley at last succceded in
tting the ball in, But {rom that moment
Rookwood attack was hot and strong,
d the Bagshot team had hard work to
And when, right at the finish, the
kwood forwards came on to goal, Pons
well to the fore, and it was a centre
Pons that was turned into a goal by
pmmy Dodd—a shot right into the net
fat olicited a roar from the delighted

w

*Good old Tommy I
Bravo, Pongl”
The whistle went. i

“Well, my only hat!” daid Pankley, as

came off the field. “I took that chap
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for a duffer, and, by
from start to finish ("

“Your goal, Pong, you spoofing  boun-
der!" said Tommy Dodd, clapping the
Canadian on the shoulder. “ Where did youn
pick up footer, you spoofer t” .

“I have played in Canada,” grinned
Pons. “In Canada I learned to distinguish
a goal from a goal-post!” -

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good old Pong!” chuckled Jimmy
Silver. “You've given me a high old time
this week, but I forgive you! Shoulder-
high, you fellows!”

*“Hurray ! :

And Pong of the Fourth came off the
football ficld in triumph, on the shoulders
of his comrades. a -
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gum, it was his game

CHAPTER 16.
Adoiphus Has a Great fdeal

s ONROY I* ~ 4
‘ : Adolphus Smythe, the ornament
of the Shell Form at Roockwood,
repeated the name in a thoughtful
sort of way.

Adolphus had just come into his study,
and he accepted a cigarette from Tracy,
and lighted it, first making sure that the
door was closed. It was very nutly to
smoke cigargttes in the study, and Adolphus
was a very nutby nut; but he did not want
to be scen from the passage. For his*dig-
nity—a very important matter with Adol-
phus—would have suffered severely if his
nohle ear had been pulled by a prefect.
““(Conroy !” he repeated, through a little
cloud of smoke, ‘ ;

The fellows in the study looked at him.

There were five of them—Howard aund
Tracy of the Shell, and Mornington, Top-
ham and Townsend of the Fourth.

They were the most select eircle in the
Lower School at Rookwood—at all events,
they  flattered themselves that they were,
And undoubtedly their neckties were un-
equalled in or out of Rookwood School,
and their trousers were the last word in
elegance,

“What are you burblin’ about?” said
Mornington. Morny was shuffling o pack
of cards, “Lock that door, before some-
body comes nosin’ in.”

“Conroy!” said Adolphus.

“Any of you -
fellows heard that name?’* ;
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“I've heard it,” said Townsend. “There's
a new kid comin’ in the Fourth named
Conroy. I heard Jimmy Silver say so. He
got it from Bootles, I suppose,”’ ’

“Exactly {” said Smythe.

“Well, what does it matter to us?” said
Moruington impatiently. *“What does Con-
roy matter? Get on with the game.”

“I’ve been thinkin'——" said Smythe.

“0Oh, draw it mild [**

Adolphus, Smythe put up his cyeglass,
and gave Marnington -a dispara.gin{;' look.
There was @ gertain ameunt of rivairy be-
tween Smythe and the:dandy of the Fourth,
though Adolphus considered it wise, as &
rule, to keep on friendly.terms with the
wealthiost fellow at Rookwood. Mornington
‘had a way of regarding the great Adolphus
as an ass, end, though his opinion was
really well-founded, that did not make it
agrecable to  Adolphus, ;

“I'vo_been thinkin’,” repeated Smythe
of the Shell, “I know that name, and ¥m

_rather interested in the new kid. He comes
“to-morrow.”

“Is he anybody in particular?” asked
< Townsend. “There arc heaps of Conroys.”
““I know there are; but I fancy this is
& rather special Conrtoy, and it’'s up to
us to be civil to him.”

“Rollin’ in ocof?” asked Topham.
“ifaas",

**0Oh, confound Conroy !" broke out Morn- |

ington. *““Are you goin’ to play?” a8

*No hurry,’’ said Smythe. “Let a cha
fintsh his fag. Desides I want to tell these
chaps about Conroy.” »

“Hang Conroy, whoever he is!” . °

“IHe comes. from .Australia, I believe,”
said Townsend, “Jimmy Silver said so. I
remeémber, he was askin' Van Ryn and
Pons if they'd like him in their study, as
he's another Colonial.”

“That’s it !”* said Sniythe.

* Mornington smiléd sarcastically.

“CGoin’ to pal with him because he's a
Colonial, 8mythey?” he asked. * He would
suit your style, of course. If he’s anythin’
like the other Colenials we've got
he could vlow you away with a breath,”

“I think this study is going to be civil
to him,” said Smythe calmly. “I don't
care lwopence what he’s like, but I dare
say he's decent. He's got lots of money,
anyway.” i "

Smythe's friends looked interested.
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‘| England.

here, ’
"| owns mines, an’ things, an’ he’s got mdro

fellow with lots of money was the kind
of fellow they felt cordial towards at once.
It was on account of his superabundant
wealth that they stood Mornington’s in-
solence. Their private opinion of their dear
pal Morny was not a'flattering one.

Mornington, however, did not look inter-
csted orscordial. Morny rather liked “the
position of being the wealthiest fellow in
the school—a chap who could put a fiver
against anybody else’s den-shilling note.

He was not at all pleased to hear of a
fellow rolling in money coming into his
Form at Rookwood, and he had no. motive
for paying adulation to excessive \wealth
having more than enough of his

But the frown ‘on Morny’s fhce ' ouly
amused Bmythe & Co. They found:
friendly pleasure in putiing dMorny's aristo:
cratic nose out of joint. i

“There’s somethin' about him ‘in the
paper,”’ pursued Smythe.  *“I happened to
see it yesterday. 'Bha;t‘s--,'why the ‘mame
struck me when I just heard Van Ryn
mentionin’ the kid, ' Anybody scen the
‘ Mornin’ Post * 1"

Howard produced the paper, and Smytho
opened it and scanned the columns, regard-
less of Momipgton's growing impatience.

“Here "1t 884” said Smythe. *‘Listen,
you-chaps{” :

And Adolphus read out the paragraph:
© “Mr. - Gerard Conroy, the celebrated

“Australian financier and millionaire has

taken  wp his residence permanently, in
We understand “that. his son is
being sent ¢ a well-known public school

in a southern county. ;

“By gad!” said Topham.

“I alwaysixead the society news, you
know,"” " suid:-Bmythe. *“Comes’ in useful
sometimes=what 1" '

“You would4” sneered Mornington.

#Then, this new kid is a millionaire’s

'son?” said- Tracy “thoughtfully.

“Yass; and a regular corkin® ‘million.
aire, too!” said Smythe impressively. “0Id
Conroy is 'simply reckin’ with wealth—

céof dt:an hehcoull(décou:;lt; l;g a mt]mhh‘ of
Sundays. The kid wi simply ' -gilf-
cdged . &

“I wonder if he plays nap?” remarked

Topham, and there was a langh in the
study, ; : el



551t he docsn’t, he'll soon learn, 1 dare
fiy,” griny~d Townsend. |
:**80 youw're thinkin’ of rookin’ the new
fid already?” jeered Mornington,

Pownsend. “‘It’s up to us to be civil to
. Colonial chap.””

L “T haven't noticed you bein’ particularly
ivil to Van Ryn or Pons.”

 “Well, you see, they——"

i “They're not the sons of millionaires!"
gneered Mornington.

“QOh, rot!” )

“ Morny can blow off all the gas he likes,”
baaid Smythe unmoved. “But we're goin’
to fake this Colonial nlw.? under our wing,
i’ see him through, an’ help him on his
/v & bit at first an’ all that. It's up to

£

% ¢ Hear, hear!” said the nuts in chorus.
" Mornington’s lip eurled scornfully.
! “Well, leave me out,” he said. *“I'm
not goin' to join you in suckin' up to a
illionaire cad for his money.” .
“All  millionsires ain’t cads,”
Smythe. “Some are, certainly.”
* There was another chuckle at this neat
it by Adolphus,.. Mornington scowled, and
left the study, slamming the door.
s “Morny's got his back up!” smiled
*One. of tl},e depr Morny’s ways:
. “Morny likes to be the ‘only pebble on
e beach I’’ grinned Tracy: *But he isn’t,
t by long chalks. I suppose, really, this
w chap will be a bit of an out-and-outer—

hat 1"

If he 15, we'll polish him,” said Smythe.
BT suppose his father’s sending him to
Mookwood to be polished\ We'll do the
plishin’ [® :

“Ha, ha, hal” -

i ““And, mind,’’ said Smythe impressively,
1 fancy there'll be %ome competition for
is new kid, when it comes out that he’s
millionaire. We've got to be the first in
the field, an’ chum up with him, and we’ll
ttart the minute he comes,” !

¢ Hear, hear !”’ said the nuts heartily.

f' Tvidently there was to be a very hand-
vsome reception for the new fellow from
ustralls when Le arrived at Rookwood.
_.wheother the Comnstalk would fully

said

‘. still a question, i
Tt was baroly possible that a fresh and

o

Lt
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._"‘Oh, don’t be a rotter, Morny!” said |

préciats the kindness of Smythe & Co.|

29,

4

breezy youth from a great colony might
not be so satisfied with the clegant Smythe
as Smythe was himself. DBut that did nof
oceur to Adolphus,

CHAPTER 17,

Jimmy Silver is Surprised!

" HA'T must ba the new kid "
I The Fistical Four of the Fourth

were airing themselves on the

School House steps the day after
tho meeting in Smythe's study. The station
cab had driven in at the gates, and two
passengers alighted from it., One was a
litéle, dry-looking gentleman, dressed in
black; the other a sturdy youth about
Jimmy 8ilver'a age, upon whom Jimmy
Silver’s eyes turned curiously.
. The captain of the Fourth was somewhat
interested in the new junmior. He knew
nothing about the millions, never having
heard of Mr. Covroy, the ecclebrated
financicr. Jimmy Silver’s taste in litcrature
did not lie in the direction of “Society
news.” All he knew of Conroy was that .
he was coming into the Classical Fourth,
and that he came from Australia,

Jimmy rather liked his looks. )

Conroy—it was evidently Conroy—was
sturdy and well-built, with a face that was
not exactly handsome, but very frank and
cheery in expression, and quite prepossess-
ing to look at. He locked in perfect health
from top to toe. .

“Rather a decent-Jooking kid,’” remarked
Tovell. “I suppose the old johnny’s his
father,” . .

“Not much like him,” said Raby.

“By gad, here he isl”

Smythe of the Shell came out, with
Townsend and T he old gentleman
and the pew Jupfor were mounting the
steps, and thp Fistical Four raised their
caps civilly, -But Adolphas was not satis-
fied with mepely a polite salute. Heo was
determined t;g strike the iron while it
was hot, i s

Having raised his shining topper in an
elegant manner that was all his own,
Adolphus addressed the old gentleman in
his politest manner. ;

“ Good-afternoon, sirl? ’

The old gentleman paused. He had little
choice shout that, as the dandy of the Shell
was standing directly in his path. ]
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**Good-afternoon,
squeaky voice, - :

“Pray exeuse my addressin’ you, sir,”
said Smythe in his best manner, “But we
—all the Rookwood fellows, in fact—wanted
personally to welcome your son to (ho
school, sir.”

* “Eh :},,

“Wo are very glad to welcome Master
Conroy among us, sir,” pursued Smythe, g
little diseoncerted by the old gentleman’s
stere, but sticking to his guns, * Any fellow
from the great Australian Colonies, sir, -is
sure of a hea:ly welcomo af Rookwood,
and your sen will find himself among friends
from the start,’’ .

The old gentleman looked perplexed; and
the now junioi grioned slightly. Jimmy
Silver & Co. looked on. They were utterly
astounded by Smythe’s hearty ‘action, never
having expected anything of the kind from
Adolphus. i )

“I have nc zen,” said the old gentleman
at last. *“You appear to have made some
mistake, young man.”

Smythe starte.

“I—~Y I—aren’t
‘ejaculated.
+'I am Mr. Conroy’s solicitor.”

“Oh!” gusped Smythe,

“By gad!” murmured Townsend.

. “However, I understand that you wish
to welcome Mr. Conroy's son to this
school,” said the legal gentleman graciously,
“1 thank you for your very kind remarks,
Master—"

“Smythe, sir,”
ing himself. :

" Master Smythe, I am sure Master Con-
roy appreciates them, Master Conroy, these
are your future schoolfellows.” -

Adolphus held out an elegant hand to
Conroy.

The Australian shook it heartily, giving
l§§m|yl:hc> a grip that made him wince a
1ttle. .

Conroy, looked very pleased and friendly,

Smythe’s welconfe was a Hitle high-flown,
- but, so far as the new boy could ses, it
was dictated by cordiality and kindness of
heart, and it was agrecable cnough to a
fellow arriving in a strange school. .

“I hope we shall be friehds,
said Smythe graciously.

“I hope so,. I'm sure,” said Conroy. “It’s
very kind of you to welcome me like this.”

sir!” he said,

raid Adolphus, recover-

Conroy,"

in aj

you Mr. Conroy 1" e |

{
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“Not at all,”’ said Adolphus.  “Let me
introduce .my friends—Townsend and Tracy,
two of the best,” )

Townsend and Traéy shook
solemnly with the new junior,

Then Mr. Bruff and the new junior passed
on into the house, Jeaving tha thres nuts
looking quite pleased with themselves,

Jimmy Bilver tapped Adolphus on the
chest.

“What's the matter with you?” he de-
manded,

Smythe stared at him haughtily.

“T don’t understand ‘you, Silver.”

“What's the game?” asked Jimmy in
perplexity, “What do you mecan by nj;tiug:
decently towards a chap you don’t know »’

“Arc you ill, Smythey?” asked Lovell
anxiously,

Smythe gave a sniff,

' “We're takin’ the new fellow up,” he
said. . i .
“What for?” y ;

“Well, you sce, he cormes from Australia,
and thete isn't. any other Australian chap
at Rookwood. He might foel a bit lonely
at first.”

“Great pip?”’ )

Jimmy Silver stared at Adolphus in blank
astonishment. . Jimmy himself was very
likely to feel'in that way, But such senti.

hands

ments from Szr‘_x}'the of the Shell were -

astounding:

“Well, that beats it !” said Lovell, with
a. whistle.  “Blessed if I'd havo thought
it of you, Smythey. But good luck to
you!” i b

“And we can get down to the footer,”
remarked Newcome, *“If Smythe’s going
to look after the new kid, Jimmg, no need
for us to woiry.”

“Right-ho?" said Jimmy. S

And the Fistical Feur walked off. Jimmi
Silver had intended to show the new junioy
some kind little attentions at the “start,
but evidently his services were not required
now. His chums had intended to back him
up, but they were glad enough to get away
to the football-ground, after all. :

“Blessed if I understand Smythe,”
Lovell, “He can’t be such a bad
with all
quite decentiy.” %

“Good luck to him P’ said Jimmy 8ilver
heartily. “It's a bit of 8 surprise from
Smythe. " Ho isn't so black as he paints

id
sﬁt\,

his f:mny'ways._ He's p[aying‘:qp ;




self. 'But I'm blessed if I understand
1 the same.”
i Ts the new chap rich?’ grinned Raby.
41 don't think so. Haven't heard so,
yway.” ,
“Then it beats me.” i
"However, on the football-ground the
Fistical Four dismissed the matter from
fheir minds. It was no especial business
pf thoirs, ) ;
" But Smythe & Co. did not dismiss it
from their minds, My, DBruff had gonre
into the Head's study with the new junior,
fand the nuts coalected in Smythe’s quarters
o discuss the plen of campaign. The news
at the millionaire’s son had arrived at
oskwood drew all tho nuts together, ex-
ting Mornington.  Mornington, like
@ chilles of old, was sulking 4n his tent.
k' “Iooks quite a decent chap,” Bmythe
old his comrades. “I wish he were comin’
to the Shell; by gad! TI’d have him in
y study.”’
t “Van Ryn wants him, I believe,” said
fMTownsend. “I understand that those two
olonial chaps are goin’ to ask him.”
Smythe smiled; : )
| “Exactly; but they're not goin' to have
him, We've got to keep him under our
wing, and under our eye. '¥ou're goiu’
o have- him in your study, Towny."”
“Well, I shouldn’t miad,
fwvouldn't—" :
"“Not at all,” said Topham. '
But there’s that cad Hawson in our
dy, that scholarship boundegy—" ‘
.*“You can give Conrdy the tip sbout
awson—that he’s o poverty-stricken beg-
ar, and a fcllow a chap ecan’t know.”
i “PBut what about Van Ryn?” asked
Pecle, *‘Conroy's pretty certain to accept
is offer.” . -
“(olonials have a way of stickin' to-
her, I believe,” remarked Gower.
' “Van Ryn will be too late,” smiled
Bmythe. *You trust your uncle. Towny's
in’ to the Head to usk.”
HWhat | ) .
“Why not?” said Smythe. “You go into
o Head’s study, an’ ask for the new kid
be put along with you and Toppy. Dr.
olm’s bound to consent, an’ the new
fid will be pleased, and he'll agree, at once.
[t's a dashed. polite thing to do towards a
itranger, and it will nip Van Ryn’s game
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and Toppy |
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The nuts looked upon their great leader
with admiration. Certainly, Adolphus was
showing great acumen. ’

“Blessed if I don’t try it on!” said
Townsend,  “Van Ryn can take Rawson
off our ‘hands, if ho likes—if he wants a,
new study-mate.™ £

*“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Go it, Towny 1" )

And Townsend of the Fourth, encouraged
by his comrades, started for the Head's
study. :

CHAPTER 18,
Tovnsend Gets There First!

i EEN the new kid?’
S Van Ryn asked the question es
Townsend came along the passage.
Van Ryn, the South African, and
Pons, the Canadian, were chatting there
when the nut of the Fourth' came along.

“New chap1” said Townsend vaguely,

“Yes, Chap named Conroy— *

*“0Oh, Conroy!”

“Yes, we're going to ask him inte our
study,” explained Van Ryn. “Is he with
the Head, do you know?”

#1 fancy he's with Bootles,” said Town-
send calmly. :

“Thanks!"” said Van Ryn.

And the two Colonials moved off in. the
direction of Mr. DBootles’ study, nothing
doubting that Conroy was with his futuro
Form-master. f .

Townsend grinned, and went on his way.
Van Ryn and Pons were put off tho scent.
Their motive in wanting to ask  Conroy
into their study was quite disinterested,
for they tad never heard of the Conroy
millions. But their intention had to be
nipped in the bud, ss Smythe had put it.
The millionaire’s son was to be kept very
carefully under the wing of Smythe & Co.

The door of the Head's study opened
as Townsend came up. Conroy’s interview
with the headmaster had como to a close.
Townsend entered hurriedly. :

Dr. Chisholm locked at him,

“What is.it, Townsend?”

“If you please, sir, I was only goin’ io
ask for Conroy to be put in my study,”
said Townsend meekly. “We're only three
in No. b, air, an’ we should be very. glad
to have Conroy.”’

4

‘the bud.”?

“That is a matter to be decided by Mr,

5
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- Bootles,"” said the Head kindly. “Buf I
have no doubt he will accede to your re-
quest, Townsend, I Cobroy wishes to
share your study——"

He glanced at the new junior,

“1 should be very glad, sir,” said Conroy.
~ “Then I will speak to Mr. Dootles, and
you may take the matter as decided,” said
the Head graciously. “I am glad to see
you so kindly disposed towards a new boy
from a distant colony, Townsend. As it
is a half-holiday, you may perhaps care to
to show Conroy about the school, and give
him any information and assistance ho may
require,”’

“I shall be delighted,
send.

“Very well, you may go.”- h

“Come on, Cowroy!” said Townsend in
'a very friendly manner,

The two juniors deft the study together,

sir,” said Town-

the legal gentleman remaining some minutes

longer in conversation with the Head.
“Jolly glad you're coming into my study,
Conroy !" remarked Townseud, as they went
down the passage together,
“I'm glad, too!” said Conroy simply.
“It’s very kind of you. I mever expected

t6  be welcomed like this in the Old
Cpuntry.”

Townsend’s, heart smote him for a

. motrent. The simple good faith of the

new junior made him feel mean, But he
nodded and smiled.

“We shall get on togother,” he said.
“You'll like Topham too—my study-mate,
you know. There’s rather a rotter in my
atudy-—chap named Rawson—but you
needn’t have anything to do with him.
Comeo up and see the study now!”

Conroy’s face was wvery bright as he
accompanied Townsend. So hearty and un-
cxpeeted a welcome from. entire strangers
naturally raised his spirits, though he was
cheerful cnough in any case.

“Hallo, here he is! This' must be the

.chap!” exclaimed Van Ryn, as the two

juniors came gound the corner of the
passage.
“Conroy 7 asked Pons.

Tho new boy nedded.

“That's my name!”

“Come on!"” said Townsend, 5

“Hold on & minute!” said Van Ryn. “I
supposé you're study isn't settled yet, Con-
roy? I you'd care to come into ours,

1 working "
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we'd be pleased to have you. We're both
Colonials liko yourself, though from rather §
different parts of the world. I'm from
South Africa, and Pons is from Canada. |
I'm Van" Ryn.” ;

“Conroy's study is settled alteady,” said [
Townsend, before the new ~junior could |
speak. ‘‘He’s comin’ into No. 5 with Toppy |
an’ me.”
ke Oh 12 ;

“Thank you very much, all the same!”
said Conroy.

“Oh; all serene!’ 'said Van Ryn. “We |
thought we'd ‘ask you, Youw'll find a very
decent chap in No, 5—chap named Rawson, [
Ta-ta !”’ ! - N }

Van Ryn and Pons, thus defeated in |
their kind object, departed to join the J
junior footballers, and Townsend was left [
in undisputed possession of his prize, Con-
roy followed him to No. b Study in & some-
what ferplexed mood. He had already
heard twice of the *chap named Rawsén'™ |
-—once thal the said Rawson was rather a |
rotter, and once that he was a very decent |
chap. He was rather curious to sce Raw-
son. =y B

CHAPTER 19.
Taking the Stranger In!

HERE ‘was a sound of loid voices it
I No. 5 Study, as Townsend and his
companion came up the Fouril
Form passage.- Topham was there,
and he seemed to bo arguing with Rawson.
“Dash your rotten swottin’!” Topham
was saying, in heated tones. * What do yoi:
want to swot for cn a half-holiday, you
measly prize-hunter? T tell -you that we're
goin” to have .a little party in the study
this afternbon ™
“And ‘I tell”you you can go and eat
coke!” - eime’ the 'deepcr voico of Tom
Rawson:- . *8tudies are made to work in!"

“‘Look " here, you outsider-—-="
‘“That’s enough! 8hut up while a chap's

“I tell you-—>

“Oh, rats| Dry up!’

Townsend frowned” with vexzation.  The
scholarship junior was a thorn in tho side
of bis arigtocratic study-mates, 1t was not
only that the presence of & “ poverty-stricken
bounder” eunoyed Towny and Teppy, but
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3 ﬂﬂ “\?
"The door of the dormitory was thrown op;n, and the elestric light turned on.
Tho juniors sat up in bed, and stared at the fearsome figurs that presented
itse!f in the doorway. They guessed that it was Mr. Bootles, but the little
Form-mastér was quite unrecognisable. *'Ha, ha, hal' An irrepressible
~ chortle ran through the dormitory. (Ses Chapter 28.)
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Rawson refused -to allow smoking or card
playing in the study which the *Giddy
Goats” or Roukwood regarded as a very
high-handed attitude on his part.

And Towny and Toppy wouldn’t have
stood it for a moment, but for the fact
that the burly Rawson could have knocked
their heads together, and “handled” them
both at once to any extent, if he had chosen.
~ “That’s the cad I told you of, Conroy,”
whispered Townsend. “A regular swottin’
beast, an’ likes to make himself a

- nuisanco!”

Conroy nodded without speaking.

They came into the study. Tom Rawson
was scated at the table, with a pen in his
hand and books open before him. Rawson
was a hard worker s “swot,” as the nuts
contemptuously termed  it. . Bugf Rawson
was not quite in the same position as the
nuts; he  was poor, and had no resources
beyord “his. scholarship sllowance, and he
had come ‘to the school to work.

. He glanced at the new boy as he came
in.
Load

Hallo, new chap?’ he asked.
Yes.” :

“Conroy, 1 supposet” .

“That's right | .

“Conroy’s comin® into this study,’’ said
Townsend. 3 :

“He's very welcome, as fak as T'm con®
cerned I said Rawson, - ¥

“An’ ook 'here, you can’t swot here

this afterncon; Rawson,” said Townsend. |

“ We're goin
of the new p-

“J don’t want to disturb anybedy, yow'
know,”’ said Conroy, rather at a loss be-
tween the two. d !

Rawson reflacted a moment, and rose
his feet.

to ha,.,ve a little party in honour

be in the way. Tl get along to
study—Jimmy Silver won't mind.

And Rawson gathered up hig books and
papers, and left No, 5. :

“That's the cad I mentioned to you,”
said Townsend, not making that remark,
however, . till Rawson was out of hearing.
“He isn’t one of us, you know—he’s here
on a scholarship.”

“Qught to be abolished,
scholarships 1 safd ‘Topham.
want that sort at Rookwood I”

“He secms rather an ‘obliging chap,”
remarked Conroy. 3

"the end

those - rotten
“Wo don’t

rty
s

Al screne!” he said. *I don’t want to}::
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“Qh, he's a rotter!” said Townsend. *1I
tell you he's too poor to wear decent
clothes—you seo how. he dresses.”
..‘fI’,suppose -a chap can’t help being

“Well, -no; I suppose he can’t. But
Rookwood isn’t a place for the deservin’
poor 1" said Townsend with a curl of the
lip. “The cad’s always workin’ while other
chaps ara havin’ a good time!”

“If he's poor, I suppose that's tho
reason,” ;
~ Townsend gave the new junior a sharp
look, Uenroy did not seem wholly inelined
to accept his estimate of Rawson. :

“Never mind that rotter,” said Topham
hastily. “You're not bound to know him,
though he's in the same study. We don't
know him. ~ He gets on with Jimmy Silver
an’ that lot, but the best sct don’t speak

to him.” : ¥
“Who's Jimmy Silver?” B o ‘
“Tle's captain gt "the Fourth—a foot-
ballin?,’ uproarious sort of 'hooligan !" said
“Townsend.  ‘“‘Not our sark. He was on
the steps swhea you came, with the rest
of his gang—the Fistical Four, they call
themselves. A rotten”set [”
.. Conroy wasgilent. He had noticed the
four juniors on the steps, .and had rather
Hiked their 16oks, He was grateful to Town-
send. for the kindness received at his hands;
buﬁ it was-alresdy coming into his mind
that he would not *pull” with Townsend.
Every fellow who looked thoroughly decent
seented to be a roiter, according to Towny.
‘% Well, this'is the study,”” went on Town-
‘gend.. YThis chap’s Topham. my study-
mats,  We're thinkin’ of havin' a bit of
hera this afternoon, to give you a
“of mmakin’ tho acquaintance of some
. bast fellow:  Like the idea?”
: ipping " said Conroy. “It's wvery
kipd of you.” Gl :
“We'll help you unpack your things
pregently,” went on Townsend. - *I suppsc
you're getting ready for ‘tea after your
journey down. Toppy will look after that,
an’ get the fellows here, while I show you
round the school & bit—what 1’ : ;
And Townsend led his new friend forth.
Cenroy met Smythe and Howard and
Tracy of tho. Shell in'.the passage—by
chanece, of course—and they chatied a fow
“minuntes in a very friendly way..

Ho met Gower and Pecle of the Fourth
as he¢ came out inte the quadrangle, and
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was introduced to them. They joined him
as Townsend piloted him about Rookwood,
showing him the sights.

Conroy’s glances turned several times in
the dizoctien of the football-ground, where
a scratch game was going on, to tho ac:
companimenst of lond and cheery voices.

“Like to see the footer-ground?” asked
Townsend at last.

“Yes, rather!”

It was only footer practice, but it was
very keen., Ilalf a dozen Modern juniors,
led by Tommy Dodd, were disputing with

" half a'dozen Classicals under Jiminy éil\'or's
lead, Conroy looked on with keen interest.

“Play footer?” asked Pecle.

“Ves.” Conroy nodded, I suppose
Ceverybody jeins in the games here?”’
. “Everybody who cares for it,”’ said

Townsend, with a curling lip. “*Our sct

don't go in for such games; it’s hardly
. the thing !” .

- YIsn’t it?” sajd Conroy in astonishment.
. “Besides, the footer eleven’s in the hands
of Silver and his friends, and we don’t pull
with them. In fact, we ignore the crowd.”

“Which is Silver?”

Townsend pointed out the €aplain of the
Fourth, Jimmy Silver had just kicked the
ball into the Modern,goal.

“Ho can play footer,” remarked Conroy.
“] suppose you'll join the junior club?”
said Townsend. *There’s compulsory prac-
tice twice a week, but a fellow .can often
dodge- it if he likes,”

“1 shouldn’t want to dodge if, though,”

said Conroy. “I want to get all the footer
I can, and ericket, too, when that comes
¢ along.”
. Towny exchanged a rather hopeless glance
with his friends. It locked as if the new
junior would not be so casy to handle as
- they had anticipated.

The ball was in play again, and a kick
lifted it out of the ground, and it came
whizzing along to where the group of
juniors were standing.
“8end that ball in
Silver fepm the field.
Townsend & Co. shrugged their shoulders,
- They did not intend to touch a muddy
footer not if they knew it. But Conroy
‘was ‘“on the ball” at once. He lifted it
back into the field with a neat kick that
Jande? it among the players.

[EE]

shouted Jimmy
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Jimmy Silver’s glance fell upon him, and
he eame over to the ropes.

“Conroy?” he asked. “I saw you come
in, vou know. I'm S&ilver of the Iourth.
You play footer?"’ ‘

“¥Yes; I've played a good bit.”

“T thought so, from that kick. Would
vou like to join in?” asked Jimmy. “This
isn’t a regular match—only practice.”

Conroy glanced at his companions. His
expression hinted plainly that he would have
liked tc accept Jimmy BSilver's invitation,
but he felt bound to stick to the fellows who
had shown him {riendliness.

“Thanks!” he said. “You fellows ecare
for it7”

Townsend shook his head promptly,

“Rotten fag, footer!” he said. *‘ Besides,
there’s tho party in the study.”

“Yes; come on!” said Péele.

“ Another time, Silver, if you don't
mind,” said Convoy. ‘I hope I shall have
a chance in the footer here.””

“Certainly you will, if you can play,”
said Jimmy. “Ail serene! 11l give you
the tip next time we come down, Which
study are you in %"

“ND, 5.)!

“(h, come on!"” said Gower impatiently.

Conroy walked away with his friends.

“Come here, Jimmy !’ shouted Lovell.

. Jimmy Silver rejoined the footballers, in
a puzzled frame of mind. He was more
and more surprised at the kindness the
nuts were showing the-new boy. He would
have cxpected Townsend to growl at a
new boy being placed in his study. Yet
Towny was evidently chumming with the
junior from Australia.

Conroy glanced back once or twico as
he loft the football-ground. But he made
no remark, and continned his walk round
with the nuts, till they went in to tea.

Smythe & Co., including Mornington,
were in the study when they areived.

)

SAAPTER 20.
Looking for Trouble!
ORNINGTON gave the junior from
Australia a far from plensent glapee
as he came in with Townzend aud

his companions.

The arvogani Morny . had already taken
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a dislike to the new fellow, without having
ever seen him.

Ho was quite kecen onough to see that
the nuts intended to set the millionaire’s
son up in opposition to his noble self, and
that was more than enough to irritate
Mornington.

As much for the sake of irritating Morny
as for any other reason, Smythe & Co.
greeted Conroy in the most cordial manner.
’ iNO. 5 Study looked very cosy and cheer-
ul.

Rawson and his obnoxious “swotting”
having been got rid of, Towny’s friends
had prepared a “spread” which did credit
to the study.

Mornington was sulky and silent. But
Conroy hardly noticed him. As a matter of’
fact, the dandy of the Fourth was not par-
ticularly welcome in the study just then—
his dear pals could have dispensed with

is company quite cheerfully, But Morny
was a fellow with a dangerous temper, and
the nuts.did not care ‘actually to quarrel
with him. Moreover, there was a certain
amount, of amusement to be found In
. “putting his nose out of joint.”

Conroy had brought a good appetite with
him from Queensland, and he sat down to
tea very cheerfully. There was little of the
shyness of a new boy about him—he seecmed
to have dropped into his place at Rook-
wood quite easily, and at once,

Perhaps the ‘cordiality of his reception at
the schaol '-ﬁa,d gomething to do with that.
He chatted quito chearfully, though he did
not talk much about himself—the nuts,
however, being quite prepared to let the
millionaire’s son run.on as long as he liked.

Morndn}fmn found many of his own res
marks deliberately unhéeded, which added

iel to the fire of his sulky reseniment.

His remarks, when he made them, were
generally disagreeahle, and Conroy ghanced
3ﬁ him once or twige curiously., He won-
ered. whghwaa the handsome, sulky junior,
and why the other fellows stood his ill man-
nera,

After tea Smythe produced his cjgaretie-
casp, sod smake
oeie‘a!d,hm that catsed Conroy to open his eyes
w

i'%.' W]l hgve a fag,
S%ﬁe jovdally

nrgy sheok his head.
“Thagks, nol” he sdid,

Conroy ?” said
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3 vwere passed round—a prd- |

“0h, you'd better—they’re good!” urged
-Smythe.

“Depend on Smythey for choosin’ a good
smoke,” said Tracy. “You'll find ’em
rippin’, Conroy.”

“Is smoking allowed here?” “asked Con-
roy, in astonishment, :

There was a general chuckle from the
nuts, and 3 sneer from Mornington,

“Not exactly allowed!” smiled Adolphus,

“We smoke, ‘all the same, though. It's
rather the thing!”
“Fellow doesn’t want to be a

: prig, you
know | remarked Peele. s

Conroy flushed ‘a little,

“I shouldn’t like to be thought a prig,”
he said. “Bui tbat kind of thing is bad
for the health in a chap who hasn’t finished -
growing. ' I 'don’t want to spoil my form
for footer.”

“We rather go the pace here,” explained
Smythe. .“Under the rose, of course. We'ra
rather a sportin® .set, .As for footer, the best
set in Rookwood don't have much to do
with that. It’s mostly the ‘outsiders—cads
like Rawson and Silver.” =

“I rather like that chap’ Bilver’s 1doks,”
said Conroy umcomfortably, “I must say
I hope to gek’ @,u;w_h?ilk in the footer here.
No, 1 won't' smoke, thanks, Don’t let me
interfere with you, ofscourse, if it is your'

custgm.” 8 xf
‘this ledsant Batyrday Afternoon
asked | ezning*to“:r-f! with a bitfer
s 7By gad, I dido’t know I was
comin here for a sermon.” e
“Oh, dﬁy up, Morny | - Let the new chap
d_o*‘.-;ﬁ: i liked, Ha hasn’t Jearned our wiys

7 %1 dow't like prigss”
- Conroy’s eyes gleame
"I don’t call it priggish fo Leep oneself

fit,” he i
“What the' dickens do you know about
oustoms mdﬁc people?” said Mm;i«
ingtan contemptuously. " Where ia it
come from—EBornép or New Guineg!’%
1 game from doesp’t matter, hut
't fysult strangers who've given

»

e

aid Mornington.
(? a little,

no sald Conroy quietly, “If my
Ways tngreeagra Lere, I'm quifo ready
-to get 8 h i

“You .wowt do- anyt xft of thf/.[ sort I
1Al 3 R “'-o-_‘,.g‘
tonl JIF you #an't be 2ivil to onm}’l.:vn?c“-‘

¢hfi clear off 1

i
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“Yos, do dry up, Morny!” urged Towns-

Mornington’s lips curled, He was in a

- sulky and savage temper, and he intended

. to quarrel with the new junior.

3 And Con-
roy's quiéi manncr gave him sn impres-

- sion that the Australian was timid.

. me,” suggested Conroy mild

“I'm not goin’ to shut up!" said Morn-
ington, - “If Conroy can’t drop into our
ways, we don’t want a skeleton at the feast.
The fellow’s & rank outsider, and I want
nothin’ to do with him.”

“You ncedn’t have anything to do with

g'. “I fcel

. quite the same cn my side.”

Mornington sneered. It looked as if the
Colonial could not bo drawn into a quar-

- rel, and Morny was determined upon it

- plain Englis

&

' lows,”’ he said.

* “Well, that isn't how I should answer if
a fellow called me an outsider!” he said
scornfully. -

“Indeed! How would you answer?”
said Conroy, unmoved,

“y should call him a liar!” 3

“Perhaps you wouldn’s mind making a
row in another fellow's quarters?” sug-
gested Conroy. “I'd rather not!”

“Any excuso is better than none for a
funk, 1 suppose.” e

“ A3 a matter of fact,” said Conroy calmly,
*you,are a liar!” : i

“What!” .

“And a rotten, ill-tempered, ill-bred cad

" into the bargain, since yoa seem to want

h.»

Smythe & Co. were looking worricd, but
they chuckled at that. The expression on
Mornington’s face was quite entertaining.

The dandy of the Fourth jumped up.

“Will you have it here, or will you come
into the gym.? he asked.

“Am I going to fight you?” said Conroy,
not looking at all alarmed. 2
*Yes, you cad!” =5 F-

T 00k here, Morny—"> protested Towns-
end. : -

. “Qh, shut up!” snapped Mornington. “I

" don’t like the new cad, and I'm going to
* lick him, if he’s got the pluck to stand up to

‘me[”

«Conroy rose also. i

“T'm sorry this:has happened, ryou fel-
#1 didn't want a row.”
“It's only Morny's rotfen ‘temper !”
growled Smythe, “Morny thinks he's the
only-pebble on the beach, and he isn’t, ' I
hope you'li lick him!”

B

OWN LIBRARY 31

“T11 try I said Conroy grimly.

“But, look here, yow've had a journey
to-day, an’ you’'re tired,” said Topham,

The Australian similed. .

“I'm not tired,” he said. “TFresh as a
daisy, Xf the fellow wants trouble, he's
really come to the right party for it.”

“T'm waitin’ for you ” sneered Morning-
ton. He had thrown open the door,

_ “Come on, Conroy,” said Smythe, throw-
ing his cizaretfe into the fire, and slipping
his arm through the new junior’s. “We'll
see you through Come on, you fellows!”

And the nuts, reluctantly disposing of
their cigarettes, followed Mornington and
the Australian from the study. At tho
doorway they met Jimmy Silver & Co.
coming in to tea after football. Morning-
ton’s black trown and Conroy’s flush caught
Jimmy's eye at once. 5 i

“Trouble?” he asked Townsend, as the
latter passed him. - ‘

“Morny’s picked a row with the new
kid !" growled Towny. “They’ro goin® to
fight it out in the gym. I hope Morny’ll
be licked 1” . !

“We'll come along and see him licked,”
grinned Loveil. e R

And the Fisti:al Four, and scxeral other
fellows, joined the procession to the gym.

‘Dick Van Ryn tapped Conroy on the elbow.

“Want a second 7" he asked.

“I'm Conroy's second!” said ‘Townsend
Toftily. “We're seein’ him  through,
Dutchy.”

“All serene. We'll look om,” said the
South African cheerily. L

Quite a little army pc:ured into the gym.

" Gloves ?” asked Jimmy Silver,

“Yes, of course,” said Smythe. *“Hand
them over. Here you are, Conroy.”

And Mornington and the Australian, in
their shirt-sleeves, donned the gloves, and
faced one another, and Adolphus Smythe
took out his handsome gold watch to keep
time,

CHAPTER 21.
Morny Meets His Match!

IMMY SILVER & CO. looked on with

considerable intercst.
Mornington was strong and _active,
and he was a good boxer, and, in spite
of his surly temper and arrogani ways, he
had plent; of pluck. But the Australian

-~
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looked as if ho could take care of himself,
The tussle seemed likely to be of more
than usunal interest to the speciators,

“Time!” said Smythe.

The fight began.

Mornington attacked at once, hotly, The
general condemnation ot his actwn which
he could read in all faces, only made him
determined to give his oppsonent as sound
a thrashing as he could Lgstow upen him.

But ho soon discovered that he had not
sot himself an easy task.

In less than a minuie it was quite apphr-
ent that Comoy knew 5omcthmg about
boxmg—qulte as much as the dandy of the
Fourth, if not a little more. And there was
no hesitation about him—no sign of “funk *
in his set face and clear, steady eyes.

He gave ground a littls ot first, and as
Mornington came on, -hard and fast, he
suddenly found his guard swept away, and
a hard glove rapped upan his nose, and as
Morny staggered a little, the left followed
the right, and Mornington. went over back-
wards with a crash.

“Well hit!" grinned Jimmy Silver.

"Right on the wicket!? said Lovell,
young ‘'un!”

Mornington lay on the floor, surprised and
dazed,- and Smyth- mth a grin, began o
count

Nobody had offered ‘to act as a sccond for
Morningten.  Nobody was displeased " to
sea him on the floor,

But he was not to be counted out. He

was up again before Adolphus had reached |

six.

He came on to the attack with. & savage

rush
“Look out!” murmured Van Ryn,

But the Cornstalk was looking out,

The fighting was furious for the next{*
minute. Both parties rcceived punishment
that would have been very severe but for
the gloves, and was nquite severo cnough
with them.

“Time ! rapped out Smythe.

Conroy dropped his hands and stepped
back at the call. But Mornington was teo
furious to heed. He came on, hitting out
savagely, and the new junior, taken by sur-
orise, went headlong to the floor.

There was a howl from the Rookwood
juniors at once. :

“Foul I .

“You cad. Morny! Fouil”

)
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Townsend rushed forward to pick up lns
principal. Mornington stepped back, his
faee flushing hotly. He had forgotten him-
self for the moment. |

“You. rotten worml”
“Can’t you fight fair?”

“I—I didn’t mean—

“This fight isn’t going on!” said Jimmy
Silver angrily, “Collar that cad, and gue
him a frog's mzarch round tho gym.’

Conroy staggered up.

“Hold on-1” he exclaimed.
Let him alone!” ~

“He ain’t fit to touch, dear boy!” =aid
Townsend.

“I'd rather fight 1t out! Let him como
on,” « gaid Conroy. We won't have any

roared Lovell

»

“Let’s get on!

“ |'more roundst”
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“Well, let- him have Lis way !
Jimmy Silver.

The combatants faced one another again,
Conroy’s gyes gleammg. The foul blow
had hurt him, but it angered him more than
it hurt him. As Morny did not heed tha-
call of time, there were to be na more
rounds, and Smythe put his gold watch
away, Tt was a contest of endurance now,
in which the slim Mornington did not secm
to stand so much chanoe as the stuzdy new
junior.

Mornington, only rendcred more - sulky
and savage by~the scorn of the Rookwood
juniors, came on with ‘bitter fury. His
hlows, where they fell, were'hard and heavy.
But Oonmys blows came like lightning.
and the dandy of the Fourth was driven
right round the ring, compelled to yield
ground, in spite of his savaize determination,

In-a few minutes he was hard put to it
to defend, withont’ attackmg hla sturdy ad-
| versary.

.« But he fought on with bitter detcrmina-
tich, till a heavi\fl drive from the right laid
him’ gasping on his back.

Conroy stood panting, waiting for him to

w Fm:s}u%d ‘Morny " sneered Smythe.

Mornmg'ton aspe

“No, by gad! Tl lick the cad yet l"

“You don't loock much like doin' it
grinned Townsernd. e

Mornington - stafgered to ‘his feet. “The
fall had shaken him, .and the bitter con-
sciousness of defeat ‘was already creeping
upon hini. - But he came on again with
i undiminished Eury

grunted

i
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‘The next few minutes were, as Lovell
said, quite a ocirces,

It was quite clear by this time that Morn-
ington was no mateh for the Australian;
buthe would not admis it, and he fought
on till his strength ,was expended to the
last ounce.

He was knocked right and left, .and went
down several times; but each time he came
on again with redoubled fury, But the
end came at last, and Mornington, felled
by a terrific right-hander, lay gasping on
the floor, unablo to rise. :

Adolphus Smythe jerked out his watch,
and counted ten, with a grinning face. - But
he might kave counted-a hundred. Morn-

ington could not gel up without assistance.:

. “Conroy wins!” said Smythe, putting
away his watch.  “Congratulations, old
chap. Let me help you on with your
jacket.” 4

Tt was Jimmy Silver who helped Morning-
ton to his feet. The dandy of the Fourth
stood unsteadily, looking dazed.

“ Here's your jacket,” said Jimmy Silver
gruffly.. v g,

Mornington,, without-a word, slipped on
his jacket, hurling the gloves on the floor.,
Ife walked unsteadily out of the gym. He
had had as thorough a licking as any fellow

" _could have had, and nobedy had any sym-

_ gratulatory crowd.

i passage,
' Van Ryn nodded towards Study No. 5

pathy to waste upon him.
The nuts surrounded the victor in 3 con-

Conroy looked very red

enough, even after that gruelling en:
counter.

He was walked off in triumph by Smythe

& Co.

“That kid’s got something in him,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver, as the Fistical Four
made their way to the end studyy “I'm
blessed if I know why  Smythey bas
chummed with him, I fancy . they won't

‘pull together for long. I suppése Morny’s
% 5080 was put out of joint, and

he cut up
rusty.” ;

» %Nover been so pleased to see a cad
licked,” said Loyell.  “Hallo, Van Ryn,
what are you looking like a boiled owl

" for?”?

* They met the South African junior in the
wearing a vory thoughtful look,

“Thgy’vo got the mnew kid,” he s.ai_d_

and a littlo
“ beuised, but otherwise he secmed fresh

“There seems to be a littla party on. - You
know what their little parties are like, I
suppose it's nobody’s business to give the
new kid a tip about them, as he's chummed
with them?”. ; .

Jimmy Silver looked rather grave. :

“Well, a chap doesn’t wan to chip in,”
he said, “Conroy looks rather decent. . He
can scc things for himself; He won't join
in their rot unless he's thai sort.”

“Well, & new kid doesn’t know the ropes,
and, of course, they’ll tell him its the thing
at Rookwood. Still, a fellow can’t very
well shove in.”

And Van Ryn went into his own study,
still looking very thoughtful, Jimm% Bilver
& Co. went on their way, somowhat thought-
ful. too. They knew very well what would be
going on behind the logked door.of Towns-
end’s stndy, and they wondered how the new
follow would take it. g

CHAPTER 22.
A slight Mistake!
MYTHE & CO. were in greab spirits

S in Study No. 5.  They bhad been

very pleased by the defeat of Morn-

ington, who had gone to sulk in his
own study, not in the least missed by his
friends. hir

Smythe’s opinion was that' it was high
time Morny was taken down a peg or two,
rtainly he had been taken down this
ith a vengoanco, Moreover, the nuts
‘well aware that a sturdy fighting man .
#8uld be a very valuable addition to their
select eircle, none of the Giddy Goats of
Rookwood boing very ‘conspicuous in that
lino. Tt was open'to Conroy to become quito
a shining light'in that noble socicty.

“ Foolin’ pretty fit—what?” asked Smythe.

Conroy. smiled. |

“Ves; Pm all right,” he said. .

“Done a lob of scrappin’ perhaps?” said
Peele.

“Yes; we lived in thz bush at one time;
and I sometimes had scraps with fellows
twice as big as Mornington,” said Conroy
cheerily  “Wa roughed it a bit in those
days, and roughing it hardens a chap.”

“Before your pater mads his pile, I sup-
pose 7 said Smythe. *“We've heard about
your pater, you know.”

Conroy looked astonished
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“Have you?” he asked. :
“Yes, rather. The name's quite well
~known in this country,” said Smythe, with
‘a smile, “A wery prominent man out
there, I understand.”

“I den't know about very prominent,”
said Conroy., “My father’s in a good posi-
“tion; but I hardly expected to henr that his
name was known in England.”

“What about a little game to pass the
time?” asked Townsend. “We must do
somethin’ to amuse Conroy.”

Towny spoke as if “a little game ” was
quite a new thing to the sclect circle of
Giddy Goats.

“Well, that's 1abhm a good ides,” as-
sented Smythe, “Anybody got any cards?”

“I Dbelieve there's some 1n the study,”
said Topham gravely. “I'll look; anyway.”

“Yaas, do, What games do you play,
Conroy ! Fi

“T'vo pla)ed card ganms—1 ound garnes—
at Christmas,” said Conroy, with a some-
what puzzled look. “T shouldn’t have
thought cards were allowgd here, though.”

Smythe smiled indulgently.

“We allow ourselyes some things that the
beaks don’t know about,” he explained.
“Not that we're a gamblin’ set, or any-
thin’ of that sort, of course. But a little
flutter once in a way docs a chap good.”

Conroy looked very grave.

“You surelyi don’t mean
.money?” he cxelaimed.

“Oh, no, not at all! S:mp]y a bob or
two on the game to lllﬂkb H Intcres
saidd Smythe. :

“Yes; hero’s some cards,” said Toph
He shuffied the pack. “Nap or hankm—
perhaps Conroy would prefer bridge?”

Conroy flushed a littlae.

playing  for

“If you'll exeuse me, I'd rathee not > he'

said, “Of course, I don’t want to inter-
fere with you chnps It’s not my business
what you do. Put I've never played cards
for money, and I don't want {o begin.”

The nuts looked at one another,

Conroy’s manner was quite civil, but it
was quite determined, and the Q:ddy Goats
locked rather blank. What was the good
of the millionaire’s son if he didn't play
cerds for money? -

“0Oh, don't be stand-offish!?
Sm}thc repressing his irritation. “I as-

sure you that it is quite tha thing at Rook-
\»ood The best fellows do it. Your deal,
ioppx Give Conway a hand, anyway.”

urged
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“Simnly bob peints,” said '10\\mend.
“Come, you can’t call that g“lmbhng

Conroy rose to his fect.

"I'm sorry,” he suid. “I can't join you.”

Smythe's eyes began to gleam. Peele
grinned. Adolphus’ great capture was not
turning cuf a very valuable prize, after all,

“I'm: sure you don’t mean that, Conroy,”
said Adolphus, still smoothly,” You don’t
want to be a prigz. Be a sport, an’ join in,
You cant be afra.ld of losing a little
money

“1 can t afford to lose money, so far as
that goes,’ sald Conroy. “But that isu't
my reason.’

“You can't afford!” repeated Townsend,
with a stare. 5

“No. [ supposc a chap ean’t do much
gambling on. an allowance of five shillings
a week,” said Couroy. “But I shouldn’t
gamble, in any case.”

‘Sm"rhe sunply Dblinked

Youfwou mean to say that your pater
only allowvs you five shillings a weck, and
he's a millionaire!” he gasped.

Conroy stared.

“A  millionaive ! he repeated.
father's not a millignaire.”

“Wha-a-a-at!”

‘;]\ n-not a mlllmnn:re kg stuttered Towns:
en

“Conroy looked round at the startled and
cxasperated  faces, and understanding
dawmed upon his mind. He realised now
the roason why Smythe & Co. had swamped
bim with kind attentions that day. is
face hardened a little, and a gleam cama
nto his eyes. !

“Did you think nmy father was s mil-

“)\y

| Ljonaire 7 he dsked very quietly.

~“But—but he is!* stammercd Smythe,
too surprised and chagrmed to think of con-
cealnient now, I saw it in the paper—Mr,
Gerard: Conmy, the celcbrated Australian

finencier  ghd ‘millionaire—"
“AMy fatB¥’s name is John Conroy.”™
“Oh, gad!” "

Smythe & Clo. sat limply, blinking at C‘om
roy, Townsend gave his gleat leadef i)
savage look.

" Oh, you silly chu.mp ” he said. “Just
like you to get the wronl pig by the ear |24

Towny was naturally indignant. Ho i d
wasted an: aftetnoon on the new fellow—
had asked him to be put into his study, and

“he wasn't a millionaire, after all, and had



an aliowance mach smaller than Towny’s
own. It was really very hard.

‘Conroy stniled rather grimly.

“You seem to have made a mistake,” he
marked. “There is a well-known Aus-
ralian millionaire named Conroy, but he is
no relation of mine.” -
“Qh, gad!” gasped Smythe. “The—the
‘paper said he was sending his son to a publie
‘school in a southern county, an’ T tock it for
granted—"
" “You seem to have taken, rather
weh for granted,” said Conroy.
orry, if it makes any difference to you,
o’ sce why it should.”

Adolphis necovered himself a little.  All
is friendly feclings towards the new junior’
b }iad vanished. Adolphus’ feeling was that
{he had been taken in and imposed upom,
nd Adolphus was exasperated and enraged.
“You don't see why it should, you con-
ounded outsider!” he snapped.  “Do you
nk we want to chum up with a fellow
twwho may be a dashed bushranger, for all

too
ap
1
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end & Co. scowled savagely at the smiling
now junior, but they dii not rush him.
Tho odds were on their side, but they did
not want any more.

“ Anything more to say besides
bye?” asked Conroy scheerfully.

There was no reply, and Comroy walked
away down the passage. Townsend kicked
the doov savagely shut, and the next ten
minutes were occupicd by the nuts of Rook-
wood in telling the cgregious Adolphus what
they thought of him.

Van Ryn and Pons were at prep. in their
study when a tap came at the door. Conroy™
looked in.

“¥ou fellows asked me to sharo this
study,” soid Conroy. *“Does that offer still
hold good”

“Yes, rather, if you like,
at once, and Pons nodded.
what about Towny?”

“T don't scem to pull with the fellows
in No. 5,” said Conroy. “I'd rather dig in
here, if you'll have me.” '

good-,

* said Van Ryn
“Trot in! But

ve know? Preachin’ at us, by gad! Never
mokes—never plays cards for money. Con't
ford to, I fancy. You confounded cheeky,
riggish cad—" :
“Yau've shoved youself into this study
‘under false pretences,” prowled Townsend,
“and the sooner you get out the better!”
Conroy’s lip eurled scornfuliy.
“Wall, of all the rotters!” he exclaimed.
S8myibhe jumped up.
“ None of your cheek, you confeunded ne-
[ Lody 1”7 he roared. * You swindlin® outsider,
get out!”
“Tick Lim out!” sald Topham savagely.
! The disappointment was too much for the
‘good manners of the 'Giddy Goats, such s
hey were. They were in a state of intense
exasperation, and {hey closed round Conroy
th hostile looks.
: Conroy did not speak, He stretched out
s hand, and took hold of Adolphus
ythe's somewhat profnincnt nose and
weaked it,
b “ Ywerirggg!” purgled Smythe helplessly.
t Pjle on tho cad!”
I Th- disappointed and enraged nuts piled
bon Conroy. With a sweep of a sturdy arin
o sent Townsend and Pee'e staggering,
1d knocked Topham into the fender. Then
opened the door, He paused in the door-
fyay and looked back. : .
Smythe held bis noss and gasned. Towns-

“Welcome &5 the flowers in May,” said
Van Ryn, laughing. *This study isn't
quite so nutty as Ne. 5, but we'll try to
meke you comfy.” '

&

Jimmy Silver smiled the next day when he
heard that the new junior had already
chenged out of Townsond™s study. The
Giddy Goats of Rookwood had lost a re-
cruif, and the Colonial Co. had gained one,
and for a long time there were recriming-
tions among Adolphus & Ce. on vcoount of
Smythe’s httle mistake,

CHAPTER 23.
: Fag Wanted!
"o A : 5
F Jimmy Silver glanced round.
“That sounds like Carthéw’s
toot,” e remarked. S His
Majesty secms to be in a wax !” -

The Fistical For had codts and mufflers
on over their footer clothes, and were just’
going out, when Carthew of the Sixth camo
striding down the passage.

. Thera was no doubt that Carthew was in

a “wax,” as Jimmy Silver expressed it

i His face was red, and his eyes gleamed
undor his knitted brows. Something had
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evidently happened to disturb the screnity
of the Sixth-Form prefect.,

He beckoned to Jimmy -Silver & Co. as he
sighted them in the doorway.

I(Sto l’!

“Hallo I” said Jimmy Silver coolly.

“Have you, seen my fag—Gower?”

Jimmy nodded.

“Yes; he’s, gone out with Mornington,”
he said.

“The cheeky little beast !”

thew, “Well, T want a fag.
Silver I .
. “Borry,” said Jimmy Silver politely.
“We're playing the Moderns this afterncon,
and I can’t spare the time. Otherwise, of
course, it would be a pleasure !’

“1 don’t think!” murmured Lovell.

And Raby and Newcome grinned. It
was never exactly a pleasure to fag for the
bully of the Sixth. :

The prefect had his ashplant, the symbol
of authority, under his arm. He let it
slide into his hand, and took a business-like
grip upon it
g “] don’t want any cheek!” he said.

“Any one of you will do—I don’t care

which.. Go into my study!”

“¥ou see—"

“Don't jaw. Some young raschl has
been regging my study, and I want it set
to rights,” said Carthew. “I dare say it
was one of you !

“Not guilty, my lord !’ said Raby,

“Well, get along to my study !™

The Fistica! Four exchanged a look, and

- walked out of the School House. There
was a match that ufternoon with Tommy

Dodd & Co., of the Modern side at Rook-

wood, and the Classical chums were' not

likely to “cut” it for'the sake of fagging in

Carthew's study, They did not like Car-
~thew, anywa{r. a

Carthew glared after them.

“Como back, Silver!” he shouted.

“Bow-wow | replied Jimmy Silver.

“What 1"

“(lower's your fag,” said Jimmy inde-
pendently, “If you ean’t find Gower, - fifid
some chap who'll put up with your rot.
We won't 1" - ;

“Carthew came striding out of the House
nfter the four; and Jimmy Silver & Co.
promptly lined up, cvidently ready to resist,
in spite of the fact that the senior held the
rank of prefect.

Carthew paused.

e

growled Car-
You'll do,

. Sorry
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“Will you go into my study, Silver?”
“Can’t be did!” :

“Lovell—"

“Bow-wow "

The Fistical Four marched off to the

football-ground, and Carthew, after a
moment’s hesitation, turned back into the
House with a black brow. - ¢

Ho was not looking for a “scrap” in
the quad with four unruly juniors, What
he wanted was a fag, and he wanted hiim at
once. ®

Carthew was not popular among the
juniors.  Carthew was expecling a visitor
that afternoor—a very distinguished visitor
—and, the fact being generally known, some
reckless junior had seized the opportunity of
ragging his study.

Some cheery youth who had felt the
weight of Carthew’s heavy hand had taken
that peculiar method of paying off old
scores, And thz Sixth-Former had made

‘the disagreeable discovery just as he was

sbout to start for the station to meet his
visitor. ¢

There was no time o waste, and the
angry prefect let the Fistical Four go; he
had no choice about that. On that finc
half-holiday most of the juniers were oub of
doors, and there was not a fag to be seen.
Carthew stood in the passage, -clenching
his hands with anger. : -

Three juniors came down the stairs, and
the Sixth-Former at once barred their way
to the door. ;

They were Conroy, Van Ryn, and Pons—
the three Colonials who chummed togother
in No. 3 Btudy in the Fourth, i

“] want one of you!” announced Car-
thew. (

“Footer match on,” said Pons.

“Pong iz playing, and we're going to
cheer his goals,” explained Van Ryn,
ere’s nothing doing, Carthew!”

“¥You'll do, Van Ryn.”

“I'm a linesman,”

“Well, I want a fag,” said Carthew
“Some young rascal has micked up: mi
study, and it's got to bé set in érders Con
roy will do.”

Conroy Jooked inquiringly at his chums
He was a new boy at Rookwood, and lc
looked to them for guidance.

“Comé)y can’t come,” sgid Van Ryn al
once.. % Gower's your fag, Carthew !”

“Gower’s gone out [ growled Carthew.

“Well, we'ré going ouf, too!™




]
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Carthew scowled.

“(o into my study at omee, Conroy

“I'm not bound to, am I!” asked Con-
roy, addressing his companions.

“No fear]” said Pons promptly. © Gower’s
bound to, and if Gower has cleared off, that
is Carthew’s bizney, Look here, Carthew,
this is the first footer match since Con has
been here, and he’s not geing to miss it.
If your study’s mucked up, that’s your
{gurll]enlt}’; you- shouldn’t be such a beastly

ully !

“Hcar, hear!” grinned Van Ryn.

“Don’t give. me ny moro check !” roared

Carthew grasping Conroy by the shoulder.

“Come with mel”

_ “Is it allowed hers to knock a prefect
- down ?” asked the Australian.

“Ha, ha! Not guite!”

“Well, I wanl to play according to the
rules. of course. Take your paw off my
shoulder, Carthew, or I may have to break
a rule!” .

“Hallo! . What’s the row?’ Bulkeley of
the Sixth, the captain of Rookwood, came
along. * What's the trouble, Carthew?”

“My fag’s cleared off!” growled Carthew.
“1 want this young whelp to clear up my
study; it's been ragged!l”

“¥oud better go, Conroy,” suid Bulke-
“VYou're not playing, are youf?”

“No: but I want to sec my friends play.”

“Well, fag for Carthew first.”

“Oh, all right, Bulkeley !”

Conroy. without further demur, followed
the ‘prefect to his study, and Van Ryn and
Pons went down to the footer ground.

The Rookwood captain’s authority was
. not to be gainsaid, and Couroy took it as
cheerfully as possible. He grinned as he
came into Carthew’s study. ' A ragger had

been at work there with deadly earnestness.

Table and chairs were overturned, ashes
. and cinders scattered over the carpet, ink

. .and other things upset on all sides.

Carthew gritted his tecth as he caught
the involuntary grin on Conroy’s face.
“Your handiwork, I dare say 1" he hissed.
Conroy shook his head. ;
“No, as it happens,” he replied coolly.
3 dare say you know wlho did it, then?”
“1 dare say I could guess.” i
“YWho was it, then?”

“ Find out [** ¥
“What 1"
“Do you want me to sneak 1" said Cenroy

43
“If you do, you'll Le disap-
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pleasantly.
pointed !”

Carthow picked up a cane from the table.

“Hold out your hand!” he rapped,

“What for?" :

“To be caned, you young fool1”

“3g I'm going to be caned for refusing
to sneak—what?"” asked Conroy, with a
glitter in his oyes. :

“Yow're going to be caned for impertin-
ence to a prefoct,” said Carthew grimly.
“Now then, your paw!” - -

Cenroy put hig hands behind him,

“Will you hold out your hand?”

(13 No I”

Carthew said no more. He grasped the
junior by the collar, and laid the cane about
his shoulders. Conroy did '‘not take the
infliction iamcly. He hit out fiercely, and
Carthew gave a yell.

“You young villain!”

“Let go, you bully!”

Lash, lash, lash!

Carthew had quite lost his temper, and
he laid on the cane furicusly.

Conroy was a sturdy youngster, but he
had littie chanee in the grasp of the hig
Sixth-Former. Carthew caned him till his
arm acned.

“There!” he panted, hurling the junior
away from him when he had finished. ¥ That
will teach you not to cheek the Sixth! Now
clear up this study, and if everything isn't in
good ordor when 1 come back T°H give you
some more of the same !”

And Carthew, somewhat solaced, quitted
the study, leaving Conroy gasping.

CHAPTER 24.
Fagging for Carthew!

# Y hat!” »
M .Conroy rubbed his shoulders,
and gasped for breath. He had

had a licking which would have
“doubled up” a good many fcllows, but he
had not uttered o cry. The hardy Colonial
was tough all through.

But there was a glitter in his eyes. Car-
thew concluded that the licking would have
the offect of bringing the jumior to heel.
He was quite mistaken,

Conroy had come to the study to fag, at
Bulkeley’s order,  But he did not intend to
fag now. The licking had changed his in-
tention.
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He remained for some minutes in thought.
From the study window he watched Carthew
cross over to the gates, and go out. A grin
overspread Conroy’s face.

“T’'m to get the study in order,” he mur-
murmured, *“There’s a dlshngmshed visitor
coming. The dlstmgmshed visitor is
going to have a bit of a surprise, I think.”

He quitted the study, and sauntered down

_ the passage, The School House seemed de-
gerted. Conroy mounted the stairs, and
hurried along to the box-room at the end of
the Fourth Form passage.

Old Mack, the porter, had been occupymg
leisure hours in white- -washing the box-
room, The task was far from finished, and
the pail of whitewash stood just where the
porter had left it. Conroy-dropped the bi
brush into' the pail, lifted the pail, an
bore it away.

He hurried downstairs to Lhe Sixth Form
passago. and earried his cutrious ocargo, unocb-
served, into Carthew’s study.

Then he closed the door,
work,

There was plenty of whitewash in the pail,
and Conroy was an industrious worker.

He started on the walls.

Ho did not trouble to cover them with the

whitewash,
satisfied him. .

‘Then the locking-glass and the clock were
well whitewashed, and, after them, the
table and the chairs.

The bookease camo in for the junior’s at-
tention next, and the curtains
screened off the bed-alcove from the study.

Then the window was given a good coat-
ing.

and sot to

. By that time the whole study ‘was reek-’

mg with whitewash. Conrcy opened the win-
dow to allow the strong sccnt to clear off a
& little.

“Phwat the ihunder are ye doing in-
tirely?” Flynn of the Fourth looked in- at
the open window, in blank amazement. *Is
it potty ye are, .Gonroy it

Conroy glanced at him.

“Carthew ordered ‘me to set his study to
rights,” he ‘explained. " Nothing like a

. fresh coat of whitewash to make a place
look tidy 1”7

“Tare an’ "ounds!” yelled Flyrm “Car-
thew will skin ye alive for this!” %

“He’s nearly skinned me already. © Peor-
haps he will think twice next hme"’ re-
marked Conro'

~Bir daubs here and there |

which |

“Bure, he’s got a visitor this afternon—
a merry old major!” chuckled Flynn-
“Blessed if T know}” ‘

“Ha, ha, ha!” !

Flynn seemed on the point of hysteries,

Several other juniors. gathered by the
window, staring in with amazed looks.

Conroy continted his labours.

He did not cease till the last drop of
whitewash had been extracted from the pail,
and by that time h& was in a somewhat
whitewashy state himself.

4 “:I'here 1¥ he remarke.d “I think that will

o!”

13 Ha ha hﬂ- f,,

“Catthew will scalp you!” giggled Tubhb
Muffin. “It serves the beast right; but-he’ll

| skin you, you ass!”

Conroy shrugged his shoulders.

Having finished his labours he carried the

pail’ and brush out of the sudy, and re-
turned them to the bex-room,

Then, having a much-needed wash, he
sauntered down to the porter’s. Jod

Old Mack looked at him inquiringly.

“T've used your whxtewasb Mack," said
Com oy genially.

“The dickens- you have 1
Mack, in astonishment.

“I wanted to f-eshen up Qﬁudj’ a bit,”
explaired Conroy.. “I’m willing to pay for
it, of course. Youl don’t mind?"”

“Well, I'm blawed 1 aaxd Mack.

% How much, Ma.ck 1

“Five bob"‘ said Mack surlily.

“Here you are !

Conroy strolled .away with his hands in his
pockets, leaving old Mack . staring. Mack

never heard of a junior whitewashing
a study before. He would hnve been still
ore astonished if he had fnown whose study
it was that the Ca]ﬁmal rlmfor had white-
washed. -

The new Iumoz ‘arrived on tho football-
ground, Hp wae :;}( ill feeling the effects of
the tremendous: licking Carthew had ber
stowed on hﬂn ‘but it did noi seem to affect
him much, The junior football-match was
going strong,  Jimmy Bilver's feam was
a goal up, and
fighting hard to equalise.

“Hallo! Ain’t you fagging for Car
thew ?”” “called out Van Ryn.

“ Finished 1 said Conro cheenly.““l’ve
whitewashed . the - study t {mxonghly—-—"

VYan Ryn jumped. '

“You've done what?” he gasped.

ej asulate(]

'o:nmy Dodd & Co. were .




“ Whisewashed fthe study.”
“0Oh, my_ hatl”
“T've madeé ‘a thorough job of it. I
hope Carthew will be satisfied.”

“Vou awful assdi . What did you do ib
for?” ejaculated 2

“He licked me
ragged his study.”
-%0Oht There'll be a feariul row!"

«] suppose there will be,” assented
Conroy. :

He did not seem much disturbed by the
prospect, however. He watched the foot:
ball-mateh with a cheery face. - The second
half was drawing to an end when Carthew
of the Sixth came in at the gates, with a
. stiff-looking old gentleman., Conroy noted
- them from the focter ground, and smiled.

: “ Qure, there’s goin’ to be throuble now !
: said Flynn, with a chuckle. “I'd like to
sea Carthew’s face whin he sces his study,”
© “Tet's go and seo him?” grinned Tubby
' Muffin. ; .
The story of Conroy’s peculiar oxploit had
. spread among the juniors, and quite a crowd
. left the footer-ground to follow the prefect
and his visitor into the House.

Conroy did not join them; however. He
would have liked to have seen Carthew’s
face when he made the discovery; but it
was more judicious to.give the bully of the
Sixth ‘a wide berth just then.

Ho remaincd. watching - the match, and
joined henstily in ‘the cheering when the
(lassical team came off=the victors by two
goals to one,

& n,
fog not telling him who

CHAPTER 25.
The Major is Not Pleased!

; 1 HIS way, uncle!”
. I Carthew of the Sixth piloted the
major into" the School House,
‘ with a meck and respectful man-
ner that was not-much in keeping with his
-usual style. } ]
* " Carthew had his own reasons for being
meek and mild with the major.

Major Carthew was a rich old gentleman,
and the prefect had expectations from him
in the future; and he had an immediate ex-
pectation of '@ handsome tip if his uncle
was pleased with his visit to Rookwood.

He escorted the old %mtlemim along the
Sixth Form passage to his study. He threw

‘wash.

did not expect you {o p

open ths door, and stood aside for his uncle
to enter, =
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Major Carthew stopped in the doorway.

He sniffed and he blinked.

“That’s my study, uncle,” said Carthew,
wondering why the major did not enter.

He had not looked in himself, and the
major’s portly form almost filled the door-
way. 2

The old gentleman sniffed again expres-
sively.

“That iz your study, Mark?”

“Yes, uncle.” -

“Do you mean to say, Mark, that thig is
the apartment you are asking me into?”
rapped out the major. T

“¥Ye-e-es, uncle.” ' ‘

“And do you think that room is in &
stato for me to enter?” thundered tho
major, “Is this a practical joke?”

Carthew .started.

“Hasn't that ycung rotter cleared it up,
afterall? I'll skin him——=*

“What 1"’ -

“ N-n-nothing ! T ordered my fag to put the
study tidy,” stammered Carthew..

“Do you call that tidy ?”

Carthew looked into the study.

Then he stood transfixed.

The whole room reeked of wet white-
Every article of furniture wa3
smothered with it. It darkened -the win-
dows. It clung lovingly to every object in
the room. i

Carthew's eyes bulged.

s(f.g-g-good heavens!” he gasped.

The major snorted.

4“1 understand that practical jokes are
popular among schoolboys !” he snapped. “I
ay such a practical
joke upon me, Mark.

“Uncle, I—I——" .

“Do vou think X can sit down in such
a room 1 roared the major. #

“Nung!  T=—2 :

“Is tijs the kind of reception to giye,
your uncle, after a long jokrney fo see

"
S
Tho iilitary sentlemen
down the passagd, ~Cart
into the whitewashed ‘study, an
after him. :
o

stalked aﬁ?‘y;
w gavg o glare
g nfahe&'

i

. “Uncla! . i
“Pon't address, me?” snapped the gryi
old g«ennﬂlaz;;cg'.r g-“l'.—.’*ham no apmev:iﬂ%:ﬂ o]

practical jGRes—nong wh

whatever 1
“But 1 asiure 'youu=="
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. “HEnough ! , ’

“You—you're not going, uncle!”
lated Carthew, in dismay.

“Yes, sir. T am going!” shouted the
‘major. “I have no appreciation whatever,
sir, of a misplaced sense of humour, So
these are the little preparations you told me
you had mad~ for my visit 7"

“Nunno! Not at all—

The major strode out of the School House.
Carthew followed- him, crimson with fury
and dismay,

ejacu-

dutiful nephew always
ful with him.

Entertaining the major was a good deal
like entertaining a tame bear who might
change his mind and hite at any moment,
At the best of times it was not alivays possi-
ble to keep the choleric old gentleman in a
good humour, It was always an” even
chance whether he took offence or not. Such
good humour as he possessed had quite van-
ished now. - .

He strode away towards the gates, evi-
dently with the intention of leaving Roock-
wood without further parley.

Carthew hurried after him, *

A crowd of grinning juniors outside the
School House watched them with great de-
light. The major paused for a moment to
glare at them.

“So your friends are partics to your
‘precious practical joke, Mark 1" he snapped.

“They're not my friends, sir,” panted
Carthew, The}y’re only checky fags!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha I :

“Yes, enjoy your joke!” snapped the

. major. *‘It is very funny, I dare say—very
‘unny, indeed—remarkably funny to attempt
to trick a visitor into enfering a room reék-
‘ng with whitewash! No doubt you hoped
that I showld be smothered with it.””

“ Unecle——"

“Not a word mare !” growled the major.
“Enjoy the joke with your friends, Mark—
mnjoy it, I beg of you.”

He strode on grimly, with Carthow. at
his heels,
planations, hardly knowing what he was say-
‘ng in his ecoufusion and dismay.

A yell 6f laughter from the
‘ollowed them.

The major's

had to be very care-

juniors

unfortunate misapprehension
truck them a8 comical, and the sight of
Jarthew stalking him to the gates, endeay-
ouring to explain, tickiod the juniors im-

Major Carthow was a some--
what unreasonable old gentleman, and his |

pouring _out apologies and ex. |

mense)  majaf réfised 4. hear a word,
He inlf : iﬂ‘ié g:ﬁnos} frantic nephew
with a ferocinu ts  He strode
out of the 3 ling the prefect’s
almost hysierical ations. o

Carthow stoppe
was a stugdy ds h
visitor stalking aWly down the roa

The case ‘was évidently hopeless,

“Mum-mum-my hat!” groaned Carthew.
“He's gone | n}llhe silly-oid fool !”

The prefect, in a towering rage, strode
back to the School House. g

His visitor was gone—without leaving the
handsome tip, for the sake of which Carthew
had been willing to cndure the visit, ;

There would have to be humble letters
of explanation, which might bring the old
gentleman round in time. Mecanwhile,
Carthew was anxious to find the fag who
had prepared that. pleasant surprise for him.
He hurried.to his study, selected his stott-
est ashplant, and set out in search of Con-
roy of the Fourth,

——

ates, and his face
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_CHAPTER 2."
) Paying the Piper!

IMMY SILVER & CO. had come in
' after the football match, and. the
Colonial Co. had gone to their study.
Van Ryn. and gons were looking
rather grave. Conroy’s little ‘effort in Car.
thew’s study was Fanny enough in its way;
but there were “pertain consequences to
follow.
ordinary mortals. PBut Conroy’s chums were
quite prepared to stand by him in facing the
music, )

A heavy step in the passage warned them
that the enemy was at hand,

“Here comes Carthew !” said Tong.

“Bounds rather in a hurry,” grinned
Conroy, o

The door was fin open; and the Sixth:
Former strode in, ashplant in hand,

His face was furious.

He' gave ono
started for Conroy. The Cornstalk junior
picked up a cricket-stump. from the table.

“Come on!” he said invitingly,

“Put that stum~ down !” roared Carthew,

“Bow-wow " -

“I'll thrash you within afi inch of your
life!"” ; ;

“Go-ahead 1",

his distin[,iguished :

Profects could not be treated like.

R

glare round the study, ahd |



’p“z‘ézat‘ staggercd baz

o i e el
%@t him, lashing out with the
ashplant, &HoWik ; h
Crash, crashl P i
The stwmp ¢a ¥ piay, and Conroy

fenced with it 4
The ashplant
i ‘hand, and ¢
- as the business end
of the stimp jabbed on his waistcoat.
Pons and Van Ryn looked on, grinning.
Théy were ready to go to the reseue if it
was necessary, but it did not seem to be
necessary.’ i
Conroy was holding his own. |
“Put down that stumpl” shrieked Car-

“ Are going to make it pax?” asked
Conro

“I »  Carthew stuttered with
rage: eMgking it “pax” with a fag was
miles boneath the dignity of a BSixth

. Form prefect.

S Well, i it pax !t

“T'1l smash youl” '

“Then 1 may as well begin,” remarked
Conroy, and he lunged again with the
stump and Carthew gave a fiendish yell,

““Yaroooh !

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

“Hallo, trouble in the family ' asked
Jinimy ;Silver, looking in. * Hallo, Carthew !
Is that a new step-dance?”

«Keep it up!” said Lovell encouragingly.
«7’]] get my tin whistle, if you like.  You
can't danco without music,”

“Ha, ha, ha'" .
Carthew rushed at Conroy again. He was
almost boside himself by this time. He did

not heed the jab of the stump, though it
hurt, and he grasped the junior in his mus-
cular arms. ; ‘

“Now, you young villain!” he panted.

“Rescuc!” gasped Conroy.

Pons and Van Ryn rushed in.
“The prefect was grasped by two pairs of
hands, and dragged oﬁsgis v:yciim.

“Tet go!” roered Carthew. -

“Rats! Kieck him ont!”

“ Qutside, you rotter!” -

“Yaroooch! Helpl” -

“Great pip!”? inunupred Jimmy Silver.

“By gad, what & circus!” remarked
Mornington, sauntering: to the spot. “What
a giddy entertainment! -Pile in!”

- “Lot go, you youig scourdrels!” roared
Carthew, struggling furiotsly in the grasp
of the C'olonial Co. -
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“Qutside with him!” panted Van Ryn,
“(lear back there, you fellows.”

The juniors ir the passage promptly
cleared out.

“In o struggling heap, the three Colonials
and the Sixth-Former came swaying to-
wards the doorway.

There was a sudden yel) from the dircetion
of the stairs,

“Cavel”

“ Look out!” gaspad Jimmy Silver, “ Here
comes Bootles 1 : ‘

“Cave, you duflers!® ke a

But the excited combatants did not heed,
even.if they heard. The Colonial Co. had
the upper hand now, and Carthew was com-
ing out. : ;

Mr. Bootles, with a frowning brow, came
rustling along the passage towards the study
whence the commotion proceeded.

He arrived just as the Colonial Co., with
a final cffort, hurled the gasping prefect
through the doorway.

Crash!

Carthew of the Sixth landed fairly ot the
Form-master’s feet.

Mr, Bootles jumped back:

“Bless my soul! Carthew!”

“Gurrrrgh 17 -

“Carthew, is it you?"

“ Wocoow |

“What! What!” Mr. Bootles looked
astonished and scandalised. “Carthew,
am shocked! This is outrageous!”

“ Groooohoooh I” ’

" Carthew sat up breathlessly, looking very

dusty and dishevelled. :
h'Mr' Bootles” eyes were fixed sternly upon

im, -

“Ts thi§ yoar idea, Carthew, of the
dignity of the Sizxth Form?” he rapped out.
“How date you a prefect, enter into such
horsepley with ‘juniors of the Fourth
Form? It is scandalous!”

“Gerrrrh 17 :

Y ghall report this to the Head!” thun-
dered Mr. Bootles. ““You will learn, Cars
thew, that a Sixth-Form prefect cannot
enter into such obstreperous games as this
with Loys of a lower Form.”

Carthew stuttered with rage. ¥t was
bad enough to be pitched neck and crop
out of a junior study, without being sup
posed to be playing a game with juniors. -

" J—1—I—"" he gasped.

What!  What!™

Tt is scandalous !
1 haven't—"
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“1 can believe my eyes, Carthew. Thore

" is ro eccasion for laughter, my boys, This
is_a serious matter.”

“I have been assaulted by juniors!”

. Felled Carthew. “I’ve been pitched out.of
that study t"
t“Bless my soul!  You were not playing
g game then, Carthow?” ¥

" “Ha. ha, ha!”

-‘f-SiIence.' Answer me, Carthew.”

« “Of course T wasn’t " hissed Carthow, “I
have been attacked by those young scoun-
drels—'*

% “What! What!
such expressions in the presence of younger
boys, and in my presence, Carthew,” said
‘Mr.”]}ootles severely, “I am surprised at
you!”

Carthew almost choked.
“Now, what is the matter?” said Mr.
Bootles majestically. “ Calm yourself, Car-

Kindly do not usc

thew. This display of exeitement is very

“unbecoming in a prefect !”

Carthew spluttered. He was not think-
ing just them of what was becoming.

“I've been attacked. My study has been
mucked up with whitewash by Conroy, and
I was attacked when I came here to punish
him !” he panted.

“Indeed ! That lets in a new light on the
matter,” said Mr. Bootles, in a judicial way.
“You should have explained thai at first,
Carthew.”
iy ‘fI_I___",

“Do not interrupt me, Carihow. Your
manner is not respectful. I repeat that this
excitement is unbecoming and out of place.”

Carthew looked at Mr. Bootles as if he
'would eat him. He wou'd rather have
given the ashplant to Mr, Bootles than to
Conroy at that moment. That, however,
w%s scarcely frasible,

Have you damaged Carthew's study,
Conroy 1" ‘
“Yes, sir,” .
“Ahom! What did von do*”

. Whitewashed it, sir.” .

. “Bless my soul!  Why did you do that,
Conroy 1

“Because that rotter—

LY Eh ? X i

“I mean, because Carthesw fagged me,
and_licked ms for nothing.”
“My own fag was out, sir—-"
“Conroy, I am surprised, Your are a
new boy here, but sure! you must be aware
e ¥ g
that it js necessary to treat prefects with

THE COLONIAL

| pay the piper,
4 tion with grim fortitude. - Six on each hand

respect. T will be My duty to punish you
severely, Conroy,” & g

“Yes, sir,” said Conroy

“Those others have laid
spluttered Carthew. 3

“Van Ryn and,
hundred lines ecac
half-holiday to w
Bootles severely.

“Qh” : -

“Contoy, you will follow me.™

" Very well, sir.” )

“I shall punish this infraction of dis-
cipline,” said Mr. Bootles. ‘‘At the same
time, Carthew, T must repeat that I do not
approve of your geperal line of action, This
g.'xci!tgm‘enb is unbecoming—mosg unbecom-
mg!’

And Mr, Bootles whisked aw
passage, followed by Conroy,.
bully of the S?xth. grinding his .

The Form-nfaster glanced into Carthew's
study, to sec what damage had boen done.
He almost fell down ab the sight of the
whitewash. i

“Bless my soul! This is—is outrageous !”
he cxelaimed. “ Follow “me, Conroy. I shall
punish you very soverely.” '

“Yes, sir.” « .

Conroy did not enjoy the next five
minutes in Mr. Bootles” study. He had called
the tune, and now the time had come to
[ Ho went through the infie-

ds on me, sir,”

ou will take five
id stay in the next
them out,” said ‘Mr.

was an unusual punishment for the mild
Mr. Bootles to inflict, but he felt that the,
casc required it,  He was breathing rather’
hard when he laid down the cane.. .

“You may go, Conroy.”

“Thank you, sir!” mumbled the junior.

“I hope this will be a warning to you,
Conroy.” st o ) :

*1 hope. so, sir,” said Conroy demurcly,

Mr. Bootles coughed, and the junior left
the ctudy. - He was twisting himself intc
various weird attitudes as he came back tc
the Fourth-Form.passage. :

“Had it bad " asked Jimmy Silver sym-
pathetically, :

“ Yow-ow-ow {* . :
“Sure, dhid ye were askin’ for it intirely,”
said Flynn consolingly,

“ YDW'WD\V!”

“How many?" asked Raby,

*“Six on cach paw, and regular twisters 1
groaned the Australian, “Wow-wow! I

P
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dide’t know Bootles was such an athlete!
Yow-ow "

“Never mind; you've made Carthew sit
up,” said Newecome.

“Yow-ow! Bootles
I know that.” 5

«Retter let Carthew alone after this,”
grinned Mornington. =

“Oh, rats!”

Conroy; went into his study. Van Ryn and
Tons were. looking a little blue, Five hun-
dred lincs and a gating were rather a high

rice to pay, even for the pleasurc of hand-
ling the bully of the Bixth.

Conroy was still rubbing his hands dole-
Auily when Bulkeley of the Sixth looked
into. the study grimly.

“You thise arc wanted,” he said,

&QOh, deat ! Moye trouble ! sighed Pons.

Bulkeley grinned a little.

“¥You're to ge to Carthew’s study,
,clean it up,” he said,

“0h, crumbs!” ‘
“Jt’'s got *o bn made spick
as clean as & new pin;
‘orders,” said Bulkeley. “You'd better think
a bit, Conroy, beforsiyou whitewash a Sixth-
Form study agaijn.”™

" 0Oh, crikey!” ;

Bulkeley strode away, snd the Colonial
Co. looked at one another.

“well, we might have expected that,
said Conroy, aiter a pause.

i “Oh, you ass!” groaned Van Ryn. “It
will take us pretty nearly all the evening, I
‘should think ~’

" «0Oh, you fathead!” said Pons. “I've a
jolly good mind o bump you!”

" In somowhat doleful spirits the three
juniors procceded to Carthew’s study. They
set to work.

. It was a long task.

i Conroy had done his work thoroughly with
the whitewash—ioo thoroughly, as he was’
néw ready to admit himself.

By the time the study was cleaned the
three juniors were tired out, and in a state
that required cleaning themsclvee.
| Carthew came in as they finished, and
grinned as he looked round the reom.

' «That’s a bit better I’ he remarked. “I
think T'll keep you cheeky young scoun-
‘drels in order! Get out!” oL

And the cheerless Co. got out without a
word. They limped away to their own
quarters, and the sight of the dirty and

has made me sit up.

-

and

and span, and

”

1 next time.

TForm-master’s |

I
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fatigued trio -made the Classical juniors
chuckle.

“Nobt quite so
chortled Townsend.

“0Oh, shut up!"” growled Conroy.

The Colonial Co. were late beginning
their prep., and they were too tied to
give it much attention.

“(arthew’s got the best of us this time,”
remarked. Conroy, when the work was danwu
at last.

“Looks like it fathead tig

“Tt was a good idea, whitewashing his
study, all the same.”

“Br-rr-r!”

“One swallow doesn’t make a summer,”
said Conro;y. “We shall get the best of it

funny now—what?”

“There isn't going to be a noxt time, fab-
head! T'm fed up with Carthew!”

“Rats! This study has got to get even!”

“Bpyprrr " snorted Pons and Van Ryn
together. They had had enough of Carthew
and all his avorls Put the Australian
junior was deterntined, and his active brain
was at work, Carthew, of the Sixth, had
not vet done with the Colonial Co.

QHAPTER a7,
Up Against Ifl
IMMY SILVER &' CO. were very sym-

pathetic. e

¢ ';'l,.‘he Colonial Co. were

(it.

Carthew of the Sixth made a specinl
mark of them, and there were many ways
in which a prefect could make himself un-
pleasant to juniors. 5

The Colonial Co. wers by no micans
Fcrfect vouths, and a prefect who made it
1is special business to keep an eye on them
and catch them tripping was cerlain to find
many opportunities.

If Van Ryn slid down the banisters inte

“up against

the ball, Carthew was sure to spot him
and report the same to Mr. Bootles. IZ

Pons kicked a football along the passage,
Carthew appeared on the spot as if by
magic, and there were lines or detenticn.
1f Clonroy, especially, broke any rule, large
or small, Carthew was certain to get. wind
of it, and to see that condign punishment

was visited upon the offender.
- Carthew had set himself the task of
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diflicult task. certainly.

The prefect was still in anxious corres-

pondence with his offended uncle, and it
was not at all certain that the major would
“come round.” Thoe major was & touchy
and suspicious old gentleman, and he had a
lurking suspicion that his nephew was only
civil to him for the sake of the loaves and
fishes, so to speak, in which he showed
considerable judgment.
. He was not'certain of it, but he suspected
it, and Carthew had been to the trouble of
“buttering-up ” the old gentleman to an
immense extent to eradicate that wunfor-
tunate suspicion from his mind, -The inci-
dent of the whitewashed study had put the
“lid ” om.

It really seemed as # it would- require
n surgical operation to get the belief out
“of the major’s mind that his nephew had
intended the whole affair as a practical
joke on him. Once, in his ecarly and
thoughtless boyhood Mark: Carthew had
actually played a practical joke on the
major, and the old military gentleman had
never forgotten itf.

Carthew of the Sixth was given to dab-
bling in Turf matters, and his experiments
on the Turf had been very profitable—to
the bookmakers. They ran away with
Carthew's spare cash, and also cash that
le could not spare; and he had hoped that

his uncle’s visit_would result in replenish-

ing an exhausted exchequer. .

Owing to the incident of the whitewash
that hope had been dashed to the ground;
jand Carthew was being dunned by Joey
Hook, tho  bookmaker, for an account,
without any immediate prospect of liquidat-
ing it. .

Under such circumstances, it was not
likely that the bully of the Sixth would
forgive the new junior, whom he regarded
as the cause of all the trouble, and he
“found great solace and comfort in making
Conroy’s life a burden, so far as lay in his
power; and it was in his power to make
himself very unpleasant indeed.

The Colonial Co. were very soon “fed-
up.” Systematic persecution was not an
easy thing to resist, when it came from a

_prefect, who was careful to keep in the
~3ight, and to catch the juniors “out.”
! Jimmy Silver & Co. were sympatheiic,
“Lhey had had “their_own troubles, with
Narthew, though, as Jimmy explainéd, the
‘ugd study always &ept its end up. f

THE COLONIAL CO.1
bringing the Colonial Co. to heel; a very

“We're going to keep our end upl?
growled Conroy. i

Jimmy shook his head. = -

“Rather above your weight, I'm afraid,
kid,” he remarked. : “You'd better give
Carthew a wids berth.” -

“The end study :is the only study that
can-handle the 8ixth!” said Lovell, with
the air of an oragle. “Better keep off, the
grassi” oe i

“Don’t bite off more than 'you can
chew!” squested Newcome. 4

L Rats ll B L WL

“Clonroy 1" : 3

It was Mr. Dootles’ voice.

“Yes, sir!” said Conroy,-leaving the
group of juniors, i :

Mr. Bootles was frowning.’* !

“Conroy, Carthew infc:gms ma_ that yon
were fighting in the passage this after-
noon.” y

“Ye-e-es, yir. Only a scrap, sir.” -

“You scem to be-a very unruly . boy;
Conroy. 1 am_continually receiving com-

laints of you.. Vou will take two h
red {ines, and I warn you that at the next

complaiot I shall I:WOU;”

Mr. Bootles rustléd” away majestically.
Ho was grieved as well as'angry, for he had
taken a liking to the' frank, sturdy
Colonial junior, who had made a very good
impression upon him at first. . Bub as~Car-
thew slways:contrived to have some ground
for his complaints, he'was gradually mak.
ing an fmpression upon the Form-master’s
mind that Conroy was unruly end -undis-
ciplined, and disrespectful to authority.

Conroy was looking grim as he rejoiried
-his companions. . H

“You heard that!” he grunted.. *The'
beast’s reported mie for fighting! Not a
W%Ldl'?.bOUt Townsend, who 1 was fighting
with ! ! :

< Just like Carthew!" said Jimmy Silver,
“Towny's one of his favourites. They’ve'
got tastes.in common.” | 3 |

“What ' the " dickens were you fighting
Towny for?"”-asked Lovell.

“Well, I'wasn’t exactly fighting him, I
only rubbed his nose on the floor for cuff-
ing young ’Erbert of the Second Form;™
said Conroy. “He wanted his nose rubbed,
or he wouldn’t have asked for it.” )

“Hn, ha, ha!” i

“But I'm gelting fed-up, Carthew’s got
to stop it growled Conroy. “He’s got

<

to have a lesson! If you chaps have taught
“him to keep off the grass, we éan,””
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Jirimy Silver smiled the superior smile

of Uncle James,

“My dear. kid, we'rc up to his
weight,” he explained. ‘You'd better toe
the line. Leave him to us.”

“Rats!” said Conroy.

The Australian junior looked very
thoughtful when the Colonial Co, went into
tea. ,Pons and Van Ryn were thoughtiul,
too. Carthew’s persecution was getting on
their nerves. Yect they did net quito sce
thow it wes to be dealt with, unless they
toed the line and ate humble pie to_ the
extent that the bully of the Sixth required,
which was not, to be thought of.

“We're not standing it!” said Conroy
suddenly. \

47 don't quite see what else we can do,”
said Van-Ryn. “The beast’s got a down
on.us, And a prefect is a big proposition
to tackle.”

“He wants to make us erawl, like Towny
and that set,” said Controy, with con-

temot.  “Catch us! He won’t lhear us
saying, °Please, Carthew! and ‘Yes,
Carihew!” and ‘No, Carthew, please!’

That's not quite the style of this study.”

“No jolly fear!” said ¥an Ryn em-
phatically. B

“We've got to make him sit up and
understand that we're better left alone,”
remarked Conroy. : :

“No more of your dashed whitewashing!”
growled Pons, :

Conroy laughed. ~

“Pesides, we've got to show the end
study that we can keep our end up,” he
gaid. “This study ought really to be top
study in the Fourth!” ¢

“ Ahem |
« And T've got an ides,” added Conroy.
Pons and Van Ryn groaned in chorus.

“Took here, you silly asses, it’s a jolly
ood idea!” insisted Conroy. “I've got an
idea for handling Carthew——"

“Bow-wow !”

“ And smothering him with soot—"

#Fathead!” -

“And in a way that will make it im-
possible for him fo lay a complaint!”

“Rats 1" .

. “Honest Injun, you asses!” 1

“Well, go ehead!” said Pons cautionsly.
“We'll see.” .

“You know the cad. breaks bounds some:
times at night,” said Conroy. “All the
TFourth knows it, for that matter. Fm not
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thinking of giving him away to the beaks,

of course, That’s outside the limit."”
“Couldn't prove it if we did,” said Van

Ryn. “He's too jolly cautious to be
caught. He would always have some
excuse.”

«“T ghouldn’t wonder. DBut, as a matter
of fact, 1 bappen to know that he's going
out to-night.” .

“Let him go, and bo‘b[qwegi!”

“Tubby heard Ciower speaking of it to
Mornington—you now, Tubby hears
everything,” pursued Conroy. “We know
the blackguard docs it, and, according fa
what Tubby told me he's going ocut to-
night at half-past ten. Prefeets have a key
to the side-gate; he lets himself out.”

“Well, we shall be in the dorm then,”
said Pons.

“We shall be in the quad!” said Conroy
coolly. “We can get out of the dorm.
We're going to collar Carthew at the gato

“Wha-a-at?"” 2

¢ And smother him with soot. He won’t
be able to say a word about jt without
éxplaining why he was going out at half-
past ten at night. nd I guess he won't
want to cxplain.that to the Head.”

“Ha, ha! No fear!"”

“Wo shall catch him fairly on the hop,”
spid Conroy, with great satisfaction. “He
won't dare even to yell, for fear of some-
body finding out that he’s out of doors af
night.” :

%Py Jove! What a ripping wheeze!”

“I'm glad you can sce it.”

“Tt ought to be safe as houses, said
Pons thoughtfully, “Wa can easily get a

1

| bag of soot. Of course, he'll know it’s us.”

“That doesn’t matter—he won’t dare to
complain. And ho can’t be more down on
us than he is already, and it will be a
warning to him that the worm will turn, I
wanb him to know it's us. He may think
it better to go easy.” :

Van Ryn nodded.

“We'll do it!” he said.

“Tt's a go!” said Pons:

And so it was settled.

| The Colonial Co. were busy that cven:

ing..

Van Ryn found a bag, and a quantity of
soot was raked down scveral chimneys to
§ll it. That part of the task was mnot
difficult.

The bag of soot was concecaled in the
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box-room during the evening. The Colonial
Co. went up to bed with the juniors, as
usual, in a very cheery mood. Jimmy
Silver & Co. had seen the preparations, and
they knew the scheme, and they grinned
over it; but they had thei; doubts,

According to the Fistical Four, only the
end study was equal to the task of .deal-
-ing with' the Sixth. But they cordially
wished the Colonial Co. good luck.

Carthew of the Sixth saw lights out for
the Classical Fourth that night. He
bestowed a scowl upon Conroy & Co.

“Have
he asked.

“Not yet,” said the South African.

“They are doubled, then!” said Carthaw.

“Thanks!” ‘

,“And if you don’t show them up by tea-
time to-morrow you will be reported!”
added the. prefect, :

“Thanks so much!” said Van Ryn im-
perturbably, and the juniors chuckled,

" Carthew scowled and quitted the dormi-
Ory.

Conroy- & Co. did not settle down fo
sleep. At ten minutes past ten they. were
cout ¢f bed and dressing in the dark, A
is_]!f:gpy voice came from Jimmy Silver’s

ed : :
"‘,Hallo! You fellows up? Better chack
it!

“Rats!"

“You'll make a muck of it, vou Lnow,”
admonished Uncle James, * Better leave
Carthew to the end study, we’re up to
his weight 17 = s

“Bow-wow " .

Jimmy grinned, and setiled down to
sleep. The Colonial Co. finished dressing,
“and crept silently from the dormitory,

Most of Rookwood was in bed, and the
upper - passages were dark,  The three
juniors groped along to the box-room, the
ag of soot was dropped lightly out of the
window, and the juniors climbed after it

A thick mist from the sea Eervaded the
quadrangle, and through it the shapes of

the old beeches looméed up dimly.
“Grooh!” mumbled Pons. “What a
_night!” :
“All the better—we shan't be seen.,”
“Got the soat1” |
“Here it is!”
“Come gn, then!”
The juniors groped their way across the

quadrangle, stumbling into the trees every.

.

you done your lines, Van Ryn?” |

THE COLONIAL CO.!

now and then. They reached- the little
gate, to which the masters and prefects of
the school had their own keys. Prefects, of
course, were not supposed o iuse their keys
for letling themselves out at a late hour
of tho night. Carthew’s rclaxations of that
kind were a dead secret, or so he supposed,

Had the Head been aware that Carthew
was_in the habit of dropping in at the
Bird-in-Hand to see Joey Hook. and his
select circle .of sporting acquaintances, tho
prefect would not have troubled Rookwood
with his presence much longer.

“Hero we are!” murmured Conray, as
the school wall loomed up. *“Here's the
gate.” Not half-past yet.”

“Jolly cold waiting here!” S

“Why did you forget to bring a stove or
an electric radiator?” asked Conroy sar
castically. -

“Oh, rats!”

* “Shush! Mum’s the word !”
And the Co. settled down to wait.

CHAPTER 28.
Simply Awfull
ALT-PAST ten sounded
H through the mist. :
The Colonial Co. waited. 5
It was difficult- to-see in the mist,
but they couldinot mistake Carthew when

{aintly

he came, They would hear the key grating

in the lock, even if they did not sce the
prefect: Conroy held the bag open, ready
to deliver the soot. . s
They had not long to wait, ey
Apparently Tubby - Muffin’s. information
was well founded. Five minutes after tha
half-hour there was a footfall [rom  the
direction of the house.
Conroy nudged his companions.
“E&Opk out!” he breathed,
“Quiet, you ass!” murmured Pons,
“ Shurrup, Pqngz"-
* Logk  here——"
“Sherrap [ ) )
The juniors scarcely breathed as the
footsteps came nearer. A form in an over-
coat loomed up faintly, and there was a
rating sound as a key rubbed on a lock,
ding’ the keyhole, g 4
; ‘;IGQ itl?* muttéred Van Ryn breath-
e8sly,
'ngn;roy sprang forward, the bag in his
nds, ; ;

-
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The figure at the gate swung round,
startled by the sound behind him.

Swoooosh !

As the dim form turned Conroy fairly
capped it with the open bag. There was
a sudden rush of soot, and a weird and wild

rgle from the unfortunate recipient of

e soot.

“Gurrirrgg !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shush!”

“Grooch! Gurrrrg! Guggggeg!

The figure swayed and stumbled, splut-
toring wildly. There was a clink on the
ground of a fallen key. ’

. “Gug-gug-gug; -What—what!
soul! Groogh! Help! Helpt”

Consoy & Co., almost suffocating with

Jsuppressed ' laughter, were making %or the

‘house. But at the solind of that voice they

: halted, dumbfounded.

¢ *In a frozen whisper Conroy gasped:

i’»‘y‘( BUUt]Gs I_" B -

. % Por it was not the voice of Carthew of

the Sixth, It was tho voice of Mr. Bootles,

the master of the Fourth, that emanated

from amid the cloud of clinging soot !
““Bootles !” stuttered Van Ryn.
“Bub-bub-bub-Bootles I stammered Pons,

%(Oh, my hat!” ‘
Grrrereherhrer ! Help! I am suf-
focated! Help! Groopoooch!” came from
Mr, Bootles, as he

s

Bless my

the unfortunate
gouged wildly at the soot.

“Bootles!” moaned Van Ryn, “What
was he going out for, at this time of night?
The silly ass. He never goes out at

night—- .
“Grooooh! Help! Gurrrg!”

There were hurried footsteps iri the misty
glllmd, and a running figure ran fairly into
the horror-stricken juniors, It was Carthew

" of the Sixih. ‘

% Wha's that? Conroy! Van Ryn! You
young rascals!| What are you doing out
of your dormitory A

“‘Help! Gurrg! Help!”

The three juniors fled in the mist. Carthew
hurried on fowards the gate. In the mist
a figure loomed up with wildly-waving
arms. »

' “Mr. Bootles! Is that you?” gasped
Carthew. o
% (Groooh] Yes. I have been attacked—

$mothered with something | Bless my soul!
Groooh ! i
" Carthew drew a quick breath. He did not
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need telling what had happened, and he
thanked his stars that he had not arrived
at the gate at the same time as Mr. Bootles.
He had been on his way to the gate when
he heard the disturbance. ;

Yot me help you, sir,” he gasped, “I—I
heard somebody in the quad, and—and came
out to see who—who it was hem!, I
have just spotted three juniors out of bed—
three of the Fourth——"' :

“Groogh! What is this clinging to me,
Carthew—what 13 it?”

The prefect sniffed.

“Soot, sir!” .

“Bless my soul ! Gug-gug-gug!”

“'Tet me help you in, sir. I can point out
the perpetratcrs of this outrage at once,”
gaid Carthew, with much satisfaction.

He took hold of the Form-master’s arm, in
a rather gingerly manner, and led the gasp-
ing and splutiering gentleman towards the
houso. Mr Bootles hardly seemed to know
whether he was on his head: or his heels.

“Tt is—is atrocious!” he gasped. “ Un-
heard-of ! The wretched boys must have
known that I was going out, and laid in
wait for me. Groooh.”

“Of course they did sir,” said Carthew,
grinning in the mist. -

He could guess very accurately whom the
juniors had been in wait for, but he was not
likely to tell Mr. Bootles that. '

“They must have learned that. I was

“going to sit with the viear to-night,” gasped

Mr. Bootles. “1It is exiraordinary, as I
not remember mentioning to anyone but
the Head that Mr., Sweady was ill.”

“ Eavesdropping, most likely, sir,” said
Carthew, who knew very well that the
Colonial Co: knew nothing at all of M.
Sweady’s illness, or of Mr. Bootles’ benevo-
lent intention of sitting with him, If they
had had the slightest idea of it, they would
not have been within fifty yards of the gate
that evening. : ’

“Yes, yes, doubtless, Carthew,” gurgled
Mr. Bootles. “Thank you for coming s

promptly to my help. Grough! Gug-gug-
gug!” ; :
Carthew, manfully repressing strong

desire to chuckle, piloted the unforfunate
gentleman into the house, It was evident
that the suffering Mr. Sweady would not
have the pleasure of Mr. Bootles, company
that night. :

Meanwhile, three scared juniors had scut-
tled into the dormitory of the Classical
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Fourth, in a state of mind that was de-
cidedly unenviable, Conroy’s masterly
scheme for “getting even” with the bully of
" the Sixth had been a. ghastly failure—even

the hopeful Cornstalk could not deny that.

“Hallo, how did it go?” yawned Jimmy
Silver, as they came in.

“Did you give him the soot?” chuckled
Lovell, :

Conroy groaned.

“Yes, we gave him the soot|™

“Good man |

‘ Only it wasn't Carthew !”

“Eh?”

“It was Bootles !

" Bootles 1" yelled Jimmy Silver.

There was a howl of merriment from one

end of the dormitory to the other. *“ Bootles !
Oh, gum!”

“Bootles ! shricked Lovell.
sooted Bootles 7 .

“How could we tell in the dark?*

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“We thought it was Carthew——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, my Aunt Matilda | gasped Jimmy
Silver. “Tumble in, guick! You'll have to
prove a jolly strong alibi for this,”

“N. G.!” groaned Van Ryn. “Carthew
came along a minute later, and spoifed us!”

“What awful luck 1

* Bootles may be here any minute,” mum-
bled Pons. “Wec're going to slaughter
Conroy.” 4

“Well, it wasn’t my fault. How was'I
to know that Bootles would take it into
his head——"

“Brer-r-r-rr [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Colonial Co. undressed and turned in.
But there was no sleep just then for the
Classical Fourth. They expected a visit from
‘Mr. Bootles. And they had not long to
wait. There were footsteps in the passage,
and the door wns thrown open, and the clec-
tric light turned on.

The juniors sat up in bed, and stared at
the feavsome - figure that presented itself in
the doorway.

They #guessed that it was Mr. Bootles.

But"the little Form-master was quite un-
recognisable. Soot smothered him and
blotted him out, as it were. « He recked
with soot from head to foot. In spite of
the. awful seriousness of the moment, an
:;jrepmssiblc chortle ran through the dormi-
-lory. ‘

“You've
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“Conroy ! Van Ryn! DPons!” Mr,
Baootles” voice eamo in muffled tones. Soma
of the soot had found its way into bis
mouth. *You were oui of your dormitory a
few minutes ago. It was you who——"

“Tt was a mistake, sir,” gasped Conroy.
“We didn't know it was you, sir,”

“ Nonsense |”

“We—we thought it was Carthew, siv.”

“ Nonsense ! What reason could you have
had for supposing that Carthew would be
going out at such dn hour? Nonsense ! Even
upon your owt confession, you intended to
make this oulragrous assault upon a pre-
fect | Look at me!” thundered Mr. Bootles.
“This is your work! You may remain in
bed. I sha! not deal with you now. But
to-morrow morning you will be flogged,
severely flogged, by the Head. Groooogh!”

And Mr. Bootles turned out the light,
slammed the door, and retired.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“Poor old Bootles {”

“Poor old us!” groaned Van Ryn, “A
flogging in the morning! My hat!”

“Well, you've asked for it, an’ no mis-
take,” chuckled Mornington,

“This has been a bit of a failure” said
Conroy. !

“Only a bit? hooted Pons,

“We haven’t dished Carthew'this time "™

“No, you ass, you've dished us!”

“But next time—"

““Next time?” shricked Van Ryn and
Pons together. -

“Yes,” said Conroy coolly, “next time.
H%llo. what the merry thunder are you up
to?” <
Van Ryn & Co. did not explain what they
were up to—it really did not need explain-
ing. In their present mood, the mention
of “next time’ was a little more thanp the
could stand. They secrambled out of bed,
and grabbed Conroy. The Cornstalk junior
smote the floor of the dormitory with a
terrific bump.

“There” gasped Van Ryn, as Conroy
struggled in vain in the grasp of his indig-
nant chums® = “There, you assl There,
you fathead ! T suppose next time you want
us to soot the Head or the board of gover-
nors—what? There’s not going to be any
next time, you dangérous dervish, Give him
another,”

Bump! Bump!

“Yow-ow-ow ! :

Pons and Van Ryn went back to bed,
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somewhat comforted. Conroy crawled into
hed and grunted. - He did not mention
*next time” again. :
But thero was going to be a “next time” ;
. the Cornstalk junior was gquite determined
on that. And next time Carthew of the
Sixth was to be made to “sit up”—at all
events, Conroy was quito determined about
it. The bully of the Sixth was yet to dis-
cover that he had met more than his match
in the Colonial Co.

—y,

CHAPTER 120,
= Hard Lines!

5 OW-OW 1
Y “Oh! Ah!
b “Yah!"

L Those weird ejaculations pro-
ceeded in o kind -of chorus from Study No.
'3, in the Fourth Form passage.

Three juniors weré in that study, and
they were all ejaculating ab once.

Jiminy Siiver & Co. were. looking in ab
the open doorway with sympathetic looks.
But sympathy was not much use to Conroy,
Pons, and Van Ryn, the three Colonial
juniors in the Classieal Fourth.

The Colonial Co. had been through it.

They had just returned from a visit to
the Head’s study. Dr. Chisholm had &ppar-
ently taken a leaf out of the book of that
gentleman of olden time, who declared that
fo spare the tod was to spoil the child,

The Head had certainly taken mo risk
of spoiling the Colonial Co. by sparing the
red. He had done the work thoroughly,
Too thoroughly, the threo unfortunate
juniors thought.

" Thoy had fairly limped back to their

study, and now they were twisting them.
_sclves into strange attitudes, and uttering
remarks that were wild and weird,

“Had it bad?” asked Jimmy Silyer,

“No; it was nice!” groaned Conroy.
“Ripping, in fact! I Telt as if I were
being ripped, anyway !”

“Too bad!” said Jimmy.

“ Nover knew the Head was such a merry
. athlete !”” moaned' Van Ryn. “He thought’

* hé was beating a carpef, I think.”

“What s cricketer he would make!”
mumbled Pons. “Or a carpet-beater. Or
& blacksmith. Ow! Ow! Ow!"

And the three victims groaned in dismal
chorus, f ‘

B5

“Keep smiling,” said Jimmy Silver, by
way of comfort. :

“Yow! Fathead!” ;

“Grin and bear it!” suggested Lovell,

“Billy ass! Yow!” ;

Raby and Newcome did not offer any
advice. The Colonial Co. did not seem
in 2 mood for it somehow.

Mornington of the Fourth came along the
passage. He was smilipg. He looked into
the study, and smiled ‘more broadly. The
weird contortions of the sufferérs scemed
to amuse the dandy of the Fourth. -

“What & happy family ! he remarked.
¥ Yow-ow-ow!”’

“What the dickens did you expect?”
said Mornington. “You can’t splash soof
over a Form-master's napper without
trouble to follow.”

“Yow! We thought it was Carthow,
you ass ! groaned Conrey. “‘Do you think
We specially sclected Bootles™ napper for ¢ho
soot " . n

“Well, it was like your cheek,” said
Mornington. “You can't soot a prefect of
the Sixth, Serve you right!”

“Yes; he's a friend of yours,” growled
Contoy. **Birds of a feather, you rotter.
Take your face out of this study!"”

Mornington laughed.

“Tt’s rather amusin’ to watch you,” he
replied:

The Australian junior made a step to-
wards hijn, and then gavo a yelp as a spasm
of pain caught” hin.

“Yow-ow! Jimmy Silver, you ass, can’t
you kick that cad out for me?”’ he howled.

‘*Certainly,” said Jimmy Silver, *' Any-
thing to oblige. Qutside, Morny.”

“Hallo! What’s that?”
t%@rthew of tho Sixth stepped into tho
study.

Jignmy Silver ‘& Co. eyed him with great
disfavour. They did not like the bully of
the Sixth, and they had had a gocd many
rybs with him; though of late Conroy &
Co. had had the chief benefit of his atten-
tions. Carthew had a “down’ on Btudy
No. 3, and that study had felt the heaviness
of his hand. )

Conroy & Co. glared at the prefect.

“Well, you look a3 if yow're enjoying
yourselves,” said Carthew, with a grin,

" Yow-ow-ow }” ]

“Youn fairly asked for it,” said Carthew.
“Y'vo never heard of juniors chucking soot
over a Fdfn-master before.” -
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“You know. jolly well we didn't intend
it for Mr. Bootles,” said Conroy savagely.
“We meant it for you, and you know it!”

Carthew gave him a sharp look.

*“You bunged that soot over Afr. Bootles
last night when he was going out at half-
past ten,” he said. “If you meant it for
me, what made you suppose that I should
bo going out at that time of night?”

“Because we kflow your littlo ways,”
said Conroy coolly.  “You were going out
on the razele, hke ‘the blackguard you ave.”

Carthew gritted his tecth,

“You mean somchody told: you so!” ho

aid,

e Well, I heard it—and it was true, too.
PBootles happenod to get the soof, but you
came up a minute later.”

“Have you told Mr. Boetles all that?”

Courey’s lip curled coutemptuously.

*You needn’t bo afraid,”” he said. “ We're
not eneaks. DBesides, we couldn’t prove it,
if wo did tell him, and he wouldn't believe

“ Exactly,” said Carlhew with a nod, “I
think you'd find it very difficult to prove
anything of the sort. ¥You've got a queer
suspicion in your silly heads, owing to some
tattlo nmong the fags, I suppose. If you
made any accusation against me, I should
bring it before the Head, and if you
couldn’t prove i, you'd he expelled from
the school for elandering a prefect. And
now, you'll take two hund:ed lines cach for
makmg the sudgesblﬂn

“What ??

“And if the lines aren’t shown up by
tea-time, they'll be doubled,” said Carthew.

And the Sixth-Former turned on his heel,
and walked out of the study. Conroy &
Co. cast very expressive glances after him.

“¥You want to be careful how you slang
a prefeet, Conroy,” remarked Jimmy Silver.
“We know a good deal about Carthew’s
lLittle games, but prov lng it is quite another
matter.’

Coanroy gtunt‘ed He was
that.

“How did you know Carthew was going
out last night?” asked Lovell,

“Tubby Muffin heard Gower spcakmg
about it to Peele,” said Conroy. “It was
right ‘encugh, too. If old Bootles hadw't
happencd to be going ocut, wedshould have
Lkagged Carthew; and he ce®ldn’t have
rejeriad us, as he

quite aware of

-

L wrong———

was going to break

bounds so late at mght But it all went
Ow-ow |”

. “Carthew's had the best of it this t:mo
said Jimmy Silver. “You’d better give it
a wide berth after this,”

Conroy snorted.

“Catch us! II;’ this  study agamst
Carthew, and we'te going to down him.
Yow-ow-ow! I'll make the beastly bully
sit up yet!”

CHAPTER 30.
Conroy’s Chancel

OR a week past the Colonial Co. had

F been the object of Carthew’s enmity,

and he had given them little rest;

but the persecution redoubled now.

It was not diflicult to catch the juniors
tripping now eand then.

The fact that the Co. knew, or suspected,
his shady secrefs, made the bully of the
Sixth all the more bitter.- It was evidently,
his object to break the spirit of the un-
lucky juniors, and “bring them to heel”
iill they were ready to cringe without
limit. He had no doubt of succeediﬁg.

Bat he had, in fact, no chance whatever
of success. The three Colonials were made
of sterner stuff than ho supposed.

But things eertainly were hard for them.
They had lines without number, petty
restrictions and interferences, defention at
awkward moments—every kind of trouble
the malicious bully could devise for them.

Conroy was thinking hard.

It was a tussle between the bully of the
Sixth and the Colonial Co:, and the Co.
were determined, somchow, to get the best
of it. At present it could nos be denied ;
that they were getting decidedly tlie worst
of it. Tho three chums were discussing
the matter in the study a few days after
the soot incident, when a loud howl along
the passage, announced that Tubby Muffin
was in trouble.

The Colenials had the somc_what doubt-
ful honour of sharing No. 3 Study’ with the
fat Classical. They did not rejoice in his
company, but they were very tolerant t4-
wards him. Conroy rose at once as’ hu
heard Tubby’s anguished wail,

“Yow-ow- ow-ow ! Leggo,
you beast! Yow-ow-ow!”

.Conroy hurried out of the study, with his
chums after him. Tubby was in Morning-

M“ormngton,
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ton's grasp, outside No. 4. The dandy of
the Fourth had him by the cellar, and was
Jaying a cricket-stump about his fat per-
son.

“[Told ¢z, Mornington,” said Conroy
quictly.

Morny did not hold on. He continued
to lay the stump about the yelling Tubby.

“Mind your cwn business!” he snapped.

“Yow-ow-ow !

Conroy grasped thedandy of the Fourth
at once, and wrenched the stump away
from him, He tossed it into the study,

“'That’s enough,” he said.

Mornington clenched his fists furiously.

“Y caught the fat rotter listening at my
keyhole !”” he hissed.
%1 -supposc they're fond of eaves
#lroppers where you come from, Conroy !”

‘enecred Peele, from the study.

‘MI—T wasn't lstening!” stammered
“T—1 just happened to stop! 1
didn’t  hear  Morny  talking  about
Carthew !
“Conroy grinned. . .

“You fat rascal!” he exclaimed. *I’ve
a jolly good mind te give you a licking
myselt!  You're a disgrace to the study!”

“I'm going to lick him!” said Morning-
ton savagely.

“You've licked him enough,” said Con-
roy. “Youll let him alone now. Enough's
as good as a [east, you know 1A%

“Well, I won't!”

“You wilt}”

Tubby Muffin had scuttled behind the
sturdy Australian. DMornington looked for
a moment as if he would hurl himself et
‘Conroy ;
disastrous results to himself. He changed
his mind, and strode into the study and
glammed the door. ;

Conroy teok Tubby Muffin by the ear,
and led him, yelping, into No. 3.

“You fat hounder,” he said angrily, "it
sorves you jolly well righi to be licked !
What do you play those dirty tricks for?”
. HI—1 didn’t—1 wasn’ t——""

“QOh, don't tell lies!” growled Conroy.

.#1f 1T'd known what Morny was licking

you for, I wouldn’t have chipped in!”
“Well, they'ro a set of rotters!” said

Tubby, with an injured look, “I think

they ought to be shown upl Faney a

prefect of the Sixth going out on the razzle

Rescue !” yelled Tubby.

but he had tried that once, with,

| chanee will come!

OWN LIBRARY

with a Fourth-Former.
Head sy i”

“Whaf, are you burbling about now 7

“Carthew’s just been to that study. He's
going out to-night, and Morny’s going
with him !”?

“What rot!” 3

“Ty's true!” howled Tubby. “T heard
thewm talking, and that beast Carthew canic
out guito suddenly and found me. "Fhen he
cleared off, and Morny started licking me.
Of course, I wasn’t really listening!”

“¥You scem to have heard a lot for a
chap who wasn't listening!” growled
T’ons.

“Well, you see—"

“Oh, dry up!” snapped Van Ryn.

Tubby Muflin snorted. He expected
sympathy in his own study, but he did not
roceive any. He blinked cut into the
passage, and, finding . that the coast was
clear, he scuttled off. 5

Conroy’s brows were kuitted in thought.

“This looks like our chance, you fel

o7

What would the

| lows,” he said at last.

“How o you meani”

«1f that's true, and Carthew is going
out on the tiles to-night—"

“QOnly 'Tubby’'s gas, very likely!”

Clonroy nodded.

“Likcly enough. But we know Carthew
goes in for that sort of thing. We know
he pals with Morny on the quiet, too. 1
Liolieve he borrows mouey of Liim. I
Morny clears ent of the dorm. to-night,
that “will show it's true!”

“What about it?"

“Ip’s our chance.”” Conroy's eyes
glistened. “If we catch Carthew out of
bounds at might, we can bring him fo
torms. Fve thought all along that it's
through his rotten, shady tricks that our
Well, it’s como!”
“We tricd that before, and got Bootles

| instead of Carthewt” growled Van Ryn.

“Wo shall be a bit more careful this
time. T'm not thinking of sooting him;
that’s not good enough. Supposc we catch
him out, and kecp him out—-"

“ My hat!”

# And bring him to terms before wo lek

himy in?”

“\What ‘about Morny? We can’t risk
giving away a chap in our ‘own Iorm,
totter as ho is,” said Van Ryn, with #
shake of the heed.

ok
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“We ean sce Morny safe, and then deal
with Carthev. Morny’s nothing to do with
%us, and we don’t want to snenk about him,
—of course. I dare say hc’'ll be bowled out
and sacked some day, without our help.
‘Carthew’s our game, and this i3 our
chance, If Morny clears out of the dorm,
we go on the warpath ! .
And ‘the Colonial Co. put their heads
together, and discussed the matter in all
its bearings, with many chuckles. 1t
looked as if their chance were coming at
last, and they meant to make the most of
it. ‘ :

CHAPTER 31.
In the Dead of Night! :
ORNINGTON scowled at  the
M Colonial Co. in the dormitory
when the Classical Four went up

to bed. He had not forgotten

Conroy’s interference, but he made no te-
mark, and the Colonials did not address
him. .

“You chaps done .your lines?”. asked
Jimmy Silver, with a smile,

The chums of No. 3 had a large number
of lines on hand, as usual.

“Not a line,”” said Conroy.

“That’ll mean trouble.”

_ #The fact is, we're not going to do any
more lines for Carthew,” remarked Conroy
airily.

% Eh?”

“(Carthew- will report you to Boctles,”
said Lovell.

“1 think not.”

“Why won’t he, then?” asked Jimmy
Bilver, puzzled. g O ‘

“I shall tell him not to.” i

Mornington burst into a scoffing laugh.

“Youll tel' a prefect not to report you!”
he exclaimed ‘

“¥Yes, 1 think so.” .

“Weil, you silly ass!”

“Same to you, dear boy!”

“You'll sing & different tune to Car:
thew !” sneered Peele, N

Carthew came into the dormitory to see
lights out. . He tackled the Colonial Co. at
once, : ”

“You didn’t " bring your
three!” he snapped.

“Had no timo for lines, Carthew

The Sixth-Former stared.

“They’re doubled!” he said.

lines, you

1
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*Thanks!” - '

“Ji they’re not shown up ‘at tea-time
to-morrow, you will bo reported to— M. -
Bootles for a caning!”

Conroy yawned. !

“How good of you!” he gaid.'

“Thanks awfully!” remarked Van Ryn.

Carthew stared at them and scowled,
somewhat puzzied. Ho cxchanged a mean-
ing glance with Mornington before he pui
out the light and left the dormitory. The
now line teken by Conroy & Co. puszzled
the Fourth-Formers, too, and several voices
'askod them if they had gone potty. They
left that question unanswered.

The Classical Fourth settled. down 1o
sloop, with some cxceptions. The three
Colonials did not close their eyes, neither
did Mornington, The blackguard of Rook-
wood did not intend to pass that night ‘in
slumber. He was booked for ono of his
little excursiong, this time in compeny with,
the black sheep of the Sixth. Carthew’s:
friendship with the wealthy junior was more
or less of a seeret; it would scarcoly have
“done * for it to be known publicly. .

As a matter of fact, there was Hitlo
friendship in the mat‘er. They were use-
ful to one another, and they had tastes in
common, that was all. Morny’s unlimited
wealth made him useful to the senior, who
was {requently in difficulties for money,
and Carthew’s influenec as a prefect of
the Sixth rondered the way easy for
l\zlorny’s incurablo blackguardism, that wés

all, :

Most of the Fourth had long been fast
aslecp at claven o'clock. Before that hour
it was scarcely safe for the black sheep to
venture out. But the sporting gentlemen
at the Bird-in-Hand kept very late hours.:

At eleven Mornington . slipped  quietly
from his bed, and dressed himself quickly
and noisclessly in the dark. But cautiod
as he was, there were three pairs of ears
that heard. As the door closed softly: be-
hind Mornington, Conroy and Van . Ryn
and Pons sat up in bed. o

“You fellows awake?"” brea

“You bet!’ :

“He's gone. Keep quiet.t -

Conroy slipped from his Bed and hurried
on his trousers. Without wailing to clothe
himself further, he quitted the dormitory
as silently as Morningtan. The School
House was in darknesg and slumber.

Without a sound from his bare fect, the .
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Australian junior hurried down the stairs
to the Sixth Form passage. There was no
light under any of the doors; the passage
was in pitchy darkness. Conroy stopped ab
Carthew's door and listened.

There was a faini sound in the study.
The Colonial junior remained motionless,
his ears strained. Silence succceded. But
he-still waited, till mora than ten minutes
had clapsed. He knew that the sound ho
had heard was that of a eautiously closed
-2 w, and that Carthew and his com-
on had gene out.
was an easy drop from-the study win-
to the quadrangle. But he left no-
g to chance, and he waited patiently
e was certain all was safe, Then he
y opened the study door.
thew’s bed was in an aleove, cur-
ed off. The Sixth had studies and bed-
combined, instead of sleeping in dor-
vics lika the juniors. Conroy stepped
tly in and listened.

o knew what had happened, but there
¢ a bare possibility of mistake, and he
‘very cautious, Ho tiptoed towards the
“and listened. There was no sound of
hing. from the bed. Through the cur-
whero they parted, he could sce the
dimly, and the form of a sleeper in
‘But thero was not the faintest sound
breathing, and he knew that it was only
a dummy under the bedelsthes.
“Carthew!” he whispered.

There was no sound. Then,k he groped
over the pillow, and, as he cxpbeted, found
no head there. The pillows and bolster
were arranged under the bedclothes to give
the appearance of a slecper. It was a pre-
caution always taken by the black sheep
of the Sixth on such occasions. Conroy
chuckled softly, and crossed to the win-
dow. It was closed but unfastened.
Conroy fastened the catch.

Then he left the study, and returned to

tho dormitory as silently as he had left it. |

Van Ryn and Pons were awaiting him
anxiously.

« All serene!” whispered Conroy. *“Up
with you!” )

The three juniors dressed guietly. The
night was cold, and they had to vemain
up a considerable time. They were in
Carthew’s study ten minutes later, with the
door closed, and their eyes on the window.

How long they had 'to wait they did not
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know: it depended on the hour at which
the festive party at the Bird-in-Hand broke
up. Twelve  o'clock  passed—half-past
twelve. Outside the moon glimmered on
the quandrangle of Rookwood, and faing
light stole in at the window.

It was close upon one co'eleck, and the
three watchers were nodding drowsily,
when shadows fell upon the moonlit win-
dow, P

Conroy started, and nudged his come
panions.

“Look out!”,

“What-ho!” whispered Pons.

And Van Ryn chuckled silently.
hour had come!

A hand groped over tho windaw out-
side. From within the dark study the three
juniors could make out the figures of Morn-
ington and Carthew, in coats and caps.
They were evidently puzzled and alarmed
at finding that the window would not open,

They had. reiurned cuite unsuspiciously
from the Bird-in-Hand party, expeeting to
enter as they had left. Carthew had only
hto got into the study. Mornington had {o

The
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pass through it, and croep upstairs, with his
boots in 'his hand—a curious way for a
junior to come home at night, but nothing
new to Morny, But that simple pro-
gramme could not he carried out, for the
window did not opdh,
There was a faint muttering of voices
outside : :
“It won't open! ‘What the thunder's
the matter with it?’ iy
“By gad, we've got to got in somchow !
Tho Colonial Co. chuckled softly.
Conroy stepped to the window, and there
was u gasp outside as the roystercrs saw his
shadow on the glass. The junior slipped
back the catch, and opened the window at
the top. Standing on a chair he looked
out. Carthew looked up at him, with a
face white as & sheet. Exposure,” ex-
. pulsion, and ruin were staring the rascally
prefect in the face, and he realised it.
“Who—who~who’s that?” gtammered
Carthew faintly.
“Deon’t you know
*Conroy !
“We're all’ herat”
aver the window,
ing, Carthew !’ r
. "Enjoyed your little walk?” chuckled
’ons. ¢ g . o
Carthew gtotnd his tecth with rage.
-~ “Opedi’ that window!” he muttered
'Lhickfyﬁi :

“'R{ltslu ‘
“Look here——

. *You're not goin® to keep me out, you
‘chaps!” muttered Mornington, in shrill

fones of alarm. *“Don’t be ‘rotten sneaks !”

- *“Who's keeping you out?” ssid Conroy.
(et in! You can climb in over the win.
dow if you're spry1”

Mornington hesitated a mpment, and
then he climbed to the window-sill. Con.
roy gave him a hand, and he clambored in
over the lower sash. Van Ryn and Pons
received him, and they did not Jet go
wher he was safe in tha study. They held
+his arms tight.

“Let go!” muttered Mornington,

He dared not speak aloud.

““Not yet, my pippial” said Conroy
coolly.  “Take him to the -dorm, Pong,
and see that ho doesn’t Ieave it again |”

“Right-ho!” grinned the Canadian.

*“ What about Carthsw?” muttered Morn-
ington.

me, deaf boy?”

grinned Van Ryn,
‘hat a happy meet-

' THE COLONIAL CO.!

N’cvm- mind Carthew! That's our biz
ney I
“Look here, Conroy——*
“Shut up! Take him away, Pons!”
In the sturdy grip of the Canadian junior
Mornington was led to the door, He went

unresisting. He dared not make a sound

lest Bulkeley should awaken in the next
study. : i

As a matter of fact, the blackguard of
the Fourth was only too glad to escape the
danger himsclf, without trouﬁling his higiid.
about Carthew. The two juniors leftd
study silently, Pons closing the door.

Carthew had climbed on the win
8ill, cxpecting to climb ia after Morg
ton. To his rage and alarm, the wi
was’ pushed up.- He held on to the |
with his hands, standing on the sill;]
Conroy, standing on the chair inside, lgf
him in tha face through the narrow &
ture, with a quict smile,

B i

CHAPTER 32,
Brought to Terms! | -
CARTHEW breathed hard;, chg

back his rage. p
He could not guess whatf§

junior intended, but he kpew wiia
he deserved at the hands of the ohums h
had persecuted with tireless malice.

He was at their mercy.

There was no door or window unfastened
at night in the school. save only his own
Findow, zitlnd there if)e hcould not "E?er.

t was in the power of the juniors to eep
him out all night if they chose. That
meant’ inevitable discovery of his shady
rascality. He could only get in by waking
the House. how was he to explain
how he came out of doors at one o’clock in
the morning, in“coat and muffler, with the

mud of Coombe Lane on his boots?

There was no falsehood, no ‘humbug that
would gerve his turn! It would bo com-
plete oxposure, and he knew what would
follow—a terrible interview with -the Head
and the sentenco of expulsion from the
school with every circumstance of disgrace
and ignominy. His head turned almost
giddy as he thought of it.

Conroy. knew the thoughts that woro in
the prefect’s mind as they Jooked at each
other in dead silence over the sash of the
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wmaow. Carthew broke the silence ab last.
huskily,

“Will you let me in?” he muttered
huskily.

“No fear!”

“Tor—for merey's sake, Conroy!” mut-
tered Carthew, throwing all dignity to the
winds, “You know what it means to me.”

“ Exactly | \

“You—you don’t want to see me sacked !”
muttered Carthew, licking his dry lips.
“Why not?? smiled Conroy. “It would
bit easier for us after you were gone,
n’t it?”
thew panted. :

I'm sorry I—I've been rather rough

thew choked.

ou're a rotten bully, and a low black-
" said Conroy cheerfully. ““You're
sgrace to the school, and you ought to
icked out of Rookwood, and you know

ear, hear I” murmured Van Ryn.
arthew mumbled indistinetly, He did
are to give utterance to the furious
that rose to his lips. Even now, he
n terror lest Conroy’s whispering voice
1d be heard by other ears. It was the
fact that Conroy whispered that gave him
a lingering hope. If the junior had in-
tended to betray him he would not have
subdued his voican

“Lat me in, there’s a good chap!” mut-
tered Carthew, “I—T'l1 let you alone in
future! I—T swear it! I--I beg your par-
don, Conroy !”

“Hov ore the mighty fallen!” chuckled
Van Ryn. T,

“You're a rotten funk as well as a shady
cad” remarked Conroy,  “Why, even
Morny wouldn’t show tha white feather
like that, Carthew!”

“Will you let me in?”

“On_conditions—yes.”

#“I-TH agree to anything! Tf you want

money—=—?’ .

“Qh, shut up! Do yoa think I want to
touch your dirty maney ?” growled Conroy.
“T'll let you in, on condition that you leave
mﬂ study alone in future, and behave your-

-self ? ;

“I—T willl I promise!”

Conroy laughed softly,

“I’d as soon take Tubby Muffin's promise

never.
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as  yours!” he said
“¥You'll put it down in black and white

“Wha-a-at!”

“Here's a pencil and a sheet of paper,”
said Conroy ecalmly, “You can write it
on this book., Here you are!”

“What do you mean?” hissed Carthew.

“You'll write as I dictate! And if you
try to alter your usual fist in any way, I
shull fasten the window and lcave you
out !”

(‘I‘I___}}

“Are you ready(”

“Yes,” panted Carthew. Ile took the
book, the pencil, and the paper, over the
top of the window-sash, “What do you
want me to writef”

“¢In consideration of being let into the
school, after returning home from the Bird-
in~H,a‘1J1d at one o'clock in the morning

contemptuously,
1’

“I won’t write that!” breathed Carthew.

“You'll stay out all night if you don’t4"
said Conroy grimly, :

Carthew panted.

“You yeung fool! Such a paper would
be enough to get me expelled, if anybody
saw it!”

“That's what I want!”

“What 1"

“I shall keep that paper,” explained Con-
roy. “So long as you bechave yourself it
will be safe in a s¢eret place, and T'll give
it back to you at the end of the term. So -
long as you keep the conditions that paper
won’t be seen, Break your word, and the
paper goes to the Head! Sece? ' Begin,
bullying again, and I'll pin it up on the wall
of the senior Common-room !”

“You—you young villain!” groaned Car-
thew, “1 won’t write it!”

R“ Lend me a hand with this window, Van
yn!”

“Hold on! I-Tll write it!” panted
Carthew. :

“1 thought you would.”

“You—you promise to keep it dark?”
asked Carthew, in a voice stifled between
fear and fury.

“I've zgid so—so long as you play fhe
game, and t’s yours again at the end of
the term. You know you can take my
word, just as I know that I can’t take
yours!”

Carthew did know that. But he still
hesitated, and the two juniors began tg
push up the sash. That decided Carthew.
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Any risk was better than the absolute cer.
tainty of discovery and expulsion,

“Hold on! I—PIl do it!” he stuttered.

“1t’s your last chance!” said Conroy.
“Now then, as I dictate!’ ‘In considera-
tion of being let into the school, after re-
turning from the Bird-in-Hand, at onc
o'clock in the mmorning, I promise not to
Lehave like a cad and & rotten bully for
tho rest of” the term. Signed, Mark
Carthew.” And write it in your ordinary
hand. We shall examine it before we let
you in.”

There was no help for it. Carthow
rested the paper on the book, and wrote
as ordered, without any attempt to dis-
. guise his hand. He was trembling with
rage as he passed the paper in to Conroy.

“Wait while I lock at it said the
Australian eoolly. i

He stepped back, Van Ryn taking his
place on guard at the window. Behind
the bed-curtains Conroy struck a mateh,
and examined the paper carefully. He was
quite satisfied with ‘it, and he put it into
Yis pocket. :

““All screne?” asked Van Ryn.

“All serence! Come on!
in, Carthew!”

The two juniors left the sludy at once.
Carthew forced  up the sash, and opene
the window and clambered in, white with

rage.  But the two juniors were gone
. before he was in the study. If the prefect
had thought of making a desperate

attempt to regain the tell-tale paper, it
was too late.

Conroy and Van Ryn returned to the
Fourth-Form dormitory. They found Pons
and Mornington awake.

“All right?” asked Pons,

“Right es rainl”-

“Good egg!”

":Wh’ere‘s Carthew ?”* gsked Mornington,

Gone to bed, I imagine,” yawned Con-
toy. “I'm going, tdo.”
“Yowll "get it in the neck for this in
the morning,” muttered the dandy of the
Tourth, i .

“T hardly think so!” chuekled Van Ryn.

“You fool! Carihew will skin you for
tearing him like that!”  ~ i

“Wait and sce!” ) g

And the Colonial Co. went to bed in #
:aatisfied {rame of mind, feeling that they

had fairly caried swhat romained of -thair

night’s rost.

You can get|

d | Fourth.

passage.

THE COLONIAL CO.!

CHAPTER 33.
All Serene!

ONROY & CO. turned out rather

C sleepily at the clang of the rising-

bell in the morning. They were
sleepy but cheerful.

Mornington eyed them sourly. He was
looking forward with pleasure to tho high
old time they were to enjoy at Carthcw's
hands, - He had no doubt whatever that
the bully- of the Sixth would find a very
early excuse for punishing the th
Morny was unaware of the pledge
was safo in Conroy’s keeping.

“You fellows look like boiled o
Jimmy Silver remarked. *Didn's |
sleep well 7 "

“Well, we were awake a good tin
said Van Ryn, smiling,

“Did yéu go oubt on the razzle
Morny?” sniggered Tubby Muffin.

“Exactly. We ‘enjoyed the razzle
than Morny did—didn’t we, Morny?1”

Mornington sniffed, and did not ansj

“What have you been up to?” a§
Lovell, puzzled.

“Snuff !” said Conroy cheerily,

The Colonial Co. were emiling me
as they came down  with the Classil
They were in very good. gpi
that morning, 7

Carthew met the jumiors in the lower
Mornington’s eyes gleamed. He
expected the bully of the*Sixth to “begin”
at once. e

But Carthew didn’t begin. He only
gave the Cclonial Co. a black scowl, and
turnod away.

Mornington hurried after him as the
juniors streamed out into the quad.

“Carthew !” he exclaimed.

Carthew scowled at him.

“Aron’t you going to give thoso rotters
something for the- trouble they gave us
last night?” muttered Mornington,

“No!" growled Carthéew. . -

“You'tp going -to take it lying down?”
ejaculated Mornington, in blank astonish-
ment.

“Mind . your
yon1” ;
Carthew strode away, leaving Morning-
ton rooted to the fléor with ‘amazement.
The prefect was evidently not in a for-
giving moo:l. Yot apparently he intended

own business, confound



to let the matter drop. Morny simply
couldn’t understand it., .
Some of the Fourth noticed that the

They seemed to be enjoying some little
joke known only to themsclves. Whatever
it was, they did not confide it to their

orm-fellow ; o 3
“Dene your lines?” Jimmy Silver asked,
2 a8 he met Study No. 3 after tea. |

Conroy shook his Gt

“You’ll have Carthew down on ‘you;
said Jimmy rather anxiously. *No- goo
etting rcported to Bootles, you know.
“I don’t think Carthew will report us,”
“He . will!” said
into Carthew’s hands.
The Colonial Co. turned smiling faces on
arthew ¢ the 8ixth, = Carthew didn’t
ilo. He scowled blaekly.

“Hallo, old gon!” said Conray.

‘ Tho prefact halted. His eyes were burn-
g. Jimmy Silver & Co, could sco that he
as ‘quivering with rage, but he was put-
ng a-restraint on himself that astounded
em. :
“Teel all right to-day, dest boy?” said
nroy. ;

' Yes,” muttered Carthew thickly.
“By the way, you gave us some lincs
yestaeday,” remarkd Conroy.

“P.d-did I7*

“Don’t you remember?” said Conroy
sweetly. “You told ws they would ke
doubled if tkey weren’t. handed in by tea-
time to-day. We're nob going to do those
Jines, Carthew,” =)
“My hat!” mormured Jimmy Silver.

He cxpected sn explosion. But the ex-
plosion did not eome. Carthew clenched
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Colonial Co., were very cheery that day.

Lovell. '}
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his hands for a woment, but.he unclenched
fhom_again, an  nodded.
“44All right 1” _he muttered.

“Wo're not'going to do any more lines
for you, Carthew,” continued Van Ryn.
“We've decided to have nothing further
do with you. We don't like bullies [

By gadl"” muttered Mornington, who
was looking on blankly. Morny wondered
whether he was dreaming.

Carthew’s faco was a study. Ho scemed

‘unable to speak.

“My advice to you, Carthew, is to give

Fup -bullying, and try to be a decent chap,”
‘added Conroy.

“Understand 1’

1% Yes|” gasped Carthew,

-And he walked away hurriedly.

Jimmy Silver grasped Conroy by the
shoulder, .and shook him. -

“How "dil you do it?”
“What's coms over Carthew? . How have
you wangled i, » o grinning fathead?”

“Don’t be inguisitive, dear boy. The
fact is, Carth. - isu’t up to the wcight of
Study No. 3, said Gonroy calmly. *Come
on, you chaps' It's still light enough to
kick a ball.about )” ‘

And the Colonial Co. went off smiling.

“Well, my bhat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. L

The Iistical' Four were: astounded. So
were the rest of the Classical Fonrth, when
they found that the persccution of Study
No. 3 bad entirely ceased, and that fhe
bully. of the Sixth was quite eivil whenever
he came into contact with the cheery trio.
DBut they puzzled over it in vain. Conroy

& Co. kopt tho sceret, as in honour bound,
And their troubles with Carthew were at
an end. The bully of the Sixth had made
the painful discavery that he was not up
to the weight of the Colonial Cox

v

he yelled. "
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capture a lion, send him to schoel, and
him taught tricks—there’s an ambition for

0Of course everyone's taste does not lie
t way, but in this sort of adventure there
is o grand and thrilling “living » for hunters,
tamers, and the man who firally puts the
mighly African beasts through “their pactes at
the circus, v = :

The showman may bring his performance to a
granid and breathless elimax by placing his head
in the moulh of one of his pets; then, indeed,
i3 his the greatest adventure of them all. Be-
side that sort of trick the lion-hunter’s job is a
walk-over! Dut before the head-in-mouth busi-
ness is possible lots of very touchy work must
be performed.

Tirst, of course, the lion must be caught.
RUNNING A LION FARIM,

You can’'t go after a lion with a gun if you
want to sell him whole. The vsual scheme s
to dig a deep pit, place something tasty at the
bottom, and lLiope for a lion to jump in afbcr
the feed and then fail to jumj out again. Then
comes the rope-play, for a lion in a pit isn't
exactly safé unless its legs are iied up securely!

The nost up-to-date method, however. in-
volves the”use of a great iron trap, which
springs clut when the bait is moved. ‘he
favourito- bait is a dead geat-—which inny
attract other eyes than a lion's, One "such
trap was set for a big beast, who, in the days
when the Ugandn Railway woas  being con-
structed, had biauled & man head first out of
ane of the carriages, and calmly loped oft into
the jungle to finish his feast, It was mnot
long before the trap was sprung. But there

 avas mo lion inside it—just a couplte of baiives
_who had tried to steal the goat-hait! .

That is just one little item the llon-hunter
is up against. To cut ont such unpleasing
incidents, and to save time, certain enterprising
spirits have started lion farms, where animals
are hred speelally Jor circuses and ¢inema pur-
poses. ‘There is one ncar Los Angeles, where
nearly al the lions thdt perform  for the
“ fiickers > at ITollywood are *f grown.”

THE LION SCHOLARS,

The actual trpining is done in a soft-hearted
¢ehool, where the whip is unkpnown.  Anyone
wio tried to tame a licn with a whip would last
about ten miputes, Kindoess and paticence, plus
nice, j
combina to do the trick.
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The lion is most manageable, from the scho
ing point of view, when about fifteen mon
old, and school lasts about three hours per dy
As soon as the  stholars. haye each  learn
their own name, and have come to regard &
teaclier as He Who Must Be Obeyed, trig
are started. You train a dog to beg by temy
ing him with a tit-bit placed just out -ef
reach; you.would have to do exactly
with a lion. ; i

Raw meab, not a lump of sugar, is the rew
for learning. Bu$ only very small biis o
time, and those wot very often. The real &
comes mfter ‘schdol. ' The lion-scholar” my
much of that, for he is allowed ouly ome W
per day, for bealth’s sake, It is Ior Youl
of heaith, too, that the lions on the.
- Angeles darm are not . cages. They haw
cnormous enclosure in which they are
roam and streteh their limbs at will-
snug sheltérs into which to retire when
fancy takes them ;

LIONS FOR THE “ FLICKERS

1% {5 in these shelters that mapy a |
first sces the light of day, He
nothing of African forest or jungle, butcw 4
straight to a putchaser when his a:’.‘.l]UOl\_dﬂFS :
at an end. The youngster would have just g
big adventure, and then finis, if left with
‘mother, She would probably eut him, o
Ias to be taken away and raised on the bottl
goats’ milk three times a day, then fresh eg
working up gradually to the grown-.up feed §
raw meat, E

A long and risky business, lhis rearing.
young lions. But the result is worth hile, F
studios gladly have them on hire, whilst to
a baby lion cutright would tost you ab i
£50, and a full-grown “roarer,” tipping t
at something over 5 cwt., wolld run
several thousands of pounds.

How fond a lion may become of:
was shown by one which was ownei.by
amateur zoo-keeper in Epgland i
of a broken heart when
to servo in the War.
master has disappeared, it ¥
morzels of raw meat, and
end came. ' And that ‘beast wans of the 'sal
blood as the man-eateér 'who hauled its-d
nead first turough the “window of the: raiiv

ter a few days 1

carriage i Uganda!

:icy bits of raw meat by way of reward,
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OU WANT A GOOD LAUGH, READ
1S RIPPING COMPANION VOLUME!

A Screamingly Funny Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the Chums of
Greyfriars, featuring Fisher T. Fish, the cute American junior.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

GET YOUR COPY TO-DAY!
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