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CHAPTER 1.
Kept In!
i T down, Erroll!”
S Mr. Bootles spoke rather sharply.
at his desk, with a

He was sittin
. ~thoughtful nn§ moody brow, when
%" Exroll rose up in his place in the
class,

Nobody “was looking very cheerful that
Saturday afternoon, in the Fourth Form-
room ot Rookwood.

he Classical Fourth' were under do-
tention, OQutside, the summer sun streamed

do in the quadrangle, and the rooks
cuwdd cheerily in the. thick foliage of the
old “beeches, © From the distant cricket.

grouhd, a shout was occasionally, heard;
very tantalising to the detained Juniors in
the dusky Form-room. As Mr. ‘Bootles
was. in charge of the detained Form, he
was, " in point of fact. dotained too; and
ke did, not_like giving up his half-holiday
any -more than his pupils did.

Moreover, many of  tho juniors were
thinking ‘about Mornington of the Fourth,
shut - up in the punishment-room, under
sentence of expulsion from the school,
wt did not make them any more cheer-

A" Magnificent Complete Story of

the Chums of Rookwood, featuring

VAL MORNINGTON, the Dand
of the Fourth,

Valentine Mornington, the' most. inde.
pendent and wnruly junior.at Rookwood. -
had overdone it at last! 'The Head's
patience was completely exhausted, and his
fint had gone forth that Morny muist go.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were working at
their detention tasks, in a rather desultory
way. Kit Erroll, usually ono of tho
steaiest workers in the Fourth, had done
hardly anything, so far. All his thoughts
were with his chum in the punishment-
room.

Ho rose to his feet at last, and Mr.
Bootles' eye was on him ut once, and he

-snapped, “Bit down!”

“Will - you excuso me, sir—" began
Erroll,. in_a low. voice,

“No, ‘I will not"™ interrupted Mr.
Bootles,  “The whole Form is detained
until half-past four. Certainly I shall not
excuse you. " You may sit down.”

“But—"

My, Bootles waved a commanding hand.

“That will do, Erroll.”

“T wish to speak to the Head,_sir,” said
Errol| quietly.

Mr, Bootles blinked at him ‘Gver hia
gla<ses,
“Indced! And why, Erroll 7
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“ About—about '\-[orn!ngtcm sir.”

““Nonsense!” said Mr, Bootles, but nok
unkindly this time. Ho was_touched by
tho trouble and distress in Erroll's face.
“You can have nothing to say to Dr.
Chisholm on that subject; indeed, I am
assared that he would not hear you. Bii
down, my boy.

roll sab down without speaking n;-ln

His face was deeply clouded.

Jimmy Silver gave him a s_\rmpathetm
glance.

Jlmmy guessed that Erroll had some ldea
of making an appeal to the Head, on behalf
of 'his chum; but there \vas no doubt that
Mr. Bootles was_right; ‘the Head would
not have given him a hemng.

In the silenco of the Form-reom, the
clock ticked away “dully. There was a
faint scratching ~of pens.  ‘The juniors

vawned, and cxchanged bared looks, and
whispered oceasionally. Mr. Bootles glan¢ed
at the clock about every five minutes. Ho
was probably as anxious as the juniors to
seo it indicate half-past four,

FErroll was listening anxiously for the

- sound la outside. Morny's guardian
was to arrive. that aftemcon to take him
away -from Rookwood; and if he came
whilo the Classical Fourth were in the Fortn-
room, Erroll would not cven be able to
say good-bye to his best chum. = Jimmy
Silver, who guessed his thoughts,.” whis-
pered consolation.

“It's all right, Erroll; old Stacpoole can't
i[‘ ‘hore yet. It was after two when the

ead telephoned to him.”

ErroI! nodded.

“Bilvor,” snapped Mr. Dootles wntab!;

“Hem! Yes, sirl”

“You were talking!”

“W-w-w-was I, sir!”

“Were you not, Silver?” r}enumded Mr.
Bootles. +

"Yeees sir,”

“If vou talk again in rln=s you will he
datmr}s]cld until six olclock.

l-».

Jimmy S)lvcr did not talk again, . —

And there were no more whis Ders, The
Classical Fourth were fully “fed ” with de-
tention already; they dld not. want to risk
any more,

At four o'clock -Kit Erroll Tose bo lm
feet again.

“Mr. Bootles! Will you ullow me—-"

“I. ehell * not -allow you to go to the

i -
Head,” said Mr, Bootles. “You will not’
leave the Form-room, Erroll. S8it down,”«
Fur a moment Erroll looked rabel.lmus,
iﬁmd towards the door, as if
thought was in his mind of walking out, m
spite of the Form-master’s prohibition,
Fortunately, ho restrained that impulse.
He sat down again, but he did not work. '
Latin conjunctiens had no attraction for

°| him just then,” and he could not put his

mind into.deponent verbs,

The big hamd of the clock crawled ronnd
slowly. Never  had it seemed to ﬂl“l
with such provoking slowness,

Mr. Bootles, as bored -as the
to and fro, between his desk and
suppressing yawne.

It still wanted a few minutes to. half-
past fdur, when the master of the Fourth'
gave in. ¥

“ Dismiss!” he said. 4

Tlhero was -a movement among tho
Classical Fourth; as sudden as- if they: hsd
been electfified.

They ]urnped up, and filed imst ﬂm‘
Form-master’s desk, laying their papers on'
the desk as they E!sed %

Mr. Bootles did not look at the papers. !

Some of them, at least, would have
merited further dotention—and thers had
been enough detention that nfturnonn, Mr'
Bootlea thought.

walked
class,

He was glad to seo the juniors march out
of the Form-room. The moment they were
outside, there was a buzz of voices. 4

“Qh, dear! Thank goodness!™ 3

“Qut at last! Yaw-aw-awl” '1

“Hurray !

There was a rush for the sunny quad-.

.| rangle.

With a whoop, the_ released achoo]beys
camo swarming out into ' the . open au
and sunshine.

Kit Erroll remained in the passage; and,
Jimmy Silver stopped, to qpeak to him,’

era_he followed his chums, l
“Yon're not gnmg to the Hedd, old
scont?” Jimmy <
“Yes * said Erroil qumﬂy, “I cun so,
now.” gl
"It won’t be any use, old chap.” b

#I'm going to try.”

Errollgwuﬁted away in the dimﬁm o!
the Head’s study, At the same time there
was the long-expected sound of wheels ont-
side. Tubby Muffin came breathlessly. in.

“0ld :8tecpoole’s ceme!” . he announeed*
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“He's ceme for Morny! We'te out in
time tp sce him go.”

Erroll burried on; and tapped at the
Head's door. He had barely time loft to
make his appeal—and useless as he felt that
it must be, he. was determined to make it.
Ilt was all he could do for his hapless
. chum,

CHAFTER 2.
No Pardon!
i OME .in!"”
‘ Dr. Chisholm raised his oyo-
brows as Erroll of the Fourth

entered his study.

“Well 7 he snid laconically. b

Erroll coloured and siammered. Ti
borne in npon his mind that he was guiity
of colossal “cheek” in coming to that
dreaded apartment, and tackling the stern-
browed old gentleman who ruled the
destinies of Rookwood. There was little
that was promising in the Head's look,
Indeed, Erroll could guess from his ox-
pression that ho was anxious for Sir
Rupert Stacpoole to arrive, and take away
his troublesome nephew: his only desire
was to wash his hands of Valentine Morn-
mgton for: ever.

“If-fif you please, sir—— gtammered
Ex"z‘-ull hopelessly.

nme, come, what is it?” asked the
v. “Have you anything lo say

boy ¥ %
“Yes. " gasped Erroll,  “About—

s
ahoul Mornington, sir,”

“Well 7

“He—he is going away, sir——"

“You, are doubtless aware (hat Morning-
ton is expelled from the school.” nnswered
the Head.. “His guardian, I think, has
ﬁlst arrived.. He will leave with Sir
tupert Stacpoole,  Mornington was, I be-
he\rc:’. your study-mate in the Fourth Form

“Yes, sir: my best chum, sir.”

. “You will have an apportunity of Bay-
ing good-hye to him. if vou desire to do
s0,” eaid the Head. “You may go, Eeroll.”

Erroll did not stir. -

“May I—may I speak, sir?” he stam-
mered. “I—I wanted to—to ask vou if-—if
voir could be lenient with Morny, sir-—-"

“\What 7"

The Head's voice was like & rumble of
thunder, .

Having come to a decision, the lead-
master was not likely to change it at the
request of a junior schoolboy. The Lare
suggestion was astounding to him. His
glanco was quite tervifying as it fixed upon
Erroll. o,

But Ercoll stuck to his guna. Tt was
his last chance of saying a word in defenco
of his chum, and he did not care if the
Head's anger fell upon himself.

“Morny’s my chum, sir,” he faltered,
“I~I don’t know vihat it will he like when
he's gone. Tf—if You could, sir—-"

Tho distress_in  the schoolboy’s face
softened the Head o little, The vials of
wrath, which had been on the point of
pouring upon the junior’s deveted head, was
withheld,  Dr. Chisholm's voice was urex-
peetedly kind as hé answered the stammer-
ing appeal.

“I quite understand your fcelings. Erroll.

.and, surprising as your prescnt conduct is, T

excuge you. I cannot, of course, make ary
change ‘in my decision.”

“Oh, sir—" -

“You are aware of what Mornington bas
done.” said the Head. *“He absented him-
self from school against striet orders; and
when he was sentenced fo be flogged, he
ran awav and remained in hiding, for
several days, until he was found by a pro-
fect.  Even now he i defiant and unve-
pentant, If T allowed such conduct to pass,
Yrroll, there would he no discipline at al!
in the school. Mornington must Jeave to-
day. 8$ay no more, my bov: I am sony
for you, but you are wasting my time,
Yon . may gol” , .

The Head's tone was final. -

With a hopeless lsok, Kit Erroll guitted
the studv. In the passage outside he
passed Sir Rupert Stacpoole, who was being
shown in by Tupper. The portly baronet
was looking wvery fustered. 1

Erroll' found Jimmy Silver waiting fqr
him at the corner of the cortidor, The
captain of the Fourth was sympathetie, but
not hopeful, .

“Any go?” ho asked.

Erroll shook his head. ;

“It wasn’t to bo expected. old son,” said
Jimmy. “I suppose Morny will bo taken
down to sce fis uncle now.” You can speak
to him when he's lok oul of the panish
ment-room,

Lrroll nodded. and the twe janicrs venl.
up the stairs together. Frroll tamod at
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tho strong oaken door of the punishment-
room. :

“Hallo!” came a voico from withia—a
voice that was cool and flippant in tore.

It told that Valentine Mornington, at
least, was undismayed by the turn wifairs
had taken,

“Morny, old chap

“That you, Erroll?”

“¥Yes. Your uncle’s come!”

“The old bird hasn’t lost any iime,” an-
swered *Mornington. “Dear old unele!
How anxious he must be to have me
home |”

“I think the Head must have asked him
to come down at once,” said Erroll. *!—T
—I wish you weren't going, Morny. T—1
say, old chap—"

“Qo it!” 3

“It's just possible that—that if you
begged the Head—

“Catch me beggin’ anybedy!” answered
Mornington, “Not if I were goin’ to
cxeeution, old bean: and goin’ home wiih

-8ir Rupert ain’t l.miikq that, either, The
Head won’t get any soft sawder out of
me, T can tell him,”

Yrroll sighed. -
Thero was no use in arguing with his

obstinate and self-willed chum, as he ha
already learncd, ?
‘“Here cowmes . Bulkeley!” murmured

Jimmy Silver.
Bulkeley of tho Sixth came up., wiih a
big key_in his hand. He glanced at the
two juniors,” but did not,speak as he un-
locked tho door of the punishment-room.

“ Mornington I

“Hallo, old top!” =aid Morny, as the
“Glad to sco
you again, Bulkeley! I'm getiin' rather
fed up with solitude.”

*“You are to come -to the Head. Your
uncle is with him,” said the captain of
Rookwood curtly, 5

“0Oh, I'll come!”

“Follow me,” said Buleley,

Valeniine Mornington came out of the
punishment-room.  Ho noddeds coolly to
Jimmy Silver; but his expression changed
a little at the sight of Erroll's distressed
faco. -

“Don’t worry, old top!” he said, press-
ing ‘Erroll's arm. “Yl;u're not goin’ to
seo the last of me, you know.”

“You're leaving Rookwood!” mustered
Erroll. | :

“1 mayn't go far,”

“What "

_‘““Aren’t you going home with your uncle,
Morny I asked Jimmy Silver, in surprise.
“Y thought he'd come to take you home.”

“8o does he; but I'm not goin’, all the
same,” said Mornington coolly. = “My
uncle is a bit of a bore, you know, and my
Stacpoolo cousins are anythin' ‘but enter-
tainin.” Sir Rupert will not rewel in the
delights of my society so long ashe thinks;
and he will Erobnbly bo io!ly:gl,&d of it.
All right, Bulkeley; I'm comin’.”*

And Mornington followed the Rookwood
captain, with his hands in his-pockets, and
a cool and confident smile upon his face,

: CHAPTER S, -~
Kindness Unrewarsisd!

UTSIDE the School . House, the
O station cab  was ting.  Sir
Rupert Stacpoole had’ ‘come down
by train. Within: s short distanco

of the cab 2 good many Rogkwood juniors
!gut{wred. ]AJ[ lthak .F'au‘?il; hiéremeiuua
o have a last look at- Valentine Morming-
ton; and there were few ﬁé,:ll;’d not regref
that he was goirig. ,Morny had ‘hia faults, -
and plenty of them; but upon the wholo the
Fourth wdre sympathetic, especially now
that the ‘‘chopper” had. eome down so
emphatically, W )

Mornington’s stay in  the Head’s study -
was brief; there was little 40 be said there,
Dr. Chisholm handed hins over to his uncle
officially, and that wasg: all, and he hardly
concealed his relief at having got- Morn-
ington off his hands. s svapegrace of
Rookwood had ‘proved a Kittle too trying.
for Dr. Chisholm’s taste. = R

Sir Rupert was in a state of. ill-con-
cealed annoyance and fluster; his - position.:
was not a gratifying one, He accepted the
Head's relingquishment of his charge, for
the simple reason that he had. no choeice in
the matter, His manner to his nephew was
grave and censorious, which was not to be
wondered at, in the circumstances. Morny
had - probably. tgr[\,m:‘ the worthy  baroneb
more ‘trouble than all ‘8ir Rupert’s fouk
sons uglct:,d together. A chirp from Tubby
Muffin warned the little crowd outside ‘the
School House that the expelled junior was
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‘goming, with his portly and chagrined
. guardian,

°. “Here they come, you fellows!” chirped
/Tubby. “Old Stacpoole is looking as waxy
as anything, and Morny don’t care tup-

co.r

+That was quite a correct deseription of
» uncle. and nephew, as they-cmerged to-
./'gether from the House,

. Bir Rupert walked directly to tho cab,
_evidently anxious to get away as quickly
a3 possiblo with his disgraced relative,

Mornington was not in such a hurry,

wover.

If he was in disgrace, he did. not seem

feel it; his manner was quito cool. an

‘nonchalant.

it His box had been placed on the cab, and
his unele had entercd the vehicle, and

Morny remained chatting -with two of the

juniors—Erroll of the Fourth, and Morn-

ington secundus of the Second Form,

Sir Rupert ?ut his head out irritably.

“Valentine!” he snapped.

“Yes,” drawled Mornington.

“Kindly step into the cab at once!”

«Right-ho!”

“1 am waiting for you,” said Sir Rupert,
with asperity.

“Good-bye, you fellows,” said Morning-
ton; %or perhaps I should say au revoir!
Sorry I shan’t be here to help you beat
8t. Jim's. Silver. ‘Good:hve, Erroll, eold
fellow! Good-bye, 'Erbert!” '

i Erroll squeezed his chum’s, hand in
silence, His heart was too full’ for words
at that miserablo moment, - Little *Erbert

. knuckled one eye. L
{ 'Erbert . Mornington was Valéntine's
cousin, and' the heir to the great Morn-
ington properly,  But little *Erbert never

\iforgut,that he had been a neglected waif

;iof the streets when Val Mornington had

- {befriended him and brought him to Rook-
lwood. The fag elmost worshipped - the

Yordly fellow who had, until 'Erbert’s ap-

pearance, been the heir to vast wealth,

Morny’s face softened for & moment; but

it was only for a moment. He waved his

hand. . and stepped ‘into the cab.

¢ z‘hi‘_ er set his i}',ehie]o in motion,
*Good k;.-old {ﬂu g

{_ A dozen fellows waved their hands as the

ca‘l,i r:l.]:ledn\ﬂ!; mof Hl:tho g!;"al. it
ou o gateway, is-

peared, 'SBome of the el!ow;ai"o!hwed_;l

far as tho gates, to watch it down the road.

“Well, he’s gone!” said Jimmy Silver, as
the cab~relled away towards Coombe,

“Poor old Morny!” said Raby.

“Jolly cool customer, though!” remarked
Newcome, “I fancy his uncle’s going to
have his hands full with Morny at home. .
I think I'd rather be Morny ‘than tho
uncle.” - -

“Poor old Erroll scems eut up!”

“More than Morny does!” remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell drily.  *There's
plenty of light for cricket, Jimmy !"

‘Yes, come on!” said Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy's face .was thoughtful as he
walked with his chums to- the cricket-
ground. He was sorry for Morny, though
Marny did not seem very sorry for himself.
He was sorry, too, that ho had lost one
of tho best men in his cricket eleven,

Erroll did not come down to the ericket.
He was shut up in his study, alone mow.
That the parting with his chum had made
him unhappy all the Fourth knew. . Babk
Erroll was not a fellow to wear his heart
upon his sleeve, and he preferred to be
alone just then, shrinking cven from sym-
pathy., Two or three fellows spoke to him
as he went to his study, and Erroll
answered them quietly., He was glad
Evhon the door of Btudy No. 4 closed on

im,

In study No. 4 poor Erroll paced rest-
lessly- about, in o miscrable and troubled
frame of mind. That cheery study scemed
lonely and desolate without his chum.
Perhaps he was a little wounded, too, at
the carelessness with which Mornington had
parted with him. Morny, after all, had
brought his fate upon himself by a l::g
course of the-most uiter recklossness
defiance of authority., It almost looked as
if he did not care whether he separated
from his chum or not. If he. was, as he
had oftén said, ‘“fed,” with Rookwood,
surely he might havo controlled his restless
,discontent, for the sake of his friendship.

But Erroll would not reproach his ¢hum,
even in unspoken words. If a tinge of
bitterness came into his mind, he. drove
it away. s

What was it going to Do _like at Rook-
wood without Morny? Ho had other
friends, plenty of them, but Morny was
the only fellow he had really chummed
with. Chumming with Morny had meant

@ great deal of paticnce and not a litile
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solf-sacrifice on his part. There was no | Morny's gane,” said Tubby. *“You will
other fellow at Rookwood who would have | want a study-mate, of course. I'm fed

borne with Morny's trying temper as Erroll
had done. It was possibly because his
friendship  had involved sacrifice that
.En:t:ll had been so loyal and unchanging
in_it.

Now Morny was gone! FErroll did not
make fricnds hastily, and he . could not
forget a friend in a hurry. He felt that
thero were dreary days before him.

There was & tap at the door, and Erroll
snatched up a bool: hnmiv Ho did not
want to be seen “moping.”

_ It was Conroy of the Fourth who looked
in.

“Coming to tea, kid 27 asked the Austra-
lian junior chr'rmh “We've got a special
spread in No.

Erroll smiled fmntl

He understood the kmdly motive of the
m\ ltahon. but ho shook his head.

hanks, but I wen't come!” he said.
‘“ Another time, old chap.”
“Right you are!”
Conroy closed the door and walked on.

Erroll resumed his restless roaming
about the study. He looked occasionally
from the window, where he could 500

Jimmy Silver & Co. at ericket in the dis-
tance. They did not scem to miss Morny.
There was no reason why they should for
that matter,  Erroll trondered whether any
fellow but himself would miss Morny?
The. door opened again, this time without
a tap. It was Reginald Muffin who rolled
in, and, to Erroll's surprise, the fat Classieal
had a stack of dog-carcd books under his

arm.

Tubby Muffin lended his cargo on the
table,” gasped for breath, and blinked
genially at the solitary ocoupant of No. 4.

“That’s the first lot!” he announced.
“*The first lot!” repeated Erroll,

“Yes, I'm going to bring the rest now,

d my banjo, If Jones minor oomea
along and says that Latin grammar is his,
you tell him to go and ecat coke. It's
mine !"*

“But I don't understand.
you bringing your things
asked Erroll, im astonishment.

Tubby smiled eordially.

“My dear old ehap, I'm coming here to
ktnv," he c-xplaincd

at?"

What are
hera for?”

“I'm not going to Jeave you lonely, now_

-out that it's his.

with Higgs and Putty Graco and Jones
minor in No. 2. They don't place a proper
value on a fellow.”

“ But—"

“Only this morning,” continued 'lubby,*

“Higgs was making a fuss about a cake.
He said half his cake was gone, Suppose
it was? You wouldn’t make a fuss about
a triflc like that, Erroll,”

‘*“Perhaps not. But—"

“I've told them I'm changing out,”
said Tubby. “Putty bhad the cheek to say
ho was deeply obliged to me, Just as if
ho was glad I was going, you know,
Cheek ! That beast Higgs danced round
tho table as if he was delighted. Only
putting it on, of course.”

W Bt

“And what do you think Jomes minor
said?” asked Tubby, in accents of decp
indignation. *“He said they’d all como
here presently and see what I'd taken
away with me. As if I'd tako anything
that wasn’t my own, you know, Mind
that Latin grammar doesn’t go while I'm
out. Jones is sure to say it's his, hecause
there’s his initials on tho.fly-leaf. I
shouldn’t wonder if Higgs was to claim
that dictionary, tco. He's always making
You'll remember 1"

“Loolc here, Muffin——""

“We shall gct on no end in this study,”
said Tubb . “Room for a fellow herc.
As you’ re not so hard up as those cads
you won't grumble about grub, and so on.

| You’ll find mo rather more agreeable than

Morny; not so beastly bad-tempered and
cheeky, *you know, Betwcen ourselves,
Morny was a bit of & bhghmr wasn't ho,
old chap?”
“You silly
angrily. “I—
“Well, I won't say anything against
Morny, as ho’s gone,” said Tubby consider-
ately. “Morny had his points.
When he used to have plenty of money
he wasn’t so bad, But you must own that
sinco he came down in the world he's been
awfplly tart. Bitter you know. # couldn't
stand that. Btill, he’s gone, and I won't
be down on him, I suppose you won't
mind my having the armchair, Erroll?. Im
accustomed to one.” N »
Muffin, I

ass!”  exclaimed Erroll

"ra better speak plainly,
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I always do,”’ said TubbyI
like those cads

L
H “Quite so!
“I'm to have it, what? That's right!

!Imew you weren't ‘selfish,
in my old study. You're lookin,
‘down_in the mouth, Erroll. But fli scon

'uhevr you up. I knew you'd feel lone]y,

. that's why Fm coming here.”

“I suppose you mean to bo kmd " said
‘ Errull lookmg at him. *“But I—

“That’s it exactly, I'm the kmdaut—
lleatterl chap at Rookwood,” said Muffin.
“ Kindest friend and noblest foe, you know,
like the chap in the poem. That's me all
over., Where shall I put these books,
Erroll 7"

“You had better take them back to your

study,” said Erroll impatiently. . *“If you

- /mean to be kind I'm much obhgad to you;
but I don’t want a stu.dy mate.”"

. *My dear chap, you're lmstnken. You’ll

e lonely fact, I've made up

my mind to eoms

* ' Then you'd bet!ar unmake 1k again,”

- said Erroll. “To. speak plainly, Muffin, I

rfon t wmt you here.”

. bhinked at him.

“Is tha(i what you call grateful?”
askod. ¥
“Oh, rot!”

“If my company isn't desired,” said
eginald Muffin, with a great deal of
lignity, “I will retire.””

" “Dp so, then,” said EerL

¢ “H you're Jcrkm

“I'm not!”

y Tuhby Muffin blinked at. Morny’s ohum.
" The expression on Errolls clouded face
" 'showed - that he eertainly was not joking.

- Amaring as it was, he was not yearnin

.for 'fubby Muffin's entrancing me&y
frown came over the fat brow of Reginald
Mufﬁn, of the Classical Fourth,

“Very well!” he said; with dignity.
“You don’t want me fo share thig study
ibh you—"
Mo, I don’p!”
" As you choose to be unfriendly, b :.'ﬁn[]
y not force my _friendship * upon
you!” gaid Reginald Muffin  haughtily,
?u: I sha.!l stay here all the sama!”

ﬁ!.
!tu study will -mt me, and though
such a £, you're nat Buch a

i I’ ing." el
f.&_ ioal b look.

ut .ear botwoen his ﬁnger -and

a bit p

he |-
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thumb. Tuobby Muffin gave a loud and
prolonged s uenk as ho was led into the
passage by his ear.
b Yuo—wowowowownwnw g
- #Now buzz off,” said Erroll, “and don’t
come back, Here are your books1” -
The dog-eared volumes bumped into the
msu.ge, and the door of Study No. 4
cloued & slam. Tubby Muffin blinked
t the door and blinked al; the- scattered
booh, with wrath.in his fat brow, as he
rubbed his crimson ear. .
“Well, of all the u ul rottersl”
g Tubby. . “Of e thanklese
bensbsl It’s just like Spokeehlve—l mn.n
Shal how than
thingummy’s tootn it is to have a thank-
less what-d'ye-call-it 7"
haﬁm&d to

In breathless. indignation Tubby

up his books. Then he bent
keyholo, and howled »  parting’
benediction.
“Yah! I won’t come now! You can

ask me on you: bended knees, and I won't
come! Yah!
And the indignant Tubby rolled away.

o

CHAPTER 4.
Unsle and Nephew!

at his unele with a suppressed smilo
as the station cab rolled away from
Rookwood School.

If Moroy was fooling the parting with
his chum and the disgrace that had
fallen upen him, his looks dld not show
it.

His manner, naturally, was nok pleasing
%o his wncle. 8ir Rupert's face gre\vl
starhar and stérner.

VALENTINE MORNINGTON ghmsed

Mo had first come upon his ‘hnnd:
as a wnr at. the time when Morny was
the_supposed heir of the great Mornington

property. Probably that great property
was some set-off, the

, a8 it were, against il
trouble Morny gave his guardian,

The sum allowed from the cstate had
been ample to cover even Morny’s extrava-
gfnnces, antd the: connection with bhsf teir

a great property had been gratifying.

But all that had been changed when
Mornington's lost cousin had n found,
and Morny's great prospects had pum:d
to little 'Erbc!'t of the Second Form at

! Rookwan”
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Instead of a wealthy heir, he was nows “How glad thoy’ll be to sce mel”

a ponniless burden upon his uncle, who
could scatcely refuse -tho chargo of him
in his changed circumstances,

Sir Rupert, testy old gentleman as he
was, had a strong sense of duty, and he

" had not wished to refuse the charge. But
it was natural that he should be less
patient with a penniless relative than with
the heir of Mornington. Morny’s freaks
of temper were sternly repressed now in
ais uncle's house, and his Stacpoole cousins
lid not conceal their dislike of him, They
‘emembered Morny's loftiness in former
lays, and thev allowed him to sce very
plainly that they regarded him as an
nterloper. And as their dislike was repaid
Jy sncering scorn, which they repaid
n kind, Stacpoole Lodge was not a happy
dwelling when the hoys wero there.

Indeed, Sir Rupert had heen considering
the advisability of letting Mornington ro-
main' at Rookwood during the vacations,
to prevent the incessant trouble when he
came homo on a holiday.

Instead of which, Morny had been turned
out of Rockwood altogether, and was
landed on his uncle’s hands for good. Sir
Rupert had now the happy task of finding
a new school for him, and explaining to
the headmaster thereof how and why
Morny had left his old one. :

Until the new school was decided on
Mornington had to remain at home; and
as Bir Rupert’s sons were day boys at a
school near his home, the prospect was
appalling. Between anger and dismay the
baronet was not in a good tempor as the
cab rolled him away from Rookwood with
his hopeful nephew.

Hag was too angry to speak, and he know
of old that words were wasted on the scape-
graco.

It was Mornington who broke the silence,
looking at his unclo with a eool smile,
which tompted Sir Rupert strongly to box
his ears,

“Wo're going to Coombe now, I suppose,
unele 1 t

‘“Yes,” said Sir Rupert ourtly, -

“What train ave yoa takin’, may T in-
quire?”

“Six-fifteen.”

"My cousins are at home now, I sup-
pose?’ |

“Yes.”

smiled Mornington,

His unclo breathed hard.

“Your cousins would be glad to sce you
if you bebaved yourself as you should|”
he answered. “You cannot expect them
to weleome a boy who has been turned
out of his school in disgrace, and has
brought ‘sheme upon all connccted with
him! But I will speak plainly to you,
Valentine. ~ I refuse to:have my house
turned into a bear garden! If you eannot
keep from quarrelling with your cousing
you——""

“My dear old uncle, I don't want to
quarrel with them, LI'm sure!” said
Moinington airily,  “If they'd be as eivil
as they used to be, I'm sure wo should
get on_remarkably well.”

Sir Rupert set his lips. Although he
had a natural prejudice in favour of his
own hoys, he could not fail to he aware
that théy had suppressed their dislike of
Mornington in his prosperous days. They
had given it full rein eince Valentine's
change of fortune; and perhaps had tried
to make up for lost time, in fact. Morny's
remark touched his uncle on the raw.

“Y repeat, that I will not allow quarrel-
ling in my house!” he said. “You have
been turned out of your school for your
own fault; annoyed as I was with “Dr.
Chisholm’s docision, I had to admit that
he could have taken no other course. T
would not endure a disrespectful and reék-
less young rascal under my roof, if I had
not the misfortune to be his uncle I’

Mornington’s eyes glittered.

“I've always known that I was unwel-
come, became - poor !’ he said,

«

since "I
bitterly, in & low voice,” "1 was welcomse'
enocugh before that !” ;
“You are welcome now, if you behave
yourself and keep your impertingnt tongue
in check !” sajd his uncle. *Because youj
cennot_be relied upon to do so, I shouldi
be glad if there were any other means of!
disposing of you. I shall send’ yo% td
school again as quickly as possible. Until
then you will not be allowed to maks
trouble in the house. I shall not hesitate
to deal with you as sternly as may be re-
téuired— And if Iyou grin in_that impu,{
ent “way while am speaking, I willi"
chastise you, sir, in this cabl” almost]
shouted Sir Rupert, his control of - hj
tempor getting ‘perilously near the limit-
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|_ “8o0 I'm to go to school again?” said
Mornington, with a dark look at hix
uncle.
“As quickly as I can get you off my
hands, certainly "
‘“Have you selected the school 7"’
“That is not easy. You cannot go to
a school of the samo standing ns Rookwood.
The headmaster would refuse to take in a
. boy expelled from another school. You
must be prepared for a very considerable
) uh:i”ngu, and you have yourself to thank for
itl

“I'm prepared for - a~ change,” said
Mornington, with a curious smile. *‘I'd
made up my mind about that already.
You're not going to have such a: reckless
young raseal under your roof, uncle.”

“What do you mean? snapped the
baronet. "1 have nowhere else to place you
till you go to school, or I should certainly
not take you home with me.”

“You're not going to take me home with
you !"

“What " -
“I baven't loft Rookwood for the pleasure
t raggin’ with my beloved cousins,” said
ornington coolly. "1 think you have
ld me about a dozen times, Uncle Rupert,
that L am a burden on your hands.”

I have certainly reminded you of your
position when you have annoyed me with
your insolence!” snapped. Sir Rupert.
** You may thank yourself for it. I have
tried to do my duty by you, but verily

tbelieve that so heartless and thankless a
. boy has never existed before!”

“I wonder!” said Mornington calmly.

Sir Rupert looked at him with knitted
brows, and made a majestic gesture.

' “That is_c¢nough!” he said. “Kindly
‘be silent! I am trying hard to be patient

with you !” .

“But I'm not goin’ to put your
patience .to the test any longer, dear old

. bean!” pnswered Mornington,  “I'm not
goin’ home with you!”

i* “Hold your {ongue, sir!”

“I'm not going to bé a burden to you
nn‘y longer,” continued Mornington - coolly.
;“Pm fed with that! I'm not goin’
to stand my cousins .any longer—I'm fed
L with them! L really don’t think I
could put up with their seciety any move,

-even to please vou an' show my decp
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?ratitudu for favours rendered so grace-
ully 1 ¢

Sir Rupert stared speechlossly st his
nephew,

Mornington smiled at him, apparently

entertained by the mixture of feelings that -
struggled for expression in the old gentle-
man’s face. &
" “The world’s wide enough for me to live
somewhere without comin’ into contact with
the delightful Stacpoole family at all,”
went on Mornington. “I'm fed up with
bein’ a poor relation, and bein’ told of it!
I'm goin’ out into the wide, wicked world,
uncle, ‘to look for a nook where I can lay
my weary head, all on my own.”

“You—you yoitng rascall’ np]u@te.red
the baropet, finding his voice. * Another
word of such mnonsense, and I will box
your ears!”

Mornington rose to his fect.

The old cab was crawling at a slow,
walking pace along the leafy lane to
Coombe. Mornington threw the door open
and jumped out before his uncle could
guess his intention,

He stumbled in the road, but recovered
himself immediately, and waved his hand
to the purple face glaring at him from
the cab.

“Good-bye-ec!"” he sang out cheerily,

“Stop !” roared Sir Rupert to the driver.

The cab stopped, and Sir Rupert jumped

out. ;

“Valentine! Get in instantly I he thun-
dered.

“I'm not

“Do you
Rupert.

“Yes, an’ I've answered.”

Then Sir. Rupert Stacpoole, baronet and
M.P., quite' lost his tempor, and behaved
like quite a common person. Ho grasped
his cane and rushed at his nephew,

Mornington made a spring back, and
leaped into a gap in the hedge. He cleared
the ditch. But Sir Rupert was rather too
old for such performances. Ho stopped.
brandishing his cane, almost inarticulate
with wrath,

“ You—you—you impertinent young ras
cal! Come here at onee! 1 will—will—
will ohastise you!” I—I—I——" The portly
old ?ent]ema.n fairly spluttéred, *JI—I—
Boy! Come herel Bless my soul! What
have I ever done, to have this wretched

in' home with you, thanks !’
hear me, sir?” -thundered Sir
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iboy inflicted upon me? Valentine!
here at once, sir! T command you!
: “Thanksl You look rather. too hefty
.with that cane!” answered Mornington
coolly. -“Good-bye, uncle! I’'m off!® -

“Boy come back!" roared Sir Rupert,
gs. Mornington backed through the hedge
into the field. -

**Not ‘this evenin’!” . .

“T—I forbid ?‘ou to go!” shrieked Sir
Rups.:rt.helplass y. “I—I—1 forbid you

Mornington waved his hand, and started
neross the field, leaving his hapless guard-
ian almost dancing on the w side of
the ditch. 8ir Rupert shouted, and shouted
agein; and Mornington vanished among the
trees in tho distance:

The baronct took off his hat and dabbed
his' ‘perspirinig- brow with his_handkerchief.
"Then he replaced his hat, a.little sideways,
in his agitation, giving his majestic count-
enance quite a rakish X

at ho-was to do in the amazing oir-
cumstances was & mystery to Sir Rupert
Stacpoole. Pursuit ofy the elusive schoolboy
across the fields was evidently out of the
- question; and returning to Rookwood was
useless. It was quite certein that Morn-
ington would' not go back to school.
. 8ir Rupert fumed and gasped and mur-
miured “cmphatic words; while the stolid
driver of the cab blinked at him and chewed
a straw and waited his passenger’s good
pleasure.

It was suddenly borne in upok Sir
Rupert’s mind -that his train waz almest
due, and that there was no other train
from Coombe that evening. At that
thought he hurried back to the cab.

* “Drive on!” he gasped.

The e¢ab rolled on towards Coombe.
There was nothing else for it.: The mutin-
ous_schoolboy had to be left.to his own
devices for the present, at least. Bir Rupert
Stacpoole took his seat in the train in a
really indescribable frame of mind.

Come
»

CHAPTER 5.
s News of Morny!
IMMY SILVER & CO. were thinking &
good deal about the expelled junior
; the next day, which was Sunday, and
a day of lcisure at Rookwood. The
Fistieal Four, in the Xkindness of their
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hearts, made it & point to- bestow somo
of their valuable society upon Erroll. Their
society, fortunately, was more welcome to
the lonely junior than Tubby Muffin’s.
After morning service the kind-hearted
Co. bors down upon Erroll and marched
him off for the usual Sunday walk. Prob-
ably Ertoll would have preferved to be
alone with his sad thoughts; but, undonbt-
edly, he cheered up very in the
genial company of Jimmy Bilver & Co.
-But that day was a sad one to Kit Erroll,
He could not help thinking of his absent
chum, and wondering what he was dein,
at home. He knew the sour bitterness ol
Morny’s home, and his endless disagree-
ments with his cousins; and Erroll, faithful
as he was to his friend, knew Morny toc
well to think that the §| cousing
were wholly to blame. - A fellow had-to be
ve;ﬁ patienit and n::if ‘tactful to get on
with Mdrnington at all. And the Stacpoole
cousins probably saw mo reason why they
should exercise patience amd tact towards
a poor relation with a scornful smile and
a bitter tongue.
However that might be, it was certain
that Mm‘nilgton could not bo happy at
home;-and it did not cross Erroll's mind
as yet that Morny had not gone home.
That was not known until the following
day, and then it came as & surprise to the
Rookwooders. The news was made known
by Mr. Bootles when the Fourth came
into their Ferm-room on Monday morning.
It-was observod that Mr. Bootles Jooked
somewhat disturbed; and, instead of pro-
c;;ecd.l_ﬂf, to lessons as, uswal, he coug
several times. Bo the Fourth knew that
something was coming, though they did
not guess what it was. .
“Erroll1” said Mn, Bootles at last.

"gm, si.r!“ih o ) l
“Have ‘you heard or scen anything of
Momingﬁo{: singe he was taken away _Igro?n
Rookwood on S g 17 ¢
Erroll looked ‘sstonished at the question. |
“No, sir,” he snswered, ' 3 |
“He has not written 'to you'1™ l
“g:g Fet,bzir." P 15 : !"!
2 any boy seent Morningfon?”,
asked Bootles, g onfg::u the 0‘;5! qndi
scanning an array. onished “faces,
“Na, sir!” said 8 dozen voices, |
"Ahﬂ'l Abem I said Mr. %]
¥ Has—has i ed: fo Morn.'
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ingfon, sirt” ns!md Erroll anxiously, *Isn’t

he at home, sir?

Mr. Rootlos blmked at him over his
glasses, ’
*No, Erroll; it appears—hem !—that

Mornington is not at home,” he replicd.
“Sir Rupert Stacpoole has communicated
with the Head—hem!—and informed him
that—hem !—Mornington left him on the
way to Coombe Statmn on Salurday What
the boy’s object was in taking to flight in
that disrespectful and extraordinary manner
is not known. It appears that he has not—
hem !—returned home since. If any boy
present is acquainted with Mornington's
intentions, whatever they may be, he is in
duty bound to tell me what he knows, so
that I may—hem !—communicate such in-
formation to the headmaster.”

The juniors were all silent; nobody had
any information to offer, Cerlam[y ne
one there had any knowledge of Morning-
ton’s intentions.

“It is presumed,” continued \lr. Buutlcs,
“that Mornington may—hem !—linger in
the vicinity of the school, and open com-
munications—hem !—with bo)s with whom
he was intimate here. In that case—hem!
—information must he given at once to
me; so that the reckless youth may be
‘—hem |—found  and restored to his—his
guardian’s arms—hem!”

Still the juniors were silent. It was
quite evident to the Form-master that no
junior in his class had heard anything of
Mornington. They all Jooked too amazed.
He, therefore, changed the subject to the
first of the morning’s lessons.

' But it was with difficulty that the Fourth-

Formers could keep their minds upon the
lessons that morning.

‘Ihe startling news they had received
was uppermost in their minds,

Mornington had not gone home—Morny
had run away from his guardian, and was
supposed” to be Iingering somewhere near
Rookwood! -Evidently the Rookwooders
had not, as they had supposed, seen tho
last of the scapegrace of the school.

What Mornington’s intentions might be
war a :ary :;tereit:?g question—much :rlnho:-al
intbresting than in prose or geography
* Did he mean to “show up’’ ntg%ci)kwood
again? That was a qreStion ‘of almost

_ breabhless interest. What would the Head
say if he did? If Morny had money in_his
pockets, thero was néthmg to prevent him |

.
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from taking up his quarters at Coombe, if
he liked—and why shouldn’t ho drop in to
have o chat with old pals, if the spirit
moved him to do so?' But could he, now
that Morny didn't belong to Rookwood,
and the Head had no authority over him
in any way whatever?

Mpr. Bootles was very tart in temper that
morning, as he had ample reason to be.
He had never, or hardly ever, had such
an absent-minded class to handle. There
were incessant whispers among the jum’ors,
and every whisper was on the topic of
Morny.. Mornington had always been’ an
unruly influence in the Fourth Form, and
that unruly influcnco did not scem to have
departed with Mornington.

When the Fourth, to their great relicf,
were dismissed at Iast, they streamcd out
of the Form-room in a buzz of discussion,
and the name of Mornington was heard
on all sides. And it was not only in the
Fourth that the absent junior was 'dis-
oussed; the Third and the Second and the
Shell discuncd him, too, and he was even
talked of in the mighty Sixth. If the
Head had hoped, by expelling Mnrnmglon,
to be done_with him for good, it was clear
that the Head was going to be disap-
pointed. Never -~ had * the schoolboy
mutineer beon. so much in the thoughts
of Rookwoeders generally as he was now,

“Good old Morny !” seid Arthur Edward
Lovell, with a chuckle. ‘“‘Isn’t it just liko

his nerve? Isn't it?”
“He surely- won't come back here,” said
Jimmy Silver thoughtfuliy “The Head

would be no end waxy—""

" Morny avouldn’t mind."

“I supposo he wouldn’t,"” confessed Jimmy
“It would bo just like Morny to drop in,

just to cxasperate tho Head. Hallo,
Tubby! What's up now?”
Tubby Mufin camo panting up from

the dircction of tho gates, his_round eyes
shining with excitcment,
“Morny !’ he gasped.
“What about Morny
“He—he—he—he's  here !”
Tubby,
. “Here!” yelled the Fistical Four in
chorus.
“Yes—at tha gates—" .
" Great Scott !”
There was a rush to- the gates on all
sides,

spluttored

P g



CHAPTER 6.
A Friendly Calil

- ORNY I
. M “Here he is!”
"My ooly hat! It's Morny!”

was Morny ! The expc{ed
junior wns standmg in the road, looking
in-at the open gates with a smile. 0ld
Mack, the porter, was l]lmkzng at him,
uvldontiy undeeided whether it was his
dufy to collar Mornington or not. 0ld
Mack lad had many aud varied experiences
since he had heen in charge of the school
gates; but ho never remembered to have

scen an expelled junior saunter up to the-

school, with his hands in his pockets, and
an amused smile on his face.

‘I'here -was elready a crowd of juniors at
the gates when Jimmy Silver
artived.  Valentine Mornington nodded
coolly to the Fistical Four.

“Hailo, -old tops!” ho said.

“You—you here, Morny!”
Jimmy Silver.
* ‘"As largo as life, old bean!”

“But ‘your uncle——
_“The dear old gentleman is pm‘ba'blv
weepin” bitter tcars' for me now,” said
Mornington,- * You must. have ‘noticed
by his looks how sorry ho would feel at
partin’ with me. My cousins at home have
probably gone into mournin’. We're an
affectionate family—very I’* :

Bome of the juniors laughed. Erroll
came scudding down to the gates. Morn-
ington gave him a grin.

“Morny,-why aren’t you at home?”

“Fed, dear boy! As the.song says,
 There's no place like home, when there’s
nowhero ¢ke to go!’ You seem snrprmed
to see me! Bless your little hearts, you'll
ace & lot of me around here!”

“What arc you doing around hem,
then?” asked Jimmy Bilver.

. “Lokin’ for a joh.”

{Lookin’ for a iob 1 howled Lovell.

*A chep must Hve,” “explained ¥otn-
ington. *‘Having relieved my beloved
uncle of the unpleasant task of lookin®
after my moral an' material well-bein’,
T've got to kick for myself. = Naturally,
I prefer to get-a job in this dear o
familiar spot. It will be so pleasant to
sce you tellows sometimes, ‘when I'm trot-
tin' along with a basket on my arm—>*

*Wha-a-at |” 3

exclaimed
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“Of course, I shan’t expect you to know'
me,” said Morny coolly. "I can seo -
Muffin turnin’ up his nose at me already

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'va hopec, continued Morny, ."of got-
tin® a job with Mr. Bruce, the grocer,
I've never mixed sand with sugar but I
can learn, I hope. If you fellows could
give me a few orders, it might help me
bag the berth, Can I induce you, Silver,
to take a pound of our wellknown and
]usﬂ.y-o&[obntod fout-shllhng' tea?”
“Ha, a !
“

a,
¢ Here's Bootles!” squeaked
Tubby Muffin 1

out !
Mr, Boottes. came hastily into the gato-'
way. His eyes almost started through
his spectacles as he looked at Momm?w i
That youth touched his cap respectfully,

“Good-morning, sir! I hopo you are

well I’ - 7
“Mornington ! gas) Mr  Beotles.
“Ah! Hem! I will—ahem !—take charge

of you, Mornmgton and—-and—ahem ! send
you home—-""

“You won't, sir,” answered Mornington
coolly.. “You've no authority to do any-
thing of the kind, and I certainly shouldn’t
allow it, You've no more right to inter-
fere with me than with the butcher-boy !”

* What |”

"You se¢, I'm not in your class " now.
old bean!” explnmed Mornington,

“ Wha-at!  Wha-a-at did you call -me,
Mornington 1"’

“0Old bean!” said Mornington affably.
“1 might say, dear old bean! 1 was
always very attached to yow, sir, though
you sometimes annoyed by fhe way you -
bark in, class.” i

“ Wha-at 1” % ’

“Ha, ha, ha!” £

“Hilenco! Mornington, you—you uthrly ¢
disrespectful young meal"’ sp!uttm-ed Mr o
Bootles.

Mornington slepped bm:k into the m:‘.
be"Tn ta, g'clp.u f%go;:‘l” he said, *I must

goin’, if I'm 8 job to-day. Good-
bye, Bootles, old 'sonl” % g

Mr. Bootlcs gasped, Mornys ast: 2.
mark had quite taken away’ his btmﬁl'
He stood with his mouth open, like
out ~df water, gazing hpeed:lmly
Valentine "Mornington,

k|

) youbh nunte:ed down the road. .
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“B:b-bbless my soul!” stuttered Mr.
. Bootles at last, and he almost tottcred

away,
“Well,” said Jimmy Silver, with a deep
- breath, “here’s a go!”
And indubitably it was a most extra.
. ordinary ‘“gol” -

é‘ CHAPTER 7.

? A Very Troublesome Youtht

3 OOTLES lnoks worried !” murmured

: B Arthur Edward .Lovell,

; Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned.
There was no doubt that Mr,

~Bootles, the master ¢f the Fourth Form at

Rookwbod, looked worried,
He was fecling worried, too.
The fact_that a fellow in his Form had
been expelled from the school was enough
to worry 2 tles, who -was a very
kind-hearted little gentleman. But the
additional fact- that the fellow in ques-
' tion—Valentine Mornington—had refused
o %o home with his guardian and was

oolly and cheerfully “hanging about”
car to Rookwood, was still more worry-
ng. How to deal with so extiaordinary a
ituation as that was a problem beyond
Mr. Bootles' powers of solving.

Mr. Bootles was on his way to the
\Head’s study, to hand the problem over
~to that stately gentleman, and he was far
too preoccupi [ to observe the smil:'ng
'Eﬁccs of the Fistical Four as ho passe
them,

He tapped at the Head's door with a
nervous hand, and entered.

Dr. Chisholm glanced up.

The Head was not in a good temper that
Monday afternocon. The affair of Morning-

annoyed him very considerably.

He had been glad to wash his hands of tge
treublesome youth, and it was exas-
perating to thscover that his hands were
not so completely washed of Mornington
as ha had supposed.

“ Well, Mr. Bootles,” he said with some
acidity, “has anything been heard of that
unruly and . disrespectiul bqif"

“I_came here to speak about him, sir.”
said Mr. Bootles, o 5

“Ib is- unheard-of 1" ekWMRgtho Hoad,
frowdling. “Sir Rupert Stacpoole shonld
certainly have taken his nephew home
with him. He has some contral over the
boy, I presume. 1 was astounded to re-

V‘eeis\'ro his letter this morning, stating that !

‘Head over his spectacles,
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Mornington had yuitted him on the way
home, and had not been ‘seen since, If ho
-should have the impudence to present hima
sclf at Rockwood again, I will see—*

Tho"Head paused on the verge of a very
emphatic remark. 5

““The fact is,
Bootles.

“¥ou have heard something of him 2"

“I have seen him, sirl”

The Hoad started. .

“Then the boy has been here!” ho ex-
claimed, “Has he had the ' audacity to
enter the precinets of Rookwood 1

“Not cxactly, sir, I found him at the
gates—"' = i

““At tho gajes!” repeated the Hcad.

“Talking with the boys.”

“Talking with the boys?” i

“Yes, sir! I interfered—** -

“That was very right and proper. The
Raockwood "boys must not be allowed to
hold any communicetion with an expelled
rebel I said the Head cmpbatically. “Tho
boy scems lost to all senso of shame.
Although  he no longer beclongs to the
school, I shall tako the liberty of flogging.
him if he should sct his foot within the
walls of Rookwoed I”

“He did not ?recisely do that, sir,” said
Mr. Bootles. “He was standing_in the
public road outsido the gates. Ho was
excessively impertinent to me~very im-
pertl;Pent indeed! I was so astonished

Y Yeu need not be astonished at any-
thing said or dona by that young scape-
grwe,,:’ said the Head.. *“Where is ho

sir—"" murmured Mr,

w b

“He walked away in the direction of
Coombe.” A B

“Is he staying there, then?”

“I presume so.' .

The Head made an angry gesture.

“He must be removed at once!” he ex-
claimed. .
*I—I was thinking. sir, that he should
bo detained, and sent home,” said M.
Bootles.  “But he had the audacity to
tell me thmt I had no authority to- touch
him now that ho does not belong fo Raok-

wood. —1 suppose that statement was
corroct?” - y
Mr. Bootles blinked inquiringly et tho

Dr, Chisholm
gavo utterance to a sound strongly re-
sembling a snort,

‘‘He must-be taken away,” he said. "I
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will telephone to Sir Rupert Stacpoole
immediately, and request him to send for
his nephew.”

“Very good, sir!”

The Head turned to the telephone, and
Mr, Bootles quitted the study, glad that
the difficult matter was off his Eands, at
least,

t was a trunk call to Stacpoole Lodge,
and the Head had to wait some time helore
he was througn. &

He occupicd that time by pacing to and
fro in his study, with a knitted and frown-
ing brow. .

%ut the bell rang at last, and tho Head

took up the receiver again. The voice that

came through was that of Sir Rupert Stac-.

poole, uncle and guardian of the scapegrace
of Rookwood. . ;

“ What—what? Ts that Dr. Chisholm ?”

“Dr, Chisholm is speaking,” said the
Head acidly.  “There is news of your
nephew, Sir Rupert. He has been here.”

“Bless my soul 1”

“It appears that he has now taken up
his quarters at Coombe, the village near
the school.”

“The young rascal!"

“I shall be cxcecdingly obliged if you
will send for him, or call for him and
remove him at once, Sir Rupert.”

‘“Hem !

“It is quito impossible for the boy to
remain in closo proximity to the school
after being cxpelled. - It will have a very
deteriorating offect upon the discipline of
the school.”

Bomething  that sounded like a grunt
came zlong the wires.

Possibly the buronet was not chicfly con-
cerned about the diseipline of I{cuﬁwood
School.

“May I take it that you will fetch him
away to-day, sir?” asked the Head.

“How can I possibly feteh himn away 7"
demanded * Sir Rupert Stacpoole. “He
deliberately ran ~ away from me No
doubt he will return home when lLe no
longer hax any money.”

“What—what i

“You say he is in the village of Cloembe,
\What is his precise address at the present
moment "

“I do net know, naturally. Doubtiess he
i somewhere in the village.”

Am 1 o take n long and troublesome
journes,- sir; to search through a village
Tor a boy, wha will take to lﬁlia heels at

the sight of me?” cxclaimed the baronet
testily. ““You must sco for yoursclf that
it is impossible!” :

“But_he cannot remain there, sir

“As T have said, he will doubtless come
home when he no longer has any money.
His impudence cannot last longer than
that; and I am_certain that he has very
little meney. Vou will doubtless sco that
his friends at Rookwaood do not supply him
with any.”

“(ertainly! But—""

“The fact is, Dr. Chisholm, T am & busy
man, and I carnot spend my time in a
ridiculous chase of a rebellious boy !” ex-
claimed S8ir Rupert. “He has chosen to
I shall give him timo to como

P

Tun away.
to his senses. If ho chooses to come homeo
and apologise for his conduct, I will re-
ceive him into my house. Otherwise, I
shall wash my hands of him!”

“ But—but—"" A

“Ii you should sec him, sir, you may
give him that message from me. There is

nothing more to be said.”

“ But—but—" stammered the Head.

There was'no sound along the wires. Sir
Rupert Staepoole, apparently, had rung off,

Dr. Chisholm put up the receiver.

“Bless my sonl!” ho ejaculated.

He realised that Sir Rupert was just as
cxasperated with Mornington as le was
himself, and that it was very probable that
the baronet would not be displeased if
Morny went away ‘‘on his own ’* for good.
To ask the old gentleman to undertake n
long, troublesome and difficult chase in
order to take home with him a nephew
who caused anending trouble in his heuso,
was roally asking a great deal

8ir Rupert’s decision to leave the boy
to himself till he had “roughed * it long
cnough to bring him to his senses was
doubtless a wise one, It was wise, at
least, from_Sir Rupert’s point of view,
From the Head of Rookwood's point of
view, it was most annoying, as Mornington
scemed determined to haunt Rcokwood
with his obnoxious presence. o g

Ten minutes later- there wds a paper on
the notice-board in the H(zz&d’s “fist.” In
the severcst torms it forbade any Rook-
wooder to hold any, communication with
the outcast, and, above all, to supply him
with moncy. The direst penalties wore
foreshalowed for anyone who should trans-
gress that severe prohibition.

The Rookwood fellows gathered round
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- that notice in crowds, and read it with a
buzz of comment. Most of the fellows
made up their minds to cbserve the Head's
injunction. But there were some who wero
doubtful en the point, feeling that it was
‘up to them, to a certain extent, to lend
a helping hand to a fellow who was down
on his luck, and among them were Morny's
chum, Erroll of the Fourth, and his
eousin, little Erbert of the Second Iorm,
d Jimmy Silver & Co,

CHAPTER 8.
The Outcast of Rookwood!
CRICK_ET1" asked Lovell.

5

Jimm Silver looked very
thoughtiul.

. After lessons that day, the

Fistical Four sauntered inte the quad- |-

angle, and it was to be observed that
“Unclo James * seemed to be thirking.

“May as well- put in some ecricket,
Jimmy. There's not much more time for
it,” remarked Raby. *“What are you
scowling about, old chap?” R

“Get it off your chest, Jimmy,” said
Newcoma encouragingly.

“The fact is, I was thinking about
Morny,” said Jimmy Silver slowly. “The
ly ass c,u’ught to have gone homo with his

uncle—
“Ho ought!” agreed Lovell,

“But. he hasn’t—>"

“He hasn’t, that’s a fact.”

“The Head eays we're to keep*clear of
“~him,” went on }immy, still more deeply
in thought. s

Arthur Edward Lovell chuckled. i

“You can guess that the Head's in a
. stato about it,”” he said. “If we sec
. Morny, .we'd better kecp it awfully dark.

Do you want to see him 1"
. _“Well, he's down on his luck,” said
. Jimmy Silver. “He’s got somo potty idca
©in his head of defying his uncle and get-
' ting '8_job_somewhere. Of course, it’s all
% vot. The fact is, his uncle isn’t a bad old
sport; he must have-found Morny rather
tr;in at times.”

; 'Ysou bet I” chuckled Lovell,
¢ :“Morny ought to £ home,” said Jimmy
¢ Bilver d&cidegly I'd like to. speak to
him' and reason with: him,” I know Errol:
mopsie-to see him.  Supposo’ we drop in at
Coombe, and if we meet him by chance,
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t:h;,t’ won't be disobeying the Head, will
S :

*“If we meet him, it must be by chance,
said Lovell thoughtful!_y. “We don't knaw
where he's hanging out.”

“ Lxactly,” P

“But if we ﬁo to Coombe en pur-
pose—" " began Raby.

“We won’t do that,” said Jimmy Silver.

“We'll ﬁo to Cloombe to have sume ginger-
pop _at Mrs, Wicks. See?™
‘Ha, ha! Quite! Come on!”

The Fistical Four strolled cut of the gates
with a very carcless air. A junior was in
the road ahead of them, going towards the
village, and Jimmy Silver hailed him,

“Hallo, Erroll I

Kit Erroll glanced round.

He waited for the Fistical Four to come
up, colaurinf a little. el
“You fellows going to Coombe?" he

asked.

“We're dropping in at Mrs. Wicks’ for
some ginger-pop.” grinned Lotell, *Where.
are _you going?” -

“I'm going to look for Morny.”

“What about orders from the Deak ”

“Morny’s my chum,” said Erroll quietly.
“I'm sticking to him. I've a right to.
speak to my ‘chum if I like, I su 7

“The Head doesn’t seem to think so,”
remarked Neweome. =

Brroll frowned a little.

“I'm sorry foe that,” he said. “I think
T've a right. The Head's sacked Morny
from_tho school; his authority ends thuore,
I think. It isn't as if Mogny had dono
anything bad—as if he wasn’t fit to speak’
to, He's only kicked over the traces——2*

“Only 1” grinned Lovell,

““I ‘mean, he's been unruly and disre-
spectful, but -that isn't as if he’d dono,
wrong. If a chap was expelled for steal-
ing, for instance, we shouldn’t want io
speak to him, - and = the Head's - order’
wouldn’t be necessary. ~Morny has only:
been a reckless ass, and that's quite dit-’
farent. Ho wgn’t o us any harm, I sup-’
poso? TI'm going.” o :

“The fact is, we'ra rather thinking we
may fall in with Morny,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a smile. “Trot along!™

Tho five juniors walked down to the vil-
lage together. .
ﬁ‘hey thought it very prcbablo that

they would see Mornington, for i was’
most likely that ho would ke on the look-
out for his friends from Reokweed,
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That expectation was realised. Valentine
Mornington, late of the Classical I'ourth
at Rookwood, was seated ‘on the old bench
outside Mrs. Wicks” little shop when the
juniors came There was a gluss of
ginger-beer on tic little table at his clbow.
He nodded coolly to the five juniors, who
stared at him. i
. Thero had been a considerable change in
Mornington’s appearance.

Tho most elegant junior at Rockwood,
Morny had ‘been the glass of fashion and
the mould of form in the Lower School.4
Even after his fall from fortune, e had
contrived somechow to be the best-dressed
fellow in the Fourth, Smytho of the Shell,
who" spent four times as much on his
clothes, nover' succeeded in eatching
Morny’s clegance. But that clegancd was a
thing of the pasi now,

Morny’s Eton’s were' considerably dusty
ond rumpled, and he was wearing a cheap
tweed cap and hravy boots. The chango
was remarkable.

“My hat!” ejoculated Jimmy  Silver.
“Is thn: really you, Morny?"

“Little me,” smiled Mornington. "Did
you fellows come along to sce mo?"

“Tmpossible—it’s forbidden. This mect-
ing is entircly by chance,” said Jimmy
Sil ver, "But we're jolty glad to see

you
“T'd ask you to .lla\c some ginger-psp,”’
said Mornington. “but cash is short.
haven't got a job yet.”
“You ge:. a ]Db]h grinned Lovell.

“Wh;
£ We illerc are a thousamd reasons why
not,” said Jimmy Silver. “You can't do

an)thm% that it’s, wotth anybody’s while
to pay’ for, ‘in the first place. You're not
ang to offer a farmer to do Latin verses
or I'nm, I suppose ¥

Ha, ha! No!”

“Morny, old chap, you ought,
home,”” said Erroll, in a low voice,
came to find you, and to advise you——"

“Then you're wasting your breath, old
top. I'm not goin’ home.”

- “Your uncle isn't u bad sort, il you-
treat him properly—

“He's quite- a good sort,” answered
-Mornington coolly. "I dare say my Stae-
poole cousins are good sorts, too, Only,
You see, T can’t stam! cem. If I go home,

shall ha rowin’ and ragein’ h:lh that lot

1o go

“I

1 é’;o ngphcd to the other grocer,

before the first day's cut. When we rag,
they remind we that I'm a poor relation,
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catin' the merry bread of chnrity. I'm not
ploud but there's a limit,” i

“Oh!” said Erroll, in great distress. &
or relation, since

“Of course, I am a
have been eatin’

my money went, and
the ‘bread of charity,” said Morny, with
bitter coolness. “It’s the fact; but,” some-
;ww, a fellow doesnt like havin' it rubbed
But that isn't all. I can't stand my
dear_relations, . any. more than they can
stand me. - Old Uncle Rupert means wol]
but he bores me fo briny tears. I'm goin’,
out into the wide world on my own.” |

“But what on ecarth are you going to
du’ ? exclaimed”Jimmy Silver,

t a job in tho \Jlfagc, to begm
with.” @ © N |

“Rob 1 2 |

Mornington smiled.

“I've beon goin’ the rounds already,”
ho said. ““The school grocer won’t take me
on. - He's afraid of offendin’ the Head.”
asked  himt” cxclnimcd

1.

B CErl,B.ml_y‘ i,

*“ Look hcrc. Morny, if )ou re not gomg
home, yoir'll want money—"*

"I s!mll—badly"' assented Mormngtun

Well;" then—

“ Nothin’ doin’, .old top! Pm mot takin’
your money, or any money that I don't
earn by the giddys sweat of my brow.
Besides, I've got a good chanco of a job.
£

“And what does Mr. Bandy say 1" nsked
I\e\momu with a grin.

“As Ho doesn’t serve Rookwood, he don't
care two pins for thc Head, of course.
Grocers are quite mdepcndcnt gentlemen,
you. know, when they haven't ybur custom,
I've goi a good chance with the Bandy-
bird. If I can take 'a few customers with’
me, I'm protty’ cortain of the job, That's
why I' ve bncu hanging “about to see you
fe]lo\h‘ % \\ . » n

“Oh!” -

“0Of course, I don’t expect you to know
me _nowadays,” condinued Mornington, !
;;é’umic school clmps don’t know errand

= :

"Donl. be a silly ass, Morny!” mier-’
rupted Jimmy Slhrer grofily. -

“But for the snke of old times,” went on
Morny, unmoved, “you' might remember
me and give me an order. - You will alwavs
find mo attentive to customers; and T s
know my place—rather a distinction ‘in a



tradesman 1n these mersy days. By con-
“ 'stant and- respectful attention, I hope to
merit your further patronage.”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“It isn’t a laughing matter—it's business.
.Can I take some orders for you young
#-gentlomen?” asked Morny. He touched his

ﬁ, and then took out a cheap pocket-
k and pencil,
“The" Rookwood juniors blinked at him.
In spite of his ironical manner, Valentine
rnington was evidently in carnest.
here was a good side to Morny’s peeun-
r character. In his high and palmy
s he bad never been a snob, Now that
was down on his luck, it was evidently
intention to turn to honest work—and
o had too much good sense to suppose
that there was anything derogatory in any
vork, so long as it was honcst.
o glanced at the amazed juniors with
nite a business-like air.
“] won't recommend Bandy's tes,” he
id thoughtfully. ‘“His tea is rather a
rker. What about butter? He gets his
ter from a farm, .and it's good, and
shillings » pound. Would any of you
gyoung gentlemen care to sample our
vo shilling butter 1"
The janiors chuckled.
»"“If you really mean
WJimmy.
“Of course I do. I tell you, I can bag
he job at Bandy’s, if I can take him
some customers, and a few orders as an
earnest of future custom.” -
The juniors cxchanged glances.
The whole affair appeared to them in
10 light of a “lark,” serious as Valentihe
dornington was about it,
“Well, it's a go!” said Jimmy Silver
t last. “We can whack out a pound of
utter among the four of us.”
One pound of butter,” said Morning-
, making a noto in his order-book. *Any
ardines 1"
“Ha, ha! Yes, put in a tin of sardines "
*One tin of sardines. Cocoa—colfee—
icel——" .
~‘Ha, ha, ha!"
he t‘i:t_icn! Four entered into the spirit of
thing, and they madec up a list of orders
Morny. That list of orders mortgaged
ir allowances _for the week; but they
that it was in a d cause. When
ono-time dandy “of the Fourth had

it—" began
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taken down the list, he turned to Erroll,
who was looking on in grave silence,

‘*Anythin' for you, Master Erroll?” ho
asked. ’

“Ti you eall me Master Erroll, you ass,
I'll punch your silly head!” :

““My dear chap, 1 know my place,” said
Mornington. “I'd be very, glad to scrve
you, 1 can recommend our butter and
cheese—"

Lrroll burst into a laugh.

“Put me down for what you like,".hc
said “Maoke it come to & pound. I wish
you'd give up playing the goat, Morny.”

“This isn't playin’ the goai; is it
startin’® in business. I may be a big ‘shop:
keeper some day—sort of Harrods or White
leys. Big thin’s come from small beginnin’s.
Rely on me to give you the best
value for your quid,” said Mornington,
“The goods shall be Aﬁe]'nrurefl to-morrow,
Will that dot”

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes.”

Mornington rose. G0

“I'll cut off to Bandy's now,” he said.
“With an order like this, the job's mine.
Bandy’s as good as said so.- He will by
rubbin’ his fat paws over the prospect of
gettin’ Rookwood custom. Txcuso me,
gentlemen. I have the honour to bid you
a very humble and respectful good-after-
noon.’ .

And Mornington touched his cap and
walked away. i
Jimmy Silver & Co. stared after him.
“Well1” said Jimmy, with a deep breath.

Lovell chuckled,

“What & change for Morny! I wonder
how long it will last?”

And the juniors walked home to Rook-
wood, wondering.  There was no doubt
that it was a big change for Valentina

Mornington, and they wondered what
would come of it. < 1
CHAPTER 9.

Mr. Bandy's New Boy!
Y O ity Tl gugpe '
ubby Muffin gasped. ;
Ho was full of ncws; almost
bursting with it in fact; but ho
was too breathless and excited to get it

out, So he spluttered.

It was the day following Jimmy Silver
& Co's visit to Coombe, and the Fistical
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Four wero chatting outside the School
House, after morning lessons, when Tubby

rolled breathlessly by. The Ce. regarded
the fat Classical curiously as ho panted.

“Well?” siid Jimmy Silver enquiringly.
“What's happened? Has Conroy found out
it was you that bagged his cake, and ho is
after you with a stump?”

“Oh, no!”® gasped Muflin,
I'vo seen him—"
+*“Which him?"

“Morny!” splattered Tubby.

Jimmy Silver held up a severe hand.

“Haven't you seen the Head's fist on the

vt L ..d?" hﬂ d Aedd

allowed to sce Morny, you young raseal |”

*Well, I like that—when you went down
to Coombe to sco him yesterday!” ex-
claimed Reginald Muflin warmly, “I heard
you telling Putty® Grace. Besides,
could I help seeing Morny when he’s come
hero t”

“Hore!” - exclaimed the Fistical Four
together. _ b
. "Yes, rather] He's here now!” gasped
Muffin, “He's come to the back door
with a basket—""

“A—a basket?”

“ Delivering groceries I shrieked Tubby.
It was out now! *“What do you fellows
think of that 1" i .

* Phew !”

“Hallol What's that about Morny?”
asked Tommy Dedd, the Modern junior,
coming up. ‘Morny still hapging about1”

““Delivering grocerics at the back door!”
spluttered Tubby Muffin. *I've seen him!
I 'say he's in chipt sleeves clothes. He's
got a white apron on, too, tucked up, like
a shopman, you know. I’ve just scen him
come in ot the tradesmen’s gate.”

‘“Another -of Morny's. weird larks,”
rinned Tommy Dodd. “Pm going to sce
im!” .

Tommy Dodd started off at a run, quite
cager to reo Mornjngton in his remarkable
new character. Five or six fellows who had
heard Tubby's  etartling announcement
followed.

Quite a littlo army of Rookwood jumiors
camo round tho buildings, and gathered
round the handsome youth who was stand-
ing at the kitchen door, %

" was Mornington—and ho “was as
Muffin described him. A white and spot-
loss apron was tied round him, and tucked
up on one side, in the -proper profcssional

“I~1" say,

d. “You're not [

how | .
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style. Ho had put down a large basket
stacked with pgroceries, and rung the
kitchen-bell. = i

He glanced at the crowd of excited juniors
a3 they arrived, and touched his eap with
ironio  respect. |

Tho kitohen door opened, and Tupper,
the page, -looked out, Tupper almost fell
down at tho sight of Mornington; with

groceries. ; .
“Hallo! - Wot's the game?’ asked
Tupper. He stared at Mornington, and ho
stared at Mornington agein; Evidently
Tupper supposed that it was a “lark.”
“Goods from Mr. Bandy’s, sir,” said
Mornington. . s N
“Who are you calling sir, Master Morn-
2" ejaculated the astonished Tupper.
*You, sirl” :
“Oh, my eyel” said Tupper. o *
“Will you kindly take the goods, sir?”
asked Mornington, lifting the basket. “I
havé snother round to make. Goods for
five-young gentlemen of this school with
separata bills, I think you will find tham
correet.” & :
“QOh, lor!"” said Tupper. -
Ha:took the basket mechanically.
ﬁpmington waited outside the door.
More and more juniors wers gathering on
the scene now; Tubby Muffin had spread
the news far and wide. There was a chorus
of chor hough Morny's face wns quite’
grave. Apparently he was taking his new
Job with becoming seriousness. :
“Hero comes a_merry prefect!” murmured
Lovell. “I wonder what Bulkeley will'say?
Carthew, tool” % 1
Bulkeley and Carthew of the Sixth came
up. The prefects had noticed the army of
junjors . streaming round the houso, and -
they had followed -to see what was “up.”
They expected to find-a fight or a rag of.
some kind going on; and they were as-
tounded at_the sight.of Valentine Morning-
‘t{on, in 2 white apren, weiting at the kitchen
oor. : : ;
“Mornington|" exclaimed Bulkeley. “You
again! What are you doing here, you young
sweep 7" .
Morny touched hig
* “Business, sir,”
*“What ?” A Sty
" “I'm Mr. Bdndy’d néw boy, sir,” ‘ex-
plained 'Morhim; “I’'m_delivering the
L% o :

“Creat Scott!” 2

m,

cap:
answered.

I



1THE SCHOOLBOYS'

1 Tﬁe Rookwood captain could only blink
at him. Carthew struck in:

. #The Head’s forbidden you
Rookwood, Mornington,  Clear

‘m waiting for my basket, sir!”
“¢Don't be a .young fool! Clear off!”
d the bully of the Sixth. “Ill help you
b my boot if you don’t-go!”
fornington did not stir.

'm afraid I couldn’t go without my
peet, - sir,” he answered. “There are
ficr goods in it for my round.”

Do you want to make out that you're
ly a grocer’s boy ?" exclaimed Bulkeley.
£ Yes, sir! Mr, Bandy has kindly given
¢ a job—six shillings a week, all found,
sleep in,” said Mornington. “It's a
1 beginning, sir, but I hope to make
od shopman when I'm a little older,
perhaps keep a shop of my own some

May I hope, sir, that I shall have
r custom ?*

*You young ass!” muttered Bulkeley.
arthew strode forward. As Bulkeley
s head prefect, there was no need for
grthew to interfere; but the bully of the
ixth did not mean to let the opportunity
He had an old grudge against Morny
not been mollified in the least by the
ior’s expulsion from Rookwood.

Get out!” he snapped. ‘I give you one
nd before I kick you out! Now, then
arpt”

ornington’s eyes glittered.

t* May I appeal to you, Master Bulkeley 7"
p- asked.
ghich is Mr. Bandy's property.”

Let him alone, Carthew,” said Bulkeley.
fIf he's really delivering groceries, he must
hve his basket.”

“Rot! It's only a cheeky excuse of the
jung cad’s to wedge into the schooll”
jclaimed Carthew angrily. “You know
fat as well as I do, Builyelej"’
#Let him alone, I tell you!" answered
p captain of Rookwood gruffly. “If you
h him, Carthew, you’ll have to deal
me; I warn you, ﬁomiugtou, get out
s as quickly as you can!”
tCertainly, sir; only waiting for my bas-
" answered Mr, Bandy’s new boy cheer-

hew gave the Reokweod eaptsin a

to enter
out at

“Y have to wait for my basket, Cook
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bitter look. He did not venture tu lay
hands upon Morny after Bulkeley’s warning.
“You are aiding and abetting this young
rascal in his insolence!” he said between
his teeth. “I shall report this to the Head
at once!"”
“You will please yourself about that,"”

answered Bulkeley, with a shrug of the
shoulders, E
Carthew strode savagely away. Tt was

evidently his intention to bring the Head
upon the scene, and the juniors began to
look anxious. What would happen if the
Iead arrived and found Mornington there,
in his remarkable new character of grocer’s
boy, they could not imagine. 2

“I say, better hurry Tupper up a bit!"
murmured Lovell. “Morny, call out to
Txﬁper to buck up.”

ornington shook his head.

“I hope I know my place too well, sir,"”
he answered. ‘Master Tupper must take”
his own time. I remember he always did
take plenty of time about everything.”

“But the Head's coming!"” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. *Carthew’s gone to fetch
him!”

“I've no objection” to seejng the Head,
Mzz'sferv?ilvar."

“Perhaps he will give me an order.”

“Oh, you ass!” gasped Jimmy.

Tupper, within, was certainly toking his
time unloading the grocery basket. Tupper
was not-a hustling youth at the best of
times, and just now he was in a state of
astonishment and breathless - excitement.
and housemaid had to be told of
the astounding reappearance of Mornington
before the basket was unpacked. Two or
three surprised and astonished faces were
peering from the kitchen windows at Mr.
Bandy’s new boy. Mornington touched his
hat respectful]ly to the cook as he caught
her glance. k gasped and disappeared.

Mornington ‘was waiting with complete
calmness, but the fellows gathered round
were decidedly uneasy. Carthew was certain
to lose no time in bringing the Head upon
the scene, and when he—

““Here he comes!” squeaked Tubby Muffin
breathlessly.

And there was an awed silence as Dr.
Chisholm strode upon tho spot, with Car.
thew at his heels.
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CHAPTER 10.
The, Chopper ,Comes Down!
R. CHISHOLM stared at Mornington.
D Ho scemed to find a difficulty in
expressing his feelings in words.
* Mr. Bandy's new boy touched his
cap respectfully.

* Mornington " gasped the Head, at last.

“Yes, sir, Anythin' I can do for you,
sirf” -

“How dare you come here?”

“Excusec me, sir, I was sent to deliver
groceries, for my master, Mr. Bandy, sir,
of Coombe; I am also prepared to take
orders. Perhaps you would like to give our
bacon a trial, sici”

“Wha-at?”

“Best  home-cured, sir—we keep uo
American stuff,” said Mornington, tukinﬁ
out his order-book. “We have in a fres
side of the very best quality. If I may
venture to advise you, sir, you should give
an order now, as bacon is rather short, and
we may be sold out pretty soon. I should
be very pleased to secure your custom.”

The Head almost gasped for breath,

The juniors were grinning again; but a
glance from their Headmaster caused the

ring {o die dway on their faces. Dr.

hisholm’s glance just then was not unlike
that of the fabled Gorgon.

“Mornington!” breathed the Head.  “I
command you to go to your home at
once !

“I'm goin® there, sir, as soon a¥ Master
Tupper hands out my basket, I live at
My. Bandy'’s.” t

“I mean your guardian’s home,” ex-
claimed the Head. *“You know perfectly

well what I mean, I command you to re-
turn to Sir Rupert Stacpoole!”

Mornington shook his head, -

“Sorry 1 can’t oblige you, sir,” he said.
“We do everything we ‘can- to please the
public, but there is a limit. May I .point
out in the most respectful manner, sir, that
you have no’ authority to con d me to
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Dr. Chisholm—they did not want to meet
his eye. !
-That eyo- glittered at Mr. Bandy’s new

";Momingtnn, I am perfectly aware that
this conduct is intended for insolent de-
fiance ! said the Head, breathing hard,' “It
is correct that I have no authority over a
boy who has left this school; but within
these walls, sir, my authority is absolute, I
command you to leave this place, and never
set foot within these precincts again, on
any pretext whatever!"” 1

“But -if my master orders me to deliver
goods here, sir—" . {

“I will communicate with Mr. Bandy on
that subject,” said the Head, with a wither-
ing look, “Go!” 5

“Very well, sir; but I must take my
basket.”

Tupper, fortunately, appeared at the door
with” the basket, and handed it to Morning-
ton. The Head called to him harshly,

“Tupper, you are not to take anything in
future that may be brought here by Morn-
ington.” He is not to be admitted under
any circumstances ,whatever, Bear that in
min{l,." Y duigad R

“Yessir]” gas) Tupper. 2 g

*Now go, you insolent boy!" commanded
tho: Head.

Mornington put his basket on his arm,
“Certainly, sir! You are sure there fs
nothing T can do for you in the grocery .

lie——> .

“Gol” : 3

“I may point out, sir, that you would
do well fo secure somo of our home-cured
bacon. The demand is.very keen,” p

“Go!” gasped thd Head. i

“Can we supply you with jam, sir—
home-made b n.‘ﬂ:nd_v and warranted
of the very %eﬂ:.quaﬂity?" s

Dr. Chisholm made a stride towards 3
grocer’s boy. Morhington tou bis i
Eather hastily, and ‘walked away to -

|

do anything, as u are no longer my
headmaster? Anythin’ in the way of busi-
ness, sip——'?

“Boy 1" 2

“If you would care to give our home-
cured gnoon a trial—"

“Ha, ha, hal*

“8ilence!” shouted the Head; and there
was instantly a silenca that might have been
felt. The juniors looked anywhere but at

trad n’s gate, basket on arm, ‘The
juniors gazed after hin speechiessly till the
gnte swung shut behing bhim, “and Mr. .
andy’s new boy wes gone. k
The Head strode awsy, and thero was
silence until he had disapp ; but then
4 buzz of voices and-a ehorus of chortles
breke forth. Mornington's ‘latest” de-
lighted the “Bookwaod juniors licyond - all
bounds, O R My
“Isn't he a .corker?™ gased Lovell
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he a real gilt-cdge corker? 1
ht the Head would burst a boiler
m Morny was recommending his home-
d ‘bacon!”
‘Ha, ha, ha!"
‘He won’t be able to come here any more
"' remarked Raby., “We can’t give

any more grocery orders.”
¥ Nover mind; he’s got his job, now, at

raté,” said Jimmy Silver, laughing.
e may as well go in and fiold our
ies,
ho Fistical Four returned to the School
puse. . But there a rather disagreeable
Ebrise awaited them. DBulkeley called to

gm in the passage.
S”ilver, Erroll, Raby, Newcome, Lovell

i Hallo! What's wanted, Bulkeloy ?”
You are!” answered the Rookwood
i i “Youre to go into the

ve dismayed juniors made ‘their way
that dreaded ‘apartment. “They won-
svhether the Head had learned of
gir meeting with Morny in Coombe the
iy before. If he had, they knew that
ere was trouble to come.
[ Chisholm's expression . hinted of
ble as they came into his study. He
. at his dosk, with five grocery-bills be-
e him. His eyes almost glittered at
B rhe chod brought by Mormi gto
o goods brought by Mornington ap-

phr to belong to you,” he seid. “Your
Bmes are here.” z
.Y o-0-e3, sir!” stemmered Jimmy Silver.
b u ordered these goods at Bandy's

harm in that, sir, is there 7"’ asked
Silver, with his most inpocent ox-
on,  “Tho housekeepér would sce
slir. before they were given to wus,
al.” :

2.

that you ordored these goods at

s shop because that insolent boy,

ngton, is there,”

sirt” murmured Jimmy.

that rcason,” ' said the Head

“these goods will be confiscaled,
not be handed over to you. You

however, take these bills, and pay
dy the sums due,”

furthor gFoods delivered here by
igton will be confiscated in the samo

aoubt; but I have @ strong sus- |-
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way,” added the Head. 'Mr. Bandy's

shop will be placed out of bounds for. all

Rookwood. I am placing a notice on the

board to that cffeet. Anyone transgressing

this order will be dealt with severely. You

may go,” -~ P

_The juniors turned to the door; but

Jimmy Silver turned back, with a vory
demure look. -

"Are wo to pay theso bills, sir?”

"I have said sol” snapped the Head,

“But, if Mr. Bandy's shop is out of
bounds, sir, how can we go there to pay
the- bills 7

The Head breathed hard. He somotiinos
spoke very hastily, but he did not like
being “caught out” by a junior. Certainly
Jimmy’s manner was not impertinent, but
thero was a glimmer-in his eyo that tho
Head did not like, and which he did not
approve of.

“I will send Tupper to pay the bills,
Silver,”’ he said, after a short pause. “You
may place them on my desk, with the
requisite money.”

“We haven’t the mondy till Saturday,
sir.” said Jimmy Silver meckly.

The Head breathed harder.

“Then I will pay the bills, and deduct
the amount from your allowances,” ho said.
“You, Silver, T think to have heen chiefly
to ‘blame in this matter. You wil take
five hundred lines.”

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.

“Now you.may go, unless oufave any
further ‘remarks to makel” added the
Head, with a touch of grim irony.

But the juniors hadn’t any further rg-
marks to make. Remarks at five hundrod
lines a time were a little too cxpenmsive.
They quitted the Head's study in a hurry,
without making any further remarks.

I +

CHAPTER 11.

; Floored! F
HE next day was Wednesday—a half-
“holiday, and there would have been

‘a regular procession to Mr. Bandy’s

_ grocery shop in' Coombe, to sce
Mornington in his new “job.”" But the
Head had foreseen that. = Theroc was a
notice on the board placing Mr, Bandy’s
establishment out of bounds, and, further-
more, Iorbiddini all Roockwood to have
any dealings with Mr. Bandy at all. The

T

s

‘new custom which’ Mornington had broryht
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fo his employer was, therefore, brief, Mr,
Bandy's now hoy was not to have another
opportunity of visiting Rookwood School
with a basket of groceries on his arm.
Bome of the Ruukwggd fellows felt very
restive at the Head’s new prohibition. They
remarked that he was exceeding his rights;
as perhaps, indeed, he was. Lovell argued,
in the Common-room, that it wasn't the
Head's bizney where a fellow bought a
tin of tomatoes or a pound of cheese, and
Lovell’s remarks were heard with applause
by the juniors. Unluckily, they were also
heard by Carthew, of the Sixti, who was
prowling round tho doorway; and Carthew
marched Lovell off to the Head, thoro to
repeat his arguments if he liked, Lovell
came out of 510 Head’s study, rubbing his
hands hard, and was observed to be in
anything but an argumentative mood. after-
wards.  Whether tﬁo Head was exceeding
his rights or not, it was pretty clear that
he was going to have his way.
The procession to Mr. Bandy's shop,
- therefore, did mot come off. Peelo re-
marked, in his slangy way, that as the
Head was so shirty about it, it would be
wiser to give Mr. Bandy a miss in baulk.
And  as Carthew walked down to
* (oombe on Wednesday afternoon, probably
in the hope of catching offenders and curry-
ing favour with the Head by roporting
them, most of the juniors decided to give
the Bandy establishment a wide borth.
Not so the Tistical Four, however.
Lovell, no longer loudly argumentative on
the rights of the master, was angry and
obstinate, and be told his chums that he
was. going to Bandy’s. Ho told them, in
& sub:lueﬁ voice, in a quict corner, rub-
bing his bands the while. The Head ap-
pearcd to have given his canc some con-
siderable oxercise for Lovell’s behoof, and
Arthur Edward was smarting.
“Risky !I” said Newcome,
Snort from Lovell.
“You shecr off, then, if you're funky "

ho said.

“Jf tho Head hadn't given you ‘enough,
old top, I'd dot Jou in the eye,” said New-
come placidly. “Let's go.”

“Let’s!” assented Jimmy Silver.

And the Fistical Four sauntered out of

ates, and started to walk in the opposite

irection from Coombe. That was 'a
cautionary measure, in case eyes werc upon
them. At a suitable distance they left tho
rond. ‘cut through the wood, and eémerged
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into the lanc again near Coombe village.
They walked down the little old High
Street and stopped opposite Bandy's shop,
and scanned it across the road, .
“No beaks in sight,” said Lovell, *“If
we were spotted and reported to the Head,
thero would be wigs on the green, The |
Head isn’t sweet-tempered. about Morny.”” |
“8afo enough. Come on!” i3
After & furthor cautious survey of _the 3
village High Street, the Fistical Four
crossed quickly, and plunged into Mr.!
Bandy's shop. It was a littlo dusky:
shop, two ste)gs down from the strect, and
redolent of bacon and soap and other
things in tho grocery line. iy
Mr. Bandy, a stout gentleman with a
bald head and red whiskers, was behind his’
little counter, and he grinned welcome to
the Rookwooders. Mr. Bandy was highly,
satisfied with his new boy, and the prospect
of custom from the bi{ school. He was
net the chicf grocer of Coombe, and he
did not serve Rookwood; in fact, his busi-
ness was not a very prosperous one, and
all was grist that came to his mill
“ Afternoon, young gentlemen,” he said
affably. “What can do for you -this
afternoon " k
“Well, we really drepped in to see your,
now boy, Mr. Bandy,” said Jimm, Silver.’
“He's an old friend of ours, you know.”
Mr, Bandy smiled.
*“Very kind of you, sir, to take notice of |

higﬂ now he's come down in the world,” he
sald. -

“Oh! Ahl Hem! Yes! Can weo sec
him 7

3 =)
Mr, Bandy jerked a fat thumb towards
the little parlour béhind the shop. 2-]
“He’s in the parlour, 'aving his tea,™
he cl_:pln.ined. “You're very welcome lo |
step ih. Make yourselves at ‘ome, ynunji
gentlemen.” =
“Thank you very much.”" "
“Not at all,” said Mr. Bandy politely.
Jimmy Silver & Co. entered the littlo par<
lcur. Mornington was seated at the tea-
table, with a plato of thick “bread and
butter before him, and a_big cup of tea.
Ho was eating with'a good appetite, From
the kitchen, which adjoined, came a sound
of clinking crockery, which secmed to hint
that Mrs. Bandy was at her household:
duties there, g
. “Hallo, you chaps!” exclaimed Morn-
ington, looking up. “Fancy scein’ you




e! T don’t know whether I'm allowed

receive visitors in business hours—"

% “Mr. Bandy told us to come in,” grinned
. “How are you getting on in the

ery line, Morny 7"

First rate.” :

Like tho business?”

“Toppin’ |  Squat down somewhere. You

on’t mind if I go on with my tea "’ asked

. Bandy’s new boy. “I've gobt to mind

e shop when my master goes out.”

“Mind tho shop!” murmured New-

me. “Oh, my hat!”

“I've been rather expecting an influx of

ookwood ' customers . this afternoon,” ‘ gaid

Mornington, “Ain't I goin’ to get your

custom 1 » .

§ ‘' Head’s put the shop out of bounds,”

- Mornington whisl]ed,? K

L' “Well, T suppose he would,” he assented.

¢ That’s rather & facer, gh. I ghan't

ring Mr. Bandy much custom at that

“Wo'll do what we can,” said Jimmy
Bilver. “But tho Head's very waxy; he's
icaned Lovell for talking too much. We'd
ibuy some stuff now if we had any money;
Lbut we’re cleared out at- present.’

. “My dear man, big businesses are built
on credit.. T'll get you tick!”

- “Right-ho!” said Jimmy, laughing.
'X?u' can assure Mr. Bandy 'Mwo wi
ettle.” %

“Like a bird, Youwll have to take the
ods I can’t deliver at Rookwood

‘Ha, ha! . No!”
¢ The chums of the Fourth remained chat
ng with Mornington while he finished his
a. It did not take him long. So far; at
all events, Morny was keen on a!tending
o his duties. ﬂ[r. Bandy, in fact, had
iquite & jewel of a shop-boy—so far,
i_Morny returned into the shop and the
stical Four followed him. They made
eir ;furéhases and pocketed the articles,
d Morny made entries in a big book,
Hunder Mr, Bandy’s eye. Morny was ap-
parently teking over the book-kesping of
fithe establishment; his abilities_ in that line
rera probably quite equal to Mr., Bandy’s.
#*Better scout before we step out,” mur.
i’ Lovell, and-he put. his head canti
tously out of the shop doorway, -under cover

i

for sale. : - Feo
He drew it back as suddenly as if he had
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& stack of brooms and brushes exposed | .
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unwittingly put it into a lion’s jows, His
face was quite pale.

“The Heéadi"” he

“What 1"

“He's just coming.”

“Oh, crikey!”

Jimmy Silver & Co, did not stop to think.
They bolted back into the parlour like rab-
bits into a burrow at tho sight of a terrier.

Barely had the glass door closed, when
there was & stately tread in the shop door
way. They had just escaped |

“He's coming "in!” breathed Lovell
faintly, “Oh, dear! Might have run into
him} Oh!” £

** Bhush I =e ik

The upper part of the parlour door was
of glass, covered by a thin muslin curtain.
Through the. muslin, the j}:mior! were able
to lpoﬁ into the shop without being seen.
They watched breathlessly, fecling ~almost
giddy from their narrow escape.

Dr. Chisholm’s stately form loomed in the
shop doorway; and he uttered an exclama- -
tion as he stumbled over the steps down
from tho pavement, f b

“Mind the step, sir [ called out Morning-
ton, who was with’ Mr. Bandy behind the
counter. .

*Bless my soul!”

The Head rccovered his. balance, and
sailed into’' the dusky little shop. He was
breathing hard. He gave Mornington onc
steely lcok, and then turned all his attention
to Mr. Bandy - £

That gentleman blinked at him dubiously.
He knew nothing of the circumstances m
which Morningion _had. left Rookwood ;
but as he - did not - serve the
school—officially ~at  least—the Head’s
wrath was not alvrming to him, Indeed,
Mr. Bandy was quite prepared to give as
good as ho got—as he would have expressed .
it—in dealing with even so6 august & person-
age as the Head of Rookwood. . -

“'I have called. Mr. Bandy, in reference
to that boy I” said the Head in a deep voice.

“Yes, sir, good afternoon, sir,” said Mr.
Bandy. “Anything I can send you, sir?”

“I am not here to give you an order, Mr.
Bandy. That- boy, as you are doubtless
aware, formerly belonged to Rookwood,"

“I -believe so, sir,? said Mr. Bandy
blundly.‘ A I

“He is an ,extre!nelﬂ
éaid the Head. “He
in order to cause me annoyance, I hoj

stuttered.

troublesome iaoy { 5
as come here, I feu.l}
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sir, that you will send him away, at my
uest.”

“I've found ’im a very good lad, so far,
sir,” said Mr. Bandy.

“He is the most insolent boy it has ever
been my misfortune to deal with,” said Dr.
Chisholm, raising his voice a little.

“Can’t say I've found 'im so, sir,” said
Mr. Bandy. “Very nico respectful lad, to
my mind, You can wrap up that there
cheese, lad.”

“Certainly, sir,”
respectfully.

“Very bright lad, and secmed cut out for
the orocery, sir,” said Mr. Bandy, confi-
dentially.

“It iz not a proper- state of affairs, Mr.
Bandy, for a boy cxpelled from school, to
take a position as grocer’s lad in the adjoin-
ing village.”

“Think not, sir?” asked Mr, Ba;:ly
calmly. *“The poor lad 'as to earn ’'is bread,
I s’pose.”

“His guardian is.willing te allow him to
return home. In fact, he is very anxious
for him 1o return, at Jeast—I presume so.”

“Well, sir, if his guardidn calls 'eré about
*im, I'll ’ave & talk to him,” said Mr. Bandy.
“Course, I wouldn’t think of keeping a boy
whose guardian wanted ‘him at 'ome. That
would be agin tho law, teo. You mention
to his guardian, sir, that I'll be pleased to
sco 'im if he cares to call, and give ’im a
'cu’g of tea, sir, and 'ave a talk.”

here was a faint sound of chuckle from
the back parlour. G

The idea of Sir Rupert Stacpoole taking a
cup of tea with Mr. Bandy was almost too
much for Jimmy Silver & Co.

The Head of Rookwood  flushed a little.
He was a peremptory old gentleman, and ac-
cuslomed to having his own way. It was d
littlo difficult for him to remember that,
outside the walls of Rookwood, his lordly
will and pleasure was of no special conse-
quence to anyons bui himself.

“1. hardly  think that it is likely that
Sir Rupert Stacpoole will call upon you. in
reference, to the matter, Mr, Bandy,” he
said hanghtily.

“Then in that case, sir, there don’t
scem anvihing to be done. do there?” said
Mr. Bandy, with unruffled calmness.

“1 have called, Mr. Bandy—"

*And very glad to seo you, sir. Won't
you take a seat? Doy, place & chair for
the gentleman.™ - 2

*“Certainly, sir,” said Mornington.

zaid Mornington, very

-
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He brought out a stool for the Head.
That gontleman ignored 'it. He remained
standing, his eyes fixed on Mr. Bandy’s fat,
smiling face. Mr. Bandy was beginning to
enjoy the interview, with view to telling the
tale, with great effcct, at the social circlo
which met of an evening at the Red Cow. ,

“I have called, sir,” said the Head, in a
deep vorce, “to request you, most urgently,
to“scnd !hgt boy away.”

“His presence, sir, in this village, is most
annoying to me personally,” said Drf
Chisholm, in his mest stately manner, J

“And who, sir?” said Mr. Bandy, swell-
ing a little.  ‘“As onc man to anether, sir,
I arsk, who are you, sir 77 =

“Mr, Bandy I’ 3
. “TE you come ’ere, sir, to' order goods,'
well and good,” said Mr. Bandy. “I'm
hopen- to serve 5ou. sir, and which I ’opé
that my goods always give satisfaction, be;
ing of the best quality, and prices reasons
able. But if you come ’ere, sir, to teach
me how to menage this 'cre establishment
sir, and to dictate to me about the ’ands;
sir, that I employ in this cstablishment,
can only say, sir, with the greatest perlite-
ness, sir, H{are’s the door, sir.” H

And Mr. Bandy emphasised his observas,
tion, by pointing a very plump and but-
tex’-lghfogﬁngcr at the ahoy door. :

e Head blinked at him. | :

He scemed deprived -of the power of
speech for some moments. i

As Mr. Bandy afterwa-ds deseribed it, with:
great enjoyment, o the social circlo ofi
the Red Cow. “Fair took the wind out of
'im, you belicve mo!| Fair knocked ’im!” !

In the parlour, four juniors waited
breathlessly. They had never heard their
headmaster tallfed” “to like: that before,
Neither had the: Head ever had such an
experience.  But, ik was the first time he
had come into personal contact with ¢
grocer of socialistic proclivities.’

“8ir!” gasped tho Head, at last.

“Impidence !” said Mr. Bandy cmiphati
cally. “I don’t come up to Rookiwood, inter
fering with you, sir. I s’pose? When I doe:
s0, you tell me to mind my hown business,
and I'il mind it. And until then, sir, you
leave me to manage my shop my own. way.
I can manage my shop, sir, without assist
tance, which I g:m't require. ith all
possible respect, sir.” continued Mr. Bandy,
warming up with tho efféct of his own el



, “you'.e an interfering old codger,

& “Interfering old codger!” repeated Mr,
/Bandy, with enjoyment. .

© Dr. Chisholm wondered, for a dizzy
Imoment, whether he was dreaming this,
But it was no' dream—it was real! Mr.
2Bandy's red face was real, his podgy fore-
“finger pointing to the door was real, and
#Dr. Chisholm had rcally been called an in-
terfering old codger! Not a word further
sscaped the hapless old gentleman. He
rbacked to the shop door, stumbled over the
fisteps, and faded away. s )

Jimmy Silver & Co. escaped by the back
oor, and fed for their lives, Not for the
‘wealth of Golconda would they have allowed
the Head to suspect that they had been wit-
esses of that remarkable interview. - They
rived breathlesslv at Rookwood, Prudence
‘counselled silence; it was evidently a case
in which silence was golden. But_the
‘story was too good to keep. The Head,
fas he pondered in amazement and horror
over the occurrence, was fervently glad that,
Mr. Bandy's shop being out of bounds, no
ookwood boy had-been present at his dis-
mfiture. It was fortunate that he could
ot hear the joyful talk that was going on
in the Fourth Form studies,

—_—

CHAPTER 12.
The Head is Not Pleased)
Ty UZZZZ! 1
‘ B oh 1
2 Jimmy Silver gave quite a jump.
The 's study at Rouléwood
School was deserted just then; or rather,
it ought to have been deserted. But it was
not quite deserted, because Jimmy Silver,
~of the Fourth Form, had stepped quietly
c in. Jimmy had stepped in because the
Head wasn’t there. en the Head was
there nobody .was anxious to visit that
study.

The Head was in Mr. Bootles’ room,
engaged in a deep and serious confabulation
with the master of the Fourth. Jimmy
Silver had escerfainzed that fact before he
camo along to tho deserted study to use
the telephone,

He was just about o lift the receiver
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when the telephone bell rang, with a loud
and aggressive buzz, which startled him
very much.

Buzzzzzez!

It was just ill-luck,

Jimmy could not possibly foresce ' that
Dr, Chisholm would get a call just when
he, Jimmy, had dropped in to use the tele-
phone. It really was a thing that no fellow
could foresee.

Buzzzzzzz |

The Fourth-Former beat a rapid retreat
towards the door. Ho was not thinking
of using the telephone now, but only of
getting out of the study before the Head
arrived. And the bell was ringing loudly,
aggressively, and insistently. 3

Alas for Jimmy! Ho had not reached
the study-door when he heard quick foot-
steps in_the passage outside.

The Head was coming,

As Jimmy said afterwards in the end
study, how was he to know that the Head
had asked for a trunk call, and bad only
dropped into Mr. Bootles’ rcom to chat,
while he waited for it to come through.
Evidently, Jimmy couldn’t know.

So he was caught,

With the Hﬂag’s footsteps ‘sounding in
the corridor, and the telephone-bell ringing
behind him, Jimmy Silver stood for a
moment in dismay, not lmowm% what fo
do or what to say if the Head found him
there. .

He¢ knew that Dr. Chisholm's temper
was tart that day, owing to the affair of
Mornington of the Fourth. The Head was
not likely to be at all pleased to hear that
a junior had dropped in to use his 'phone—
though really meaning no harm thereby.
Jimmy felt’ a tingling in his palms at the
bare thought of it.

The next moment he had acted. With
one spring he was behind a screen that
stood near the door.

His hope was that the Head would leave
tha door open, and that he could thus slip
out- unseén, while the old gentleman had
his back turned, taking his call.

" Unfortunately, when the Head came
.rustling in he closed the docr behind him
emphatically, almost with a bang.

He hurried across to the telephone and
took up the receiver. )

Jimmy - Silver_peered out cautiously.

Thé Head had his back turned, certainly;

but the door was shut,” and there were
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{Head.
‘authority.

. “Pausel

2%

. several fect of open aEwe to_be passed to
‘reach it—and then it had to be npexmd

It was not likely that the junior would
Do able to exccuto that strategic movement
“without detection. Jimmy BSilver sagely
detided to remain where he was for the
present. His position was neither safo nor
agrecable; but he had it on Shakespearc’s
authority, that it is beliér to bear the ills
we have, than fly to others that we know
not of. 8o Jimmy stood fast.

“Hallo! Yes? Dr. Chisholm is speak-
ing! Am I speaking to Eir Ruport
Stacpoole? Oh! Yes! Very good!”

““Oh * dear!” murmured Jimmy Bilver.

The Head was evldently “ through  to
v lentina Mo

did not wnnt to hear the Head's
h&lf of the conversation, br any means. But

he really had no choice in the matter. It

. .was that, or discovery and a ecaning; and

it was beltar to be bored than to be caned.
Jimmy Silver thought so, at least.

“The third time I have rung you up on
this_subject?” The Head was going_ on.
“That is scarcely surprising, sir, consider-
ing tho amount of trouble your nephew
has given me. When I sent him away from
Rookwood, sir, I supposed that I had dono |
with him. I presumed, sir, that you had
kim home mt!: you, as I had every right
to expect.”

- Jimmy wondercd .what the baronet had
to say to that. Ho deduced that Sir
Rupert’s temper was as tart as the Head’s,
at least.

“You are the boy's guardian,” said the

“You can, I presume, use your
I tell ]'ou sir, that Mnrnmgton
whom I have uxpellod from Rookwood,
has taken a situation in a shop. in Coombe—
a shop kept by a groeer of the name of
‘Bandy—a most in.so ent man. I have been
treated with gross disrespect by this man,
whom I dcmgd to semi the boy away. He
refused.”
i A moment’s sﬂnnce

! % Absurdi” broke out tho Head, angrily.
“Uttorly . absurd! 1If you think, sir, that
it will do the boy good to do some honest
and laborious work, I t.hnﬂ: you are very.
[xkely right, but 1 sup he need not do

.practically at the gn!as of Rook wood No

arm | Gartam]y there is harm.. His
uampleu :umboxﬂm&tlm to the other
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“Certainly, I have authority over al
the boys in my charge, and I have strictly
forbidden them to hold communication witl
Mornington—most strietly. But undoubt-
edly there will be communication without
my knowledﬁ 0 long as that younf rascal
remains in the vicinity of the sch:

Jimmy Silver grinned. His mental re-
mark was that the Head was rnght on thﬂ
wmk’:l?elg 1;'!]::ome’ : t i.b!y

e cannol remain so near
Rookwood. % Tired T—m ab-all;" he will not
get tired of his present lol]y so long as
‘be knows that ft 1s annoylns te me. That
is his objéct. As his guardian, it is your
duty, “sir, your duty to remove him. I
have no authority over him now that he .
has left Rookwood. Your authority re-
mains. T request you, sir, to take imme-
diate steps to remove him rom Coombc
Whnb«-wgii—wh :

? y Silver fmzly held his breath.
Evidently Sir Rupert had made some
extremely disconcerting reply, for the Head
| was_almost stuttering with wrath.

“You wash your hands of him!" gasped
the Head, at last. “If he chooses to return
home, you will give him shelter, and that
is - aI!-—obherwme you wash your !mnds of

I hear aright? This js—is un.
paralleled—I protest—I repeat, sir, that I
canmot have this boy left it the village,
i almost at the school gates—are you there,
sir1” almost shouted the Head. *Amnswer
me, ?Iuasel A.te you there! Bless my
soul |

The Head put the receiver back on tho
hooks, gasping.

Jimmy Silver stood very ‘still.

Discovery at that mometit would !u‘fl)
" been "appalling.

There was no doubt that the Hmd
wonld have caned Bir Rupert Stacpodle,

if it had been im his power to cane that
genileman; and not a shadow of s doubt
that he would have taken it “out” er any
impertinent junior he in hu
study at that moment.

Scarcely breathing, Jimmy lumi tba
Head rustling to and fro for some minutes:
in a state of great agitation and wrath, .

Then, to Jimmy’s immense ' relief, Dr..
Chisholm = quitted the my, and .atmdn

wi T
When his footsteps

away—doubtless: to an .consult;
Boof
ﬁa

Jimmy Btlvar croph from the .z-tudy



iptoed down the corridor, and when he
ireached tho corner, he bolted. He felt
much better when he was safe in the eml
sétudy in the Fourth-Form passage,

CHAPTER 13.
The Grocer's Boy!

i ELL?”

3 W ** 'Phoned to Morny?”

- “*What's the matter?”
1 Lovell and Raby and Newcome
asked thoso questions together, as Jimmy
Silver came into the study shared by the
| Fistical Four of Rookwood.
Jimmy sank into the armchair
gasped,
t  “I've had a merry timel”
“What's happened?’ demanded Arthur
b Edward Lovell, *“Did tho Head catch you
£ using his *phone?” i
. “Jolly nearly” answered Jimmy Silver.
* Luckily, not quite! I haven’t ’phoned to
Morny, after all. I've had tho pleasure
of standing behind a screen while the Head
§ was 'phoning to old Stacpoole,”

* Phew I”*

and

i “The Head’s in an awful wax because
Stacpoole won't trok down to Coombe again
to collect up his merry nephew, Stacpoole
won't cléar him out, and the Head can't,
50 Morny is going on.” p

gk ““Moro. power to his elbow!” grinned
¥ Raby. “Fancy old Morny as a grocer’s
boy! Towny and Toppy and the rest are
 turnimg “up their noses no end. I say, it
f shows Morny’s got some grit!”

“If ho sticks to it,” said Lovell.

E  “If1” chuckled Newcome. - “But he
i won’t! He’s doing it to make the Head
¢ waxy, I believe,”

Jiml;lti’ Silver nodded.

“Partly that, I'm afraid,” he said. “But
artly. Morny’s in carnest, He's sacked
rom Rookwood, and he doesn’t wani to
b go .and be a poor relation in his
t ancle’s house. The only alternative is to
¢-work, and bhe’s not trained for any job.
Ho used to do good Latin verses when
Lho ook the trouble, but I don't fancy
there’s a living to be made at that.”

. ‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. “Fancy
Eadvertising Latin verses at a bob a time—
o orders wouldn’t roll in, I think!”

I “Without any experience, he's lucky, to
get tho job with Mr, Bandy,” said Jimmy
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Silver judicially, *Orders from Rookwood
helped  him, and orders fremn Rookwood
will help him keep it. We've got to buy
all the stuff we can at Bandy's,”

**Hear, hear 1”

“Only the Head's in such a wax, there'l!
be fearful trouble if anybody is scen there,”

27

said Jimmy. “It won't do to call at
Bandy's again. I was going to 'phone an
order, and ask him to leave the things

for us near tho gates; but the ’phoncs
cut off. I'm not chancing that again. I
suppos2 a chap could write.”

“Don’t pest i the school letier-box,
then,” grinned Lovell. " Somcbody will
bo keeping an eye on that.”

“Or we might send in a message to
him,”  said Jimmy Silver, thoughtfully.
“Bmiley would do it. Wo've got to sce
young Smiley- about the village mateh next
“week, and he's a good kid. What price a
walk down to Coombe—not to sce Morny,
of course, but to sce Smiley?”

“Won't he be at work? Smiley don't
chuck it so early as we do, you know.”

“We can sce him at the shep,” answered
Jimmy Silver. ‘“His governcr won’t mind;
he makes up Rookwood's presciptions.”

*“Right-ho1”

The Fistical Tour sallied forth, having
come to the decision to interview Master
Smiley, the chemist’'s boy of Coombe, who
was also the skipper of tho village junior
eleven.
© The chums of the Fourth could not. help
glancing at Mr. Bandy’s grocery shop as
they walked down the High Street of
Coombe.

A slim and handsome youth, in a white
apron, was standing in the low, narrow
doorway of the old-fashioned shop.

He touched his cap to the juniors, across
the street.

The Fistical Four rcturned 1he salute,
smiling,

It was extraordinary to sce the once
superb Mornington on duty in a little
vil!nﬁe grocery shop, and tho juniors could
not, help regarding it as a “stunt” than as
serious business,

Yet it was the fact that Mornington had
no other resources, unless he choso to
return to his uncle’s house, a disliked
dependent, and face the carping tongucs of
his Stacpoole cousins,

As Jimmy Silver & Co. walked on, Morny
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disappeared from the doprway, apparently
called back into the shop.

A couple of minutes later he issued
from the shop, with his apron tucked up
on one side, and a largo basket on his arm,
The basket was pretty well stacked with
groceries, i

“Morny's going his afternoon rounds,”
remarked Arthur Edward Lovell, glancing
back from where the Fistical Four had
stopped outside the chemist’s shop,

“Hallo, there's Smythe!”

“They've scen Morny!” grinned Raby.
“Watch Smythey’s faco! Seo the horror
grow |

The chums grinned as they looked on.
Smytho and I'racy and Howard of the
Bhell, came up the street, and met Morn.
ington faco to face. The three stared ai
him, and Adolphus Smytho fished an eye-
glass ‘ous of his pocket, jammed_ it into
his eye, and gave Morny a” seccond scornful
SUrvey.

There were a good many fellows at
Rookwood who regarded Murnﬂ’a new
‘“stunt” as no end of a lark, and others.who
looked ‘upon him as a fellow down-on his
luck who ought to be stood by. Smythe &
Co. were not among these. They regarded
the fallen dandy ag
contempt, and did not conceal their vali-
Al;ifd opinion that he was disgracing Rook-
wood. -

At Rookwood, Smythe & Co. had never
felt quite easy under Morny’s cod), mocking
cyes; ho had always, somchow, made them
feel “small”; but now they felt that they
had the upper hand, with a vengeance.

“Begad, it's Mornington!” said Smythe,
“The dashed grocer’s boy, begad: ere,
young shaver!” i

Mornington stopped.

“Did you speak to me, sic?” ho asked,
in a very respectful manner..

“Yes, Get out of the way with that
doshed  basket,” said Smythe. *“Don’t
brush - your confounded basket against a
gentleman's sleeve,- do you hear 1"

“I  haven't, sir,” said Mornington
moekly.  “I only brushed it against your
sleeve.”

Tracy and Howard grinnéd, and Adolphus
reddened, Morny, the grocer’s bni’l ovi-
dently had the same bitter tongue as orny
the dandy of Rookwood. -

“I don’t want any dashéd impertinenco
from a shop cad I”

the Fourth ‘with lofty,

said Bmythe, breathing_
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hard,
you young loafer|
and let me pass!” 7

The thres nuts were walking abreast,
and certainly there wasn’t room for them
to, pass Mornington on the narrow pave-
ment, unless they wero separated.

That they were not inclined to do on
account of a grocer’s boy, But Mornington
stood fast. ) i

“Do you hear me?” demanded Smythe
angrily. “Here, hustle that lout into the
road, you fellows!”

T“Now, - then, clear, you cadl” said
racy.

The three Shell fellows - hustled Morn-
ington. Mr, Bandy’s new boy bad his
right arm laden by the heavy basket; but
he could use his left—and he used it quickly
and effectively. He let it out with a light-
ning drive at Adolphus Smythe, and caught
that elegant youth under tho chin. Smythe
staggercd back “across the_pavement, and
almost sat in a draper’s®hop window—
fortunately, not quite. " - "

“By gad!” gasped Smythe, “Co for
hini! * Ow, my chin! Knock him over and
his ‘dashed groceries along with him [ .

Ho rushed forward, and at the samo
h‘matfcmr figures came speeding across the
street,

“For two pins I'd box your ears,
Step off the pavemeni
P

“This is where we chip- inl”? Jimmy
Silver. concisely remarked.
nd'the Co. agreed that it was,
Mornington and  his basket

grocery 2
would have been pitched into the road, but
?r the prompt arrival of the Fistical -
Four. : i
They rushed straight st Smythe & Co.,
hitting out, and in a twinkling three cle-
ant nuts were strewn on the pavement,
sned]'y wondering how they got there, -

“Ow, ow! ow, wow!| %'uw!”—
*Chear-ho, Marny, old top!” said Jimmy
Bilver. “You can loave these cads to us!”
Morny laughed. ol U
“Thanks1” " he *said, and he .walked or
with his basket, ;
Smythe & Co.. sdt up. :
“You rotten, interferin’ cads!” begar
Adolphus.  “Why, you beast, Silver, ,hos
dare you touch ‘me- with your  hoot!
Sto; me, you robter!
Yow-ow-ow! Oh gnd " s
phus scrambled up and fled, and
y “and ward after him, They
-intended to cy_g-y_ragging-ﬂr.lllmd:’a



jhough ragging for that afterncon.

“And now we'll walk along and see
joung Smiley, and give him an order for
orny ! remarked Jimmy Silver.
And they went.

CHAPTER 14.
The New Recruit!
OUNG SMILEY” was in sole
Y chargo of tho establishment with
the coloured bottles in the win-
3 dow. He grinned and nodded
prer tho counter to Jimmy Silver & Co.
fis they came in,
**Good-afternoon, Smiley,” said Jimmy
ver affably. “Can you spare a minute
the pestle and mortar 1"
Arf an hour, if you like, Master
Bilver, unless a customer comes in,” an-
pwered Smiley,
“We won't take up so much of the time
a rising young business man,” said
fimmy, shaking his head; a remark at
ich Master Smiley ‘chortled. “You
Baven't let us know about the match next
peck 1 What. about Wednesday 1"
L' Wodnesday’ll soot,” answered Smiley.
"’Tain't so easy%for us, Master Silver,
eing 15 we "ave to get the afternoon oft
it tho game.  Buf we'vo fixed it up all
t, and I was going to let you know.”
“We'll seo you at Rookwood on Wed-
Hesday, then?” 2 ¥
Two o'clock, if that'll soct.”
“‘Done! Now there’s apother matter,”
baid Jimmy, “Do you happen to know
Ir. Bandy's new grocery bﬁy#’
k- Another chortle from Smiley.
‘Not “arf!” he answered.
i “He's an old pal of ours, of sorts,”
gid Jimmy. ‘“We're not allowed to call
.him, and I've got a written message
hero for him,  Will you hand it to him
jome time?”
F “Wotto!” answered Smiley, taking
Jimmy Silver's grocery order across the
pounter. “Pleased, sir. Mornington ain’t
farf a bad sort. When I used to seo him
Bbout with the Rookwood young gents,

s turned out quite different. . He
on all right with us.” o
Ohl  You kmow him wellt” asked

ove"

but apparcntly they had had |
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“Wotto!" He's a member of our cloh,”

“My hat! Your cricket club?” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver,

“That’s it,” said Smiley, with a nea.
“Fust dey he was at Mr. Bandy's I spoko
to him, e;]yecting cheek. But he wasn't
cheeky ! ot puttin’ on airs, or nothing
of that sort. Pally, in fact! We got
friendly. and he asked me about the cricket.
Course, I was glud to have him jin my
eleven. Ho could play the head off any
man I've got. Ho said ho didn’t want to
chuck cricket now he’d left school; and
being as he was settling down to work
ill’l g},uum‘m, he wanted to join the village
club.”

Jimmy Silver whistled.

“8o he's joined *” asked Raby.

*I took him along to the next meeting,”
answered Smiley, “We hold our mectings
in the big reom over the fish-shop, you
know, Bcme of the fellows was a bit
edge-wise to Morny at first, but they soon
came round. I never saw a feller more
perlite and nice. There ain’t a chap in
our elub that don’t like him. Course, it's
& good thing for the team. Morny's given
us a lot of tips in cur practice together on
the green.”

Jimmy Silver looked rather scrious, He
saw complications ahead. |

“Will Morny be playing for you on
Wednesday 1" he “asked. 2

“You bet your life!” answered Smiloy
emphatically. “I ain’t leaving my best
man out., We're going to beat you this
time, Master Silver.” 2 :

Which was a prospect that evidently
pleased Smiley, The villago team never
had much of a chance with ‘Rookwood
i'uniors; indeed, Jimmy Silver -& Co.
looked on the wvill: match in a _more or
less huwmorous light, But with Valentine
Mornington in the team, it was quite pos-
sible that, matters. would shape differently.’

After a few words with Smiley the Fisti-
cal Four quitted the chemist’s shop.

In the street, they looked at one another

expressively. -
“This is a go!” remarked Arthur Edward

I {Lovell.
ed to think he looked very uppxsh,‘b;:: ;

“I—I suppose ii’s natural that Morny
doesn’t want to chuck ecricket,” said
Jimmy Bilver slowly. “And there’s noth-
ing but the village club here for him.
But—but—"= .
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“But if he comes up to Rookwood
again—-"" )
“He must come if he's playing for
Smiley,” said Newcome,  “]—T say, it

looks 1o me as if Morny is thinking more
about pulling the Head's leg than about
cricket. The Head will be awfully waxy
if -he secs Morny there, Morny's like &
red rag to a bull ‘to the Head just now.”

Jimmy Silver nodded, with a rather
worried lock.

“ We wan't ask Bmiley to leave out his

" best man,” he said.

“He wouldn’t if we did!™

“No, ot course ho wouldn't.
Morny comes to Rookwood— '
Bilver did not finish.

“Halla, there’s Carthow! Lucky - we're
aot near Bandy’s shop,” said Lovell.

Carthew of the Sixth stared wsriciuusly
at the Fistical Four, as he came a ong the
village strect.

The juniors were
had- kept clear of
ment.

They were well aware that Carthew made
it his busiress to keop & very active eye
on Mr, Bandy’s shop, to detect any fellow
who visited Mornington there in spite of
the Head's prohibition. Bulkeley and most
of the other prefects gavo the s top & wide
berth; but net so Carthew, The bully of
the Sixth was very anxious to get into the
Head's good graces by -reporting any de-
linquent he could lay his hands upon.

“What are you fags doing here?” de-
manded : Carthew, stopping to address the
chums of the Fourth.

“Walking,” answered Jimmy Silver.

“Have you been to Bandy's?”

“My dear man, it's out of bounds,”
answered Jimmy Silver in a shocked tono.
““Haven't you scen the Head's notice on
the board 7"

“Let me catch you, that’s all,”
Carthew, and he walked on.

“Wouldn’t hs like to?” grinned Lovell,
“We'll take jolly goed caro that ho doesn’t.
Jook at him now—spying I”"

Carthew had stopped under a sun-blind
outsidc a &hop, and was waiching Mr.
Bandy's establishment across the stroet,
half-hidden himself.

Evideﬁ!tl{ he was on the look-out Tor
any Rookwooder who was j

But if
Jimmy

glad cnough that they
Mr. Bandy's ostablish-

growled

injudicious
enough to visit the shop Dr. Chisholm had
placed out of bounds for all Rookwood.
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Kit Erroll, of the kourth, came up the
sireet from the direction of the chool,
glancing about him.

He saw the Fistical Four, but he did
not sev Carthew under the sun-blind, and

his footsteps slackened éutside Mr. Bandy’s
doorway.
Erroll was Morny’s special chum gt

Rookweod, and Jimmy Silver & Co. did not
need felling that he had comc. along to
speak to Morny.

Jimmy waved his hand to Erroll across
the street in warning.

The junior stopped, and stared across
at him inquiringly. Carthew of the Sixth
rushed out, like a wolf from its lair, tri-
vmphant. He darted across the street, and
dropped his hand on tho astonished Erroll's
shoulder.

“You were going into Bandy'st” he
demanded.

Erroll gave him a contemptuous look.

“#¥es,” he answered coldly,

“You know it's out of bounds?”

Erroll made no reply.

“You'll come along with me to Rook-
wood,” said Carthew, with a grin. “Tho
Head will be pleased to see you, you young
sweep.”

Aud the prefect marched his victim away,

When Jimmy Silver, & Co. saw Erroll
again, the hapless ycu{h was_rubbing his
hands hard, after a visit to the Head’s study.
The Head's temper was not very equable
just now, and he had not spared the rod, -

“Just as well we weren't caught at
Bandy's!"  said Arthur Edward Lovell,
“Poor old Erroll's got it hot! Young
'Erbert was .caught there yestorday and
licked. T say, I'm sorry for old Morny,
but I'm_going to steer clear of the Bandy
shop. Tl put off seeing Morny again
till the cricket match next Wednesday,”

Which Lovell's chums agreed was a wise
decision.,

CHAPTER 15.
Nios for Adolphus!
ETTER keep clear, Smythey 1”
“Rat 7

“
B “It's out of hounds, you know,”
urged Tracy.
“I'm riskin' that.”
' Adolphus Smythe's - eye gleamed with
determination through his cyc-glass,
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wrathy—exceed-

he great Adolphus was
fly wrathy,

The great Adolphus hed been. kicked—
- Jimmy Silver. That wes a great
miliation for Adolphus. -But Jimmy
ver was, after all, a Rookwood chap.
Bdolplras’ ~ aristocratic faco had been
nched by Mornington, a merc grocer's
w! That was much worse. A kick from
ipublic-school boot was mot so humiliat-
¢ as a punch from a grocer's fist. At
jist, that was how it seemed to Adolphus,
HBesides, it wasn't possible to punish
mmy Silver for the kick, and it was
ssible (o punish tho grocer's boy for the
inch, and that was an important con-
ration,
, some littla time after the Fistical
ar had cleared off, Adolphus & Co.
pvered once more in the neighbourl

" Mr. Bandy’s shop.

Adolphus’ idea was to complain to the
ng cad’s employer, as he expressed it
bhis chums. ’
A grocer would be bound to take notice
. a complaint laid against his boy by 8
fhng gentleman from the big school,
Jolphus considered, Smythe of the Shell
d great hopes that Mr. Bandy, properly
jpressed by the lofty importance of
Ifhus,'wwld give his new boy the
fack.” That would have been a great
olation.

*The coast's clear,” said Smithu, blink-
g. up and down the street through his
jeglass, “You saw that cad Carthew
0 So we know he’s not
. Pm goin’ in. You
" Back me up.”

‘Weo'll wait for you at the tuck-shop,”
swered Foward. = *I'm mnot goin' out
f bounds whilo the Head's so ratty.” = -
“T tell you there’s no risk.”

' Well, you como qlo:gs to Mrs, Wicks’,
id youw'll find us,” 'said Tracy.

ETracy and Howard walked on to the vil-
jge tuckshop, A

F Adolphus gave n sniff, and another glanco
down the High Street, and thén
i .. Bandy’s.

o

jay. . But with so much malice in his

detection, with Carthew safe out of the| ton
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his lofty head up, and his eyegiass gleam-

Mornington, who had returned from his
“round,” was behind the counter, in charge
of the shop, Mr. Bandy was having his
tea, in the bosom of his family, in the littlo
parlour behind.

Mornington smiled slightly at the sight
of Adolphus, 'There was_a mark on the
Shell fellow’s chin, where Morny's knuckles
bad smitten. But the shop-boy’s manner
was quite respectful to a prosumptive cus-
tomer. ’

“Yes, sir; what can I do for you, sir?”
he asked. «

Adolphus stared at him haughtily. K

“Call your master!” he snapped.

%mdy is at tea, sir. Cannot 1°
serve you?”

“(Call your master, and don’t talk to
mel” said Adolphus. “I'm not accus-
tomed to bandyin’ words with shop-cads.”;

Morpington, still meek, tapped on the
parlour door, and opened it a few inches,

“Gentleman insists upon scein’ you, mr.’!\

he said.
Mr, Bandy gave a grunt.. He did not

like being disturbed at his tea, especially

as he was deep in the columns of the
“Clarinet,” his favourite paper, of a strong
socialistie turn. r. Bandy was by way,
of being & Socialist. It helped him to find
compensation for many faults and failures
after all, as good as hig betters, His
Socialistio proclivities helped to provide the
gentlemon ¢f the *Clarinet” with an eas
living, and to save them from the painf
necessity of turning to work. *
Having grunted, Mr. Bandy laid down.
his paper, and came into the shop. o
ducked his head respéctfully to the well-
dressed Adolphus, ialism did not
prevent Mr. Bandy from
to wealth, Tt seldom does.
“Ves sir,” he said. “ What can I—" .
Adolphus pointed. at Mornington, ;
“That boy of yours has assaulted me,
Mr. Bandy!” he said. i
“Dear me!” said Mr, Bandy. 3
“Ho dared to lift his hand to me in
the street!” said ‘Adolphus.
Mr. Bandy frowned stern'y

het does this mean, boy?” he ex-

paying respect

i Morning:

-y

-east, Adolphus was prepared, even against
is usual oustoms, to run a little risk.
| Ho sailed into the little grocer's shop,

d. “How dare you insult this gentlg-
» ;

man %
“Ths gentleman wanted to push me off
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the pavement, sir,” answered Mornington
meekly, but with a glitter in his cyes.
*You should have stepped off the pave-
ment if you were in the young geutleman’s
way,” said Mr, Bandy irritably, “I don’t
pay you your wages to insult my- cus-
tomers,” .
Adolphus smiled. 2
Morny was beginning to “get it,” and
the Shell fellow ifully expected Morny's
passionate temper to break out at that
rebuko. But Morny had apparently
learned to govern his temper since ho had
left Rookwood. At all events, he was not
iuclined to play into his enemy's hands.
“Tho gentleman isn’t a customer, sir,”
he answered suavely. “He's a Rookwood
fellow, sir, and forbidden by the head-
master to deal here.” s
“Oh!” sail Mr. DBandy.
. His manner changed at once. IE Smythe
wasn't a customer, and couldn’t become a
2ustomer, there was no reason to be civil
to him, from Mr, Bandy's independent and
democratie point of vielv. Mr. Bandy had
just been reading a fiery article about well-
dressed and eoxpensive loafers, who bat-
tened upon tho hard carnings of the Bandies
of the world. "He bristled up at once,
“Did you comp in "cre to give an order,
sir#” he inguired.
“Certainly not! 1 came in to complain
of that disrespectful rascal of a shoghoy

of yours!” answered Adolphus haughtily.
Mr. Bandy sncercd.
“And who arc you:” he inqttired. “Do

you own the pavement in the High Street,
and musir’t my boy walk’ on it as well
as you?t” - -
©  This was rather a startling change of
front. Adolphus jammed in his cycglass a
little more firmly, and gave Mr. Bandy
o supercilious stare, which ought to havo
reduced him to respectful submission at
once, But it didn't, The demoerat of
Coombe was not to be awed by an eye-
glass. Nothing but an order for goods,
and a good order, would have reduced him

- to subunission.

“If you ain’t come ’ere on business,”
said Mr. Bandy, “get out! Can't a trades-
man 'ave Lis tea without being worrited
by young loafers?”

“Whatt" ejaculated Adolphus.

“Boy,” snapped Mr. Dandy, turning
baek to tho parlour, and addressing Morny,
“if that foller don't get cut put hin out!”
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“ Certainly, sir!” answered Mornington.

Mr. Bandy went back to . his tea and
the “Clarinet,” closing the parlour deor
after him with a slamn. Adolphus Smythe
stood almost trembling with rage. Instead
of seeing Mcrnﬁ severely reprunanded or
dischargoed, he had been “checked” by a
dashed  tradesman. A fresh humiliation
for the noble Adolphus. .

Morny lifted the leaf of the counter and
oame through, evidently prepared to carry
out his -master’s instructions. |

Smythe of the Shell retreated -towards
tho door.

“®Hands off, you shop cad!” he gasped.

Morningten came straight at him. He
was not scery for the chance to handle
Smythe of the Shell once more.

Adolphus turned, and made a jump
through the doorway into the street. As
he went, Morniugton's boot landed behind
him.

The Shell {fellow gave o howl,. and
plurged into tho street headlong, and
butted blindly into a passer-by.

““Oh,” ejaculated the latter, catching at
Adolphus to steady himself. “Oh! Ow!
You young ass! Whete are you running
to? Hallo, Smythe! What were you doing
in there?” :

. It was Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain
of Rookwood. Adolphus had run' fairly
into the the arms of a Rookwood prefect!

Bulkeley grasped him by the shoulder
sternly. b

“You're out of
exclaimed. s
© “J—=J—" gasped Adolphus,

“Go back to Rookwood at once!
tc"rf:port ti;)is to the Head.”

\bound!, Smythe!” he

1 have

“Cut!” said Bulkeley concisely.

Bmythe of the Shell “cut” in a dismal
mood. ; 3 i

An honr later he steod in_ the presence
of tho Head, who had received the prefeet’s
report. Bulkeley, who was a good-natured
fellow, avoided secing any Rookwood
junior near Mr. Bandy's shop, if he could.
But ho’oceuldn't affcct to be ignorant of
Adolphus’ visit there, ‘as the Shell fellow
had pitched into' his arms on leaving the
establishment, 8o he had. had to make his
report. The Heed selected a-cane. It was
useless for Adolphus ‘to attempt an ex.
planation. He had to go through it.

His feelings as he left the Head's study
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g —
F Mr. Bandy brandishad a fat fist at Mornington. “ I’ll learn you!" he stuttersd. .
L " I'm going for a perliceman now. Il learn you ! He backed out of tho shop

doorway and, as he went, a couple pf egge whizzed across and caught him on
the nose and ear. (See chapter 19.)
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were too deep for words, He had had a
sdvere caning  for visiting the expeiled
junior, and, considering his real motives
for the visit, this wes really rather hard.
But perhaps i¢ was just what Adolphus
deserved. e

CHAPTER 16,
s The Coombz Mateh!
IMMY SILVER was fecling worried as
Wednesday drew near,
On Wednesdey afternoon Rookwood
: juniors were meeting the village
cricket -team, and in that team was in-
cluded Valentine Mornington, the expelled
junior of the Fourth Form at Rookwood.
By that time, all the Lpwer School knew
that Morny was a member of Smiley's team,
and theve had been much discussion and
much chortling over the circumstance,

The match was to be played on the Rook-
wood ground; that had been. settled long
ago. ornington, therefore, had to come
to_Rookwood to play.

The Head had forbidden the cxpelled
junior to show hi f near Roockwood
again. The prehibition, of course, included
the playing-tields, as well as the rest of
the school precincts,

But Morny was.coming, all the same,
al.nd it was diffioult te sce what could be
done. > E

Smiley ‘was_gleeful at having secured
such ‘a player for his eleven, It was no
cxaggeration to say that Morny was worth
most of the rost of the eleven pub-together.
Certainly no earthly eonsideration would
have induced Smiley to leave his new man
out of the matoh, if Jimmy Silver had
:lskcd it—which Jimmy ‘eould not very well

0. :
But Jimmy was sorely troubled. "
He could not help suspecting that it was

not so much the love of cricket, as a

desire- to defy the Head of Rookwood,

that induced Morny to join the willage
team in time for the school matth: '
Mornington’s - econtinued  présence in

Coombe was, in plain words, "a defiance

of tho headmaster who had expelled him;

and Morny did not rest content 'with- pas- | £

sive defiance. Ho liked action. And if
the Head saw him on tho -Rookwood
ericket-field - he— %
Jimmy Bilver

wondered ~ what- Drs
 Chisholm would do and:say. - X
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He wondered, also, what he himself
cught to do. -Scratching the nmtch was a
drastio step; he felt that he could not
do that., Smiley & Co. had given no cause
of offence, and the half-holiday was open;
there was no excuse for scratching. Jimmy
thought of-asking Smiley to change the
ground,- but there were objections to that.
Playidg “on- the village green was rather
a game of patience than o game of cricket.
The pitch left very much -to be desired.
Even -that,” as- it turned out, was out of
the question, for bn inquiry Jimmy learned
that tho village pitch was booked for Wed-
nesday by another crowd. .

But if Morny came to Rookwood and—

The Co. held consultations on tho sub-
ject in the end study, and the epinion of
Jimmy Silver’s chums was that it couldn't

be helped.

“Perhaps tho Head won't seo him,"
suggested Arthur Edward Lovell. “I can’t
over pemeiber the old seout honouring a
junior match, with his presence.

“And his study window is a jolly long
way off our pitch,” remarked Raby.

“But' the prefects~—" snid Jimmy.

“They mayn't- notice him, either—or if
they do, they may mind their own busi<
ness,’”™ -

“Carthew wouldn’t.” :

“Hm! There's Carthew!” said Lovell
thoughtfully. ' “He's on  cw g
favour with the Hgad by spying on fclows
who speak to Morny. I suppose if Car-
thew sees Morny he will blab at once.”

“Sure to,” said Newcome. “But, after
all, what could happen ?--The Head couldn’t
interfere with . a . cricket-match.  That
wouldn’t be playing the game.”

- “He's in a_ rare wax sbout Morny,
though,” said Jimmy Silver, ing -

the . felephone incident-in. Dr, isholm’s
study. *I—I rathor think he will Sy into
o rage if—+" |
“My hat! 1f he stopped the gamg
and—" . :
“He might.” & N
The Fistical Four looked: very serious,

It was rathef. & serious business, in-'fact,
idering e circumst !
“Tt can’t be helped,” - said Arthur
Edward: Lovell at last. “Wo can't scrafch
the ‘match, Jimmy, and we can't. play uﬁ
the' village. And we couldn’ts disappoin
old 8miley, when he's so keen on:the game,




and thinks he has a chanco of beating us
for once. Lot’s hopo for tho best.”

And as there was really nothing clse to
be done, Jimmy Silver bad to let # go
at that.

But he was all
samoe, #

For once, *“Uncle James,” of Rookioad,
was not looking forward to a cricket match
with any pleasurc.

Wednesday turned out a bright and sunny
day, and if Jimmy had hoped that tho
- weather would come to the rescue, and cut
( the Georgian knot with a downpour, he
was disappointed. Tt was an idea! day
for cricket,

Jimmy was very thoughtful during moru-
. ing lessons. It must be admitted that most
of the other fcllows regarded Morny's
forthcoming visit to Rookwood rather as
a “lark,” and found great entertainment in
- wondering  how the Head would take it
“if ho saw the expelled junior there.

After dinner that day Tubby Muflin
joined Jiminy, with a very scrious ox-
,Frcasmn on his fat face. The fat Classical

had beea thinking things out from his own
“particular point of view,

“I don’t quite like this, Jimmy!” said

feeling  worried, the

".I'ubhitl Muffin, with portentous gravity.
“Eh, what?”" usked Jimmy Silver,

* About Morny, you know.”
“What has it to do with you, fathead?”
inquired tho captain of the Fourth.

“It looks to me like disrespect to the
cad.”

*“What 1"

“I've been  considering,”  continued

| Muffin, blinking at the astonished Jimmy,
“whether 1 ought to allow it.”

“Allow jtf” howled Jimmy Silver, .

“Yes. T think if the Head knew Morny
was coming. ke would stop it. Can
countenance such disrespect?” said Tubby
Muffin seriously.  “On the whole, T den't
want to interfere. DBut T think I'd better
be off the seenc "

“No objection 1o that, you silly owl,”

answered Jimmy Silver.  “In fact, the
landscapo will be greatly improved by your
getting off the scene, It will be an act
of kindnes: to everybody present.”
. *"Don’t you be a checky ase, Jimmy, |
don't wmind going out for the half-holiday,
only T'm short of tin, I suppose you could
lend we five bob ™

“Oh!" caid Jimmy.
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Ho comprehended now why Reginald
Mufiin  had given the matter so nuch
thought.

“8o I'm 1o give you five bob wot to
peach ' he asked grimliy.

“That's o retten way of putting it, old
chap,” remonstrated Tubby Muffin, “I
ask you to lend me five bob. Then 1 can
keep clear for the afternoon wnd my—iny
conscience will be satisfied.”

“Well, 1 won't Jend you five bob,” said
Jimmy. “I'll lend you my boot. And if
you zucak to the Head, Tubby, I'll give
you such a hidirg that you won't bo able
to do anything but how! for a day after-
warda.”

And there and then Jimmy Silver took
the fat Classical-by the collar, and put in
somo offective work with his boot, Thero
was a series of lowl and dismal howls from
Reginald Muffin, .

“Yow-ow-ow-ow' Leggo! Leave off!
Yooop! I—I say, I was only joking! Yow!
Make it half-a-crown! Yooop! I'll take a
Lob! Yarooocop! You awful beast, leave
off kicking me! Oh crikey!"

Jimmy Silver walked away, leaving tho
fat Tubby squitming. Tubby Muffin started
for the Head's study, but he stopped. He
reflected “that if his fat consciento caused
himn to * peach,” there would be more kick-
ings to follow. 8o Tubby's conscience was
allowed to sleep for thal day.

Half an hour later Siniley & Co. arrived
from Coombe, and with them came Mr.
Bandy’s new shop-boy. %

CHAPTER 17.
" Morny Has His Wayl
" ORNINGTON 1"
M Bulkeley of the Sixth utterod
the name.

The Rookwood captain ' had
come along to Liitle Side to give the junior
crickoters a look-in when tho match staried,
a3 ho sometimes did. He was astonished to
seo Valentine Mornington there.

Morny nodded to him eoolly,

*Hallo, Bulkeley "

“What are you doing here?” exclaimed
Bulkcley sternly.
" “I'm goin’ to play cricket.” s

“You know that you are forbidden to
enter Rookwood 1"

“Couldn't be helped, old top,” answered

"
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Mornington  blandiy.
leave hls best batsman at
::hmley 1
*No blessed fear!”
emphatically,
“ Besides, I've got an aiternoon off -from

~* Swiley couldn’t
howe, Could you,

answered  Smiley

my governor for the match,” continued
Mornington,  **Sorry, Bulkeley, but' I'm
bound to play on any ground where my
club fixes up a mateh.”

“tYpu: club ¥ repeated the Rookwood
captain,

* Counbe Juniors, you know.”

“Oh!”

Bulkeley staved at the cool shop-boy, not
knowing what to do. The Head’s orders
regarding Mornington were explicit enough,
but certainly Dr. Chisholmn had nob fore-
scen that tho oxpelled junior might visit
Rookwood as a member of a ericket cleven,
It went against the grain with Dulkeley,
a3 a good sportsman, to interfero with a
maich, and he hardly knew what was his
duty in the peculiar circumstanccs,

Jmn—nr Silver looked at him anxiously.

Bulkeley solved the matter by walking
away. If Mornington's presence was to
be reported to the Head thero were plenty
of others to perform that uuplmsmg duty.
Bulkeley let it go at tha

“Good old Bulkeley!” murmurcd Lovetl.
“Let's get going {s soon a3 . possible,
Jimmy. I shouldn’t wonder-if lhas match
was interrupted, sooner or later.”

The cricketers lost no time in gettng to
work. Smiley won tho toss, und went in
azth Mornington to open the innings for

oom

Round the field a large

athered. The - presence  of Valentino
Mornington was quite enough to draw all
the juniors of Rookwood to the spof, and
some of the seniors, too.

g![miny ga; in hils best form.

miley did not last very long g, amst
Jimmy Silver's-bowling; ?J’l‘.t l\f oy
made of sterner stulf. Bowler after

pelted his wicket in vain,

The runs were piling up for Mornington,
and the crowd, mindful of the fact that he
had very reccntly been a Rookwooder,
cheered him loudiy,

nwlcr

“Bravo, Morny! Well hit, Morning.
ton!”

“Go it Morny i

Morningion grinned as he heard the

shouting. His. name was ringing over tho

from

earal
crowd had
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field, and he knew that long before the
game was over the Head must know of
his presenco there. And that, in point
of fact, was just what Valcntmu Morning-
ton wanted,

The namg that was shouted reached the
ears of a Sixth Former in the quad, Car-
thew came along ‘to Little Sido to investi-
gate, and ho stared blankly at the ugh&
of Mornington at tho wickets.

“Bilver!” he shouted.

“Hallo!” Jimmy E;leer locked round
o field.

“Send Mornington away at once!

“Can’t_interfere with Coombe's players,
Carthew.”

* Mornington,” shouted Carthew,
off this feld instantly!” -

Mornington glanced at him.

“Go and eat coke!” he retorted. .

Carthew bit his lip, and swung away.
Ho walked directly towards the School
Houfe, evidently to inform the Head.

“Now look out for squalls!” murmuged
Arthur Edward Lovell,

The Coombe innings was very near ifs
finish. The last wicket fell te Erroll;

orny “not out” with fifty runs to his
credit. And there was only a brief delay
before the Rookwood innings begau.

Lovell and Kit Erroll were sent in to
begin; and Mornington went on to bowl
for Coombe. But ouly a single bail hnd
gj(:nﬂ down \\hen there was a buaz in t
thronging crowd.

e Srend

Mormngban, ball in hand, glanced round

essly. .

Chisholm was striding towards the
crwket field, his brows set in a decp, dark
frown, his eyes gleaming..

The Head had been 'scarcely able to
credit Carthew’s report. But the sight o{_
Mornington banished all doubt. - i

There was a hush on the crowded ground,
and ﬂm gma stoTped of its own accord.

Dr. hisholm held up his band.

* Mornington |
Em]!].![omg.' raised his cricket-cap respect-

& Yes, Dr. Chisholm ?”

“How dare you come here?”

“No choice in the matter, sir,”” answered
Mornington. “I'm & member of the visit-'

mé' cleven.”
“This is o trick!” gaspm.l the Head.
“Your object, Momington, is to dofy my

“get



tauthority, as I am very well aware. Leave
o precincts of this school at once—imme-
Hiately, sir!” thundered the Head.

& . The cricketers looked abt one another in
tsilence. The storm had burst at last.
Mornington did not stir from his place,
‘It was plain that he did not intend to
. obey.

¢ “Do you. hear me, Mornington?”

“I hear you, sir.”

“Gol”

“Sorry, sir, it can’t be done!”
*“What—what ?”

“I'm here to play cricket,” said Morn-
i ington coolly. He was quite enjoying the
situation. “You can’t order’ me

¢ this ground.”

2!Mornington, if you do not depart this
instant, I will have you removed by forcel”
| exclaimed the Head.

“Not while I can kick, anyhow!"” said
¢ Mornington coolly.
k. "You sidac o

young rascal-
Smiley came forward, with a_very deter-
F mined cxpression on his face,
“Look ’ere, sir—" he began.
“Silence!. Who are you?t”
“Who am 11" exclaimed Smiley warmly.
“T'm the skipper of this 'ere cleven, sir—
f Coombe Juniors. You can’t send one of
imy men off the field. If you didn’t want
the match Elnyed, you could ’ave stopped it
i sooner, I s'pose.”
“I have no objection to the match,"”
#'gaid the Head, rather perplexed. *None
¥ whatever, I object to a boy who has been
expelled from his school returning hither
in defiance of my commands,"
¢, “Morny’s in my feam, sir, and my best
man, I'm not ?oing to part with him,” said
i Smiley doggedly. “We came ’‘ere to-;eﬂ
. fair play. Stoppin’ & matech when we'ro
. winnin’ “ain’t fair play.” . :
“Bless my soul!” said the Head. .
He was nonplussed. G
. Certainly ho did not ‘wish to ‘take the
b sovere step of stopping the match, with
no offence given by the visiting team. But
to allow Mornington to continue to play—
“Silyer, you should not have allowed
this!” said the Head. Lin
- "I haven't any control over members
of a visiling team, sir,” said Jimmy Silver
meekly.
! “Ahem! Perhaps not! I do-not wish
 to stop the game,” said the Head, “Your
isitors_haye a right to play it out, But
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I object to that boy's presence  at Rook-
‘wood.”

“We can't play without 'im, sir,” said
Smiley. *“He's tho best man in the ole
shoot.”

The Head bit his lip.

He felt that Mornington had defeated
him. Without committing an act of high-
handed injustice, he could not drive the
obnoxious Mornington hence. .

There was a pause,

Then the Head turned to Carthew,

“Carthew, will you see- that Mornington
leaves Rookwood the moment this match
is over?” he said. “Silver, understand
that it is distinctly ferbidden, in future,
for you to play a match with any club of
which Mornington is a_member,” -

And with that the Head strode away,
with a fecling of having been outwitted
that was very disagreeable.

“Phew|” murmured Lovell. “I'm glad
that's over! The Head's an old sport,
after alll” . 3

“Play I”

The game went on.

Mornington was in great spirifs.

He had gained his peint, and the Head
had been beaten, and that was all the
cheery Morny cared about. :

His aid did not bring the villagers a vie-
tory, as Smiley had hoped, though they .
came within measurable- distance of it, But
when the last ball had been bowled, Rook-

. wood were ten runs ahead, and winners,

“Never mind!” said Smiley, *It was.a
close thing. We'll beat you next time,
Master Silver.” . o

Carthew came striding up ad the

| cricketers left the field, ~He dropped his

hand on Mornington’s shoulder.
“Now, get out!” he snapped. ‘““Oh—ah!

Yarooooooh!” ~ i -
Morny had bhis bat in his hand. He
let the weighty end drop on Carthew’s too

with a bump. The bully of the Bixth re-

len_sehd him suddenly, and hopped in nn-;
uish, . |
“QOh—ah—ow! Yoooop!” howled Car-
" |

thew. ““I'l—I'll—— Ow—ow! !
The enraged prefect made a spring at
Mornington. Threo or four Coombe bats
drove him back, and he was forced to beat
a retreat, yelling. Mornington yalked
cheerfully out in the midst of his new com-!
Tades, - ~
“Ta-ta, old tops!” ho called out. FI
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mean, au revoir! 1 dare say' I shall be
coming along agein soon. 'Fhe Hcad is
so pleasod to scc me, you know!”

And- Mornington walked off airily with
tho Coombe cricketers, evidently m great
spirits,

“Well,” said Jimmy Silver, as ho turned
back from the gates—"“well, Morny does
take the biscuit, and no mistake!  But—
_but this sort of thing can't go on, you
know. I wonder how it will end 7"

Jimmy Silver was not the only one at
Rookwood who wondered; the Head was
wondering, too. Even the august Head of
Rookwood was beginning to feel that Morn-
ington was n little too much for him.

CHAPTER 15.
Rough on Morny!
T'3 the Bandy-bird I

l Arthur Edward Lovell made that

remark.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were saunter-
ing in tho quadrangle at Rookwood after
wmorning lessons when they sighted the fat
little genteman  trotting  towards  the
Sehool House.

The chums of the Fourth regarded him
in surprise, Mr. Bandy, the grocer of
Coombe, was about the last visitor they
had expeeted to sco at Rookwood,

Mr. - Bandy was mot “persona grata”
there!

Jdirnmy Silver & Co. were well aware how
wrathful the Head had been, on discover-
ing that the expelled junior had taken
servico with Mr. Bandy in Coombe. 8o
the sight of the fat littlo grocer at Rook-
wood, naturally astonished them,

The TFistical Four hore “down upon Mr.
Bandy to enquire, and they capped him
vory rmpcctfull?' as they stopped him on
the gravel path. 'I'hey rather liked the
“Bandy-bird,” as Lovell called him; ho
had proved a good friend to the expelled
Rookwooder, who was down eon his luck.
For, though Valentine Mornington had
been expelled, he had left many. friends
behind him at Rookwood who were con-
r-mnod for his wellare.

“Good morning, Mr. Bandy,”
Jimnmy ‘mlvcr \\IUI great pnhtencs!

“ Mornin’, siv ! puffed Mr. Bandy. The

walk to Ruok\\-m.l in tho het sunshine

sau@
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had rendered the fat gentleman rather
l:mathlosa.

**How's your new boy geiting on?”

Mr, Bandy grinned,

“ Fust-rate, sir! Uve left !um in chargo
of the shop, he mplmd “You :,mmg
genis ain't been to sco ‘im lately,” 4

“The Ilead’s put your shop out of
bounds,”” ecxplained lovell. “We've all
been licked for looking in on Morny ! But
wo haven't forgotten him.”

“Though lost to sight, to memory dear!”
gnnncd Rab}'

“We ecan’t send poor old Morny any
moro ordcrs, though,”" remarked New-
come. “The last lot was found out, and
confiscated, and we got a hckmg; all round.
Carthew of tho Sixth spied it all oub.
But, I say, Mr, Bandy, I'm surprised to
seo you here.”

“I'm surprised to sce meself ’ere,”.
answered Mr. Bandy. *“But I had a
message from Dr. Chisholm, askin' me to
call, so I've dropped in to sce him as ono
gentieman to another,”

““Hem, exactly ! said Jimmy Silver. “I
say, you won't let- the Head talk you over
into sacking Morny, will you, Mr, Bandy '’

Mr. Bandy shook his head.

“Certainly not!” he cnswered. " Young
Mornington is a good boy ’in tho shop and
earns his wages. I ain’t going to sack 'im
to please nobody. I've been asked to do
it by your ’'cadmaster, and I've iefused.
]ﬁa}l: the boy carn a honest living, says I.

"(:oocl"’

And Mr, Bandy, with a reassuring grin,
progrcsscd towards the School House, pulf—
ing as he went.

Tupper met him at the door, and touk
him in, cvidently to sec Dr. Chisholm
in his study. i

“It's jolly queer,
Bandy-bird = coming e, remarked
Jimmy SBilver thoug’huully “Thc Hoad’s
going to fry again to make him send
Morny away, of course. I wonder—". 1

“Bandy won't send him away,” said
Lovell, with a grin. “Bandy’'s’a cheery
gocialist, you know, and he’s no end bucked
at sta.udmg up to_tho Head and chaekutg
him. = He enjoys it,”

*“The Head might bring him round.
though,” said Jimmy Silver.

“He can’t! Ho doesn’t deal at Bandy’ a

'

n.ll th; same, the



hop, and that makes the Bandy-bird
independent of him.” :

“Yes, that’s so.”
£ But Jimmy Silver still looked wvery

thoughtful. Mr. Bandy’'s visit was a great
ipurprise, and Jimmy could not help won-
bdering whether it portended a fresh move
Eagainst tho expelled junior.
The presence of Mornin
school that he had belonged to, was a thorn
i Chisholm’s side; all wood
ii;_ne_w bhow it annoyed and exasperated
im.
i Mornington’s conduct was a defiance of
the headmaster who had cxpelled him,
and it was intended to bae so. And such
& state of affairs was too troublesome to
be_allowed to continue indefinitely,
l:  Jimmy Silver & Co. loafed about the
gates, waiting to see Mr. Bandy as he
cama out after his visit to the august Head
jof Rookwood.” Jimmy wanted to bo
assured that it was all right! That is to
say, all ‘right for Valentine Mornington.
 For in this matter the chums of the Fourth
did not sco oye to eyo with the Head-
‘master.

They wondered ‘what the Head found
o say to Mr.- Bandy.
t. Certainly the old - gentleman could not
fhave anticipated any pleasure in the inter-
view; the fat little grocer, with his ‘red
ecktie and his defiant socialistic talk, was
. horrid 'personage in tho cyes of the
reverend Head o{lglookwood.
Yol the fact that he had asked Mr.
Bandy to call proved that hec hoped to
induce thoe grocor to "sack™ the junior
he had taken into his service,.
He had tried before and failed; and if
he were trying again now, it must be bo-
cause_he had some inducement to offer
Mr. Bandy.
So Jimmy Silver was uneasy on Morny’s
jcoount. = 5
b It was some tiie beforo Mr. Bandy

on so near the

gown to the gates . ;
There was a satisfied smilo upon his
Iat face, which looked as if the interview
with the Head had gone well, from Mr,
Ba df’s point of view.

“All sercne, Mr, Bandy!” asked Jimmy
Bilver, anxiously. ' i3

L Mr. Bandy paused and coughed, and tho
istical Four thought he had a rather
ilty look for a moment, ! " g
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merged and came -puffing and blowing
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“Oh, yes, Master Silver,” he said. “Of
courso! And by the way, you young gents
will be able to'come to my shop if you
like, -after to-day.”

Jimmy stared

“ And sec Morny?” he exclaimed.

Mr. Bandy coughed again.

“My noo boy's leavin’ to-day,” he ex-
plained.  ‘“Come to think of it, it ain't
quite the thing to keep 'im on, agin the
wishes of gentleman like Dr, Chisholm.”

Lovell whistled.

Fvidently Mr. Bandy had lent an car
to the voice of the charmer, and the Head

had succeeded in persnading him,

It was tho *“sack’” for Morny.

“I—I say, that’s rathér rotten, Mr,
Bandy,” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, “Aro

yﬁu going to send Mornington away,
then?

“You soe it can't be helped,” said Mr.
Bandy. “I don’t want to be offensive to
& gentleman like Dr. Chisholm,”

“You've thought of that rather late,”
grunted Lovell. *You cheeked him no end
in_your shop a week ago.”

Mr. Bandy coughed again.

“Dr. Chisholm wasn’t dealing at my
establishment then,”  he said, “That
makes a differonce.”

'“ Great Scott!”

The juniors understood at last. ~

Mr. Bandy's lofty independence had been
founded upon the fact that Reokwood did
not deal at his shop, and that he had
nothing to lose by asserting his noblo
democratic ideals. The offor of the scheol
custom had made all the difference! Mr.,
Bandy was a great orator ‘among the froo
and independent demoerats who gathered
of an evening in the lpnrhmt of the . Peal- .
of-Bells, But evidently he was a rrocer
first and a sccialist second. The social-
ist derided the lofty manners of the Head
of Rookwood; but the grocer was anxious
for his custom.

““Bo—so you're sacking Mom,y' to got. tha
Head's bustom!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
in disgust, 2 R

Mr Bandy had the grace to blush.

“Well, you see——" he began lamely,

“Rotten !” growled Raby.

r Bandy walkdd on, feeling that argu-
ment would be wasted on these unreason-
able youths. The next »moment his hat
was knocked over his cyes and his feot

. jg;}:_c_u_i_ away from under him, and he sagl
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in the dusty road, with a bump
howl.

By the time he scrambled up, in great
wrath, tho Fisiical Four had disappearead,

and a

CHAPTER 19.
The Woif and the Lamh!
ALENTINE MORNINGTON stood
v hind  the counter in the littlo
grocery shop with a white spron

. on, tucked up on one side, and
Guite a business-like look.

The one-time dandy of tho Fourth Form
at Rookwood made a very handsome shop-
Loy, and all Mr. Bandy’s customers had
been pleased by his manners.

There were no customers in the shop at
present, and Mornington had a rather
bored look.on his lmnfmma face.

. The truth was that Mornington was grow-
ing a little {ired of his new and remark-
able “stunt.”

He had become 2 grocer's boy in Coombe
partly because ho had to provide for him-
self, unless he was to_return to his guar-
dian, which he was determined never to
do. But undoubtedly his chief object had
been to cxasperate his late headmaster.
He was determined that the warfaro be-
tween them should not end with his ex-
pulsion from the school,

But though he had to work hard in
the service of- Mr. Bandy, Mornington had
had time for reflection, and reflection had
told him_ that he had *“played the goat.”
His reckless insubordination in tho school
had left the Head little choice but to expel
him, and his peculiar retaliation upon the
Head* did not alter the fact that Rook-
wood was clozed to him for ever. -~

And though he generally gavo satis-
faction to his employer, life at Mr. Bandy's
was not like unto a bed of roses. Morny
did not mind hard work or early rising
or short ecommons. But ho had a strong
objection to putling stale eggs in the
new-laid box, and giving short weight, and

some other dutics that Mr, Bandy ex-
pected of him, )
Meornington  was, In fact, considesing

whether the game was worth the candle,
when  Mr, Bandv rolled into the shop!
after his vivit ta®Rookweod.
Mr. Bandy did net meet his new bng"ﬁl
cyes,
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He was, in fact, just n little ashamed
of himself, though that made no differ-’
ence to his determination, The custom of
Rookwood was too valuable an asset to be
disregarded, and Mr. Bandy was pre:;
paved to sacrifice Mornington for tho sake
of it, or a dozen Morningtons, for that,
matter. But he felt some diftidence about
telling the boy so. It scomed an easier
method to pick somo fault with the help-
less vietim, work himsel{ into a temper,
and “sack ” him withoui explanation. |

He started ot once.” i

was his

“Loafing, as usual, I sce!”
beginning.
Mornington looked at lim. This was a

new turn for Mr. Bandy to tako. i
“I'm minding the shop, sir,” answered,
the junior respectfully. .

“Ave you dono them cggs like I told
yon to?"

CEPm 1

“AFou haven't?”

“N-n-no, sir!” ,

Here was Mr. Bandy’s chance. Morny's|
reluctanco to scll stale eggs as fresh hoj
took as a personal reflection upon himself.;
A dozen cggs that had seen better days
were to be distributéd carcfully among six
dozen in a new-laid box, and that task
had been left to the hapless shopboy., And
ho had not done it} ;

“Loafing ahout the shop with your *ands
in your pockets; instead of doing your
work [” eaid Mr. Bandy-indignantly. * Put-
ting on airs and graces over your em-!
ployer! Is that what I pay you for?”

“You—you see—-" : i

“Sciting up to know my business bettor,
$han I know it myself!” said Mr, Bandy.:
“Can T afford ta throw them eggs away *"
“Thev're not fresh,” said Morny mildly.
“What's the odds if they -zin't?*

"Well.”i! they're sold as new-laid, you|

4
d

know-——! :

a1 7

“IH°F not good business,” said Morning-/
ton. ‘‘People don’t like to be swindled,
even if swindling’s right, and it fen’t!” &

Mr, Bandy jumped.

“Swindled ! he howled.

“Well, it is swindling, Jsn't it7” said
-f\gm;nington. “What else do you eall it}
sir®"

“You impuderit young rascall” ‘roared|
Mr. Bandy. “Is that the way youn ‘tork

23

to your master?”
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Mornington nodded ealmly.

Added to the fact that he was quite
“fod " with his life as Mr. Bandy’s boy,
ho could sco that his employer was deter:
mined to quarrel with him, so he' cheer-
fully met Mr. Bandy half-way, It was a
case of the wolf and lamb oyer again, and
whatever line Morny had taken, the result
would have been the same, as he could
sec.  So ho allowed himself ‘the satis-
faction of answering Mr. Bandy in plain
English, ;i

“That's the way!” he said. * Nothin’
like callin’ a spade a spade, old top!
Swindlin’ is swindlin’, whatever you call
it!”

Mr. Bandy trembled with wrath.

“You're sacked!” he shouted.

“Has the Head of Rookwood tipped you
to sack me!” inquired Mornington dis-
dainfully.

Mr. Bandy turned purple.

“You ~— you — you——

There’s your

wages!” ho gasped, flinging a few—a very
[c\f—shi]lings on the counter. “Take it
and gol”

“My dear old bird, I'm entitled ‘to a
weck’s notice!” answered Mornington,
“I'm not going!"

“What 1"

“(Gottin® deaf, cocky? I'm not goin
said Mornington coolly. _ “You've taken
me on by the week, and I'm ontitled to a
woek’s notice from Baturday.”

“Get outer my shop!” roared Mr.
Bandy. =y ¢

‘“Bow-wow !” i

“PDo you want me to put you out?”

Mornington grinned.

1 don’t mind!” he said. *““rhere will
be a thunderstorm first. But go ahead!
Don’t mind me, old nut!”

Mr, Bandy, panting with wrath, threw
ap the leaf of the counter, and came
through, evidently with hostilo intentions.
He had intended to work himself into a
rage, but Mornington had assisted him in
that, and therc was no_doubt that Mr.
Bandy was now in a terrific rage.

Morny chuckled, quite enjoying the
situation. Theo junior who had defied the
Head of Rookwood was not likely to be
terrified by Mr. Bandy.

He picked up a ham from the counter
and stood on the defensive,

“Put that down!” shouted Alr. Bandy.

O

OWN LIBRARY 41

“On your napper, if 1 do!” retorted
Mornington.

“Will you clear hout?”
“No 1"

Mr. Bandy wasted no more time in
;:'m‘ds. He rushed at the recaleitrans shop-
oV, 5

Biff !

The han: smote Mr. Bandy on tho head,
and ho staggered. The weapon flew from
Alorny’s grasp with the smite and rolled on
tho floor. The shopboy caught up a chunk
of cheese and hurled it, and it caught Mr.
Bandy on his plump chin, Ho sat down
beside the counter with a howl.

“Have some more?” asked Mornington
cheerily.

“Owl  Wow! Wow!”

Bandy.

*Shall I begin with the oggs?”

Morny caught up a couple of eggs in
cither hand, Mr. Bandy scrambled to his
feet, und retreated to the other side of the
counter,  After tho ham and the cheeso
he did not want the cggs.

Ho sheok his fist at the rebellious youth
over the counter,

“T horder you hout of the shop!” he

asped. .
“QOrder away !”

“TIL fetch a \perliceman
go!" stuttered Mr, Bandy.

“Ratst® -

gasped . Mr.

if you don't

“T mean it!” shricked the enraged

grocer.
“Go and eat coke!”
Mr. Bendy brandished a fat and im-
potent. fist,
“P'm
1

“T1l Jearn you!” he spluttered.
going for a perliceman now. Tl learn
yer ! i -~

Ho backed out of the shon doorway, and.
as ho wont, a couple of eggs whizzed
across the shop. y

Smash.! Splash!

Ornic of the missiles caught Mr. Bandy on
tho nose, another on the car, as he bolted
into. the street.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Morningion.

“I'm coming back with a pegliceman 1™
ro%\‘red }{; Bandy, from outside.

8

Mr. Bandy stamped furiously away in
search of P.<. Boggs, of Coombe, and
Mornington sat on the counter and
whistled. His career as a grocer’s boy was
coming to a sudden end, but it was going
to be an exciting finish



CHAPTER 20,
The Order of the Bootl
ALLO Morny 1™
Four cheery juniors came into
the shop, and Mornington
greeted them with & nod and a

"H
grin,
 Hallo, Silver, old top!"”

“Has there heen an earthquake - here?”
nlsked Athur Edward Lovell, looking round.

“Or hava you been shymg things about?”

o things _about?” asked Morny.
#T'm sacked!”

*“That's why we came” said Jimmy
Silver. “Bandy’s been to see the Head
and he's beught off—the shop isn’t out of
bounds n now, Has Bandy sacked you already,

Mor;y
es; a quarter of an hour ago.”

4 Yet you're still here

I'm not goin® yet. T'm goin” to
mlke ‘the Bmdty man sit up firs,” seid
Mornington coolly. “T knew hed been
hougbl: off, somehow, and was goin’ back on
me. I'm gois” o give him a high old time
be'fore 1 clear.”
“Ha, ha, ha !*

“I say, [‘;o won’t gu‘e yuu a gund charac-

E: for your next job, you know,"” remarked

]ym not_thinkin® of kee]: on in this
business.  Excuse me, here's a customer,”
A lady in a red shawl came into the shop,
and the Fistical Four looked on while Morn-
ington attended to business.
“What can I do for you, madam?” he
asked politely.
“8ix new-aid eggs, please,”
“T'm afraid we haven’t any.” -
“Why, there's a kox full, marked new-
Taid | exclaimed the astonished customer,”
“That's only a swindle,” explained Morn-
ington. “They're not réally new-laid. The
best of them are a week old, but most a
month or 50, and some of them are- quite
whiffy."”
The customer blinked at Morningkm.
Jlmmy Silver & Co. chuckled.
“Well, ;my eyo!” said the cusl'.omer,
“You're fn honest lad, you are.”
“Thank you, madam,” said Murnmgton
demurely, 5
"I want some 'am—"
“The ham .is a bit lelthury—l.t’a a cheap
lob_of American stuff and not fit to eat,

really—
"My goodneeal Iz there mytbmg in ﬂ:e__
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shop that's fit to eat?” demanded the
astounded customer,

“Very little. As an honest. grocer, I'm
bound to advise you to desl at the shop over
the way."”

- “Oh, jiminy!”

The lady in the shawl refreated without
making any purchases| possibly wondering
whether Mr. Bmd{n nhnp boy had escaped
from a lunatic asylu

“You howling ass |- gasped Lovell, “I'm
not surprised at Bandy sacl ng you if that's
your way of doing business.”

"Hailo here comes Bandy|” murmured

New

"A.nd the village bobby! Phew !"

Mr. Bandy rolled into the shop with P.-o.
Boggs at his heels. He pointed a pod
finger at Mornington, teking no notice of the
presence of Jiramy Silver & Co.

“Remove that young ruffian!” he com-
manded.

“Nowtmy boy" said Mr, Bogga persua-
sively *'I 'ear that Mr. Bandy ’ave give you
the sack and you won't go! It's my dooty
to see you clear off the premises.”

“I'm here by the week and I'm asking for
a week’s notice,” explained Mornington.

“You won't get any week's notice from
me,"” sorted Mr. Bandy. © You clear off, you
young rascal|”

Mornington shook his head

“I'm not going thhouf: » ho :mnrked.

“Put him out, officer

P.-c. Bog hee;ta.ted e

“The boy's entitled to a week’s wages in

loo of notice,” he said. #’Ave you plad
him ?*
"No I haven't, and T'm nof gomg to!”
ed Mr. Bandy,

ou’d better pay him what he” 3 entitled
to,” said Mr., Boggs stolidly. He can
clamf\l it afore a magistrate.”

burled them on the counter. i
“Take ;rour monay and go!” he snorted. .
“Certainly, old fop |’ said Mornington,’

picking up the sh ﬂhngn “Ang I hound to go’

now I'm paid, officer?”
“You are,” said Mr. Boggs, with_a m'in.
"I've %ﬂt to pack my bag, you know.?- |
will give you time tu m‘k

nr n

"I on’t1” shonted Mr. Band 'He s
Ywi.hls 'ouge’ this rinu ’.

"Ya-, you wtll " said Mr, Bnggi finmoved. |



THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

“That's the lor, You pack your things, my
boy, and I'll wait and sce you off.”
“Thanks, old top ! Ny
Mornington * left the shop,
Bandy fumed to and fro
waited for the rebel to reappear.
Jimmy Silver & i

and

Mr.
while

he

Co. waited, too, and Mr.
Boggs lcaned majestically on the counter
and waited.

Morny came back at last, with a bag in
his hand—his personal possessions did not re-
quire much packing. r. Bandy pointcr} to
the doorway.

“Now get hout 1™ he thundered, “Qfficer,
remove 'im "

“I'm going. old scout!” said Mornington
cheerily, “Sorry I haven’t had timeto put
the stale eggs in the new-laid box——"

“Get out!”

‘l;Or to mix the sawdust in the catmeal
and—""

*You—you——r-=

“Or the sand in the sugar—*

“’Ere, you gei off ?” grinned P.-c. Boggs.
Mr. Bandy seemed on tho verge of an
apoplectic fit. “Hout you go!”

“Good-bye, Bandy,” said Mornington, un-
abashed. “Whiln Mr. Boggs is hero you
might oxplain to him about the weight
fastened under the scales. It would interest
him, as a bobby.”

And with that Parthian shot, Valentine
Mornington walked out into the strect, bag
in hand.

Jimmy Silver & Co,
chuckling,

They joined Mornirigion on the pavement,
The expelled junior of Rookweod was frec
again, with the worid before him. But he
did not seem to be at all cast down.

“What arc you going to do now, old
chap?” asked Jimmy Silver,

“Blessed if I know!” answered Morn-
ington candidly. “I'm nob going homo to
my guardian, and I suppose the Head isn’t
likely to ask mie to come back to kwood.”

“Ha, ha! Not likely! Tf wo ean help
you—" began Lovell, .

“Thanks—I dor’t want to borrow your
money,” said Mornington. “I've got some
tin—enough to last me some time, at any
rate,

““Near Rookwood ! grinned Raby.

“Naturally, I’m rather attached to my
alma mater, you know; I'm not goin’ to loso
sight of Rookwood, and Rookwood isn’t
goin’ to lose sight af’mF if I can help it.”

followed him,

L pub; but_he wouldn’t

Of courss, I'm going to get another |
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“My dear chap,” said Newcome, *you
won't get another job in Coombe after the
way you've taken leave of Mr. Bandy.
You're a bit too much of a fircbrand.”

“I ghall find something. I’ goiyg to put
up at the Bird-ic-Ilard for a bit, while I
look round.”

Jimmy Silver started.

“Morny! Not that low den

“It’s cheap, and suitable for a fellow down
on his Juck,” answered Mornington coolly.
“I may get a job there, if they're in want
of o billiards-marker or a pot-boy. Ta, ta!”

With a. cool nod, Valentine Mornington
walked away.

Jimmy Silver & Co looked at one another.
They started back towards Rookwood in a
very thoughtful mood. . X

In Morny’s present reckless meed, he was
very likely to go from bad to worse; and the
Bird-in-l'ﬂmd Irn, the worst placo of its kind
in the county, was an extremely undesirable
refugo for a youth in Morny’s sityation, and
in Morny’s reckless temper. Jimmy Silver
could not help fecling worried abeut it.

“If the Head would let him come back to

ko he murmured.

“IE1" said Lovel' 2

“He wouldu't, al any price!” said Raby,
shaking his head. g

“I fancy he'll feel rather bothered when
he_knows Moiny has Emt up at that awful

et him come back to

»

n

Rookwood for his weight in gold!”
“I wonder——"" murmured Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy Silver- did not speak again as they

walked back to the school; but the brow of

Unclo James was deeply wrinkled, showing

that his thoughts wero busy.

CHAPTER 21.
The Petition!

T was Jimmy Silver's idca,

I The Co. looked very doubtful when
Uncle James first propounded it in
the end study, but they came round to

Jimmy’s way of thinking, as they usually

did.

Erroll, Morny's old chum, gave it his ad-
hesion, thongh very dubiously indeed. Con-
roy, Pons, and Van Ryn, the colonial
chums, agreed heartily. Putty Graco thought
it a good idea, and Tubby Muffin declared
that it was a corker.

With so much support Jimmy Silver



a4

determined to go ahead, and a ccuple of
days after Morny had received the sack
from Mr. Bandy a meeting was convened
in the junior Common-room &t Rockwood.

All" the Classical Fourth came to the
meeting, -and most of'the Moderns. The
Shell was invited, and the Third, and the
Shell and the Third came in "great foree.
Even a crowd of the Sccond turned up,
headed by littlo ’Erbert, Morny's young
cousin,

It had become known that Jimmy Silver
had thought of a scheme for helping Morn-
ington, and Morny had plenty of riends left
at Rookwood who were willing to help.
They did not yet know what the scheme
was,  but they wanted to know.

Smythe & Co. of the Shell wore superior
looks, and plainly had come to scoff rather
than to help;
Lattrey and Gower and Peele of the Fourth,
and Leggett. But most of the feflows were
keen to help Morny in any way they
could. .

It wasn’t as if Morny had been expelled
for actually bad conduet; ‘he had been
driven away from Rookwood for reckless
insubordination. That was bad enough, but
it was not a crime. As a goed many fellows
had remarked, there were worse chaps than
Morny at Rookwood, if only.the Head had
found  them out. Smythe was one, and
Peele was another, and Leggett was a third.
And Lovell said very feelingly that it was
hard cheeso on old Morny to be sacked for
being a reckless ass, when those real rascals
still kopt their places in the school.

If there was a way of helping Morny,
nearly all the Lower School of Rookwood
were prepared to lend a hand, as the full
attendance at tho mecting proved. .

When Jimmy Silver came in with his
chums to take the chair, the Common-room
wag crowded.

Jimmy Silver took the chair by mounting
upon it to address the enthusiastio meet-
ing. Lovell and Raby and Newgome

gathered round him, Lovell with a ericket |

stump in his kand to keep order.
“Gentlemen of Rookwood,” began Jimmy
Silver, ““some of you know the object of
this meeting—" .
“We all know the object at present stand-
ing on the chair,” remarked Cyril Peele, and
there was a laugh from some of the
_ juniors.
“Order !

and it was the same with|
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“Some of you know the object of this
meeting, and some don’t,” pursued Jimmy
Silver unheeding. “It’s to help Morny—"

“Hear, hear!” * =

“Wo want him to come back to Rook-
wood—" E =

“I don’t!” murmured Pecle.

“Order !

“Yoop!" roared Pecle suddenly as Arthur
Edward Lovell lunged out with a stump.

Tho business end of the stump caught
Peele in the ribs. For some time afterwards
Cyril Peele was rubbing his ribs and had no
time for interrupting the speaker.

“We all want Morny back, and I think
it's possible that the Head might let him
come back if he knew how the school felt
on tho subject,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Bravo !” g

*Of course, I don't answer for the stunt
being a success,” said Jimmy modestly, “but
my idea is to try it.”

“You're going to ask the Head to let
Morny come back?” ejaculated Smythe of
the Shell.

“That's the idea.”

“What rot!”

“Utter rot!” said Tracy of the Shell.

“Order, you Shell cads! Shut .up!”

“Qive them the stump, Lovell”

“Look ‘here,” began Adolphus  Smythe,

dodging Lovell.  “Keep off, you cheeky
fa.g! y, you rotter—oh, gad! Yah!”
“Ha, ha, hat”

Lovell was lunging with the stump, and
the hapless Adolphus dodged in vain. He
fled from the Common-room, Lovell pur-
suing him as far as the door, A final lunge
as Adolphus disappeared was answered by &
demoniac howl, en nothing morc was
heard of Adolphus of the Shell. As the
has remarked, the subsequent proceedings
interested him no more. -

After this little interlude Jimmy Silver
resumed his- address, and there were no
more disrespactiul interruptions.

“The idea is to present a petition o the
Head, asking him to let Morny come back
to Rookwood,” said Jimmy. *We're all
gc;e tlu ‘Si!rlla it. dSt:)gna(nIdby all the. Lower

chool, it’s boun roduce an impréss{ph
on the Head.” ¥ 3 5 'uh-‘

“8ure to!” gaid Putty Graco. 5

“0Of course, the Heng’l a bit of an fiss,”
said Tiovell, “but he’s bound to see reason.”.

“We won't force anybody to sign,” said
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Jimmy Silver, “but every fellow is expected
to play up, Classical and Modern.”

‘“Hear, hear!”

"“Oh, we'll play up,” said Tommy Dodd,
of the Moderh Fourth. *“My own opinion
is that there are toco many Classical chaps
in this school, but—"

“Rats!”

“But one more or less don’t make much
difference,” said Tommy Dodd. “We'll all
sign.”

““Hear, hear!»

- “Who's going to draw up the merry
petition ?” asked Oswald.

. “I’s drawn up already. Only waiting to
be signed,” said Jimmy Silver, dismount-
ing from his rostrum. “Here you are!”

Ho laid a shect of impob paper on the
table, and thero was a crowding round of
the juniors to read it. 5

he petition had been drawn up in the
end study, and it was a very telling docu-
ment in the opinion of the Fistical Four, It
ran:

**8ir,—We, the undersigned Rookwood
fellows, beg to stato that we should like
Mornington, late of the IVth Form, to be
allowed tq return to Reokwood.

“Wo consider that Mornington has had
8 rough time, and that it would be to the
advantage of all parties concerned for him
to come back.

“Wo shall be greatly obliged and duly
thankful for the eame.

(Signed) *“J. SILVER.
“A, E. LoVELL,
“G. Rasy,
“A. Newcoue,”

“You shove your signatures after ours,”
explained Jimmy Silver. *“Now, then, go
ahead 1"

“I say, that won't do, Jimmy!” said
Tubby Muflin, shaking his head.

“Eh? Why wofl’t it do, duffer?”

“It's no good taking a badly spelt paper
to the Head; it will only make him waxy.
You ought to have asked me to draw up the
paper,”

@Where's the bad spelling?” demanded
J im{rny warmly, gt 4y

“You've got & ‘g’ in ‘signed’ and—"

“Ha, ha,uhn!"‘ o

*And only one ‘d’ in ‘consider,’ ” eaid
Tubby Muffin, “And you've left out the

‘2z’ in 'concerned.’ »
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“You silly ass!” said Lovell *Sign
your name and dry up.”

hall T alter the spelling first, Jimmy 7
- "No!” roared Jimmy Silver. *“Sign your
siily name and buzz!”

Tubby Muflin gave a grunt of scorn and
signed his name, He added a smudge and
a couple of blots, perbaps to make up for
the deficiencios of the spelling.

Thero was a procession past that valuable
document for some time, cach fellow stop-
ping to sign his name and pass on.

Whatever effect the petition had upon the
Head, there was no doubt that tho Rook-
lvaood juniors regarded it as a very excellent
idea.

Public opinion, as Arthur Edward Lovell
sagely remarked, had to be regarded.
Kings and emperors and prime ministers
were kept in order_by public opinion. And
it was tho same in the schocl, according
to Lovell. And they were the public opinion
of Rookwood—they all agreed on that, 'I%m
opinion of practically the whole Lower
Schaol was bound to have some weight with
the Head, Indeed, Lovell said he would
disregard it at his peril. .

The available space on -the impot paper
was soon filled with signatures, more or Jess
legible. But there were plenty moro to
come, and the further signatures were traced
round the margin. The margin was filled,
and after that any odd spaco was taken
advantage of to add another name.

By the time all the juniors had signed the
pelition was a very striking-looking docu-
ment. It bore some resemblance to a map,
but it loeked most like a paper over which
an ‘army of flies had marched after swim-
ming in  tho ink-pot. However, the
petitioners were satisfied with it, which was
the great point.

When all was eompleted a new question
arose. Conroy asked who was going to
hand it to Dr. Chisholm,

There was a paise after the Australian
junior’s question. - Nobody appearcd to be
;fryd anxious to _hand the petition to tho

cad.

In spite of the fact that it conveyed to the
reverend gentleman the public opinion of
Rookwood, there was a Jurking possibility
that the Head might cut up rusty. You
never did really know liow to tako a head-
master, as Oswald remarked. He might be
pleased, and then again he mightn’t, Tho
workings of a headinaster’s intelleet were
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.
strange and mysterious and beyond the com-
prehension of mere ordinary mortals.

“Voluntecrs!” enid Jimmy Silver, at last.

“Well, I'd volunteer,” said l'uny Grace,
“Only 1 think J;mluy Silver is the man
to do it. It's his idea.”

'Sbmetlung in that,” said Oswald,

“A lot in it,” agreed Lovell. “JFimmy's
just the chap for the job. Cool and col-
lected. you know.”

Jimmy Silver grinned faintly.

“T'll take it on, if nobody else is keen
on it,” he said.

Nobody else was keen on. it—that was
quito clear.

Jimmy picked up the document,

“We'll come as far as the Head's study,”
said Lovell courageously. *We'll see you
through, Jimny, I dare say the Head
will bo glad to sce this petition—it will get
him out of ar awhward positien, you know.
Ho can let Morny como back, as a con-
cession tn public opinion in the school, and

all that.”

“I don't think!” m\lrmurod Hm\ard of
the Shell

“You're a silly ass Howard, - If the

Head agrees, Jimmy, you tip us the wink,
and we'll all cheer in the passage.”
“Good "

Jlmmv Sllvnr marched off boldly, with
the petition in his hand, and perhaps with
some lurking nusgnmgs in his breast. And
the whole army of juniors mnrfhed after
him—modestly. resolved to remain outsido
the Head's study during.the interview, but
prepared to cheer no ond if the result was
favourable.

CHAPTER 22.
Not a Buccess!
R. BOOTLES was coming out of the
Head's slut!y a3 the army arrived.
He glanced in astonishment at
the numerous array that crowded
tho wido corridor from end to end.
“Bloss my soul!” ojaculated Mr. Bootles.
*What—what does this mean?”
“A petition to the Head,
Jlmmy Silver mspeeti’ully
“ A—a—a—what 1’
o Petition to the Head, sir.”
“Dless my soul!”
Jimmy Silver held up the papor for in-
spection, and Mr. Bootles blinked at it

sir,” said

over his glasses. Jimmy Silver watchedA
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him rather anxiously. Ho was anxious tc
know what Mr. Bootles thought of the
Eetmnn before tho Head saw it; it was
“trying it on the dog,” as he expressed it
afterwards.

“Upon my word,” said” Mr. Bootles
faintly. “ You—you--you are going to show
that—that extraordinary concoction to Dr.
Chisholm ?”

“Yes, sir. No harm in it, is thore, sir?"”

“No—no! Dut Dr. Chisholm is ex-
tremely incensed wupon tho subject of
Mornington, with good reason, and—and
ren}lyw

“Tho Head may chango his mind, sir,
after hoaring what the public opinion of
the school has to say!” suggested. Lovell.

Mr. Bootles blinked at him,

“f think it is very improbable, Lovell,”
hé replied. “T—I should certainly advise
you beys to go away at once.”

The petitioners locked at one another
rvather discouraged.

“But—but youw’ll let us take it in, sir,”
stammered Jimmy Silver.

“You may please yourself, Silver, cer-

tmnlf but that is my advice,” said Mr.
Bootles, and he rustled away. ;
Hum!” said Raby. .

"Hcml" said_Neweome.
“I say, old Bmtles don't seem to think
there's much’in it,” observed Tubby Muffin

doubtfully.

“Well, Bootles is a bit of an ass,” said
Lovell.

“Yes, that’s so.”

“We're going to try it on,” said Jimmy
Silver doturmmedly “It can't do any harm
if it doesn’'t do any good. Tho Head
ought to know what we think on the sub-

= “ch rather.”
J:mmy Silver stepped to the Head's door,

and tapped. “Thero was a breathless hush
in the crowded passage.
“Come in!”

Tho Head's deep voice had rather a dis-
maying effect on the juniors. A few of the
weaker _ spirits sidled away along the
corridor and disappeared. But most of
them: stood their ground, though they kept
back out of the Head’s sight when the
study door was opened by Jimmy.

Takmg hia courago in both hands, as it
were,’ the c?tnm of the Fourth ste
into tho Head's study; feeling & great lmml
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like the celebrated Daniel, when he stepped
into tho lion's den,

Dr. Chisholm was seated at his desk, with

a frowning face. A few minutes bhefora he

had been discussing the affair pf Morning-

ton with Mr. Bootles, Morny having been

. discharged by the village grocer, the Head

had concluded that tho boy, without

resources now, would be forced to return

to his guardian’s house—which was, fortu-

nately, at a_considerable distance from
Rookwood: But tho expected had not
happened. = =

Tho Head, with intense exasperation, had
learned that Valentine Mornington was still
in Coombe, and that he had taken up his
quarters at the Bird-in-Hand—an extremely
disreputable establishment.

Morny was not to be got rid of so casily,
that was evident; and the Head was

troubled, too, by the knowledfe that the

wilful: boy was in_such exceedingly de-
moralising surroundings,

So he had telephoned cnce more lo
Morny’s guardian; only to receivo a snap-
pish reply from Sir Rupert Stacposle.

. The_ baronet absolutely refused to bave

anything more to do with his nephew, un:

less the said nephew returned home and
apologised for his conduct—which Morning-
ton was very unlikely to do.

Apparently, the expelled junior was to
continue to haunt the school with his
presence close at hand; for the Head could
think of no way of influencing the landlord
of the Bird-in-Hand, as he had influenced

© Mr. Bandy.

As a matter of fact, the Head wae not,
just then, in & suiteble mood to hear
anything in faveur of the cxasperating
Mornington. His glance, as it fell'on
Jimmy Silver, was irritable; though as
vet ho did not know the purport of the
Junior's visit,

“Well, Silver, what is it?” he exclaimed
sharply. =
J_"If—-if you please, sir—" stammered

immy.
“Come_to the point at once.”
“Ts—it's—it's a petition, sir.”
“ What?”
Jimmy Silver laid the document on the
table 'before the Head. 5

Then ho waited; his heart beating un:
usually- fast, ’
- “Thé dye was cast now! 5
Dri: Chisholm, in great astonishment, ad-

b
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justed his glasses, and ‘looked at the semi-
legible document before him. ¥
For some minutes he did not seem able
to make out tho full meaning of that docu-
e i ful h
'Fhose minutes were painful cnough to
Jimmy Silver. He wnitadp?:truel suspense.
Qutside, in the corridor, there was a faink
shuffling of feet and & murmur of whispers.
The Head looked up at last. ;
The expression upon his faco made
Jlgﬁgy lﬁilver jump. @
0;

“Yes, sir?” 5

“You—you have dared——"  Breath
seemed to fail the Head for a moment. Ho
gasped.

Jimmy Silver wished himself well out of
the study. But it was too late now, though
it was painfully clear that the petition was
not going to be a success! \

*“You—yon impertinent voung rascal!”
exclaimed tho Head, at last. “You ven-
ture to dictate to me——=?=:

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Jimmy. “N-n-not
at all, sir! Nothing of the kind!”

“How dare you bring such a document
a3 this to me?” thundered the Head.

I —T—we—"

Jimmy's voico trailed away.

It was not much use trying to explain'
when it was clear that his very worst possi-|
blo anticipations were to be realised, and;
that tho Head was,going to cut up rusty,:
exceedingly rusty! :

Dr. Chisholm rose to his fect, and looked
round for his cane. Jimmy Silver backed:
towards the door. :

“Bilver, I s!ulll cane you severcly for this

lm‘?(lrit“mcnce

“Every boy who has signed this im.!
pertinent - paper will receive five hundred.

lines, and will be detained for a half-’
holiday I"* : :
“Oh1™* : 2 . 53
Tho Head's -vojco was heard in the'
passage, heard with dismay. Evidently,

there was going to be no oceasion for
cheering. T w
Instead of cheering, there was a sound
of scampering feet. 3 .
The army had fled before. the Head could:
glance out of hia study, A O
“Bilver, ho!d out. yeur hand{**
ar " -

-““Oh de:
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Greatly dispirited, Jimmy Silver held cut
his hand.

Bwish, swish, swish, swish!

The swishing of the Hgad's cane could
be hecard  at the corner of the passage,
where a few of the bolder spirits had
lingered. Jimmy Silver's anguished ejacu-
iations could be heard still farther,

“Now you may go!” rumbled the Head,
pointing to the door with his cane, “I
shall koep this document until all the boys
whose names appear there have been
punished. Yeu may gol”

Jimmy Silver went, almost limping. =

He come round the corner of the passage,’
with his hands tucked under his arms, and:
Gcc% woe in his countenance. ,

“Five hundred lines cach!” said Lovell,

“Ow!” said Ji

“ After
idea—"

“Wow "

“Had it bad?”

“Yow-ow-wow-wow 1 ;

Tt was somc time before Jimmy Silver's
anguish subsided sufficiently for him to
think of Mornington again. But his sym*
pathy with the cxpelled junior never took
again the form of presenting a petition to
the Head. Once was enough.

immy.

all, it was a rather rotten

CHAPTER 23
Morny's Latest!

¥ HAT & horrid row!”
e W Arthur Edward Lovell made

that remark the following day,
after morning lessons. The’chums
of the Fourth were in the quad, when
strango and weird sounds of music reached
their cars from the dircction of the gates,

A hurdy-gurdy had stopped in the road,
close to the dgntcs of Rookweod, and the
raucous sounds could be heard almost all
over the echaol. -

“Why the thump d6esn't Mack-send tho
merchant away 7" growled Raby.

“He seems to be enjoying the music,”
grinned Jimmy Silver,

Old Mack, the porter, had come out of
his lodge, with the intention of dispatching
the itincrant music ‘merchant. - Instead of
that, however. old Mack had stopped in the
gateway, and was staring out into the road
with his eyes almost bulging from his head.

“Bomekhing going on-there,’* said Jiminy
Rilver curiously. “Let’s go und look!™
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The Fistical Four sauntered down to the
gates, Tubby. Muflin was there, and he
yelled to them as they came along.

“'This way, you chaps! It's Morny!”

“ Morny !” howled Jimmy Silver.

‘“He, he, he! Yes, Morny!”

The Fistical Four broke into a run.

They came breathlessly up to the gates,
and an astonishing sight met their cyes.
A barrcl-organ was in the road opposite
the gateway, and-the musician turning tho
lmm.ﬁe‘ was Valentine: Mgrnington! Ho

-| was grinding out’a doleful tune, which bore
‘I somo, distant resemblance to ““The DBogie

Man.” DBut ihe resemblance was very
distant.

But that was not all. A large placard
was fastened upon the organ, large cnough
to be read at a distance, It bore a striking
and  iwell-displayed inscription.  Jimmy

Silver gasped as he read it:

“XNOTICE TO THE PUBLIC!
I_AM A PUBLIC-SCHOOL BOY
REDUCED TO THIS METHOD OF
EARNING AN HONEST LIVING!
MY NAME IS MORNINGTON.

I BELONG TO ROOKWOOD
SCHOOL!

SPARE A COPPER!”

A frowsy old hat lay on the ground .
Leside the organ, for the reception of
coppers’ from a compassionate public.

*“My word!”" breathed Lovell, *That-—
that—that’s Morny’s latest stunt ;"

“ Morny, you awful ass—""

Mornington ﬁrnund on at the organ.

“Look ’ere!” stuttered old Mack, “This
won't do!" ¥ou mové on, you young raskil {
You take that thing away from 'ere!”

Mornington looked at ‘him.

“This 15 a public road,” ho said,
grind my crgan here if I like.
Rookwood ground.*

“You clear off "’

‘“Rats 1 ’

Tubby Muflia had sped into the quad *
with the news, and it spread like wildfire
over “Rookwood.

Crowds of fellows came swarming down
to the gates, to stare at the amateur organ-
grinder, and howl with laughter. .

" Mornington ground on.

“By gad!” sais Townsend of the Fourth.
“Spare a-copper for an old Rookwooder!
Ha, ha, ha!” = T

“Ha, ha, ba!" roared Lovell. “What
will the Head say ", i

“1 can
I'm not on



Coppers showered into the hat, and six-
pences and shillings, too. ]

The Rook-
wooders felt that the entertainment .was
worth it, especielly when they considered
what the Head would say.

and Mr. Bootles came pushing through the
crowd at the gates, looking very agitated.
“Mornington I he gasped. “Cease this
at once! These—these disgraceful proceed-
ings—" .
* Nothing' disgraceful that I know of,
sir, in turning an organ. for a living,”
‘answered Mornington.
I “Go away at once!™ said Mr. Dootles
faintly. “The—the Head is coming!”
“Lot him come, if he cares for music!”
said Mornington.  “I'm sure I'm honoured
by such a distinguished audience. Hallo!
iGood-mornin’, sir! Any special tune you'd
-like 77
Dr, Chisholm stepped through the crowd,
his eyes: fixed on Mornington and his
placard with a terrifie expression,
“How—how dare you!” he gasped at
“Wretched boy, have you no sense
-of shame——"" . -
. “What’s wrong?” asked Mornington, in
surprise,  “I've taken this up as a profes-
'sion, sir. Quite an honourable profession,
ir, Would you care to make a contriby-

sir,
tion to the hat, sir?”

“Boy, you—you— Stop it at once!
Stop, I tell youi Mack, turn that youn|
‘rascal away at once!” thundered the Head,
¢ “Oh, lor' " murmured old Mack.

“You don’t care for music, sir?” added
Mornington affably. “You wouldn’t care
'for mo to come a%ung to-morrow, sir, and
play in the quad?”

" “Ha, ha, ha!"

Mornington picked up the well-filled hat.

“I'm going, sir,” he sasid. *Any fellow
who cares for inusic—this kind of ‘music—
can hear mo grinding outside the Peal-of-
Bells this afternoon. I'll pay your school
another visit to-morrow, sir.”

*If—if you dare—"

- “Good-afternoon, sir!
on!” .

And, with that é)nrting salute; Valentine
Mornington picked up’the handles of his
barrel-organ, and trundled the instrument
away down the road towards the village.

The Head stood gazing after him as if
transfixed. B

Hig expression was oxtraordinary as he
turned away at last, and burried ‘back to
P

Keep your wool
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4 There was a rustle and an exclamation,”

~
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the School House. 'There was a roar ol
laughter the moment the Head was gone.
Morny's latest stunt had taken Rookwood
by storm, and the juniors yelled over it.
But the hapless Head was not inclined to
join in the gencral merriment. He paced
is study with contracted brows, wonder-
ing what was to be done with Mornington,
without finding an answer to the question,

CHAPTER 24.
Music Hath Charms!

T started suddenly,

Rookwood School was at lessons, In
the Fourth Form room, Mr. Bootles was
busy with his class.

Erroll of the Fourth had stood up to
oonstrue. His construe was not quite up to
the mark, though as a rule he was one of
Mr. Bootles’ best pupils. But poor Erroll
was thinking of his absent chum, Morning-
ton, whose place in the Fourth was empty,
ind his work had fallen off very much of

te, .

Mr. Bdbtles had oponed” his mouth to
make some remarks on Erroll’s vonstrue;
and Lovell whispered to Jimmy Silver that
Erroll was going through it. But Mr.
Rootles’ remarks were never made,

For just then the music started suddenly,

Through the open windows of tho Form-
room—wide open in the warm summer
morning—the sweet strains floated in from
the quadrangle. a

It was the grind of a barrel-organ that
smote abruptly upon the ears of master and
rupils. '

The tune it was playing was an ancient
one, and had reference to a Mr, William
Railey, who, apparently, was far from home,

Mz, Bootles jumﬂed, and then stood rooted
to the floor, as ‘i( thunderstruck.

Erroll's voice faltered and stopped. .

Jimmy Silver looked at his chums, aghast.
Two or three of the juniors Lroke into a
chuckle. ' :

A hurdy-gurdy grinding under the Form-
room windows was a new experience at
Rockwood. :

‘Certainly it was Mack the porter’s duty
to see that no itinerant music-merchant
gained admittance into the sacred precinets
of the school. Equally certainly, old Mack
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had failed in his duties that morning.
thero the hurdy-gurdy was grinding!

“Is it Morny 1"

That was the question in every mind in
the Fourth Form-room.

But the question answered itself. They
knew it was Morny; that it must
‘be Morny. Certainly no common or

arden orgac-grinder would have. wheeled
\is machine into the school = quad
in the hope of gathering coppers there.
The utmost he could have expected was the
order of the boot. But Morny, the amateur
organist, was not so keen on gathering cop-
pers, as on exasperating the headmaster
who had expelled him from Rookwoed.
And this purpose could be effected
thoroughly by grinding the hurdy-gurdy
under the Form-room windows .

Gr-r-r—vwhirrrrrr ! Yowl-owl-owlt

“Bless my soul!” murmured thu dazed
Mr. Bootles,

He stirred at last, and started Eor the
door. As he rustled into the,corridor, he
almost ran into Mr. Greely, of the Fifth,
and Mr. Bobug, of the Third, bguod on the
same  errand—to  interview e organ-
grinder. In the Fourth I‘orm room there
was_a chortle loud and

. Momy again I’ llow!ed "Arthur Edward
Lovell, -*“Morny, of course! And here!”

“Here, under our merry - windows!”
chuckled George Raby. “What next?”

For

| “Let's see if it’s Morny!” said Jlmmy i

Silver.

Mr. Bootles being out of the Form-room,
the junmiers lefi their seats and crowded up
to the windows.

The windows were crammed,

Every eye was fixed .upon the figure out-
side, stnndlng by tho barrel-organ, indus-
triously turning the hendle.

It was, of course, Valentine Mornington,
lately of the Classical Fourth at Rookwoed
School, now an outcast and a lodger at the
Bird-in-Iand Inn at Coombe.

Mornington was looking very s!uhhy,
qirite a contrast to the onetimo dandy of
Rookwood, .

*But his handsome, rccklcss ‘face was the

samao as ever.

He glanced up at the faces crammbig the
windows, and nodded and winked: But
the industrious -handle never ceased, The
strains of “Bill Bailey ” rang through Rook-
wood, from the painful beginning to tho
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bitter end, and then the amateur orgnmn

started again.
“The awful nerve!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. “Hallot " There's old Mack com-

ing after him!”

0ld Mack was ainbling up from the direc-
tion of the gates. Morny had found the
gates unlocked, and Mack elsewhere, when
he gained a&m:ttmm But the strains of
music drew Mack to the spot, and he was
coming up with wrath in bis visage.

But before ho arrived Mr. Bootles and
Mr. Greely end Mr. Bohun came bursting
out of the School House.

They bore down on the nrgamnt in threat-
ening array.

“Boy I shnuted Mr. Greely,

“Cease that noise!” shricked Mr. Bobuu
“ Wretched boy!” gasped Mr.
“Have )ou. no—no sense of sha.me-—ci--of—
decency? Wretched youth!”
ood-mornin’, sir!” said the organist

“Gol”

Valentine Mornington, still turning tho
handle, pointed to the plmrd un the barrel-
organ with his free hand. T¢ was a new
placard, with letters of greub size daubed
on it in red, It ran:

“SPARE A COPPER FOR A.N OLD
ROOKWOODER I

& ’Ere, you ilftroub of this "ere, you young
Mack, arriving in a statc
of brolthlesa fluster.

“Eject him, Mack !” gasped Mr. Bohup.

“Tura him out!” Loomed Mr. Greely.

“Go it, Morny!” howled Putty Graco
from the window; and the juniors renred
with laughter.

> Mr. Bootles spun round.

“Go back!. Go back from the windows at
once!  Take your placesl  How dare you!
Bless my. soul I” i 4

Jimmy’ Silver & Co. drew back obediently
from tho.windows; but the next momeni
they were there again.: They. simply could
not help. looking .on at the extraordinary
scenc mow being ‘enactéd in the guadrangle
of Rookwood, ~The three mosters werc
almost - dancing round the organ, in their
wrath and excitement; but they” checked
themselves as an * awe-inspiring - figure
emerged from the House: It was the Hedd.



Dr. Chisholm, deep in the mysterics of
Greek with the Sixth Form, had been deawn

forth by the strains of “Bill Bailey.”
His face was a study.
Valentine Mornington did not seem
| abashed.

“Boy 1" said Dr. Chisholm,
“Sir 1

“ How—how dare you!”
“Don’t you care for music, sir?”" asked
Mornington innocently. “I've got a jazz
I can play you, sir, if you'd prefer it.”
“Go " 5
. "JBut I haven't collected any coppers yet,
sir,”
“Mack I” thundered the Head. .
* Yessir 7

* i

“Remove that boy, and his instrument!
If cither cnters the gates again, I shall dis-
charge you!”

"’E‘Bin't my fault, sirl I never knowed

“Remove him I

Old Mack closed in on the organist. The

strain of tho music camo to a sudden stop

as he grasped the organist by the shoulder.
“Now you git a move on, you young

raskil!” said Mack, “I don't want to ’urt

you—>=

;‘IYou couldn't!” gaid Mornington checr-
v.

“ Look 'ere !
* Remove him !” thundered the Head.
“Come along, Master Morny—I mean,
you young raskil I”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Mornington stood with his hands in his
pockets, and old Mack was constrained lo
pick up the handles of the organ and wheel
‘1t away to the pgates. Mornington, with a
floo]dgrin, extended his hat towards the
cad.

[y
=

“Sparo a copper, sir?* he said.
“Go!”

“Not a stiver, sir, for an old Rookwouder
down on his luck?” asked Mornington.
“This is a rather hard life, sir, for a public
school chap. 1've been accustomed to betler
things.” .

“If—if you do not depart at once, I—I1
ghall forget miyself, and—and strike you,
you_ wretched boy!” stuttercd the Head.
 Dear olﬁ bean, keep your wool on "

xpelled junior, his face crimson with-anger.
rnington backed away, smiling!
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Dr. Chisholm made a stride towards the | im
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The Head's “rag” was out with a ven-
geance. He had more than achicved his
object in gaying that morning visit to
Rookwood.

“Ta-{a, old top!" he said.
again later. Keep smiling!”

And Mornington strolled away to the
gates lo lake possession of his instrument
of torture, which old Mack trundled out
into the road. The Head stared after him
blankly, and then turning, disappearcd
quickly into the House.

“T'll see you

CHAPTER 15.
The Head's Prohiem!

b A, he, ha!” )
H The Fourth Form room cchoed
with merriment as ' Mr, Bootleg

came back looking very disturbed
and flustered.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roarcd.

Morny's astounding impudence struck them
as funny, though ft did not have that effect
on the Head or his staff.

The expelled junior was still making his
presence felt at Rookwood School.  Since
his expulsion Valentine Mornington had cer-
tainly been the most talked of fellow in
Rookwood.

Mr. Bootles raised his hand angrily ae
he strode in, anJ the laughter died away.

“Hilence! What does this unscemly dis-
turbance mean?” rapped out the Korm-
master, “Silence, I say, or the whole clas
shall be detained this afternoon {”

That was enough. That afternoon was ¢
half-holiday, and noredy wanted detention
But it was with difficulty that the juniort
composed themselves to a proper gravity.
Mr. Bootles’ dark frowns could not repress
the smiles  that continually broke out on
their faces during the remainder of morning
lessons. '

When the class was dismissed at last it was
a chuckling crowd of juniors that swarmed
out into the quad.

Erroll was the only fellow in the Fourth
who was looking grave. Arthur Edward
Lovell slapped him on the shoulder.,

“*What ‘are. you looking like a graven
o for, fathead?” inquired Arthur Ed-
ward. “Why don’t you grin?”

Erroll am:v'vd fairtly.
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'(::lIt really isn't a laughing matter,” he

said.

“Most of tho fellows scem to think that
it is!” said Jimmy Silver, with a smile.
““But it isn’t! Morny ought not to be
cheeking the Head liko this—"

“Tyue, O king!” said Lovell. “He
oughtn’t. But it’s funny to waich tho Head’s
face when Morny’s checking him, all the
same.”

“It makes il hopeless to think of Morn;
ever coming back to Rookwood,” said Erroll,
with a sigﬁ.

“Not much chance of that, in any case!”
said Neweome. “ Morny's taking it out of the
Head like this because ho knows ho can’t
come back. But bringing his hurdy-gurdy
inside the school is really the limit. %hck
will get the boot if Morny gets in again.”

“He won't have a chance again,” said
Jimmy Silver. “His hurdy-gurdy is only a
stunt He will bo thinking of something
new soon. It locks as if ho's set out to
worry the Head into a fit. .I wonder what
the beak will do?” 3

Most. of the Rookwooders were wondéring
what Dr, Chisholm would do. Perhaps the
Head himself was wordering.

This state of affairs could not be suffered
lo contiruz ¥ct haw it was to be ended was
# problem. -

Morny’s guardian refused to take any
steps in tho matter unless the eoxpelled
iunior should return heme and apologise for
his conduct—which Morny was not likely to
do.. And nobody else had any legal control
over the reckless fellow,

On rare occasions culprits had been ex-
pelled from Rookwood before, but an ex-
pelled fellow generally slunk quietly away,
‘ashamed to be seen, and ashamed to revisit
the sceno of his humiliation,

Tt was quito otherwise with Morny.

All Coombe was talking of the Rook-
wooder whko had come down to playing a
hurdy -gurdy for a living. Indeed, the Head
was In constant terror that it migi)t get into
the pepers,

1f some enterprising journalist with a keen
nose_for a “stunt” should get wind of
affair it might become famous through the
length and breadth of the land.

* Rookwood was a famous old school, and
there was '“copy” in the extraordinary
affair. Quite entertaining columns might be
written abont it if some pressman got liold
of it at a time when thete was a dearth of
other news, 3
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And if that had happened Dr. Chisholm’s
feclings would havo been beyoud descrirhon._
Like most quict and scholastio old gentlemen'
of his kind he had an intense horror of
publicity and scandal. 5 i

It would have been a deadly blow to him
if Rookweed and its affairs had become a
theme of public comment. to be ehatted and
joked about in 'buses and treins.

Yet Mornington was not to be got rid
of. The Head had succeeded in inducing
Mr. Bandy, the grocer, to sack him. But
instead of clearing off the reckless fellow had
hired the barrel-organ with which he peram-
bulated Coombe and the neighbourhood, and
probably he mado a good -thing of it, too,
and carned his daily bread thereby.

The placard on the organ attracted much
comment and sympathy from the simple
country-folk. And the Head, though ho
reigned supreme within the walls of Rook-
wood, had no more power outside the gates
than the smallest fag in the Sccond Form.
There was no law cr influence by which he
could exclude the expelled junior from the
vicinity. -

“The Head's in_a rare wax!” Tubby
Muffin confided to Jimmy Silver & Co. that
afternoon.  “Trotting up and. down his
study like a wild lion 1 a cage, you know!
He'’s been ragging Bootles.”

“How do you know?” grunted Jimnmy.

Tubby chuckled:

“I saw Bootles coming awav it his
study looking as if held been Litten,” be
cxplained. “Tho  Head's taking it out of
everybody who comes near him. heard
Catesby say he was awfully reugh on the
Sixth this mnmnfter Morny came here.

Ho jawed Ball .in class—the captain,
you know. I wonder Bulkeley stcod it.”
“Well, a chap has fo stand the Head!”

remarked Lovell. “T'm rather glad I'm not
in the Sixth at present,””

“Same here,” chortled  Tubby Muflin;
“and I sav it's a good wheege to keep, out
of the Head’s way. and vioh: comio near him
i’n dthe,:, passages.  He might sfart on aby-

ody. i

Jimmy Silver grinned. He' could not hel
wondering what the ¢ Head of Rookp-
would have thought if he had heard that.
But Reginald uffin’s ‘remark was un-
dc';btedly well-founded. ' e N

he dispute with Marnington was telli
on the Head’s nerves, and his temper g:g
is

growing very tart and uncerfain,



staff had much to bear with, and the Sixth
Form were rnct enjoying life these days.

A Third-Former had gbet:n called in and
caned for whistling near the Head's window.
“The sight of his frowning brow in the corri-
dors was enough to set the fags scampering
away, But the Head’s reflections would have
been interesting {o know if he had guessed
that ho was now looked upon by the smaller
- boys as & sort of Hun that was dangerous at
close quarters.

Early that afternoon, when Jimmy Silver

Co. were going down to the ericket-
ground, the Head was observed crossing to
the gates, and Tubby Muffin scudded after
the Fistical Four to Little Side with the

YO e -1 ted
L "I say, Jimmy—I—I say—" panl
Tubby. 4

“Well, what is it now?"”
tain of the Fourth.

“The beaks gone to sec Morny,"™

“What 1"

“He's gone to tho Bird-in-Hand !” chir-
ruped Tubby Muffin, *“Out of bounds, you
know, for Rookwood! I say, tho Head
ought to give himself & licking for going out
of bounds! He, he, ha!”

“ How do you know he's gone1”” demanded
Lovell.

I heard him say to Bootles—"

“Oh, dry up!” said Jimmy. “You're
always hearing something that doesn’t con-
Lcern you."’

“But, 1 say, the Head' said—"
“Rate 1"

grunted the cap-

#“He didn’t say rafs, you ass; the Head

wouldn’t | ¢ said—" .
But the Fistical Four did not stay to hear

what the Head had said.  They went to the

cricket, leaving Tubby Muffin to impart the

!v;est of his news to anyone who cared to
ear, - .

CHAPTER 26.

Ordered to Quit!

- XCUSE me—-"

E My oy, .

s “The ﬁnﬂemnn who was washing

glasses behind the bar of the Bird:

in-Hand jumped and nearly dropped a glass,

It was the Head of Rookwood who had

suddenly dawned upan him in the dusky

 bar; end the sight of the King of the Canal-

bal Islands would hardly have astonished the
barman_more. -

Ho blinked. at Dr, Chisholm, E
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“Excuse me” said the Head, in a very
quiot vcice, "I Lavo called to.inquire——"

The barman wisked ot a fat man in a
corner, who was smoking a big black cigar,
and wasliing down the flavour with a glass
of spirits. - It was Mr. Joseph Hook, a sport-
ing -gentleman. of disrcputable charactor,
Mr. Hook winked back at the barman.

Dr. Chisholm coloured painfully,

“Yeossir,” said the barman. “You was
saying, sir—whisky, sir?”

“No, no!” said the Head of Rookwood
hastily, “I have merely called to inquire
whether thero is o boy named Mornington
staying at this inn,”

“Ho!” said the barman,

“I wish to see him,” said the Head.

Another wink passed from the gentleman
behind the bar to Mr. Hook in corner,

“Know where tho young feller is, Mr.
Hook 1" asked the barman.

* Knookin’ tho balls about, I believe,™
answered Joos ook, ““¥You'll find ‘im
in the billiard-room, sir.”” ¥

“Thank you very much!” falterod the

Head.

* Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Hook politely.
"Always pleased to oblige 8 gent like
you, sir! If yowd caro to take some-
thin’———"- 2

“Thank you, nol” gasped the Head.

And he beat a hurried retreat..

As he retreated the sound of chuckling
followed him him from the dusky bar,
Apparently, Mr. Hook and the barman
saw something amusing in the Head and
his visit. :

The sound of clicking balls guided Dr.
Chisholm to the billiard-room. His colour
was high as he cntered that apartment.
He was glad to seo that it had only ono
ocoupant, The solitary occupant’ was Val-
entine Mornington, who was knocking the
balls about idly. -~

The outcast of Rookwood glanced round,
and started as .he saw the Head. He
dropped the butt of the cue to the floor,
and stood staring at Dr. Chisholm.

"I heve called to see you, Mornington,”
said the Head, in a deep voice.

Morny .recovered himself at once,

“Thank you, sir; that's kind of youn,”
he said. “You’re welcome, for old acquain-
tance gake.” -

The Head bit his lip. .

“Won't vou sit down?” asked Morn-
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ington cordialiy.
retreshments "

“Certainly not!” .

“You wouldn't care for a whisky-and-
soda

** Mornington !

“0Or a gin cocktail, sir?” asked Morn-
ington genially. “Though rathcr down on
my luck at present, I can stand refresh-
ment to an old friend. You may command
anythin® in the cstablisment, in fact.”’

“This is insolence, Mornington!” gasped
the Head.

“I'm sure I enly meant to be civil, sir,”
raid Morny., “Won't you sit down, and
make yourself at home?”

“I will not sit down, Mornington I"
"Ycry well, sir, Care for & hundred
up?” %

* Wretehed boy—""

“Not at all, sir. Enjoyin’ life, I assuro
you,” said Mornington cheerily, “It's a bit
hard work, trundling round an organ, but
I make a livin’, Lots of kind people take
compassion'on a public school chap reduced
to organ-grindin’ for his daily bread.
really better than grindin’ Latin in school,
with a peppery old headmaster always
ready to drop on a fellow—what?™

“Mornington, 1 am going to make an
appeal to you At

*You want me to come back to Rook-
woed, 'sir {"

"No. , I do not want you to come
back to Rookwood !" thundered tho Head.
“Under no circumstances whatever shall
you ever enter the gates of Rookwood
again "

“*My mistake, sir,”” said Mornington
blandly. “I might come back if you asked
me nicely !”

“I am going to make an appeal to yonr
better feclings, if you possess any,” said
the Hecad, in a pgasping voice. ‘‘This
course of conduet on your part, Morn-
ington, is disgraceful 1"

HOpinions may differ on that point,”
answered the junior. “If you were my
headmaster, sir, I should be bound  to
respect your opinion. As you're not, I'm
entitled to regard you as an interferin’ old
gentleman [”

“Wha-at 7"

“And’ to advise you to mind your own
business, sir!"

Dr. Chisholm breathed hard.

“You are disgracing yourself and your

**Shall T coll for some

It’s.
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“You do not scem

old school,” hLo said.
the good name

to carc whether you drag
of Rookwood in the dust,”

Mornington laughed.

“Rockwood can't ask much of me, sir,
after kicking mo out,” he said, *“What
about my good name, which Roockwood has
dragged in the dust?” :

It is your duiy to return to—"

**8chool '

“Ne, to your guardian.” 4

“My dear guardian bores me, sir, and
my cousins at home are simply intolerable.
I prefer organ-grindin’!”

“If you must pursue this disrcputable
career, Mornihgton, can you not huve tho
decency to take yourself into another
district, and not make the name of your
old school 8 byword of scorn?”

“No fear!” answeredsMornington coolly.
“You kicked me out of Rookwood, an’
I'm goin’ to haunt Rookwood. You won’t
get rid of me in & hurry, sic!”

# ?’i_'ou will not be allowed to continue

“I don't sce how you're goin’ to stop
me,” interruptod Mornington. “I'm earnin’
an honest livin’, and turned tho age when
the School Board inspector can’t worry
me. I really don’t sco what you are goin’
to do, sir."”

*You refuse to go?”

“You bet!" -

’ For a moment they looked at one an:
other, the: Headmaster and the oxpelled
junior, with cool defiance in the latter’s
face, grim wrath in the former's.

Then Dr. Chisholm, without another
word, left tho billiard-room.

Mornington’ winked at the ceiling, and
returned to knocking the ivory balls about.
But his face grew serious. >

Cool and self-relisnt as he was, and
determined to continue upon the peculidr,
coursec he had marked out for himself,
Mornington. was not satisfied. Sinco leav-.
ing Reokwood he had had plenty of time
for reflection, and lo realised quite clearly’
that ho had made a fool of himself—that
he had given up what was good for what
was not so good. His recklessness had
led him tou far, and, defiant as he was he
had the penalty to pay.

Thero was a surprise in store for him,
too, Ho- founq soon that tho Head had.now
oxhausted the arrows in his quiver.”From
the dirtv window of the billiard-room
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rny wiiched the old ' gentleman pass
own the strcob again. A fow minutes
ater the red-faced barman came into the
illiard-room with a grin on his face.

.- “Its outside for you, young man,” he
.remarked,

Morny looked at him.

"W’hat does that mean?” he :nqu:red

“Landlord wants your room.”

“Rot!  There's two or three garrets
- ompty, as well as mine.”

“Landlord wants it all the same, and
you're to go to-day,”’ answered the man
coolly, “You've got till six to remove
your traps; if they're there later than that
‘they’re to bo put in tho street. That's
&u.".

“I supposo the Head of Rookwodd has
tipped your 'landlady to do this!” said
Mornington ‘hitterly.

He recieved no reply. But he did not.
necd one. IL was easy enough to seo that
the Head bhad interviewed the landlord
of the Bird-in-Hand, snd that he had
induced him to turn the lodger out—a
few pounds in hand were worth more to
“the innkeeper than the few shillings Morny
paid for his wretched garret.

That afternoon Valentine Mornington
stood in the street again, ‘with a bag in
his hand, containing his worldly possessions,
Ha was homeless onca more ; but there was
.a bitter, determined expression on his faco.
Once more the Head had made a move
that he could not counter; but Rookwood
was not done with -the expelled junior
yet,

CHAPTER 17,
In Campr
OME blessed gipsy camp!” sald
Arthur Edward .Lovell,
“Cheek to camp here, in sight
of our boat-house [’ remarked New-

K

comoy

OWN LIBRARY

“My dear chap,” said Jimmiy  Silver
tolerantly, “it’a public land along the
river, and anybody can camp there. Pick-
nickers and caravanners haunt the place.
Let ’em rip.”

“They’ll rip anyway, whether we lot
'em or not,”” Newcome remarked, “so-wo
may as well let 'em.” S

Those obscrvations were made by  the
Fistical Four of Rookwood, as they strolled
down to the river after cricket.

From the trees by tho river thin
column of smoke was rising, showing that
someone had lighted a camp-fire on the
bank.

The weather was too warm for a fire te
be wanted for its heat, so it was pretty
clear that cooking was going on.

The junior turned into the path by the
river to have a look at the camp, which
was much nearer the school than was -
generally the caso with caravan campers.
Indeed, the column-of smoke might- have
been secen, and doubtless was scen, from
the quadrangle.

A cheery fire mckled. away, fed by
branches and twigs, and over it three
sticks were erected, from which swung
a pot, in gipsy style.

But it was not = gipsy who tended tho
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As the Fistical Four came in sight of
the solitary camper, one amazed exclama-
tion burst from all fcur of them at once.

“Morny |

The camper looked up and smiled and
waved his hand to the chums of the Fourth. -

They came up, gazing at him blankly.

“Where's your hurdy-gurdy?” asked
Newcome, with a_grin,

“T've dropped that stunt for a bit,”
drawled Mornington. “ Wheelin’ it -about
is rather heavy work. - I'm campin’ out
here.”™ .

‘“Hera !” ejaculated Jimmy  Silver;

“Why not?" asked Mornington coolly.
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“This is common-land, and it has the
advantage of bein’ within hail of Rookwood,
so I shan’t have quito to part company
with the dear old Head. I'm sure he will
bo delighted to hear that he’s got me for
a near neighbour.”

“Oh dear!” murmured Jimmy.
, “The dear old beak dropped in at tho
Bird-in-Hand to-day, an’ got me turned
out,” explained Mornington, *“I've decided
on campin’ life for a bit. Tho weather's
splendid for it. I bought a few things in
tho village an’ ambled along here. Hallo,
here's Muffin !
¢« Tubby Muffin came out of the trees, and
stood transfixed, staring at the camp and
tho camper.

For some moments Muﬁn was non-

plussed, and then the explanation dawned |

upon him, and he gave a fat chortle.

! Without approaching nearer to the camp,
Tubby started off for the school as fast
as his fat little legs would carry him—to
bear the startling news.

| “I suppose I shall have half Rookwood
here in ten minutes,” remarked Morning-
ton, “with a grin.

i *“Which is what you want, I lbelieve!”
grunted Arthur Edward Lovell,

i “T don’t deny it, old top. I'm goin’
to turn the Head's hair white for kickin’
‘mo out of Rookwood,” said Mornington
con]ly “T'll go back if he asks mo nicely

| “I can sco him doing it!” sa.ld J|mmy

‘Silver laughing. X

[ “Ha, ha, ha!”

3 “Well, unless ho does, I'm gmng to hmmt

hll’ll You fellows care to have tea with

me?! I'm brewing some coffeo’in that pob,

and I've got a cake and some sandwiches.

Lots, in fact; and I'm glad of company.”
The Fisticel Four cxchanged smiling

glances,

Morny’s endless 'stunts” were entertain- |
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ing, from the junior point of view, at least,’
and they could not help admmng the out-
cast junior's determination. “No sur-’
render” was evidently Morny’s motlo.

They accepted Mornington’s invitation
and sat down on the green bank of the
river, under the setting sun. Tho coffea’
Morny was brewing was mnot, perhaps,
quite perfect, but the Fourth-Formers were
not very particular. They enjoyed their
meal, and long before it was over there
were fresh arrivals on the scene.

Tubby Muffin had spread the news.

Rookwood juniors came from far and
near to see tho camp, and to stare af tho'
camper and chortle. Pecle remarked that
it was naother pull for, the Head’s nese’
as «certainly it was. Hansom and Talboys
of the Fifth camo along, and advised Morny,
to clear off, and he declined, they scemed
['disposed to help him shift. But the Fistical
Four chippéd in promptly, with a dozen
more juniors, and the Fifth-Formers were
chased away with ignominy,

It was different when Catthew of the'
Sixth artived on the scene. Carthew was'
a prefect, and, as such, was not to be’
handled by the jumors—unless they were,
prepared for trouble with the Head. And
Carthew ordercd Morny to quit at once,’

Mornington eyed him coolly, and did
not even answer. He sipped tho tin cup of.
hot coffee in his hand as if Carthew had
not spoken.

Do you hear me?"” snapped Carthew.

“* You've no right to interfero, Carthew,”
said Erroll mildly. “Anyone can camp on
this land.”

“Take fifty lines,
a prefoct.”

Erroll bit his ]lp hard.

“Now, Mornington,, you're to go!” said
Carthew, coming closer to tho outcast of

Ervoll, for cheeking

Rookwood, “Tho Head won't allow you
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to plant y—=zelf down so close to the
school, and you know it! Will you go?”

Mornington smiled.

“Fine weather for campin’, isn't it?”
he observed,

*What 17

*Lucky it docsn’t lock like rain, or I
should need a tent or somethin’.”.

‘Lhere was a chuckle from the onlookers,
and Carthew’s face reddened angrily.

*1 don’t want any of your impudence,
Morningten I”* he bawled. “ You're to clear
out of here at once, or I shall shift you!”

*I can’t alford a tent ab prosent,” went

. on Mornington imperturbably, *“I've got

o couple of rugs, that's all.”

“Will you go?”

“But it’s going to be a warm night,
s0 1 think I shall be all seréne,” -

“*¥or the last time, Mornington, will

*'Chere’ll be a moon, too—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Carthew strode right at the outcast junior,
his hands raised to grasp him,

Swooshi !

Mornington jerked his hand forward, and
the contents of the coffee-cup shot full
into the Rookwood prefect’a face.

Carthew staggered back with a wild
howl,

" Yurrrgggh 1

Mornington rose quickly to his feet,-and
picked up & thick cudgel that lay in the
grass by his side, He stood on the de-
fensive, as Carthew gouged coffee from
his eyes and nose.

M You—you—  L'lI—1'lI—" spluttered
Carthew, He sprang savagely at the out-
cast of Rookwood,

He a}irang back again faster still, as
Morny’s cudgel lashed at him. Mark Car-
thew would have received a very un-
pleasant knock if he had not escaped that
blow,
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“You—you young ruffian!” he panted.

*Better mind your own business,” sug-
gested Mornington calmly,” *“I've got this
cudgel to deal with any tramps who may
interfere. L'm quite remly to crack your
head, Carthew, if you want it cracked.
You've only ta come oni” v v

Carthew evideitly did not want his head
cracked, for he did nob come on, If was
clear cnough that Valentine Mornington
was in deadly carnest, 'L'he prefect stood
furious and perplexed for a minute or so,
whilo the crowd of juniors loocked on,
grinning.

*Here comes
Laovell.

I'he caplain of Reokwood came striding
on the scenc. Carthew turned to him at
once.

" Help me clear this young scoundrel off,
Bulkeley,” he said. "'I'ho Head won't
allow him to stay bere.”

“Hum!” said Bulkeley, in perplexity.
“I don't think we have a right to clear any-
body off this ground, CUatthow. You'd
better go, Mornington.”

Bulkeley ! murmured

“'J.:.hanks; I'm stayin' !
“Wili you help me clear him off,
Bulkeley !* demanded Carthew savagoly.

'I'ne Hookwood captain shook his head.
*We've no right—"
**Uh, hang that! 1 shall rcport this to

 tho Hoad, then”

" ¥ou can do as you like about that,”
said Bulkeley, shortly; and Carthew
tramped angrily away towards the school.

* You ought not to be here, Morning-
ton,” sald Bulkeley, turning to the outcast
junior again, with a frown.

“Sorry I don’t agree, old top'!”

* You fags can clear off I'* said Bulkeley,
taking no further motice of Morny. * Now,
then, get back to the school, the lot of you!
You know thoe Head’s forbidden you to

" speak to Mornington."
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*“1 say, Bulkeloy——" began Jimmy
Silver. !

“'I'hat’s enough! Get a move onl”

“T'he juniors recluctantly retired from the
followed them, shep-
herding them all back into the gates of

~ Rookwood. Valentine Moruingbon shrugged

his shoulders, and sat duwn again to finish

! his colfco,
#
CHAPTER 23,
The Heart of a Hero!
“ 3 MPOSSIBLE!”
I © “It's. true, sir! He's there!™ :

*“Upon my word!” exclaiméd Dr.
. Chisholm.
'I'he Head of Rookwood looked so angry,

that Carthew half-regretted coming to his.

study with the news. in the Head's present
state of irritable nerves, there was no tell-
ing upon whom his wrath might turn.

**¥ou shouid have sent him away, Car-
thew I'” snapped the Head.

™1 tried, sir; but he had a cudgel—"

** Nonsense !" =

* Bulkeley refused to help me——"

" You may go, Carthew !

Carthew wont—rather glad to esupe from
the Head's presence just then. . Chis-
holm, giving him no further thught, strode
to and for in his study with .corrugated
brows,

This was the lask straw; the cxpelled
junior camping in the open air almost
at the gates of Rookwood. It was not to
be berne.

After some minutes of agmﬂ;ed .reflection,
the Head sclected a canc. He had just
saken it in hand, whon there was a tap
at the door, and it opened to admit Mr.
Bootles. Tho Yourth Form-master looked
very agitated.

* Ur. Chisholm, are y-cm awarg——"

o}

THE BCAPEGRACE.OF ROOKWOOD!

posted himsclf almost at tho school gates,
Mr., Booties! 1 am going to send him
away.”

“That is the dilticulty, sir. 1t eppears
that he has camped on public land, and
cannot be interfered with—""

“ Nonsense |

‘he Head made a gesturs, and Mr.
Bootles was silent. Dr. Chisholm strede
from the study, cane in hand. There was
an_expression of grim determination on
his fece, KFags who sighted him in the
corridor scudded off and vanished round
corners, ‘I'here were many glances turned
upon him as he strode away to the gates,
but his path was avoided, as if it wero
the path.-of a devouring lion,

Heedless of the glances, if he was aware
of thet, the Head strode on and trod tho
path down to the river. - His eyes glittercd
at the sight of the thin column of smoke
rising. from the bank, and his grip tight-
ened upon the cane.

Ho came rustling up to tha camp with
a brow liko thunder.

Mornington was at the river-sile, draw-
ing a can of water from the siream, He
straightened up at' the sight of the Head.
His cudgel lay in the grass near the camp-
fire, and the Head was between him and it.
The Head sighted him, and came du'actly
towards him.

“Mornington I**

“Good afternoon, sir!” said Mnrmnglon
coolly, with one eye on tha Heui‘s cane~
“Nice day, sir!”

“You have ‘camped here?™

“Somo interferin’ old’ Johnny got m¢
turned out of the Bird-in-Hand,

“You won’t be allowed to Fomain here:”

“I don’t sco how you're going to prevent

it, sir,” answered Mornington, * Anybody
can camp on common land." ¥

#Will you go?” B

*1 am awaro that. that insolent boy bag] “Nol”



~ current was strong. It was borne in upon

E
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"Then you will teke the consequences,
Mornington.”

And’ the exasperated Head, strode right
at ‘tho junior, with the cane uplifted. It
came down on Mornington’s shoulder with
a sounding thwack, and the outcast of
Rookwood gave a yell. Then be sprang
forward, butting at his asseilant, and the
Head grasped him by the collar with cno
hand, while the other wiclded tho cane.
Mornington -~ struggled  furiously, and
hooked ' his leg in the Hecad’s, and tore
himself looso as Dr, Chisholm staggered.

He sprang away, panting, and the head-
master of Rookwood reeled in the  rushes
on the river’s margin, struggling to recover
his balance. But he struggled in vain,
and the next moment there was a loud
splash.

“Oh, gad|”-gasped Mornington.

He sprang forward, as the Head splashed
bodily into the river. The cane flow into
the rushes, and the hcadmaster went com-
pletely under. Ho came up u dozen fect
from the bank, struggling with the current.
“Morny stared at bim blankly for a sceond.

Tho Head could swim, but he was a
poor swimmer, and he was old, and the

the junior’s startled mind that he was
looking wpon what was probably to be a
tragedy !

That thought was cnough for Morn-
ington.

Ho threw off his eap, put his hands to-
gether, and dived into the river.

Thp Head, resisting. fecbly, was swept out
fnto the middle of the river by the current,
going under again,

Mornington had to swim Hard and strong
to reach him at all, but fortunately he
reached him.

“Hold up, sir!” he apnted.

His grasp was on the Head, dragging

him up as he was going under for the third
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time. Swimming strongly, ne supported
the exhausted old gentleman,

It was all he could do; the Head was
helpless now, and, cumbered by him, Morny
had no chance of getting to the bank, Ie
could only support his burden and go with
the current. Twice he made n fierce cffort
to get shoreward, but the river was too
strong for him,

His cyes swept the banks despairingly.
But the ‘banks wero clear of any human
form; the Rookwood fellows had been
ordered away from the river, since Morny
‘had camped there.

Fortunately, Valentine Mornington was
a strong swimmer, or he would have gone

down to death with the headmaster in, the

depths. But all he could do was to keep
afloat with his burden; and, unless help

.| came, that' could not last long, And there

was no sign of help.
But his faco lighteped suddenly with
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hope. Ahead of him, the river made a
bend, with a racing current; and a point
of land that juiled out at the curve was
crowned with willows, and a long branch
hung diocoping over the water. With a
great effort, Morny steered himself to pass
under the overbanging branch, and caught
it with one hand as he passed bencath,

‘Thé river tore- at him from below, but
he held on grimly.

The Head's eyes met his,
_“Can you rcach up and get hold,
breathed Mornington, . “It’s
chanece.” =

Dr. Chisholm did not speak, but he under-
stood. The branch, dragged down by
Morgy’s weight, was within his reach, and
he caught it with both hands, and held
on. Thero was an ominious erack along
the béanch. It was long and slender, and
{he weight was breaking it down.

Morny’s heart thrgbbed. The premise of
safoty was false after all; tho branch was
breaking under his grasp.

“Mornington !” The Head's voice was
a husky whisper. “My dear, brave boy,
1 forgive you all. Heaven help us now !
+ Crack, Crack!

_ “Hold on, sir!” said Mornington quietly.
“The branch will hold one, and help must
come if you hold on. I'm sorry I played
- 'tho _gont, “sir, and given you so -much
‘trouble. I'm goin' to take my chance now.”
He let go the branch. i
“Mormngton 1 panted the Hend
‘But Valentine Mornington was gone,
stvept away round the bend of the river
by thoe fierce current, and in a moment he
had vanished ‘from Dr. Chisholm’s sight.

Holding on to tho creaking, swaying |
branch, the headmaster of Rookwood gazed
dazedly over the. swirling, shimmering
waters, in the sinking light of the sunset.
" Mornington was gone to his death!

““Helpl”:

sir?”

ihe only

and bore him shoreward.
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For & quarter of an hour tho half-un-
conscious man clung to the branch, crying
faintly for tho help that didmot come, It
was death to let go, and his strength was
cxhausted. He could ecarcely kecp his
hold upon the swaying, cresking branch,
with the wild river tearing at him like
a wild animal hungry for its prey.

But help was coming at last. A Enmaer ]
dog was barking by the clump of willows,
and the farmer came through the treos,’
and shouted to the exhamsted man. The
Head called back feebly, i

“Hold on, sir! I'meoming!”-

To the big, sturd¥ farmer it was mnot’
a dificult task, Holding to the branch,’
he plunged neck-deep in the water and
waded .out. Ho was out of his depth before
he reached the Head, but he grasped him,
Even for the’
powerful man it was a struggle, then; but
ho came into the willows at last, and drag-
ged the headmaster ashoro breathlessly. It
was an inscnsible man that he landed in
the willows. When Dr. Chisholm's eyes
opened he was lying in the farmhouse, and
his first question was of Mornington. - Bub
of Mornington ncrtbmg was: known, and °
the Head groaned - in bitterncss of spirit.
Was that the end of Marnington's rebel-
lion? Had the wilful, headstrong, but true-
hearted boy gone to his death in the aapﬂu
of the river, gone to his’ death in the effort’
to save the headmaster ‘who had expelled|

him ?

FEE

CHAPTER 9. Fies

All's Welt that Eide wWoyt @
ND Mornington? 1.~

When he let gn the branch, and

the swirling current tore. hxm sway,

Morny had no hope. of escape, The'

act was tho last reckless act of his mck!ess
young life. It was in ‘kecping  with hls
charactor to give his life for the !zeqimnﬂm
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‘he had defied. But though there was no
hope in- his breast, he was still fighting
for his life, and long after the river had
 swept him from Dr, Chisholm's sight, he
.was still resisting his fate. Once he camo
near the bank, but a whirling eddy tore
him away again, and tho current sped him
on, his senses failing him now. Twice he

l 'knew that the end was near.
And then came a sudden shock and an

exclamation, and Mbrnington, as in a
dream, felt hi.mm!f“ asped by the collar,
- and drawn fromn uel waters,

He was far too gone to seo clearly, or
to think clearly; but he realised that he
had been dragged into a punt, and that
:l face was bending over him. He heard,
without understanding, a voice that spoke.
The sky and tho trees danced before his
" closing eyes. -

Then ho knew ne more:

His eyes opened. He was lying in tho
punt in & pool of water, but the punt
was moored to the bank now. A round,
,ruddy faco looked at him, the face of Mr.
‘Boggs, tho village policeman of Coombe.
Mornington blinked at him dizzily.
I $Comin’ to, sir?” said Mr,
#Bless your ’eart, sir,
start, bungin’ into my punt like that there.

Boggs.

Lucky for you, sit, I was doin’ a bit o'’

fishin’ - arter dooty, sir. Feel better now,
Master’ Mornington? I'm jest goin' to
get you to the school—*

Mornington tried to speak. His voice
came in a faint whisper,

“Not _to tho school, I don't belong to
Rookwood mow—" - ,

“Tll *ave to take you, somewheres,” said
Mr, Boggs. “I can got Mr, 'Uggin's’ trap
at the farm yonder, you sce, an— My
'oye! Blest if he ain’y orf agin 1™ g

. Mornington did not know what happened
next, He had stmk into a deep insensibility,

}md been under, and dimly, damd.ly. ho |

you give me. a ]
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and he did not know how a crowd of
anxious faces gathered round himn at Rook-
wood when the cheerful Mr. Boggs drove
him in, in Huggins’ trap. That day and
that night he lay unconscious, while all
Rookwood waited for news of his recovery.

" . - . . .

Dr. Chisholn’s face was tho first that
Valentine Mornington saw when his eyes

opened in the morning sunshine. His gazo
turned dazedly round from the white
pillow. i

“Lio still, my boy !’ It was the Head's
voice. It sounded far away in Mornington's
cars, though the Head was at the bcdsldo.
“Quiet I”

“Is—is that the Henr.li”'

“Yos.”

“Where am I, then?”

“In the sanatorium at Rookwood, my
dear boy. Tha doctoreis here, You must
not’ speak now.”

. There was another blank to Mornington.
But in the afternoon he was sufficiently.
recovered to speak and to take refresh-
ment, Kit Erroll was by his bedside then.

Morny stretchod out a.feeble hand to
his old chum.

“Have I been ill{” ho asked, . .

“Just a little, old fellow. You mustn't
talk much,” said Erroll. *Dear old fellow,
all Rookwood’s talking about you.”

“I'vo given ’em somethin’ to talk about
Flltely, murmured Mornington, with the
ghost of his old smile.

“I mean about your rescuing the Head.
Dr. Chisholm thought at first you had
been drowned. When he camo back to
Rookwood you were still missing, and then
Boggs brought you in.”

“Ha picked me up in his punt, First
timo old Boggs has done enythin’ ::cful

in his life, Lucky he was there. I say; how
long before I can get out of this?” mut.

tered. Mornington. “I never meant to come
2



52 THE SCAPEGRACE OF ROOKWOOD!

here. You sce, I couldn't help myself

“You old fathcad!” said Erroll, smiling.
"“You're at Rookwood now, Head's suid
50, After what yecu've done, do-you
think he would let you go? Don't you
utiderstand that the whelo school’s proud
of you, you duffer, and tho Head as much
#s anybody. You're going to make a fresh
start at Rookwood, Morny."

Mornington lay silent.

“You're guardian’s coming,” said Erroll.’

“The Head sent for him, and he’s anxious

about you. Everybody's been anxious, But
it's all right now. You're booked for
sanny for a week, the doctor says. That

won't burt you, and then you'll be back
in the Fourth Form,” g

“0Oh "gad !” murmured Mornington.

His pole face brightened. He was glad
to be back at Rookwood, glad it was all
over. And as he lay in the shaded room,
Mornington, during the following days,
made resolutions for the future, which
afterwards he did his best to keep.

It was a great day at Rookwood when
Morningtou loft the sanatorium. Jimmy

Silver & Co., and most of the~Fourth,
came in a body to march him in triumph
to the School House, and the cclebration
that followed was ‘qpite tremendous, in
honour of the expelled junior who had
come back to the o\ld school |
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DUR MAGAZINE CORNER,

o

k. There is little doubt but that the latest
bsport of greyhound racing has come to
stay. The thousands that attend the meet-
ings held at the White City, at Belle Vue,
Manchester (where only a year ago the
chasing of ‘“Rupert the Hare,”” as the elec-
itrically driven “buuny” is known, was
first seen in this country), at Liverpool,
i3heflield and other towns aro as excited
fover the. “‘dogs” as they are when their
ffootball [avourites are romping home to
ictory.

b Though an American claims to have first
fintroduced the sport to Great Britain, yet
in t
fdim and distant middle ages, that leggy
canine aristocrat, the greyhound, was a
bpopular figure in these islands. But in the
bdays when the Black Pri was_Winning
bhis spurs at Crecy, the greyhound was not
uo\m]ias & greyhound, but as a gazehound.
For al
uarry by sight, and not by smell ‘as is the
pase with others of their species—hence the
ame gazehounds, :

&

Practically all of the greyhounds seen on
hé - tracks to-day are _ experienced
¢ Coursing was the immediate
Llorerunner of track-racing, and the valuable
aterloo Cup is to the pe&hound what
tho Derby is to the racing thoroughbred.
fAt coursing the dogs pursue a live hare; on
the raco-tracks they chase a well-made-uj
* dummy,’’ -which they take“to be the
hing, and it is amusing to watch them
w'r:ﬁ for their quarry- after it has disap-
ipe from sight under a wooden covering
disappeared that is, of course, when the
race is over.
A pgreyhound. racing-track is oval in
ape, and reughly five hundred yards in
ircumference; at the White City it is five
hundred .and twenty-five. The ‘hare,”
vhich ia attached: to an iron arm, and runs
n a single rail, is controlied from a tower
hat bears a striking resemblance to a light-
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dogs of this breed follow their

L}
&

house, The official in charge of the levers
that control the ‘‘bunny ** has to be on the
alert to see that it does not go at too great
a speed. Otherwise the dogs would lose
sight of their quarry and refuse to race.
A speed of forty miles an hour can be
attained, but the customary rate at which
““Rupert * progresses may be put down as
somewhere near thirty-five per hour,

All dogs have ta be placed in.the charge,
of trammers selected the Greyhound:
Racing Association, and two hours before
the sport commences they are taken from -
their quarters and confined in kennels on
the course. Theso kennels have electric
light and concrete floors. There they
are carefully watched  to prevent ~any
kind-hearted individual giving the dogs a
feed. Unlike the Zoo,. bath-buns and such-
like are strictly taboo at a greyhound race
mesting, For should a dog have a meal
directly beforo he takes part in a strenuous
race, his cendition would resemble that of
& footballer who has eaten rump-steak and
chips ten miputes before going on the field.
The Race. -

There are six runners in every flat race, .
and four in the hurdle events.” A bugle
blows, and the dogs already muzzled to
_prevent them savaging each other, though,
of course a nasty nip cannot be prevented
even with a muzzle, are paraded by white-
jacketed attendants. They walk the whole
length of the course so that all in the stands
can gee, and then, after the judge has in-
spected the muzzles fo see that they are
properly fixed om, the dogs are '‘boxed.””

'Ig‘; “box ** has six divisions, each to con-
tain a dog, and the greyhounds are put into
the respective compartments in the order
they are drawn. in a horse race,
number one is nearest the rails, number
two next to him, and so on. It can be
seen that the dog drawn near the rails has
the advantage, for if he % speedy and holds
on to that position he has not so far to

go as the dogs drawn on the outside.
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The bugle blows agam. “‘Rupert the
Hare ”’ sets off on his journey right around
the course. The ‘“bunny *’ does this so that
the dogs can “‘sight ” him. Then, when
the hare flashes past the box, the trapdoor
is released, out rush the dogs, and tho race
is bogun. The excitement is intense.
Almost human in their intelligence, the
greyhounds seem to know that by hugging
tho rails they are going the quickest way
after their quarry, They charge one
another out of the way in order to obtain
the coveted berth. Round the back stretch
they go at a pace approaching thirty miles
an hour. First one leads, and then another,
A white dog may appear to have the race
in haud, when a hundred yards from home
a black that has been conserving his energy,
flashes past one after another, to win on
tho post. For some of the older hands at
the game display uncanny judgment. They
will not rush off madly, but, just like the
famous Steve Donoghue wins many of his
Taces, comes ‘with one great burst of speed
at-the end.

Over the Sticks.

Hurdle races are even more exciting.
The dogs are taught to jamp the obstacles
by the trainer taking the hurdles with them,
and some of the leaps they make are truly
‘! prodigious,” as Dominiec Sampson says in
Sir Walter Scott’s well-known romance,
“(uy Mannering.” Some jump. sy high
that they wind themselves on landing on the
vther side of the hurdle, and it is some
moments before thoy recover. Others in

- their anxiety to catch the hare, charge head-

long into the obstacles, but the majority

tuke the hurdles like seasonod performers..

Incidentally, ‘‘Rupert’’. does not get over
the jumps—he gets under by means of a
concealed trapdoor, and ‘‘bobs ' up again
on the other side. - 2

A Bold, Bad Viflainl

There is humour as well as sport where
tho ‘‘longtails ”’ (a pet name for the grey-
hounds) are concerned. There was a dog

* cunning at Manchester ‘ﬂmt rejoiced in the

namo of Fair Ferdy. “Ferdy' was any-
thing~but fair; like the villain in the story,
if he couldn’t win by fair means, he wou d
win tho. other way. Fair Fordy was one
of the four runners in a hurdle race. They
al! cleared the first of the four jumps, when

.

GREYHOUND RACING

Ferdy, who was second, teok a sudden dis.
like to the dog in frout. He dived for
him and nipped him hard. The leader let
out a squeal and fell back. By this time
the one dog had “taken a long lead, with
the only other runner -just passing Ferdy
as he finished with his rival. Ferdy imme-
diately set about this dog in first-class style,
and he, too, retired. %‘hcn he saw the
onl$ rival left in the distance. Ferdy went
after him like a shot out of a gun, and
as the leader stumbled at the- last jump
but one, caught him, and an instant later
Ferdy was the only dog left in the race!
Of course, the race was declared void, and,
sad to tell, when it was run over again
after the last event ow the card, Fair Ferdy,
the bold, bad villain, won in a canter!

On another occasion a dog came to the
last hurdle of all ten lengths in front. He
had only to clear it to- “walk” home.
But the jubilation of his supporters, for the
dog ‘was favourite, was turned to dismay.
He crashed into the jump, fell over on the
other side, and lay sprawling. The secomnd
dog was eoming along like a~ whirlwind,
an assured winner mow. _ ‘Suddenly the
fallen dog rolled over. - He ‘rolled over
again, and yet again. Just as the sccond
almost got to him he rolled over once
more. And this time ho rolled over the
finishing line, a winner?

Another Humorous Tale! =

Here is a final yurn, There was an avtful
old dodger of a greyhound at Hull who had
reasoned out things to his own ‘satisfaction.
He knew the “dummy ' went right round
the track. Why, thought Master Mike
{that was his name), should T go all that
way after it? Tf I went the other way I
could meet il coming towards me! So as
the trap was released, ins!ena of pursuing
tho quarry with {he othér dogs, Master
Mike swung right’ round in the opposite
direction, and bolted like a lunatic to meet
“Rupert.” - And meet ‘‘Rupert” he did,
though not with ‘the samo’ result that he
expected. - Master Mike hurled himself at
the “‘dummy.” The next instant he bowled
head over heels, the most astonished dog in
the kingdom. Master Mike hadn't heard
of such a thing as clectricity! Ie had a
deal to say to his pals when he got back
to the keunels,

RR
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