1§ (HOOLBOYS'

OwN

- LIBRARY N°100 (B



OUR MAGAZINE OCORNE

LASSO WONDERS!

‘The Cow-hide Rope.
cowboys accompl
tricks with the stoc whlp. but you
olten_seo wiel Iasso—ol
becauso the average cinem
You Enow what & Taseo is
with a noose at one end.

Using it on horseback, until you are an
sheolutaly et Insso-wielder, has to

most carefully

pes b)g prmu!mm—eh.n ou don’t
Hang or decapitate yourself with it, and
that you don's bind yoursef in an inextricable
tangle to orse.

lish hair-raising

3
2

a actor cannot.
a length of ropo

That's the m.on why the cowboys on
the “pictures ” carry their lasso
The saddle, or d.nglmg

on the pommel of :
fa . gret ooil pioturesquely
stood’s nids, I¥'s o

safest there, iy
American native. or
Tettlor o ol swing with his lase0

‘The Deadly Lasso!

His s veoally o rope made by plaiing
row cowide, snd it may be o be-
tween si e hundvod foot Jong. with
3 noose ul;hh&. oot wide st the buainess

o flings that grest noose with mcrodlbla

and 8o ver the horns of cattle
ho.wishes 5, capture, and onge the noose
tight there is nochmg he cannot do
with the entrapped be
of “the South American

unlmwhmg only. They
umo with it—by" gotting the nocss gt
over the animal and, with the aid
of their galloping hores, break the captive's

Catohing a Train!
The lasso has even entered into warfare,
with vlewry for the lasso men. Every now
8s you know, they have a revo-

lution'” ul. Bouth Americs, just by wey,
parently, of livening things up. ~In one
P finso Bustups” sreps ware Grdered oub

don’t | Bt
hies

yespon whioh overy native youngster thers
i6 born with, in & manner of speaking.

fow ol thel mots_daredevil, soveln-
tionaries got close enou ho Govern.
ment_artillery to let fly with, their plaited

expert
capable of such a l'.‘ggenng feat, and we
daubt if ever it could be repeated.

When & railway train first ran_in the
Argentine the local natives regarded this

invasion of their privacy piece
of check on the white man here
wero t00 many watchers and workmén

about for the natives to risk hauling up the
short track, but they knew a trick worth
two of that.

Roping Lions !

The trick was to he brought off with lassos
A bunch of Inc y in wait for the train
and fung their lasso_ loops_at it.

by ongino'a tall funnel, dug
fpurs 66 thele Horses’ fankes sud actually

ed ho puffing locomotive completely

o

'n. 1.m e in oot e very sucooss-

fully by b:g game hunters in Africa for
roping I even that out-ize in mon-

Tl ‘half-cousin

P i P S i e
animals alive for zoolo gnrdenu, Th

is the bolu, cnnmmng 2 s heavy s
or iron by st By ek wphe o
of rope.

Ono ball is held in the right hand, the
other being swung round the head i the
full extent of the ‘When thero is enough
speed on i, the wl ole whirling sonteaption
is lt go. to, fy sround tho animal' 1g,‘
and wal op—che animal comes cruhmg lown,
ready for transport to the z00 |
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« strong, unruly

CHAPTER 1.
Mornington is Ruffled!
“ QVEEN Treoll??
| alentine  Mornington _asked
the question as Jimmy Silver,
Lovell, Raby, and Newcome were

passing through the old gateway at Rook-
| wood.

Mornington was leaning on his bicyele,

| evidently waiting for someone. That some-

was evidently Kit Erroll of the Fourth,

| Jimmy Silver & Co. came along arm-in-
{arin checrily.  Theéy smiled as they noted
the cxpression on Mornington's face. The
| dandy of the Fourth was clearly not in
t of tempers that bright winter's

oll?” repeated Mornington.
Jimmy Silver shook his head.
“Not guilty, my lord!” he answered

| cheerfully.

“Ask me another!” said Raby.

ed Newcome.
¢You silly asses— began Mornington.
“iold on ™ said Lovell, halting, ©

ave
“\'on ve seen Brroll?
“Yes!" said Arthur ]:d“ud, smiling.

% Not for the first time has
Valentine Mornington’s head-

the cause of trouble in the
Fourth Form at Rookwood,
Seldom, however, has it led

him to such lengths as de- &5
scribed in this splendid story.

nitire been

ANANANAAANANAAAANANANAN
“Where?” snapped Mornington.

1" said_Moming-
“I'Ve been waiting over
tes for him!1. Ilc said ho'd be
Out in three mm\ttcs'”

6 N banged his

With

machine ageinst the  gatepost and started
at o run for the School House.

Hilorel Setchad kit VanisH indotrsand

exclaimed Jimmy
you see Erroll in
“\We all did—
dida't say he

er, stmmg

the _Form-room, Love
“Yes,” chuckled Love”

at lessons Lhis morning

was_there now, though !
“on

“0h, you ass, Lovell !

“Mornington will dof. you on the noso
for this!” said Jimmy Silver erimly. “He
docsn’t like his leg being pulled, and you
know what o temper he's got! ' Ho looks
in o fino old bate alrcady [ ‘Better clonr
off before ho comes e'll be raging!”

Atther Edward sbco. his  head and
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chuckled.  Like all humorists, he svanted
to aeo the end of his littlo joke.

fear!” he grinned. “I want to

see Morny's chivvy Shen he comes back !
¢l be worth a guinea a box!”

“Better scoot!” advised Newcome, grin-

ning. “A dot on tlo noso will spoil tho
doke for sou, old chap
“Rot
“Como on1” said Jimmy Silver. “Don’t
bo,such 8 funny ass 1
ot

“Put Marny will smash you——"

“Bow-wow |’

Evidently Arthur Edward’s mind was
made up.

“Oh all right!
trouble—"

“Here's Morny now !” interrupted Raby.

Mornington cmerged from the doorwsy

f tha Classical Side of Rookwood. His
fauce was red, and he was looking very

ngry. It Iooked as if ho had “tambled”
ho Lo\cll'l little joke.

“You—you silly fool I he snapped, flush-

1f yow're asking for

in, e came up with the grinning
juniors.  “I suppose you think that funny,
ovell 7"
‘Wh&k’ funny ?” asked Lovell inno-
cently. “You asked me if I'd scen Erroll

Well, T had, and I
Form-room this morning.

“You—you—"

“Ha, ha, ha'l” roared Lovell.

It was the climax of the joke, and the
humonsz roare

nd you think that funny ?* said Morn-
ington.

“Eh7 Of coursel”

“Then see if you think this is funnyI”
snapped Morny, and he hit Lovell fu}] on
the nose.

“Yooooop I

Arthnr Edward roared—in a different key
now--and sat down hard on the gravel.

25 up again in a flash, howover, and
at Mornington with a bellow and o rush.
Ob}\lnously Arthur Edward hadn’t thought
@y i
“‘Here, chuck it!” laughed Jimmy Silver,
“Drag the asses apart,.you chaps; we'll
never get off to-day at this rate!”

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome man-
aged to drag the nambnmnts apart—though
all three suffered from stray blows in the

Pprocess.
“Chuck

told you so—in the

it1” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“That’s enough, Morny; no mced to geé
Vo‘tﬂ rag out lika that. = Lovell was an ass,

“Let go!” }nssed Mornington, his face
white with anger. 1 11 teach him to make
a dashed fool of mq

“Let him come on "’ roared Lovell, strug-
ghng funous!y.

Hallo!  Stop that, kids!”

Tt was Bulkeley, the Rookwood skipper.
He came along with Price of the Sixth,
and frowned at the scene in the gateway.

“Only a little ergument, Bulkeley 1 said
Jimmy' Silver me

“Looks to_me mote like a scrap!” said
Bxxlkeleg gnmly. “Stop it and cut off!

“But that hot-tempered fool hit me on
the nase!” roared Lovell. “I'm going to
smash him [*

And Lovell dragged himsclf free with a
wrench and made for Mornington again.
Bulkeley gave two swift strides, caught '

im by the collar, and a boot
gsnﬂy behind hi

“Now cut | o
“Look here— roared_Lovell, strug-
gling. “I'm going to— Yow!”

Arthur Edward roared again as Bulkeley
twisted him round and applied his boot-

again.
“Want_another?” Bulkeley lifted his
boot again,  Lovell tore himself free and
fled. He didn’t want another. It was use-
less to argue with the skipper of Rook-
wond—evcn Lovell saw it at last.
immy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
s{mlled after him, smiling.  Bulkeley re-
sumed his stroll and his chat with Price of
the Sixth,
ornington ‘scowled, and put his tie and
collar straight. ~The little incident had
not improyed his temper at all.  Another
three or four minutes had also gone by,
and his chum Erroll had not turned up—
and Mummgton did not like waiting for
anyon
As he stood there scowling Clarence
Cuffy of the Modern Fourth and the big.
gest duffer at Rookwood—or outside of
Rcokwood for that matter—came ambling
up, t
“My dear Mornington—""
“Cut off 1” snapped Mornington ; he was
not in tho mood to chat with the long:
winded Clarence, far from it.
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“But, my dear Mornington—"
“Clear out!” ;
Clarence jumped at the ferocity in

ut my dear Mornington, pray attend
to my mmuks,” he observed, with a pained
expression on his guileless features.  “If
you refuse to listen to my remarks, then
it will be quite impossible for me to de-
1 messngo cntrusted to me by your

Let’s

T
“You—you ass!
and_cut it short !”
“My dear Mornington, I fear you are
fecling very cross this afternoon. Allow me
to p‘nint out that anger is a very grave and

have it, then—

“What s it?” shouted Mommgton
wrathfully. *“Where is Erroll?
“Ow! Dear me! DPray do not raise

You have put me in a

your voice so.
Hutter, my dear Mornington.
oy "

“Erroll is cngaged at present,” went on

Clmcnce h ¥, \\urncd by the expression

on Morny's face, “in attempting to close

up, wuh e aid 'of solution snd rubber, an

orifice in the inner tube of a bicycle tyre

from which the air has been cscaping.”
“Oh!

Mornington’s angry brow cleared d little.
1f Erroll had a puncturo to repair, then he
could hardly be blamed fof keeping him
waiting. I, he might have let him
know earlier

Leaving the long-winded Clarence Cuffy
standing  there, Mornington grabbed his
machine, and hastened round the quad-
!;,“glc to the cycle sheds behind the
chap,

He found Erroll sure enough, at the rear
of tho sheds, busily repairing o big tear in
an inner-tube, his face red and perspiring.

“You ass, ErrollI” he snorted. * Wh
the thump’ couldn’t you let me know
\\.hero you were?

old man!” gasped Erroll, looking
u hought I should have fini; shed this
job long ago. But that ass——

“Why, that's not your bike, Erroll!” in-
terr\mted Mornington.

, no! It’s Cuffy"

““}mt.

“The silly duffer is as big a dud at re-
pairing punctures as at everything else,”
said Erroll, smiling.“Like an ass, I' offered
to help him—thinking it would only take

ks
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a couplo of minutes But the duffer
insisted on helping me to put the tube
back afterwards, and—well, of course, ho
went and busted it again—a tear nearly two
inches long, the fnnrh(ful &ummy! But
T've nemly finished now,” added Frroll
hurriedly, suddenly \nm;lsy at the gathering
Iurv in Lis chum’s face.

blest 1 stuttered Morning-

3

“Well, I'm
ton, his tomper now right out of hand.
nd you've kept me waiting all this

timo while you repair o dashed puncture
for, that silly ovl

'm sorry, old man. II I'd
e
TOh e ik ol
Mornington, crimson with wrath, ran

his machine round to the front of the eycle
sheds. and Erroll heard him housing it in
some alarm. He dropped th« tube he was
ho!ﬂmmnd ran round to him.

ny, old man! No need to get
% like this! Aren't you going

"Not with_you!” snapped Mornington,
his_cyes glinting, “Tll leave you to go for
a dashed ride with Cuffy—as he's so much
more_important than mo!”

“Rut, Morny, old man—T say—"

“Ra

Lea his alarmed chum  staring
blank 1y after him, Mornington strodo swiftly
Ho reached tho quad just as threo
funiors came out of tho doorway of the
Classical House. They were Pecle, Gower,
and Lattrey—Pcele & Co., the cads of the
Fourth. A dogged, reckless look came over
Mornington's handsome face,
you follows?” he called.

an't you seo we are?” said
Peclo sur]xly “What d’you want?”

< Noﬂun only I'll join you if you like,”
said Mornington. “I'm getting a bit fed-
up with life, and need a bit of excitement.
if I join you?"”
hat! Yes, do!”

Tho threo shady scamps wero only too
pleased to have Mormngton back again in
their select Co. tho old days Morning-
ton s as big a ot themselves, if not

orse. But since he had turned over a
ne\v leaf, Pecle & Co. had lost a valuable
frien

But just then Kit Trroll came running
up bohind Mornington.

“Morny, old man!” he panted. “Hold
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Don't act the goat! I'm sorry
T," said Mornington coolly.
“Sorry 1 can’t come biking with you, after
all, Erroll. Tll leave you to your pal
(‘quv T'm just off with these chaps.
little game and a smoke, I hope!”
“What?” gasped Erroll, aghast.
“Just that | me on, you fellows 1”
Right you are!” said Pecle, with a
grin, as he understood.
The ‘four walked away. Kit Erroll ran
after them.
“Morny—Morny, old man! Hold on!”
“Rats!” snapped Mornington over his
shoulder.
Euoll Iulted and stood staring after the
four, as they vanished through the old
gateway.

on!

“ 8o am

CHAPTER 2.
A Face from the Past!
IT ERROLL stood as if turned fo
K e
knew his chum well enough
to realise that it was useless to run
after him—useless to argue with him when
in one of his angry, perverse moods. A
the best of times—good chums as they
generally were—Erroll could never feel
quite sure of Mornington, He was always
]mble to do the unexpected.
e had done so now—though Erroll un-
ﬂerstood the reason quite well

1t was a half-holiday at Rookwood, and
Mornington had wanted to go over to

atcham to sec a boxing match, while his
chum had not. ~ And {or a very good
reason, in Erroll's opinion. The match
was to be held in a low part of the town,
and from all accounts it was to be a very
shady sort of prize-fight affair—certainly
not the kind of thing for a Rockwooder to
attend.

But Mornington seemed to have set his
heart on going, and it was only after a
great deal of argument and pleading that
Kit Erroll had succeeded in persuading
his chum not to go.  Morny agreeing, very
sulkily, to go iur a bike ride with him
instead.

Yet, though Erroll had™ known his
chum had resented having to change his
plans, he had not dreamed how deeply
angry and resentful he was over the matter.

But he realised it now—just as fe knew
his chum was using the fact that he had
kept him waiting as an excuse to show
his resentmem and disappointment.

“Oh, blow that sy Cufiyl" groaned
Erroll. “If only I hadn't kept Morny wait-
ing I should have been out now, and
could ecasily have talked him out of his
paddy.  What rotten luck1”

Acting on sudden impulse, Erroll ran
down to the gates and glanced up the lane.
There was no sign of Mornington or Peele

A deep shade of uneasiness settled on
Erroll’s btow e lnew that his chum

ad gone off with the cads of the Fourth
chiefly to irritate him—out of sheer .ill-
temper.

Trroll also knew Morningfon’s wilful, per-
verse nature, is own_influence,
Erroll was aware, had prevented his chum
from “kicking over the traces” on more
than one occasios

And now he had actually gone off for
the afternoon with Peele & Co.—for a little

ame and a smake, as Morny himself had
claimed to hope.

“I's swank, I believe, just to irrifate
me—just his rotten silly tem; mper 1" mut-
tered Erroll uneasx]y. “Bui

With sudden decision he turned and
started off down the lane, his foofsteps
quickening as his resolve strengthened in
his mind. If Morny wanted to kick over
the traces he could not stop him; but he
would try for all that, useless as it seemed.

He had quite forgotten Cuffy and the.
bike now. He hurried along the wintry
lane, hopmﬁ— to catch up with the four
before they left the ]a:;s‘

Before him stood a
shabby youth, with dusty, soiled clothes,
with a thin, pinched face.  Errol Had
noticed him tramping along, and had
glanced at him, a compassionate glance as
he saw Lhe tattered boots and hmpmg,
{footsore: gai

Erroll’s }mnd strayed to his pocket. The
boy was obviously a youthful tramp, and
was going to beg for alms. But even as
he did so Kit Erroll gave a violent start,’
}m eyes fixed sharply on the stranger’s

“Sorry to trouble you, sir,”
youth respectfully. “But am
Rockwood School, young gent?”

said the
right for’
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“es,” Tiroll answered slowly, striving
torecolleot, wherg and when ho had scea
the face_before. look here! T know
pLe e SR
e
The youth! stared st him, and then o
glimmering of recognition ¢ame into his
Blue_cyes.
“Blow mo if it ain’t—— But,” ho gasped,
yo\nc a young toff!”
“Yes, 1 am now, I suppose,”. smiled
Erroll. as remembrance came to him, too.
“But T wasn't always, Albert Biggs. = You
see, I remomber your name.  What on
sou doing round here, Bert7”

oy !

It scemcd all the youth could say. Erroll
eyed him keenly, his face saddening as he
noted the too obvious signs of hunger and
want on the waif's features. Back into
his mind came a memory of the past—th:
dark past when he had been an unwilling
pupil in the power of a gang of cracksmen,
when_he, too, had been a ragged waif,
friendless and often enough hungr;

And one incident in that duk past staod
out now in bold relief.

Tt was when he had escaped for a timo
from his old associates, only to come face
to face with tho starvation. It waj then
he had met a boy—a poor newspaper boy—
who had shared his last crust with him, had
taken him to_the garret he called home,
and had.saved him from starvation, if not
worse,

And that boy’s name was Albert Biggs,
and he was standing Vefore him now.

Since that time—since his father had
found him and rescued him from the ras-
‘cally gang, Kit Erroll had tried in vain
to trace tho boy who_had befriended him.
But Biggs had left his former haunts and
Tad completely disappeared.

Now, from out of nowhere, he had re-
appeared, a waif, destitute, down and out,
on that country lane that ran past Rook-
WOO! Kit Erroll grabbed the grimy hand
of the boy impulsively.

“Don’t you remember?” he said eagerly.
“The old days in Barker's Rents, when you
shexed your_last bit of gmb with me.
d°1 if you don’t, Bert Bj 4
‘(‘nkey' O’ course I does,” mumbled

3: staring unbelievingly at the
weﬂ ressed schoolboy before him. My
hoyel .Ain’t you a toff now? How—
where—
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“I'm at Rookwood now—a school close
to here, Biggs. Dut why aro you here?
Why wore you asking the way to Rook-
wood? Did you know I was therd? Were
you going to sce me

“Blow me, no!” was the astonished
answer. “You sees,” went on the boy,

ushing, “I'm arter a job there—a job as

garden boy. I looking for
Work. That's what I'm doing round ‘erc.
Then I sced the advertisement. It were
on a picce of newspaper what was wrapped
round some snndwlch(‘s a lady give me in
Lexham. I thought as I'd try for it,
though I knows as Id stand litfle chanco
with no references and dressed in rags like
this 'ere.  Still—

“So that's it1” cxclaimed Erroll, his eyes
gleamning hen here’s my chance to
pay back some of what I owe you, Bert.
T'll do all T can to help you get the job.
ITll speak to Dicky Dalton for you. Ile's
my Form master and a gnod sort. My
hat! . We'll work it, Bert

“I don’t want to houbxe you,
a young s\\ell now—-

“Rats ! m doing it. My hat, it’ll be
ripping  to hmc you mear, to talk over
old times! ~You were a real pal to me
in the old duys’ and I'll be a pal to you,”
aau with: on,
ou need some grub, I can sce
o= el go to the village for somo
tea, and then we can talk tluugs over.”

“Me come with you—a toff like you!”
exclaimed Biggs, ﬂushmg again. “Mo in
rags liko this ere, and you—>

“Don’ rot! “’xmt I worse than
you in the old days?” said Erroll, with a
harsh laugh. “You're coming to the
village tuckshop for jsome grub—if I have
to, 513:5 you her

You're

uck, ¢ butting*1 _Youw're not a_billy-
said Evroll, with a cheery laugh.
“You've goo. to come! Come— " Oh, my
hat, though

e Sles 8 and Hlepped s lhand e
his pocket, remembering he had no money
with him at the moment.

“Wait here, Bert!” he said quickly. “TIl
just run back to sehool; it's only a hundred
yards down the lane. T'll be back in two
tics. Yowll wait, won’t you?"

“I—T don’t like botherin'—'

w your likes " said Vvl “ Promico

yo'll wait. TIl be dashed sorry if you



o HIS OWN ENEMY!

don't. I want to talk, to hear your story,
Bert, Don't throw up an old pal.
“If—if you really mecans it, sir—"

stammered Bert.

“Of course I do. And dow’t call mo sir,
or T'll punch your nose, Bert. Yow'll wait?
1 shan’t be two minutes.”

“Yos; if you really waut a bloke to
, 1'will, blow mol

rely upon the boy’s
Biggs stared after him, his
pmched face full of colour now. As he
stood there in the wintry hnc, a sound
reached his cars, and he starte

It was a low laugh, and it came from
beyond the hedge close by where he was
standing. He glanced round quickly, and
then he started again as he glimpsed several
forms through the bare, leafless hedge.

Stepping to a gap, he looked over into
the field beyond.

Then he saw. Only a yard or two from
‘where he stood was a stile leading to a foot-
path across the meadows. And scated on a
fenco running parallel with tho path were
four vood  ju
elegant youth with n hnndsome face s.ully
marre a dark scowl. It was Morning-
. and the others were Peecl, Gower and
Lattrey.

All four were smoking, and Peele & Co.
were grinning.

Albert Biggs flushed as )m met their grin-
ning, sneering looks. Obviously they had
heard every word that had passed between
Kit Erroll and he, and obviously they were
much amuse

“Oh1” gn.sped Albert Biggs, startled.

“Good-afternoon!”  remarked Peele
blundlv “Have you used Pears’ soap
latel.

“Years ago—since when use
other I” grinned Gower. “Hls pal Errol]s
just gone to school for some. Quite
movin' incident, wasn't it, you chaps?
Excuse these tears! Long-lost pnls mect
again after mang years! Boo-hoo

“Ha, ha, ha

“Quite entermmm 1" chuckled Peele.
“My heye! Ain’t you a toff now, Herroll!
You'd better look out, Morny, old bean!
Youwll have to take a hul‘ seat now Erroll’s
old pal’s turned up,” he added, giving
Mornington a sly glance. “I don’t suppose

o

yowll caro abouy playing second fiddle to

dmy, unwashed tramp I T shouldn’t 1"

“Rather not!” grinned Lattrey, wmkmg
W Pide tobid Mormngtons acl

Mornington’s eyes glitter

cen as he_usually was, T did nob ooeur
to him that Pecle & Co.’ wero striving to
sow seeds of mischief between Erroll and
himself. And he was just in the mood to
believe or think anything. Had this fellow

—this unwashed framp—como from novhere
to take his chum from him? Strange as
was the ill-assorted (nendshlp Detween the
two, it was a very real friendship on both
sides—real and deep. And at the thought a
sudden, unrcasoning hatred of the waif
came over Mornington. Mornington always
had been strangely jealous of any friends
his chum mndc, und a blind fit of bitter
jealousy took im now. ;

Tadurt Breol] himselt spoken of getting
this ragged waif a job at Rookwood—and
of rencwing a friendship of long ago? He
felt he could guess what that would mean
—he would have to take a back seat, unless

Mornington’s eyes were glittering as_he
jumped from the fence, crossed the stile,
and faced the startled youth. Peele & Co.
followed him, grinuing gleefully.

[ you ragamuflin!” he hissed,
pointing up the lane. "011 you go—sharp |

ou hear me? If you don’t clear out of
this district sharp, I ll have the police put
on you, my pippin!”

Albert Biggs starcd, his pinched faco
flushing again.

“Look "cre, guv'nor—"

lear1” “snapped  Mornington.  “T'll
gige you tvo seconds !
—I won't I” said Albme Biggs, o flash
ol' spun ﬂppeatmg in his cyes. “I don’t
know wi 0 you young gents is, but I got,
as much right *ore as you ’ave! 'I'm waitin”
‘ere for a pall”

“Oh, won’t you?” said Pecle, grinning.
“Boot the beastly tramp away, Morny!
Hore, this is to encourage you, my friend Iy
And snatching off the waif’s cap, Pee!e
threw it yards away up the lane. A flash
came into Bert Biggs' cyes.

“Look ’erc!” he growled. “I don’t want
no trouble wi’ you gents, but I'm staym
ere, and you ain't makin’ me— Owl” |

He broke off suddenly with a gasp as a'
chunk of turf hit him full in the face. It
was from the hand of Mark Lattrey, who
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had flung it from several yards away.
The next instant Lattrey wished he hadn’t.
'lhough half-blinded with soll Albert Biggs
loaped at him and—a fist, as hard as iron,
took Lattrey under the cl

P e e
gave a roar.

In the ordinary way Peele & Co. disliked
But with the odds at three to
they did mot hesitate. The next
moment Albert Biggs, rubbing his bunged

up eyes frantically, was sent crashing over
with Peele, Gower and Lattrey swarming

Mornington seemed on the verge of jo
ing in, but he drew back swiftly as rn
ning’ footsteps sounded on the hard road,
and Kit Erroll came dashing up, his eyes
Dlazing.

With one look at Mornington he charged
straight into the fray, hitting out right and
left. There was a chorus of howls, and
Lattrey went one way and Gower another.
A third punch sent Peele spmmng

But Albert Biggs did not rise. He sat
ek sibing ot ks e, balt Linden
by the carth.

“You rotten cm\'alds'" shouted Erroll
indignantly.

] next nmment Erroll was fighting
hard as the three cads rushed at him,
But Mornington_did not heed
chum’s call for aid. He replaced his
cigarette between his lips and seated him-
self on the stile. He sat and watched the
fight coolly, though his eyes were glittering.

“Smash him!” snarled Peele. “Get him
‘down!”

Erroll went crashing down at last—tho
odds of three to one were too much for
him. Biggs was still .holpless to aid him.
That Mornington would disregard his
appeal did not even oceur to Erroll.

; \I(;lnyl" he panted. “Morny—lend me
a han

gton did not move.
ey as if utterly indiffer-
ent to tho unequal fight going on in the
lane a couple of yards from him. Frroll
was on his back now, struggling furiously,
\with Peclo and Gower holding him down
'with difficulty, whilt Lattrey pummelled

Biggs, ~ the ragged youth,
staggered to his feot, still rubbing at his
loyes. The turf Lattrey had flung into_his
face had burst full before his eyes, and he
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was s..xll half-blinded and practically
hel less

Faorny 1" panted Erroll a
at his chum’s inaction. “Help
Masiiision took. His, digsior s feom hik
lips and blew out o cloud of smoko.
not interferin’ I ho_said calmly,
though his eyes were glittering strangely.
“It you will up beastly tramps
against Rookwood men, then it's your own
look out, Erroll! You asked for it!”

gam, amazcd

CHAPTER 3.

Erroll Speaks for His Chum!
HAT s the ticket, Morny " panted
I cle. Here, help us with the

= mttel, old ma,
and eat coke' said Morn-
ington coully ©OTE Brvollowill oroiits. to
gl ve this beastly tramp the boot, though,
jolly soon chip in and, belp Him walg
mmcemea.t of you,

Erroll did not_answer. IIls face went a
trific white, and his eyes gleamed. Not
even to gain his clmms halp would he do
that. He guessed now that his chum had
overheard his cnnversatmn with _ Albert
Bxggs, and he felt he understood Morny’s

attitude now. with his chum

ier in the afternoon had just put the
Borveri Moriheror into the mood for any
excuse to quarrel with him.

With blazing eyes he redoubled his
efforts, and after a ﬁelca struggle managed
to_stagger to his feet.

Peele staggered bacl» under a drive that
jarred overy tooth in his head, and Lattrey
went spinning away again, his nose stream-
ing. But they closed in again instantly,
while Gov»er, dodging Enolfs fists, leaped
on_his back from behind.

Lmoll went down with a heavy crash
2

*Now into the dashed ditch with Jhim 1"
bissed Peclo, his faco convulsed. “Gad!
We'll make the rott wl”

Pecle howled and cmshcd over under an
unexpected diivo from o grim fisl as hard

ir
15 viaa A lHart Bigestjoining inab Tastihia
cyes blinking and bloodshot, Ho joined
ke boaading his: fate whisTing:
“Good man, Bert!” panted Errol
Tt was help ‘at last, and Erroll scrambled
up again, his cyes gleaming with fight,
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Mornington scowled and stepped fmm dle
stilo as though to interveno.

changed his mind and seated himself agm,
]aokmg on sardonically.

“Come on, you men!” gasped Peele
s'\\,agely, scrnmblmx up again in a fury.
“Lattrey, you funk, come onl We're three
to-bwol” Smash the eads 1>

Lattroy ceased hugging his nose—he was
hanging back now, but as Pecle an
made another rush ho joined in—not vory
willingly, however. did he smy in
long. A 'grimy fist rattled his teeth, and a
second smacked home on bis noso again.

It was more than cnough for Mark
Lattrey, and ho dodged and ran, stopping a
few yards away to nurse his injuries. The
next’ moment Gower was also out—sent
spinning yards away by a hefty drive from
Lrroll’s fist. And he stayed out.

Both Erroll and Albert turned  their
attention to Peele, but Peelo was not hero
enough to face them alone. He broke away,
shouting furiously at his chums.

It was just then that four juniors came
soudding along tho lane. Tho four woro

Jimmy %Alver, Lovell, Raby and Newcome.
Lhoy “stopped and stared at Fairoll and

Biggs, and_then at Peele & Co. savagely
nursing their hurts some yards away.

“Hallo, what's the merry trouble?” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. ‘Dear ,old Peele
uv:nm, I see-tlxree to two, eh?

And it looks as if the two have licked

> “grinned Lovell. “What was tho
Lroubla, Erroll 1’
Srroll ‘mopped his heated face without
replying.  His glance went to_ Morning-
ton, stil seated on the etile, and it was a
trotbled glan

Timmy “Silver did not fail to notico it,
and ho looked curiously at Mornington.

“What's the game, Morny?” he asked,
staring. “Wo saw somiething of what was
going on when we came alonz. It beats me
to sco a fellow sitting watching while a
gang of cads pitch into his pal I”

“Rny of your bimey " drawled Morn-

ington.
% Yc it is! Tt's too thick sxthnﬁ there
smokmg hmny 1,.33 while your pal fights

against odds!” said Jimmy Sllvercur!ly
pul 1" snifed Lovell, “T don't
Ble<sed {f'T should caro to have a
P'xl like tha
Ervell ‘acked for trouble and gob:it
said Mornington coolly. “He was backing

MY!

this filthy tramp up against Rookwood
chaps! T wasw’t going to back him up m
Llni(,)pml or no pall”

The juniors looked very curiously ab
Albert Biggs, who was rubbing his eyes
and panting breathlessly, and looking very
flushed and’ unhappy.

Trroll spoke then,

“This chap isn't a tramp, Morny,” he
said quietly. “He's'n follow whe's on his
beam ends at the moment—a decent chap
who befriended me when I myself was down
and out years ago. Ie’s an old chum of
mine, and T wasn’t going to see cads lil
Peele bully him.” If you'll come along ;
mo now, Morny, old chap, Pll explum

B‘ggs, s:ud Erroll
steadily. “He’s a good sort, really, Morny,
nud T'd like you to know—"'

“Thanks, but I'd prefer not to!” said
Mornington. “I'll como along quickly
enough if you'll boot that low cad back
the way ho camie. But if you prefer his
company o mine—"

“It’s not that, Morny—you know it isn’t,”
said Erroll in great distress. “I can’t turn
—look here, old an;- come along and I'll
explain just w
hnnl(s, nol" said Mornington deliber-
tely.  “I should be afraid of lo osing my
\v«z]let or my watch! Come on, Peele, old
chap! We'll continue our little stroll.”
And Mornington, giving Albert Biggs.a
deadly look, dmpped from the stile and
joined Peele & Co., who were just moving
They w alked on towards Rookwood,
Pme & Co. moppmg injured noses and

Lnuu stood staring after his chum with a
look of amazement.

“Well, my hat!” breathed Jimmy Silver.
“The rotten cad! That was a rotten thing
to_say be:ore that chaj

“Rotf muttered  Lovell wnrm]y‘
“The chaps down on his luck; but h
looks a decent enough kid! What stnrted
it, Erroll?” he went on, raising his voice.

“I left my friend here, waiting in the
lane for me,” said Erroll huskily. “I was
coming back again when I saw Peele,
Gower and Lattrey attack hxm
rushed up and ;oxned in. That’s

All, 3o it1 said Lovell, with » sniff.

“And you mean to say that Mornington,
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your best pal, sat there and let those cads
handlo you without offering to interfere?
Ho wouldu't be a pal of mine long if he
dnd that to me—let me down in that rotten
wa;

“Not worth calling a pall” said Raby.
“Don’t look so pipped, mmu—;eu e
ud of o chup of that kind

u 1 flushed, and mgm Albert Biggs'

ar;

Come on, Biggs!” he said huskily.

Ho lod tho ragged youth away towards
Coombe, leaving Jimmy Silver
shemselves. His heart was heavy, bue hc
Tt no bitternoss -towards Mornington,

curiously enough. was of a forgiving

nature—too forgiving, perhaps.

He felt sure that had Morny not been in
such a bad temper he would willingly have
come to his aid against Peele &.Co. In
fact, the incident would never have taken
place bad not his chum been in one of his
2vil moods. Erroll never dreamed that it
was Mornington himself who had_started
the trouble with Albert Biggs. Had he
done so, he would have been far more
upset than he was.

As the two got out of earshot of the
Fistical Four, Albert Diggs turned
Erm!!, his pinched, ‘bruised face full of

istress,

“!m sorry this ’as happened, sir,” he
. “I wouldn't *ave come after this job
of garden boy at Rookwood if I'd knowed
as you was there, Master Erroll. I can sco
as it won’t do you no good knowing a
ragged bloke like me there.

“What rot!”
his lips hard.

ort 1

2.8

!mmad Erroll, setting
oIl Llad Yo oatan:
“I know. Yowre a good soit!” said the
waif huskily, “But it won’t do, and I ain’t
allowing It'll only cause trouble be-
tween you and your pals, like. Look ’ere!
n't you come no farther wi’ me. I'm
c!mrm outer this place right away. Not
a1 Tain't gratoful Lo, you—you can lay to it
that
“What rof id Erroll. “We'll sce
about that. 'lhmk I care for those chaps—
those three who scrapped with us, I mean?
They're abuut the biggest snobs and cads
in Rookwood. ~You ncedn’t worry about
them, T o u.-n you.”
ain’t worrying about them so much,”
said the ragged youth. “I'm thinking
about tlmt other b'oke-u:c one as sat on
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the stile. I ain’t goi
you and ’im, though—

“Rats! I'm getting you that job, Bort!”
said rroll flatly. “As for Morny—tho
chap you mention—you necdn’t worry
about him cither. He doesn’t really mean
what he says, and he just happens to be in
a bad temper this afternoon. Ilo’s mad
With mo becauso T wouldn's 86 with him fo

a_boxing affair at Latcham. Bu it he’ll be

as rain when he gets over i

8; but—'
No good butting, old chap!” said Erroll
grimly. “I've found you now, after all
these years, and I'm not letting you go,
ert. T'vo never forgotten how you stood
- hen I was down and out.” I should
have starved but for you. Ivn “never for-
gmeen I awe you a lot, and I'm going
to,_repay it.”
“M astcr Erroll—"
“You're_coming with me now for some
grub!” said Erroll quietly. *After that
Im going to rig you out in some clobber.
Luckily my togs will about fit you. Then
wo'll see about that ]ob lll eat my hat if
on’t— y b
Erroll broko off in some alarm, and
hurriedly finished straightening his collar
and tie. ‘'oming towards them was the
athletic figure of Mr. Dalton, the master of
the Fourth at Rookwood.
As Erroll expected, tho master sighted his
dishevelled appearance at o
“Erroll 1” callod the mnstm, glancing at
Albert Blggi curio\xsly. “One moment1 I
wish to spca with you.

o come between

Kit Lxm]l crossed over to the master of
the Fou

% You have been fighting, Frroll 1"

o, c-es, ﬂr sai

e s mdl\)duul
Am I to understand that yo
Gighting with him?  He appoars——

“Oh, no, sir! He—he is a friend of mine,

“What?”

“Bome—some fellows were bullying him,”
said Erroll hurriedly. “I chipped in b
causo—because ho's a friend of mine, sir.

“Oh, indeed!” Mr. Dalton looked
curiously again at Albert, Fellows ab
Rookwood _were not expected to make
friends with tattered 30.1“.\! of the road.
Indeed, Dicky Dalton was astonished,

Erroll?
ave been
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“You—you say this youth is a fri
yours, Erroll?

“I¢'s quite true, sir,” said Erroll, flush-
ing. “You—you see, sir, I know him years
ago—in the old days when I was living in
the shums—before my father found me and
xesgued m

of

I—I see!” said the master. He
[mew rmus hlsbory _quite well, and ho
understood nov. o was a friend of
yours then?”

“Yog, sin," said Kit Bl stoutly. «Ho's
one of the best. He took me home and
Tl ng and
homeless. I haven't forgotten, si

“And now he has come to Rookv\ood to
visit you, Erroll?” said Mr. Dalton, the
stern not¢ leaving his voice.

“He—he didn’t come to visit me, sir.
He dxdnf even know I was at Rookwood.
He saw an_advertisement in the ncwspaper
for o garden oy at Rookwood, and ho
caine to apply for tho J

_ Dicky Dalton looked again at tho ragged

aif. It must have struck him that a youth
rastedaa. ho was dressed  and. cbvicusly
without_references could have little hope
of obtaining such a post. Lrroll read his

thoughts.
“IT was going to sée you about him,
sl ho said in o Tow, cager tone. “Ploass

don’t look at the he's dressed, sir.
‘He's had bad luck, am:l has been trampin
round for work. T can supply him wit
decent clothes, and yow'll see {xe Wlll look

different  fellow “then, he’s as
straight_and honest as any fello“ at Rook-

wood, I can vouch for that, sir

Pl Won. were. aolus s abeale on
him, Eeroll 27

Yes, sir. T met him by accident just

mnow in the lane. I remenibered at once
what T owed him, and I determined to do
my best to get him the job,” said Erroll,
looking. pleadmgly n Dicky Dalton’s hand-
some face, “Ii—if you could only do some-
thing for him, o it sounds
like awlul check on my part,
it oty D oo

Dicky, Dalton

He called across to Albert Biggs, and the
ragged youth came over, looking rather
scared. He raised his ragged cap to the
master,

“So you with fo apply for tho job of
gar%un boy at Rookwood ?
mas

said
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“Yes, gir.
Biggs halted,
confusion,

“He’s afraid he's worrying me
much,” explained Erroll hurriedly.

Mr, Dalton smiled. He had intended to
question the boy, but the frank blue eyes
of the ragged youth wero quite cnough for
Dicky Dalton. " He had not spent years as
a schoolmaster without acquiring a good
knowledge of character.

“Very well!” he exclaimed. “It is quite
out of my province, of course, Erroll. The
matter chiefly concerns Babbago, the
Head’s gardener, But I will <puk to him
on your friend’s behalf, and have no
doubt, if the position is not nlremly filled,
that it will be all right. Your friend Dhad
better come along at six o'clock.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Erroll,
whilo Biggs also mumbled his thanks.
“Tt’s_jolly dccem. of sou, sil”

“Not at all,

me Shat,
walke

“‘].hat’s our Form master,” said Erroll
breathlessly. “By jingo, 1 think yow're
all right now, Bert! He's a_jolly good
sogt, and he'll work it for us.” ;

en—then you think—"

“h‘ll be as right as rain, old d-m
come along for that feed, and
T'll get you some o togs of mi

And with that Erroll led his old friend
towards the village, delighted to thmk that
the chance had come
some small
the waif who had befriended him in those
dark days of the past.

Only—only——>  Albert
looking at Erroll in como

too

By Dalton emiled and

CHAPTER 4.
Mornington's URtimatum?

[ ELL?”
\x[ Valentine Mornington spoke
half mockingly, l
The dandy of the Fourth was
sprawling in the armchair in the study ho
shared with Erroll. He had apparently
just finished tea, for the tea-things wero
snu on the table. Thero was a_cigarette
his_fingers, and he eyed Kit Erroll
S e e e that junior

ed_the studv.

eyed him steadily, a cloud
Hhad Faditos 6t o villago

t Erroll
on his face,
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tuckshop with Albert Biggs. After tea he
had left his old friend in the woods, and had
returned to school for a suit of his ol
clothes—an old lounge suit that fitted Albert
Biggs fairly comfortably. Kit had left him
there to change, and had returned to Rook-
wood, though it had required all his per-
suasion and pleading to make Biggs cither
accept the suit or to continue with his desiro
to_get the job at Rookwood.

Biggs was no_fool, and he had already
scen that his friendship with Erroll prom-
ised to make things unpleasant for that
junior in more ways than one. But Erroll’s
arguments and pleadings had overcome his
doubts and fears, and cventually Biggs had
promised to turn up at six, as instructed
by Mr. Dalton.

Sinco the trouble in the lane Erroll had
not scen Mornington, and so_he looked at
bhim expectantly now. Certainly some cx-
planation was only to be expected from his
chum for his disloyalty that afternoon.

“Woell?” repeated Mornington. “Go it,
old chap! I'm waitin’ for the fellin’-off—
the scathin’ scorn and contempt you feel for
the pal who let you down so badly!
i

8

b1

Erroll closed the door quietly., Despite
his chum’s half-mocking smile and words, he
saw clearly cnough the uneasiness and the
trace of shame in Mornington’s face.

“I'm glad you understand the position,
Mornington,” ‘said Kit quictly. “But I've
nothing to say I”

. “You mean you'd rather not speak to
me?” said Mornington. “You've decided
to throw me over, what?”

“No, not that,” said Erroll quickly. *1
mean that I would rather let the matter
drop, Morny. I know you acted as you did
becatse you were in a bad temper—you
weren't yourself ! T feel very sick about it
but I’d rather let it drop and forget it1”

Mornington puffed at his cigarette in
silence for a moment or so. He was plainly
taken aback by his chum’s attitude, having
expected recriminations, if not a row.

“Had your tea?” he asked at last.

“Yes, in the village!”

,, that—that beastly 1

suppose ?

“With Albert Biggs, my old chum!” said
Brroll quicly,  Morny, old fellow, Tdo wish
you'd drop this attitude, Biggs is a decent
kid—a fellow down on his luck through no
fault of his own. He was absolutely stary-

tramp,
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ing—hadn’t had a bite to eat since yester-
day noon. I'm only trying to repay a debt
T'vo often Jonged to repay.”

Mornington laughed harshly.

“What rot!” he sncered. “The out-
sider’s spoofin’ you, trying io sponge on
your good nature, Erro Where is ho
now?””

“T left him in the woods! I've taken him
a suit-of clothes to change into!”

“T thought @s much!” said Mornington.
“Pecle told me just now that he saw yon
hurrying out of gates with a bag!
T guessed that was it. So yowre going
on with this rot, going to try to get that
bnnsgl’}v young hooligan on the staff at Rook-
‘wood 7"

“Yes. I've alrcady spoken to Dicky
Dalton, who's seen him and promised to do
his best for him. He’s got to come here at
six for the interview. I think he'll get
the job all right.”

Mornington’s face darkened, and he threw
his cigarette into the grate with & savago

gesture, .
“You fool, Erroll!” he snapped. “I sup-

pose you mean to pal on with the brute

here—a dashed low tramp !

“T don't suppose I shall be allowed to
pal on with him, Morny; at least, it wouldn’t
do for me to knock about much with him.
Tt wouldn’t do, as the chap is on the staff.
But I certainly shall be his friend, and
shall do my best to make him comfortable
and happy here—just as he did with me in
the old days.”

Mornington rose from his chair, his eyes
glittering.

“You mean that, Erroll 7” he snapped.

“Cértainly; I can do nothing less! Why
should it matter to you, old man; it won't
interfere with our friendship!”

“Yes, it willl”

“But how—"

“T'll sce to that!” said Mornington, his
cyes  blazing _with unreasonable fury,
“Think I'm goin’ e pals_with a_chap
who pals with guttersnipes? Not likely !”

“Morny—" began Erroll miserably.

“Let's havo this straight!” said Morning-
ton savagely. “You mean to go on with
this_foolery, Erroll?”

yealn

“Whether I like it or not—whether I
object to your picking a chap out of tho
gutter and Dringing him here to make a

o

pal of him
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“You're looking at it in the wrong way,
Morny,” said Trroll earnestly. “Look here,
what Has come over you, old chap? You've
beon jolly decent for a long fime now—

’s ages even sinco you smoked—and now,
all at once, you start this game—palling
with sweeps like Peele and smoking rotten
fags! Chuck it, old man! There’s better
stuff in you than—?

“Oh, can PP Mornington, his lip
curling. “ We get sermons enough on Sun-
days. T asked you a question, Erroll;
want an answer here and now! Are you
goin’ on with this foolery 7

“It’s the least I can do for a fellow who
shared -his_last crust with me, who helped
me when I needed help badly, Morny—"

“Yos or n0?” snapped Mornington ruth-

Jessly. “You can choose between the two,
Erroll—myself or that sweep. You can
seo what he is—a low-down guttersnipe,

probably—almost_certainly—a thief and &
vagabond | Youl bo introducing him irto

Rookwood, There'll bo robberies—things
Stolen right and loft! T'm not gettin’

mixed wp in things Lk mm bty end ot
want you to. e my advico and
have nothing more to i b Giva
im somo cah, and_clear him ot !”

n't

do that, Morny,” said
En‘ol!, in reat distress, “I can’t turn
the poor ki do\vn, cspenislly after raising
his hopes, He's d kid, and he’s keen

to besomo respesta ]e—to live an honest
life. He's used to squalor and cummnl
surroundings. But there’s stuff in him to
fit him _for something better than that.
It’s a_chance to give him a fair start in
life. I can’t let 1t go—can’t throw him
aside now. I should never forgive myself,

orny.”

“You mean that?”

“Yes. Bub, Morny——"

“That's enough! If you prefer a low,
thieving tramp fo me, then you're welcome
to him—for good! And be hanged to you!”

And with _that Mornington pushed
angrily past his pthLm study mate and
flung out of the study, slamming the door
after him,

. . x * .

Kit Erroll drew a deep, deep breath.

Mornington was a fellow not easy to geb
on with at the best of times. Tho dandy
had once been known as the hardest case
at Rookwood—one of the worst fellows, per-
haps, in the school. But those days had
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gone, and for a. long time Mornington had
li;ccn a changed fellow, respected and liked
¥,

Nesan less, there wero times \vhr-n
the old nature seemed to-assert itself,
only Erroll's_influence, as was geuemlly
folt, kept Valentino Mornington from
“kicking over the traces ” again.

Many times and oft Kit Erroll’s patience
had been sorely strained. But this time it
appeared to bo perilously near breaking-

And Kit knew tha.(: wnh all his faults,
Mcrmn%ton was llow of his word.
Morny had said thnt °Kit would have to
choose between him and his chum from the
slums, and he knew Morny meant what he

Leaving the study‘ Erroll made his way
down to the g vas alveady pust six,
and he was o learn how Albert
Biggs had i iy iy

As Kit necared the gates he was startled
to sce two fellows strug%]mg there. One
was a_ youth with a pale, pinched face,
dressed 1n a lounge s\ut——a suit Erroll easily
recognised as his own. Wi Albert
B!ggs, and the other fellow was Morning-

"Outsxde you low-down cad!” Morning-
ton was shouting. *Now, Peele, you funk
cad, come and lend a hand! Help mo p!lcz
this pushing sponger out into the . road,
where he belongs

Peele, Gower, and Lattrey were loung-
ing by the gates, and they scmed to grasp
t,he s:tuatmn in a moment.

“Cad! It's that rotten tramp!” yelled
"On him, chaps ! Now's our chanco
to_get our own back. Down him

Erroll stared a moment, his hmw dm‘kan-
ing. Then, as Pecle & Co. dashed to aid
Mornington, Kit set his teeth hard and
nlshed for § he spot his eyes blazing.

%, anted _desperately, “lot
thn kxd alone! Its not like you to'do this
sort of thmg, cld fellow. Chuck it! Be
decent, old m:

“Rats 1" TR Mornin ngton.  “T'va
vowed fo kick this interloping sponger out
nf: Rookwoad "an I mean to do it

Mornitigton ook no’heed of his jchum;
Albert Biggs had ceased to resist for the
moment, and, twisting the waif round with
savage fury, Mornington raised his boot
and lashed out at him,

At the critical moment Trroll grabbed
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Mornington’s arm again to prevent }um,
and the kick missed its object by & foof
But the shecr forco of the lungo Al
overbalanced the junior, and he all but fell
over.

CHAPTER §.
Caught in the Act!
HERE vas a laugh from scveral

| fellows who had just rushed up,
and Mornington's handsomo. faco
cd with passion,

He turncd on Erroll in a fury.

“Yon interforing cad !* ho panted.
—— Take that

Mornington’s flat hand struck Erroll's
check, with a crack that could be hcard
) o b qnnnle

Erroll stug ered back with a cry.

“Xy only hat |

There \vus a murmm from sa\cn‘ ,umors
Jimmy Silver & Co., wl me u
Stood Jard. stared o Mosmington, dmb:
founded. Well as they knew Morny’s un-
governable temper, they had never expected
him to strike his chum,

here was a buzz.

Mornington himself stood motionless.
His face was still full of passion, but therc
Was a dropping of his glittering eyes that
suggested he was already regretting that
hasty, passionate blow.

! “You cad, Morny!” said Jimmy Silver
indignantly, “It was your own fault—your
own rotten temper I

“Shut up!” snnr!ed Mornington. “ Yo
kecp out of this, Silver! If Erroll’s got
anything to say or do, I'm waitin’.”

Erroll, a_crimson patch showing where
Mornington’s hand had struck him, placed
his_han '55 in rm poc u

“Pre nothin
"nght"‘ smd Morny coollv “Then T'll
get on with chuckin’ this hooligan out !”

e made a stride at Albert Bl%‘gs. who
was standing as if undecided, his fists
clenche

The waif’s eyes gleamed.

“Stand back!” he howled. “I ain’t donc
you no ’arm as I knows o! and T ain’
goin’ to be touched age: n’ if you
touches Moter Bl einiThign Jtor

€11

“By

“w.n ou?” smapped Mornington.
gad!”,
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Ho rushed at the youth, Lis faco savage,
But_ his fists_ wero knocked aside, and
harder fist togk him full on the noss.

” gasped Brrol

But before him. Jimmy

Silver, Boby, nd Tovel prabbed the raging
Mornmg(ou and dragged him back.
No, you don't1” snapped Jimmy Silver, .
his brow dark, “Yowll leave that kid
alone, you cad! You ought to be jolly
well ashamed of youssell, Moy 1”

BS—“

Tn 3 g grasp of tho juniors, Morny splut-
tered with rage. A thin strcam of erimson
was triekling from his_ nose, and his face
was_white with passion. Ho struggled
furiously.

“You may as well chuck it, Morny!”
said Lovell in ‘disgust. “Cut off, kid—
you've no_rig better

ht in here' Erroll,
le]] your fncnd— him 1”

Lovell broke_ off mch a gasp_as Morn-
ington dragged himself freo with a des-
perate cffort, But even as he jumped to-
wards Biggs a sharp voice rang out.

“Mornington !””

“Oh, my hat!”

Tt ‘sas Didey: Dalton tha thaster otlith
Fourth. His faco_was dark and angry.

“Mornington! How dare you!”

Mummgton pulled up, biting his_lips.
He ne” better than to disobey Dicky

N ornington, you ought to be ashamed
of “yourselt!” "snid the master angrily.
“How dare you attack that youth!”
Mornington, was silont for o moment,
his,foco workin
“ Begause ho's & beastly, thieving tramp
he said at “Ho was trespassing in
tore, and 1 was trying to {urn tho cad

‘Th boy is not hespassm 17 snapped
Dicky Dalton. “H now ng meml] berpof
the school garden mﬁ Nor is there any
reason for you to call tho boy such dis-
graceful names, Mornington !

“He pltchod mto mel said Mornington
thickly,” “I wa

“That is cnough Mornington,”” said ths
master, his eyes gleamin, ‘mysclé
witnessed all that happened from my win-
dow. You attacked this boy for no obvious
roason—your aftack was entirely unpro.
voked. You began all the trouble, and I
distinetly heard you call to Peele to aid
You in vour ungenerous treatment of this
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boy. You then struck Erroll Because he

memhnwd to stop you.

“In attacking a stranger, whether a mem-
BeERat ) o e hob I Stalt e nat Tunn e
shown yoursclf o ungentlemanly and a
bullyI”” said Mr. Dalton_curtly. “I am
ashamed of you! You will go at once to
my, study and await me there, Morning-
ton

“qu sir!” almost hissed Morny.

He thrned, snd with o bitter glare of
hatred at Biggs walked away to the School
House. Mr. Dalton turned to Biggs.

“You should not have been ]mtcung here
in the quadrangle, my boy,” he said, his
voico becomiing kindly. * Your ~position

Ic—n was my fault, sir!” said Erroll
hurriedly. “I asked him to meet me here

at the gates. I was anxious to know how
he had gone on with his interview.”

«Oh, T sce. Very well” eaid tho mas-
e, lookmg from Erroll to Biggs dubiously.

thi; t would be as well, Erroll, if you
su\v your ﬁlcnd when you wish to see him,
out of gates. I can see no objection in the
circumstances to that.”

"Vcrv well, sir. And thank youl”

Dalton scemed as if he was going
w spc.’xk to Albert Biggs again, but he
closed }us lips and walked away.

“Well my hat 1 said Jlmmy Silver.
STt tms chap on the domestic staff now,
Erroll

Appurcntl}—yesl" said Erroll quietly
“He came after a job as garden l)oy?l

“TFancy Dicky Dalton sccmg it all P
grmncd Lovell. “Old Morny’s for it
now |

Jimmy Silver’s face clouded, as he noted
Drroll'u distress.

*“Dry up, Lovell I”” he said quietly. “I'm
sorry about this, Erroll, old lapl I don’t
like to sco old pals like you and Morny
come to blows.”

“We shan’t come to blows,” said Erroll
steadily, though there was a suspicious
catch in his voice. “Morny lost his temper ;
hs wouldn’t have done it otherwise.
sbar’t fight him; anyway "

“gnt after that smack?” said Conroy.

o!
“My hat! Morny’s a bit too fond of
Iowing -his temper for my liking,” said
Arthur Tdward Lovell, with o gowl.
“Catch mo letting a blow like that passi
T'd punch his head quickly enough—-pals or

notl , Ho's not much loss as a pal, any-
suppose it was through this chap,
Erroll 2" asked Jimmy Silver, eycing Albert
Biggs curiously. It was too bed of
Cny—

“I'd rather not discuss it, Silver,” said
Erroll, and he tooks Biggs' arm, and the
two went out through the gates together.

“Rotten " eaid Jimmy Silver, gazing
uncasily after them. “I'm’ afraid there’s
going to bo trouble if that chap remaing
here. Now he's punched Morny’s nose—

“My hat—yes! Morny never forgets or
forgives an injury I

“Morny’s right 1" snazled Pecle, rubbing
his nose tenderly. “And I won't forget or
rgive, either] What's that cad Erroll
doin’ bringin’ a rotten dirty tramp here?
We don’t want our dashed pockets picked.
He ought to be booted outt Wo don't want
low hooligans at Rookwo

“You think they ougm to be kicked out,
Peele?” said Jimmy Silves

e o

“Then we'll start on you!” said Jimmy
Silver pleasantly. “You're a low hooligan,
if ever there was one | Here you are!”

“Yooooop! Oh, you cad!”

Pecle howled funausly, as Jimmy Silver's
boot caught him. He jumped away, scowl-
ing, and he was wise enough to say nothing
more then on the subject of kicking low
hooligans out of Rookwood.

CHAPTER 6.
Plotting a Plot! -

« ORNY, old man !
M Kit Brroll spoke quictly, and

his voice was calm and collected,
Tt was somc time later, and

Erro“ was settling down to prep in the

lxroll had been for a short stroll with
Albort Biggs, and had heard with satisfac-
tion that his old friend had obtained the
job at Rookwood, and was now a membor
of the staff, as Dicky Dalton had eaid.
Ho was also more than glad to learn nm
the ragamuffin’s wanderings had ende
that he was to find shelter under the roof of
Roolowood, having been allotted an_attio
bed-room in the scrvants’ quarters.  Biggs
had been overwhelmed at his good fortuno :
tho clean garret, with its sloping roof, its
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window, and plain furniture, was some-
thing like a palace to the homeless waif;
and Erroll had smiled at his enthusiastic
praises of it.

Yet Erroll’s satisfaction had been mingled
with gloomy forebodings. He knew Morn-
ington better len anyone clse, perhaps, at

Rookwood, and he knew he would neither
forget nor forgive. Erroll saw trouble
ahead if Mornington did keep on with his
unreasonable feud against the innocent
Albert Bigg:

And his own position was a delicate and
unpleasant one. Determined as he was to
befriend the hapless waif, he saw quite
clearly what it was leading to. Already
Morny had shown how he regarded lhe
position—already he had done a thing that
would have deﬁmtel broken any ordinary
friendship and brought chums to blows.

But Kit Erroll was not an ordinary
fellow; he was forgiving to a fault, and he
felt bo understood: Morny. He strove to
forget that hasty blow, and he had hopes
even yet bringing the wrong-} heu ed
Morny to be reasonable, though he had a
dismal fear that that blow from Biggs and
the final interview Morny had had with

Dnlmn would have put an end to all
lus hop

And che lock on Morny’s face now added
to his fears. The dandy of the Fourth sat
spra\\hng in the armchair again, his brows

dark, lns eyes glinting under them.
seemed ave no intention of starting
prep. He had entered the study and flung
himself there without a word to Erroll.
Now Erroll, aiter trying to work for
some. minutes, flung down his pen and

5p:
ot ‘\r.[nrny,” he said quiotly, I want. to
speak to y

Mornington looked up at him.

“You want to speak to me after V\}mts
happencd?” he said, \nth a sneer.
arrange the scrap, I suppose?”

“No; I'm act going to scrap with you,
Morny.”

Mommgton gave a scoffing laugh.

Gad!  Have you R i T ARSI the
chaps w]ll think?" They’ll think you funk
“1 dnnt care what the chaps think,”
pﬁnd T‘rmll “I'm not fighting you,

“Fu nk it, what?”

“You know I don't funk_it, Morny!”
said Erroll, keeping calmi with an effort.
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“Youw'rs talking hot air, and you know it!
You're just allowing your silly temper to
make you do and say things yow'll be sorry
for later on—if you aren’t already! I'm
taking no notice of that—that matter in
the q\lad because I know you aren’t your-
self to-day.’

“Turning the olher cheek, what?” jeered

Mornington. “My hat! I never knew you
were such a worm, Erroll I”
{~_Erroll flushed_ crimson, and an angry
light came into his e; dyes—only for a moment,
though; it vanished swiftly. Mornington’s
face coloured, and his eyes dropped before
Lxroll s steadfast look.

“You're talking rof now I” said Erroll.
“You're ashumed of yourseli—and you
know 1#, Morn

“Am 11" ped - Mornington angrily.
“Youwd better mind what yowre saying,
Erroll! P'm about fed with you! Ashamed
of myself for tryin’ to stop a fool bringing
@ rotten tramp into the school ! Not llke]yx
I tell you this, Erroll— ffon 've managed to
et tho brute in; but to got him
out! I'll stop at nothin’ to do it, either!
it wam youl

“Hg punched me 1" hissed, Mornington,
touching his nose tenderly. “An’ he made

mo look & faol beforo ths fellows—a low,
thievia’ roguaniin from the clums! That's
not all ! He got me a lickin® from Dalian
an’ a rotten slangin’, tood Am I likely to
forget that?” he n.dded savagely.

“I'm sorry about that)” said Erroll,
“But it couldn’t be helped; you_attacked
him and you attempted to kick him.
No fellow " of spirit would have stood
it. The fellow's done you no harm, Morny !
You're entirely in the wrong, and you know
e

bl\!ommgmn got to his feet, his eyes
azip

“So you're still backin’ the brute up?”
he asked. “Still takin’ his part against
me, though you know what it’s nlzea y led _

“I can do nothing less, Morny. Right’s
right: and I can’t forget tho past,” nmd
Erroll, with sudden earnestness.
cam't you seo my position? 1 ean't foraahe
that kid. For goodness’ sake, be decent,
old man] I'm forgetting what's happened ;
Pm more than willing to bo friends again
as_before.”

“Byt P'm not!” said Morny savagely.
“Morny—"
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“Usnless you clear  that interlopin’,
spongin’ rofier out of Rookwood!” said
Mornington, his dark eycs gllttermg with
savago determination, “That's mff answer,
el T moan Jt1 Clear that rogamuffin
out and finish with him, and I'il be friends
quickly enough. You can m'\kc your choice
bel\\con that brute and m

“I—I can’t, and I won! t, Morny! Do
listen—- %

“That’s enough! I'm listenin’ no
longer ! snapped Mornington. “Gad!

think o dirty litlo swoep like that chap
should come between you an’ mel  Well,
you're weleome to him, Erroll, and you
can go to pot! Y'm finished wilh you for
good |

And Mornington left the room, slamming
the door viciously after him.  He heard
Trroll call frantically after lnm, ¥t the
ignored the shout, and made his way to
tho study shared by Peele and Gower.

Inwardly, Mornington had nothing but
scorn and contempt for those shady rotters,
but he knew they were the only teno“s in
the Fourth likely to support him un-
reasonable feud against Albert Bxggs Like
himself, thoy had felt the force of the waif's
iron-hard

Pecle and Gower stared at him as he
stamped into the room, and Peele grinncd
m\d etch:m"ed o private wink with Gower.

o they would have cyed him sus-
lc.onsb, s Ao e things
Fnd changed if a_day—Mornington had

;{cd Thoy e quite understand
v\hy ic had changed. But they were more
ﬂmn willing to accept him on friendly terms

“Come in, old man” said Pecle cordi-

ally. “Have a fag, old fellow?’
Momingion accepted o cigaratto, It it

and flung himself into the easy chair. Peel

“Quito like old times, he
remarked, winking again ab Gower.
“Dropped in for a little gamo, Moy ¢

We've. done all the prep we're goin' ¢
do—all sercne!

Mommingion blow out & dloud of emole,
haven't come for a game!” he

lxud “I've come for a tulk about that
tramp, Peele; you're not goin’ to sit tight
after ‘what's ‘happened, 1 supposo?, . lle

punched your nose, an’ ho punched mine. I |

hope you're not the fellow to take an it
like that from a low sweep without a kick.

Pecle’s eyes glittered—he understood the
motive for the visit now.

“Good man!” hc said. “I'm with you,
Morny!' Gower an’ I have been tryin’ to
think of wheezes to get our own back, as
a matter ol fucu We're with you all the
way, old m:

“Hola on l” said Go\.ar sullenly. “Pecle
was gassin’ about payin’ the howling sweep
back, but—cvunt me'out! I'm fe up! 1t
isn’t good enough. Tellows aren’t sup-
posed to row with servants, an’ now this
bounder is a servant herc—

*You rotten funk I’

1 dont carel It'll only mcnn trouble
for us,” scowled Gower, - “We’ not sup-
posed to tonch servanteit ien't done! An’
now ‘Erroll's backm the brute up—and
Dicky Dalton

“Dicky Dalton gave mo six—three on
each hundl" said Mornington, between his
teeth.” “I don’t want more! But there’s
wore than one way of killin' @ catl Ao’
we draw the line now at scrappin’ with
eervants |

“That’s just it1” said Gower. “We—-"

“But wé don’t draw the line at payin’
out a low-down hooligan who's got into
Rookwood by trickery, and has insulted and
struck ‘fellows whose boots he’s not fit to

lick1” said Mosnington, with glittering
cyes. “We shan’t scrap with him—he’s nof
fit to touch! But-we're goin’ ake him

to

h he'd kept his Gashed paws off us, and -
we're goin' o get him shifted from Rook-
wood. ~That's the programme

“That’s just what I've been tryin’ to
point out te this funkin’ fool, Gower,

orny 7 said “I'm your man,

anyway ! Got any ideas?’

Mornipgton nodded slowly.

“I thirk o’ he said. “I've vowed to
get the chap shifted out of Rookwood, and

Our pi

g t
the brute that he’ll be only too jolly glad
to get out !’

‘But what about Erroll ?” asked Pecle,

Hang Erroll 1” smd , Morny savagely.

“I m finished with him

“Phew !~ Then you meam it when you
slapped, kis _chivvy,”_sai Pcelc, with o
grin. . “Good man. I never the cad
Fizaclt—tos jolly s for iy Lkl X
alwags wondered why you palled on with
a chap like that, Morny.”

Mornington winced.
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“Never mind Erroll!” he snapped. “The
less you say about him the better, Pecle!
P'm finished with him; but—anyway, it's
the cad Diggs we're dealin’ with.”
so!” said Pecle smoothly.
dashed if I'm lnte)e<fcd in Erroll,
though he did handle me [

“I'm not_forgettin’ that!” said Morny
sharply youwll leave Lrroll alone,
Pcelc-unlc<s you want trouble with me!”

“Oh, gad!l” Peele looked curiously at
Momy As a matter of fact, Peele’s enmity
was as much against Ermll as Biggs—
if not more so. “But he that Morny,
whether he had quarrelled with his old
chum or not would not have anything said

against right” ho went
on coolly. “We'll lesve Ereoll o it;
just as you like, Morny, old man! What's

the game, anyway? 1'hear "hia hooligan
friend of is has been given o blessed room
at Roolkwood—inside the. dashed. walls!
Well have €0 lock up our dashed valuables
now !

“l know all about that!” sa.ul Mommg
ton,

smiling unplegsantly. 's been
ext to the one Tupper, the
page, tleeps in. I've taken the troublo {0
make inquiries, you scel”

“Good ! You mean business, old chap I
said Pecle.

“I do!” Mornington set his teeth. “I've
worked it ouf, and this is the game for a
start! We're going to raid his room
to-nig]

“To-night?” cchoed Peele blankly.

“Yes—tonight, old bean! We're goin’
to raid his room—you, Gower, and myself—
and we're going to bundle him up in his
dashed bedclothes, tie him up, and, after
doing that, we're goin’ to shove him out
into the lane, and lock him out How’s
that ?”

“Phew !

Good wheeze! But—"
sm cnough I”” said Mornington curtly.
No onc will know He won't know

hunself who did it—we'll watch that "

“They—they'll "guess, though!” stam-
mered Gower.

“They can prove nothing!” snapped
Mornington.

Pecle nodded slowly, his sharp eyes
glinting.

“I'm nn" he breathed. “Cad! Yes,
rather!”
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At Dead of Nignt!
i OOK he:
L % dlo id e
oellys

1 to
refuse to back mo up—don't yors,
Gower?”

Gower said nothing.

“Ho's o dashed fuuk if he won't!” said
Morny, _his lip curling. “We can't
manage it with loss than thico of us, that's
certain.  That chap ic some carry-
You'ro on, Cower?

Ob, all right! = Though—" Gower
halted feebly.~ He invariably objected to

Peele’s schomes—uot beeause of their shadi-

Te‘ an be knew what to expect fr
“pal ” if he refused, and he invari:
gave in in the end. Ie did $0 now, though
with obvv.om unwillingness. “All right,” he
lLD\“dde “I'm on. But—""

That's enough!" enapped Mornington,
cutting him short. “Thal’s settled,
And if the cad won't take the hint from
bein’ «l\\ng out in the middle of the night,
then we" re nom to keep on until he does
get, fed-y

Xes, ).’L ther I” grinned Pecle.  “But
we'll have to be caveful not to waks Tupper,
or anyone!

7 “ e "1l see to lhnt—\\» il gag the blighter,
firs off1” said Mornington coolly.
“Anywnv, hyil sPe to all that, and Il
givo you chaps the tip when to get up to-
night. Now I'm off to get some rope from
somewhere

With that Mornington thrcv what re-

mained of his cigarette into the fire and
wu(llkcrl out cooI]y, Pecle looked at Goiwer
an

y1” muttered Gower. “Decle,

¥
old chap—

“Ob, diy up, you funk ! grinned Crril
. “Fancy Morny startin’ his old gaincs
again! 1 knew he hadn’t really reformed
—at least, I knew it couldn’t last. Well,
Tm_dashed glad—there'll be some fun
goin’ now! As for that cad, Erroll—well,
we'll sce I added Pecle, his eyes glntouuh
“Hang that dashed guitersnipe! I'm
againet tho hownd willingly cugugh Bm:
Erroll's my meat, an’ whether Mor
it or nos, I'm gom' to get my o\\n h ac
T haven't finishied with Erroll, if Moruy
hast Gad! No f

A saln bared i hoss avagely oy
noso Erroll had damaged that aftcrnoon.
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Morny was o fellow who rarely forgot or
forgave, but Pecle never did !
S S e

Kit Erroll woke suddenly,

What had awakened him he did not know
some moments. He opened his eyes
, and peered about the dark
dormitbry. it

All was darkness, save for a dim glimmer
of moonlight stealing in at the tall windows
of the room. round him was the soft
breathing of his slecping Fourth Form
fellows, while from the corner where Tubby
Muffin slept came a resounding snore.

Kit Erroll sat up—then he saw!

A figuie stood by the side of the next bed
to his, and from the movements dimly seen,
he kncw the figure was dressing. He also
glimpsed threo moro dim forms farther
along the row of beds.

“Morny |” he whispered. “ What’s on ?”

The next bed was Mornington’s, and he
knew it was Mornington standing there.
He guessed tho other figures to be Pecle
and Gower and Lattrey—the_ three shady
“sportsmen ” of the Fourth. Erroll caught
his breath, %

To him it could only have one meaning,
on first thoughts. Peele & Co. were known
to go out at nights on the spree, and they
were going out now, and Mornington was
joining them _Mornington was starting his
old games again!

The thought filled Erroll with dismay.
To the last he had hoped that his old chum
was only “palling ” with the shady gang
to irritate him—to force him to agree to
his demands regarding Biggs, probably.

Now he felt that it must be more serious
than that.

“Morny I he breathed. “You're not
foipyl.:’ out with that gang? Don't be a
00l |

Mornington did not reply. He finished
dressing, and with a whispered word to
Pecle, who was nearest, he left the dormi-
tory. The next moment the other three left
it just as silently,

Lrroll sat motionless for a full minute.
Then he sprang out of bed, and.shoved
his trousers and jacket at expross speed.
Then, snatching a torch from his locker,
he hurriedly lefé the room.

A sudden, sh\rtlinf thought had occurred
to hira. Was it for their usual blackguardly
4 that Peele & Co. were going out:

Mornington ?

ses out—
and with He felt suddenly

ENEMY!

certain that it couldn’t be. It seemed im-
possible that Mornington could suddenly
break out into such ways,

5 was something clse. He could not
forget Mornington's threats, and he knew,
how ruthless and reckless’ his old chum
could be; w headstrong and defiant.
Moreover, he had not failed to note that
there was something “on *” between the cads
and Morny.

In a flash the truth had come to Erroll.
They were going to rag tho new garden
boy—if not worso | It seemed & wild theory,
and yet the junior felt instinctively that he
was right. He would make sure, anyhow,
and if they were up to tricks——

Erroll gritted his teeth as he hurried

lalong the dim passages, now and again

switching on his light. Albert Biggs was
under his “wing " at Rookwood; he was in
the position of a servant, and could scafcely
defend himself against the cads. Well, it
was up to him to do that, comoswhat
might.

By various dim passages, twisting and
turning, Erroll hurried until he reached the
servants’ quarters, He came at last to the
little, winding staircase, at the top of which
he knew was the great garret bed-rooms
occupied by Tupper and Biggs.

As he reached the foot of the stairs he
paused a moment, fancying he heard a
sound quite close to him.” But after listen-
ing for a moment in the deep darkness he
switched on the light and proceeded cau-
tiously up the stairs, -

The stairs creaked alarmingly, but he
went on, reaching the landing at last. He
kpew ich was Tupper’s room, and as
there were only two on the landing, he
knew the other must be the one. i

Cautiously he turned the knob and peered
into the room..

A pale glimmer of moonlight came into
the room—right_across the iron bed and
its occupant, 'o his ears came the soft
breathing of a sleeper. A glance round
the room showed him there was no one else
there; there was no place for anyone to,

ide.
Softly Erroll closed the door again; the
cateh slipping home with a click that made
him catch his breath for a moment. Then
he trod swiftly downstairs again. o know
Biggs had had a tiring day, and ho saw

no reason to wake him,
I was wrong, then!” he breathed to
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himself thanklully. “Well, I'm glad—glad
‘Morny isn’t up to those tricks again. But
—oh, the fool! I never dreamed he would
be fool cnough {o join those cads in their
shady outings
i And with a heavy heart Erroll went back
to bed. He had scarcely disappeared down
the narrow staircase, however, when a door
at the bottom opcncd cautiously and a head
looked out. It was Cyril Peele, his face
sEoring white n the Hioom,

"AH serene!” he whispered.
gone !

“§ho was it?” sald d Mornington, though
he gucsscd “

“He's

b, e o hesathad
oy waiched him through the crask
of the door. b you we spotud his light
e e e

“He'll know it was vs!”. muttercd Morn-
ington. “But—but he won't give us away.
Go on'1”

“Better chuck it u? nfter this 1" muttered
Gower uncasily. Cll givo w5 away
e i youifosl, >

AT ot for sh sake seid Motays
Hiahing e ihe darknces-.. " Dor's ‘e i
dashed funk, Come— Shush! Back in

i, Morington's voico ended on a sudden,
alarmed note. At the same moment a light
Hashed on the top of the mm_me light of
‘a candle. s and his com-
Daniona-hed slipped: buck tato the. room,
‘and this time lhcy closed the door carefully.
\They waited in dead silence. Then, to their
'alarm, they heard footsteps on the stairs,
land voices.
! “Tupper!” breathed Peele.  “And
‘Biggs! He must have been warned by
{Ereoll, and I's bringin’ Tupper to look for
us, the fool
| The fnotsteps on the stairs sounded
cautious, slow. They stopped at the door
outside.  The cads_crouched down, their
hearts beating fast. If they were discovered
and reported by the two servants—
lick |
: All the juniors jumped in great alarm.
i Tt was the click of a key turning in the
lock—the lock of the room they were in!
! And as they waited in amazed, startled
sm’gnsa they ‘heard footsteps on the stairs
umping footsteps without caution now.
They died away, and a couple of moments
later a new sound was heard—a sudden
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crash and a yell, followed by further 30113

Tupper’s well-known voice.
“Burglars Quick, sicl
napbed i Quick Dilrg

CHAPTER 8.
“Burglars!"

N the darkness of the box-room, behinu

[ the locked door, Peelo & Co. and Morn-
ington stood in scared alarm, their
hearts thumpin

Trom somewhere downstairs came  tho
murmur of excited, questioning voices,
above which, could be’hearg tho shrill trebla

voice.
Bieinn 17 g cassed o

Mornington gave a stifled groan.

He guessed at once that the page-boy,
Tupper, and thé new garden-boy, Albert
Biggs, must have scen them from the land-
ing above, and had taken them for burglars
—or were pretending to take them for
burglars.

Tuppor and Biggs apparently had orept
downstairs and had quickly locked them in
the room in which they had takoen refuge !

And now— Mornington groaned again,
Soon & swarm of masters and others would
be coming to investigate. And they would
find thom locked in the box-room like rats
in o trap.

T thave left, their bada ab/thgk Hovr was
bad enough, but to bo found in the servants’
quarters was a far more scrious matter.
Moreover, Albert Biggs, knowing as he did
how determiried they wes ersecute
o ST ol et ety e
had intended to rag him.

b, my bt I” muttered Moray. *Wo're
10: it now, chaps

knew how it would bt
Gower, fairly quaking with fright.
vised You to leave

groaned
“I ad-
the rotten cad alonc,

Peclol” What a fool T was to come with
¥

“And I was a bigger foolI” enarled
Mark Lattrey.

o On, shut up " said Pegle,  “Hoy could

expect this to happen Gad! This
Trrolls doin’, Morny ! He's warned that
P i e
pretend ho thought we were burglars. It's
just his ratten, crafty way of sneakin'!
Oh, the e
Blornington said nothing, but his cyes
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sere glittering in the darkness. The same
thought had occurred to him. Erroll had

seen. mcm leave their beds and had fol-
Jowed. They themselves lmd watched him
go up to Biggs' garret. had. warned
Biggs, and had put the gnr jen-boy up to
this game.

“QOd, hang the luck!” muttered Pecle.
“That cad— Hlero they come! Now for

it

With sudden
«witched on his clectric torch ai
about the room they were in. It was an
unused room, dusty rnd empty. There
wasn't a cupboard or packing-case—nothing
whero one of them could hide. And
though {ko window was unbarred, Morning-
ton knew that cscape that way was oub of
the_question.

He stifled ‘a groan, end his lips set hardo
Morny was not the fellow to show funk
¢ven in such desperate straif

Heavy footsicps sounded on tho stairs,
and thero was a buzs of excited voices, loud
cnough now. A light showed under the

desperation Mornington
nd cast it

door.

"Then came a deep voice—Mr. Dalton’s
voice.

“Stand back, boys! Ah, Bulkeley, you,
ll\uvulla, Lousdale, and Prico may remain
here |

* Yes, sirl’

Tho seniors’ voices were excited, but da
termined.  Mornington, even hat
moment, could not restrain a grin. There
was a furprise in store for the burglar-
bunters ! .

The lock clicked. The ncxb moment the
door was flung wide, and the lights from
several torches and candles ﬂﬂshe into the

Tn a last desperate hope the raggers had
scrambled behind the shelter of the door.
It availed them nothing, however.

Dicky Dalton marched boldly into the
rcom with the four seniors behind him.
A swarm of half-dressed fellows surged in
the doorway.

Oh 1" gx\ipcd Dicky Dalton

The light he carried ﬂnshed round the
room and settled on Peele & Co. and Morn-
ngton, showing up their white, scared faces.

Thete was a yell from the crowd in the
doornay. a vell of stupefaction.
“ Peels ‘Oh, my Lat!”

“And_Morny! Well, my hat!” gasped
Jimmy Silver, who was in tho forefront of

them in the room?

the crow
Mr. DD

alton’s brow grew dark as his cyes

HIS OWN ENEMY!

rested on the !c:u'ed, frightened faces of the
would-be ragge:

:“%\I!ornmgton—” he stuttered.

Mornington had & netve of iron, and he
had rccovered it mow. He was not the
fellow to show fear or dismay, at all events.

“So—so this is the meaning of the dis-

turbuncel" exclaimed Mr. Dalton, his voice

ioy. “What aro you hoss ‘doing here at this
hour, may I inqui

o g at present sir,”  answered
Mornington coolly. “We were just having
a slroll round when some fool locked us in

““Oh, crumbs!”

Thore was a gasp at Mornington’s studied
insolenco, Well 53 the juniors know Morn-
ington, they had, in the circumstances,
sarcely expeoted such a reply.

alton’s face grew grim.

“Tnsolonce. will not help. you, Morning:
tofi " ho said quictly, “I demand to know
what you are doing here?  Answer mo,at
one

=
8

"l\nthmg, sir!” said Mormngtan

Mr. Dalton turned to Tupper, his eyr.-!
leaming. The page v\u Tooking dnmb-
ounded.

“Tupper, I was awakened by hearing

urried out, and
you,
shouting burglars!” he said grimly.
you not seo these !:’oys before you locked

Tuppor’s knees knocked.

I \verent my fault, sir,” he gasped.

“This ’ere new feller wakened me up—said
hc’d heard noises and that somebody opened

*is door. We went out on_ the landin’ to
listen, and we saw some figures on the
bottom landin’. We thought they was

burglars, sir!” i

“§t Wero my. fault, T #'pose, sir.” stam:
mered Albert Blggs. shm\mg himself behind
the scared Tupper. “I a noise right
cnough—l ‘eard my door closed. Then I
ped outer bed and wakened Tupper.

E arter we’d spotted somebody on
the bottem landin’ and saw ‘em vanish
inter this room, I ’opped downstairs and
locked the door on ‘em. I—I_ didn’t know

as it was these young gents, sir.”

“I think I understand,” said Dick
Dalton, his glance resting on Mornington’s
hard face. ou aro sure you heard your
door close, Biggs?

“Oh, yessir! Quite, sir!”
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«Nothing has been interfered with in

our _room, my boy?”
YO Nothin’, sir! I lit me candle and looked
round fust, sir!”

Mr. Dalton gazed sternly at tho raggers.

“Mornington and the rest of you,” he
said sternly, “T wish to know why you are
Dere, though the reason seems fairly clear
w me uILer what happened to-day at the

gates. you come into the sorvants’
asors 1o play & trick on tis boy, Biggs?”

“Yes, sir!” said Mornington coolly. “Just
that!”
Peelo, Gower, and Lattrey scowled

suvagely, and gave Mornington bitter looks.
They had determined to deny everything,
but \{ommgton had “done” them now
absolutely.

“1 thought so!” said Dwky Dalton, his

gould bave resented such trestment, and
ho,had overy exouse to strike back.”

“’l‘lm(: is enough!” snorted Mr. Dalton
in disgust. ““This is neither the time nor
place to go into the matter. Apart from
your unmanly attempt to play tricks on this
boy, f'ou have broken a strict rule of this

school by leaving your dormitory after
lights out, and a still stricter rule by
entering the servants’ quarters. The

mattu’ 1s very serious.
Chisholm in_the morning.
mg‘%}y sce_these boys back {0 be
The captain of Reokwood gave the rag-
gors a grim nod, and led them out, his fac>
Showing his own personal disgust, . The
rest of the _crowd broke up an made for

T shall report it to
é&ulkcle),

face showing_his disgust an

I can imagine no other s et

I had occasion to punish three of you

Severoly only this evening for an unwar-

ranted " attack on this boy! Why you

should do so is beyond my comprehension,
rohe)

“Thn fellow is a beastly ?r&mp"' smd
Mornington through his teeth. *He
low thief and a hooligan, and is not. ﬁm to
be at Rookwood either as a servant or any-
thing else.”

“Silence, Mornington! How dare you?”

“I don’t care! The low hound—" Morn-
ington paused as Dicky Dalton took an
angry stride towards him.

“How dare you, Mornington!” said the
master angrily. ave you any knowledge
of zhe boy 's character ?

;o« at—

“Then you should be thoroughly nshamed
of yourself” said Mr. Dalton Ay

have basely slandered this lad for no
reason whatever excepting your own sus-
picious dislike. If Biggs has injured you
in any way, you should have reported the
matter, instead of taking the law into your
own hands in this mean and cowardly
manier, Biggs is a servant who cannot
defend himeelt. and your persecution is un-
manly and shameful i”

. “The rotter struck me—
ington savagely.

“I myself witnessed the incident in the
quadrangle"’ snapped the master of the
Fourth, * You attacked him—you attempted
to turn him out through the gates by
brutal force, Mornington, Any boy of spirit

* began Morn-

thei buzzing wit
and discussing the affair in whispers. But
it was plain that every follow shared in
Mr. Dalton'3 Bisgust, and even Morning-
ton’s face burned with shame as o noted
the scornful glances cast at

The feoling: soon passed,, however, «and
when_he rcached the Fourth Form dormi-
tory Mornington's handsome fage was white
with rage, and he was inwardly secthing.
Onco again his hatred and persecution of
Erroll’s humble chum had brought him
trouble. But this time Morny xesolved that
Erroll himself should pay.

Kit Erroll’s face was white, and his heart
was heavy as he made his way back to the
dormitory with the_craw

So he had becn right, uﬂ.cx all—Morning-
ton and his shady companions had lcft their
beds 10 rag Biggs as he bad ab first sus-
pected

Kit ms}md from the bottom of his hearl
that when be had visited the garret he had
awakened Biggs instead of leaving him to
sleep. Ho would have told Biggs what he
suspected, and warned him to n his

guard. Biggs would then have known who
the night-prowlers were, and the ery of
“Burglars!” would never have arisen—
would there have been any such disturbance.

More than cver was Erroll amazed at
is chum’s attitude. That Mornington
should allow his foolish, - unrcasonable

jealousy to go to such lengths filled him
with astonishment as well ag disgust, "Well
a5 ho knew his chum’s passionate, jealous
disposition, he had scarcely expected Lhis.
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And now Mornington was booked for
<crious trouble rhmugh his doggcd head-
strong folly, Of T & Cn. Erroll cared
little; thcy mmmly dcsurvc.d all they got.

““Well, this beats the band !’ said Jimmy
Silver as the juniors crowded back into lho
dormitory, “Morny, I'm absolutely dis-

gusted with you! ~ You were a howling
rotter to go trying to rag that poor beggar.”

Mornington said nothing. e seemed
vfllxeless of the looks cast at him from all
sides.

CHAPTER o.
Forced to Fignt!
i OWLING rotters, the lot of them !’
H shorted Authur Edward Lovell
f they weren’t already booked
le, Id lick the lot of
thom. m)sc]( for disgracing the Form like
this
“'lhcv’ll got cnough in the morning.”
wid lluby, “and serve them jolly well
vi
4 Slop that chattes, and get that light out,
harp ! camo Bulkeley's voice. from the

R Righh. Bulkeloy I”

The juniors scrambled quickly into bed,
and the light was extinguished. But as the
door closed there came a movement {mm
Morington's bed. - The next moment a
hght ghmmmcd.

you, Morny?”
sum, sitting up in bed.
game now, you rotter?”

“You'll know in a minute!” said Morn-
ington coolly.

The next moment the gas flared up as
Mornington lit it. The fellows sat up in
bed and stared at Liim, Mornington's eyes
were glittering.

e crossed over to Kit Erroll’s bed and
g!m\umd down at“him,

“Now, you rotter ! ho said, |hrough his
teeth.  “Out you get! I've got a scttlo-
ment with you, an’ it can’t wait! Out you

"

snapred Jimmy
“What's the

looked _pained and

up in bed—*Morny,

Morny "—Erroll
armed as he sat
what's the matter?
Out you get, or I'll yank you out, you
cad!” hissed Mornington,
And, grabbing Erroll's bedclothes, he
dragged them viciously off his chum. Erroll

‘| Mornington,
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stared at him, white-faced, and then he
got slowly out of bed.
As the same moment Jimmy Silver
npmug out of bed and jumped between the
saw at once Mornington’s inten-

o

Stand back, Morny 1" he snapped.

et aside,’ Silver!” said Mornington

Rovosly | “This i noheof your sl
bizney

“Yes, stand aside, a.hm » <aid Erroll
quietly and steadily. “If Morny has some-
thing to say let him my n 41

“I'm goin’ to!” said Mornington, coolly,
though he was trembling with rage. *You
fellows are quick enough to show your
dashed disapprovul at chaps treatin’ a thief
an’ guttersnipe as he should be treated. But
I want to know what you think of a fellow
who sncaks in a cowar “lmg way on
a pal—or a chap who was his pal *

“Morny—

“You'vo sold mo out. you cad!” gritted
“You've sold the chap who's
1, who's stood by through
thin!  Gad! I never dreamed

2

been your
(hiek an’

““Morny, what on_earth do you mean "
intorrupted Erroll, in' great distress. “T

haven't sold’ you—I’ve nover sneaked about
anyone, much less you!”
ar!

Erroll’s face nudwd crinson, but ho set
his teeth and did n
Every fellow was out of bed now and
crowding round.
Mornington, stop that, you rotter!” said
Lovell  angrily. 't you caused
enough (mnh‘
“Shut,

night 7

> snapped Mornington, his lip
RAsk Brroll who's covacd: tha

cwling.
trouble., Your rotten work, Errolll Ask
Pecle, an’ Gower, an’ Lattrey—they’ve g.od

reason to know, as I have! "It was Erroll’s
rotten. caddish sneakin’ that got us nabbed
to-night.”
“Mine?” exclaimed Erroll.
“Yes. You've no need to look innocent!”
sncered Mornington. “You saw us leave

our beds—you even spoke to me. You
guessed what our gamo was, an’ you
followed.”

“I did,” admitted Erroll vory quiotly.
“T suspected you were going to rag Biges,

and I followed, hoping to be in time to
stop you. But-—"
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“Then perhaps yowll admit the rest,
then?” sncered the dnndy of the Fourth.
“You followed us, an’ saw us hide in that
dashed box-room. en you went upstairs
and warned Biggs. You put him up to
doin’ what he und Tupper did. You told
them to sho\xt Burglars!’ and to lock us
in, tlmt room,”

2 S panted Erroll, sghast. “I
nr-\cx dreamed—'

“Liar!” repeated Mornington calmly.

“Pcolu will bear me out, an’ so will the

"T}nts right!” put in Pecle savagely.
“The cad must have done it. Those two
low hounds saw us below—they must have
seen us, and knew perfectly well we weren't
Dburglars. It was o dashed put-up job—a
dirty trick to gcc u! nabbed without openly
sneaking abou

“That's 1t'” smd the white-faced Gower.
."En‘u]] can’t deny it, the howling sweep!”

Go for him, Morny |” hissed Lattrey.

“Hold on!” snapped Jimmy Silver, again
coming between the two. “This i Wt the
time for rowing, Mornington.
fool! If you want to have it out with Erroll
you cen do that to-morrow.”

“I'm not waitin' until to-morrow!” hissed
Mormngton “Stand aside, Sll\'el‘. you
interferin’ fool! Let Erroll face me.”

I'm not afraid of facing you, Morn;
:Md th Erroll, striving hard to restrain h|s

mper. * You're making a mistake—a
mistake! 1 did not cven speak with Biggs
to-night.”

“What rot!” ]cered Pcele. “What ‘a
rotten lie! I—

yril Peele 3e1ped nnd went spinning
across the room as Erroll turned on him and
landed out with his_fist.

“If I allow Mornington to call me liar,”
he said, through his teelh “nobody else
here is going to!

hintts Whougli 1Y shoutds '\Iouunglon,
choving Jimmy Silver aside swiftly vo
Peele alone; joull ’Il have enough el seith
me, Erroll.
“T tell you I M\fﬂ.r, Morny—'
o

“I'm listenin® der mnh‘” lissed
Mornin, fton, his eyes bl “You sneak-
in’ toad, Erroll! This evenin’ T struck you!

You refused to ﬁght—)ou took the coward’s
M%\vl We'll seo if yow'll take it now!”

Smac
Tn-oll reeled backwards, his hand to his
burning face.
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“You rotter, Mornington?” said Jimmy

For a moment Trroll stood motionless,
undecided and dazed. But Mornington gave
him no chance this time to refuse to fight.

“I\m\ put your hands up, you cad!” he

"With \that gnm warning Mornington
sprang_at his former chum, and Erroll
jumped back s e et tp. He saw
at once that nothing could avoid a conflict.
Indeed, forgiving and patient as he w
Erroll found thay last blow too much fo
him. His eyes suddenly blazed, and after
that first jump back he gave mno more
ground.

next instant they woro ﬁghhng
furiously in tho dimly-Lit dormitors.

CHAPTER 10.
How the Fight zuum
them!” gasped
“They’ll hnve the benk:
tick, the idiots
there was no stopping the two

“ S K i
eretita
juniors.

Tho sheer fury of Mornington’s mad
attack rot through Erroll’s defence again
and again, but Erroll stood his ground and
gave blow for blow, and very soon he had
lumscli well in hand.

, Momy, old mant” called Pecls
emtedlv “You've got him

Mornington heard the ca.l[ and his race
crimsoned. He could scarcely ‘believe it was
true—that within _twenty-four hours he
should have quarrelled with his best chum,
should be checred on by a shady rascal like
Cyril Peele while fighting his chum.

And it was his own doing—his own head-
strong temper and unmeoumg jealousy bna
caused it. Des| all, Morny, at
bottom of his mmd could not help Lue“mg
the truth.

But he gritted his tecth as he remembered
what had happened, and “lm was to
happen in the morning. o Morny
justice, he really believed xhak Biggs had
purposely roused tho school in order to
get them caught, and that the idea had
been p}:‘omptcd by Erroll.

anmgton was down. He was, prhaps,
the better man of the two, but his temper
was his undoing. Errcll scemed to grow
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cooler as the fight went on, whilst Morning-
ton grew more and more reckless and
sarage

That's enough !” snapped .y.mmy gx]\nr
]\Impmg between the tvo once agai: s
has gonq far cnough—it's a marvel nobod:
heard the rumpus already. You asscs can
finish this to-morrow—if you're born idiots
enough,”

“Stand aside, Silver!” Mornington was
on his fect again, red trickling from a cut
lip. e did not wait for Jimmy to stand
aside, but rushed round him nnd at Erroll.
*Come on, Erroll, you cad!”

They were at it again {he nest moment.
Jimmy Silver and several other fellows who
might have interfered looked on helplessly.
The_sunny-tempered junior skipper was
looking grim and deLp"y disturbed. He did
not like secing old friends fall out in this
manncr, though he could vot help feeling
that Lrroll was not losing much by ]mmg
Mornington’s friendship.  He had like
Mornington wel gh since his reform—
they had been friends enough, but * Uncle
Jimmy,” g and g

HIS OWN
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ately, “that I'm gin " a sneakin’ cad the
hidin’ of his lifel Lrroll was my [rignd,

but_he’s no friend of mine now
“It looks like it, T must say!” said Bulkc-
ley dr; “You young idiots! I won't go
into llm lroub‘c now, and as you're already
oked for trouble enough, Mornington, T
won't report this. But if you're not all in
bed in one minute, I'll start on you with
this ashplant. Sharp, now!”
Bulkeley swished his cane,
a hurried scramble for t
climbed into_his, and nflcr
moment, his faco black with f orning-
ton followed his example—even Morny knew
hm!r thnn to defy the Rookwood skipper.
t's all right!” said - Bulkeley
plemmh “And I mlght warn you that
if I hear another sound from this room
tonight I'll givo you a licking ull round.
AMind tliaf
And, u.ming the li
out, closing the door
““Good y

d there was
ds.  Erroll

hesifating o

,ém out, nulm.-y went
oluml him,

remarked
Jimmy Sil E cn . iy prefect’s
useful Well, that's nlm, and i

himself, could not lmdr-rsklml \Iommgton
illlo\\mg his temper to get the bettor of
him,
It was not good ono\l%h \lorny s savage
temper found no sympathy in Jimmy Silver.
The fight went on n with no thoughts of
time-kceping or rounds. Morny was cooler
§Uib b g fell e rought him to
his senses, and he gave no_more openin
for a knock-down blow. Backwards an
forwards, now thudding into a bed, now into

Rt 08 ey i S struggled.
ut a minute after ) Erroll
was caught napping, and ~Mornington's
right drove into his faco, and he crashed

\'m\n in his turn.

d man, Morny!” called Lattrey. “Go

it!

Suddenly the door opened and Bulkeley
walked i ane in his hand. e looked
round, and his faco set grimly us he saw
what was happening.

Thero was a sudden silence—caution had
been forpotten in the excitement of the last
few minutes.

Well, you—you young s“cnps"' said
“So youwre not sat with

enough trouble m»mght,
you hcgvm.: for the sack,

What's this mean, any-

said Mornington

ha
Mor
You soung. fool
way

i {1

means,” deliber-

W
you two idiots will take my tip you'll Ahuvk
Z— Hallo! You getting up again, Morny,
you_fool
,”" answered Morninglon's  voice
coolly in the darkness.

There followed the scraping of a match
and once again the gas-jet flared feebly
Every fellow sat up in bed an
5 sibszentent stthe hisadstiome. dafu ia
Morny.

., “Now, Erroll,” said \lon.mgmn calmly.
‘we can carry on again. Out you get!
mean to seufe this 'o mght, and neither
Bulkeley o anyono else will stop me! Out

you get or I'll drag you out !”
Turoll_did mot move or_answer. Jimmy
ilver slipped from his bed, his face sct and

S0 vou mean to start the trouble again,
nrm lxulkek-y s warnin
you won't RLO]\ mo, either!”
Imwd \Iornu gton,
it 17 said Jimmy Silver quietly. turn-
ing nnd fmng the rest of the fellows, * You
hear. that, ‘you chaps?  Aornington’s &
rotten, unreasonable cad to go on as he is
doing! I know the reason as well us Frroll

docs. That chap Biggs is o decent kid—a
poor ragamufin who did Erroll a service
years ago—saved him from rvation, 1

believe. Erroll naturally is anxious to repay
the debt, and he got Dicky Dalton to gel tho
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kid a_job here, as ho was tramping the
coniry looking for ok,

or you Dneoll ” said Putty
(;lare “Go it, Jimmy!”

“Fn going it1" sasid Unclo James,
“Well, for no reason at all, just out of

sheer joalousy and snobbishness, Morning-
ton ehooces o got up against e Li d--to
do his best to get him kicked out. He's
even gono to ihe length of quarrelling with
Besoll over it—thongh wo know Lrfoll fin't
the Tellow to quareel for nothing, And now
helly you kuow what bappened to-night.
With his mew pals, Pocle, Gower, and

trey, (o’ cad " weit P Tag Biggs in B

m.”

“Erroll swears he didn't get Biggs and
Tupper to rouse the school like they did,
and 1 blievo Erroll,” eaid Jimmy bluntly.
“T¢ {sn't in him to d> that! Mornington’s
& roiter o beliove it, kuowing bim as be

must
U St do 1617 said Eeroll quietly. “I
found Biggs asleep, and knowing he had
been tramping the roads all day I did not
wake him, but crept back and got into bed.
'm sorry for what happened afterwards,

Dut it was no doing of mine—I swear that I”

“Liar1” said Mornington doggedly; but
there was an uneasy doubt crecping into
bis, mind now.

“That's enough!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Tho fellows know what to think now.
You were a howling cad to dream of play-
ing caddish tricks on a servant—a fellow
who daren’t hit back, Mornington] You
ought to be ashamed of yourself, and you've
disgraced the Form! Now aro you'going
to let this drop for to-night or not1”

“Im_going to drag that cad from his
bed and lick him, and you wou’t stop me
lissed l\lmnmglom

cod enough, then 1* said Jimmy

Sllver ut o , you fellows! We'll
b Nt T e et e
refuses to go, ho's booked for a Form

licking—a licking he jolly well deserves!
Como on—collar him 1*

“1ear, hear

Thero 'was o chomus of grim responsos;
practically every fellow excepting Peele &

o. jumped out of bed, and advanced on
Moraington.

Mornington drew o decp breath. But he
made no attempt to get into bed. His eyes
littored, and ho placed his back to the
wall.
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Ouly twenty-four hours before ko had
been popular—regarded with respect and
some admiration by the best fellows in the
Form. And now— His glance met the
scarnful, angry looks of his disgusted Fori-
follows, and he went crimson. But it was

y a momentary flush of shame, and next
moment his voice was heard hoarsely.

“Come on, the dashed lot of youi” he
hissed.

“\_CHAPTER 11,
Morington's Defiance!

o OWN him—down the cad!”
D “Give the cheuky, ambbcrn
uxmc what he's asking for

gasped Lovell wrathfully.

There was n msh the Bnnnh ‘towards
Mornington,  But ho did ot movorhe
stood with his back to the dormitory wall,
his fists up ready, his eyes glittering with
the savage, reckless determination not to
give

Lovcll ‘was tho first to meet Mornington
with a rush, and he stopped a hefty drive
from Molny: fist that sent him spinning

awa;

o on!” hissed Mornington, like a
hunted tiger at bay.

“Down the  sotter 1" punied  Lovell
serambling up, raging. “I'l s

“Quict, you idiot!” enaj pped my
Silver. “We don’t want Bulkeley bmk hem
again with his ashplant. * Now, Morny,
once and for all, are you going to get into
bed and leave Erroll alone, or

“I'm thmshm\f Drroﬂ before I geL inlo

bed!” choked “I'd have finished
tha dob if that fcol Bulkeley hadn t inter-
“!u ht! Go  ahead, then, chaps!”

snapped Jimmy Silver.

He lost pahence with the reckless,
wnlful ]umct, and he meant to end_ tho
matter_ with a Form licking—which Mcrn-
ington undoubtedly had earned. The rest
of the fellows were equally determined, and
after that _pau ey came on quickly
enough.  But belare they reached him
another junior had jumped before them
and stood with his back before Morning-

If. was Kit Erroll, and his face was set

ard.
“Hold on!” he snapped. “This is my
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affair, -you fellows! You'rd mot touching
Morny,” if help it!”

There was a sudden silence.  Erroll had
been Mornington’s closest chum until that
cvening, but only a few moments before
had been fighting furiously with him, and
they were astounded at his attempt to
defend Morny now.

Mornington himself was staggered, and
a decp flush camo over his face, Even yet,
despito his_treatment of him, Erroll was
Toyal. Mornington felt a sudden lump i
his throat—he felt a sudden bitter remo
for Lis attitude—for allowing his ungovern-
able temper to drive hm to this.

But it passed as quickly as it had come.
o had gono too far now to draw back.

“Stand back, Erroll!” he breathed
“You shan’t cscapo lickia® by tryin’
crawl round mo now!

e avcadde remarlt and Mornington
knew it only too well. It brought a deep
flush into Erroll's white cheek, and it
brought a chorus of angry, disgusted ex-
clamations from the deccnt fellows in the
Fourt!

*“You howling cad, Morny!"” said Jimmy

Silver.  “That settles it! Stand away,
Erroll I :
lirroll hesitatod a bnef moment,
*“This—this is my you fellows!”
M aid b dlw veie T Mornington's

bent on the fight going on, then I'm ready
to go cm, too, I'll cither fight him properly
to-morrow in a decent manner, or L'll finish
tho fight hero and now as wo began it.”

“No, you jolly well won't!” enay
Jlmmy Silver.” “You can fight \lnrny

gain if you want to, Erroll, but the Form
t allowing you to scrap like hooligans
nl um time of the night. here's beon
auite enough troublo tonight. Into that
IJul, Mornington I’

“1 won't, hang you!”

"llxght' Collug him !

Therc was a rush, and though Mornington
fought like a wild cat, it was useless, He
was grabbed on all ‘sides, and ho went
crashing down, held firmly by numerous

hands.
“Biing  him along!”

Edward Lovell “Dip the cad

cold water to cool him down a bit to begin

with !

“Good_idea!”

Struggling furiously, Morny was dragged
towards a washstang

“Lot go!” he cricd tiwouzh his
tooth, “You rotten cads! mic,
chance, and I'll thrash any two of you!”

“You'vo had chances cnough,”  said
Jimmy Silver. “You've disgraced tho
Form, and for that nonc you've carned a
Form licking. I didw't wan: to handie
you, as you're for it with the beaks to-
morrow. ~ But as you refuse to drop yor
game weo've no choice but to mnlw youl”

“Hang you! Let mo go!”

“For_ (hu last time—will you get fato

They went “ahead. Despite his raging
struggles and _threats, Mornington, the
sy of the Fourth, was whirled off his
{ce A basin of water had been prepared,
and_his head \\ns ducked in it again and
. allowed to stand on his

1866 3¢ dost. Diw cyes blazing with passion,
wnlLr streatiing down him from hair and,

S 'Ir that asnt cenled | yom, S thes mell
give soua doren with a “cricket-stump !
snapped Jimmy Silve !
c! Sou1” aplattersd  Morny:ls fn
deadly tonch, . “T—T1 dushed wellw"
He' dragged his_arms free, and hit out
right and left. Ho was collared again at
once.  Plainly endugh, ke was not ccoled
do i

Stiil mqstmg (uum he was fung
across his ow follows holding
dusperatoly to hia thl’cxlnm{ legs and arms.
No cricketstymp _was' forthcoming, “bui

v Grace haul a fives-bat from his
and handed i to Jimmy Silver

L TEif oS ara o tovieie Twillifhat r'
panted Mornington.

“Cive way to tho wishes of tho Form,
and we'll leave you alone quickly enough,
Mornington

“I won't! Tl see you hanged first, you
howling rotters

T riR e fheaitaiod s longer,  He
knew that the momont tht_{ rclensud Morn-
ington he would ig like a wild ca:
atain, and he meant o show the Toolih
Icllcw it did not pay.

e fivesbat roso and fell, Mornington
il savagely. - Twclvo sirokes woro
Inid on, and then Jimmy Silver stopped..
As he did_so Mornington dragzed 4 leg
free and kicked out vicio

at bim,
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Luckily 16 missed Jimmy, but it was
enough to show that Mornington was still

defiant.
“Givo b somo more!” said Patty
Grace. “He likes

There was a chugklo, and Mornington
ushed with mingled rago and humiliation,
All at once it came to him that instead of
his defiance showing his grit and deter-
mination, Jt was only showing him up as a
fool and making him aug ocl
Nioradyer o rcalisedl bk lask, that it eds
hopeless—that he could not go on with his
defiance indefinitely. Ho would have to
givo way sooner or later.

“Wall, am 1 to go ont” snapped Jimmy
Silver. - T iois hoon ithis 05 lemgor (thiss
you, you know! Am T to make it another
(Iozon

Dow't be @ fool, Morny 1" said Pecle.
“Chuck i
e calling him a fool. Morn-
ington bit his lip until tho blood came.
“That’s enough !” he said huskily. “ You

can_ drop it, Silver, B\w—buc somcone
shall pay dearly for this

"That’s ~ good enough"‘ said Jimmy | 3
$ily

Ho “did not wish to rub it in—ho knew
how the pxoud h.’m hty dandy was icelmg
well enough. Fus face clouded at
threat. \Iornmxmn had
the moment.
means broken,

The victim of the Form licking was
released, and he slid from the bed trem-
bling with helpless rage and chagri
gave Jimmy Silver a bitter look, Tl
ho went to a washstand, and, getting a
towel, started to rub his drenched head and

face.

The fellows followed Jimmy Silver's
example, and climbed into bed. They knew
that, for all his faults, Morny was a fellow
of his word,

. In a few moments the junior had dried
himself, and then he slipped off his jacket
and his pyjama cost, which was weh  In
a moment he was changed into a dry one,
and then he climbed slowly into bed.
Jimmy Silver slipped out of bed and put
the light out. And after that, silenco
reigned in the Fourth-Form_ dormitory.
Nobody wiahed to rub it in, and Morningten
Do nothing further to say for that' night.
But, as Erroll knew—for he himself was
awake for hours after that—Mornington

i
his spirit was by no
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was not asleep, and Ervoll felt sick av
heart and full of gloomy forcbodings for
tho futwre,  Morny was subducd for ibo
moment, But Kit knew thero was troublo
ahoad—that Mormington would neither for-
sivo nor Iorge

CHAPTER \Jﬂ.

A Place in the Team!
« W /1 ORNINGTON—just a minute
M Jimmy Silver. spoko quictly,

Te e s doy el two later

Tiimeay) £ SilvasWabad & moaresiy

spoken to Mornington since the night of
the trouble in'the Jormitory, and he looked
at Mornington uncasily now. Mornington,
Pecle, Cowor, and Laitrey had bacn bifora
the Head the morning affer the - burglar >
alarm, and, as was expected, they *got it ”
heavily—thiough not as bedly as’ meny

cxpcctc §

w Ve Poete G o e bty
au§ contrite—outwardly—Mornington had
been defiant and almost insolent. Tt wasn's
in Mornington to cringe and plead for
morey. Tor thoir part in tho night's cx
pedition Peele & Co. o flogging
each, and Mornington_ also; hot e
been extra sovere. His defawd, impudent
attitudo had told the Head that he was the
ringleader in the affair, though Morny
mado_no. attempt to hido that fact. And
had Morny only known it, ho marrowly
escaped something worse than a mero
flogging.

But Momington did not think ho, lad
gscaped lightly; nor did Poclo & They
had left the Head's presonce tawardly
raging and full of bitter thaughts of revenge

ainst the innocent cause of the trouble—

Mibert. Biggs, the now gerdenboy! Bat
to Peele, at least, the chicE blame for their
troubles was placed at Erroll's door.

As yet, ho\vevcr, they had beon subdued—
and only by the way they eyed Erroll when
they, met S a5 They show the thoughts
of bitter animosity that was in their minds.
Curiously cnough, Morny mado no mention
of wanting to finish the fight with his old

hum, He ignored him completely. And
Trroll certainly had no intention of causing
an outbreak, Tt had been bad cnough {o
fight with his old chum as it was, and he

ead was naturally astounded and
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would h\\c done anything he could to have
avoided i

The ,.mm fact was_thatf Mornington, now
ho had umo to reflect,” had reached the
decision that he had been wrong—that
Trroll had told the truth that night. Erroll
had not sneaked, after all, and caused them
to be captured in the servants’ quarters.
Ho knew now—too late—that it was beyond
his chum to do anything so mcan and
underhand. It was a belief that was not
sh:ncd by Pecle, Gower, and Lattrey, how-

Tt was a trick they would never
lm\c hesitated at_doing, and they believed
Tirrell bad done it, and hated him accord-
ingly.

Peele, Cower, and Lattrey were with
Maxnmr'knn now when Jimmy Silver called.
Tt was, of course, impossible for Morny
and Erroll to remain in the study together,
and realising how matters stood between
them, Mr. Dalton had wisely allowed Morn-
ington to join Peele and Gowar in Study
Tt was not a_change for the better—for
Mornington. The company of Peclo & Co.
wWas not good for anyore. Yet Morningfon
scemed glad cnough to join them. The
dandy of khe rounh as fhmmy Silver re-
marked to chums, seemed determined
to change hlmsdi into a blackguard as soon
as he could manage it.

For the last day or two he had been
rarely scen without Pecle & Co. It was a
change for the worse that filled Kit Erroll
with_ dejection. Mornington had kicked
over tho traces at last with a vengeance.

t was just what he had feared.

And Jimmy Silver had feared it also—
for more rcasons than because he hated
secing a decent fellow play the blackguard.
There was the footer to be considered.
There was still one more match to play.

Mornington was a good foothaller—a
dashing wing forward when he cared to
play well—which had been often enough
sinze his reform, s a_regular mem-
ber ‘of th Rookwood. teara these days, and
the thought of losing him gavo Jimmy
ome anxious moments. Since the trouble
¢ had wondered many times and oft what
Mornington intended doing.

He decided (o scttle the matter now.

“Morny 1" he said, as the four stopped
short. T want to have a word about the
Morninglon raised his eycbro

bo dravled,

ou don’t say

ENEMY!

“You haven’t had a
last day or

word with me this
s0 about anythin, Lave you?”
Jimmy Silver flushed; ho saw the inso
lenco in tho remark g cnough.
hat's ovor and done with s fac 85
am/ concernitd, Moray 2 by caid. patiently
“You asked for it, and you can't
anyone for giving you what you asked for.
“Is it over an’ dono with?” remarked
Mornington, & glilter in_his cyes.
rather think not, Silver, 'Lut you wanted
to d

ter, 1 thi
said Jimmy, very quictly., “I
no’ reason why ppened

between us should interfere with the feoter,

Morny. I want to know if you aro ready
to play this A R R
Bagshot ?

“You want me to_play, dear man?”

o Yes 1 said Jimmy, his eyes

aming a litile at the mocking note in
Mmmngmm wling voice. I shouldn’t
ask you if T didn’t.”
S e e e
me,” said Mornington. ©You usually put.
my name down an’ leave it at that. Why
{h4s ‘thusnoss, might a fellow ask 1

Jimmy Silver bit his lip.

“Don’t talk rot!” he suapped,
vou this time because—w
tho bare truth, Morny
ghanged sineo_ the lact timo you played.
Now you've got i .

D e ea s rlad Mornington AT
changed, you fellows—Silver thinks T've
changed. T do hope he doesn’t blame you,
Pecle, for the change in me! for
better or worse, Silver ?” g

“For worse!” said Jimmy Silver curl
“You're” knocking about too much with
these rotters for you to have changed any
other way, Momy. I-can’t understand a
fellow acting as you do at all !”

“I asked
if you want
it’s because you'vo

“All your fault, you sec, L'ccle,” said
Morny. ~“Yowre dragging a poor innocent
fellow down to the bow-wows! Uncle
James is gottin’ quito concerncd, I can
seo.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peclo & Co. roared,

y Silver kept_his temper.

“Cut out llus rot, Mornington!” he said

curtly.. “Am T to ut your no dewn for
tho match or mot? Ive s toug as
1 could; but I must e e got

ACTR RS et o you,
don’t want it.”
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\[crnmg(on hesitated, and the sneering
erin lett

Ho was keen on footer, and ho had been
Jooking forward to playing in the match.
e had felt pretty certain of his place.
He \vnmcd to play, and ye

Pecle nudged him and gave hxm B. W
ing “mlr It was a reminder of s g
Mornington was forgetting for the momcnb

It reminded him that he had already
p]:\nncd something elso for that afternoon

mething far different from footbal

Bt eron serhieitiamedianiaseteat reply,
refusing the offer, another thought came to
*Mornington.

Jimmy Silver had said he had another
man in view for the place—and he knew
who that man was well enough, Erroll was
a good, steady player—a forward useful
and reliable. But he lacked Mornington’s
dash and bnllmnce And of late his play

.had been not quite up to first team
standard.

Vet he was the next man on the reserve
Jist—he knew that. If Mornington dropped
out then that man to take his place would

o Kit Erroll!

lhexe was no doubt about that.
Mornington gritted his (ceth, a fight
taking place in his mind—a fight between
tho ev]l and the good in his wayward
natur
But though thero y of good
there, the bad won had not for-
gotten or !org)vcn—us Trroll had expected.
“You really want me to play, Silver?”
ho, mquued, yawning.

you mean to play up to
usual form, T cortainly do, Motny,
want to lick Bagshot this time—in
we're pretty certain to if you play.”

“Thanks, dear man,” said Morny, “Fancy
handin’ out such compliments to a bad lad
like little mel Well, you can put me

lown |

“What?” It was Peele who gnspnd out
the_guestion. “But—but

“You dry up, old bean!” smd Mummg-

ton coolly. s, pub me_down, Silver.
Put me down twice if you like. Ha, ha!”
my Silver nodded.

“Very well, Morny; Il put you down.
Thanks I

i Jimmy Silver walked away, not a little
uneasy in his mind now. Morny had agreed
to play, and that was O.K. But how would
he play—would he play up as ho should

ace.

s

arn-

mas plent
now. He

your
Wo
fact,

'put my name
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do? Jimmy Silver knew quite well that,
though subdued enough now—though ho
made no move openly against either Erroll
or Albert Biggs—ho was only biding his

29

hme—knowm% that Dicky Dalton, not to
mention the Fistical Four, had their eyes
on_him. light, mocking manuer in

which ho o accepfed the placo did not
inspire confidenco—far from it.

Yet he simply could not belicve that
Momy would Willingly slack in the mateh.

ad his evil points, but he played up
when he did play. Jimmy east aside his
doubts and went indoors to placo the list—
finished now—on the board.

When he had gome, Pecle turned on
Mornington angrily.

“You—you silly fool, Momy!” he
snapped. “ What about our plan this after-
noon? Are you forgetting, you idiot?
Goin’ to dashed well spoil that,for a ratten
game of footer | Oh, you idiot!”

“Dear man!” drawled Mammgton, wink-
ing at Latrey and Gower, who were cyeing
i just as angrily. " “Aud T likely to wlow

ootor to interfere with puttin’ it across
t]ch sweep of a guttersnipe? Not likely!”

e

“I told dear Uncle James that he could

down,” said Mornington
“But that doesn’t say that I shall

coolly

ey A

“I was goin’ fo refuse right enough!”
said Marmngton, hu eres glinting.  © An’
then it struck m 150 that sweep
Erroll would get m ce. I'm not keen
for him ta Bais he pleasure of playin’ in
my plac

*Oh, I see 1" said Peele. “Oh, good man,
Mornyl

“Besides,” resumed Mornington slowly,
“I think we have a little settlement with
the Form as a whole—at least, ave.
haven’t by any means inrgottcn what hap-
pened to me in the dormitory. An’, a
know, I'm not a fellow who forgcts things.”

“You—yow'ro goin’
you're goin’ to play mml o leat mamentts
stammered Gower blankly.

“ Just that! If I do let ’em know carlier,
then they’ll have the chance to play Erroll.
1 inncy Erroll will bo with his guttersnipo
pal, otherwise—or, at least, he will not be
asked to play in time for the match. Seo
the wheeze ¥
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The—the fellows will be furious,

* L ther Tho more furious the
better [ i Mornington viciously. “Play
Il see him hanged
first!|  Anyway, lel’s finish our little plan
for this afterncon. I had a little chat with
Fupper just after brekker, and I obtained
the ul information that Erroll had asked
Master Hulbert Biggs to watch the match,
an’, accordin' to ‘Tupper, he means to.
“That will suit our plans very nicoly indeed
—couldu’t be better, in fact. Our little
showin' up couldn’t bo better staged than
the footer field before the crowd—
what 7

*“Good wheeze!” grinned Gower.

*But that’s all very welll” said Pecle,
scowling.  “'Don’t forget I'm the man
taking the dashed risk in this. It'll be
more risky than ever before such a crowd.”

““Not at all1” said Mornington. “Safer,
mean!  Anyway, that's the pro-
nme.”

& Oh!'

you

Mornington had already made his mind
up, and Peele’s foeble protests went for
uoihing. Morninglon was ruling the roost

‘not Cyril Peele, as Peele was
P ER e R stronger will
won,

CHAPTER 13.
Tommy Dodd & Co. Take a Hand!

ROI‘I]' !” said Tommy Dodd.

“Net fair!” growled Tommy
Tommy Cool

% A beastly

The llueo "“Tommics ” of the Modern
Houso at Rookwood werc evidently not in
a very cheery mood.

“Fancy all three of us out of a school
maich, and the blessed Bagshot match.
tool” ~ growled Tommy Dodd dismally.

“Stitl, you can hardly blamo Jimmy Silver,
alter all.”

2

swizz!”  grunted

s thal?”
i, it mnt bis foult that T eprained
du'md foot!” said Tommy Dodd

y

And it aint his fault that sou
mo unl play (ooter for nuts
L o

Lool

owll” A
Only puiting your giddy

“You check
A seren

EMY!

legs,” chuckled Tommy Dodd. “Still, he
would have played mo a!l right—no doubt
about that. ~And he really ought to have
included one of you two fellows. Like his

to leave you both out. Those ches
Classicals are getting a bit too top-heavy,
you_know.”

“Blest if I know why a skipper should be
from the CL ssicals at all 1” grunted Tommy
Doyle.  “This sort of injustico wouldn’t
happen if we had a Modern skipper, of
course !”

“Ahem! \\oll hnrdl\ that!” grinned
Tommy Dodd, ng his head. *That
would be ndmlttmlz a Modern skipper
wouldn's know good players from bad.”

¥, you nss—

“You silly duffer—"
*“Not that I meant you fellows were bad,
of course,” said Doddy hastily. * Anyway.
it can’t bo helped. We'll go and cheer our
giddy men just the same, of (‘ou|§(~,

whether they’re Classicals cr not. S
allo!  What are thosc mm

chants up to i

Tommy Dodd halted his men.

They woro strolling round by (e, chape!
at the moment, and Tommy Dodd’s keer
cyes had glimpsed something unusual.
_“What was it?” demanded Tommy

ok,
“Pecle & Co.; and that oss Mornington 1
remarked Tommy Dodd, frowning thought-
“I just spotted 'em sneaking infa

|l|u \mod shed. They re up to no good in

K Onlv going fnr a rotten smoke!” sniffed
Tommy Doyle. low the spalpeens! I
must _say I'm 'llv disgusted with that
chap ’ﬂornv I'mm what T hear he's fairly
goin’ tho now he’s chummed with
Deele’s mowd B
“It |snt a little smoke!” said Tommy

bag

Dodd. orny _carried a a prmy
hefty cnckct bag by the look Iv
we. xmeshgnlo. chaps. Wit n lnl. though

and givo ‘em a chance fo settlo down.”

“Right- ol

The three Tommics watched Pecle & Co.
vanish into the shed and closo the door
behind them. ~Thoy waited for scveral
minutes, and then Tommy Dodd gave tho
word and they erept up to the littlo wooden
building.

‘Tommy Dodd craned up to the little
window and pecred cantiously throush into
the gloomy shed.
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«\Well, what's the game?” whispered
Tommy Cook.
Tommy Dodd not answer for a
moment. He was staring through tho
Window in ~sheer amazemo nd no
wonder, for what he saw “ns enough to
Jmaze anyone,

CHAPTER 14.
Mornington's Scheme!

. HAT is it?” repcated Tommy

Cook, in an impatient whisper.

Tommy Dodd peered through

the window a_moment longer, and

then he turned a grinning face rcund fo his
iwo_chums of the Modern Hou:

“I knew it!” he breathed. " Thcse cads
are up to some—some shady game, too,
if I'm not mistaken. Look !’

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle both
stretched up to the little window of the
\\nnd :I\ed and %opcd inside.

y knew, Peele, Gower, and Lattrey
wem there, with Valentino Mornington—
though at first they quite failed to recog-
cole, For that shady worthy was
dxo!scd———

y Cook and Tommy Doyle almost
1ubbed Their ayes.

Pecle was just getting into the uniform

f a police- conemble, aided by his chums,
Ho already had the trousers on, and now
ho ‘was_shoving on the tunic carefully over
his body, which was padded skilfully with
a pillow and other aids to an artificial
portliness of figure!

belt, a pair of handeuffs, and several
other items were lying by tho opened
cricket-bag, while an opened box of make-
up nnd false hair and whiskers lay within

and Gower wero grinning glee-
fully, Mornington looked grimn and satis-
fied, whilst Cyril Peele looked anything but
happy—perhaps becauso ho was evidently
to bo the prime Hores in the “game,”
whatever it might
Even as the two Modern Tommies looked
inside, however, Mornington spoke, evi-
dently answering Peele.
“I'tell you it's safo ag houses, you funky
” ho said curtly. “Why, man, there
xiu’t a fellow scarcely at Rookivood who
can beat you at masquerading, or as skilful
at make-up. Nobody will dream at guessin’
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tho truth, sou fool! Pull your deshed self
together,"Peclo !

t’s all very well! If I'm bowled

LaThn
“You're not goin’ to_be bowled out!”
snapped Mornington. *You've got to pull
youssolt togethor, Pecle, and you'll pull 1o
off like a dashed charm'! Al you need is
the nerve to keep it up for a few minutes
until you get off the field. Nobody will
dream of suspectin’ 1”

“Safe enough, Cyril?” agrecd_Lattrey,
with a chuckle. gad! I've scer
you take off a efore, an’ you did
1% Geatr 1 Bt Slikely there'll bo any
scniors  about—only Hansom  refereeing.
Ho's foo dashod easygoin’ fo tvig sny-

“T}m snivellin’ ragamuffin may not bs
there, though!” said Peele, evxlemly still
none too convinced. “If he isn’t, what
then?”

We've got to dashed well find out where
he is—that’s all!” said Murnmgton coldly.

“But Tupper told me he was goin’ to watch
the match—that his pal Master Errcll had
asked him to go—told him it would do
him good !” sneered Morny. w ‘Tupper
an hour ago, and he repeated

“If youwve made Tupper suspcct——"
began Peele in alarm.

“My dear man, am 1 the feltow ta do
that?” inquired Morny, with & sneer.
“Dent talk Tot1 1 bet that footling thick:
head of o pago doesn’t even realise that I
asked him about Biggs. I did it cautious]
gou may bott’ Anyway, he'l be thore it
he isn’t, we’ll find him,

Peele nodded wnhoul speakmg His
chum’s confidence in his ability in the
difficult arts of make-up and masquerading
had given him fresh courage. Indeed, the
very fact that Mornington had urged him
to take on the job was enough to prove
to Peele that if a keen fellow like Mcrning-
ton believed him capable of the job, then
he undoubtedly was. He_ knew perfectly
well that Mornington, in his reckless, ruth-
less desire for revenge, would have been
only too pleased to have carried the thing
through himself if he hadn’t known Peelo
was a better man for the

Oh, all right]” he smd gu'xrg a more
confident grin, “I'm game enougil, don't
you worryl Only I don't want ull this
dn=bed trouble for nothin’ 1"

Well, don’t grouse so much—and buck
said Mornington, with a scarcely-

upl
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veiled “Somo fellows might think
you fu . v'kuow! Now, you under-
stand what to do? You jmarch on the

ground and e Biggi—ask anyone!
Then—weli, you go and arrest the dashed
ep! And mind you let everybody hear
that he's wanted for theft, and that
he's a r gue and a vagabond well-knovn ln
© of several counties as well
the \\udrr\\mld of London. ’.ll\at ehu\lld
make the fellnws stare, and put the kybosh

on our dear friend Erroll’s dearly beloved
Shat
“Rippin’ 1" grinned Peele. “It really is
at! Dut I'm not so sure how it will end.

I—

“My dear man, have I got to go mto nll
that again?” drawled Mornington.
simply yank thio o away and takoe l'nm
towards tho tano. I'vo alrcady ordered a
giddy cab to be weitin' there at about

fiftcen. You order the sweep into
he won't be likely to resist before
d~and then you join him, and tho
according to my orders, stop by
tion. When we’ve seen cverythin’s
gone off well we'll pelt after it on our
bi Then you simply rush your glddy
prisoner on to the platform and into
giddy carriage.

“That—that’s the dnsbcd risky parz"
mmlcrcd Peele.

ot if you're slippy about it. Nobody's
ly to be about on tho station, not the
villnge bobby, anyway,” eaid Morny. “An’

e'll 'p the cab outside the vlllnwo until
Dt e eaio I Te's w i bogh sxnfbes
to London—n nonstop. You muke quite
certain the blighter hns no cash on him,
and_then—well, just as tho mu. s
again, you Lop out swiftly and sla
door.” And our dear friend will be \\aitcd
hko 'a magic wand to London town, whero
find himself stmndcd without a giddy
l.onnv in his pocket

“Ripping 1" said L ttrey, looking admir-
ingly at Mormnvmus flushed face_and
gliuting cyes, “It's a great wheeze, Morny
=2 stroke of genius!”

“But supposin’ tho cad writes to the
Tlead, eqﬂnlnln or complainin’?” said
Gower. * You haven't thought of that.”

4 17" remarked Mornington
cnr‘lv “Your mistake, old man! ur
friend Diggs will nover dream it is a hoax.
1Ll be amazed, of course, but ho can't
tell anythin’ if he does write. And,” went

ENEMY:

on Mornington dryly, “do you suppose that
the Head, or anyone else at Rookwood, wiil
Biava the kid Imcl(, will even trouble about
him again after his bein' arrested and
nked away hkc thnt~—ns a thief an’ a
abond? Not like tell you the Head
ill ouly be furious nn.l. Lxroll—[unous at
havin' heen tricked by dear Erroll inta
shelterin’ such a bad character. No, Biggs’
gooso will bo cooked for g0 o won't
come back to Rookwood agai
“Phew ! Great! Go nhmd Peele!”

And Pecle went ahead yith his dressing.

Tommy Dodd, Tommy Doyle and Tommy
Ccok looked at each other elogue:

Neveriind thas loos adehra ey

villainous scheme.

‘I'hey saw it all now. They had heard all

about Mozuington’s unreasonable hatred of

new  garden-boy, they were
astounded and s‘mckcd— hocked to think
that a fellow like Morny, a fellow they had
respected, should sink fo such a mean and
rascally device to get rid of the fellow he
was so bitterly jealous of.

“Well, my kat!” breathed Tommy Dodd,
lm own face going crimson with indig:
tio: hear such a_rotten,
il Gl i Your BiaT Buto—
“Wo're stopping it!" gritted. Tommy

‘ook.
¢ Holy Moses, ves " said Tommy Dogle,
his gaod natured, merry inting now.
“But—but how ? Shall o rush sa: and
smash—'
“No, not Quiet's the word!” breathed
Tonumy Dodd
Ho. Arapgod ot bis chome, and) thoy ol
loved thelr leades a3 like the Arabs of old,
he silently stole hen, when well
aovay trom the woodshed, Tompy Dodd. his
eyes glimmering with mingled mischief and
Sadizaation. told his plans to his chuma.
And when tho chums of tho Modern Houso
Ly went ind !ocn a minute or two
later they were grinning cheerfully.

+  CHAPTER 15.
A Sensation!
o HERE'S that ass Mornington?”
Jimniy Silver aske the ques-
W i . Apparently
ind just missed Valentine Morn-
ington of the Lourth,
Aund as it wanted just five minutes to the
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A the Agure of Dr. Chisholm appear:

hosefull on. Swooosh! A cold stream of water hit the Ho,

his faco, =nd then drenched him foot “ Oh, orum!

Gaopod Biggs the gardner’s boy, ctaring in utten -maumunt at ths ecene befors him.
(Ses chaptor 2:
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start of the Bagshot match, Jimmy could
bo excused for askipg the question in some |
alarm,

His brow clouded as he stared about the
chunging-room.

“Any of you fellows sean the chum,
demanded.  “Has he been in bere
forgotten him completely

b iirofwasia soneral shaking of heads.

“Iaven't soen him sinco dinnor,” said
Putty Graco. “Ho's a cheeky owl, feaving
it until the last minute like this! 'Now, if
you'd asked me to play, Uncle James—"

“Oh, rats!”

Uncle James frowned crossly.
matter of fact, ho could not help fnolmp n
littlo bit uncasy as ho remembered Morny's
mocking smilo when ho had agreed to play.

“Just like Morny!"
aniff. “I expect he's just hanging back
out of sheer impudence!”

“Or to have a I:m whiff at a cigaretto,”
said Lovell. “Blest if I know why you
shoved him in for this match, Jim
bet he won't play up to his usual form nlm-
what's happehed; and if ho trica his wind
will let him down—"

“Oh, rats] He was the best man avail.

Id

ablo, 'especially os Doddy's cracked "
enapped nmmy Snlrcr. “If you've finished
dressing, ight trot up to his

We'd better get

The rost of tha
juniors finished changing and hurried down
o Little Side. Pankley and his men from

Blgnlmi School were still in the pavilion |

changing, but as the Rookwood fellows
arrived they came out, and after cxchang-
ing chaffing greetings with them, started to
punt a ball about tho field.

Hansom of the Fifth camo up to Jimmy
Silver. m had very kindly Jowered
his lofty dignity to the extent of agreeing
to referce the match.

“You kids ready?" he demanded, glane-
ing up at the clook-tower. "I\cnrlv on tho
stroke of three now1”

“Mornington hasn't turned up yet,”
Jimmy Silver,

Raby now !

Raby shook his head as he ran up and
joined tho Rookwood footballor

“Can't find the idiot anywhere!

said

he said.

be | meant to ot them down at, the

said Raby, with a |
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t have come down here, Lut— My
h:n Where can the cheeky ‘owl bet"
Jimmy  Silver's  good-humoured  faco
arkened. Was it possiblo that his first
faint  suspi was nghz»—th..t Murnv

He could scarcely believe it, an:

Jimmy remembered Morny’s vow to
his own back on the Form for the 1'mm
licking! Ho also knew that Mor mgton,
when his evil temper had the upber lan
him, was capable of any rocklethce—wus
heedless of con:

The fellows wero lmkmg at Jimmy Silver
strangely now, their faces grim.

“Looks to mo as if the howling cad means
to let us down at the last moment!” ex-
claimed Lovell.

“We'll give him lnmhcr half-minute)’

X Tace,

novor know what Morny will do.
“No good doing that!” said Conroy
briofly. * Erroll’s gone out of gates!”
“What 1"
“Gonoe on his bike with a tclegram for
said Conroy grimly.
“Oh, my hat

The half-minute elapsed. Jmuuv Silver's

brow was rk and angry n W it
all.  Morn; ne\et intended to
lay at -ll u wu sheer perverseness on
his part. . had been laughing up his

slcevo ail the timo, intonding o los the

| Form down at tho last moment—to givo

them no chance to get a suitable man to
take his place.

)

CHAPTER 16,
A Startling Interruption!
E Bngshot fellows were waiting in
roup mow, staring curiously
touardn the Rookwood juniors,
tely surprised at tho delay.
Hunspm wm shouting sarcastically. .

“We'va waited long eucugh!” snapped
Jimmy Silver, his eyes blazing. “You see

| what this means, you fellows—that howling

“I've sent—  Oh, hero's |

“He scems to have vanished. I thought he |

cad Mornington "has let us down; intended
to_let us down all along. 1 half-suspected
something of the kind. Wo'll know how to
deal with him for this, H\ough Grace, get
o_your lno(cr cogs—slnrp
Cood man!” grinned

o

Putty Grace.
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«You're showing signs of sanity at last,
Jimmy.  You'll muke a skipper yet!”

‘And Putty Grace changed with alacrity.

A couple of minutes later the whistle
went and the gnme started. But every
fellow on the Rool ide was inwardly
raging at Mo mngtons trickery, and their
pley suffored in consequence. Even Jimmy

Silver's play was careless, and his kicking
erratic

Within five minutes of play Bagshot had
scored, and a roar of wrath went up from
the Rookwood spectators.
ljut the descrtion of Mornington had put
the J wood players off their form com-
pletely—Jimmy Silver's erratic play alone
was enough to put his men off and kill their
kecuness.

It was only by a miracle that tho Bagshot
men were preveated from scoring more
than once in the next ten minutes, and after
a corner kick that had marrowly missed
their goal by a sheer fluke, Jimmy called
his men in a desperate attempt to pull them
together. vealised that Mornington
would delight in a Rookwood defeat, and
he st his tccth hard and determined that
his ovil desire should not be satisfied.

After that Rookwood played up well
enough, and until the half-time whistle
went they more than held.their own.

“By James! T thought wo wem booked
for the licking of the year!” panted Jimmy
as tl\ey trooped off the field. “Tor good-
ness’ sm, forget all about that rotter
Morny—we can deal with him afterwards,
anaRoatal Play up—if only to lose him
the satisfaction of getting licked I”

“That's what he wants, the cad!”
said Raby b‘cuthle'«ly “My hat! Yes,
we, will play up, Jimmy

¢ it to me! smd Putty Gracu.
“If it hadn’t been for me—
what's on
Somcthing was obviously “on!

Near tho pavilion a crowd hn.d gathered
—an excited cmwd And abovo the heads
of the swarm of juniors showed a police-
man’s helms

“What lho merry dickens—"

Jimmy Silver and his rellow fontlnller:
hurncd to the spot, filled with wonder a
astonishment. ' The sight of a mnsmble xn
the sacred precincts of Rookwood was some-
thing now and surprising.

Pushing their way through the crowd,
Jimmy Silver and his stalwarts

|
|
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reached the centre of the commotion.
police-constablo  was  standing  there—
short, tubby man with a big, heavy black
moustache, thick, black eycbrows, and a
ruddy faco.

“My hat!” gasped Lovell “What the
dnckens does he want
Must be after l’uny Grace" grinned
Raby. ~ “For chucking that  jumping-
cracker into the dog-fancier's shop
Latcham last half. I zmhen: the dogs were
barking for hours afterwards, and a lot
of people complnme

“What rot!” grinned PuuyL “Moro
likely he's .\ftvr Tubby Muffin for trying to
palm off a bad shilling at the tuckshop!”

But they very soon learned what it really

5
A

“Bxg«s is name is!" the constable was
pulling _importantly, gl'\rmg about _him.
4 ’lhnt s the name—leastiva the name
'c's goin' under in l}ns ‘ere districk.
An’ a right bad lot he is, too—thief an’
vagabond, and he's wanted by the p hcn o
three or four counties as weil as Lunnon!
We've received hinformation as he's at this
here skoo\ and I've come for ‘im!”

&

“Bx 'gs—!h'u. s the new gardener’s chap!”
« My only hat!”

1here was a buu of excitement.

CHAPTER 17,
Another Sensation!
« 7y IGGS—wanted by the police!”
B “My hat!” ,
T was felled at the skool as ha
was "ere on this here football ficld,”
went on the constable pompously. “If any
of you young gents i

ts 'as scen 'im—

Tho constable jingled something in his
tunic pocket—the sound brought a hush on
the excited, alarmed crowd.

“Y knew tho outsider was a wrong "un!”
suid Ciower loudly. “My hat! What about
Erroll's references now, eh?”

“Erroll ought to be sacked for bringin’
such a person to the school1” said Lattrey,
his cyes gleaming as he noted tho looks on
the faces of the startled crowd. *“By gad!
It's « marvel we haven't been robbed beforo
this. I supposo tho brute was koepmg

uict until he'd got the lie of the lan,

ou young gents know 'im, :huw

soon  said tho constable
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“QOh, yes!" said Gower coolly. “Wo I
our suspicions from the first, onfy—
bat1! There the rotter is!

Thero camo o shout from the fringe of
the crowd, and next moment Biggs, his face
scarlet, came through as the crowd
hurriedly broke away to make room for

1ad
My

him,

Albert Biggs looked a far different fellow
from (ho ragged, dusty tramp whom Erroll
had_succceded in gotting into a_job a
garden-boy at Rookwood. Ho still wore
one of Erroll's lounge suits, and it fitted
him well. He was spotlessly clean, and
altogether he looked a ble youth,

HIS OWN
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stole a thing in my lifel I swear on that!
You can’t prove nothin’ agen mo! Let mo
o,

o began to struggle, his cyes blazing.
Jimmy Silver felt a sudden throb of pity
for the hapless waif. He did not suspect—
not a fellow thero dreamed of suspecting
that the wholo thing was a rascally hoax.
They looked on with varying looks of pity
—at least, many like Jimmy Silver did,
though &' goodly number looked angry—
angry that Rookwood should have sheltered
sucha bad character.

Erroll suddonly appearod, pushing his

Behind _him showed Tuppor, tho_school
page, his rather vacant faco showing his
great alarm and amazement. Since he had
come to Rookwood, Biggs had quickly
made friends with Tupper, and as it was
their Saturday half-day off they had nutur-
ally come along to seo the match.

Biggs looked at the police-constable
quictly—almost dcfiantly. It 2in
that a man in an official blue uniform held
no terrors for him.

“You arskin’ for me, mister, I beliéve?”

ho said, “T ’eard you arskin—and ‘ero
am ! What do you want mo for?” i
“He’s cool, anyway, by jingo!” whis-

Y, go!” whi
pered Putty Grace. “Blessed if I'd take
him for a thicf!”

“Nor me !” muttered Raby. “Looks jolly
decent! There’s something wrong about
this!" If he had a bad conscience tho kid
wonldn’t come on his own—he'd bolt I”

“It’s queer!” breathed Jimmy Silver.

He was deeply concerned—little as he had
had to do with the fellow who had
befriended Erroll years ago, he had taken
a liking to the waif.

nd now—

The constablo was eycing Biggs like a
gorgon. His hand came out of his pocket
with a jingle, and a second hand fell swiftly
on the shoulders of Albert Biggs.

“You're Albert Biggs, me lad! Ves—
T'vo seen your face on wanted notices afore
this scores of times!” said the constable in
a deep, grim voice. “You come along o'
me, and no larks, my lad 1"

With a swift movement he grabbed one
o(l]Blggs' hands, and then he grabbed at the
other.

“Hold 'ard!” gasped Biggs, panting.
“1 wants to know what I’ve done, mister |

ain’t never done nothin’ wrong—never

way through  the crowd.
His face blanched as his eyes fell on the
sight of his old friend struggling in the
arip of the constable.

“What — what — Biggs!”
“What has—-'

“You stand back, young gent1” snapped
the constable. “Don’t you darc to hinter-
fero with the course of justice, young man!
This here—"

There was a sudden buzz—a fresh buzz of
amazement. The crowd suddenly parted
again, and the constable stopped short as
he felt o hand clapped on bis shoulder,

He looked, round—and almost fell doyn
as he sighted the man whose hand had
fallen on his shoulder.

He was a rather short individual—portly
like himself, and with bushy cyebrows, a
heavy but smartly clipped moustache, and
he wore #; blue_serge suit and a bowler
hat. And by his side stood another con-
stable |

Cyril Peele, for the first “constable ™
was that daring masquerader, almost
fainted with sudden fear.

“What—what— Oh gad!”

“You had better come with me, my
man!” said the plain-clothes man in deep,
stern tones. .*‘Leave that boy alonc! Con-
stable, this is the fellow without a doubt—
the fellow who is going about masquerading
as a police official. Constable, herc is your
man |”

Cyril Peele’s knees fairly knocked to-
gether. Never in his life had he been
so terrified. He knew well enough that to
masquerade as a_police official—and worse,
to attempt to arrest an innocent person—
was o serious crimo in the cyes of tha
police. Moreover, what would the Head
say—what would he do? To play such a
dastardly trick, to attempt to ];’umilinm

he faltered.
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an fnnocent fellow in such a way, would
sucan nothing less than the sack.

‘Che hapless masquerader shuddc

The man’s hand was still on his »Ixouldcr
——u terrible feeling. He was either a

-inspector or a detective, of course!

Umt much seemned obvious to others as well
as to the hapless schemer.

ook hero—" ho faltered.
“You can_say what you have to say at
‘the/ station my, mun 1" snspped. the plii:
clothes _individual. *Constable, handeutf

The coristable grasped Pecle’s hands—]
was too terrified, too utterly d.m.broumud
to attempt to resist or refuse. T ellows
looked on in dead, breathless silence. . The
dramatic intervention had staggered them,
and they could only stare. Gower and
Lattrey looked on in terrified apprehcusion.
nother  fellow  squeczed  through  the
crowd and looked on in startled wonder.
Tt was Mormingion, That jronnerved
junior liad come to seo the * fun,” res
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bog, was Gyl Pecle, of tho Fourth. It
was a hoa

Pl S T lowed 10 easped § Timy
Silver.

%

brow darkened. Il saw it all now.
It was a hoax—a crucl, heartless hoax on
Biggs by a fellow who hated him. It was
obvicusly done to humiliate him—possibly
the schemer had something worse in mind
for the hapless garden-boy had not the
plain-clothes detective and the coustable
come along.
And now \hcy were about to arrest Peclo
in his turn,
Jimmy
whole munzmg affair,
stand Pcele’ all; Morcover,
e knew now wh Mo mgtnn had not
wanted to play—he had this rascally game
on \ xzh Pecle.
how  came
commhle on the jo
The matter was serious now, though all
the crowd was amazed at the detective’s
curious .’md dramatic action in exposing the

r could not understandy the
Yc: lm could ungcr-

the detective and
?

of glares from his For
troubles. He came to see !hc f\m s
he saw no fun 1n the situation now.
Ho was absolutely taken aback—he
simply could not understan

But before the hundcull‘s—tlny were
“property ” handcuffs taken from the Rook-
wood junior dramatic sogiety's property
cupboard—could be clapped” on  Peele’s
wrists, the ilum -clothes individual gave a
sudden chuckl

To the utter amazement of the crowd,
he calmly knocked off Cyril Peele’s helmet.

Lhen he dragged off his mop of black huir
revealing @ closceropped of darl
i, noaily paréed,  Aftor which he calmly

tugged off Pe uge moustaches.
The result was astonnding—to theterowd,
There arose a howl of amazement.

P It's that howling cad, Peele!”

CHAPTER 18,
Bowled Out!
"« LE
There was a howl of uiter

amazement, and  the name ran
i wiftly from mouth to mouth to
e hmm of the crowd on the footer field.
“'nm “constable ” who had tried to arrest
albert  Biggs, the Rookwood gardener’s

removing Peele’s helmet
and disgui

ver the dotective's ruddy f
wero fwisted into . frrin mow-wev
pottly constablo holding the trombling
il Pecle was griuning now.

‘Albert. Biggs himself was crimson_ with

indignation, though his eycs showed his
decp rolict, Ho had never for ono monicn:
dreamed that the “constable ” wh> had
comg, for i tha n was Cyril, Poole, his cuviuy.

cele,

T e Cavall wia hraks
tho dead silence following the revelation.
Tiis face was full of disgust wd indigna-

tio

“Tuko the rotter away,
shouted Gunner, of the Tourth. "'11!1(0 tho
ca vay—woe _don’t want  scheming
oqucn like him at Rookwood any
lone r' Take hnn away 1”7

“I—I—" Peele’s face was haggard as
he smmmcled hclplmlv But it occurred
to him that it was all up now, and that
it was hetter to have the Head on the job
0 nm than be dragged away to the pohru

“ I—I—som run for

inspector 1"

Tionat ho articulated.
“Tiold on! Dont do ansthing of tho
sort!” called  the “dotr‘cll\(‘ in a sur-
risingly vouthful voice. " Just sit on
ower, somo of you
SWith that, while the erowd gaze
L e s

e
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moustacho and his false hair. Then he
rubbad his face vigorously with his band-
kerchick.

At a wink from him, the ‘constablo re-
moved  his helmet, false hair, and
moustache.

ore was a stupetield pause, and then o
how

fommy Dodd!”

“And Tommy Lnokl"
“Qh, gmnt pip "
“Hu, ha, hal”

There was a stupefied pause, und then a
laughter_as the crowd under:

Mornington, Peele, L-o\vcr, and
Lattrey did not laugh. Their faces were
fiendish. Gower, trembling with fear and
dismay, started fo sncak away, but Tommy
Dodd’s’ voice rang out sharpl

Y Slon tiowes Jou faiow
cad escapel Stop Mornington

r et i e s i A chem B
Lattrey was also just about to smeak

away, but ncither he nor Gower hnd the

slightest clmncs of doing  so.

B on s ik o ibninton. and

i, though Mornington made no

effort to_escape—it was_beneath Morning-

ton’s pride to make an attempt. He stoo§
nemhhng with Dbitter ruge and mortifica:

“Moanwhile, Gunner, Lovell, Raby, and
Grace had grabbed Gower and Lattrey,
and wero holding tho schemors fast,
“Doddy!” stuttered  Jimmy Silver.
A only hat! You—you spoofers |
What ‘docs it all mean?”
Tommy Dodd chuckled.
“It doesn’t necd many brains to sce that,
dear man!” he grinned cheerfully.
o Classical duffers haven't any

y:
—don’ c M tbe

gging_ now!”

n—no  ra; said
Tommy Dodd, holding up his hand. “Hold

those merclmnts fast, to begin with—you'll
want ‘em nruscml\, c<pccml]y dear old
Morny, who's let down in order
10_he! l’ cele \nrh this Inlle gamo 1"

Dioscns’ of) SHEEs F1o0ks 15satel) barsal
ancntme Mornington. He flushed crim-
son with mingled rage and shame as he
met_the glances of scorn on all sides.

“ You—you knew they were going to play
this game, and you did this to stop it!”
scud J\mmy Silver.

You've hit it, though we rigged our-
selves up liko this to give dear old Peele
the fright of his life, and to give the

HIS OWN ENEMY!

rotters a proper public showing up.
mmk they desorve it1” said Tommy Dad(L
Py
“How—how did you find it out, hang
you?” hissed Peele,

o was almost fainting with overwhelm-
ing relief. He had feared police-court pro-
ceedings—the sack, anything. And n
it was only Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Cook, two jokers from tho Modern side !

But a glance round at the apgry, dis-
rusted faces told Peele lhul he was not
to escape scot-free, for all tl

“How did we f‘nd out7 " smd Tommy
Dodd _sweetly. hy, wo spotted you
sncaking into the woodshs,d and we heard
you dlsu\ssmg the game, und saw you dross-
ing and making up, old fru

% \nu sneakin’, cavesdroppm hounds!
ed Mornington.

“Thanks, dear man!” said Tommy Dodd,
unmoved. “If you had praised mo I should
have been seriously disturbed. But I think
the fellows will approve of what we did,
especially now they know just what your
game was.”

“It—it was only a lark!”
Pecle.

“Yos, we've heard a Jot about your larks
against this kxd Biggs 1” said Tommy Do

<almly. “So you call it a lark to iy to
Seintihi chaps character, to call him a
thief and a vagabond, and to try ta ra
him before a crowd like this? You call it
a lark to lead everyone to suppose that, the
police of several counncu are after him-
lha.t hs is a bad ot? You call it a lark
e Biud it n pricangs toibiine yhur
<cl\'us it Lhc reach of the giddy  law,
and to take his money away, to shove him
in the London express hnd sen off
to London, and leave him stranded there
without a penny1”

There was a deep murmur.
on, his voice changing :

“You rotten cads!” he enapped. “You
knew the Head would never allow him to
come back after being arrested in publie
with his chmucter gone; it was your way.

stammered

Doddy went

im
do and
1 know what any decent fellow would thml(,

“ s° was that the game?” gaspe
Silver. “To~to send Biges to
leave him stranded _ther

“Just that1” said _Dpdd:. nodding. “Wp

3
S =2,

ed Jimmy.
ndon and
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ard it all—we heard mcm plummg it,
I'm dashed glad we did, too!
A\nd Mornington’s in it; this is why
\lmmnvmn lot us down—one reason, at &
7 y Silver, his lip curl-

rents] said Jimm;
“The_howling rotter never intended
1o play. He left without saying a wor

that he didn’t intend to play! 1 think
we know how to deal \\nh a xo\t.u' like
that, chaps!

nash hxm”‘ roared Cuthbert Cumwr
rugged face red with wrath. * Her
ct me get at the sweeps! I'll take Bll
four on together und give them a licking
they won't forget!

“No, you, jolly well won’t” said Tommy
Dodd, chucl\lmg “I think this is a Fnrm
matter, and wy suggestion is 1o yan
ey el e pl.nmg felds
uml duck ‘em in the pond thore

+We'll give ’em the ragging of their lives
“Collar the

to Fegin with 1" said Lovell.
cd

“us. rather!

S0 'it!” roarcd Gunner.

“You dare!” panted Mornington, turn-
ing at bay with glinting eyes nnd savage
Features, “Lay u hand on me—

“Here goos " yelled Gunner,

' And he rushed at Mornington.

It was the beginning, and in a moment
Mo.mng.on ol i Bowtlotiery s
held fast. Despite their yells, they were
(St dlever al then, in a long procession,
the crowd of angry juniors frog’s-marched
thew away towards the ead of the playing-

1hcv had completely forgotten footer
now. Hansom of the Fifth raged, but they
ig\mr d him and marched on. lorning-
ton’s treacherous desertion had
enough to begin with, but the mean and
rnseally trick iggs filled them with

virath and indignation. Most of them had
scarcely scen Biggs, nor did he come
within~ their spherc at all. But the

schemers had dnsgraccd the Form, and
they would not stand it
Mornington & Co. had to go through it!
The Bagshot fellows stnmd m thov ooked
on—forgotten now. Plan & Co. were
nmszod but they were tno pollte to ask
questions or inferfere. They looked at
ecach other, and waited ior the return of
t]n\ Rnok\\ood footballer
rroll had left Tiitlo Sido the moment
]m un ers! the facts. He was relieved
Devond megsure in regard to Albert Digs
but the disgrace on Mornington he f
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keenly. He could hardly believe that in
such a short time his chum—or his former
chum—could have descended so low as to
take part in such a wmean and cowardly
‘i ic went back to his study, not
desiring to sce the ragging of Mmmnglon,
and he went with a heavy

Meanwhile, the angry
reached the pond with struggling,

apprehensive victims. Knowing the_stato
01 the pond, Pecle, Lattrey, and Gower
howled for mercy, but Molumgton did not,
though he fought and struggled like a
tiger. But Lo was too proud to plea

“In with them!” yelled Gunner, Clm\:k
the rotters in 1”

There was a brief, whirling struggle,
and then the raging Mornington, looking
far from a dandy now, went fiying through

the air into the pool. Peel, Gower, and
Lattrey followed him in turn.

l' omllx Formers

The pond was not a mico pond at ally
as the schemers soon _discovered. What
oim et ke ol Wi

made up with decp, evilsmelling mud and
slimy weeds, and when Mornington & Co.
climbed out at last they looked fearful

Il, that's that!” gasped Jimmy
Silver, setting his lips. “They deserved it,
if anyone_ever did. But—but you sce how
that cad Morny glared at us? I'm afraid
this means more troublo from him for thi

‘reckless, n:\er\gdul ool!  An;
way, let's get to those Bagshot fel-
ows, if they’re still there.

Plankley & Co. were still there, and

though they waxed sarcastic and humorous,
they asked no questions and did not_refer
to the incident—it was not their business!
And a minute later the whistle went, and
the swoml half commenced. But Jimmy
Silver & Co. were fecling better now, and
they dismissed from their minds the’ hap-
penings, and settled down to the game
right good carnest.

Tt was o gruelling half from start to
finish.  Rookwood attacked again and
again, determined to level up that ono
goal .m.nn:t them. And ten minutes l)L-
fore close of play Putty Grace put
ball lhrough with a brilliant “daisy-cutter ”
that beat the Bagshot goalic to the wide.

It was not the last, cither. Ten seconds
beiote the whistle went for time, Jimmy
,m Lome with a header from a

breathless incident in the
;nnm tlmt filled the spectators with wild
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excitement, and made the Rookwood sup-
porters wild with delight.

It was a win for Rookwood,’ after all—
&« win by ono goal—and an ending to the
game_that nllnd to tho brim Valentine
Mornington’s bitter cup of rage and mor-
tification when he heard the result. He
had lost, after all! Once again he had
failed—failed hopelessly lns rcvengel
Ho had failed again to get y _he
hated with so unrenson:be nnd scneclcna
a hatred cleared out of Rookwood, and

. he had failed in his treacherous and dis-
loyal attempt at revenge on his Form!
In his study, after a pro ongc(l visit to the
bath-room, !\Iurnmgtou sat and smoked
cigarotte a ette, rofusing tea, and
refusing to tnlk m l’mv]e and Gower. But
rom the glitter in his dark eyes his
chums knew that he was far from being
subdued, far from being beaten. His head-
strong_telf-will was going to drive him
on still; the campaign was not yet ended
with Mornington.

CHAPTER 19.
Tubby Mufiin's News!

E, he, hel”
H That unmusical _cachinnation
came from Tubby Mufiin of the
Fourth.

t was some days later. Since the re-
markable hdppemnm on the footer ficld
at Rookwood, the feud between Morning-
ton and Albert Biggs, the garden-boy—or,
ruthcr, between Mornington and Pecle &

. others in addition to Lrroll's
Tl sl had sccimed 1o dropped:
Mornington did not exchange a word witli
Jimmy Silver & Co.—indeed, fow in the
Classical Fourth at Rookwood would speak

to him. Erroll and Morny were, c( course
not on speaking terms, in any c The
very fact that \lornm"mn was now on such
pally terms with P ‘0. was suflicient
for the decent fcll\)\vs to give him a wide
ort]

But, Mornington did not scem to care,
though his eyes gleamed curiously whenever
he met_any of the fellows whom he knew
despised him for his conduct in the matter.
He_knew he was out of the footer now,
and he pretended to caro little. He went
his way quietly, and for days nothing
happened.

immy Silver & Co.,

however, knew him
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better than to suppose thai he had given
up_ his campaign. They knew he was only
biding his tinse;. tht ho knew othors in
addition to the Fistical Four wero keep:
ing their eycs on him and cn Pecle & Co.

And Peele & Co. knew it also, and they
took care uot to mention Biggs’
name or Erroll's outside their own select
circle,

Amongst: themsclves, however, they dis-
cussed the fellows they hated many times
and often—though Pecle & Co. had {cnrne(l
to take care how they spoke of Erroll
to Mornington. Though Morny had bitter
enough things to nself concerning
his former chum, curiously enough he
would allow nobody else to y (hL‘m.

It was against tho innocent Albert Biggs
that Mornington’s  bitter nmmomy was
aimed. It had all happen he had
come to Rookwood. xi e_cause of

§tall.” Before he had como  Morning-
ton was rospocted by all— follow high In
ho estimstion of his follows.  Aud h
cn_bappy in his deep friendship
ith Kit, Erroll. %
ow, in a few short days, all that had

changed. He was scorned and looked upon
with * contempt the majority. Even
Tubby Muffin curled his lofty lip as he *

p him, making sure Morny was in
no position to kick him when he did it, of
course. And he was out of the footer,
and, worst of all, ho had lost Erroll's
friendship for good.

That it was n]l through his own folly—his
giving way to his_passionato temper—he
would not admit. It was all the fault of
Biggs—a ragamuffin from tho slums!

It was an unjust, unreasonable view, and
at the bottom of his waywar) mind Valen-
tine must have known it. But he allowed
Bis pussionalo tompor and_ bitter jealousy
and prejudice to blind him to the

any case, nothing would fise mduced
his proud and haughty nature to admit it
and to givo up his campaign, now.

It was Valentine Mornington whom

Jimmy Silver & Co.. wero discussing when )

Tubby Muffin camo along with his un-
m\mcul uachmrm ion,

“He, he!” he repented ]omm
Fistical tons, | fay, you
Morny's at it agai

O sosot. Fabby
He dul ST

u

“Yas, cloar off ” snapped Lovell.

“We want no alarm clocks, old chap,”

the
ellows,
l" said Jimmy Silver.
iscuss Mornington with
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“Take

What d’you mean?” said

sTxd Put(y G!ace it somewhere
clse, Ias
“Almm c.\uck 1

Tub
“Isnt that an alarm clock making that
noiso inside you!” said Puily blandly.

“Run away aud 1eb it run down some-
where else.”

“You silly ass!” grinned Tubby. "He
he, hel I say—"

“Thero it goes again!” said Putty Grace
5 Here, ](,L me stop it, Tubby.

“fiold “on 1> “gaeped Tubby, as Putty
Graco made as if o pmmh his ample
waistcoat. “I say, Morny’s at it again.
You ought to chig in and stop lis votton
game, Jimmy. that 1 approvo of
Facking up.a low o i e e e ek

. wood man,” ended Tubby Toftily. 58l

“Oh cheese it, and cut off ! snapped

ot ont!” said Jimmy Silver.
It was curious that they were just dis-
cussing Morny and his ways, In the ordin-
ary way Jimmy Silver took little notice
of Muffin’s chatter, It was usually the re-
Sult of cavesdropping, and ho rarely took
advantage of Tubby's news.
Bu felt it just as well to do so
on this oceasion.
dinner o had noted the fact that
Mornington had dropped his sullonness and
bitter. scowls, Hfs face had worn ifs ol
oting wmilo—a. cottain sign, under the
circumstances, that Morny was up to mis-

chief.

« What is it, Tubby?
to now

“He, he, ho!” grinned Tubby.
pened to overhear—-"

“Prying again!” sniffed Lovell,

“Not at all. It was like this—""

“Now for a whopper " grinnod Raby.

“Oh, I say, Ral

«What's Morny up to?” snapped Jim
“Out with it, you cackling Tt

“He, h he. He's going to dress up
as the Head and order that chap Blggs
to cut down all the laurels in the Head’
shrubberv‘ln

“Jt’s a_ fact!” grinned Tubby Muffin.
“8o the kid will get sauked you know.
Rather thick, what? say, you won’t tell
Morny I told you, lhough?" ended Muffin,
in sudden alarm.

“Phew

What's Morny up
“I hap-
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The juniors looked at each other in a
scared way,

I Blggs took the order from Morny—
if he did_cut down the shrubbery in front
of the gates of the Head’s private entrance,
there was nothing more certain than serious
uoublo for Albert Biggs. The sack prob-

Dr Chisholm took great
garden, and he would k# tem
such wanton destruction.

There _would be a oy feightful tow
the juniors realised that. 1In any case,
Babbage would tear his hmr if the Head
did not. He would insist upon having
a new boy with less destructive tendencies.
So far as they had hear ert Biggs
was giving every satisfaction % Diatjon
e was a hard worker, and he was udy
and painstaking. age was not likely
to stand a destructive lad, anyway. \(,

And if the order camo from Dr. Ghis-

himself, or if Biggs believed it
came from him, he would, whatever his
own private thoughts concerning such an
order, carry it out to the best of his
ability.

That much was certain.

“Well, e—the rotten cad!” breathed
Jimmy sitver. hat a rotten trick!
knew the cad was hatching some mischief
or abther Are you quite certain of this,

" Rbsolutely1” said Tubby Mufin. “I
thought it a rotten sort of wheeze myself.
T knew the cads were up o something.

ho beasts_little dreamed I was behind
the. conch—T mean just passing the door—
and happoned to hear what they were say-
ing, you know.”

fidon hourd oll that while you eze
passing  the door?” grinned
BiVhat o whopper!  You were bchmd the
couch in their study, of course

“D.did you see mo?” gasped Tubby. “I
say, don’t toll Morny, for goodness' sake!
e’ might_blame mo’ about a cake being
missing. Tt was ouly a measly cake, any-
Way; not a plum in i or a raisin. Morny's
goiting mean, 1 think, as well as dashed
Bagdompered.”

o that was it}” said Lovell grimly.
“You ‘went lnlo their study to pmc a
cake, and when they came in you hid be-

hind the couch, el

"Cmmm!y not ! At least, T didn’t pinch
any _cal Tt was that cad Gower who
lted it, T bet. T say, you wont let on to
that cad Morny, will "you?” demanded

ride in his
is hair ¥ at

=
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; anxiously. “I've suffered cnough,
havi rouch down behind that rotten
couchoals tho while they woro talking the
plot over, Morny’s bound tg think 1
touched his cake, though I only went to—
to borrow a Latin grammari”

“You—you fat fibber!”

“Qh, I 'say, Newcome—"

“Checse if, Newecome!” snapped Jimmy
Silver, his face duk He did not doubt
Tubby’s story ngw, not for a momocnt. It
was just like Tubby Muﬂm to go after

orny’s cake, and just like him to hide
when they came in, “Tubby, you ass!
Where's Morny and his pals now?”

“In the woodshed, getting ready, I
expect,” grinned Muftin, “I follo\vcd lhem
from the study and watched ‘em go there.
%h{\:n I cut nlong to look for you, Jimmy.

“Then the cads arc doing it at once?”
snapped Jimmy.

“He, ho! Yes. Morny’s been scouting
round, and found out Babbage is in the
kitchen garden ab the back, while Biggs
is at front, digging or something.
He'll have to do it now, anyway, because
of afternoon classes.”

“You're surc Morny himself is imperson-
ating the Head?” said Jimmy. “1I should
have thought those cads had had cnough of
that sort of thing.”

“That's why Morny's doing it,” grinned
Muffin. “Peele refused to take the job
on, He said he'd hml enough. So Morny's

new——

doing it on his giddy own. Awiul ass
ain’t L
“Well, my hat!”

“Ho, he, he! I say, can any of you fel-
lows oblige mo b changing a cheque, by
the wa; ked Muffn carelessly. 1t
you Tike, you mm hand me half-a-crown
now, and then hand me the rest when the
chequo comes to-morrow, Yooop I”

Tubby Muffin_howled as Timmy Silver
threw him a shilling, catching him on his
podgy nose with it. But Tubby pocketed
the coin after grumblingly picking it up
again, and as Lovell lifted his boot, the
fat junior took tho hint and departed—
hurriedly. Jimmy felt the information was
worth_tho bob, and he did not want to
hear Tubby's usual explanation about um
rheque He knew it _existed only
imagination. It was just
Tubby < Tittle way of borrowing money he
could never pay b

“Well, you're gomi to look into this,
Jimmy ?* said Lovell, his frank face angry

and indignant. “We can't let a thing like
that go on.”

**Not likely,” said Jimmy Silver through
his toeth. “'I didn’t want_any further
trouble with  Mornington.
he’s determined to keep his games up,
and we'll sco he finds trouble all right.
We're going to pub the kybosh ou his
game, anyvay.”

t how ?” said Newcombo.
show i up—can’t sneak, at all ovents.
Wo're going to stop it, any
ppcd Titomy Silver. - Come on:
sneak in tho Head's garden, nnd i
ting caught. ~And we'll keep a
Biggs, and if Moruy does e up—well,
we'll give huu ginger 17
“L. od eggl ~ We're onl!” said Putty

\\nhouz hesitation, Jimmy's chums and
Putiy Grace followed him as the
way and scudded rmmd Sergeant Kemea
lodge to the Head's front garden, climbing
tho fenco after a hasty glance about them.
ut nobody was in sight, and reaching
the garden, they began to look about for
izgs.
he trees lining the winding drive hid
them from tho house, and almost at once
they sighted the new mdmcrs help. He
was working away Wit o on o flower-
bed some yards from the thnck laurels of
thc shrubbcr
00d!” muttered Jimmy Silver.
o quck hc(ter hide at once! No knowing
“lmn Mcmy will come along.”
217 whispered . Putty Grace,
“\\lm about that giddy old .engine over

here ?
“Eh? What ‘n?)out

Silver quickly.
garden engine and hose?
“Good

“We nnl:‘L

it?” said Jimmy
ou mean that old
By Jingo, I scc!”

for you, Putty!” chucklcd Raby.

“Yet’s hope there’s some water in it!”

Along by the fenco some distance away,
and_just by the side of the house, was @
garden engine and hose—an anciert tank
on wheels with pump and hose complete.
Tollowed by the rost, Jimmy Silver soudded
down to it, running on tho grass bordering
the gravel-path. On either side bushes
and trees hid them all from the toiling
Biggs, and the house.

To their joy, the tank was half full of
yator——though it smolled none too_ fresh,
Tn o flash tho daring juniors had whiglod
it round, and wero running it back alpng
the grassy border to the shrubbery.

The ancient vehicle made plenty of noise,

)
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but they were heedless of that, In a fow
breathless seconds they had reached the
shrubbery, Sclecting a spot well hidden,
they rapidly uncoiled tho hose, which
was wound round the tank, Jimmy Silver
grabbed the nozzle.

“Man the pumps, me heartics!” ho
whispered checrfully. ancy dear old
Morny’s booked for a surprise when he docs

s}vm l\ﬂu. Hallo, Biggs has heard us! Oh,
ow
Biggs had undoubtedly heard them, Hao

was staring at the border of trees and
shruh, that hid the grassy border along

ch they had trundled the engine. And
ueu as Jimmy spoke, he started as if to
come towards the spot whero they were
hidden,

But just as he did so he pulled up short
again as a step sounded on the gravel.

en an august form in cap and gown
came across the lawn towards him.

It “nq the figure of Dr. Chisholm—at
least, Biggs thought it was, and he waited
respectfully, his hand going to his cap.

“Now for it!” murmured Jimmy Silver
brmchlesdy

“What-ho!”

“Then go it with the pump—now"’

And Jxmmys chums “went it ” with a
pum

CHAPTER 20.
A Damp Reception for the  Head!”
WOOOOOOSH ¢
S From the nozle in Jimmy Silver's
hand shot o shining strcam of water.
It went up into the air gracefully,
and then it dropped—splashing on the Jawn
scarcely a yard from_the ugust awe-in-
spiring figure of Dr. Ch\shol
It drenched him from head to foot, and
a ‘sprinkling of water reached Biggs, the
gardener’s boy, and he leaped back with
a startled yell.
Tho next moment Jimmy had the rnngu
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ished abruptly—giving place to amazement
and bewilderiment.

For as well as the Fead’s mortar-board,
that solid, shining stream of water had
washed away that majestic white hair—
and quite a lot of the pinky complexion,
mmme the pince-nez.

Biggs starcd, transfixed, the deadly
strcam fairly enveloped the staggering,
spluttering figure in the flying gown.

He turned and dodged #ind twisted, but
the strcam followed him remorsclessly. In
less than a minute he was soaked fo the
skin_from head to foot

“Go it, chaps!” <md Jxmmy Silver cheer-
fully. “T can recognise Mornington’s dear
old chivvy. Tubby Muffin was right, then,

5o it! Lcc"the haw]mg cad have it good

and strong !
Clang! Rattle, rattle! Clang!
Swooo000sh |
“Well, 'm blm\ed.‘ It’s—it’s that there

Master Mornington !”

Even the scared Biggs had rccogm«ed tﬁv~
drenched figure in the gown now. It was
Yalentine Mornington right cnough— ‘the
fellow who hated gs with a deadly

the fellow. %o had vowed to
him_from Rcok\\oudl His figure
was padded well, and his face still bore
traces of grease-paint and make-up. But
it was Mornington without a doubt—Morn-
ington who had been masquerading as the
cad of Rookwood.

And he had done it well enough, though
now Biggs could seo from his height alone
that he was an impostor.

But why—what—

Biggs' startled glance shot towards the
engine, and its crew. Jimmy Silver & Co.
were hidden, likewise the inrden engine.
But the stream camo from the shrubbery—
@ fact Mornington saw only too clearly.

His face fiendish with passion, and with
water streaming down him, he gave a
gasping cry, and made a rush towards the
shrubbery, Headionn of the deadly stream.

Swoogosh |

and the stream took
in cap and go\m [ull in the face, nlmust
bowling him off

“Oh, crikey 1”

Albert Blggs stared aghast—terrified out
of his wits at the startling calamity that
seemed to have befallen the Head of Rook-
‘wood—a gent!~mnan for whom Albert Biggs
had a most ng respect and awe.

But ev .ored, his terror van-

solid stream hitting his face, blmdmg nnd
half-dazing him. But he recovered himself,
came on with a rush. ere Was
nothing of the cowud about Mornington,
espite hxs many foults,
“Bag " Faliod Jimmy Silver.
The pump ceased to_clank, and the hosc.
pipe, giving a final shake and a shudder,
ceased to gush forth water. The next
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moment Jimmy Silver & Co, weré on their
feet, and met the raging Morny.

Crashi

Hc wanc to earth with five juniors grasp.
ing

“\ou rotten hounds!” he spluttered, re-
cognising Jimmy Silver. “I guessed it was
you! Hang you—hang you!

“Hold him, chupa"’ said Jimmy Silver
grimly. “Hallo, hems friend  Biggs!
Keep cave, Biggs, old chaj

Biggs came rushing up, hls face showing
his utter bewilderment.

“Young gents,” ho gasped, “what—
whats s $ If yowre copped ‘ere

ol el int scoond, Biggs!”
said Jimnmy, taking a hand in holding the
roging Mornington dowa.  *Just you “keep

ca

T dur dunno what you mean by cave!” mut-
tered Big;

“Ixcup ilook: out for_anyone coming!”
grinned Jimmy. “Now, Morny, my pippin,
the game’s up ‘onco againl Better tako it
quietly !

“Much better!” said Putty Grace cheer-
fully. "11 the beaks happen _ along—if
they hear tho row and come to investigate

—well, you're for the high-jump! The
Head ' won't_approve of you taking him
off to play your rotten tricks on Biggs!”

Mornington ceased to struggle abruptly.

o knew only too well that Putty was
nght——thut it” was madness to orcate a
bigger r

B oo it e poxtan again, hang
you!” he hissed. “Let me go! I shan’t
struggle again!”

The juniors released him—they
too glad to do o, for Mormngton was ver:
wet. He sta ggcmd to his feet, looking a
sight with his wet, bedraggled gown and
clothes, and ruined make-up.

He stood, fairly trembling with fury
and bitter humiliation. nce again his
plotting had miscarried; once again he had
ot {he worst of it—though how it had
come about he could only guess.

“Who—who gave me away?” he said,
rhokmﬁ with the rago that gnpped him,

G said
Jimmy Silver scornfully. “ You were going
to his kid—the fellow who had
ugly harmed you—to cut down
all theso laurels, It was a caddish trick!
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You meant him to get into serious trouble
—to get the sack! But, luckily, we got on
the gamo! You ought to bo jolly well

ashamed of yourself, you howling rotter 1*

CHAPTER 21,
Challenged to Fight!

IGGS drew a deep breath, He under-
stood now, and his Lonest, open face
went red with indignation. He
looked at Mo rnington with a ook

that almost shrivelled that youth, cynical
and hard as Morny was,

+ Well, what a rotten, dirty trick, Muster
Silver 17 ho stammere; “1 tha )ou
gents more'n I can say for savin’ e
150't the first time, nmtlxu, that you’ \u
done me a good turn! ‘As for this young
Eoal b S ey Al e
he added, with a glance of storn at Morn-

ington.
* You—you insolent hound!" hissed

Monungton
e would have leaped at the gardencr’s

. But Jimmy. Silver, Putty G
Raby dragged him back, etrupgling.

“You said you wouldn't try any games,
Mon‘ljyl” snapped Jimmy, *Chuck it! 1

e, an

you on’t-
“Let 'im come on, Master Silver!”
smapped Albert, Biggs,' his face red with

3 time mo and i
settlement, I can see that! I dou t wunt to
loso my job, googiness knows, but I ain’t
standin’ no more of this from’ that lcllewl
I ain’t never done ’im no 'arm—he knows
that well enough!”

“You hear that, Silver?” gritted Morn-
ington cagerly, a glint appcaring in his
savago cyos, “Bng wants a sottloment
with me. I'm ready to fight the dashed
guttersnipe any time b likes, with gloves
or without. It’s beneath a chap to fight
with a servant cad, I kni ut I'm

Nothin’ would give me more satis.
faction than to lick the hide off the crawlin’®
spongin’ sweep I”

“You—you rotten cad!” snapped ‘Lovell.
“Tor two pins I'd thrash you here and
now—or try to, anyway! You'll leave this
kid_alone—you've done cnough already
against him, ‘you rotter1”

“Hear, hea

“Hold onl" said Jimmy Silver,

The_junior skipper of Rookwsad was
frowning thouvhtfully. On the face of it,
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it scemed maduess for a fight between a
scholax a servant in the school. If
the authorities got to know such a thing
was going on there would umluubted]y be
a “row ” about it. And
Jimmy ‘lmer wonderec{ if it would not
be_for Ch
TFor Biggs own person Jimmy did not
trouble, 'Mummgmn was one of the best
boxers in the Lower School. But only that
morning Jimmy had heard from Erroll ar
interesting piece of news concerning Biggs.
ad ‘already had witness that tho
waif was full of grit and . But
Erroll had also told him that he could
box—that his fnther, who died some years
before, had been a professional *bruiser,”
and bt s bed taught Albert Biggs to box
st very ea 5 _use, intending o make
“pug ” of his
The lcmembmnce of this came to Jimmy
in_a flash, and he could mot suppress a
grm at the thought. Morny was clearly
thinking that a thrnshmg would be the in-
@vit: bln or
Jimmy knew lh.lt this would be far from
certain, and he wondered if it would not be
for the best to allow the two to fight
out. It was quite possible a scrap S oata
clear the air— \\oulc{) put an end io Morn-
ington’s bitter ammos'ty towards Biggs,
“You lenlly mean it, Biggs?” asked
up his’ mind suddenly.
to fight Mornington ?”

mmy, making
"You Yo w)llm
i Biggs floreel.

s, am !’
“I’m fed-l wlth ’is rotten L‘unls It X

?m the sack for xt—-wcn it can’t be ’elped,

e you don’t_got sacked for it,”
said Jimmy quietly. “And uite cor-
tain Mommgmn nont report you, whether
he’s licked or n
Mornington’s lacc was dark, but his eyes
gleamed at that,
“I'm a rank outsider, according to
genem] opinion!” he said, with a bitter
sneer. “But_you have my word that I
won’t do_anything like that. But I'm goin’
to mw the cnd the hammcrm of his life!”
’ll see,” said Dutnr not
make_too certain of that Morny Person-
ally, T hope he givos you a thrashing; for
if mvone ever descrved one, you do,
Morny I*
“You—yan really mean that you approve
of them fighting?” gasped Lovell. “Why,
you idiot, Morny will smash him to bits|

It’s getting the poor kid slaughtered,
Jimmy, you born idiot!”
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(Yo, rathor1” said Raby, stacing ot

immy Silver in amazement.

Wil se0,” said Onelo James, “Now,
let's get out of this. Biggs, shall wo say
in the woods at two-thirty \‘.Dmormw,
or_would you rather wait until later ”

“To-morrow | mappod Bigga “rd
rather not wait lon

“T ot waif, either!” said Mornings

ton.

“Right ! That’s settle’d then!” said
Jimmy Silver coolly, disregarding the
astonished glares of his chums. “You'll bo
by the “stile in the lane—it's half-way to
Coombe, and I expect you know it, Biggs.
Be there at about two-fifteen.”

“That I will, Master Silver.”

And so it was settled. The juniors hur-
riedly took back the garden-engine, while
iggs resumed his work.  Mornington,
without another glance at the junio
squelched away, dmigmg off his trnmp}ﬂd
gown_viciously as he went.  His brow
was black as thunder; yet in hls heart was
a savage exultation. At last his chance
}md i rotnihene e s longed
to get Biggs “booted” from Rookwood,
bwt to give him the licking of his life,

immy Silver, however, was not so sure
that that would happen—nor were tho
chums_ when he told them what Erroll had
told him. It was more than possible there
was a_nasty. disappointment in store
Valentine Mornington !

CHAPTER 22,
spreading the Newsl

« E, he, he! What a scrcam!”

H Once again Tubby Muffin, the

Falstaﬁ of the Fourth at Rook-

ood, gave vent to his gleeful

ca‘chmnahon~the noise_which Putty Grace

humorously likened to a cheap alarm-
clunk.

He grinned and gurgled, as he raised
himself cautiously from his hiding-place in
che shlubbery in the Head’s front garden.

Tubby Muffin, the biggest gossip in_all
Rookwood, had seen f.md heard all that had
teken place in the carden.

Anxious as he had been to spend Ju:nmy
Silver’s shilling at the tuckshop, Tubby
had been still more anxious to know st
what Jimmy Silver & Co. would dn in ‘the
matter of Mornington’s “wheeza.”
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Iiis cagorness and curiosity aito over-
came ger for o

lhe moment he lmd ‘scen tho Fistical
Four and Putty Grace vanish into the Head's
garden,- Tubby had followed with great
caution, his heart thumping against his fat
ribs.  Tubby knew the terrific risk he was
running in trespassing in the sacred garden
only tco well.

But his gagerness and coricsity overcamo
even his fear.

To trod softly after the juniors, and he
‘iad bean hidden scarcely Halt o doser yards
from them all the time. He had heard all
and seen all.

Jimmy Silver had intended that no word
of the forthcoming fight should leak out,
and ho had warned his chums to keep silent
in the matter. The risk of such an affair
coming to tho ears of the authoritics was
great, and ho meant to take no risks. He
even decided it unwise to tell Erroll—
and certainly not kind to do so. Erroll
would take no pleasure in seeing cither of
the principals beaten. Quite the reverse, in
fact.  Jimmy deoided it was better for
him not to know.

Jimmy Silver, however, had not cnurtcr]
upon Tubby -

Bursting with _oxcitement and  gleo,
Tabby watched the juniors out of sight,
and then he cautiously made his way back
mm tha quadrangle and rushed indoors.

my Silver and his chums had gone
mto Ulu School House, but several fellows
were standing chatting just inside the hall-

Th ey stared at Muffin’s face, blazing
mth excitement,
Hal What's up, Tubby ?” inquired
Conroy. “Don’t say that cheque’s come—-
the one T cn!hed for you on my first day
here terms ago?
There was a chuckle, but it had littlo
cPfcct upon Muffin.
e, he, ho! I say, you (ellows, I've
l’ot some news if you like ! ou’ve missed
it—missed & ser enml" ho chucl.led almost
hysterically.  “Morny— He, h
Did you seo him cons in just now 1
“W him in—yes,” _said
Dickenson, with sudden intercst. “What
happened to him, Tubby—do you know?
e was drenched thraugh but he only bit

our giddy heads off when wo asked him
what had happened.”
“He would!” grinned Tubby. “I's a

HIS OWN ENEMY!

wonder he didn’t biff you one on the nose.

s fairly raging. He, he, ho! You
should have seen it!”

“Secn what, you fat ass?”

“Silver and his lot!” ginned Tubby.
“They fairly syamped him—and servo the
rotter right. Mind you, I don’t hold with
backin' up a low servant—especially o chap
who was o dashed tramp. 520,
i

“Whats happened 7" spapped Couroy im:
patiently, shaking the fat youth. “Out
with it, or Tl bust you quickly enough!”

“Yor you rough beast! Al
right, Il tel] you quickls enoust {”

And ‘as Tubby told the story the faces
of his hearers grow grim.

“Well, what a caddish trick!” said
Gunner."almostbursting with indignation,

“Don’t T just wish T'd been thore! Good
for Jimmy Silver!”

“And is that o fact, Tubby—about him
going to fight that rotter Mornington?”
exgluimed Dick Oswald in astonishment.

Yes! He, he,

“And Jimmy Silver's encouraging it?”

“Yes, old chap! I say, wom't that
dagled tramp gt a licking, you follows

will, for a pension!” said Dick
O«mnld fxuwmng “I'm  surprised
Jimmy Silver. T know nothing about thit

chap Diggs and caro less: but i's not
laying the game to let Mo{nmvton get

Fis e kel by hammering  the I

“Rather not ! n "

Cuthbert Gunner spluttered.

He was & fellow who never could mind
his own business—though he was good-
hearted, and his interference in what dida’t
concern’ him was always well intentioned.

“Y'm nof standing this, you fellows1” he
snapped. “Jimmy Silver ought to be iolly
woll_nshamed of bimselt lotting that, poor
kid in for a_thrashing like this. ' Wo all
know, what that rotter Momys aftor—to
get his own back. It just suits his book
to hammer the kid to o jelly.  I'm going
to,stop it 1"

“You keep out_of it, you silly chump 1"
snid Dickenson, Gunner’s chum. “Jimmy
Silver knows what he's doing, I suppose 1"
Rot!~ Nico skipper he is, T must say !
T'm_jolly well going to tell'him what 1
think of him! = Come o

old on—-"
“Rats!
Cuthbert Gunaer

marched away, his
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rugged face determined. Dickenson winked
at the others, and they followed Gunner,
There was_always something intoresting
!mppemnz when Gunner was on the war-

P Ihey. found the Fistical Four in the end
study chatting. Gunner marched in with-
out_troubling to knock.

The rest of the juniors congregated round
the doorway.

He, he, he! Tell him off, Gunner!”
grinnod Tubby Muffin encouragingly.

“T'm going to1” snapped Gurmes: "\'aw,
Silver, what's this about, Morningtan going
to scrap with Biggs?

“Eh?” Jimmy Silver started. *Who
tnk’l you about that, Gunner?”

“This fat ass, Muffin " snapped Gunner.

“Is it truc, then?”

“Muffin told you—" Jimmy Silver sct
his lips and glared at the gri
“Muffin, you ‘fat eavosdropper-

“He, he, hel” chuckled Tubby Muffin.
“I saw it all, you fellows. T was hidden
in the shrubbery, and I saw you down_that
zad Morny. I heard all— Yooop! Keep
him off, you fellows! Yarrooogh!”

"Tubby roared as Jimmy Silver took onc
angry stride .'md grasped him by a fat car.

—you prying fat worm !” he gasped.
i hnd s Tratel b ke it a sasiae]. New
it_will be all over the school, and the beaks

yill hear of it as likoly as sot. O, you
fat rotter "
§ ¥t iTeottl reaceds OMumn,

“Rescue, Gunner, old chap—rescue !”

Jimmy Silver, angry and dismayed now,
sont tho fat youth spinning.  Cunner then
grasped” him, and lifted- his boot—not in
an_effort to rescue Tubby, however—quite
the reverse

The crowd seattered round the doorway,
and Tubby Mufin flew through, with
Gunner's heavy boot behind him.

arrooogh

“That's scttled that sneaking fat ass!”
aid Cunner, turning to  Jimmy Silver
grimly, o ilver, so it's a fact that
Morny's going to fight that chap Biggs, is

“Yes, it is!” snopped Jimmy. “I sup-
poso it’s no good trying to keep it dark now

that fat ass knows ‘about it! But what
't'bout it?”

“ What  about |t”” snorted  Gunner
witherin “Aren’t you ashamed of

Sotuteelf. preotraging such bull7ing)”
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17 cjaculated Jimmy,

se is it7”’ demanded Gunner
mdxgn:mt]y “That poor kid knows no-
thing about boxing, and Morny’s one of
the best chaps with the gloves in the School
House! It's nothmg short of bullying.
It’s got to stop

%Oh, run away and play!” snorted the
cxasperated Jimmy. “T know what I'm
doing, and you can leave this to me,
Gunner! Now get out!”

“I'm jolly well not—not until I've told
you what I think about you!” snorted

unner. - Aro you going to stop this rotten
buIlymg, or not, Silver?

t, old chap! Now cdlear out—your
fnco worries ma
You cheeky owl!

“Outsxdo"' - roared
“Help: me chuck this chcol{y xdmt m\t
chaps!”

“Yes, rather " gnnned Raby.

“Will you? Why, I'll

CGunner got no fmther " As ono man the
TFisticel Four grasped him, and despite his
furious stmngis, they rxv=hed him to mo
oor, all arms and kicking legs.
never had much patience wnh Cutlvhcn
Gunner

Look out I”

Crash |

“Yao0000000p1”

Gunner fell 'in the passage with o crash
and a_howl, and Jimmy Silver & Co. re-,
turned to their study -and slammed and
locked the door.

Gunner serambled up, fu , but find-
ing the door locked sy gﬂve it “p, and heed-
less of the chuckles around him, went fo
is own study to recuperate. ~ But he
wasn't beaten.  Gunner felt it his duty to
put down bullying, and the present case, he
felt convinced, was bullying.

a

"Bnllyiug
“ Wi

Why, for two pins

CHAPTER. 23.
Coaching Albert Biggs!

T'S up to me!”

I Peter Cuthbert Cu
remark _emphaticall,
mate, Dickenson, grod

When Gunner talked liko that
always-trouble in store—usually for
and, very often for Dickenson.
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undoubtedly one of the best, and he always
meant well.  But he was very trying for
ali_that.  Gunner had a remarkably gocd
opinion of his own importance, and he was
one of thoso persons who deemed it his duty
to,_put tho world to rights.

“Ifs up to mel” repeated Gunner
cmpl‘mxce\llv. “I can't stand lhullunv*
you kuow that, Dickenson, old cha

“Oh, rather!” yawn ned  Dickenson.
“Whai's the trouble now?”

“About this kid Biggs, of courwel said
CGunner,_shaking his head. t's a bit
thick,, 1 think, allowing this ﬁght s g0
on! A kid like that can’t have had any
chances to use his mitts; that cad Morny
s bm.d to slaughter him—nothing clse

Tt isn't good enough! Morny is
oat 10 lm]f 1nll the kid. I'm not going

to a

“Tunts nght"’ said chkenson, nod-
ding. “It is a bit thick, I'll adm L
don’t care twopence about  the mcrc\\nut
myself. But I think it ought to be stopped,
though—"

“Thongh what?” snorted Gunner.

“Well, Jlmmv Silver isn't tho chap fo
allow it to go ‘on if he thinks it will be

iving Morny all his_own way,” said

ickenson  sagel immy knows what
He'a kot T: ex ook Better leave it to
him, Gunny.””

“Rot 1"

“Oh, all right!” yawned Dickenson.
“If vou can slnp it, go ahead, old chap.
shan’t min

“I'm not thmhnw of stopping it,”
Gunner, smiling.

“Eh? 1 thought you were, old chap.

“No. Tve got a better wheeze (lum
that!” smiled Gunner. “Now you know
how T can handle the gloves, Dickenson "

’ said

b Yos, old chap!{ Like a—an
<lephan
P\What? 1 that's cheek, Dicken—7

“Not at all,” said Dickenson hurriedly.
“I mean you're ns strong as an elephant,
old man! Dut what's the wheeze? Going
to offer to take Morny on yourself instead ?
That wonldn’t suit Morny.” Ho just wants
to, smnsh that kid!”

know that. ~ Well, would mind
gmng Morny & licking Ior that matter—
he deserves that | 1nd more. But my idea
is this! "l\m t a fellow at Rookweed
{o touels mo with the gloves—yon know

¢ TS OWN ENEMY!

senson coughed at that.

fea is,” resumed Gunner en-
“to give this kid a fow tips
o iy for the scrap. There’s
good Et e think, and o bit
of coaching from me will give lim a chance

to put up a decent fight!”
“Oh, my hat! But the fight comes off
o-morrow |”

“Plenty of time for a bit of coaching,
though!” said Gunner calmly. “A few
{ips from m will wake all the difference.
T shall also second the kid during the fight,
so that he can have the benefit of my
adrieo " tiroughout. | Seo?”
at—"

“Oh, ¥
“No liko the
Gunner, rising and getting his cap.

present,”  said
“Come

"m what about tea? I'm hungry!”
ow tea! T want to give the kid an
hour now. and another hour in the gym
ator fen. The arother hour before brolker
in the morning, and another at o
That should be enough! Come on! mn
ind_him knecking about somewhere.”
“Oh, my hat!”
unner  walked out, and Dickenson
inned and followed, As they were pass-
fhe end Study the Tistical Fovr emerged.
Gunaer stopped.
“Hold on !” he said. “T've changed my
"vo decided not to stop

mind, Sl
the fight, o all 17

“Oh, have yout” gasped Jimmy.
T going to coach that kid in-

him rcady for the job, seo?
ds can come along and look on,/if
you like—you could all do with a bit' of
coaching, in any case.”

«Qh, my hat !

“Yowre going to coach Biggs?” gasped
Jigmy Silver.

cs.

T shall tell him to go all out
hc chapes agninst me,” smiled
shaw't It the kid. of
You can rely on that. Coming1”
s e Toskedat his ohm and
oy by
“ we'll come!” said Jimmy cordi-
“That’s a good idea, Gunner. I'd
o Gon Bises goisig all Giksat yosi iold
You may learn something from him,
ou never know!  Lead on, Macr

d Gunner grinned and “ied cn,”

my Silver & Co. followed smilingly.
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Knowing that Piggs was the son a
“pug,” almost bmughh up with the gloves
on, they felt that  the kindly Cuthbert

Ciunner was booked for a surpriso and thoy
were booked for an entertainment. 0
they followed.

Cuthbert Gunner marched along, his face
grim_and determined. _The Fistical Four
and Dickenson wero gmiling.

“Hallo, there he is!

Albert Biggs, the new garden boy at

ookvood, came round by the chapel, &
sake over his shoulder.  Guaner ealled

to
"B)gg‘u, I want vou! Come here!” .
“Oh, certainly, sit !”

Bigges came over. He smiled in return
at- Jimmy Silver & Co.  Biggs had his
dleoves stripped up, and Gunner rather
stared as he noted the byown, firm, mas-
cular_arme.

“Dinished worl Biggs?” said Gunner,
approvingly.
“Jm knockin' off, yousg gents!” said

ey

Then come nxopg to the gym,”
aid - Gupner. T suppose you - don't
reahsc-, i hat ypu'te np aEainet to-mor-
row in your fight with Mornington?”

“T shall do e best,” seid Biggs, his

nodded Gunner.

spmt‘"
I must say

“Well, come along,
there’s good stuff in you. Tt just wanis
Lnocking info shape. ~ ’t suppose
yowll be able to hold your own against
Morny, but with my help you'll be able ta
put up o decent show instend of getting
simply &.nughtered

But what—" murmured Biggs, eye-
ing the junjors.

“Tm going to give you a bit of coach-
ing,” said Gunner kindly, “I can’t stand
bullying. That's why I've chipped in. I'm
going to give you a few tips, and when T've
done with you youll be able to make some
ort of a show against that cad, Morny!

«Oh! T—I see!” said Albert Blggs,
suddenly catehing & wink from Jimm:
o T Thank you vory much, sir! Tts
kind of you to trouble about a feller like
me, Master Gunner |

“Not at all, lid!” said Gunner loftily.
“Come along

Biggs went nlong Probably Jimmy

ver's wink was enough for him,” In any
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case Biggs was only too glad of the chance
to have the gloves on with anybody, just
to keep his hand in. The juniors led him
into the gymnasium, and at a word from
Gunner Biggs took off his jacket and
rolled up his sleeves Gunner’ disdathed
to do likewise—in his view it wasn’t neces-
sary for him to remove anything. e just
turned back his cuffs and started ‘putiing
on some gloves, aided by Ra

Jimmy Silver helped Biggs into his.

“Now,” said Gunner, when they were
ready. “Listen to me, k)dl I want _you to
go for me for all you'ro worth—all out!
Bon't bo atraid- of hurting me—T'lI m
that! I want fiest just to sec h
shape with tho gloves on.  Afterwards, Tl
show you “dlmm You go wrong, and how to

y?

4

hit 1

§ Yessir1” eaid Biggs solemuly.

“Then go ahead, kid—and mind you
really let yourself go! I shall give you a
fow taps, bub I wou't hurt you; you
needn't bo afraid of that,” added Chunuer
Kindly.

“T'n not, sir,” said Biggs

“Then hete goes! Look out!”

And Gunner_squared up and opencd the
proceedings with a careless, gentle swing
at_Biggs' head.

iges head, however, wasw't in the
sama vlace the next second, and something
it Gunner's chin with a jolt that sent
Guanor's head jorking back:

Qv gatped, Guuner.

Bxgg; ” said N me. “That’
Gunners first tip, and vm\r ﬁxst tap.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”
you don’t mind, ~Master
Gunuer!” said ng: smiling. “It didn’t
Jurg you, did itt
“Ow Not much!” gasped Cunner.
ngo, what an awful fluke! You mustn’t
hit out wildly liko that. Tt just l’mppened
that my head was in H‘e way, of course!
Go a bit more warily.”
“Qh, my hat!”
Biggs grinned. Tf Gunner chose to regard
it as a fluke, he didn’t mind.
“And don’t be afraid of hlmng out!”
said Gunnor encouragingly. I shall hit

harder than_that, I warn you. You must
lcarn ow to s‘:nnil hard l.nocks, yeu
know. Now again.’

It was “again.” But . this time Alb,

Biggs took Gunner’s advice to heart.
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did hit hard. s glovo was flicked
asido liko a_ feather “and something
that scemed Jiko a_battering-ram_struck
Gunner in exactly the same place again—
under the chin.

Gunner's head went back
went uhu-olf the floor.

\

Gunnes

and his feet

CHAPTER 2.
Asking for 11!
&4 AN down!” called Jxmmy Silver.
M “Ha, ha, ha
Cuthhmt Gvnrmr scrambled up.
“Another  fluke inquired

Raby.

“Ow!” Guuner gazed at Albert Biggs
*athcr fixedly.

Sotry, sir!”
me to ’it out!”

“Then—then you really tried to hit my
shin 1 gasped Gunner, fecling his chin to
make quite sure it was all

“Yessir! DIll aim for your nose nest
L|me< if you like!”

“Oh, my hat 1 gasped Dickenson; it was
dawning in _on his mind that Albert Biggs
had handled a pair of gloves before.

But Gunner didn’t sce. it—or wouldn’t see
it} He gave Biggs a little moro kindly |}
advice, tellmg him exactly how to go about
things.

“If you can get near my nose, do it !” he
said. “But mind you di

uard open.”

“QOrlright, sir!  Thank you, sir!”

“Now go ahcad again!” said Gunner.
“And don't stop if you do have any more
fiukes like HmL— ust go ahead and pile in
smp when T give

said Biggs. “But you told

y!

Biggs hud said he would
nse, and he did so—bring-
irom that organ. Ho did

the tap on the nose,

They started.
o for Gunner’s
ing a stream of re
ot stop.  TFollow

chin, and then his noso again—and he

oboyed orders and tapped hard.
Guaner's face was a picture of astonish:
ment.

‘fhat_any fellow could have such
lo seri flukes astounded
g driven round and

on’t leave your

g tapped Gunnce's car, his eye, his

HIﬂ OWN ENEMY!

of tho building, Gunner began to wonder it
they were really fukes.
UL, biff, bl

“Ow! - Oh, m hat !” gasped Gunner.

“Ha, ha, ha!” i B

Junmy Silver & Co. were howling with
laughter. In_a matter of two minules
Gunner was dewn on the sawdust four

times—and even then it was not clear that
Biggs was playing with him,
nal upper-cut lifted Gunner off his
$aak Yandl b st an blinked up at the
fellow he was “coaching.”
«Ow!” he gasped, blinking
“Ob; my hat! That—that's enovgh,
“Yery good, Master Gunnari”
“Is tho_ first lesson over, then?” asked
)mmj Silver. “I¢’s right, Gunner,
old chap ! Don’t look so worried—T don’t
hmII; you ve hurt your pupil a bit!”

rapidly.
kid I

, ha,

Gunner stnggcred feeling  various
parts of his face. felt as if he had
been through a coffee-grinder in those
whirling few minutes.

o
He

“Well, my hat!” he stuttered. I—T be-
lieve tha‘. kui knuws as much about the
game as I d

“Ha, ha, h

% i tha will do for now?”
panted Gunner, eyeing Biggs mot a little
ndmmngly “You can hit and no mistake,

Thzml you, Master Gunner!”

“I don’t think I can teach you much—
scarcely time in any case!” said Gunner
avprovingly, mopping his nose, - “I think,
after all,” yowll be ublu to hold your own
with Morny without any fmther coaching
from me. course, I was only giving
you a chance to ]et: ! it 5. FRa
yon rc not so L

ha,

o ey * atfor laughed Jimmy.
“Biggs was only playing with you, Gunner |
He was having boxing lessons when he frst
walked!  His pater was a pro. boser, and
he, taught him nearly all e knows.”

“ls—is that so!” stuttered Gunner.
«And—and you silly dummies let mo.go
on—pulling ‘my dashed leg, you cheoky

owls,
“Just that. .Chicfly to take some of *

the silly_swank and conceit out of you!”

smiled Jimmy. “You asked for if, you

know !”” -
“You—you—r>"
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Gunner broke off suddenly, and his
wrath changed to a grin. He held out his
hand to Albert Biggs.

“Good man, Biggs!” he said, patting his
shoulder. “If you can do that to me, thon
yowll handlo that cad Morny all right!
Tm going to be your second, and I jolly
well ‘bope you mop the ground up with
that scheming cad !

“'m goin’ to try, Master Gunner

“Good man!”

Gunner marched out of the gym to clean
himself up a bit. o was a sportsman,
and now ke saw how Biggs could shape,
Gunner was of the opinion that Valentine
Mornington was booked for a surprise !

CHAPTER 25.
Mornington's Fear!
s EELING fit, old man?”

F Cyril Peele asked the question as
he entered the study after dinner.
Mornington was seated in the arm-

chair, his brow black, a cigarette befween
his lips. As he spoke Peele winked at
Gower, who was scated on the window-seat,
swinging bis legs. There was more than
a sneer_in Peele’s voice.

Mornington glanced up, and his eyes glit-

tercd. He did not fail to note the sneer,
and he did not like it.
“Peele,” he said curtly. “I want none

of your dashed cheek! T've got one fight
on 'this afternoon; but I'm quite ready to
thrash you if neccessary before that one!”

Peold’s grin vanished abruptly.

“All right, T _was only askin’ a civil
question, Morny,” he said. *You needn’t
bite a chap’s head off like that!"”

Mornington did not reply. He sat savage

and sulky, his brow deeply-lined with
savage thought. Peole di speak
again for a while—he felt it was not safe.
Thero was none too much love lost between
the “pals” in that study, though they were
friendly emough on the surface. ut
Mornington's _bitter temper proved too
much for Peele & Co. at times.
. Just at present, however, Mornington was
in a particularly vicious humour. d
Pecle and Gower knew the reason quite
well—which explained Peele’s sncer as he
spoke to Morny.

And Mornington Lnew they knew the
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reason.  And it was the fact that they did
which made Mornington angry now.

Despite Jimmy Silver's caution the news
of tho forthcoming fight soon got out, and
by the previous evening all the Lower
School knew of it.  Jimmny cid his Lest to
stop the story spreading, but it was teo
lato—T'ubby Muffin had seea to that.

And so also had Mornington. ~ Morning-
ton—though he did not, naturally, mention
what had led up to the fight being
arranged—made no bones about letting
anyone know, In his savage exultation,

was anxious for to koow, C)
wanted a crowd there when he tbrashed tho
fellow he hated with such an unreasoning
hatred.

But that was before he heard the news
that Albert Biggs was no duffer at box-
ing

5

When he did know that intoresting fact,
Valentine Mornington ground his _tecth
with helpiess, mortified rage. The affair in
the gymnasium was scon common property,
and Gunner's “coaching” of Albert Biggs
caused o great deal of hilarity.

Mornington, however, saw no fun in it.
He knew DBiggs was bigger and heavier
than himself, and had a longer reach.
But he had relicd absolutely on the fellow
knowing nothing whatever of boxing.  He
had fully expected a_fight—ho knew Biggs
would fight like a wild-cat—but he had ex-
pected his superior knowledge of boxing
would make up for all that. ~He had been
supremely confident of thrashing the fellow.
Such a possibility that he might be licked
himself had never crossed Mornington’s
mind.

But it did now, And the thought—the
dread—that_he might be licked, after all,
filled Mornington with savage apprehen-
sion.

He could not bear to think of it. After
all that had happened—after being beaten
again and again in_his efforts to bring his
enemy down, Mornington felt he could not
stand a thrashing at his hands. It was
not to bo thought ¢f. Mornington re-
gratted bitterly now that ho had agreed
fo fig] o would hiave given anything
to withdraw.

But it was too late for that now,
knew only too well vhat the fellows
think if he did. in_hi
haughty ecrogance, Monington

- Ho
ould

ride an:
felt he
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could neyer bear the bitterness of defeat at
the hands of the gardencr’s

Mornington was thinking of |t all now,
and Peele and Gower wexe uite aware of
what was in his mind. ~Pecle spoke again
after a pause.

“Morny,” he said hesitatingly, “what's
the g od of genm ratty with your pals
like thi: want_someone to bacl
you up this aftemoon But—but if youwll
take my tip, old man, you'll Lack out of
the scrap before it’s mo mo'”

Mornington did not a

“T believe the little sweeps a bit of a
wonder |” said Peele, eyeing Morny cu
ously. “I believe he handled Gunner like
handiing a baby! It won’t do you any
good to get .lu:ked old man. Back out,
that's my advice

“When I \\ant your dashed advice I'll

for it, Peele,” sapped Mornington,
“Think I don’t Know I'm up against it?
You know dashed well I daren’t back
out1”

“well, bacl\m out’s hcthcr th n gcmn’
licked!” said Peele cynic: “ Aftes
what's happened that c}mp is bolmd e
you have it good and strong! Besides—
well. Tm blessed if I_should mm to be
licked 1n public by a chap like Biggs!”

Mornington gritted his tecth.

Pecle was only echoing what was in his
own mind. To'do him justice, I\[ommgton
was not funking the fight—he had plenty
of pluck, and was not afraid of getting
hurt—far’ from it. It was the hurt to his
arrogant pride—the dread of defeat at the
hands of this fellow—that he feared.

At all costs ho must avoid that. Vet
ould he if what he had heard regard-
ig Biggs) ability with tho gloves was truo?

“Pecle’s  right, \Iomy, said Gower,
venturing to speak at last. “Climb down
now youwve got time, Morny! You can
pin the yarn that you refuse to soil
your’ dushcd hands on the brute. I would,
quickly enough.”

“I know von \wmld sncered Morning-
ten, “You'd down if Clarence Cuffy
v}wllengcd rotten funk, Shut

)oa, snu
e got up from_his chair and
reached his cap.  Then, without a glance
at his chums, he left’ the study, slam-
ming the door behind him,
Peele chuckled when e had gon
“Rathor a lark,  Gawer,  whatt”

he
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grinned. “How are the mighty fallen! He
was fairly gloating at the chance lo make
mincemeat of that kid. An’ now he knows
the kid can ﬁght he’s fairly wallowin’ in
miserable funk

“Nice chap to call me a funk I grinned
Gower. “My hat! I'm blessed if I don’t
think a gocd licking would do him good—
take some of the rotten bounce and swank
out of him. He treats a chap like dirt
sometimes 17

“He's not a f\mL thol!gh » said Peele,
shaking his h dashcd
humiliation that h e’s funkm
asked for it! We'll be there all ughu to
see the fun, what?

“Yes, rather,” grinned Gon

eré was_ evidently Tittlo, e
Mornington in that study. It was because
Memmgmns wallet_ was “welllined” that

eele “stood” Mornington—not be-
cause they liked him by any means.

Meanwhile, Mornington had walked out

into the quad. There was plenty of time
before the fight was dne {fo start, and
he meant to go for a stroll to think things
over. He wanted to be alone. Tubby
Muffin and several fellows were lounging
by the gates. Tubby chuckled as Morny
came along.
T say, you fellows,” he
ned. “Morny’s going out of gates!
What price suddenly discovering he’s got
another appointment some\vhcrc else? He
funks that chap—yoooop !”

Tubby’s cackling observations ended in a
sudden howl as Morny made one quick
stride and, before e it youth could
dodge, a vicious smack sent him spinning.

Tubby finished spinning, and sat down
with a bump and another howl. Morning-
ton walked on, his face showing the state
of his mind.

(/Sorven you folly well mght Tubby 2
grinned Tom Rawso: a bad-

tempored roter, but st 5 e 2L
asked for it!
“Yowon 1" wailed Tubby.  «Oh the

ast! T beliove he's gone off to dodge
Lhc ﬁght anyway.

Rats
Tubby MufEn rolled away, dismally rnb-
big_a burning ear, and Rawson, Van Ryn
and Pons strolled away chucleg
Mornington walked on, his brow blacker
than ever. He knew only too well the
state of the general feeling in regard to the
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%ht Some keld that it should not be
allowed ; but he knew that nearly everyone
hoped ho would get thrashed. v
dered bitterly what Erroll’s hopes were, 1
only he hadn’t taken the fight on!

As he walked through the gates and
lons the lons: Abair it tricycle camo
out of tho tradesman’s entrance of Rool
wood, with a big, burly youth, with a red,

ugly face on it. He wore a butcher's
striped apron, and he had a big basket
on_the carrier.

o rode past Mornington, giving the
junior a far from genial glare. It was
* Butcher” Ba,gnaﬂ the son of the local
butcher—a youth who was tho leader of
a gang of village youths who were always
more or less “up against” the Rookwood
fellows. Jimmy Silver—and Mornington
himself, for that matter—hud more than
once come to blows with Bagnall.

But as he sighted him now Morning-
ton’s eyes gleamed. rny was in_en
evil mood now, and all ihat \w.s bad in
his nature was uppermnost. costs
he meant to escape a hiding at Elggs hands
—or the risk of one.

He shouted after Butcher Bagnall, and
the rcd faced youth jumped off and waited
for hin
““hnt‘s up?” he said sullenly and sus-
piciously.

“A chance to earn a quid!” said Morny
coolly. “Shove your bike in the hedge out
of sight, and come behind the hedge with
me.”

; CHAPTER 26.
A Rascally Scheme!
\G'\AIL stared at _him.
B “Is o genuine offer,” said Morny,
it's a chanco for you to get
f your own back on some o
the 4Ie]lo’3vs at Rookwood—fellows you're up

“an’

against.
“Well, if it's like that, I'm on|”
Bagnall rammed ike under cover.

is bil
Tt ol Morny behind the lodge,
after ‘the latter had taken a quick glance
round. Bagnall felt ho had nothing to fear
—Mornington was alono, and_he knew he
was a match for Mornmgton if that junior
was up to-trioker

TUWiiave tho gime” ho demanded. “If
you're pullin’ my leg, mister—"-
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“I'm not!” said Morny, showi
Treasury notes. “The game's this! T
a fellow from Rookwood I want putting
away in a_safo place for the afternoon,
Bagnall. He'll be coming along this lanc
about two or after. It's your half-day
off this afternoon, isn’t it?”

“Just done me last round now.”

“Good! I want you to get sonie pals—
a couple will do—and collar this chap w!
he comes along, and take him into the
woods as far as you can.  Then tic him to
a meeh or somewhere, and leave him to it.

[}

‘What you take me for?”

owve done worse than that many a
hma," said ‘\Iomy lmpatleutly “Don’t bo
a fool, Bagna wid's a quid, any-
way! IRl _yust bottakon us) o iwillags rag
—you- can disguise yourselves if you
Anyway, are you on?”

“Who is the bloke fust?”

“It's not a Rookwoed chap,” said Mor.m
ington. “He’s on_the staff—works in
zmdon with old Babbage; you must ha,va
scen him—-?"

“I know the chap,” grinned Bagnall,

rinning as he ]mked his_thumb towards
ﬁool\ sced ’im Jest now workm
in the gau‘lm . New chap, he is—"

“That’s the fellow!” said Mommgtnn
“You ncedn’t ask any questions—I shan’t
(msv er them if you do. But you can taku

t from me that youw'll be doin’ somethin’
:\gmxhb Silver and that gang if you'do this
for mo!” 3

Bagnall
then he nod

“I'm on,” he said.
chap meself.”

“You'll nced two more, I tell youi”
snapped Mornington, “He's a handful, I
believe! But, remember this, you'll havo
to be careful. He'll be crossing the stile 01
to the woodland path. But there’ll bo
plenty of fellows about, _Youw'll haye to
bo smart and slippery. If anybody hap-
pcncd to seeho\—
te]

goved him  grimingly, and

“I can ’andle ihat

il that!” grinned Butcher
gnnl] “You leave it to me, Master
Momington. What about tho quid?”

arnington,
“Youwll
You

“Here's ten bob now,” said Mo;
his oyes glinting with satisfaction.
got. the rest when the job’s done.
undersiand? »

o broko off suddenly.
AT e

ou—"

A foatstep had
g 0 ugh the
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thin nedge, Moruington sighted g youth
hurrying zloug from Rookwood. His cyes
blazgd wih sudden excitement as he recog:

i rt Biggs, his green apron tucked

1" Mornington
buteise youth’s arm fiercely.
Take your apron off—sharp! We'll do it
us here and now! Down him

that dashed apron over his

gripped  the
“Here he is !

“B. but—-"

“Quick, you fool !” snarled Mornington,

snatching out his handkerchief and ticing it

mund his face below the eyes. “ Tl chip in

when you've gac his head covered! Right !

Now call bim!
Bagnall suddenly

unde-rstood and  he
ripped Lis apron off and held it ready, Lis
pig-like e gleaming.  Mornington
jumped for the shelter of a thicket and
dcdyml down behind it.

The butcher lad stepped to the hedge.

“Hold on. kid!” hc shonted excitedly.

“Jest a minute!

Albert, B;ggs aImost jlvmpcd out of his
skin. He stopped and stared at the hedge.
Then he slghtod the villago youth, though
he could not see his face.

*What—"" he began; and then he hur-
ried to the hedge. It suddenly occurred
to him that there had been an accident.
He had not the slightest susp)cmn of
treachery, and  without hesitation he
squeezed through the hedge, jumped the
.shallow ditch beyond it, and landed safely
on llm grass.
feet had scarcely touched the
e bk e suddenly sprang upon
Hiuitoo swiftly for him even to glimpse
what or who it was.

He crashed down, struggling furiously,
but the apron flung round his head blinded
and hampered him and the next moment
he knew he was in the hands of more than
one attacker.

The sheer unexpectedness of the attack
dazed Biggs; but he was a quick-witted
youth, Jndan instant later he was strug-

ing a strength and ferocity that
must ]nn, given his attackers more than
cnough to contend wit

Over and over they rolled, fighting furi-
ously.  But the apron now  firmly
wound round Biggs' head, an v
fairly panting for breath, end could oz

nothing. DBut he fought on, kicking and
hitting out furious|

It could not last, }mwe\cr Mornington
alone was more than his match in_the
present circumstances, while Butcher Bag-
nall was a_couple ofyears older, and big
and powerful at boo

After several \\hlrhng scconds of sultry
fighting Biggs was_hold powerless, his own
apron haing fora iato ehfare arid e o

bind his arms to his sides. The other apron
was right over his head now, the strings
tied_round his neck. It was impossible
for Biggs to sce anything, though he could
breathe better now.

Who }m attackers were he could only
guess as yet, DBut he had scen the but-
cher’s bieycle, and he knew by the smell of
the apron that it was a bufcher’s apron.
And as he had seen Butcher Bagnall riding
up the tradesman’s drive, he guessed who
one_yas. '

“You—you rotiers!” panted Biggs.
“What's this game? I knows one of you,
anyway! I seed that bike, and I can smell
this ’ere apronl Tl report this lot, you
sce if T doesn’t!”

There war 5o enlys Ditdior Bagnall
grinned at Mornington, who was mopping
a streaming nose. It was nos the first time
that nose had been into contact with Albert
Biggs’ fist, nnd Mornington pointed into the
woods and nodde

“Right!” grmned Bagnall

He was a reckless rascal, and ho did not
think of consequences. Indeed, he had
taken part in far worso affairs than this.
He finished tyin nots of tho_thi
strips of green felt that had formed Biggs
apron, and then he gave Biggs a kick.

“Xareh!" he said. = *This “ay. my lad!”

“I won't!” panted Biggs. “Ii—if
‘adw't  shoved ~this over my ’ead you
wouldn’t "ave beaten me so easy. Let m
get_me ’ands free, anyway!

l You won’t, eh?” grinned Butcher Bag-‘

1. )

Ho grasped the lad's arms in_a cruel
grip, and tmsmd Hlem pushing him a few
steps into th Biggs writhed and
struggled, he gave it up at last. He'
e b e o helpless
state, and he realised he was in the hands
of ruthless encmies.

Amazed and seething with helpless rage,’
he allowed himself to be led into the woods,’
decper and deeper. Brambles and branches
tore &t him as he stumbled blindly on for
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. APICTURE GALLERY OF
THE FUTURE !

Have you ever wondered what the world of the future will be like—
pictured the changes science and invention will bring about—visualised

which the years to come will make commonplace ?

Of course you have—everyone has, at some time or other, That
being so, the splendid series of FREE GIFTS given away with the
GEM Library is sure to make a universal appeal. TFor these FREE
GIFTS consist of coloured picture cards depicting marvels of the
future, and are the work g
of competent artists and
inventors.

Here you sce a reproduction
i in black and white of one of
these spanking picture cards
— “A "DESERT LINER”
capable of transporting its
passengers across the barren
wastes in amazing ease and
comfort! There are many
more such pictures to come :
A GYROSCOPIC MONO-
RAILWAY, a 200-MILES-
PER-HOUR TOURING
CAR, and an AIR LINER
are but a few of this won-
derful series —all of them
produced in a manner worthy
of such a subject.

ASK FOR

e GEM usBrarv.

: EVERY WEDNESDAY. PRICE 2d.

the mechanical marvels, nothing more than fantastic dreams to-day,
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fully five minutes. Thcn ho msmnlma and
placed with his back to a tree’

&' You owling ruffians! ,i?e panted, writh-
ing in his a(icmp(:rf:&b‘ré& the tight bonds.
“Tll ‘make you sit up for this, Mister
B\ILclxc): ?

Uu, othm ten bob!
apron off him now—he Jnows you, and it’s
16 good losing it. Besides, if it docs come
to trouble, you don’t want to leave evidence.
You can casily swear black’s bluc that it
wasn't you! Gne me two minutes, and
then you can take it off!

on!” saxd Bagnall, with en evil
grin., *You mean fo leave’ the bloko like
\ms ‘ere all night? A bit too thick, ain’t
it?

\Iommgton bn‘. his lip. He realised he
could not do that.

“You can cut him free ab about six
o'clock,” he_said. - “It’ll be dark enough
then; only T warn you {o have somebody

You, You see what a handful ho

Leave it to me!" said
“But—but, whav,’
T o

“Right, mister!
Bagnall, grinning again.
the game?” he added curiously.
¢ce what—

“Thal's my bizney 1" snapped Mornington
curtly.  “You're doin’ the job, an’ bein’
well pmd for it. That’s cx\ough for you,
Bagnall.”

"§hd Mornington plunged into the woods
and tramped away. Ho felt no disgusi—no
Teimorse for what he had done. Fi bittor
evil temper and desire for reyenge had ful
control of him now, and his better feelin
were in abeyance. There was undoubtedly
more good than evil in the loadeticng.
\ullul dandy of the Fourth, and yet the

vil had the upper hand no.

Inslcad he felt only triumph. He would
tuwn up ot tho appoirited timg for the fight,
but Biggs would not. Certainly the friends
of Biggs would demand that the fight
il b fought anmhcr time if Biggs him-
self did not. But he had saved his face; he
now had a good excuse to refuse to fght
Biggs another time. And he would. The
fellows knew his passionate,
temper—Mornington was wearing his old
mocking sn Ic as he entered the gates of
Raokwood.

He would not have felt so satisfied, how-
ever, had he seen whz\ﬁ happened to Bigge
after he had left him.
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Butcher Bagnall gave Mornington a fow
minutes, after which he unwrapped the
apron from his prisoner’s head. Then, ;»m.
a mocking grin, he hurried away. Biggs,
blinking azed]y called furiously after lnm,
but he did not

A curious, St ‘suspicion had occurred
to_him at last.

Was this yet more of his enemy’s work?
He bad not seen or heard a word from the
second, attacker, Ve it was quue po-uble
that it was \Iomm on, Biggs knew
nothing of the %)c e e
roughs and Rook“ood and he could think

o other motive for the assault. The
fel!ows at Rookwood were not likely to sus-
pect Mornington, as Mornington well knew.
Such a trick, futile as it would scem, was
qmte in | Butcher Bagnall’s style.

s stood blinking there was a
rusthng in the bushes; and then, to his
amazcment a figure stood before him. He

as a Rookwood junior—a quaini-looking
ﬁgule \'lth a round, queerly-shaped head

ectacles, - through  which
blmkod "mild, Thonevolent eyes. - His head,
indeed, scemed too big for his body and lege!
1t was Clarence Cuffy, the duffer of Rook-
wood—a relative of Tommy Dodd’s, and a
mcmber of the Modern House.
“Dear_me!” stammered (,larence, blink-
ing at Biggs. “You a be in a
very _unpleasant predxcamem, my. friend:
Can I bo of any assistance to you? I beg
you not to hesitate to request my aid it
You s shnuld require it,”

mo!” said Biggs, unable to help
grmnm T should jest thiuk I did, young
gent! 1 scen you knockin’ about Rook-
wood! Cut me loose, young gent, if you'll

be so kind !

“ Most cer tamly——most decidedly T will!”
said Clarence, with trembling eagerness,
“1 was looking for Mornington when I
blundered here, and I was most astounded—
nay, shocked and horrified—to see you tied
to this tree, and that brutal fellow, Butcher
Bagnall, standing before you. 1 fear tho
misguided fellow is ver{ wicked indeed!
As T found a go]d cufi-link belonging o
Mornington, I thought I would do
Fellow- quﬂ a gond turn by returning i
same to him. You see—"

“If you \\uu]dn t mind_cuitin’ me loose

—— ‘hinted Biggs, eyeing the eloquent
jupior curiously.

“D 71 vas forgetting your un-
plcmm prcdmment my friend!”
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And Clarence, after much difficulty, cut
Biggs loose.

*Thanks, young gent!” <aid Biggs, rub-
bing his cramped arms. “Now I'll be off,
if you don’t mind! got to go to the
nursories in the village b e Babbage,
and I got to ’urry back for an appointment
at_twofiftcen of so. Excuze me, young

;1 J.hnnk you properly agen when
e you

chh that Albert Biggs nodded gratefully
to Clarence and dashed away through the
woods at top speed.

“Dear me!” murmured Clarence, blinking
after him, “What a very strange circum-
stance! But where can  Mornington be?
I imagined I was following him. T bad
better !etum with all speed to Kookwood.”

Which_Clarence promptly did. He was
feeling disappointed that hie had been un-
ablo as yet to complete his good turn to
Mornington. But he felt very thankful that
he had been ablo to do a good turn to
Albert B:ng, the gardener's help. Clarence
Cufiy little dreamed, however, what a very
Dad turn he had done Mornington,

CHAPTER 27.
A Shook for Mornington!
rADY Mermngton?
R y Silver asked the dandy
of the Fumth that question grimly
e_met him in the quadrangle.
From Tubby Muffin Jlmmy had learned
that Morny had gone out of gates, and the
thought had cccurred to him that Morny
had gone off o escape the fight. He knew
qulte well that Mornington dreaded it—
all the School House knew. Morny had
been_openly gloating at_the prospect of
thrashiug his enemy—until he had learned
what had happened to Gunner. After that
Morny had shown his rage and apprehen-
sion b, lking and scowling at all and
el\ndx‘y‘ Naturally the fellows soon realised

"o knowlodgo that he had gone out of
gates an hour before the fight was booked
to start was rather curious, and many fel-
lows had grinned and talked about funking.
But while Jimmy_ knew Morny wouldn't
funk the actual fight, he also knew he
would do anything to escape it now.

© was here, however, and Jimmy's face
cleared again. Despite all he had done,
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Jimmy could not help remembering that
Morny had been decent until Biggs had
come to Rookiwood, and he hoped from
the bottom of his heart that the fight, how-
ever it ended, would finish the absurd feu:
betwéen ,the two.

os,” said Mornington, “I'm ready uhs

time. Yu\l thi mk that outsider will re.\‘l_)
turn vp, Silver 1
oF e T dot*
“Well, I don’t!” said Mornington. I

don’t believe that ‘dashed yarn about hm)
being such a wonderful boxer; it's spoof
from beginning to end! °
try to put mo offi—to try to frighten me.
But it won’t come off! And now the cad
knows I mean to go on. he won't furn up—

youwll &

“What rot

Jimmy Silver broke off and bit his lip
as Mornington, with studied insolence.

turned his back and strolled away. A
junior was fust oming out of tho Schoel
House. It was Kit Erroll.

Mornington's ayes gliiorod as ho
hm\ and walked over to

“Goin’ 'to seo the fight 7" he inquired,
with his mocking smile.
No, I am not,” said Erroll quictly.

“Affaid_of seeing your precious pal -

knocked about—what " snoered Moruing

ghted

VL ehould not care to soe him knocked
about, Morny,” said Erroll. “Nor should 1
care to sce you knocked about by him.”

o paused, and looked at Morningto:
appe»almglv
Xk here,” he said steadily, “won’t
you u this busincss, Moroy—eall {his
wreechea fight of

of your s pal Biggs getiig

licked ” joered Morny.
“Not at all, 1 know ho'

It can
good—only increase the bad blcod—tlmugh

you to call it off, Morny. do no
goodness knows Biggs isn't the fellow
want trouble—you know that, Morny.”

"It's all my fault, of coursel” grilted
Mor;

& You knoy it is,” said Errol! in
“Mors

“That's enuughx'

distres,

snapped Morny. I
tell you this, ’'m g}’mg to make mince-
meat of that kid, if he does turn up, Bus
1 fancy he won'i—he knows belter!
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Without  another word—Mriington
valled guay, heading towards thé gatts to
join Pl 0., who wero waiting thore,
Sviously for him. Erroll gazed after him,
strango thoughts working in his mind. Ho
turned and went indoors, glum and sad.
Ho wondered why Morny should suggest
that Biggs might not turn up. But he had
no intention of sceing tho fight himsolf,
and_he went along to his study.

With Pecle & Co., Mornington started
out for the woods, and Jimmy Silver & Co,
followed, They were not the only Classical
juniors hcadm that way at thab moment.
,szryuns \\ anted to seo the fig

d Morny would fa.\l ta turn up,
or try somo of his tricks on,” said Jimmy
to his chums. “But he's going to toe the
line all right.”

“He's no funk, anyway,” grunted Lovell.
“1 dout liko not backing up a Rookwood
chap, but—yell, Tm—Tm sather boping
that Morny doesn’t w

o St ibabs penotal,” mid Jimmy
Silver. “His rotten trickery and unreason-
ablo hatred of that poor kid has sickencd

tho chaps.  Lhey'ro fodup, and I don't
won

o juniors crossed the_stile and joined
(hstuzowl X fallowa hoading for o shadd

dell in_the woods where school fights o
took place. Before dinner Jimmy had had
a_fow words with Biggs, and he had given
him careful instructions where to find tho
spot, though it was a very little distance
from the woodland path, and very casy to

They arrived there, and preparations
were made. The Fistical Four had brought
all that was necessary, immy was

determined that the aifair should be done
properly. Lhe Clossioal Fousth had turned
up alniost to a
"« Berhaps old Babbage wou't allow him to
come,” suggested Dick Oswald suddenly,
“Hc ought to haye been here by this.
“Ho's asked old Babbago for an hour
not_his afternoon off, of course,’
Mid Jirmy Bilier: “That's all right.

He'll

o ‘lonw pxcsnntv
But Biggs did not come along presently.
Jimmy il vct looked at his \vntciz again and
ngain_ impatiently, his face showing more

It was two-thirty-five

“Blessed if T can understand’ this!" said
Bimmy Silv “The kid knows the time,
znd should 1 Cut

1 more” surprizs,

)mn here long ago.

glons to tho path and sco if L's comiug,

i Right ho!”
Raby trotted off. Te came badk precoitly
shaking his hea
A imy he i bl
:hLooks L e e e

Hc, he, he!” laughed Tubby Muffin.
“He funks it! knew he would. I say,
you fellows, if he doesn’t turn up, why
donb ono of you fellows take Morny on?

Knock the conceit out of him, you know.
The beast— T didn’t sce you there,
Morny! I meart to_say—— Keep the beast
off, you fellows! Yopop!”

Tubby fairly flow as V\Iouungfon mado
a savage stride towards But Morny
suddenly halted and gave e amele

'S your man haw't tumed up, after
all, Silver?” he said co 1 rather
favoied Lsomshon A6 moran Well, 1l

give him five minutes, and t
ne moment, my dear Mommﬂ'(on' :

It was Clarence Cufly, and in Clarence’s
outstreiched hand was @ gold cuff-link.

“My dear Morington, pray allow mo
to hand you this,” he observed, beaming.
“T havo been hunting for over an hour for
you in order to return this to you. Hov-
ever,” proceeded Cuffy, with smug satis-
faction, X am exceedingly glad to say that
my time was not wasted. Though I had
3 ety unplensnk journey inko the' depths
of the woods while following you, I am
very glad to say oing 1 was in-
strumental in doing quite an l\ncxpcc!cJ
good - turn_to a humble membe the
shool siafll-—Biggs, 1 believe bhis e

© was—'

avence halted, quitc fnfhtcncd by tho

expression that had suddenly appeared ou
the face of Valentine Mornington. Morn-
ington’s faco was fiendish.

CHAPTER 28,
Mot Nice for Mornington!

LL eyes turned on Mornington. The
J\ apression on' his dark. face way

startling.

“You—you—— What do you
mean ?” l\onnmglon was stammering, a
sudden terriblo dread in his heart, He

was wondoring what Clazenco was going to

y
““‘l\at‘s that, Cuffy?” asked Jimmy
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Silver, smiling. “You'vo seen Biggs—
within the last few minutes, do you mean ?”

“Qh, no, my dear Silver. On the con-
trary, it must have been nearly an hour
ago,” said Cuffy, blinking at the captain
of the Fourth.  “I was_exceedingly dis-
tressed, as you may imagine, at seeing the
unfortunato Biggs in such an unpleasant
predicament. I mlmedlatclv cut him Ioo:o

from the tree, and he dashed away a
great hu!rﬂ He stated— My dear y\Iom~
ington, what is the matter? I cannot

understand why you are glaring at mo in
that extraordinary manner. Have I made
you cross in any way? I sinceroly trust
Dot
Rlornington fushed crimson. He bit his
tip tll tho blood camo in a desperate cffort
to control his feclmgs. He knew the worst

0w,
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ngs was that wicked youth Bagnall, of

Coombe! As I watched him I saw him
remove the apron from Biggs' unfortunate
head, and then he went away. Recovering
from’ my natural aunn, l at once ran to
Biges and released him,

““Well, my hat!”
“Who the confederate of Bagnall was
I cannot say,” proceeded Clarence mildly.
“He must have disappeared the moment
before I appeared upon the scene. It is
a most remarkable occurrence, is it not, my
dea\i’ fe!low:?

Ty very strango that you did not sco
{hem, my dear Mornington” said Claronse,
blinking amiably . black-browed
e e e L
disappearanco was most remarkable.
ever, T bavo found you now, and T am

di eased fo have been so use-

hut up, you ded, i
idiot!” he mnpped. trying to ‘speak care-
lessly. _“Get out! Cléar off, you footling

o'y

¢ no time to listen to your
tommy-Tot now.”
“But, my dear Morn——"
“Hold on!” snapped Jimmy Silver.

“Cuffy, don't go! 1 think we had better
hear your story first. Don’t you, you

fellows ?”

T should jolly well think so!”
said Cuthbers Gunner warmly, his glance
on Mornington’s livid face. «There’s somo-
thing fishy here, I fancy!”

The fellows eyed Mommgum curiously
now._ Peelo cxchanged a wink with Gower

and Lattrey, Ho folt thet ho understood,
if nobody elsn id,

“Now, old men!” said Jimmy
Silver qmeuy 4 What's. this sbout Biggy

being tied to a tree? You said

‘' I will certainly explain, my dear Silver,”
said Clarence, quite pleased at having an
interested audience for once. “As I wa:
explaining, I was following Mornington;
I followed deep into the woods, being led
onwards by the sound of someone—two or
more_persons, it seemed to me—advancing
ahead. They stopped at last, and then,”
proceeded Cuffy impressively, 'to my utter

larm and distress, I discovered Biggs tied
hand and foot to a tree, with a butcher’s
apron over Ius cad.”

“Wha-al

There was a buzz of amazement from the
Fourlh -Formers.
ou—you_don’t mean that, Cuffy 7"
"Musc decidedly! And swndmz before

ful thxs aftemoo i

Clarence Cuﬂ'y handed Mornington
his gold ouftfin
M e slimost mechanicalz.
Ho could feel—though he not
round—the scores of i e o
upon him,
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o
ke silenco was broken by Tubiy Mufin.
“1ig he, hol T eay, Morng,” bt giggled,

“whet§ did you disappear fo? The
whole lot of grease on-your coat- slee\e
chap, Is it off Bagnall's apron?”

“You—you fat rotter!” hissed Morning-
ton, almost beside himsclf with bitter rago
and mortifcation. Why, Pll—Tll—

o made a sudden spring at_the cackling
ey Mo bt Sy Bilver Jamped
betvween and pushed him back,

“No,

vou don't!” snapped Jimmy, his
aming scornfully. “T fancy Muf-
tho nail on the head! Where is
gs now? We'll deal with this matter
when Biggs arrives 1"

“Here he is 7 said Dick Oswald suddenly.

trees a youth camo dashing
Tt was Albert Biggs, right

enoug|
Mornington gave one look at the gar-
dener’s bo d then he started to take
off his
But \ho (lmdv of the Fourth was bowled

out.  He knew that no further evidence was
nceded by the nmmxs, their looks were
mudexunm'v alread:; Mornington  had

failed, and there was nothing feft but to
ght it out. Ho was no coward, and
woul.l fight to the last gasp. Buf Mormng
ton's heart was bitter, and his rage made
him_tremble from head to foot.

“Here you are, Biggs!” said Jimmy
Silver, handing the gardencr’s the
gloves'and eyeing the youth closely. Why
are you £o late?

i

Y s panted Biggs, giving
Motnington ~ene long, scarching  glance,
“But como fellors collared me ‘and tied
2e fo a trce in the voods. An’ I ’ad to

co to the village for Mister Babbage after
It weren't my fault. This ’ere
goﬂt with the specs will tell you all

ihm.

indeed!” obscrved Clarence, sfcp~

ping forward again. I must remark
o, you said Jimmy Silver.
“You've had nings. old chap. Run

lorny, before we

Now,
tart, I'd like to ask yo

. Jm-ns was collared, and it looks to
as if it was just to keep him away from
«hu fight. you know anything about

vay and play
ke a i

cton drew a deep breath
could be proved against him
tchier Bagnall chose to give him
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gy, and the buichor's boy was unlikely
Mormngtons eyes blazed recklessly. Ho

knew that, whether he admitted it_or not,

the fellows had already made up their minds

on the question,

; “You waut to know?” he asked snecr-

b Yesvand I mean to find out sooncr or
Jater!” snapped Jimmy Silver. * These sort
of tricks wou's do for Rookwood.”

“Thea Tl tell you” hiseed Mornington,
his faco ablaze with reckless pas: ]
was tho fellow who helped Bagnall,
paid him a quid for the job.
in your dashed plpe and smoke  it—aud
hang the lot of

“That's cnm\ghm sna,ppml Jimmy.
you're ready, Biggs is. And I hope ho
gives you the thundering good thrashing
you deserve, you rank outsider|”

“Hear, hea

“T'm ready!”

Morninglon slipped o his gloves and
jumped into tho ring. Biggs faced him,
his ﬁlmcs dropping as Mornington refused
to sl

“Time'” snapped Jimmy Silver,

and T
ut that

CHABTER 29.
The Fight!

HE crowd of excited fellows closed in

i breathlessly as Jimmy Silver called

out_the word. i

Knowing tho bitter foelings in

Mornington’s breast and Biggs’ decp, secth-

ing indignation at the cruel, \m'uat treat-

mont he had received at Mor: ands, tho

jugiors expcted an exciting, grucllmg fight.
ey were not disappointed.

Mommgton was flying at his encmy in o
flash, scatcely waiting Tor the word. Biggs
awaited his_ onslaught coolly, his arms,
brown and sinewy, showing.up in striking
contrast_to the white arms of the da.;(l_y
of the TFourth.

‘Thoro was not much to chooso between
tho two in_ height, weight, or reach, Bub
the knowledge that Biggs was the son of a
Dinisara follow who had been framed by
his father almost from the cradle—mado
success for Mornington very doubtful in-
deed, despite the fact that ho was ono of
the best men with the gloves in the Lower!
School at Rookwood.
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But that first rush of Mornington's told
{hiat, something elso was not gome to be
in his Tavour—his own Wngovernable tomper,
Tho knowledge that his scheme had faled
by the morest unlooked.for fuke—that. it
wea o common, knowledgo, and tha his
Tostally trick had Siled e schoolfellows
i contempt ‘nd_som—vas bilce i
Tt mage Mornington moro zeckloss

S carelohs Ahatl Angibing elss canld heve
Gone.  Ho was mad with soge and shame.
Since learning that Biggs could box,
Morny had realized he would need all his
sl a1l iR hoksfand iscltcomtral, o
hops 5 hola i o s he perdener’s

t he fowot all that no\v—er |f he did
ilm\k of i id not heed of
o ca mc .m with a \vhlrlmg ke
smashed a_blow at Biges that weuld have
felled the lad instantly had it struck him.
It didn’t reach its mark, however, for
Biggs' head moved a trifle, and L]xe ‘blow
slid past him. As it did so Biggs' right
flashed out, hitting Morny’s chin wiih a
jolt that rocked the junior from head to
Toot.

By a miracle Morny kept his feet, and
as he swayed, a second slam went home
under his left car,

This time Mornington sxmply crumpled
up, and went crashin

*Begging and pm.ymg fm it!” remarked
Dick Oswald, 'y hat, Morny’s \;omg to
ﬁmsh it quickly, as Tt s benar
i There was a grim chuckle, and the dandy
of the Fourth crimsoned as he heard it.
Before threo had been counted he was on
m feet again, his hands up.

gi made no attempt to attack him,
'md forny took the lead again swiftly

'smay, you fool?” called Peclo.

But_Morny ignored_the call, wise as it
undoubtedly was.  He had fully in-
tended to be careful—very, very careful.
He had_vowed, as he scrambled up after
that severe shaking up, that he would con-
trol his savage temper and keep cool. Bui

it wns beycnd him.
on his nose from Biggs’ left did

"Ho went for Bigas Jiko & whirlwind again,
and Biggs smiled grimly and backed away,
his brown, flexible arms taking every blow,
his head moving casily.,

A ‘sudden jois pulled the dandy of the
Fourth up sharp—a right hook that nearly

lifted him off his feet again. Tt was fol-
lowed with dazzling swiftness by two more
of the same kind. Mornington rocked on his
feet, frantically defending himself o lit's
purpose.

o soll ot *Shmel® undoubtedly saved

“Mornington sank down on a fallen tres,
viciously shoving aside the sponge Peele
was offering,

“Pm all nghu ho pasted,
“You silly fool!” mntiered Pecle.
“You'ro simply i game_awa

You won’t last another round at this rate!
For goodness' sake, pull yourself together
and_control your rotten temper! Whr,
‘\Iuﬂin could “put up a better, show thar:

at

Mmmngcan ground his teeth. He know
only too well that unless he pulled himsel?
together he was hopelessly beaten, though
he had a bitter fecling that whatever ha
did that would happen. It was a feeling
shared by eve-xi‘ fellow there, and he knev
it. He kne e felt almost certain—tihat,
if he had cared to, Biggs could easily have
finished the fight in the first few seconds.

Mornington started the next round more
cantiously, leaving the attack_to Biggs this
time. An showed somo of his.own
style, keeping Biggs off by desporato
defonce, though again he had thie foils
that Biggs was only playing with him—
that he could )mve %}et throug the dofenco
if he had_liked. thought filled Morn-
mgton with seethmg rage and mortifica-

“I wish Biggs would ﬁmsh it1” sajd
Jimmy Silver fo Raby. “This is—— Ob,
my hat! Good for you, Momy v

An lmoluntmy ety of approval escaped
Jimmy. had attacked with amaz-
ing suddenncss, and his first blow slammed
throngh Biggs' defence. 1t caught the
arden-boy clean under the it e
gls head back with a_jerk.

It seemed to daze the youth, and before
he had recovered Mornington sailed in with
a fury and vtlgour that was as swift a: &
was unexpecte

‘A 'Enall right-hander with all Morny's
weight behin 1(: sent, Blggs crashing dowi.

“One—two—three—fow

Jimmy Silver sudden\y ceased. counting.
Biggs was on his fect now. His lip w
Dleeding, and a braiso showed over bis
ight oye, though Morny was in n far
worse state already.
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Biggs lml had bis 1 not
touch

the rest of the réund, and
ved scvero ptnishment
to follow up his brief success.

“Don’t tako him too casily, Biggs ! whis-
pered Tommy Dodd warningly, as he (nnn(‘d
the gardencr’s boy’s heated faco. *Ho
might ily have got vou for good that
time! If he onco feels his fect, you won't
sind it too casy to lick him!

“It won't "appen n[;'lm 1 said Biggs.

Nor did it. Biggs up to now had sho
little of what he cou.d do i in attack, thmwh
his defence had been superb. far there
had been little o‘(cncmcnb, but now a
change came over t

Tt was vory clear PR R S
that Biggs had decided to dnlly no lon

is face was sct hard, and he took the
offensive at once.

Desperately Morny tried all lie knew to
defend himself against the attack. Back he
went, struggling desperately, while Biggs
roined blows upon him ruthlessly,

Crash!

A left heok sent Morny crashing down,
but he was up again in  flash, a look of
almost vicious dotermination on his face.
Bigzs was on him at once, punching hard,
his defence nover at a loss, driving the

ookwood junior round and round the ring.

Again Mornington wont crashing down,
aud azain ho scrambled up, panting and
bruised, but game enough.

“Go i d man, Biggs!”

or

im
hi

h, g
“ Fnith. ity o

The Rockwood fellows had been loth to
shout for Diggs—at least, they were loth
to shout against a Rookwood man. But
they did now, for tho fight was warming

It was 5 Tiicky ifor, Aormy thaksit camme fish
then, for he was staggering and obviously
helpless, though he was still game.

Biggs danced into the ring as fresh as

int when the call camo for the noxt

und, but Morny was groggy.

Jhnkmg dazedly, and he slnggcrcd o little
= hie retreated before Bigy

ENEMY!

held under
blazed out.

'lhmwmg Jl enution asm
went for the - cool, steady
cyclone, hls exhaustion mxgo'u n in a fit
of ungovernable passicn.

But Biggs eluded him like a_will-o™the- ~

p by a_dazzling display cE swift, Tootwork.
Then, s\\mgmn backwar brought his
left across with a wmkcd hook that sent
Morny spinning.

That was the beginning of the end for
tho dandy of the Fourth.  The sheer fury
of that bricf attack had cxhausted him
beyond belief.  Following that wicked
punch, Biggs set his lips and sailed in in
deadly carnest.  Morny retreated, | des-
perately, vainly trying to avoid the rain of
blows to face, ribs, end hcad that landed
with deadly force.

Then camo another of those wicked left
hooks, apparently from nowhere—or so it
scemed to the hapless Morny. Tt took the
recling junior clean under the chin, to send
him cmhmg down on his back.

i od, his chest heaving slight
lny hoea fon ol atoited) thoes
mmmnng around him. Twico he struggled
to rise, and cach_timo ho fell Lack help-
lc sl mmy  Silver's voico went on

11y
15 Aniohed ab last. and Bires resshed tos
his jucket, ~ Momington strovo desporatcly
o pull himself together, sccmingly uncon-
=cmus of the fact that he was counted out.
“T'm not donc yot!” he pantcd hu

control to somo extent, suddenly

Mornington

\ou re counted out!” said Jimmy, Silver
quictly. _ “The fight's over, Mornington.

Biggs wins!”
& I—I—— Hang you!” panted I\Iornv
Ho stared about him dazedly, Lecle and
Gower grasped him and helped him to bis
feet. Gower handed lm s jacket.

“I—T'm not doac!” mered Morny,
i

“Oh, cheese it!” said Tecle roughly.
“Dash’ it all, can’t you sco yowve been

licked, Morny? Blossed if I'ever saw a
chap put up such a [ootlmn scrap ! What
in thunder was the matter with you?
Your rotten temper, upposo

Only . el
svrmed to be Keoning bitn on 4 et A

z nder on the nose brought
T: per, which
iz, ho had

his b
since l'u-cs wal

is “friend ” a bitter,
savage lool\—thm-gh ho could scarcely

through cither of his half-closed, swollen
eves.  But he said nothing more.
He was beaten—hopelessly beaten! o
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Jnew he Lad not fought as he was capable
of fighting. But at the same time he knew
also that for most of the fight Biggs had
also not douo anything like what he might
have_ don had played with him—
could h1\c knocked him out_in the first
round had he wanted to. not.
wcmcd to take the fight seriously—until
the las

1t \ms bitter, humiliating knowledge to
the dandy of the Fourth.

1o was defeated, at all events—there was

no doubting that. It was what he had
fcored—what every fellow there had
cxpected, _though -~ they had certainly
eupectod Momy to mako & better show
than he had done

The fellows were moving away nor,

<ome of them looking disappointed, many

liem wearing mocking grins. B.g§s had
his jacket on, and he came across to Morny
and held out a kand frankly.

“Pm sorry it had to be, Ma:tnr Morning-
ton,¥ ho said quietly, *But I ’opes—?

*Get out, you hound!” mted ’\1mmng~
ton, and he dashed the rolierd tand away
viciously.

Biggs half raised his fist, and then ho
|dropped it and turned away, flushing.

“You—you rotten cad!” snapped Jimmy
Silver. He had little sympathy for Morn-"
ington even in his hour of bitter defeat
after that. ‘‘New, lcok here, you rotter!
"There’s been more than enough of this sort
of thing. Now lot's h.'Lvu no more of your
rotten trickery, Morny. Biggs has licked
you, and he’s’ 1\cked you in fair ﬁght But
he's still a servant here, and he can’t defend
himself against a fellow who's cad enough
to take advantage of his posluon I give
you fair warning, Morn
leave the kid alone then )ou'll he made to.
Understand 1

\Iornm ton’s eyes burned.

T conld scarcely stand of seo. He had

received ternﬁc punizhment, and ho was a
sight. But his deadly glare of animosity
told Jimmy Silver BiL ot wocis ot
ing wero wasted.

“We'll see!” Mornington muttered
hoarsely. “I’'m not done yet! I know who
Tve to thank for all this, and I'm not

likely to forget! I'vo becn beaten all along
ihe line, but my turn will come! And
that—that sncakin’, crawling gultorsnipe
shall know it when'it does I*
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Jimmy Silver did not reply; he turned
his back, without a word, and joined his
chums standing a few yards away. DBiggs
had alrcady_departed, and Jimmy Silver &
Co. followed the crowd back to Rookwood.
The fight was over; Mornington had been
thrashed,

CHAPTER 30.
Not Beaten Yet!
VALD\TINE MORNINGTON sat ﬁn

an armehair in deop thought.
had flung himself there after a pro-
longed visit to the bath-room, sick
with misery and bitter humiliation.

The dandy of the Fourth’s body felt a
mass of bruises, a.nd his fm AR
His nose was puffed and red, and both h'!
eyes were s\mllcn and _discoloured.
lachcd ih every 1iich, snd his hend folt lise
ea

But the hurts Mornington had reccived
in that gruelling fight troubled him ittle—
ho scarccly gave them a thou His
thoughts were too full of the pDalthn in
which he now found himself.

He had been licked—hopelessly (hmshed
by the fellow he despised—or affected to
despise—and hated with a ficrco e
Hc had been  thrashed in publxc-ll\mshcd

a servant belonging to Rookwood—a
icllow he had done his best—-ur worst—to
get “shifted » from the school by trickery
and treachery.

But that was not all. Mérnington had
been expesed in public once again—exposed
and condemned by his fellows for a_tricl
that he knew full well was mean and con-
temptible. Ho had tried, by bribing a_vil-
lager, to kecp Biggs away from tho fight
because he knew Biggs would thrash him.

And he had failed. All he had gained
was the scorn and contempt of all who
knew him at Rookwood.

n now, as Mornington crouched in
the armchair, his brow black, his mind full
of bitter, savago thoughts, he tried to
excuse himsclf, tried to justify himself.
But it was a failure. Deep in lns heart ho

knew that it was his own fol own
stupid, unreasoning joalousy, Vs savago
and

per, an
mind. He tisd o, Rl himeelt {hat. hiy
rival for Erroll's friendship had triumphed
—that Biggs had won, had taken away his
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friend as he had suspected would bappen
fmm fhs first

o &new it was not true; ho knew
tlmf he himself had lost his fne*\d through
his own wayward, wilful attituce.

With this realisation coring home to him
Mornington found himself thinking of some
{0 regain his old chum. All his bittex
animosity towards Biggs secmed to_fade
out of his mind. The old Valentine Morn-
ington was bcgmnmg to take the upper
hand.

Ted up with the position he had brought
upon himself, -he got up and left the study,
and went for a walk, deep in thought still.

e looked the picture of misery as he
strolled out of the gates into .the lane,
leedless of everything and everybody about

rim,

Bt the sound of footsteps bebind brought
the dejected Morny back to earth. He
locked round, to see Biggs, the gardener’s
Doy, with a big parcel under his arm, com-
ing ?u“nrds him,

“I'm sorry e oni borionn you an’
“YK\stzw Ln‘oll Master Mornington,” said
Biggs, as he drew level with Morny., ™ T've
decided to leave, as I don’t like to upset
such a nice chap as Master Erroll.”

Mornington was silent for a few moments,
Jlo would never regain his chum, he
thought, if Biggs left Runk\vcod Erroll
would ul:xmc him, There was nothing for
it.  Mornington must sink his pride and
make it up with the gardencr’s boy, and
atop liim from leaving.

He %held out his hand silently to Blrvm'.

“I'm sorry I'vo been n heartless beast to |
ou—T've ¢ Trroll and you like a

votter. T'm thoroughly ashamed of miyself |
now. "T'd like you to helieve that!”

iy ca mean it, Master \Iomh
said B ing a little. \

voice _treml
*But I amt lcmng Master Erroll do\m
any mor

YListen?” said Morny. ~ *“¥ecu haven't
let Erroll uo“n—nnd you are not going to|
leave Rookwoo

And with «m Morny gripped Biges
arm, and_they retraced their footsteps to|
Rookwood,

Lrroll was mndmg bv the gates as the
pair came up. He at hie old chum,
a_strange suspicion forming in his mind.
Gone was Mornington’s mocking smile. xt'

was the Mornington he knew be
Mornington he liked and admired—who
stood by him now.

“Come up to the study—the old study,
Trroll 17 said Morny quietly, a break in his
voice. “Can you forgive 2 chap who's
been " howling cad and knows it, and
wants to make amends?”

Yos, T'll come!” said Erroll nmclly‘
“And Pl forgive you, if you really mean
it. T bolieve what you say about being
sorry for what you've done !’

Aud he came! ~Over tea—with Biges|
the hongured guest, though behind locked)
doors—the three made up their differences.
Mornington had full; repcnted for he was|
i ol ety nelt again, and nobody!
realises more than he that he had been }us
own cnemy all the time.

RR
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