SCHOOLBOYS OW %

LIBRARY No 174



i )
OUR MAGAZINE CORNER.

THE SIGN OF THE PIRATE

ICK TURPINS of the high seas
D had a fine old time, undeterred
by gunboats, submarines, de-
stroyers, long-distance-firing warships,
and aeroplanes—simply because these
“avengers * did not exist in the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries, which
is when the pirates were most numerous
and daring. There were no speedier
ships than their own afloat, and none
with more bloadthirsty crews. Fighting
was part of the average pirate’s day’s
work. He joined a sort of trade union of
nigh seas highwaymen when he shipped
under the Sign of the Jolly Roger.

The Pirate’s Penalty.

Grim humour lurks in that name for
the pirate’s flag, which was flaunted
maxst-top high to set the chill fear of
robbery and slaughter in the hearts of
all peaceable seamen. Heavily laden
merchantmen could not turn tail and
flee when that flag poked up over the
d:smm horizon. And if the merchant-

n happened to be armed—well, the
Ddds were that its crew was not matched
by a long way for a hand-to-hand fight
with pirates, who knew ni authority
except their own skipper’s:

The pirates’ only fear ‘“‘came on”
when they, as captured criminals, were
marched down to Execution Dock, on
the Thames, there to pay the extrema
penalty—and to hang in chains until
a certain number of tides had covered
their bodies.

There was never any modesty about
the pirates and buccaneers. They
hoisted their flag just as it pleased
them to do so. In these days of wireless
and tnickly-covered seas they would be
hounded out of existence. But their
flags then flew with impunity. The

device of u skull above Wio crossed
human bones, in white on an otherwise
black flag, was sometimes varied by
having the skull and bones in blood red.
Master-pirates who thought that sign a
bit, commonplace, went a step further
and hoisted a device of their own—a
bony skeleton, full length, holding a
dripping dagger in ‘one hand and a
flagon of rum in the other—* Yo-ho-ho,
and & bothie of rum i

Flags ot Fear.

The figure of a rampant demon was
sometimes used as the  pirates' flag.
He stood on two skulls—like sudden
death 1n all its stark horror. A flaming
sword in his hands completed the heart-
fluttering picture. = Fancy seeing that
suddenly rise up over the skyline on a
peaceful summer’s day, when the sea
was flat and happy and the very last
thing 'in 2 law-abiding crew’s minds
was—pirates !

Sometimes the flag was embellished
with a battle-axe and an hour-glass in
place of the crossed hones, with the

symbolical skull grinning above. These
spechal flags were usually the distin-
guishing mark of several ships com-
manded by one pirate chief, the “small ”
chief, who had only one vessel, sticking
to the conventional skull and cross-
bones.

Combines of pirates thrived Specmﬂy
along the Coast Norf
Africa, where e'ven shipbullding ports
were run by and for pirates, and the
ships were financed on their far-roving
expeditions by wealthy scoundrels who
lived ashore, these receiving usually
about one-tenth of the value of all cap-
tures made by the pirates with whose
activities they were intimately con-

Sometimes *British men-o™-war con.
voyed four or more merchantmen when
pass through regular
p aLes strongholds, but even then the
pirates would swoop down in force and
boldly give battle for what they re-
garded as their “rights "—the fat prizes
stored in the merchantmen's holds.
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To all outward appearances CUTHBERT MONTMORENCY, a
newcomer to Rookwood School, is a supercilious dandy.

ut

* beneath his dandified exterior he holds a shabby secret—and
he lives in constant dread of discovery!
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GHAPTER 1.
Gufy's Request]
# ¥ dear Thomas—"
. _“On, can it!” growled
Tommy Dodd.
my dear Thomas—"
sisted Clarence Cuffy mildly.

A soft answer is said to turn away
wrath. But soft answers of
Clarence Cuffy of the Modern Fourth
Form at Rookwood never had the effect

of turning wrath away. Rather they
increased it.
If there was anything that Tommy

“But, per-

Dodd could not_stand With p&uence
it was bemg called ““The And
“Thomas,” of tmrse. w.s not 50
mtensely exasperating as  “Dear
" Clarence Duffy always made
it “Dear Thomas.” His gift for say-
mg the wrong thing, in the wrong way,
the wmng moment, amounted
s.lmast to genius.

“Tommy” had & frivolous sound, to
Cuffy’s serlcus mind. And Cuffy never
was light or frivolous. Sometimes he
Was. comlc, but that was unintentional
on his
“My dear Thumas. I trust I am not
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interrupting your conversaﬂon with
dear James,” murmured C

Dear James, otherwise Jimmy Silver
of the Classical Fourth, grinned.
Tommy Dodd scowled.

The two juniors, Classical and
Modern, were talking cricket, and the
was really of some importance,
as it had reference to the teh
that was shortly coming off between
the Modern and the Clssslcal Junior
sides.  Interruptions from anybody
were not specially wanted—least of all
from Clarence Cuffy. Any conversa-
tion, indeed, was too important to be
interrupted by Cuffy, Cuffy being an
absolutely negligible mdividu

Tommy Dodd laid a hand on the
shoulder of his hmﬁcnsive relatlve, and
spun him half-round, so that he was
facing Mr. Manders’ House across the

quad.

‘““See the doorway over there?” asked
Tommy.

“Qertainly, my dear Thomas. T see
xt qu‘te plainly,” said the surprised

“My vision is not in '/he least
m’\p’u“d I am thankful to st

“Head for it, as fast as vou can,”
saild Tommy Dodd. “Run all the way
and don’t stop. See’

My deer Thomas—-""

“Like me to start you with a kick?”
asked Dodd.

'I‘l-; T ”hould object very strongly,

“Thm hook it.”

“But I have to spealy to you, my
dear Thomas, and though I am sorry
to,interrupt—

“Look here, you burbling ass,” said

Tommy , tones of intense
patience, “we're talking cricket, and
thcles no time for you to burble. Get

oing. We're sem!ng about? Wednes-
daV"‘ match, fathead. Now cut!™
“But I want to speak to ynu sbout
Wednesday’s match, my dea:
ur| ged y
don't be an ass!” said Tommy
Dodd “Keep to things you nnderstand
if you understand anything.
talk cricket,”

A LIE!
“But T want to play on Wednesday,
‘Thomas.”

Eh?

“What?” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.
Cuffy blinked benignly at the two
tonished juniors.

‘It is rather an Important matter,
‘Thomas,” he said. “You see, my father
is coming to Reokwood on Wednesday
to see me, and he would be so very,
very pleased to see me playing for the

oS!

““About the only
g‘ould be, I fancy!”

ily

“Play you!” sald Tommy Dodd
dazedly. “Why, you can’t play cricket !
You don't even show up at games’
practice. You don’t know the differ-
ence between & cricket-bat and a brick-
bat. Are you joking?”

“Not at all, dear Thomas. It is t
that I know very little about crlcket ”

said Cuffy modestly “It does not
mteresb me as a game, and to tell
the truth qulte frankly, I prefer
marbles—-'

“Ha,” ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

“And I have oﬂ:en thourht, my dear
‘Thomas, that a half-holiday might be
more comfotts.bly spent sitting in a
secluded quiet - spot, playing °
nquvhts D.nd crosses,” ~said Cuffy.

Nevnrhhe!ess it is my duty to please
my dear father, and he wishes to see
me play cricket, so I have told him
that I will play on Wednesday while
he is here.”

“You've told him?” shrieked Tommy
Dodd.

merchant who
grinned Jimmy

, my dear Thomas. T thought
I would mention the circumstance to
you, so that you could put my name
into the list.”
‘Tommy Dodd stared at his relative,
almost speechless.
He had always kiown that Clarence
cuﬁy was a chambion duffer.
uch to the credit of Tommy Dodd
Lhat he had always stood by Y,
who was only a distant relative, and
who certainly was not the fellow to
bring any credit on him at Rookwood.
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Often and often had Tommy Dodd
punched fellows for pulling Cuffy’s
innocent leg. Often and often had he
kicked Cuffy for Cuffy’s own goo
That Cuffy was a chump, and couldn't
help being a chump, Tommy took for
granted, and with great kindness of
heart he looked after the chump as

much as he could, and helped to steer
him through the storms and pitfalls
of school life.

But_ that Cuffy should be chump
enough to suppose that he could play
for the Modern side in a House match
was really surprising. There ought to
have been some limit even to Cuffy’s
chumpiness

But appas rcncly Cuffy supposed that
a fellow could butt into a cricket-match
as unceremoniously as a fag in_ the
Second Form could butt into a game
of marbles.

Cuffly seemed surprised by Tommy
Dodd's surprise. As Tommy did not
speak. Clarence rattled on

“I believe there :u‘e Pleven fellows in
a cricket-team, Thom:

“You believe?” ga:p?d Jimmy Silver.

"¥es. I an unobservant
fellow, my dear James, and on occa-
sions when I have watched cricket, T
have noticed that there are generally
eleven fellows concerned. Besides, I
have heard it spoken of.”

“My only Uncle John!” murmured

“I have been looking at the list,
‘Thomas, and observe that there are
eleven names in it,” we ‘uffy.
“I do not wish to speak positively on
a subject in which I am not well

. grounded, of course, but I have in-
ferred from this that you have already
made up the full team.”

“Is he real?” asked Jimmy Sllver.
gazing with deep interest at Cuf

“If this should prove to be the ease,
Thomas, no doubt you will ask one of
the dear boys to stand out and make
room for me,” went on Cuffy. ‘‘Cook
or Doyle would not mind, I am sure.”

“Go on!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Keep it up!”

“Or perhaps Silver would not object
to your playing twelve cricketers for
once,” said Cuffy, looking at the
captain of the Fourth. “He could also
play twelve, and so lt would be equally
f:ur for both

“Fan me!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“But T am \vﬂlmg to leave all details
to you, Thomas,” said Cuffy gener-
ously. “I have very little acquaint-
ance with cricket matters; indeed, the
only book I have read about such
things is the ‘Cricket on the
Hearth '—”

‘“Oh, my hat!”

“So arrange it as you think bess,
Thomas, I shall be satisfied so long
as I play on Wednesday, while my dear
father is here. He will be very, very
pleased.”

Tommy Dodd drew a deep breath.

“It’s no good talking to you, Cuffy,”
he said slowly.

“My dear Thomas” said Cuffy
anxiously, “I assure you that
prepared to give respectful attention

due consideration to any

observations you may think it incum-
bent uponiyon to make.”

good talking,” repeated

Tommy “In ten years I couldn’t make

you understand why you can’t play

in the House match on Wednesday.

Forget it! Drop it! Chuck it! GO

away while you're safe! See?”
““But my dear Thomas—"

“If you cal] me dear Thomas again
T'll sit you down, hard!” roared the
captain of the Modern Fourth.

“My dear Thomas—”

“Tnat does it!”

mmy Dodd laid both hands on the
shoulders of his relative. Cuffy sat
down in the quad. He sat ‘hard.

00

“Now,” . “Tm
going to count three, and then I'm
going to begin kicking you, Cuffy! I'm
going to kick you so long as you stay
in reach. One!”

“My dear Thomas—-"

"Twn"’ rgared Tommy Dodd.

“iy



4 LIvING

“Three!”

“ My—yareco00000p ! ”

‘Tommy Dodd kept hs,s word. Clarence
Cuffy bounded up like an indiarubl
ball, and ran for his life. The u(ﬁnon
of the House match had to be left
over—even Cuffy could see that his
relation, Thomas, was not in a mood
of sweet reasonableness and was not to
be argued with at present. He stood
not upon the order of his going, but
went at once.

Tommy Dodd breathed hard and
deep as Clarence Cuffy vanished in
the distance, yelling.

“What o merchant to plant on a
chap at 2 public school!” he gasped
“They asked me to T him,
and take him under my \\mg and keep
him from harm—and now he asks me

play him in a House match whend
he doesn’'t know the difference between

a cricket ball and a fancy dress ball.”
Silver wiped his eyes.

idiot!” he agreed.  “Sort of
e family, T suppose.”
classical aes!” said Tommy

“He's only distant r
ne—practically no relation—sort
of elcv enth Cousm ten times remcv
or somethin;

2

emblance—"

“The resemblance—intellectually, I
mean-
Jiminy
any further

Stiver hod no tume to_ get

r. Tor i rushed on
Bim, and smofe bim T and g
and the next minute a crowd of Rook:
wood fellows hed an enfertaining view
of a Modern and Classical junior
hammering one another under the
beeches in great style.

CHAPTER 2.
Tea in the End Study!

IMMY SILVER came up to the end

study to tea on the following day

R a little late. Lovell and Raby and

Newcome were already there, and

Jimmy hoped that they had tea ready.

A LIE!

Jimmy had been delayed in the Form-
room writing lines—a result of his
encounter with Tommy Dodd under
the beeches. As he came along to the
end study he heard sounds of merri-
ment within, Lovel and Raby and
Newcome were roaring, apparently in
possession of some great joke.

“Go it, Cuffy!” Lovell was saying,
as Jimmy Silver came up, and there
was another roar.

“My dear Arthur—-" came the
gentle tones of Clarence Cuffy of the
Madern Fourth.

a, ha, ha!”

y Silver looked in. His three
Yl were yelling with laughter,
as wa VIDrhu‘Lgt/ou of the Fourth, who
was there to tea. Cuffy stood in the
middle of the study, wtih a rather be-
wxldeled expression on his kind face,

vidently at a loss to account for the
merument

“What's the merry joke?” asked
Jimmy as he came in.

“Here it is,” answered Raby. “The

name of it is Cuﬂy' The funniest thing
th‘\' eve Vel
I ba

een watiine 105 you g
" said Cufly, beaming on
“I cannot

dr’:{r Jam
tu "uytam of the Fourth.
for this extraordinary out-
brea‘( Df risibllity on the part of these
dear fellows. There is nothing, I think,
a ludicruus nature in a cricket
match—"
“There would be if you rlayed old
bean,” (‘h\(ckled Mornington.
“A cricket match?” repea’ccd Jimmy,
puzzle B

I have simply mentioned m;

intention of Daying n the. Classiont <

side in the mmch on Wednesday.”

“Oh, ho!

Ha, hB,. ha!” roared Lovell and
Raby and Newcome and Mornington.
And Jimmy Silver joined in.

“I will ("(p!am how matters Smnd
my dear James,” pursued Cuffy, *“For
some reason which I do not thoroughly
comprehend, my relative,

Dadd declines to include me in the
Modern team. I have argued with

e
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him very seriously, as it is impossible
for me to disappoint my dear parent.
But he does not seem amenable to
reason—indeed, he has actually ejected
me from his study and jabbed me most
brutally with the pomted end of a
,nckev stump as 1 left.

“Properly speaz:mg, being & Modern
fellow, I should play on the Modern
side,” continued Cuffy. “But the im-
portant point is, of course, that I
should not disappoint my dear fnther

0 has éxpressed a wish to see me
plny cricket. I have therefore declded
to play in the Classical team.”

“You have decided?” gasped Jimmy.

‘“Yes, my dear James. You see, it
is the only thing to be done in the
circumstances,” said Cuffy.

“Oh, my hat! I ra.\‘,her ‘think there’s
something else that can be donel
Frinstance, if we found you in tbe
Classical team we might drown you in
t‘le fuuntam——~

Or bo\l you in oil—

A dear—"

“Or bury you darkly at dead of
night,” continued Jimmy Silver. “If
you're not insured, better keep clear.”

“My dear James—

“Borry, old man, but there’s nothing
doing,” said Jimmy Silver, laughing.
“You see, cncket is cricket, and youre
an ass. If y lon’t mind my mention-
ing it, you’ re a champmn ass. In fact,
In the asinine line, yowre the very out-
side edge. See?”

“I do not quite see, my dear James.
Even if I were very stupid—say, as
sh‘l‘-éigf’tf‘ any fellow here—"

“Even in so extreme a case,” said
Cuffy innocently, “I should still be able
to play cricket, a game thatrequires
no intelligence. 50 far as I am aware.
Throwing a ball at sticks set upright
in the ground may be amusing, but it
cannot be considered intellectual. My
opinion is that a game like noughts
and crosses places a far more severe
strain on the inellectual powers.”

“Noughts and crosses!” sobbed
Lovell. “Oh dear! Noughts—Ha, ha!
And—oh, my hat—crosses!”

“So 1 trust, my dear James, that you
will make it & point to-play me in the
match,” said Cuffy seriously. “I should
rather play as a Mudem, but it is Hob-
son’s choice with me, and I must play
as a Classical, as dear Thomas will
not put me in. I will do my best to
win the mateh for you; but if it should
be lost, it is not, fortunately, a matter
of any great consequence.”

“Go it!” gasped - Mornington.
“Trickle on, Cuffy! This is better
than the Sixth Form Greek Play on
Speech Day.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Is it arranged, my dear James?"
asked Cuffy.

Jimmy Silver pred his eyes.

“No, old ass. Run away and play
noughts and crosses. -bye!”

Good:

Clarence Cuffy looked at the captain
of the Fourth sadly, more in SOrrow
than in anger.

“Do you really refuse, my dear

uy and truly, my dear
1d|ot = assured Jimmy Silver. “Sit down
and have tea with us, and don't say
anything more about cricket.”

Olarence Cuffy sighed, and sat down
to tea. Evidently he thought it was
rather unkind of dear James to refuse
him a place in the Classical junior
eleven. As he had told Lovell & Co,
his dear parent would have been very,
very pleased, and it did not seem to
oceur to Cuffy that there was any other
aspect to the matter.

The Fistical Four were quite pleased
to entertain Cuffy at tea. They would
not have been found dead, so to speak,
in the same cricket team with
But they liked old Cuffy; evex‘ybudy
liked him more or less. Indeed it would
have been rather ungrateful not
to like Cuffy; he added a great deal
to the gaiety of existence at Rookwood.

So they filled him with cakes and
buns and tarts, and Clarence beamed
mildly over“the festive board
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‘““Nother cup of tea, old chap?”
asked Newcome.

“Thank you, my dear Newcome. I
think I may venture to partake of
another cup of that very refreshing | Th
bevemge," assented Clarence.

“Shove some mare hot water in the
pot,” said Lovel

Cuffy Jumped up.
glad to make himself

“Pray allow me, my dear Newcome!”
he exclaim

The kettle was Jmmed m the scud.y
fire, singing.

He held it in his hand for about the
billionth part of a secon

In that brief space of time he made
the djscovery that the handle was ex-
ceedingly hot.

Then he dropped 1t.

Crash!

He was always
useft

A keftle half full of boiling water
crashed on the fender and rolled
across the hearthrug, sputtering and
streaming.

‘There was a ﬂenmsh yell from
V&Ientme l\llllommg

“Ya

M d up, knockmg his
chair backwards, and danced on one
clasping the other with both
hands. Apparentl®  Morny  ha
bagged some of the hot water with the
Jeg he was nursing.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy

Silver. %

Lear  me Are you scalded,
Mornington?” asked Cuffy, in deep
concern,

Mornington howled.

“Yow-ow! Oh, no! I'm doin g a
song ,and  dance, that’s all. Ow!

My dear fellow, I am so glad you

are not scalded. I feared, from your

sudden movement, that you"were.”
“Let that kettle alone, you danger-

ous ass!” yelled Lovell, as Ouffy
stooped fo pick it up.

=My dear Arthur—"

“Let it al

But Cuffy d.\d not. let it alone. He

LIVING A LIE!

caught the handle in his handker-
ief, on account of the heat. Thus
without bwming his fingers. Kettle
ln h&nd he turned to the tea-table,
still some hot water left

in the keme, and Cuffy was ready to
ur.

qu 50u hold out the teapot, my
dear Art ,
“Wel u T careful, you ass!”
growled Arthur Edward Lovell, hold-
ing out the teapot.
“Certainly, my dear Arthur. I should
be exceedingly sorry to scald your i
Ts—" .

finges

“Yarooooh!”

e stream of water from
kettle missed the teapot. It did not
miss Arthur Edward Lovell’s fingers.

Crash!

The teapot went to the floor and
smashed into some dozens of frag-
ments.

Lovell sucked his fingers for a
mﬂ"nent Wltb a look on his face that a

might have envied.
Tben, thhout a word, he rushed at

Cuﬁ was beginning:- “My dear
Anhur!” but he had no time tO con-
tinue. Dear Arthur was upon him
like & whirlwind.

“Yoop! Ohl ‘Whoop!
Help! roared

“Lovell!” shouted Jimmy.

Lovell did not heed remonstrances.
His fingers were scalded. He forgot
that Cuffy was a guest in the end
smdy Cufy’s head was m chancery.

vell  was  punc him
frantics.!w ‘The yells of the hapless
Cuffy rang along the Fourth-Form
passage.

Y OW-0W-OW-0W-OW-0W- -OwwWo000p1”

“8top him!” panted Raby.

“Leave him alone." s:nd Morning-

on. “The idiot wants it—he's
}a‘sl{ed fnr \t—he 's begged for it—let him
ave |

ow!

“Yarooo 00p!  Yooop! Help! Ow!”
“ane.ll!" yelled Raby.
me alone!” howled Lovell

“I’m gol.ug to smash him! I'm going
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to  pulverise him!
spifflicate  him! I'm going to
slaughter him! I'm going—— Leggo,
you silly owls, T tell you' 4

el asped him and

I'm going to

dragged lL'n off Cuﬁ
roared Loveu struggling.
“!ve not ﬂm.shed yet.”

“You havel” gs.sped Jimmy Silver.
“Stop it, you a:
“Hook it, Cuﬂy"' gasped Raby.
Lovell was in a state of fury, and
even the three found it rather hald
to hold him in. Cuffy retreated to the
door in great astonishment an

“My dear Arthur— he gasped.
couHook it, you ass! shouted  New-

T Certﬂ, ly, my dear fellow, but I
desire to assure Athu.r that it was quite
by accident—

“Get out!” yelled Ji g

“That I scalded his fingers, and that
I regret exceedingly the ang ish I have
inadvertently caused

Lovell broke loose at Lha,t point, and
rushed at Cuffy again. Even Clarence
Cufly realised that he had better go

| without expressing any further regrets,

and he scudded away down the corridor.
Lovell, unappeased, scudded in hot
pursuit,

'Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver.

It was ten minutes later that
Arthur Edward Lovell came back to
the study, breathless. He had a satis-
fied look, which seemed to indicate that
he had overtaken the fleeing Cuffy,
and left him for dead somewhere be-
tween the School House and Mr.

Manders’ House.

CHAPTER 3,
A Mana— of Difficuity!
i EVER!” snapped Tommy Dodd.

“I should jolly well think

not!” said Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle together.

Apparéntly the three Tommies of the

Modern Fourth were in full agreement.

Certainly they expressed the same
opinion, and they expressed it em-
phatically.

But Tommy Dodd, with all his em-
phasis, had a worried look. It might

almost have been opined that he ex-

pressed himself so forcibly in order to
drive away a lingering uncertainty in
his own mind.

“It’s quite unposslble ” went on the
captain of the Modern F

“Qu te!” said Tommy Cook.

“Arrah and so it is intirely,” said
Tommy Dayle; “and sure only a born

ossoon would have thought of such a
ing, and by the same token I'll kick
Cuffy agin mxt time I see him.”

“It can’t be did, and that's an end,”
said Tommy Dodd.

That’s an cuc,” agreed Cook.

“All very Well to say that it's an end,”
went on Tommy Dodd, rather unreason-
ably.  “But m\Dne that old Mr.
Cufly is an old fieng of my father's,
and I don’t want to displease him if I

can help it. He’s been awfully good to

me in one way or another. He's a bit
of an ass, of course, but he gave me a
canoe last summer.”

“Good man,” said Cook. “But you
can’ help it—and that’s that!”

“If it were only that ass Cuffy him-
self we could kick him out of gates this
afternoon,” said Tommy Dodd moodily.
The discussion was taking place in the
recess after second lassnn on Wednes-
day morning. “I like old Cuffy, with
all his funny ways, and I dow’t mind
kicking him hard at times, trying
kick a little sense into him. But I can’t
k\ck his father 3 suppo=e 3

unno!” agreed Cook.

“I have had a letter from him, and
he takes it for granted that Cufly is
playing in the match this afternoon,
and tells me how pleased he is to see
Clarence coming out in this way. He
says he is sure that it is due to my
kind care of

“Dear old gent!” murmured Doyle.

“It's beastly awkward,” went on
Tommy Dodd, in deep worry and dis-
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(ress. “Old Mr. Cuffy is an ass, of
course, and knows as 'much about
cricket as the man in the moon. He's
really backed up Cuffy in keeping out
of games, thinking the dear chap is
delicate. He’s about as delicate as a
cart-horse, I think. Now he seems no
end bucked at the idea of Cuffy playing
for his House. He thinks I've faken the
ass in hand, and trained the chump,
and taught the fathead, and made a
cricketer of the burbling idiot, and he
hanks me in a very nice way for what
I've done—I mean for what I haven't
done and couldn't do. It's all that fat-
head Cuffy, of course; he took it for,|
granted th&t I should play him if he |
asked me, and told his father he was
playing.”

“Let’s kick him again,” sald Doyle.

Tommy Dodd grunted impatiently.
There was solace, in a way, in kick-
ing Clarence Cuffy; also, it was for
Cuffy’s good. But the present pressing
problem could not be solved by the
exercise of boot-leather on the person
of Cuffy.

* The born burbler!” went on Tommy
Dodd. ‘“He’s hurt because I can’t pu
him in the team. He says that lf I
wanted to play noughts and crosses
with him any time, even if it was in-
convenient, he would agree at once.”

“Ha, ha, hag’ roared Cook and
Doyle.

“And old Mr. Cuffy will be here this
afternoon!” growled Tommy Dodd.

“He's lunching with the Head, and
after that he's going to roll down to
Litile Side and see us play
sicals. How am I going to tell him that
Cuffy isn't playing? I can’t explain to
a man that his son Is such a born idiot
that he ought really to be put in a
home for incurables, can I?"

“Paith, and it wouldn't be polite.”

i1 cnn’t knock Ciiffy on the hes
pursucd Tommy Dodd gloomily. * Ho's
not likely to fall down and break his
leg, or anything of that kind, just to
please me. In fact, if he fell down he
would break somebody else’s leg, if he
broke anything. That's Cuffy.”

‘Tommy Dodd looked very glum.

The other two Tommies exchanged
rather alarmed glances.

They could quite easily read their
captain’s inner thoughts, and they
knew that he was shrinking from of-
fending the old gentleman who was
coming to Rookwood School that after-
noon. That all very well; but
cricket was cricket, and the Moderns
wanted to beat the Classicals. Cook
and Doyle were loyal chums, and they
felt for Dodd in his difficulty, but they
were prepared to lynch him if he threw
away a House match by playing a dud
in the team.

“You can’t play him,” said Cock
curtl.v

“‘What am I to say to Mr. Cuffy?”

"Blessed if T know! Tell him that
cricket is too rough a game for dear
Clarence, and .that he’s likely to eb
damaged in tackling the gua‘keeper
susggested Cook sarcastically.

“Oh, don't b an ass! I must tell
hxm something.

“Tell him We re keeping Cuffy in re-
serve for a great hop-scotch match,”
went on Cook, still sarcastic.

Fathead! Of course I can’t play
him, but—"
“My dear Thomas!”

Clarencs Cufy ambled up and foined
the three Tommies with o cheery smile.
Three separate and distinct glares were
fixed on the happy Clarence.

trust, my dear Thomas, that you
e L your ‘somewhat
disconcerting ~ determination,” said

the Clas- | Cuffy.

“Hark at him!” groaned Tomm;
Dodd. “A fellow who talks like that
thinks he can play cricket!”

“My dear Thomas, I do not claim
to be so exnert at cricket as at noughts
and crosses,” said Cuffy gently. “At
the latter game I think ¥ may say,
without unbecoming boastfulness, that
I can hold my own. In the cricket-
match I can only say that I will do my
best. No fellow can do more.
not occur to you, my dear Thomas,
that you are atcaching an undue im-

L
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portance to what Is, after all, merely a
somewhat frivolous form of open-air
exercise?”

Tommy Dodd did not answer that
question. Silently ke took Clarence
Cuffy by the collar, and banged his
head against the wall.

Then he walked away, leaving Cuffy
rubbing his head, and blinking after
him snrrnwfully

“He, he,

‘Tubby Mumn of the Classical Fourth
had oeen a witness of that incident, and
it seemed to entertain Tubby.

Cuffy glanced at him.

& dear Muffin,” he said mildly,
“there is no occasion for laughter. My
inconsiderate relative has actually
hurt my head by brmgmg it in sudden
and violent contact with the wall.

Wl

“What do you let him bang your silly
head fm‘?” asked Tubby.

“I trust, my dear Muffin, that
Thomas’ conscience will reproach
him, and cause him to regret his hasty
B'nd thoug'htless action,

He, he, he! TI'll nge you another
bang,” grinned Tul
“What? Oh!”

Tubby Muffin grasped Cuffy's collar
as Tommy Dodd had done, and again
Cuffy’s innocent head smote the wall.
roared, and  Tubby ~Muffin
. It wag seldom that the fal
lttle Tubby was able to “rag” any-

ody; was generally rather the
raggee than the ragger, so to speak.
But the harmless and inoffensive Cuffy
seemed quite a safe victim.

“My dear Mufin!” gasped Cufly, in
pajned surpri:

ho1” chortled Tubby.

For thc third tim¢ Cuffy’'s bhead
knocked on the wall and Tubby
roared with laughter. This was quite
entertaining.

“Oh, dear!” gasped Cufly. “My
dear Muffin, I can excuse the hasty
and inconsiderate action of my dear
relative Thomas, as he scems to be in
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a state of annoyance for some reason
unknown to me. But it appears to me,
Muifin, that your conduct is fcunded
uncn a foclish and far from kind-
hearted desire to cause physical suffer-
ing, and I feel that it is my duty to
check you.”

“‘He, he, he—— Yarooooop!” roared
‘Tubby Muffin, as Clarence smote him
unexpectedly on his fat little nose.

Bump!

Tubby Muffin sat down.

“I am sorry, my dear Muffin,” said
Cldtence gently, “but in the circum-
stances I feel bound to check this re-
prehensible propensity on your part. I
snai) now kick you—

“Yooop!”

“And I trust, my dear Muffin—-"

“Yow-ow-ow!”

‘Tubby Muffin fled without waiting for
any more.

CHAPTER 4.
Tommy Dodd Takes the Plunge!

HAT'S Lhe jolly old mercmmx"
l m Edward

Sevcral fellows glanced round at Mr.

was quite a nice-looking old
gemleman He had a round, ruddy,
ce, and white hair and

Whlskel‘s, and gold-rimmed glasses, and
an expression of unbounded bene-
volence. He looked the kind of man
that any fellow Would have been glad
to have for an un at Christmas or

an unmistakably tipping look. Not
perhaps the kind of relative that a fel-
icw would be proud to show round

never ,
useful in times of financial scarcity.
“That Cuffy’s father?” remarked
Mornington. “Looks as if he might
bel"
' Nice old gent,” said Jimmy le‘,er
“I'm glad he's not going to as
to play Cuffy. I really shouldn't hke
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to say no to a dear old merchant like
that.”

Mr. Cufly glanced towards the
juniors, and they.capped him respect-
fully. His kind eyes beamed at them

is gold
glasses. The juniors were in ﬁzmnels,
and heading mt Little Side, and Mr.
Cuffy seemed to be bound in the same

dLre“tion. ‘Tommy Dodd was not to be
st

‘Mr Cuffy, I think, sir?” said
Mornington.

“Just so,” sald Mr. Cuily. “You

are frlends of my dear son, I sup-
pose!

" Oh, yes! We all know Cufty, sir,”
said Mornington. “A very popular fel-
low in the school, sir.”

Mr. Cufty beamed.

“I am truly glad to hear you say
so!” he exclaimed. “Of course, I am
sure that dear Clarence would be liked
everywhere. 1 am sure that few bogs
have such kind and gentle manners.”

“Ncne at all at Rookwood, sir,”
said Morny. “Cuffy is the only one of
his kind here.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Cuffy.

Jimmy Silver gave the dandy of the

ourth a warming glance. It was
fairly obvious that Cuffy’s innocence
was inherited from his father; the old
gentleman was as innccent and un-
suspicious as his hopeful son. Jimmy
Silver had a strong objection to the
old gentleman’s leg being pulled. But
Mornington’s view on subject
seldom coincided with Jimmy Silver’s.

expectin’ great  things of
Cuffy this afternoon, sir,” went on

Mornington. “He's comin’ out in the
cricket. Of course, youve been a
m'lcketer, sir?”

am afraid that in my youth I
somewhat neglected such games,” said
Mr. Neither do I
Clarence to bestow an undue par‘xon
of his time on mere games. Neverthe-
less, I am glad to see him figure occa-
sionally in such pursuits—time must

not be wholly given to study. Mens
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what,

said Mornington
gravely. “But Cuﬂy has a natural gift
for games. He's the Rookwood cham-
pion at hopscotch”

“Is he really?” asked Mr. Cuffy, Took-
ing very pleased. .

“And he has very few equals at
noughts and  crosses,” went on
Mornington.

“Dear me!”

"AL blind man's buff there are few

he Sixth who are anywhere near
h\s :omn » added Mornington.

Lovell seemed to be suffocating, and
Raby and Newcome turned their faces
away. Jimmy Silver kept his coum~
tenace as serious as he could.

“But you should see him at foot-
ball,” went on Mornington. “You
}mow the game Lhorough!y. of course,

what?”

sana_in corpu

ano,
“That’s i

No; I cannot say Lhnt I know the
game at all well,” said Mr. Cufly.

“Then Cuffy’s play wuu!d be an eye<
opener to you, sir—an education in it~
self,” said Morningtcn. “Last football
match he played in he potted the reg
the minute the pistol was fired.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Cuffy.

Lovell made a gurgling sound.

“You should have seen him bowl *
ing the goalkecper,” went on Morny,
with deep gravity. “After giving a @iss
in baulk, he trumped the ace and—-"

“Eh?”

“And cannoned off the cushion,” said
id it, of course.

Th
side to do but to draw stumps and walk
their chalks.”

“Shurrup, you ass!”  breathed
Jimmy Silver.
Mr. Cuffy looked a Little bewildered by

that description of a football match,

wish |as well he might

Dodd!” gasped Jimmy
Tommy Dodd came up. Jimmy Silver
la:mclo. walked on, and left Mr. Cuffy ta
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‘Tommy was looking, and feeling, ex-
tremely uncomfortable.

“ Well, where is Clarence?” asked Mi
Cuffy chee hangmg for the
matchavma! what?

“l su pose it is nearly time for the
Kkick- oﬂ'?" said Mr. Cuffy, glancing at
his w:

“The kick-off!” murmured Tommy
Dodd. Mr. Cuffy was apparently as

well “up” in games as his son
Clarence.

“Yes. Yes. I am quite anxious to
see Clarence playing for his School,”
said Mr. Cuffy.

“The House!" gasped Tommy Dodd.
‘It's a Huuse match.”

course,” waic Mr. Cufly, be.u!ﬂ‘
ing. “' trust that Clarence is in
form, Thomas. I have just heard rrom
that very nice boy about his skill at
footb 1.
“Have you?” gasped Tommy.

“¥es. ' There seems to be much more
in that game than there was when I
was a boy. I could scarcely lolh)w snme
of the cxpressions the lad ust
game has developed—what, What? I
hope that Clarence will show equal
form at cricket. Indeed, I should not
- have come to Rookwood to-day but for
the anticipated pleasure of seeing him

J

play. Much credit is due to you,
Thomas.”

“On1”

“I kpow that you have done every-

“thing you can for Clarence,” said Mr.
‘Cuffy, beaming. “I am sure he owes It
?“l to you, Thomas. I am very grate-
ul.”-

“H'm! »

‘But I am delaying you,” said
Cuffy cheerily.
you, Thomas.”

“l

I—

Mr.
“Don’t let me delay

“Is Clarence on the fleld?”
“Nunno. He—he—"
“Go and tell him, Thomas; he must

not keep the game waiting,” said Mr.
Cuffy. “Procrastination is the thief of

1
time. Clarence must not procras-
inate.”

*“B-b-b-but——"

“Hurry him up, my dear boy.

Mr. Cuffy waved a plump mmd to
Thomas Dodd, and trotted on towards
the cricket-ground. Tommy Dodd stood
and stared after him.

He was in the lowest of spirits.

He had intended to tell Mr. Cuffy
that it was all a mistake, and that
Clarence was not ficuring that day in
the Modem Jjunior team. But he hadn’t

told him.

mmmy Dodd  realised that he
hadn't the heart to tell him. He
simply couldn't  disappoint that

chubby old gentleman, who never
would have understood.

But to play Cuffy—

Tommy Dodd shuddered
thought.

All along he felt that it would come
to this, that when the crisis came his
conrage would fail him. And it had
fm.led.

at the

y Dodd drove his hands deep
lnto hls pocxcts and strode away to-
wards Mr. Manders' House.

He was going to play Cuffy!
The die was cast!

CHAPTER &.
Cufty, the Cricketer!
IMMY SILVER & CO. blinked as
Clarence Cuffy of the Modern
Fourth came on Little Side in spot-
less white, with a bat under his arm.
‘The Modern cricketers did more than
bnnk They positively glared.
k rushed up to Tommy Dodd and
Cﬁu"h{. him by the a:
“Dodd, you S*‘
“cheese it!” growled Tomm;
not playing that dnmmy?"

“Yes ,
“Arrah, and
howled Tom
make the
wicket!”

it’'s mad ye are!”
y Doyle. “You want to
assicals a present of a
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“We‘u sack you!” hissed Cook.
“We’ll boot you out of the ca.ptalncy,
Dodd! We'll—we'll lynch

you

“Kick the dummy off the ﬁeld'" seid
Towle.

“Good egg!”

Tommy Dodd’s eyes gleamed. He had
yielded under stress of circumstances,
and the stress of circumstances had
not improved his temper.

“Shut up, the lot of you!" he
growled. “If youre not satisfied, I'll
resign after the match. At present I'm
capmln and you can jolly well shut
up, see

"We'll Jolly well make you resign!”
how!sd Towle.

“My dear friends—" murmi
Clarence Cuffy, quite distressed. “My
dear, dear fellows—"

, you dry up!” grunted Tommy

“Dear Thcmas— "

“What grinned Lovell to the
Classical crlcketers “Old Doddy must
be getting soft! He’s actually playing

that born Idiot. T fancy they'll scalp
him for this!™
“Serve him right if they do, I

think,” said Puﬂ,v of the Fourth.
will be & walk-over for us.”

“Well, they won't let him howl, of
course.” said Jimmy, “and they won't
let him get in the way in the field. It's
like playing g man short. or losing a
wicket for a Dodd must
be an ass to risk But, affer all
we were going to beat them. any-
ho

it

” eald the Classicals.
They were all agreed on that, at Jeast.

M. Onfty was accommodafed with
comfortable chair before the pavilion,
henoe he could warch all the wonder.
ful performances of his honeful son.

vas too deeply interested in
Clarence to note the deen gloom in the
face of Tommy Dodd, or the intense
irritation of the rest of the Modern
tem

Dodd won the toss, and

mmy
Glected to bat. He told his men tersely
and almost savagely that he expected
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them to play up and beat the Classic
side.

“We're carrying a pn.ssenger " sald
Tommy _Dodd. “That’s all the more
reasen ﬁhy we shuuld play up our
hardest.

“What are we carrying a thumping
passenger for?” snorted Towle,

“You've left out young Lacy to'make
room for Cuffy.” said Tommy Cook.
“Ca‘l that cricket?”

“I asked Lacv " said Dodd, colouring,
“He sngreed—-'

‘Do you chmk thab Cuffy is unyming

like his form? He’s not much of
! sn't he worth a hagiul

But it's settled now!”
the came token we're
settled. too!” growled Tommy Doyle..
Tommy Dodd drew a deep breath.
“If we lose this match I shall re-
the captainev!” he said curtly.
w pile in and cmnl let’s have any
more jaw. T'm fe
And the Modﬂn mnmgs started with
Cook and Tommy Dovle at the \vlckets
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle
their best, and the-r best was verv
good. They wi erated _wit]
Their chum, it fhev wanted to®win:
and with Cuffy on their backs, so to
speak, no effort could be spared to pull
the game out of the fire. And they
ofit
hi

did not want their chum to (;;;rv

E L

The Classicals went into the fi
and Jimmy Silver kowled the first o
But the wickets stond throueh it, and
there were runs. Mornington baczed

Cook’s wicket. in the second over,
('nnrOV put Dovle to the rout scon
afterwards. Towle was caught in the
field by Putty.

Then Tommy Dodd, with a erim

1 to bat. It was a single
innines gam mr! =0 _all depended on
the innings. Tommy Dodd, fortunately,
was in great tmm and he was nerved
to do his very best by the knowledge
of the great handicap he had brought
on his team by playing Cufly.

brow, came




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 13

He gave the Classical ﬂ!:ld pl( nty of
leather-hunting, with Wads] t the
other end. The Modem fcllows
gathered round the field looked brighter
as the runs piled up. Batsman after
batsman came and went, and Tommy
Dodd was still going strong.

“Bedad, and he's a broth of a boy,
though & silly owl to play that dummy
Cuffy!" ¥aid Tommy Doyle.

“Last man in!”

“That ass, Cuffy!”

Cuify was last on the list. He picked
up his bat with a cheery smile, and
received an encourngmg smnle from
Mr. Cuffy as he left the

“Play up, Clarence, my bov"‘

“Yes, my dear father,” said Cuffy.
“I shall certainly do my very best, and
I hope to score a considerable number

of runs. It will be a great pleasure to
me to show you my_qual
crl T, especially as I have devoted

t amount of time to the study
of the game.”

“Are you going in, Cuffy?" bawled
Tommy C

Certa'nlv my dear Cock. I was
merely pausing to address a few words
to my father in regard to—"

“Get a move on, ass!”

Tommy Cook made a hostile advance
upon Cuffy, and that youth hopped into
the {ield and went to his wicket. He

passed nmy Dodd on the way, and
Tomniy signed to him.
“C old man—-"

my dear Thomas."

re sixty!” sald Tomamy Dodd.
“I do not umte understand _ you,
I am only fiftcen,” said Cufly,
rprise. “and you, I think, are
only a monlh or two older.”

d.
““Far be it 1rcm 7*
Thomas, on malt of arithmetical
ennmenuon with which I dare say
vou are quite well acqualated,”
CAII\'\' meekly. “But I should h*u(
posed that a score was twenty r

other matters, not appertaining to
cricket, a score certainly is twenty. But
perhaps in cricket the cnumeration
follows some different principle.

“Oh, crumbs!"” roaned Tomm
Dodd. “Shut up and listen, ass'
We've made sixty runs, and I want to
make some more. Keep your wicket up,
and don't play the goat. Don't try to
make runs—you can’'t! Xeep your
wicket up while I make the runs. Sce?”

“I thought that taking runs was an
inseparable part of the game, Thomas,
but I will carry out your instructions!”

“Go it, then!”

Clarence Cuffy trotted to his wicket.

Tommy Dodd, who had the bowling,
nourished a faint hope. Even an ass
like Cuffy ought to be able to keep his
wicket up for a few overs, while Tommy
did some more of his brilliant scoring.

If Cully stone-walied steadily and
patiently, that was all that was
wante

The bﬂu came down from Morn-
ington, and Tommy sent it through
the slips. Then ke ran.
Cufly didn't.

ear Thomas had told him not to
take runs; and Cuffy stood like a
statue at his wicket. He regarded
Tommy Dodd, as that youth came rac-
ing up the pACh with' a calm and In-

terests There was a roar round
the field.

“Run, you ass!”

“You potty piffier, why didn't you

shift?”

“Get o move o3, Cuffy!”

But Cuffy did not yet a move
He had been told not to take l'ms,
and he wasn't taking any. He
stood immovable. Tommy Dodd was
within a few yards of him, red with
fury. Tommy realised that he
would never make Cufly understand
in time, and he whirled round and
raced baclk to his wicket.

Crash!

His bat was a yard cff the crease
when the ball came in. The wicket
went to piecds, and there was a groan
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from the Modemns. Tommy Dodd
stared at his wrecked wicket, and then
he looked round at Cuffy. t he did
not speak. It was useless to speak.
There were no words in any dictionary,
in any language, that could have done
,’yusuce to the feelings of Thomas Dodd.

CHAPTER 6.
“ Caught, Cufty!”
IXTY to beat,” said Arthur
“We could do

Edward Lovell
it on our heads!”
Arthur Edward Lovell went in with
Mornington to open the Classical in-
nings. Tommy Dodd led his merry men
into the field. Tommy Dodd’s face, as
a rule, was merry and bright on the
playing-fields. Now was neither
merry nor bright; it was thunderous.
By this time mmy had deeply re-
pented him that he hud allowed good-
nature and a kind consideration for an
elderly gentleman to induce
the impossible Cuffy in the team. Re-
pentance came too late, of course—the
harm was done. Even the prospects
of giving Cuffy a study licking aruer the
match was only a slight eonsolation.

“Where do I fleld, my den.r Thomas?”
asked he
skxpper placed his merL

ywhege you like, so long as you
keep Out of the way!” growled Tommy
Dodd.

“But, my dear Thomas—"

“Hook it!” howled Tommy Dodd so
ferociously that Clarence Cuffy hooked
it without another syllable.

His face was a little saddened as he
faded away. His belief had always been
that cricket, as 2 game, was much in-
ferior to noughts and crosses. Now he
could not help seeing that it had an
effect on the temper, which noughts
and crosses mnever had. His dear
relative, Thomas, was quite cross,
mlthuugh Cuffy had_done his very, very
best to carry out all dear Thomas’ in-

structions,
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It was very sad, and it made Cufly
sigh. He felt that he had much better
not play in any more cricket matches.
On that point, at lcast, his dear rela-
tive was in full agreement with hlm

The Classical innings opened 1.
But there were good kowlers on the
Modern $ide, and the field was very
good—with one exception. Cufiy was
favoured with us much attention as
the Classicals could give him. But
a catch from Towle in the slips put
Arthur Edward Lovell out of action,
and later on Tommy Dodd clean
bowled Mornington, and after him
Errol], and after him, Raby, in a single
over, amid loud and ringing cheers from
the Modern spectators.

Matters were looking up for the
Modern side, and Tommy Dodd allowed
himself to hope, and no longer yearned
to kick Clarence Cuffy.

‘When the Classicals were seven down
for thirty runs the spirits of the
Moderns rose high. From several quar-
ters of the fleld ironicn! Classi alled
out to Tommy Dodd t, put on Cufiy—to
let Cuffy bowl. But Tommy was not
likely to act on that advice. spite
of the handicap of Cuffy the Mode"ns
were pulling ahead—till Jimmy Silver
came to the wickets.

Then the runs piled up again, Jimmy
adding twenty-four of his own befbre
he was bowled by Cook. Tommy
Dodd’s spirits, which had risen high,.
were reduced almost to zero again, and
again he began to think of kicking

Cuffy.
“Last man in!” came t.he word at
last.

Oswald was at the wickets, and New-
com e in to join him. Newconte
ad ‘i~ bowling, and he was a good and

sie bat.  The Classical score was
fifty-eight, and in the opinion of the
C’a<s*cals all was over bar shouting.

Tommy Dodd went on to bowl, with
a grim expression on his face. He sent
down a careful ball, which Newcome
snicked away for a single. The bats-
men ran and made good before the ball
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came in, and the Classical fellows gave
a cheer,

“One to tie, two to win!™ Arthur
Edward Lovell remarked (o Jimmy
Silver. “Oswald is good for a dozen.
He's got the batting now.”

Jimmy nodded.

The ball was fielded and tossed back
to Tommy Dodd. my sent it
down, and Oswald df‘(\ll “ll!\ 1t easily
enough The ball rose from the willow
and salled away, and the white figures
of tne bul<n1e11 ran.

one!” grunted Tommy Doyle.

All eyes fo‘lo\‘ed the ﬂ.\ghb of the
bu\l Then there was a yell.

“Cuffy!"

“Cuffy!"” babbled Tommy Dedd.

It was amazing! It was incredible!
During the innings Clarence Cuffy h:
grabbed after the ball several times,
and had been shoved cut of the way in
the most unceremonious manner by the
nearest fleldsman.  Now he grabbed at
it again. True, it was not a difcult

tch for any fellow but Cuffy—and
1 nt of the ball had given even
Cuﬁv a chmue He grabbed at it—and
le held it He did not_even let it
slip through his flngers as if hus fingers
were buitered. He held it—in his
hand! He held it high and hard!

“Caught!”

“Caught, Cuffy!”

“0‘1 Great Scott!”

al 1" yelled Tnmmy
“Cpught, Cuffy! my hat’
my only Aunt Scmproma' Oh

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bravo!" velled Jimmy
ba, ha! Bra

13

Dodd.
o,

Silver, “Ha,

Oawnld almosb fell down as he saw [ Dodd.
M

had happened. dern
velled with merriment and relief.
comrades surrounded him,
and cheerin; Cuffy blinked
at tlwn m amazement.
“Have I done right,
Thomas?” he asked.
“Ha, ha! Yes, right as rain!”

my dear

gurgled
Tommy Dodd. “What on earth made
you catch it, Cuffy?"”
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“What a giddy miracle!" gasped
Tommy Cook, thum; 'Ag larence on
the back. “Oi, my hat!

“Owl” splutteren Clnren e.

“Cuﬁy won the maﬁch' gasped

Tommy Doy ye iver play
him agam, Tommy Dodd we'll scalp

“Play him again!” grinned Tommy
Dodd. “No_fear! Mn‘acles don't
happen twice in thc same place!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Clarence Cuffy was marched off the
field in the midst of a hilarious crowd
of Moderns, back to where % 'y
was sitting. Cuffy beamed on
Clarence and his comrades.

“Cuffy’s won the game for us, sir!”
grinned Tnmmy Dodd. “No end of a
cateh, sir!”

“I am truly glad and delighted,” said
Mr. Cufty. “I was sure that he would
cover himself wuh credit. I congratu-
late you, Clarence.”

Everybody congratulated Clarence.
And there was no doubt that Clarence
was a fellow to be congratulated—he
had had a narrow escape. For had
the game been lost there was no doubf
that Clarence’s life would scarcely have
been safe on the Modern side at Rook-
wood afterwards.

“My dear Thomas,” said Clarence
a few days later, “I have been con-
sidering very seriously whether to be-
come a regular member of your eleven
for the season.

“Oh, have xou!" sluttered Tommy

“Yes, may dear Thomas. I
given the matter deep reflection, and
have decided to stick to the quiet and
sedate game ofi—"
“Noughts and
Tommy )
“‘Precisely, my dear Thomas."”
‘Tommy Dodd laid a kind hand on
Cufly’s shoulder.
“Stick m ‘am, old chap!” he caid.

crosses!” gasped
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““We’ll worry along,

cricket on our own.

and crosses, old man.”
And Cuffy did.

LIVING

somehiow, with the
Stick to noughts

CHAPTER 7.
In stylel
ONGMORANGCY !”
“Eh9”

M “What!”

“ Mongmorangey ! ”
Muffin loftily.

“Is that a name?”
Edward Lovell doubtfully.

“It’s the new fellow’s name.”

“Whero on easth did he pick it up,
then?” said Lovell. “Jevver hear a
name like that before, Jimmy?”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“I dare say Tubby means Montmor-

repeated Tubby
asked Arthur

ency,” he answered. “Tubby’s giving
it the ree.! French pronunciation, in
Muffin-French.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha,!”

“His name’s Mongmorangey!”, in-
sisted Tubby Muffin.  “Cecil Cuthbert
Mnngmorangcy. Sounds nobby, don’t

rgeous!” yawned Jimmy Silver.

“Hes no id rich,” continued Tubby
Muffin impMRssively. “Belongs to a
terrific big family, I believe! I won-
der what study he will be put into?
There’s room for him in mine, if Jones
or Higgs or Putty Grace would clear
out. I think they might, m the cir-
cumstances.”

There was a chuckle from Jimmy
Stiver & Co.

Evidently Tubby Muffin was prepared
to greet the new junior with the mag-
nificent name in the most hospitable
manner. Tubby was not dxstmgulshed
for generous hospitality, as a rule. Pos-
sibly the fact that Cecil Cuthbert was
“no end rich” had something to do
with it. A fellow who was no end rich
was an acqu!smon in any study—especi-

ally Tubby’
“1 don‘t mre ‘what study he’s put in,

A LIE!

s0 long as it’s not the end study!” re-
marked Lovell. “NO room for new
pups in our quartel ers!”

No fear!" assented Raby and New-
come in a breath.

““Oh, he wouldn’t want to come into
the end stifiy!” said Tubby Muffin,
with a shake of the head. “He wouldn’t
care for it!”

e thump do you know he
demanded Raby, rather

The Fistical Four did not want new-
comers in the end study, certainly. But
it would have been an honour to any-

ody to be admitted to that famous
apartment. There was only one
opinion on that point—in the end
study!

“Well, you see, he's an awfully aris-
tocratic chap,” explained Tubby Muffin.

‘““He’s bound to be a bit particular
to whom he associates with. Don’t you
fellows think so?” .

Four separate and djsb.mct glmes were

on Reginald But Tykby,
heedless of the g!ares, mmed on mp—
b

“He won't want to come into your
study. I should think he'd look over
the Fourth, and pick cut the decentest
fellows to dig with. Only there's such
a crowd in my study already—" o

“You fat chump!” said Arthur Ed-
werd Lovell, in measured tones.

“It’s very likely,” continued Tubby
Muflin, still unheeding, “that he's a
relation of mine. The Muffins™inter-
married with the Montmorencies at
one time—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha,!”

“I dont see anything to cackle at,
you fellows! I tell you the Mumns are
closely connected with the—’

‘“Crumpets?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“No, you ass—with the Montmor-
encies"’ yelled Tubby. “I think very
likely the chap’s my relative—a sort
of second cousin twice removed, or
something like that. There’s Mont-
morg‘ncy blood in me. I can tell vou
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““‘More Muntin fat than Montmorency
blood' ” said Lovel
ah!” was Tubbys retort.

And the fat Classical rolled away, to
seek more sympathetic hearers than the
Fistical Four.

Jimmy Silver & Co.,

as a matter of |
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Jimmy Silver smiled slightly. Morn-
ington was not rich, but he was con-
nected with a third of the peerage, and
he attached more importance to such
distinctions than most of the Rookwood
fellows.

“What's in & name?” Sﬂid Jimmy.

fact, were only very faintly i
in the new boy, who was to arrive at
Rookwood that day.

New boys were not of much import-
ance in the eyes of such important
;()uﬂ'lji] as the chiefs of the Classical

All thev cated about was that the new
kid shoul e ‘“‘shoved ” into their
study, where Lhere were four already—
or practically five, counting Lovell's
feet, as Raby had once remarked.

nd the Co. were not even remotely
!mpressed by the fact that the new
fellow was named Montmarcncy. and
that he was no end ric

Being a little more particular in
money matters than Tubby Muffin, they
had no designs upon the rich youth’s
cash, and so the at he was
vﬁ\lthy made no d.lﬁerence to them at

They had been talking cricket when
Tubby Mufiin joined them to give them
the latest news, and they continued to
talk cricket after Mufiin rolled
away. And in one minute they had
forgotten both Tubby Muffin and Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency. The match
with St. Jim’s, which was coming along
shortly, was of more importance than
all the Montmorencies in the universe.
Valentine Mornington strolled up.

“You fellows heard?” he asked.

‘“Anything about the St. Jim's team?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“No; about the new fellow—"

“Oh, bless the new fellow!” said
Jimmy. “We've had him ffom Tubby.
Are you keen on Montmorencies,
Morny?”

Morny laughed.

“Not in Tubby’s way,” he answered.
“But I'm rather interes in the new
fellow, all the same. If he lives up to
his name he uught t0 be pretty decent.”

“Doesn’t es
he say, now? We had it in English
Classics the other day—-"

“That which we call a rose, by any
obh(r name would smell as sweet!” said

“Tha.ts it!” said Jimmy.

“Bother Shakespeare!” answered
Mornington. “He’s a pretty good poet,
but he was a fellow of no family, after

‘ Oh, my hat!”

“Well,” said Lovell sarcastically,
‘“you can take giddy Montmorency to
your waistcoat and kiss him on his
baby brow, if you like, Morny, but we
are not going to enthuse over him! I
shall punch Ius nose if he turns it up,
I know that!”

“Easy does it!” said Jimmy Silver,
lauvhmg “He hasn't turned up yet,

“Well xl he does—" sald Lovell.

“Assi” You don’t want to be down
o1 a fellow before you've seen him!”
remonstrated Jimmy Silver.

“But, if—" persisted Lovell.

“Haxlo, there’s a whackin’ car!” ex-
claimed Mornington. “I ouldn’t
wonder if that’s the Mommorency

ird.”

“Then hes coming in style!” sald
Jimmy Silve:

The junsors looked at the big, hand-
some Rolls-Royce with some interest.
It swept over the drive to the Head’s
housc, steered by a chauffeur in livery.
In the car sat iwo persons—a fat,
middle-aged person, who looked like &
solicitor, and a boy of about fifteen. It
was upon the latter that the juniors
fixed their eyes. His well-cut, rather
handsome face was quite impassive in
expression; #e looked neither to the
right nor to the left as the car swung
on to the house.
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id Raby.
by.

“'So that’s the merchant
Tubby Muffin puffin
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and inhod\!c”d him to Mr. Dalton, the
It seemed to the sus-

by Mt

“He's come!” he gasped.

And Tubby rushed on towards the

house, to get a closer vxew of the

new junior when he ali
Look./ decent!” com 1enled Morn-

ing
ks a bit of a snob, I think”
Sﬁld Loveﬂ
Arthur Edward scemed fo have taken

a little prejudice against the new junior

already.

“Oh, rot!” said Jimmy = Silver
cheerily. “I dare say he's all right.
Anth he won't worry us.”

car sicpped and the occupants
augnted A dozen fellows in the quad
had tl!elr eyes on the new junior.
e was rather tall for his age,
in buxld and exceedingly wclHir ssed.
With a leisurely mo vemnnt ex-
tracted a gold-rimmed monocle from his
waistcoat pocket, fixed it in his eye,
angd turned it, with a careless scrutiny,
‘upon the fellows in the quad. His hand-
some face-still remained lmpx\SM

The elderly gentleman e to him
in a low voice, and the two sappeared
together Into the house.

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a grunt.

“Looking usnp and down,” he said.

“Let him.

“What the thump does he want a
glass eye for, like that howling ass
Smy'he of the Shell?”

Jimmy smiled.

ou can gef an eyeglass for five
bob,” he said. “If he cares to spend
ms ‘fite bob that way, why shouldn't

“Errn r!” gaide L

Tvidently Lovell of tne Fouxt21 had
not taken a liking to Cecil Cuthbert
Iontmorency.

CHAPTER 8.
Choek!

ECIL CUTHBERT MONT-
MORENCY was presented to the
Fourth Form that afternoon. The

Head brought him into the Form-rcom,

picious eyes of some of the juniors that
the Head—even the august Head—was
a little more condescending and affable
to the new boy than he was accustomed
to being to neW boys. Apparently Lhe
Montmorency blood, or the Montm
ency wealth, had made somne impressxon
on even the Head of Rookwood.

If that was so, Mr. Dalton did not
share the Head's impression. His man-
ner to the new junior was kind, as it
was la all, but there was nothing more.

r. Dalton {reated Montmorency
exactly as if he had been named Hug-
gins or Higgs. When the Head had
gone, and Montmorency took his seat
with the Fourth, most of the juniors
turned their heads to scan him. He
exclted more interest than new boys
usually did.

The general attention would have dis<
composed most new boys. New “kids”
were generally shy, and sometimes
sheepish, much given to blushing when

spoken to.

But there was ncthing of that km(l
about Cecil Cuthbert.

He met the curious glances of the
juniors with perfect indifference, evi-
dently not in the least discomposed
thereby.

Some of the juniors grinned when he

placed the gold-rimmed monocle in his
eye, to glance round the. Form-room.

Smythe of the Shell, who was given to
dandyism, sported a monocle, but only
out of the Form-room. He would not
have ventured to “stick it in” in class.
under the observation of Mr, Moor

Master Montmorency ev1demly d\d
not recognise such limitations.

Mr. Dalton's eye dwelt on him at
once.

Iorf'nc‘ g

“Ig ym
“‘No, sil
Then kindly remove that glass from

sight defective?”

you
l\/’ommorency stared at him.
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“I'm accustomed to usin' a monocle,
sh'. he answered.

A foolish custom, Montmorency, it
your sight does not n assistance,”
said Mr. Dalton. “You will not be
allowed to use JL in the Form-room. Put
it away at once

“Really, s)r———
“I am

19
nise Tubhy asa relauon." he remarked.
ha!

“Well done, Rawson'”

Rawson had knocked away the ball,
and all Jimmy’s attention was given to
the cricket again. Mornington, how
ever, was bestowing some atfention on
the new juruor, b%g;{ungly interested in

my orders, Montmorencyl” said Mr.
Dalton, his brow darkeni
“Oh, very well, sir!”

Montmorency gave a slight shrug of
his graceful shoulders, and he removed
the eyeglass. The shrug would not have
passed unnoticed but for the fact that

was new to

But Mr. Dalton forbore to take note of

it; he did not wish to be severe with

a new hoy.

A little to the surprise of the Fom-th
Cecil Cuthbert showed himself to b
well up in the Form work. In that re—
spect, at least, he was no fool, though
most of
he was in other respects.

After lessons, Jimmy Silver & Co. had
business on the cricket-field, and Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency passed out of
their horizon. But they were reminded
of his existence during cricket practice.

. _ “There’s that swankin’ ass!” grunted
Lovell suddenly.

immy, who was watchmg Morn)ng—
ton bowl to Rawson, did not heed.

“Look at him!” growled Lovell “He’s

ade some friends nlx‘ea,dy just the
sort he would make, too!”

Jimmy Silver glanced round rather
impatiently.

Montmorency had walked on to the

field, with Townsend and Topham of
the Fourth on either side of him. Evi-
dently Towny and Toppy, the dandies
of the Fourth, had recognised a kindred
new junior. Behind the elegant three
Tubby Muffin was rolling, with an
eager and dissatisfied look—I8ft out, ap-
parently, but anxious to be gathered
in, as it w

Jimmy Sﬂver smiled as he glanced at

em.
“Montmorency -doesn’t seem t0 recog-

the Fourth had decided that | SO

in the ball, and
Morny let it drop.
“Look out, Morny!” called dut
Jimmy Silver. “Youre bowling, you
know.”

“‘Oh, all right,” said Morny.

And he took the ball and bowled to
Tom Rawson again.

Montmorency, Townsend, and Top-
ham strolled along the field, Towny and

Toppy ev]dent]y pomung thmgs out to
their ne them rolled
Tubby Mufﬁn baﬂ!ed but. determined
not to be shaken off. Cecil Cuthbert
had his eyeglass in his eye now, and on
me of the juniors that eyeglass had a,
rather irritating effect. ere
nothing exactly to be complained of m
the new fellow’s manner, but undoubt-
edly he had a sort of lofty way about
him, as if, as Lovell remarked dis
edly, he did not consider the earth quite
good enough for him to tread on.

Even a Montmorency was, after all,
only a mortal, and there was no ne
for Cecil Cuthbert to elevate his nose,
though it was a very well-cut and

me nose.

‘I shall be punching that chap before
dorm !”’ Lovell confided to Jimmy Sflver.

“What rot!” answe: i

“I've got a feeling that I shall ” said
Lovell with conviction. “He’s asking
for it his first day here!”

“Don’t punch him hard, then,” said
Raby, laughing. “He looks as if he
would break, if you did.”

“Let him alone!” said Jimmy Silver

severely. “I'm surprised at you,
Loveli!”

“Bow-wow!"

“Shocked!” seid Jimmy. “The kid’s

done nothing, e: play the goat, and
he doesn't kn;)\v ‘the ropes yet. He will
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get his nonsense lmocked out of him In
a few days at Rookw Z

“I'll help to knock it oub!” said
Arthur Edwar

“Oh, bow wow!”  said Ji mmy.
“You re not going to do anything of
the kind. What are you looking for,
tl‘uuble"'

“It won't be any trouble ¢o punch
his .sxlly nose,” said Lovell; “it will ke
a ple

”Br rrr"‘ said Jimmy, and he let
the subject drop.

Arthur Edward was not to be reasoned

with.

After cricket, Jimmy Silver & Co. re-
paired to the tuckshop for supplies for
tea in their study. Then they came up
to the end study in the Fourth. To
their surprise, the study was not un-
occupied. An clegant figure was stand-
ing by the window, lookinz out into the
quadrangle. It turned as the four
Jjuniors appeared in the doorway, and
an eyeglass gleamed at them,

“Hallo!"” said Jimmy Silver.

Arthur Edward Lovell grinned.

“Want anything here, Montmor-
ency?” asked Newcome politely.

“Is this your study?” asked Mont-
morency.

“Yes, rather.”

“T've been lookig’
said the new bo

n my study yeb.
“Isn't Mr. Dal(:cn gomg to settle that

along the passage,”
“I haven't setiled

for you?” asked R: “New kids
don’ genernlly select their own
studies.”

Montmorency raised his eyebrows.

“I haven't consulted Mr. Dalton in
the matter, so far,”*he answered.

“‘Mr. Dalton will stick you to a study,
and without consulting you,” said Lovell
tartly.

“Really?”

“Yes, really!” snapped Luve

“I was thinkin’ that this SNdY would
suit me,” said Montmorency calmly.
“It seen s to be the best in the passage,
2 are two windows; th: others
seem to have only one.  I's the least

poky of the lof, I think.”

A LIE!
“Think
“Yaas.”

“Yaas, indeed!” said Lovell, imitat-
ing, Master Montmorency’s accent,
which was not without a trace of affe

507" smiled Jimmy Suver.

g
=

on,
“Four of you in here?” asked the new

g3 Yaa " grinned Lovel
Thats rather a cmwd isn't it?™
h, yaas!”

“Cheese 1t, Lovell!” muttered Jimmy
Silver.

“Rats! If he can yaas, I suppose
I can ‘yaas’!” sald Lo

’ll'he new junior lonked at  him
calmly.
“Well, T'd like this study,” he sald,
after a pause.

“Go hon!” remarked Raby.

“Could you fellows change out?”

“Change out?” repeated Jimmy
Silver dazedly.

“Vaasl”

‘“Are you off your rocker?” asked

yo
Jimmy. “Do you think we're going
to change out of our study to hand

it over to a fellew we don’t know?”
Arthur Edward Lovell eave g snort,
“Look here, Jimmy ver, T'm fed

up with that silly ass!” exclatmed.

“Young Hopeful,
See it?”

“Yaas.”

“Get on the other side of it, then!’

“¥owll excuse us, Montmorency,”
said Jimmy Silver, “we're just going to
have tea, and, as yuu remarked four
is rather a crowd. so

“You won't let me have the st\ldy” %

“No. you ass!”

“We'll let you have a hoot if you
don’t travel!” roared Arthur Edward
Lovell indignantly.

Montmorency shrugeed his shoulders.

Tovell made a stride towards him.
But Jimmy caught his excited chum by
thP arm,

“Hook it. Montmorency!” he_ said
“If vou go to Mr. Dalton, he'll tell you
what study vou're to have. Ta-ta!”

With another shrug Montmorency
walked out of the study. Lovell

there’s the door.
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breathed hard as he glanced after the
elegant figure that strolled away down
t.he ps.ssag

didh you let me p\mch his
nose, Jimmy?” he demanded.

“Oh, let his nose alone, old chap.
He's a spoiled kid, I should say,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I dare say he’s been
made a lot of at home, and thinks he
is going to get the same at Rookwood.
He will get woke up soon enough.”

Lovell grunted as he sat down to tea.
He was not quite so considerate
wards the guileless stranger as Jlmmy
was. And, indeed, if Master Mont-
morency was to be “woke” up, Lovell
was  quite
awakening him.

ERE you are, oid fellow!”
Tubby Muffin pounced upon
e new junior in the Fourth

Foxm passage It was his first chance Tow,

catching Cecil Cuthbert Mont-
morency

The fat Classical came up with
+friendly grin, almost bubbling ovex
with cordiality.

Cecil Cuthbext did not
ciprocate his kind regards.

He fixed his monocle in his eye, and
and fatuous
was a trifle
disconcerting even to Reginald Muffin,
who was nof thin-skinned.

“Did you speak to me?” asked the
new junior,

“Certainly, old top! T've been look-
ing for ya.\,” sald Muffin, rather
damped, but still eﬁus!ve “T've found
a study for yo v I dare say you
know my nam

“Is that a na e”’
morency, in surprise.

Tubby Muffin turned red, and several
juniors in the passage grinned. Town-
send and Topham came out of their
study, No. 5, with cheery smiles for the
new boy, and scornful indifference for

seem to re-

asked Mont-

ready to contribute to,
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Tubby. But the fat Classical stuek to
his guns. Montmorency’s manner was
not fattering, but he was too valuable
a prize to be lost if it could be held.

“Mufiin—yes,” said Tubby. “Were
really relations, you know!”

“INonsense!”

“Look here, old chap,” said Tubby.
“You might be civil to a fellow—
especielly a relation. I know ail aboub
you.”

M'tmtmorency gave a start.

“What the thump do you mean?” he
exclaimed angrily. “I've never seen
you before.”

“I didn't say you had,” said Tubby.
*But, you see—"
] Oh don’t bother!” snapped the new
juni

V chap, let a fellow speak,”
sald 'Iubby patiently. Tubby had great
ence with a fellow who was “no end
branch of the Mont~

ot ln old chap,” said Topham,
putting his arm through Montmor-
ency’s. “I've asked Mr. Dalton, and he
says youre to come into our study.
Youll find it all right.”

“We're. glad to have you,” said
‘Townsend.

“I say—" began Tubby Muffin.

But Montmorency walked into Study
No 5 with Towny and Toppy, leaving
Muffin to waste his sweetness on the
desert air.

Somehow the new junior seemed to be
rather annoyed or disturbed by his talk
with Tubby Muffin. But he recovered
his usual impassive demeanour in a
few minutes. He glanced round Study
No. 5, which was rather a pleasant
room. Towny and Toppy spent a good
decl of their ample pocket-money In
adorning their quarters. Tom Rawson
was seated at the table, and he looked
up as the theee came in. Montmor-
ency’s eye awelt on hiin curiously. The
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r's
sted very much wxm me elega.m
nhtire of Towny and Top)

“We shall be four in ‘the study,”
said To\\nsend_ “But most of the
rooms have three or four, you know.
‘That can’t be helped.”

“Is Montmorency coming here?”
asked Rawson.

Yes,” answered Townsend shortly.

“You're welcome,” said Rawson to
the new junior.

“Thanks!” drawled Montmorency.

Rawson flushed a little. Taking his
cue from Towny and Toppy, Mont-
morency was exceedingly distant to the
rather shabby junior. Townsend began
to clear the table for tea, and Tem
Rawson quietly left the study. He
seldom “fed ” in his quarters, not being
able to “go the pace ” with his more ex-
pensive study-mates.

“Who the merry dickens is that?”
asked Montmorency, when the scholar-
smp junior was gone.

4] " said Townsend.
His father’s a

“‘Here
‘Topham.

n a  schol,” explained
““Not a bad fellow in his way,
gut. of course, we keep him at a

"By Jove I shgl:E say sol”

“¥ou needn’t d the fellow being
in the study,” sald Townsend rather
anxiously. “He just does his work here
—hardly ever has tea, and he often
does his prep in another study.”

“Do the fellows let him, t.hen‘?" asked
Montmorency, raising his eyeb:

“Well, it's jolly odd, but hes mther

popular,”  said ~ Townsend. “Jimmy
Sﬂvcr thinks a lot of him, and Sitver’s
captain of the Fourth, you know. He's
all rlght in his way, only rather surly

ill-bred. Of course. we never have
anythin’ to do with him.”

“Couldn't you know,” said Topham.

“I should rather thlnk nob by gnd”’
said Montmorency. * dashed if T

ected to meet that k.md of ouleder

at What are things comin’
to, by gad! If my father knew—"
“Wasn't it your father who came
with you this afternoon?” asked
Topham rather unfortunately.
Montmorency stared at hi

“That wa® our solicitor,” ‘he sald -

stiffly.
“Oh, sou-y, of—of course!” stam-
mered Topham
“The pater was too busy to come, and
his health’s l‘ather delicate,” said Mont-

morency. “I dare say he will give me
a look-in later in the term. It was his
car, of course.”

“Spankin’ car!” sald ‘Topham
“Rolls-Royce, wasn't it?”

“Yaas.”

“Youre a lucky bargee!” said
Townsend.

“Think 50?” drawled Montmorency

“If you fellows would like a
the car at any time, you've only te
mention it, of course, as we're goin'
to l)A study -mates, an’, I hope, friends.”

“My hat! you have that
whackin® car \vhenewr you want it?”
exclaimed Townsend, in astoni <hment.

“I should only have to telephone.
suppose there’s a telephone here?” sBld
Montmorency negligently.

Towny and Toppy beamed on him.
The new fellow was a fellow after their
own heart, as his remarks on the sub-
ject of Rawson showed; and a
who could telephone for a *span

Rolls-Royce whenever he wanted to
was a fellow Towny and Toppy de-
lighted to honour. 3

Towny and Toupy might have been
vrofessional waiters, by the way they
looked after their new chum at the
well-spread tea-table. A cheery con-
versation was going on in Study No. 5
when the deor opened and Tubby.
ooked in, with a beaming smile.

No smile was bestowed on Tubby
Muffin in return, however. is fas-
sms;at»ng company did not seem to be

“Cut it!” sald Townsend briefly.

“T've just dropped in to speak to my
cousin—
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“Chuck it, you fat duffer!” exclaimed
Topham. “What the thump do you
mean by calling Monimorency your
cousin?

“‘Second cov

in, twice removed, I

“You're not my relation!” exclaimed
Montmorency. “Don’t talk rot!”

“If you're a genuine Montmorency, I
am!” retorted Tubby Muffin. “P'r'aps
you're not genuine!”

‘Tubby Muffin made that retort out of
sheer exasperation. He was very far
:’rom anticipating its effect on the new

0y.

Montmorency's handsome face be-
came quite pale for a second, es he

stared at the fat Classical. Then a
crimson flush swept over it.
“What!” he exclaimed. "What——

what did you say? What—r"
checked himself, and sprang suddenly
from hls chair. “You cheeky, fat
rascal!”

He made an angry stride towards
Tubby Muffin. Before the astonished
fat junior cculd dodge, the new fellow
had bim by the collar. He shook him
vigorously, a!most savagely; and with a
strength that few would have supposed
dwelt in his slim framc

ooogh!” gasped “Tubby Muffin,
Yoooogggh' Chuck it! Yurrrggh!

You're choolk’-chook- chook-choking me!| &

Groooghhh

Montmorency swung the fat junior
round in the docrway, and kicked him
hard. Tubby flew headlong into the
passage.

Bump!

Montmorency slammed the door after
him in a manner that was not at all
aristocratic. He was breathing rather
hard as he returned to the tea-table
and sat down. Townsend and Topham
exchanged a glance, and coloured as
they saw that the new junior observed

“The cheeky cad wanted a shakin’,”
said Montmorency.

“Serve him right!”

“He asked for it!

agreed Townsend.
assented Topham.
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But the two juniors were perp.exed,
and once or twice tea
glanced rather Dud‘y at L«ev]l Cuthberfr
Montmorency.

CHARTER 10,
A Surprise for Sergeant Kettio}

IMMY SILVER & CO. were coming

J wx the passage, as Tubby Muffin
sprawled outside the door of Study

No. 5. Jimmy good-naturedly paused

to give the fat Classical a hand up.

Tubly was set on his feet,
gasping By spluttering.

“Ow! Groogh! The horrid beast!™
splhnﬂrl‘d Tubby. “The awful rotter?
Oh! Ow! Wow!”

“Been calling on your merry relgs
tion?” grinned I_ove 1.

“Croogh! He says he aint my
second cousin twice removed——

The Fistical Four went on their way,
leaving Tubby Muffin still gasping and
sputtering breathlessly. There was
plenty of light left for cricket, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. were going to im-
prove the shining hour, with the Sty
Jim’s match in mind.

While they were engaged thus, the
chums of Study No. 5 came sauntering
on the feld. Tms ‘time Tubby Mufiin
‘was not in attendance on Montn"crehcy

Apparently he was “fed” wi
his second cousin twice removed.

Towny and Toppy were showing their
new friend round; and rather to their
surprise, Montmorercy showed some in-
terest in the cricket. Towny and Toppy
did not care much for games.

“You haven't seen the smool shop

yet,” Topham remarked. “We'll give
it a look-in, Monty.”

“All serene—no hurry!” answered
Montmorency. hat chap—Silver—
bowls well.”

“You play cricket?”
“I'm ratherekeen on it,” answered
Montmorency
he sergeant closes the school shcp
” remarked Townsend.
Edward Lovell,

at

Arthur who wag
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standing near, looked round as Mont-
morency remarked that he was keen
on cricket. Lovell's expression was
rather scornful. The elegant new
junior did not look much of a cricketer,
in Lovell 'S eyes.

ct handled a bat?” asked Lovell
poh

Montmoreﬂcy glanced at him.
, yaa.

“Knuw on end from another?”
asked Lovell, with an air of polite in-
terest

“Yaas”

«perhaps yowd like to show us what
you can do,” suggested Lovell, with deep
sarcasm.

“I don't mind. Il bet you two to
one in quids that I could take your
wicket, bowlin’, anyhow,” said the new

" he answered. “But if
you take my wicket in one over, T'll give
you leave to pull my nose.”

“Done!” sald Montmorency.

“Here, hand me that bat, Rawson!”
exclaimed Lovell. *Give Montmorency
the ball for a minute or two, Oswald.
He's going to show us some giddy
miracles!”

“Yes, let’s see how he shapes, by all
meins,” said Jimmy Silver.

Lovell went to the wicket, grinning.
Montmorency caught the ball Oswald
tossed to him. It was ather a difficult
catch, for Dick Oswald, as a matter of
fact, meant to land the leather on
Montmorency’s chin. But the new
junior made the cateh easily enough,
and walked to the bowler’s wickef

“LooL out for fireworks!” gmmcd

Rab;

Lovell stood ready and chful.
Although he felt a complete contempt
for the new junior, he was not taking
chances.

But his watchfulness did not avail
him. Montmorency sent the ball down
—a seemingly easy ball—and Lovell
drove at it—but he did not touch it.
The ball broke in unexpectedly, and
there was a yell from the cricketers as
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Lovell's off stump was whipped out of
the groun

“Ha, hn.' How's that, Lovell!”

Arthur Edward’s face was a study
as he stared down_at his wrecked

wicket. He had offered to have his
nose pulled if Montmorency bowled
him, and now he was clean bowled—
there was no doubt about cmt

Lovell fixed his eyes
morency, who had tossed the ball bnek
to Oswald. The new jumm smiled.
Lovell was ready to Meep his word;
but it was certain that the pulling of
Arthur Ed\vm'ds nose would be fol
lowed by a terrific ‘“scrap” on_ the
cricket-field. But Montmorency did not
oﬁer t hold the rash youth to his

ple
& All serene,” he said light] s
don't really see why you shouId thmk b §
can’t play cricket, Lovel
“Because you look such a lacka-
daisical ass!” growled Lovell.
““Thanks!” said Montmorency,
hmg of the shoulders.
it all, he can bowl!” safa
Jimm; y Sll ver, “Dry up, Lovell! Chuck
it now, you fellows, and come along to
the sergeant’s for a gmger -pop. You
coming, Montmorency?” 5
was a bowler himself, and he
felt quite cordial towards the new
junior, after that exhibition of his,
powers. He recognised that there was’
more in Cecil Cuthbert than met the

with a

)
2

e.
‘Montmorency nodded cheemy

“Pleased!” he answered.

And when the Fistical Four repaired
to Sergeant Kettle’s little shop in the
corner behind the beeches, Mont-
morency and Townsend and Topham
walked with them, as well as a crowd of
thirsty cricketers. Sergeant Kettle came
out of his little parlour to deal with the
rush of custom.

«Ginger-pop!”

“Buck up, sergeant!”

“Don’t let us perish of thirst, ser-
geant!”

“’Ere you are, young gentlemen!” said
Sergeant Kettle, busy behind his little
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counter. “'Ere, Master Silver!
Master Lovell! ’Ere you arel”
“(’irhis way, sergeant!” said Town-

’Ere,

sen

“'Ere you are, Master Towusend and
you, Master Topham,

Sergeant Kettle stopped suddenly.

The glass of ginger-beer he held in
his hand dropped on the counter with a
cras

His eses svere ﬁxed on Towny and
‘Topham’s companio:

The sight of Cecxl Cuthbert Mont-
morency seemed to have exercised a
magical cffect on Sergeant Kettle,

“My heyel” he ejaculated. “My
heye! Fzmcy seein’ you ‘ere, George
"Uggins—fancy meetin’ you, George!”

And the silence that followed was a

silence that could be felt!

CHAPTER 11.
A Mysterious Mistake!
ipd GEORGE HUGGINS!"

“My only hat!” murmured
Arthur Edward Lovell.
From Tubby Muffin came a squeak of

‘merriment.
{He, he, he! Huggins! He, he, he!”
“What the merry thump—" said
Townsend.

It was a peculiar scene.

In the little tuckshop behind the
peeches at Rookwood School, Sergeant
Kettle stood, with his hands resting on
his _little counter, staring across at
Cecil Cuthb the new

as Gcorkgle Huggins.
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Even Tubby Muffin stopped a jam-tart
half-way to his capacious mouth in his
amazement.

Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency’s eye-
glass had dropped from his eye.
amazing greeting from the sergean(:
seemed to have stunned him.

He returned the sergeant’s fixed gaze
as if equally fascinated.

Townsend and Topham, the new boy’s
new chums, looked at one another,

quite taken off their balance by the
rema.rkable scene.

Montmorency of the Fourth had
arrived at Rookwood School only that
day; he was quite a stranger there.

Yet the sergeant addressed him as if
he had known him all his life; and,
more astonishing still, he addressed him

hel” Tubby Mufin’s un-
musical cackic broke the painful silence.
“He, he, he!”

Townsend broke in, with a glare at
Sergeant Keitle, who seemed unable to
take his eyes off the new junior.

“What the thump do you mean, ser«

geant? What are you calling Mont-
morency by that idiotic name for?”
‘What?” said the sergeant con-

chap’s name is Montmorency,
sergeant,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Oh!” said the ser

geant,
Towny jerked at Montmorency's
sleeve.

the matter with

at’s you,
Monty?” lm asked. “You look fairly

junior in th Fuurth Form.
The ancient military gentleman, who
for years had kept the school shop at

Rookwood, seemed petrified with
astonishment.
He gazed at Cecil Cuthbert Mont-

morency as if Cecil Cuthbert had been
some grisly spectre, instead of a hand-
some and elegant and very expensively-
dressed Fourth-Former of Rookwood.

‘The tuckshop was crowded with
juniors fresh from the cricket-field, and
they were all staring blankly.

by gad! You'll make the
fellows Lhmk your name really is
Huggins, at this rate.”

‘Montmorency made an effort to pull
himself together.

ut the colour was wavering In his
cheeks, and his struggle to regain his
calmness was plain to all eyes.

“I—TI don't Lnderstand—-” he stam-
mered.
“I say, sergeant do you know the

chap?” squeaked Tubby Muffin, in great
delight.
Tubby was annoyed with the new
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Junior, who had rejected without cere-
mony his chummy overtures that day.
‘Tubby bad been prepared to greet Cecll
Cuthbert Montmorency with open arms.
He had been snubbed unceremoniously.
‘Whereupon Tubby had made up his fat
mind that Cecil Cuthbert was a snob,
and he was dehghted to see the snob
taken down like thi
“Is his name reully Huggins, ser-
geant?” pursued Tul “I say, what
a lark! Huggins don’t sound 50 nobby
as Mongmorangcy, does it?”
“Montmorency!” stamm ered the ser-
geant, blink.mg at the new Jjunior.
“That i n:
Montmorency had recovered himself
w.
aristocratic impassiveness of
manner had returned. He jammed his
menocle into his eye and took a cool
and scornful survey of the astonished
and confused sergeant.
“That—that's your .
t"nexcd the sergeant.

AI—‘I thought——"

“‘Is he like somebody you know, ser-
geant?” asked Jimmy, to help the pain-
fully—mn(med old gentleman out.

‘es,” gasped Mr. Kettle. "That’s it,
Master Silver! 'I—I thought—
“This man Kettle has called me by a
me that is not mine,” said Mont-
morency calmly. “No doubt I look hke
somebody he knows of that name.
snppoee nobody herc@ls fool enough to
that my name is Huggins? Any-
one \mo likes can see my name entered
on the school books. The Head, I sup-
pose, must know what my name is.”

“That’s a clincher,” said Mornington.

It was convincing enough. For a
fellow to be cmared on the school
haaks under an assumed name was im-
le; all the rellows knew that. A

hap was not admitted to Rookwood
without the Head knowing who he was
end where he came from.

“ Of course,” said Jimmy Silver. “The
sergeant’s taken you for somebody else,
Moutmomh .

name, sir?”

crgeant?” asked Raby.

A LIE!

“Here’s your
Lovell.”

Sergeant Kettle did not answer Raby’s
question. That fact was remembered
afterwards by a good many felows.

ginger-beer, Master

CHAPTER 12.
The High Hand!
ECIL CUTHBERT MONT-
“MORENCY had already attracted
a good deal of attention in the
Lower School at Rookw00¢
His sounding name, his wealhh his
elegant manners, the “whacking” car
in which he had arrived at the school,
had all drawn attention to him.

After the peculiar scene in the tuck-
shop, he was more than ever the cyno-
sure of most eyes in the Lower Forms.

The incident was explained as a

strange mistake on the part of the
school sergeant; \ seemed to
be the only possible explanation. But
it Jpus not forgotten.

was odd enough that Montmorgncy
should resemble a boy whom the“ser-
geant knew so closely as to he mistaken
for him by the old military gentleman.

It was, in fact, more than odd. For
Montmoreney was not an ordinary-look-
ing fellow. His good looks and aristo-
cratic bearing would have attrscted a
second glance an;

It,was extraordinary that, among
Sergeant Kettle's pnvabe acquaintances,
there should be a named Huggir
who was so like Mrmtmorency that the
latter could be mistaken for him.

Inquisitive fellows dropped into the
tuckshop to talk to the sergeant, and
ask him questicns about George
Huggins.

To their surprise, Mr. Eettle declined
say a wor
Thc subjecL was evidently distasteful

to

to

Generﬂlly. the sergeant was a civile
spoken man; but whm he was asked
questions about George Hugg]
manner became extremely gruff, and he
snapped almost savagely.
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Not a word of information could be
drawn from him on the subject.

The curious inquirers soon gave the
matter up; and, indeed, interest in it
soon evaporated.

In a few days Montmorency had made
;0 good many friends in the Fourth

rm.

Towny and Toppy were his devoted
chums —Morny was fi —and
Jimmy Silver nnd Raby and Newcome
did no Arthur Edward
Lovell certalnly, did not like hi
‘Tubby Muffin was down on him with a
very heavy “down”; but Tubby's con-
demnation alternated with effusive
overtures of friendship, all of which
were rejected by Cecil Cuthbert Mont-
morency He utterly declined to believe
nny connection between the families
Montmorency and Muffin; and
t.hough Tubby claimed only to ‘e his
second cousin twice removed, Mont-
morency would not admit even that dis-
tant relationship.
So Tubby—when he was not mnkmg

opinion, wnm snge shakes of the head
that there was more about Monty than
the fellows knew. He said that it was
gqueer that the sergeant wouldn't say a
word on the subject; and queer that
Montmorency had looked so scared and
startled under Mr. Kettle's eye; in fact,
there was no limit to the queer cir-
cumstances Tubby called to mind.

But as it was perfectly evident that a
nod or smile from the new junior would
have slain all Tubby's suspicions and
surmises on the spof, Tubby’s opinion
was not valued by anybody but Reginald
Muffin himse

On V‘Jed.nesday in the week following

's arrival at the
blg Rolls-] Royce snorted up to the
School House, and quite a number of
fellows gathered round to look at it. It
had called for Cecil Cuthbert, to take
him out for the afternoon, it appeared,
and there were a good many fellows who
envied Cecil Cuthbert. Townsend and
‘Topham were the happy ones selected
to accompany him in his drive, and

Tovmy and Toppy looked very pleased

with themselves as they came out of the
house with their superb chum.

Tubby Muffin heard the car from
afar, and came scuttling up breath-
lessly. Only half an hour earlier he
had been remarking to several grin-
ning fellows how *queer” were many
circumstances in connection with Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency. But Tubby had
evidently experienced one of his kaleido-
scopic changes, for now he beamed on

m. | the new junior with almost adoring

affection,
“Your Jpater’s car, Monty?” he said.
‘aas, answered  Montmorency
coldly, without looking at him.
P Gomg for a drive?”

“Taking any friends?” hinted Tubby.

““Yaas, Townsend and Topham. Jump
in, you fellows"”

“Youve lots of roo'n for another
fellow there!” said Tul

Montmorency lnoked at him at last.

I've asked Momy but he’s keen on
crlcket and 't come,” he said coolly. *
“Get out of me way, Muffin, the door’s
gam Lo be closed.” 2

say, Monty—-"'

“Would you be good enough to re-
frain from callin’ me Monty?” asked
Montmarency, with polished contempt.

That’s my name to my friends.”

“I say, old chap—-

“Get off Muffin!” ex-
claimed Townsend lmpntlenﬂy “You're
not comin' in this car! Go and eaf
cok¢

"Montmm’ency, old fellow, I'd really
like to come!” said Muffin, as if that
settled it.

! eat coke!” answered the
youth with ¢he noble name. He reached
out and closed the door, pushing Muffin
aside.

The engine snorted.

Tubby Muffin breathed hard with
wrath. Once more he had offered the
olive-branch; once more it had been re-
fused with contempt. The Oriental pro-
verb declares that contempt will pierce
the shell of the tortoise. Tubby Mufin
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was probably thicker-skinned than any
self-respecting tortoise; but he was hurt.
“If you think I want to come in
your car. youre jolly well mistaken!”
he exclaimed wrathfully.
“Good!” said Montmorency, and he
s&gnalled ta the chauffeur to get a move

f.Yah,,,
The car glided down the drive
“Yahi{” roared Tubby Muﬁn. all
‘xdoranon and affection gone now.
“Yah Huggms Yah!”
“Ha, ha!” roared the juniors,
igteatly tlc"led by Tubby’s change of

From “Monty, old fellow,” Mont-
morency had suddenly become “Hug-
gins,” in Tubby’s estimation.

“‘Huggins ! ” shrieked Tubby.
gins! Yah!”

The car glided away, and turned into
the road to Coombe. Townsend and
Topham were laughing, finding some-
thing comic in Tubby’s change of front,
lie the other fellows.

But Monhmorency

To the surprise
handsome face was dax‘kly clouded, ant
his well-cit 1ips qui

Towny touc

arm.
“Don't mind that fat cad, Monty!”
e sald.  “Tubby would slani anybody

“Hug-

nut laugh.

ered.
im gently on the

who wouldn't let him spong
don’t mind him,”
mo\'e'xcy curily.
“That sxny ass Kettle oug 1L to be
kir;k ed,” a

sa)d Mont-

to =lc'v and sto as
lorty came lurching along
of the road. The Rolls-Royce backed
on the grass belt by the road to escape
the big bﬂulks of timber with which the
lorry was loaded. Tukby Muffin had
rolled down to the gates, and finding
the car still within mnge, s0 to speak,
he rolled up to the d

Ee had come to ta\mt ‘the new junior,

an
comradss, his | Towny and Toppy,
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in his annoyanee; but the handsome
turn-out, and the possibility of a motor-
drive without expense to his worthy
self, softened him. He was srmhng
by the time he reached the window.

“Too bad, those beastly lorries on the
road, Monty!” he said.

Mommorencys eyes gleamed at him
through his m

“Wwill you clear oﬂ‘?" he said.

“ITt tell you what> said
“I'll come, and ¥l stand tea for the

whole party on the road. What?”

“Go and eat cokel”

“Youre not good enough for this

little party, Tubby, said ’I‘ovmsend,
with cheerful insolence. *“Couldn’t b
seen with you, you know.

_“Exactly!” grinned Tophal

“Oh, quite'" assented Montmcx ency.

Once more Tubby Muffin’s mantle of

g friendliness dropped off him.

- “Jolly stuck-up, Huggins, ain’t you?”

e sai

Montmorency turned a look on him

“If you call me Huggins aga.m, youTl
get hurt, you fat cad!” Mont-
morency, between his :eem

“Yaht L5

Montmorency had a light cane in hig

hamd. He re”"hed out of the car win-
dow, and before Tubby knew what was
happening, Mom.morency lashed him
with the cane, full across his fat face.

Yaroooh!” roared Muffin, in surprise
and anguish.

The car moved on at that moment,
and a second slash from the cane jus
missed Tubby Muffin, as he staggered
and sat down in the

Montmorency had his hand on the
door, 2s if to open it ard jump out. His
face was convulsed with rage, and
not look very handgome at that
moment. s

nsend, in alarm, eaught him by
the shoulder.

“Hold on, Monty! The ear’s movin’}
Don't open the door—
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“I'm ‘goin’ to thrash that cad!”
panted Montmorency.

“Sit down, old chap.

‘Towny pushed hls new chum back
into the seat.

Moncmorency gave him a ﬁerc;: look,

20

“But did Montroreney give you that
mark on your chivry? d R

“Yow-ow! Yes! Hcslashed me with
his cane!” groane:
“I say, that's mthe* thwk even if

Tubby i§ an irritating little beast!”
“Fell

but it was on he
recovered hxmself and nods
“Youre right,” he sam
Worth lickin.”
Not worth takin’ notice of” said

o Oh, quite!”
“I say, that was rather a hefty lick
you gave him, Monty,” said Topham

“He's not

uneasily. “It' goin’ to leave a mark
on his chivvy.’
anmorency shrugged his slim

shoulder:
“Let ltI” he answered.
I‘BSCG\ wanted a lesson.’
Oh! Mm! Certainly!”
The car rolled on, leaving Tubby
Muffin sitting in the grass, dazed, with
a thick red mark showing across his
fat cheek.

“The low

CHAPTER 13.

- The Champion of the Oppressed!

ol HAT on eatth’s the matter
chivvy?”

Silver asked the
question as the Fistical Four met Tubby
Muffin on their way to cricket.

“Been busting in a door with your
face, old tub?“ “asked Lovell.

Tubby BrOf N

He was hllrt there was no doubt

about that. But his groan was deep
enough ‘and anguished enough for a
very serious injury. wag like
Regmmld Muffin to make the very most

"ot beast Hugelns— he moaned,
“Do you mean Montmorency?” asked
Jummy Silver, with a_ frown.

“I mean Huggin: Tubbv
Muffin savagely. “I sas
I mear. Huggms old le cnlled h‘m

Hugg]
“Oh cheese it

low ought
not to hand out that sort of thing.”

“Confounded brute, I think!” said

Lovell. “Id like to see him hand it out
to me!”

“It is rather thick” said Jimmy
Silver. “But Tubby ought to let him
alone. I don't see wity the chap should
be insulted because he won't let Tubby
spouge on him.”

“Oh, 1 say, Jimmy—-'

“Serve the fat cad right!”
Valeuhne Mo‘ gton.
say, Morny—"

Tuhby rubbed the mark on his cheek.
It v/as very painful and swollen.

I'd give him a jolly good licking,”
he mumuled “only—"

“Only you couldn't,” said Morning-
ton, “Youhave to take the kicks along
the ha ‘pence, Tubby. «¥ou
shouldn t sponge.”

“Yah!”snorted Tubby. “I'm jolly well
going to show this to Mr. Dalioni He
will make the cad answer for it.”

“Don’t speak!” said Jimmy Silver,
frowning.

“Dicky Dalton will see it, in any case,
and inquire into it,” said Lovell, as the
ju.mm's went on towards the crwkeb

“Montmorency will be called
uccuunt and serve him jolly well r)ghhl
kae hls cheek to lash a fellow like &
dog.

“Mufﬂn annoyed him,"” said Morning-

said

Snorc' frop Arthur Edward Lovell,

“Chap can he anno\ ed without acting
like a dashed hoo! e said. “And
why should E\lbbvs rot annoy him so
much? If his name's not Huggins, he
needn’t mend Tubby hooting Huggins
at him so much. Blessed if it doesnt
look——" Lovell paused.

“Oh, rot!” said Jimmy Silver un-
easily. “We know the chap’s name.
It’s on the books, isn’t it? Think the
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He&d would enter lnm as Montmorency

f his name was Hug

“Well, then, I donb see why he
should be sn jolly waxy about it, Y said
Lovell ta

“Bother mm and Tubby, too,”
Jimmy. “Let’s play cricket!”

And cricket scon drove ihe matter
from the minds of the Fx'tlml Four.
But Tubby, naturally, could n
it so easily. He had an m)ury‘ and it
hurt him, and he was boiling with
wrath and indignation. He paraded his
mark up and down the Lower School,
in search of sympathy. Some of the
fellows told him that it served him

ght; but others, w had been
annoyed by what they considered Mont-
morency’s “ uppish ” ways, sympathised
and were indignant. At tea-time Tubby
marched into his study, No. 2, and dis-
plnyed his injury to his stidy-mates,

ones minor and Higgs and Putty

said

Gmce

“Whacked me across the face with
his stick, you know, that cad Huggins!”
said ‘Tubby, thrilling with undying

indignation.
“Serve you right!” said Jones minor.-
“I dare say you asked for it,” said

1o;
Putty. “You shouldn'l b Lal] a fellow by
a name that isn’t his.
“The sergeandm said—-"
Oh bother the sergeant!”
say, Higgs, you ought m ik the
cad." said Tubby patheticall; ou
could, you know! You Gughtnt to let
him treat your study-mate like this.”
“That's right enough,” said
with a nod. “I'll talk to him a.bout it
wher he cones in.
"Lool. here, Higgs!”
u let the c.]m) alme'
confoundod oullyis »
“T'l do as I hke"' roared Higgs.
The bully of the Fourth did not like
bemﬂ gainsaid.
After all. he had no right to whack
Tubby like that,” said Jones minor. “It

said Grace
None of your

aunoying. the proper thing i kick

A LIE!

“Yah!” was Tubby’s reply.

“Who does this fellow think he is?”
demanded Higgs warmly. “I spoke to
him the other day, and he was dashed

standoffish. Not that I care a rap about
the fellow, but I'm not going to be
looked up and down.”

pparently Higgs was one of the
unfortunate” youths who were kept at
arm's-length by the superb Cecil
Cuthbert.

Naturally, Alfrcd Higgs did not like
that. As he could ‘v op ” nearly all
the Form, he con: d himself a
person to be treated Wth respect.

“If he thinks a Montmorency is
better than a Higgs,” continucd the
bully of the Fourth, “T'll give him some
e(lm‘ﬂblon on the subject.”

rats!” said tty.

“Lashing a kid as if he were a dog 1"
continued Higgs. “T'll jolly well show
him that it won't do at Rookwood!”

and Alfred Higgs, after tea, was
ng about waiting for the big
Rolls-Royce to come in. Higgs' inten-

oyce

tion of taking up the quarrclgior Tubby,
and licking the new jl lor was widely
known in a short B Higgs
received no adu ‘la(lun ln his new role
of champion of the oppressed. It was
pretty clear that hwgs was only look-
ing for an excuse to exercise his
favourite propensity of bullying, and
4t was more than suspected that he
wanted avenge the ‘“standoffish-
ness ” of Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency.
But Higgs was not to be argucﬂ with,

It was about six lock when the
great car came rolli in, and Mont-
morency & Co. d. The car
departed, and the ree knuts came
sauntering cheerily into the School

t

Thc'x ngs of the Fourth bore down
u; th with a very ugly and
I4 ‘00 on his rugged face.
d_with you, Montmorency!”
he said grufily.

The eyeglass—already celebfated in
thP Classical Fourth--turned loftily on

was brutal. When gets too
to
his

him. That's what we do in this study,
isn't it, Tubby?”

2as?” said Montmorency.
|
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“Step into the Common-room!” said
Higgs.
Mcnm norency did not stir.

“You hear me?” demanded Higgs
threateningly.

3 . - Bub the fact is,” said Mont-
morency calmly, “I don't care for either
your company or your conversation,
%iggs, if you don’t mind my mentionin’

‘Townsend and Tnpham grinned, but
they grinned rath easily. Higgs

s not a safe p son to talk to in
this strain.

Higgs’ rugged face became almost
purple.

“Why, you—you cheeky cad!” he
spluttered.

Montmorency raised his hand.

“That's enough!” he said.

“I asked you to step into the

Common-room, out of the way of  pre-
fects, while I talk to you,” said Higgs.
“Bui you can have it here if you like!”

“I don't care for your conversation
at all, thanks!

“Zou cut Muffin across the face with
your cane this afterncon,” said Higgs.
“Thnt cane you've got there, I sup-

pos:
Qu e sol”

“Do you think you can play stunts
l}xhke that at Rookwood?” demanded

“Y'was 2,

“You cheeky cub, you cut a tdlow
across the chivvy because he calls
Huggins! Do you think I wouldn 't call
you Huggins if I chose?”

““Not unless you want to be served
the same.”

“Wha-a-t? You—yowd whack me
with your cane if I called yow Huggins

\matT” spluttered Higgs.

“Yaa
"Monty——" murmured Townsend.
“Huggins!” roared Higgs. ‘Hug-

glr]x‘s!htll‘hete! Huggins! Oh, my hat!”

as

Montmorency’s arm fLame up like
lightning, and Higgsfof the Fourth
staggered back as Ahe cane lashed
across his face.
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CHAPTER 1.
Knocked Qut!

HERE was a rush of juniors to the.
spot.  Jimmy lever & Go, com-

ing in from the halted

to look on at the scene in the corrldm
Mornington gave a chirrup of approval.

‘“Well done, Monty!”

Higgs staggered, gasping for breatn,
scarcely able to believe for a momeni
or two what had happened.

overed  himself
straightened up, but the look he gave
Cecil Cuthbert would have made a Hua
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and

envious.

“Pat (luv‘.u that cane!” said Higgs
thickly. “Put your hands, you
chce'p rotter! Im going to smash
JMnm.x‘ y handed his cane to
Townsend, who took it with a feeble

hand. The new junior did not seer:
dmmaved by Hh‘_gs towering wrath. He
sk ‘spotless cuffs.
”Montv'” guapl‘d TO\H)Se!\d “You
ackle him—that halking

There was no choice about it, for
Higgs was r;hh*rg on to the attack likeq
a madden d

Montmorency, with his hands up,
fr_\ced hun Wlth perfect coolness.
s youth might be a snob,
doub'less I)ﬂ was, but there was no
doubt that he had plenty of pluck and
plenty of nerve. Both were required to

face Higes age rush, and Mont-
morency faced it without turning &
hai

‘BS‘ gad!” murmured Mornington,

“That meccha

hlm, l)y nad‘ %

got the real stuff in

nggs came on like a bull at a gate,
and the next instant a furious fight
was raging in the corridor.

A crowd of juniors stood round, look-
ing on breathlessly.

There were not more than half a
dozen fellov.s in the Fourth who muld
stand uj Higgs and give a
accoun!‘ of .xemselves It seemed ouﬁ
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of the question that the slim, elegant
Montmorency could stand against him
for one mu:iute

id.

He gs.ve ground a little, but he stalled
off the fierce attack, and hardly one
of nggs breathless drives touched him.

But as Higgs paused, a little out of
breath after hls furious attack, Which
had not got home,

LIVING
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thought you were such a holy terror?
You don't look it.”
‘“‘Dashed if you do!” said Topham.
Montmorency smiled loftily.

N fancy I can handle a cad like
that!” he saml carelessly. “If the
brutes sansﬁed we may as well go in

to tea.”

‘‘Oh, don't, cww'” snupped Lovell.
ked on with his

denly attacked in his turn, and—as T.he
Juniors descrlbed lt afterwards—* fairly

walked

His fists moved like lightning, and
Higgs’ clumsy defence was nowhere.

Montmorency played him almost like
a fish, driving in a blow here and a
blow there, almost at his own pleasure.
And the blows were- heavy and hard,
too, and had evidently plenty of muscle
behind them. Higgs Was knocked right
and left, and finally a terrific right-
hander swept him clean off his feet,
and he crashed on the floor.

ere was a buzz of deep-drawn

breath from the crowd of juniors as the
bully of me Fourth went down.

““Oh, my hat!” murmured Lovell.

Armur Edwa.rd Lovell had enter-
tained the idea of giving Montmqrency
a licking for his own good. He mentally
decided now tha® Lhat idea was the
least feasible idea he had ever thought

of.
“Hefty—what?” grinned Morning-
ton. “I fancy the esteemed nggs has
had about enough to go on with.
Higgs sat up dazedly.
e gasped and spluttered helplessly.
It was clear that he could not go on,
unwilling as he was to give in.

“Oh! Ow, ow!s Oh!” spluttered
Higgs.
Montmorency, breathing

hard, ad-

justed his eyeglass in his eye and

glanced down at him with cold scorn.
“Have you had enough?” he asked

comemptuously
“Oh! Ow! Oh! My chin! My
nose! Ow!” mumbled the unfortunate

bully of the Fourth.
“He’s had enough!” grinned Towns-
end. “Monty. old man, who'd have

chums without heedmg that remark.
Lovell gave Higgs a hand up. He did
not like Higgs, but he was sorry for him
just at that moment.

Higgs stood very unsteadily, mopping
a streaming nose with his handkerchief,
and blinking painfully with his eyes.

““Who'd have thought it?” he gasped.

“Not you, evidently!” said Morning-
ton.

‘‘He’s too hefty for me,” said Higgs.
“‘He doesn't look it, but he is. But he’s
a cad, all the same, to crow when he’s
licked a fellow. His name may
Montmorency, but he’s a cad!”

d Morny had nothing #o say to
that. Higgs’ words found an echo in
the minds of all present .Higgs stag-
gered away, leaning heavily on Lovell’s
arm. e had been badly licked, and
he was Ieelmv very bad indeed. Arbhur

Edward Lovell was frowning when
rejoined his chums in the end study for

“More in that snob than meets the
eye!” he remarked, evidently alluding
tu Cecﬂ Cuthbert Montmorency.

“He's hefty!” i
“But Higgs is all rush and thump.
‘There are tougher propositions in the
Fourth than Higgs. Still, it was pretty
good to knock Higgy out like that in
five minutes. He can play cricket, to0,
He's got the right stuff in him, with all
his funny little ways.”

”Hes got pluck,” said Raby. “But

“Hes a hefty boxer,”
come.
m“?uc—“ said Jikumy Silver, pursing

s 1i

“Eut he’s a cad!” said Lovell quietly.
‘“There’s a rotten streak in him. He

said New-
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doesn’t speak to Rawson in his smdy
because Rawson’s people are poor. He
crowed over Higgs when he'd knocked
hti ,‘,{“t He’s a puppy and an up-

“Oh, draw it mild!”
Sitver.

“He's not genuine!™ said Lovell
obsunucely “A gentleman doesn’t
snub & chap because he’s poor, or crow
over a fellow who’s down and out. His
name may be Montmorency, but he’s no
gentleman, and I'm going to tell him
so, if ever he wants to know my
opinion.”

“Let’s hope he won’t, then,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Pass the sardines, old
top. and talk cricket.”

“Bother cricket! Old Kettle could
tell us something about the fellow if he

said Jimmy

Jxmmy looked grave.

“Chuck it, Lovelll Some of the
fellows have been trying to worm some-
thing out of the sergeant, but that
kind of thing isn’t done in this study.
Chuck it, olcl fellow

And Lovell culoured a little and
chiucked it.

CHAPTER 15.
A Short-lived Friendship!

It was the followmg morning at the
breakfast-table of the Classical Fourth.
Mr. Dalton was at_the f the
Cnbl and his eye had fallen upon
Muffin, and uponsthe swollen red
mark across his fat cheek. It was not
likely to escape the keen eyes of the
For‘n -master.
What has happened to your face,
Muﬂin’)

Montmorency kept his eyes on his
plate. Tubby Muffin coloured and
coughed. <

“M-m-my face, sir?” he stammered.
The juniors sat still as mice. They
expected Tubby Muffin to blurt out the

OWN LIBRARY 33

whole story, with serious consequences
for Montmorency.
To the general surprise, Tubby didn’t.
“I—I—I got a knock on it, sir!” he
stammered.
“It looks like the slash of a stick,”
said Mr. Dalton, eyelng him.
“Yes, sir; quite an accident, sir.”
“You should be more careful.

yes, sir! I—I will, sir.”

TO Tubby 's evident relief, the matter
was dropped there. After breakfast the
juniors came out into the quad, and
Jimmy Silver dropped his hand on
Tubby’s fat shoulder.

Tubby was speeding towards the tuck-
snop. and he stopped unwilling]

“I say, don’t stop a fellow, i bc said.
“There’s not much nme before lessons,
nd the tuckshop—"
1 Are you gomg to feed just
after brekker, you porpoi:

“Well, just a tart a d some ginger-
pop,” said Tubby. “I never really get
enough brekker, you know, and as

Monty's lent me five bob—
has!”

Jimmy Silver.
“Yes. Rather decent of him, wasn't
it?” purred Tubby. “I nentmned to
him that I was short of
“You weren't so joll; y
Montmorency yesterday,”
[ri
“Oh
loftily.
Let a chap go, Jimmy!
“I was gomg to say,” said Jimmy
Silver quietly, “that it was rather
decent of you not to give Montmorency
away about that cut on your face,

pally_with
said” Lovell

that's all over,” said Tubby
“‘We're quite good friends now.

Tubby.”

L “¥es, wasn't it?” sald Tubby
fatuously. “Of course, I wouldn't give
a pal away.”

“But it seems that he’s given you
five bob to keep your mouth shut,” said
Jimmy contemptuously.

“Nothing of the kind!” exclaimed
Tubby Muffin warmly. “Thuts quite
a different transaction, of
Monty was—was rather hasty, and he
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was sorry for it. He 'didn't wzmt tbe
matter gone into with Mr. Dalf

“I shouldn't have thought hls noble
nibs would have come down off his
perch to that extent just to dodge a
caning,” remarked Newcome.

Lovel! gave a snort.

“It wasn't the canmg," he said.

“What was it, then'

“He didn't want Tubby to yell out
about his name being Huggins—about
the sergeant calling him Huggins, I
mean,” said Lovell shrewdly. e
doesn’t want Mr. Dalton to hear the
Huggins story.”

“Oh, dash it alll”
Silver uneasily.

But there was a feelm" in his breast
that Lovell was righ

‘Tubby Muffin cut away to the tuck-
shop, where he'had just time to get
rid of his five shillings before lessons.
He rolled into the Form-room ver
shiny and sticky and happy, and be-
stowed a genial nod and smile on Mont-
morency. That youth had evidently
made up for all his shortcomings in
Tubby’s eyes.

Jimmy Silver noticed, however, that
Montmorency avoided meeting Tubby’s
génial eye. Jimmy was feeling very
thoughtful and uneasy. He could not
help feelmg awvith Lovell, that Mont-
morency had been anxious to keep from
Mr Dalton, not the fact that he had
lashed Muffin with his cane, but the
Huggins story Whlch had led to tke
incident, and which would certainly
have come out if Tubby had related
what had happened. If he was abcve-

said Jimmy |

A LYw

But alas for Tubby's happy antici-
pations!

After lessons Montmorency walked
out with Townsend and Topham, and
as Tubby Muffin rolled up, with an
affectionate grin, he was greeted by a
stony stare from Monty. He made a
feebie effort to slip his arm through
Montmorency’s, and the superb youth
started away as though from the con-
tact of an adder!

CHAPTER 6.
Something um a snob!
OT!” said Lo
Arthur Edwa.\d Lovell always
was emphatic.
“My dear, chap—"
Silver.
“When I say rot,” said Lovell,
mean rot!”
“When you talk rot, it is rot!” as-

said Jimmy
“I

J | sented Jimmy Silver, and there was a

chortle from Raby and Newcome.
Arthur Edward Lovell swiffed.

The Fistical Four were in the end
study in the Fourth, and Jimmy Silver
Was conning over a half-sheet of im-

paper, with a pencil in his hand,
and a thoughtful frown on his brow. '
half-sheet contained a list of

names for the junior cricket eleven,

a most important matter in the Lower
School at Rookwood.

Lovell had looked it over with grim
disapproval, and finally delivered him-

tor the weighty opinion that it was
ot

“Utter  rot!” oom.inued Loveu.‘

board—if he had*nothirg to f¢
should he care?

There were no suspicions in Tubby
Muffin’s fat mind that riorning. He
was dwelling pleasantly upon his new
friendship with Cecil Cuthbert. He had
quite forgiven  Monty—quite! Never
again would he dream of calling bim
Huggins! He was going to call him
Monty when he slipped an arm through

his, after lessons, and strolled into the
guadrangle with him.

bosh ! -pifile!” |
“The_chap can p!ay cricket!” ob-
served Jimmy Silves |
“Look at the \vay he treats Rawson
in his study!” went on Lovell. “He
pals with Towny and To] ppy, and cuts
Rawson dead, though he's his study-
mate. Just because the chap’s Deome
are poor. Isn’t Rawson all right?”
“Right as rgin!” said Jxmmy “rye
got Rawson down to play.”
“Well, then—"
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There was a step in the passage out-
side the end stu

Lovell broke off with a grunt.

Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency, the
new junior in the Classical Fourth,
stepped elegantly into the doorway.

gold-rimmed monocle gleamed
mm the study.

“Hallo! Troc in, kid!” said Jimmy
silver affably, hoping that Mont-
morency had not heard Lovell’s power-
ful voice as he came along the passage.

Montmorency came gracefully in.

Fellows who liked him least could
not deny that Montmorency was hand-
some and graceful, and looked every
inch on a par with his lofty name.

Although he had been so short a
time at Rookwood, he was already the
“glass of fashion and the mould of
form” in the Lower School. Certainly
he spent upon his clothes at least three
times as much as any other fellow at
Rookwood. Even Smythe of the Shell,
a nut of the nuts, regarded Cecil Cuth-
bert with admiring em

Montmorency paid no “heed to Lovell
and his rather sull
stowed his attention on Jimmy snver

were goin’ to speak to me
about the cricket?” he said.

“That’s it,” Sal Jimmy, with a noed.
“Squat down!”

“I'm‘in rather a
morency calmly.
waitin’ for me.

hurry,” said Mont-
“Some friends are
Cut int!”
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Good! Your name goes down!”
Montmorency glanced at the paper
on the table before Jimmy S

May I look at the list?” he aske(i
“I'd like to know what fellows I'm
playin’ with.

“Certainly!”

Jimmy handed over the list, and
Montmorency scrutinised it with the
axd of his celebrated monocle.

‘“You haven't got Townsend or Top-
ham down,” he remarked.

“For a good reason,” answered
Jimmy. “They can't play cncket i

“They're friends of mine.”

Jimmy gazed at him. He wondered
whether Montmorency’s “swank” ex-
tended to the length of thinking that
fellows ought to be put in the eleven
because they were friends of his. Lovell
& Co. grmned

“I see youve got Rawson’s name
here, went on Montmorency.

"I suppo you know that the fellow
s a rank outsider, the kind of bounder
that eughtn‘b really to be admitted tc

1127 said
“No,” saxd Jimmy Lalmly “I don't
know that. It's news to m

“Towny says that his ramer is a
plumber or something'—

“I shouldn’t wonder,” assented
Jimmy. “Is it wrong to be a plumber,
Montmorency?”

Montmorency -shrugged his graceful

There was an

from_ Arthur Edward Lovell, and Raby
and Newcome exchanged a smile. The
Co. wondered how Jimmy Silver liked
Cecil Cuthbert’s “swank” now that he
was getting some ofeit himself. The
Jjunior cricket captain was not a person

eated in an off-hand manner, a
fact of which Montmorency was appat-

ently in ignorance.

4

But Jirniny Silver did not turn a hair.

“I'm thinking of putting you into the
eleven to play Bagshot on Saturday,”
he said. “I think you deserve it en the
form you 've shown.

“7l be glad to play,” said Mont-

|morency.

“Talk sense!” he suggested.

“I'm waiting for you to do that.”

“The fact is, I don't care to play in
the eleven with bounders of all Kinds
admitted to it,” said Montmorency. “1
suggest your droppin’ Rawson an’ put-
tin’ in Towny or Topham.”

Jimmy Sllva still with great calm-
ness, took the paper back, laid it on
the table, and drew pencil through a
name on it.

“Youre crossin’ out Rawson's
name?” asked Montmorency.

“No. I'm crossing out yours.”

“What?”

“And now,” said Jimmy Silver. rising
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his feet, “you’ll oblige me by walk-
ing out of this study as fast as you can,
Montmorency. As I asked you here T
dont want to lay hands on you.”

Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovel

Edward seemed to be considerably
tickled by this ending to the curious in-
terview.

Montmorency stared at Jimmy Silver.

“If you mean to be cheeky—" he
began.

Jimmy pointed to the doo

Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency
shrugged his slim shoulders again,
turned on his heel, and walked out.
When the cricket list was posted on the
board later it was not adorned by the
aristocratic name of Cecil Cuthbert
Montmorency.
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CHAPTER 17.
The Letter for Huggins!
4 ONTMORENCV 5
M t was Tom Rawson of the

F‘ourth who spoke as he met|
Cecil Cuthbert on the stairs. Mont-
morency was going down, and Rawson
was coming up, and the scholarship
junior stopped to speak.

Mortmorency went on as if he had
not heard.

“ Montmoz 'emy'" repea\:ed' Rawson,
raising his voice a li

At t the superb Monty paused,
and glanced at Rawson. There was a
calm and cold disdain in his look.

“Will you oblige me by not speakin’
to me, Rawson?” he asked.

“I only wanted m_say—

“Probably you've hea.rd somethm’
from Jimmy Silver. ’re not
satisfied I'm perfecﬂy Wﬂun‘ to meet
you in gym, with or without
gloves,” said Montmorency coolly. “But
nothin’ obliges me to listen to your con-
versation.”

‘Townsend and Topham, who were
with their lofty pal, grinned. Towny
and Toppy were “down” on their study-
mate Rawson, though not to the same
extent as the magnificent Mont-
morency.

A LIE!

Rawson stared at the latter.

“I've heard nothing from Jimmy
Silver,” he s&ld “I don’t know what
you're driving af

“Oh, I tho ugh'; he might have men-
tioned that I declined to play in the
cricket eleven unless you were

dropped.”

Rawson coloured.

“I don't see why you should!” he

oic

“Prol ly no‘n" assented Mont-
morency. “Is that all? I think I'vg
mentioned tha.t I don’t care for your

conversation.”
“I don’t know whether to pitch you
dnwnstalrs ” said Tom Rawson medi-
tatively. “You're not worth the trouble,
I dare say, you silly snob! I stopped to
speak to you to tell you something you
most likely want ‘to know. There’s a
letter downstairs in the rack, and—-""

“No bizney of yours.”

“It’'s rather a queer looking letter,
and the fellows are making fun of it,”
said Rawson. “It's in the racK down-

irs.  That’s all. I thought you'd
like to get hold of it. I think it's some
sorto og a joke on you.”

Rawson turned with that, and went
Montmorency stared after him, and
'I‘he e was a quiet dignity in Rawson
that abashed a little the snob of Rook-
wood, and he realised, t00, that Rawson
had only wanted to do him a little ser-
vice, and was not forcing acquaintance

on him.
“What the thump does he mean

about a queer-looking letter?” said
Townsend cumusly‘ “Let’s go and
see, Mon! ty!”

“Tl go!”  said  Montmorency
abruptly.

He hurried down the stairs.

Perhaps Towny and Toppy did not
understand that Montmorency wanted
to go alone to claim the letter.
events, they followed him, and were at
his heels when he armed at the letter-
rack,
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A dozen fellows were gathered there,
B.nd some of them were laughing. As
dandy of Rookwood came up Tubby
Mumns squeak was heard.
“Here he is! He, he, h {4
“Letter for you, Monty! exclaimed
Peele. “Charmin™ 100kia’ lem.er. by gad!
From your pater, I dare say.”
“The Huggmsﬂs'” chuckled Higgs.

burned in Mont-
morency’s cheek. Any mention of the
name of Huggins was anathema to him.

But on the present occasion he took
no heed of Higgs’' remark. eyes
sought the rack for his letter. He
picked it out at once. The super-
scription was indeed queer, and it was
not surprising that it had attracted
attention among the juniors. The letter
was addressed, in a rough, crabbed

“GEORGE HUGGINS,
Rookwood Skool.”

Montmorency's hand_went instine-
tively to the letter.
back at once.

“Is it yours, Montmorency?” asked

Mornington.

“How cowld it be mine?” he de-
manded. “It’s not addressed to me.”

“It's his!” squeaked Tubby Muffin.
-“He was just going to take it! Wasn't
he, you fellows?”

e was!” said Pe

“Take your !etter, Mommorency %

“Huggins!” chortled Higgs.

“You see, it st be for you, Mont-
morency,” said Muffin. « “There isn
unybndy else named Huggms at Rook-

W

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Smack!

The bhack of Montmorency's hand
smdte Tubby Muflin full across his fat
;]ace. and Tubby staggered back with a

oWl
“Yo-wowooop!”

“Here, draw it mild!” exclaimed

Conroy, the sturdy Australian, and he|nee

made a step in front of Tubby, as
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Montmorency seemed inclined to follow
up the smack with another.

“Yow-ow-ow!” howled Tubby.

Montmorency cast a fierce 1ook
round. Nearly all the juniors in the
group were laughmg Townsend and
Topham looked at one another very
queerly. It was amazing that a letter
addressed to George Huggins should
arrive at Rookwood, when there was
no person of that name at the school.
Towny and Toppy were devoted to their
wealthy pal; but they could not help
remembering the scene in the school
tuckshop, when Sergeant Kettle had
ca.lled Cecil Cuthbert by that name.

“It's not yours, then, Montmorency?”

askerl Peele, with a grin.

& kncw it isn’t!” snapped Mont-

“I'll L&ke your word for it,” smiled
Peele. “As it’s not for you, I'll take
charge of it myself. There isn't any
fellow at Rookwood named Huggins, so
the letter hasn’t any owner; oughtn’t to
have been put out in the rack at all.
Tl look into it, and see where it comes

mo;

But he drew it | from.

“Good idea!” said Gower.

“It ought to be handed to Mr.
Dalton,” sald Mornington. “It’s come
here by mistake, End should be given
back to the postman.”

“It hasn’t come by mistake,” salc
Peele coolly. “It’s addressed to Rook-
wood right enough. Whoever wrote it
thinks there 15 a chap here named
George Huggins.”

"Well Mr. Dalmn ought to take it

“RA)L' T’ll send it back to the \lm‘ltc\‘
ele.

it his address is inside,” sald PX

Peele was evidently curious to know
what was in the letter—as were some
other fellows. Peele & Co. had been
snubbed by the lofty Montmorency,
who had very quickly appraised the
standing of the black sheep in the
Form, and treated them accordingly.
Peele, Lattrey, and Gower were three
eedy and sha young rascals for
whom Montmorency had “no use.” So
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Lhelr feelings towards him were not
ind.

“Opun it, Peele!” gasped TuLby
Muffin. “Let’s see what's inside.”
“Let it alone!” exclaimed Mont-

morency hastily.
does it mntter if it’s not for
you?” demanded Tey.

“Dont bother about it, old chap!”

urmured Townsend “Youll make
the fellows think—

Montmorency did not heed.

As Pecle stretched out his hand to the
letter, Montmorency knocked it aside,
and took the letter himself.

There was a buzz among the juniors.

It was clear enough that Cecil Cuth-
bert did not want them to see the con-
tents of (’,ho letter—whether it was for
him or not.

“Hand that letter over!”
Peele.

“You've no right to keep it, if your
name ain’t Huggins!” hooted Tubby
Muffin. “Is your name Huggins?”

“You remember what Kettle said!”
chortled nggs “He ca]led him Hug-
gms the day he came—

“Hand over that letter, will you?”

The letter crumpled in Mont-
morencys grip.

s—this is a rotten joke on me,”
. “Some cad has written this
because of the ridiculous mistake
Sergeant Kiﬂe made about My name
the other It’s a rotten jape!”
“Likely enough,” said Morning mn,

“Well, let’s open it and see the joke,”
said Peele.
“I decline to do anythin’ of the sort.”

Montmorency turned on his heel and
walkcd away, his Well-shaped nose high

n the air.  And the crowd of juniors
behmd him broke out into a buzz of
excited comment.

shouted

a d
lette

CHAPTER 18.
Montmorency Declines !
ILVER!”
“YES, sir!
my Silver was passing Mr.
Dalton’s study, when the master of the

o
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Fourth called hun in. Jimmy stopped

n the doorw:

5 Wwill you go to the raclk and fetch
me a letter addressed to the name of
Huggins, Silver?”

Jimmy started vmlently.

‘Huggins, sir?” he cjaculated
.~There Isn’t any Huggins in the school
that—that I know of.”

“Exactly! It is is very odd that the
letter should have been addressed here,
and it must be returned to the post«
office. Please fetch it for me!”

“Certainly, gir!” said Jimmy.

He hurried away, his mind almost i
a whirl.

The name of Huggins seemed des-
tined to haunt Rookwood School ever
since Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency had
arrived at that ancient foundation.

It was no business of Jimmy’s, of
course; but he..could nat help feeling
surpnsed and perplex

und an exclted group of the
Classica.l Fourth in front of the rack;
but no letter addressed to Huggms
therein.

“One of you fellows bagged a Ieter
from here?” asked Jimmy, looking
round. “Letter addressed tq Huggi

Dicky Dalton handed it out by mlstake,

d it's got to be sent back.

Ask Montmorency for it!” chortled
Peel

“Hss he got it?”

“He took it from the rack a few
mmutes ago—t.haugh he said it wasn't
for

What the thump did he take it fol',

then?”

“Better ask him,” chuckled Gower.
“He’s gone out into the quad with it.”,

Jimmy Silver hurried out into the
quadrangle.

He sighted Montmorency, In com-
pas with Townsend and Topham.
Montmorency’s manner was not so
cordial as usual towards his two chums.
Both Towny and Toppy were perfectly

from the rack. But they were intensely
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d gripped the

curlous apout that missive,

and they declined to be shaken off.
“Let’s see it, Monty!” Topham was

saying, as Jimmy lever came up. *

1t’s a jape, you can let yuur pals see.”
Montmorency set his

“Look herE, you iellows he

said. | th
“I'm goin’ to burn the thing—it’s only
some cheek from some cad—] Higgs cr | it.

Muffin or Rawson, or somebody I'm
not gom to open it even.
I've got a mst[:h af
“Let’s burn it n
He took a n:mtchbox from his pocket.
He winked at Tophnm as he did so.

" said Towny.

to
produce the lebber, and his chums were
well aware that he did not intend to
burn it till he had looked into it.
“Look here,” muttered Montmorency
angrily. “Let a Iellow alone! Il see
.you chaps presently.”
And without further ceremony he
{furned his back on his comrades, and
walked away towards Little Quad.

“Dashed cheek!” muttered Topham,
much -offended.
“Dashed queer, I call it,” growled

Townsend. “Blessed if I don't begin to
think he’s some sort of a Huggins after

1. Hallo, there’s Silver on his giddy
Lrail.”

flver ran past the two nuts

in pumxlt of Montmorency. He over-
ook that elegant youth, as he was pass-
ing h the archway into Little
Quad and dropped a hand on his
shoulder.

Montmorency swung round fiercely.

“‘Hands off, yoy fool!”

“Hallo! Keep your wool on, said
Jimmy. 2 “You've ‘got & letter there,

and—
| “Mind your own business.”

“This happens to be my business, as
Mr. Dalton has sent me Ior the letter,”
answered Jimmy Silver quietly, “He
had it put out into the rack by mis-
take. Yowve no right to take it away,
Montmorency.”

“It’s a caddish jape
ot "Possibly, but Mr, Dalton wants the

hane
1etter m his pocket hard.
it over,” said the captain of

I me Fuurth

I won’t.”
5 Bg‘mg it to Mr. Dalton yoursell

:J‘L‘eave it to me, and Il see about

“That won’t do,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Mr. Dalton has sent me for tht
letter—he thinks it’s still in the rack.

Am I to tell him that you've taken 1t,
and refuse to give it up?”

Montmorency's eyes glittered.

“You can tell him anythin
dashed well please!” he exclmmed “Lel
me alone, and he hanged to you.”

“My dear chap,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly, “you know there’s been a lot
of queer talk about you on account of
old Kettle calling you by the name of
Huggins the day you came. What da
you think the fellows will suppose if
you bag a letter addressed to Huggins?*

“They can suppose what they like!”

said Montmorency arrogantly. “I hope
I'm above the necessity of Jpa; yin’ any
attention to their opinions.

“That sort of silly swank won't g0
down at Rookwood,” said Jimmy. “But
it’s a question of Mr. Dalton now. He’r
sent me for the letter, and I can’t gc
back wnthout it. You can see that, 1
suppose?’

"I declme to discuss the matter with

<

Mommorency swung round on hit
heel to walk a

Jxmmy S\lver’s eyes gleamed, and he
made a jump after Montmorency,
mmght him by Lhe shoulder, and swung
Jim bac!
“Hand me that letter!” he snapped.

“I refl

“Then I shall have to_take it,” said
Jimmy Silver grimly. “If you've any
claim to it—and I dcn‘t see how you
can hayve—you can come with me tc
Mr. Dalton, and explam to him. Will
that sul

“Then hand me the letter.”
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“I won't!”

“You must be potty\ Mommovency
to carry on like xclaimed
Jimmy_Silver, in Exaspe.ahon “You
know I've got to take the letter to Mr.
Dalton, as he’s told me to feteh it.”

nd eat coke!

“lel you give me that letter?”
shouted Jimmy Silver, at the end of his
patience.

“No.”

“Then I shall take it—"

“Hands off, you cad!” shouted Mont-
morency.

The next moment they were fighting.

CHAPTER 19,
Trouble for Cecil Cuthbert!

“ A FIGHI!”
A t’s Jimmy—
B i gt

chuckled

Leyell.
There was a rush ot X’ellows into the
stone archway, as fight began.

Before the “scrap" had lasbed a minute
a dozen juniors were on the spot.
i?mmy'” roared Arthur Ed-
el

“Back' up, Monty, old heﬁ,n"' chir-
ruped Townsend.

Both the combatants were “gomg i
hot and hard. Jimmy Silver seldom
lost his temper; but he was very angry
now; and Montmorency seemed to be
in a fury of passion, Jimmy was the
great fighting-man of the Fourth; but
Montmorency was a man worthy of his
steel. Snob as he was, pretender as he
possibly was, there was no doubt that
he had pluck, and was a goed fighting-

n,

The juniors stared on breathlessly.

There was a sudden squeak from
Tubby Muffin.

“Cave' Here comes Dicky!”

came on the scene,

Mth ‘nis long strides. The juniors fell
back as the frowning Form-master ar-
rived,

“Silver!
at once.”

Montmorency! Stop this

LIVING A LIE!

The combatants separated, bxca'.h-
less, and still mutually defiant.  Mr:
Dalton fixed a stern look on Jimmy.

‘‘silver! I sent you to fetch a letter
from the rack; and then I saw you,
from my study window, follow Mont-
morency here, and quarrel with him.
What does this mean?”

“I—I—" stammered Jimmy.

“Montmorency’s got the letter, sirl”
squeaked Tubby Muffin,

~ at?” ;

couldh’t bring it, because— -
ecause—" stammered Jimmy Silver.
“Montmorency, have you the letter
sent lever to fetch?” i
. "Yaas.
”Wny did you not give it to Silver,
then? "I presume he told you I had
sent him for it?” -

B Yuu should not have taken it from
the rack, Montmorency, as it was not’
addressed you!” exclaimed Mr,
Dalton. “Give it to me at once.” %
Mr. Dalton held out his hand for the
lefter. Montmorency hesitgted,
colour coming and going in
you hear me, Montmorency?”
exclﬁimed the Form-master, puzzled and
angry. “Give me the letter at once.”
Slowly the new junior drew the letter
from his pocket. There was no help for
it; the Form-master’s order had to be
obey ed Even the “swanking” Cecil
Cuthbert did not thmk of retaining the
letter until it was taken from him by

His face paled as the Form-master
recelved the letter. To his relief, Mr.
ton made no movement to open it.
stul unopened, its mysterious contents
still unknown, the letter was slipped mtn
‘VIr Daltons pocket.
0w, , Montmorency, kmdly
explam why you took this letter from
the rack and refused to give it up when| %
S:lver askcd for it.”
— Montmorency panted. “It
—m wa.s only a—a joke, {
“I cannot understand where the joke
was, Montmorency. Your action seems!
to me to have been equally foolish and!
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insolent. I shall cane you for your
conduct. Follow me to my study.”
Dalton strode back to the School
House, fouowed more slowly by Mont-
my Silver dabbbd his
nose f.haugmtully with his handker-
chief.

“It’s queer!” he said. “What the
merry thump did he want with the
letter, if his name’s not Huggins?”

“If1” sniffed Lovell.

“But it can’t be—"

“It's jolly queer, anyhow.”

“Yes,” said Jimmy Silver thought-
fully, as he walked away with his
chums. is queer, there’s no mis-
take about Lhat.—dashed queer.”

Montmorency  had fo!lowed Mr,
Dalton into his stu Form-
master threw the letter on the table,
and Montmerency’s eyes followed it
feverishly Mr. Dalton picked up a

“Hold out your hand, Montmorency.”

Swish! Swi

“You may go »

Montmorency turned to the door and
heslts.te(l and Lumed ck.

41

minutes later he saw Mr. Dalton cross
to the school letter-box with the letter
in his hand, and drop it in.

It was gone past recall now. Mont-
morency’s eyes had not seen the con-
tents, but no other eyes at Rookwood
had seen

But why that circumstance should
afford Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency a
feeling of intense relief was a very deep
mystery.

CHAPTER 20,
The Upstart’s Scoret!

OM RAWSON rose to his feet in
Study No. 5 and moved to_the
door. There was a cheery buzz

of talk going on in the study, but Raw-
son was “out of it.”

Townsend and Topham were in great
sp)nfs and Montmorency seemed to he

y, though at times he dropped into

llence and the smile upon his hand-

some face scemed a little forced.
Rawson had been accustomed to the
marble eye” from his two nutty

“Excuse r— he
5 Well?” Suld Mx‘ Dalton coldly.

“May I—I ask what you are goin’ to
do wlth (:hat letter, sir?

Mr. Dalton raised his eyebrows.

“I fail to see how it concerns you,
Montmorency And you are surely in-
telligent enough to know what is
usually done with a letter delivered in

. Dalton sat at his table and
picked up a pen. Across the face of the
envelope he wrotes “Not known at
Rookwood School.” Montmorency drew
an almost sobbing breath of relief. It
was not the Form-master’s intention
to cpen the letter at all.

you to go, Montmorency!”

5axd Mr Dalton, looking up.

“Yes, sir.. May I drop, the letter
into the post for you”’

. Dalton gave him a sharp look.

“I wﬂl see to that myself, Mont-

morency.”

“Very well, sir.”

Montmorency left the study. Five

‘es before

grown used to if, and he
despxsed the worthy Towny and Toppy
too much to care about
h marble eye “ had grown
more frozen since the coming of Cecil
Cuthbert. That haughty youth re-
sented the presence of Rawson in the
study quite openly. He was loftily
offended at such a common person
coming between the wind and his
nobility, so to speak. '
Rawson had learned to bear a good
many slights with equanimity, He was
at Rookwood to work and get on, and
he found solace in work and progress.
But more than once he had winced
under the polished scorn of Cecil Cuth-
bert, and his most miserable days at
Rookwood had been passed since that
superb youth had dawned on Study

0. 5.

More and more Rawson had fallen
into the habit of doing his work in
other studies, where he was welcome,
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gr of walking in the quad under the
eeches.

He would stroll there for an hour
or two sometimes in the evening
memorising Latin verses, or thinking
out  knolty problems—a  natural
delicacy keeping him from inflicting
hunself too often in the end study, or

Conroy’s room, and from drawing
attention to the fact, if he could help
it, that his company was not liked in
his own quatrers.

He left Montmorency & Co. to the
cheery chatter, and breathed more
freely in the fresh air in the dusk

under the ancient beeches. There he
soon forgot the annoyances of Study
No. 5, concentrating his mind on
unk ” of Aeneid he had committed
to memor.‘i

He sat down on a bench under a
beech after a time as the shadows
deepened round him. The Aeneid passed
from his mind, and he was thinking of
home—the humble home from which

hard«won scholarship had brought
him to a Public school, and which he
never forgot.

11 the Rookwooders had been like
Townsend and Topham, Rawson’s life
would have been a hard one. Fortu-
nately, they were in the minority, and
Rawson could recognise, t0o, that the
chief fault of Towny and Toppy was a
careless thoughtlessness. The scorn of

A LIE!

“How dare you call me George!”
exclaimed Montmorency passionately. -

“Hush! You don’t want the young
gentlemen to 'ear!” said the sergeant.
“I'm not giving you away. I wouldn’t
say a word agin the son of my
chum ’Uggins, what carried me on his
back when I was shot down at Ypres.
I'm sorry to see you playing this game,
George, but it ain’t for me to say a
word T asked you to come ’ere to warn

RBWSOn sat petrified. It was evi-
dently a secret meeting in the deep
dusk under the beeches, and neither
the sergeant snor the dandy of Rook-
wood supposed that anyone was within

a [ hearing.

“To me?”  Montmorency's
voice was angry and contemptuous.
“You've done me harm enough already
with your babble. The least you can do
is'to hold your tongue.”

“I'm ‘olding it, George” said the
sergeant. “Youre up in the world
now, and you've changed your name
owing to your rich uncle, and I ain't
the man to do you any ‘arm. I tell

you, I've got to warn you. Young
Lurchey is in Coombe.”
wson moved uneasily. *

He was fully alive to his surround-
ings now. e had heard had
quite banished his thoughts of his own
affairs. He did not want to play the
but he hesitated to make

Y

Cecil Cutifbert was much
more deliberate and bitter.

Plunged into t.hought Rawson hardly
noticed that there was a sound
voices under the trees near him. Twa
or three sentefices had reached his ears
before he quite realised it.

One voice was the calm, cultivated
voice of Montmorency of the Fourth;
the other betrayed the deep, gruff tones
of Sergeant Kettle.

“I've come, as you asked me, Kettle.
What the thump do you want? I've
told you once that you were mis-
taken.”

“I wasn't mnst.aken, George, and well
you know it!” ca the sergeant's

voice, deep and gruir though subdued.

his presence known. He had already

!»  Montmorency repeated
the name in startled tones. “Lurchey
—in the village!”

“T've seen him.”

“You've told him—-"

“I've told him nothing. I don’t
know as he knows anything. But
wanted to warn you not to let ’im see
you—if he ain’t seen you already. He's
a bad egg is young Lux’chey, and it
wouldn’t do you no good
Montmorency groane
“It's too ) That must be whom
the letter was from.

“The letter! wot letter?”
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_“Lurchey—that cad, that rotten cug

coughed loudly. Hc knew
how bitter it would be to Montmorency
to learn that he had heard, and he did
net wish to inflict that pain on the
vainglorious upstart. But it was better
han to remain where he was and hear

mo

"Some body's there!” exclaimed the
sergeant in startled tones.

Rawson came quickly through the
dusk.

Nontmorency peered at him, with a
white

Rawson, you low cad, you've been
listening!” he exclaimed in a choking
voice.

“I couldn’t help hearing you, as you
spoke in my hearing,” said Rawson
quietly. “I did not mean to, and I've
shown up so that you shan’t say any
more fcr me to hear. I'm sorry I heard

anything
Montmorency clenched his hands

convulsively.
ou rotter! You rotter!” he hissed
wildly. “You've found out. 0 and

$pin your yarn in the Common-room if
you like. I'll deny it, every word, and
youwll see whether the fellows will take
the word of a gentleman or of a low-
class outsider!”

“George!” muttered the sergeant.

“Shyt up, you fool! You've done
harm enough already!” exclaimed
Montmorency passionately,

Kettle drew a deep, hard breath.

“*As for you, you spying cad, g0 and
tame what you’ve heard!” said Mont-
morency fiercel

Rawson locked at him quietly. The
taunts of the dlscovered upstart did not
hurt him. Wa ing only com-
passion for the wretched preteuder
whose noble name was not his
whose lofty swank was only the cloak
of a humble origin.

“Youre mistaken, Montmorency!”
he said quietly. “I haven’t any inten-
tion of repeating a word,I've heard.”

“You lie!” hissed Montmorency
savagely.
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“I shall not say a word. I shall for-
get it all as soon as I can,” said Rawson
steadily. “You ms,y rely on that. I am
a fellow of my wi

And with that Tom Rawson turned
and walked away to the School House.

Montmorency stood as if rooted to
the ground. 'In spite of himself, he
knew the ring of truth and smcency
in Rawson’s voice. He knew that his
secret was safe with the boy he had
taunted and scorned.

He drew a sobbing breath. Safe—
for the present at least—safe to carry
on his childish imposture, only with
hatred in his heart for the fellow who
knew his secret.

“Hang him!” he muttered. “A gen-
ﬁlézman m be at the mercy of a cad

e !

The sergeant grunted.

etween you and Master Rawson,
George, it ain’t ’ard to say which is the
gentleman!” he said slowly.

And then the sergcant tramped
away, leaving Montmorency alone
under the beeches—still Cecil Cuthbert
Montmorency so long as Tom Rawson
kept his secret.

CHAPTER 21,
Calling on Huggins!
I young feller!”

Jimmy Silver looked round

Jimmy was t used to
being addressed as “young teller,” o1
to answermg to the salutation of “Hi!”
But Jimmy was always polite, and he
looked round with great urbanity.

He was leaning on one of the big
stone pillars of the gateway, at Rook-
wood, waiting for his chums, Lovell and
Raby and Newcome, who had gone to
the vlllage. The Co. had just come in

ight when Jimmy was hailed by the
stranger on the roa

Jimmy looked at him—not admir-
ingly.

e was a young man, of slovenly
looks, with a discoloured bowler-hat set
rakishly on the back of his head. His
eyes had red rims, and there was an
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aroma of mingled rum and tobacco
about him that did not strike the Rook-
wood junior pleasantly.

He looked like a tramp, and a rather
unpleasanc variety of a tramp, and

Jimmy was glad that he had not met
him alone in a dark l
“Well?” said Jimm:
t,“'rkus ‘ere’s. Rook\vood School ain’t
9

‘The red-eyed man removed a cigar-
ette from his mouth with a dirty finger
and thumb, and jerked it towards the
grey old bm!dx

Jimm; nodded

“Th)s is Rookwood ” he assented.

“You belong ’ere?”

“Yes,” said Jimmy Sflver politely,
belong here. Anythm further thn'
you'd care to know?”

“Know young Hu

In the quadrangle, at some distance,
Montmorency of the Fourth was saun-
tering elegantly with his friends Towns-
end and Topham.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome ¢ame
up while Mr. Lurchey was talking.

They stopped.

Jimmy Sil
cather uneas)ly

glanced at hxs chums
s.nd Love gave
grunt, and Rab] nd _ Newcome
coughed. All the Fxshcal Four knew
that Mr. Lurchey was alluding to Mont-
morency of the Fourth, whom he evi-
dently knew, as Mr. Kettle had known
him—as George Huggins.

obody here goes by the name of
Huggms, rdly.

Turchey

Mr.
ca!mly I kitow he’s here, but he don’t
want to see an old friend. Up in the
world he is now—always a bit swanky
George was, even when he was a boy
m buttuns at the "
a-at!” ejaculated Lovell.

“If he doesn’t want to see you, what
the thump have you come to see him
for?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver hastily.

He felt he was hearing too much on
the sub,ect of Huggins.

Lurchey winked.

"Hcs up, and I'm down!” he ex-
plained. “Vlhy shouldn't he give a ’elp-
jug ’and to an old friend what’s down

&

A LIE!

on his luck? I wouldn’t 'ave come if
he'd answered the letter, and come and
seen me. But if he’s going to do the
ikey and decline to reckernize an old .
pal, 'm goin’ to roll ’im off his perch
a bit—see? I'm arter George—Gentle-
man George we used to call 'im.”
Jimmy Silver frowned,
“You're standing by ’im to shoo me
off—what?” asked Mr. Lurchey, with an
unpleasant sneer. “Bless your little
‘eart, 'Orace Lurchey ain’t shooed off
0 easy as all that! ’Orace is a sticker.
If you won’t give my message to young
George, I'm coming in to see ’im!”
Jlmmy levgr exchanged a look with

Montmorency was nothing to him;
in fact, he did not like the snob of
the Fourth, whose uppish ways had
irritated even the equable temper 0(

“Uncle James ” of Rookwood. But
felt called upon to stand between the
junior and this dingy rascal. .

“You won't come in!” he said curtly.

“Won't I?” exclaimed Mr. Lurchey.
“Who's going to stop me?”

“Little me!” said Jimmy Silver.
gt

“Look ‘er .
“Put your hoof inside this gateway,”
said Jimmy coc “and you'll go back

lnto the road nn your neck'
tip

That's a

Mr Lurchey glared at him. “Lovell
and Raby and Newcome, grinning, lined
up beside Jimmy Silver.  The Fistical
Four were quite prepared to give
Horace Lurchey all he wanted, and a
little o

Just then Montmorency, strolling
along with Towny and Toppy, came in
sight from where Mr. Lurchey stood
outside the gates. The e e of Mr-
Lurchey was on him at o

Why, there'’s Huggms"’ “he ejacu-
lated. “You tell me Huggins ain't at
this ’ere school, and there he is, as
large as life!”

Old Mack came out of his lodge to
close the gates. He gave the dingy

Mr. Lurchey a look of grim disapproval
nnd shook his head af the Fistical Four.

“I'm s'prised at you, Master Silver,
torkin’ to tramps at the school gates!”
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“What would Mr.
you travel, you

he said severcl:

’Ere,

w: !
“T've called " Ere to see a friend!” ex-
clmmed Mr. rchcy indignantly.

“Young "Uggins—

No sich name ‘ere!” said Mack.
“Git off the grass, afore I help with
my boot!”

“Huggins!” roared Lurchey.

In the distance Cecil Cuthbert Mont-
morency spun round as that rauceus
shout reached his ears, and his startled
eyes glanced towards the gates.

“I've called Lo see you, George!”
roared Mr Lurcl

Montmorency s
became deadly pal

Oold 'k gave Mr. Lurchey a shove,
to move him out of the way of the
gate, and clanged it shut.

cut, you rotter!” said Jimmy
Silver be&ween the bars.

But Mr. Lurchey \vas not inclmed to
cut. Horace, as he a
sticker. He put his smbbly face close
to the metal bars and roared:

“George Huggins! Hi, George!
Don’t you know your old pa! *Orace?
Aren’t you going to see your old pal
‘Orace?”

i handsome face
e.

CHAPTER 22.
The Order of the Boot!
ECIL CUTHBERT MONT-
MORENCY was staring towards
the gates, with .a pallor as 0(
death in his handsome face.

His eyeglass had dropped from hls
eye; he was quite able to see

Lurchey without the aid of his cele-
brated monocle.

The hapless youth seemed rooted to
the ground, as if Mr. Lurchey had been
some grisly spectre that had started
up suddenly under his eyes.

Townsend  and 'opham  stared
towards the loafer, and then looked at
Cecil Cuthbert, and en at one
another.

Towny and Toppy were thunder-
struck.
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‘They had pooh-poohed the Huggins

story, and had fully accepted Monty’s
explanation that Sergeant Kettle had

been deceived by chance resem-
blance to some person of the name of
Huggins. As Montmorency was entered
on the school books as Cecil Cuthbert
Montmorency, the explanation carried
sufficient weight, especially as the ser-
geant had uttered no word on the sub-
ject since. But here was another
individual addressing Monty as Hug-
gins. And Monty evidently knew him,
and was scared out of his wits at the
sight of him. Towny and Toppy had
much food for thought now.

‘Townsend touched Montmorency on
the arm.

“What'’s the matter, Monty?” he
asked uneasily. “You don’t know that
horrid blighter, do you?”

lge | ma ed Mr. Lurchey.

“ Loo you clear off, you
rufian!” exclalmed old Mac. “IT
come out and shift you if you stand
yellm there!”

George!” yelled Mr. Lurchey.

George Huggins! Gentleman
George!”

“Monty!” exclaimed Topham.

Montmorency pulled himself Lugether.

He fumbled for his eyeglass with a
trembling hand, and turned it upon the
dingy figure pressed to the bars of the

gate.

“By gad!” His voice was not quite
assured, but he was recovering control
of himself. "Whatnmerchant! Know
who he is, you fellows?

u know?” asked Townsend
suspmously
dmt know him from Adam, of
course.”
H1 George!”
gad, he’s got an unpleasant
voxcc, \vhoeva‘ he is!” yawned Mont-
morency. “Let’s get out of this! The
lower dasses aren’t pieasant at close
quarters.”

Monty was evidently quite himself
again now.

He turned and strolled away, and
Towny and Toppy Went with him.
Monty’s  aristocratic saunter was
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changed for a rather quick walk, how-
ever, which soon took him out of Mr.
Lurcheys range of vision.

“George!” yelled Mr. Lurchey. “Hi,
George! Don’t you know your old pal
’Orace, what used to clean the boots at
thE All where you was in buttons?”

y hat!” murmured Lovell.

“Open the gate again, Mack,” said
Jimmy Silver. “We‘ll Jjolly soon clear
that blackguard off!”

i 0’s he tforkin’ to?” inquired
the bewildered Mack. “There ain’t
nobody ’ere named "Uggins.”

“Didn’t I see ’im?” roared Mr.
Lurchey. “That young covey with the
eyeglass that was 'Uggins!”

“You silly owl!” said Mack. “That’s
Master Mcntmorency

“Wot!”

“Montmorency ! ”
ingly. “Now clear h

“Montmorency!”  exclaimed Mr.
Lurchey. “My eye! So he ain’t called
’gggins ‘ere! ’Ow was a feller to know
that?”

said Mack crush-
Off 1

“Are you going ?” snapped Jimmy

ver.

“No, I ain’t going!” retorted Mr.
Lurchey. “I've called ‘ere to see young
’Uggins, and I don't care whether he
calls “hisself Montmorency or Mont-
gomery, or any other blessed name, I'm
goin’ to see 'im! I can tell you ‘Orace
is a sticker!”

Bulkeley of the Sixth camg along,
his attention drawn by thiS extra-
ordinary v"anﬂle at the school gates.

“What's the trouble, Mack?” he
asked quietly.

“This ’ere ruffian won't go!” said the
porter. “He's calling names at Master
Montmorency.”

“Open the gate!”

Mack flung back the bronze gate with
a grin. The stalwart captain of Rook-
wood was likely to make short work of
Mr. Horace Lurchey if he declined to
get a move on.

Builkeley stepped out.

“Time for you to go, my man!” he

said,
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Mr.
defian

‘“'l‘h)s ere road belong to you?” he
sneered. “I'm stay /mg ‘ere as long as 1
dashed well choose!”

Bulkeley pushed back his cuffs.

"I give you two seconds—-"

Lurchey gave him a glare of

2

“Yuu lay a 'and on me—" began
Horace Lurchey threateningly.

Bulke]ey laid two hands upon him.

Mr. Lurchey struck out furiously, and
Bulkeley knocked his fist up. Then he
swung the dingy loafer round and
planted a_heavy hoot behind him.

Horace Lurchey fairly flew.

:: Croal"’ yilled. Lovell.

Ml Lurchey came down on his hands
and knees in the dusty road with a
loud roar.

“Now travel!” admonished Bulkeley.

“I don’t want to handle you, but you
can’t kick up rows at the schqol gates.
Get_along!”

“You young ’ound—"

““Are you going?” exclaimed Bulkeley
impatiently,

“Yah! You cheeky young ‘ound!” *
gasped Mr. Lurchey. “Ow! Yow!
Yooop!  Leave oﬁ L:clung a’ bloke!
I'm going, ain’ I

And Mr. Lurchey went.

He dcparted down e road to
Coombe at a trot, anxious to get out

of reach of Bulkeley’s boot.

Bulkeley turned back into the gate-
way, and the gates were closed again,
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked away to the
School House, but the captain of Rook-
wood stopped to speak to Mack for a
few minutes, apparently interested in
the amazing visit of Mr. Lurchey, and

his still more amazing remarks.
re was a very thoughtful look on
Bulkeley’s face as he strode away to thc
School House. He glanced round the
quad, but Montmorency and his com
panions had disappeared. The Rook-
wood captain went up at once to the
Fourth Form passage, and stopped at
Study No. 5.
He tapped at the door and enfered.
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Montmorency & Co. were in their
quarters, chatting, Monty having re-
covered himself completely by this
ti wson was working quietly at
2 corner of the table, unheeded by his
nutty study-mates.

“Never seen the man before,” Mont-
morency was yarning, as the Rookwood
captaln stepped in. “Extraordinary
incident.”

“Very!” murmured Topham.
“‘Hallo, Bulkeley!”

“I want a word with you, Mont-
morency,” ~said  Bulkeley, kindl)’
enough. “Do you know anything

that hlackguarcl who was yellmg at the
gates a few minutes ago?”
“Nothin’, Bulkeley.”
Tom Rawson glanced up from his
wcrk for a second, but immediately
ped his eyes again.  Montmorency
dld noL look at
“You've never secn the man?” asked
Bulkeley.
“Never that I remember.”
“Why the dlckens, then. did he come
n u by another
t's very odd.”
Montmorency ehvmk his head.
no mistake,” he
“He addressed me as

assented calmly
H.lggms. I think—-
Huggins,” said Townsen

Huggins, was m" drawled
Montmorency.
“Yes, same es the sergeant did the

& day you came, you know,” said Towns-

Bulkelev started.

“Sergeant Kettle
clalmed.

For an ipstant there was a savage
flash in Monhtmorency’s eyes as Towny
“butted in” with that unfortunate
remark

“But’ your name is Montmorency!”
igx‘d Bulkeley. “I don't understand

“Sergeant Kettle thought I looked
like somebody he knew hamed Hug-
gins,” Montmorency explained, with an
air of boredom. *Apparently this man
at the gate knows the same chap, an’

did!” he ex-
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took me for him. It’s not very flatterin'
to me—I really don’t like lookin’ like a
fellow named Huggins.

“Oh, don’t be a yc ass!” said
Bulkeley. i It’s rather unfortunate,
though. That dingy rascal plainly

thought he knew you, and we can’t
have him hanging round Rookwood
yelling through the gates. Perhaps it
would be best to speak to the village
policeman on the subject.”

Montmorency’s lip quivered for a
moment.

“I don't suppose he‘ll tum up agaln,"
he remarked. assin®
along the road, I mmgmc_most likely
he’ l\ be m\les away to-morrow.”

sible,” ~ assented Bulkeley
(hought(ully‘ “If he turns up again
he can be dealt with.”

The Rookwood captain quitted the
study. Then Montmorency glanced at
Rawson—the junior who knew
secret. But Rawson kept his eyes on
his book. In a few minutes the dandy
of Rookwood was chatting cheerily as
before, and Townsend and Topham felt
their lingering doubts and misgivin,
dissolving.

hen, a little later, Mont-
morency lounged out of the study and
the door shut him otf from the sight
of his chums, the indifference
dropped from his handsome face like

a cloak thrown aside.

handsome, aristocratic face
looked worn, almost }mggard, and the
eyes had a hunted I

“What infernal !uck'" He muttered
the words low. “Kettle knows, and
Rawson knows, and now that brute
Lurchey!” He ted his teeth. “But
Il beat them a,lll
out! But—but if v
knew what Lurchey could tell them

At the thought a feeling almost Ol
physical sickness came over the
tender. He leaned on the wall, his mce
pale, his brow moody.
‘Tubby Muffin came along thc pas-
sage. There was no fellow at Rool
who had been more thoroughly emlbbed
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by the snob of the Fourth than Tubby.
But Tubby was prepared to forgive
everything at a moment’s notice. He
paused to speak, with a friendly gnn

“Hallo! Feelin’ down, old chap?” he
asked sympathetically.

Iastantly Montmorency was the
cold, impassive, scornful dandy again,
He had learned to play h:s part until
it was second nature Or per-
haps it was his real mture, for he had
been h'-uahty and scornful in the days

as e-boy in buttons, his
hfes ambltlon had been to become a
butler some day.

He turned his eyeglass on Muffin
ccntemptuousl

think I've asked you before not to
addreas me, Muffin,” he smd distinctly.
“Do you want to be kicked'

“Yah!” snorted Tubby M ffin indig-
nantly. “Yah! I heard that chap at
the gace—x heard every word! Yah!
Huggins

And the fat Classical fled just in time
to escape a drive from Cecil Cuthbert’s
elegant boot.

£ CHAPTER 23.

The Only Way! F

in!” sang out Jimmy
er.

The Fistical Four gere at
prep in the end study, when a tap
came at the door. It was Cecil Cuth-

Morfjmorency  who  lounged
elegantly in.

Lovell grunted, and went on with his
work. He did not like the snob of
Rookwood, and made no secret of the
fact. Raby and Newcome looked up,
and looked down again. But Jimmy
Silver, constrained by politeness, gave
Cecil Cuthbert a nod.

“Interruptin’ you?” asked Mont-
morency, with a lofty manner that in-
dicated that he did not care whether he
was interrupting the jumnrs or not.

“Well, yes,” said Ji ‘‘Prep, you
BJt mt in xt theres anymmg
you want

“I won't ‘(eep you long,” said Mont-
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morency, leaning in an elegant attitude
on the mantelpiece. “It seems that you
had some talk with that extraordinary _
loafer who kicked up a row at the gates
an hour or two ago.

“He talked to us,”
shortly.

“IL's “rather odd, lsn‘h ite”

Very!” said Jim
“Most unfortunate for me to happen
to look like some cad named Huggins,
drawled Montmorency. “I suppose it
might happen to any chap?”

“I suppose it might.”

Jimmy's manfier was dry. Ever since
the snob of Rookwood had refused to

play in the same team with Rawson,
the scholarship junior, Jimmy had not
taken the trouble to conceal his con-
tempt for the great Monty. And the
possibility that the snob was also a
“n'etender of an -origin more humble

than Rawson’s, added to his contempt.

“But, to come to business,” pursued
Montmorency. “It's awkward for me,
and I'm thinkin’ of takin’ measures.

That loafer can’t be allowed to bother
a gentleman like this. I'm thinkin®
of speakin’ to the police: at Coombe
wbcuc lb 2

Lovell looked up.

“You can’t have a man T in for
calling you Huggins,” he said, “and
you might have to e‘:mam why he
called you Huggins, if you could.”

Montmcrency did not heed that
rem

i Have you any idea where the man
is to be found, Silver?” he asked. “Is
he stoppin’ in Coombe, do you know?”

“I should thnk he was staying at
the Bird-in-Hand.”

“Where on earth’s that?”

“It’s the pub you pass as you go into
the village.”

Oh, yaas; I think I've noticed it—
just_the place \vhere such loafer
would put up, I dare say. The police
will be able to ﬁnd hlm there and warn
him, no

2 Ng dollhh"’ assented Jimmy.

ks !

said Jimmy

Montmorency contrived to drawl the
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word “thanks” in a tone that implied
that he was not thankful in the least,
and sauntered out of the study. Arthur
Elzwa;‘l(xl Lovell kicked the door shut
aff

“That fellow gives me a bad taste
in the mouth!” he grunted. "I can’t
stand him! Fancy his hurting poor old
Rawson’s feelings as he did, and it
turns out that he’s a sort of a man-
servant,

“It's not proved ” murmured Jimmy.

Snort from Lovell.

at ruffian knew what he was talk-
ing about! It’s as plain as anything
that the Hugginses have got money
from somewhere, and their
name to Montmorency. Not an uncom-
mon thing these days,” added Lovell,
with another snort. “The sergeant
knew him as soon as he clapped eyes
on him, and now there's Lurchey.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Well, it’s legal for a chap to change
his name if he pays the fee and has it
done in order,” he remarked.

“I know that! But he’s no right to
swank and out-Herod Herod with his
dashed uppishness!” grunted Lovell.

Swank from a real Montmorency

ouid be dashed bad x‘orm, but from a
xotten upstart—pah!”

To which Jimmy Silver made no
rejoinder. As a matter of fact, he
shared the sentiments of his emphatic

um.

Indifferent to the opinion of the end
study—outwardly, at least—Cecil Cuth-
bert Montmorency sBunbered down the
passage and down the sta He ex-
chan-’ed nodsgwith several feuows he

o friendly W\th Mornington, and

nd, and Topham, and Smythe
of l‘le Shen and ‘Tracey and Howard—
but he did not stop to speak to any of
them. The clear summer moonlight in
the quadrangle seemed to attract him,
an auntered out of the house.

Once out of sight of the other
fellows, however, he did not saunter.
He b'okc into a run and reached the

A LIE!

round into the du.sky shadows he clam-
bered over the wall. |
It was a rather serinus matter for a
Rookwood junior to break bounds after
lock-up, but Montmorency did not seem
to give that a thought. From calling:
over to bed-time he was not likely to
be missed. And even if his excursion
were to be discovered, its object was not
likely to be guessed—by the Head or
the masters, at least.
He dropped into the road and walked
uway very quickly.
eeping in the shadow of the trees
by the lane he hurried on towards the

In ﬂ “short txme he was in sight of the
Bird-in-Hand, dingy-looking inn
that lay back £ T, e road on
the outskirts of Coombe. t wns a.
place not own to som

Giddy Goats of Rookwood; but Mont-
morency so far had not shared in the
escapades of Peele & Co., and the Bird-

in-Hand was new Lerrlwry to him.,

Lights were gleaming from the low
windews, and the snund o! a raucous
chorus came L ont-
morency looked at the place with a
black and gloomy brow. He had come
there to see Mr Lurchey—he Had to
t to penetrate into -the
dingy, disreputahle place Was not only
distasteful, but dangerous for a Rook-
wood fellow. He could not enter openly,
and ask for the man he sought, but he
had to see him. That was imperative,
if Horace Lurchey was not pay
another visit to Rookwood, which might
have more disastrous results for the
pretender.

For a long time he stood, pondering
anxiously, and at last he entered the
side path that ran by the
some talk he had heard zmong ‘Peele &
Co. he knew of that path, and of a

hich the Giddy Goats paid
surraptxuous visits. He found
himself at the back, and looked up
anxiously at a lighted window that
glimmered on the shabby veranda.
“Hallo, what are you doin’ ’ere?”
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came a gruff voice, and a heavy hand
fell upon Montmorency’s shoulder.

He started, his heart thmbbmg.

It was a stableman who had come
suddenly upon him, and was evidently
suspicious at finding someone lurking|
in the dark at the back of the inn. He
held Montmorency’s shoulder tightly
and peered into his face.

“It’s all right, my man!” breathed
Montmorency.

“Is it? Lookmg “for what you can lay
your ’ands on?

“I—T've called to see a man staying
here,” said Montmorency humedly P i
—I want to go in quietly.

‘The stableman grinned. By thi
time he had discerned that Mont-
morency was a well-dressed schoolboy,
and he thought he understood. He had
seen Peele and Smythe about the place
before.

‘There was a glimmer of silver, and
the man’s manner became respectful at
once as a couple of half-crowns were
slipped into his hand

“I catch on, sir,” he grinned. “I
understand. It’s all x‘lghb sir, jest as
you say. Who m:ght you want to see,
sir—]

“No, no' s. man named Lurchey. Can
you take me in quietly to see him?”
whispered Mommmency “I—I mustn't
be seen here, you

“I know, sir. You foller me.”

With a beating heart, Montmorency
followed the stableman on to the
yeranda, where a door was tapped and
opened. Montmorency blinked into the
light of a smoky r

ung gentlema.n to see you,

Lurchey 7 said the man, and he

rinned, pushed Montmorency inside,
and closed the door after him.

CHAPTER 20,

An Old Palt ¥
ONTMORENCY  caught  his
breath in the tobacco-laden

atmosphere of the room. There
had been a time when such an atmo-
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sphere was familiar to_him, and such
dens as the Bird-in-Hand not un-
familiar. But that was in the days
before new-found wealth had turned
Huggins into Montmorency.

Horace Lurchey was seated a
table, smoking, and playing cards with
a fat, red-faced man—Mr. Hook, the
bookmaler, though Montmorency did
not know

Lurchey Tose to his feet, startled, and
burst into a laugh as he saw the pale-
faced junior on the threshold.

“ Hallo, he exclaimed
Jovially. £
arter all? Didn't want me to call to-

is [ morrer—what!”

“I—I want a word with you,” said
Montmorency, almost appealingly, and
he made a gesture towards J Hook,

That fat and ruddy gentlemfm rose.

“You'll skuse us for a bit, 'Ook?”
said Mr. Lurchey. “I've got some husi-
ness with this young gent.

“If the young gent ever wants to do

a bit of business in my line,” said Mr,
Hook graciously, “T'll be ‘appy to obligs

And the fat bookmaker quitted the

11 Lurchey lighted a fresh
cigarette, and then stood, with his
hands in his trousers-pockets, regard-
ing Montmorency with an insolent

Tin.

“’Ave a smoke, George?” he asked.

“No, no.”

“Given it up?” asked Mr. Lurchey.
“You used to 'ave a fag on now and
then when you was below stairs at the
'AlL

Mcntmorency winced.

The coarse familiarity of the loafer
cut him like a whip, as well as the
reminder of carly days he would fain
have forgotten.

Horace Lurchey chuckled.

“Fancy meeting you up in the world
like this ’ere!” he said. “When I saw
you in a car with two young gents, you
could ’ave knocked me down with a
feather. You could, reely' “This is
bm of orlright for me,’ I says to mvseli
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‘ George is gein’ strong,’ I says, ‘and he
won’t refuse to ‘and out a little to an
old pal’ I says. I wrote to you—=

“‘The letter was sent back to the post-
office,” said Montmorency. “The name
of Huggins is not known at the school.”

““So I found out to- day,” assented the
grinning rascal. “Ii Montmorency
how. Ha, ha! You took a whopper
while you was about it, George

“It was my uncle, of course
uncle’s name is Montmorency.”

’Ow much did it cost him?”

Montmorency set his teeth hard. He
was longing to plant his clenched fist
full in the grinning, insolent face. But
he dared not. A few words from Horace
Lurchey would have torn to tatters the
fabric of pretence and falsehood in
which the wretched upstart was clnthed
as in a garment.

The rascal knew his power, and he
was, enjoying the situation.

“Who'd have thought it, George?”
he went on. “In them days when you
was page at Goby Hall—

“Hold your tongue!” hissed Mont-
moreﬁcy fiercely.

e in buttons you was," pursued
Lurchey, unheeding. “And very hand-
some and nobby you Iooked in them
buttons. You was always turnin’ up
your nose, even in them days—lookin’
down on me, too, though my job was as
good as yourn. When old Goby sacked
me, you was still hhel’x lookm’ ’forwmd

My

A LIE!

“My uncle has adopted me,” he said
at last, in a low voice. “I have taken

name.”

“Hls name? Ha, ha!”

“His legal name now, at any rgtc,
said Montmorency fiercely. *“You had
better be careful, Lurchey. You were
kicked out Of Goby Hall for stgaling,
you scoundrel!

served my three months,” said

Lurchey coolly, “and now, I can’t get
another job without a character, I've

dropped on an old pal who's playing
the grand duke at a big school. Wot
luck for ‘Orace! 'Ow much do you owe
me, George?”

“I owe yoft nothin’, you hound!”

“You want me to drop in at Rook-
wood, and mention certain things about
boys in buttons ﬂnd servants™halls?”
grinned Lurchey. “Is there a covey
there that would speak to you, arter
they knew?”

* Plenty !” said Montmorency savagely.
“Plenty, if they’d known all along, and

I ha dnt taken them in. Plenty, if—if

He broke off. It was m his mind that
Jimmy Silver & Co., -least, would
have thought none the woxse of him for
his origin, if he had played a straight-
forward and manly part. ‘That was
all they would have cared about. But
he had alienated them by—what? By
assumlng a snobbish pr)de that would

to gettin’ & job as

ha!—when y« gro owed up a bit. 'Ow

a grandee of
Lhe bluest blood, and \vas ludicrous, as
n the

on earth did it ’appen,

turning out like this el‘e"‘ Wﬂ.s there
some truth in the yarns you used to
spin in the servants™-hall about your
rich uncle?

Montmorency bit his lip till the blood
almost came.

If Rookwood fellows should hear the
rascal talking like this—if they should
learn that Montmorency’s haughty
manners had first been displayed among
the footmen in old Sir Gilbert Goby’s
mansion—that he had been the dandy
of the servants” -hall

He shuddered.

Trous st -

“If1” mimicked Lurchey. “Why, I
know ’ow you has carried on, jest as if
I'd seen you at the game. You look like
a gentleman, George, but you ain’t one
by long chalks. They called you
Gentleman George at Goby Hall—
downstairs. But you was proud in a
way that 2 gentleman ain't and T'll bet
you've made ‘arf the fellers hate you
by puttin’ on airs; and if there’s any.
poor beggar down on his luck, you've
rubbed it into him—what? Don’t I
know you?”
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The wretched junior winced again.
Lurchey indeed did know him.

“Well, what's the figure?” asked
Lurchey. #I ain’t keen on making
visits where I ain’t wanted. rd
known as you hadn’t got my letter, I
wouldn't ’ave walked up to Rookwoeod
to-day. I'd have given you a chance.
Youwre a snob and a purse-proud up-
start, George, but I don’t want to ’urt
you—not if you tteat me decent. What's
the figure?”

“‘A fiver, if you'll clear out and not
come back,” said Montmorency huskily.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Horace Lurchey fairly laid back his
head and roared. Montmorency watched
him angrily till he had had his laugh

out.

“Never knowed you was such a funny
cove, George!” gasped Mr. Lurchey,
wiping his eyes.

“Look here—"

“Make it a fiver now,” said Mr.
Lurchey, “and the same every week,
and we'll see.”

“Do_ you think I'm made of money,
you fool?” exclaimed Montmorency
. shrilly,

“You look as if you was,” answered
Mr. Lurchey calmly. “That clobber and
gold watch-chain never did you in for
less'n fifty quid. You're rollin’ in it,
George. You must ’ave been telling
the truth at Goby Hall about a rich
uncle, when we all thought you was
swanking as usual. A fiver a week will
keep your old pal a mile off Rookwood.”

“I—-T1l write to my—my uncle—"

“Oh, do!” said Lurckey. “Write to
him as much as you like. Until he
answers, keep up the fiver every week,
Junless you want me to drop in at Rook-
wood and tell ‘em about the ’aughty
Moritmorency washin’ plates and touch-
Ing his ’at at Goby ’All. Remember the
time when old Sir Gilbert twisted your
ear, George, for tellin’ liess—"

““Silence!” hissed Montmorency.

“You used to say ‘Stow 1t!” in them
days,” grinned Lurchey. “I haven't
seen the colour of the fiver yet, George.”

Montmorency glanced at the clock
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on the mantelpiece and started. It was
nearly ten—bed-time for the juniors at
Rookwood. He took out a handsome
Russia-leather pocket-book, and ex-
tracted a five-pound note, which he
tossed across the table to the grinning
rogue opposite.

“I'll see what’s to be done!” he mut«
tered. “Meanwhile, you keep away and
hold your tongue!”

“Done—till the next fiver's due!”

‘Without replying that, Mont-
morency turned and hurried from the
room, and as he groped his way out
of the dark veranda, he heard—without
answering—the mocking farewell of Mr,
Lurchey :

“Good-night, George ! Good-bye,
Gentleman George!”
CHAPTER 2.
Painful Prospects!
" ONTMORENCY !”
Mr. Dalton spoke very
arply 2s  a breathless

Jjunior came into the School House at
Rookwood at a quarter-past ten.

“Yes, sir?”

“What does this mean, Montmor.
ency?” exclaimed the master of the
Fourth. “You have been out of gates
after lock-up and have remained till
after bed-time.”

“Yaas.”

Two or three of the Sixth were near,
and they glanced curiously at Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency as he answered
his Form-master. There was a cool,
quiet impertinence in Montmorency’s
manner—as he recognised, and
wished to emphasise, the difference in
social standing between a Montmorency
and a mere Form-master at a school.

Certainly, no one at that moment
could have guessed that the lofty and
impertinent youth who “cheeked” his
Form-master had been addressed only
2 short time before on equal terms by
a character like Mr. Lurchey.

Mr. Dalton coloured a little.
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Where have you been, Mont-
morexncy?” he asked very quietly.
“I felt luchned for a stroll, sir.”
“Is that al

Natu: xaily. I'm sorry. I'm late for
dorm,” added Montmorency, hi:
as usual—implying that his
was only a matter of polite form.

“I shall punish you severely for this
breach of discipline, Montmorency,”
smd Mr Dalton. “Follow me to my

In Mr. Dalton’s study the lofty Cecil
Cuthbert received four cuts, well laid
on, and was dismissed to his dormitory.
There was a buzz of voices from a dozen
beds as he came into the dorm and
turned o me hghb,

« Here

“Been co see Lurchey, Huggins?”
squeaked Tubby Muffin,

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Shut up!” said Jimmy Silver,
glancmg at Moncmorencys set face.

Car)t you see he's been through it?
He's beeh licked, Shut up, all of you!”

“Uncle James’” word was lawy and
Montmorency was suffered to go to bed
in peace. But it was a long time before
his eyes closed in slumber. ad
staved off exposure—for the present, at
least—but he had a thorny pai
tread at Rookwodd; the future was full
of uncertainty for “ Gentleman George.”

8

CHAPTER 26.
The Gold Shoutder !
- HAT a fool—what a dashed
\x/ fool I've been!”
Montmorency muttered the
words aloud as he stood at his study
window, staring gloomily into the old
quadrangle.

He was alone in the stu udy.

He stood with his hands driven deep
into his pockets, his eyeglass dangling
at the end of its cord, his whole atti-
tude one of dejection.

In the quadrangle he could see
Jimmy Silver & Co. in a cheerful group,
chatting under the beeches.
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Fistical Four locked cheerful enough
that sunny afternoon, But they hadn’t
the gnawing trouble that weighed
upon the mind of Cecil Montmorency.
“What a dashcd fool!” he muttered
again. “WI a thumpin’ fool! If
rd Welghcd out the truth to begin with,
most of the fellows would have thought
nene the worse of me. What do they
care whether my names Huggms or
Montmorency? ~ But n’t—I
couldn't! What a rotten run of luck
I‘ve had ever since I came to Rook-

Hls brow darkened.

He caught sight of Tom Rawson, the
scholarship junior, crossing the quad,
with a book under his arm.

Rawson exchanged a cheery nod with
Jimmy Silver. Evidently Jimmy Silver,
the captain of the Tourth, was not
worried by the fact that Rawson’s
father was a plumber, or a cnrpenter.
or a gasfitter, or whatever he was. Al
Rawson was poor; the poorest fellow at
Rookwood. Who cared whether he wore
his clothes twice as long as any other
fellow in the school? Nobody but a few
duﬂers like Towny and Toppy and

But Rawson played the straight game,
and that Cecil Cuthbert. had never
done. It was not in his nature to do
it, apparently.

Montmorency could not help think-
ing, as he stared gloomily from the
window, that matters would have gone
better with him \f h had taken the
same line as Raw

But it was too labe to change naw,

even if he wanted to change. And he
was not sure that he did.

To admit that a year ago his name
had been Huggins—that he had carried
plates and answered bells at Goby Hall,
cl in a suit adorned by rows of
buttons—he shuddered at the thought.

‘To admit that, only twelve short
months since, he had been on the same
footing as Tupper, the house-page at
Rookwood! That his uncle, who had
adopted him, had had his head turned

by the success of a lucky speculation on
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;mendous Rolls-Royce
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the Stock Exchange, and had changedy

his name from Huggins to
—absurdly, though quite legally!
handsome, elegant youth who stared
gloomily from the study window was
quite fitted by Nature to live up to that
grandiloguent name—but his uncle!
Montmorency thought of the fat, self-
important little gentleman, with his

rubicund face and his flaring waistcoat—
and his accent and manners that had
changed little since he was a sporting
publican.

Uncle Huggins had been a dashed
fool, as he had been a dashed fool; he
rea,hsed that only too clearly now.

But his luck had been cruel for a
'snob. First of al, Sergeant Kettle,
who had known him years ago, turned
out: to be school sergeant at Rookwood,

and had recognised him, and blurted

Montmorency

out his real name before a crowd of |

fellows. Then Horace Lurchey, who had
been his fellow-servant at Goby Hall,
had turned up, and fastened on to him,
All the Lower School at Rookwood
knew, or guessed, how the matter stood, | I
to sume extent at least, and his friends
d begun to look coldly u im,
Townsend and 3 who had
chummed enthusiastically with Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency, were
doubtful now whether they could con-
tinue to know him. They felt Lhaﬁ
there was something dy
Cecil Cuthhert‘ in spite Ol the tact
tha had more fivers than
other fellow had half-crowns and he
could telephone for his uncle’s tre-
whenever he

;wanted to.

And fellows whom he had mercilessly
snubbed, in his snobbish loftiness, glee-
fully welcomed the opportunity of
“getting their own_ back” mnow—they

a
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and these again by more, until the hap-
less upstalitéhard]y knew how many lies
e old.
The door of the study opened, and
Montmorenc? swung round from the
wmd

S.n instant the dejection had
drnpped from him—he was on his guard
again, playing the part that custom
had made second nature to him. He
screwed his monocle into his eye, and
glanced at Townsend and Topham as
they came i

Towny and Toppy stopped when they
saw him.

The cheery greeting they would have
given him a few days before was con-
spicuous by its absence now.

Both of them coloured and looked
uncomfortable; evidéntly not having ex-
p;cted to find him in the study just

en.

“Trot in, old beans!” said Mont-
morency, with his aristocratic drawl,
a.k no nntlce of their very peculiar

was just comin’ out to

look for youl"

“Oh!” said Topham.

“I—I thought you were out!” stam-
mered Townsend.

“I'm thinkin’ of ‘phoning for the car,

Very ! and takin’ a little run this afternoon,”

yawned Montmorency. “Care to come?”

In spite of his careless manner, he
was watching the two nutty juniors
very keenly.

Only a few.days before Towny and
Toppy would have jumped at that in-
vitation; there were plenty of fellows in
the Fourth who would have jumped at
it now. owny and Toppy were
rather more particular than some
fellows! They prided themselves on
the mct that they were rather

ven
George Huggins
Who he was, and what he was, no-
body knew exactly, but everybody knew
or suspected that he was not what he
Ppretended to be.
And the falsehoods he had told had
to be bolstered up by more falsehoods,

“Hem!” muuered Topham, with a
glance at his chun

“Thanks!” Sald Townsend. “But
we're not thinkin’ of goin’ out this
afternoon, Montmorency.”

Before the appearance of Horace
Lurchey at Rookwood, Montmorency
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had been “Monty” to his two nutty
pals.

Evidently he was Monty no longer!

A hard glitter came info his eyes.

*Dein’ anythm’ special this after-
noon?” he asked.

“Just roamin’ round ” said Townsend
carelessly. "Come on, Toppy; I don’t
think we'l stay i

The Nuts of the Fnurth turned out of
the study again. Moanmency Tollowed

them into the pas:
His heart was heavy wmhin hlm he
realised that this was d

shoulder ” with a vengeance But
manner was quite as usual—he was dn-
termined not to see what was plain
cnough for the blindest to see. He
wedged between Townsend and Topham
and walked down the passage with them
to the stairs.

Towny and Toppy exchanged an un-
happy glance across him.

The dear pal they had chummed with
was apparently not to be dmpPed s0
easily as he had been taken up

The three ]unlOl’S came out into the
qaadrangle together.

“Hallo, there’s Talboys of the Fifth!”
exclaimed Topham suddenly. “I've got
to speak to Talboys!”

And he fairly bolted. ,

Montmorencys ips came hard to-
gether.

“Comin’ out for a stroll, Towny?” he
asked.

Townsend drew a deep brea.th

He jerked his arm awi

“Excuse me!” he said cuxtly “T've
got somethm’ to do—somethin’ I'd
forgotten.”

And fairly turning his back on Mont-
morency, Townsend walked quickly
away.

CHAPTER 27.
Lattrey’s Luck!
HERE comes cheery old Huggins!”
Sh

1
Jimmy lever
Arthur Edward Lovell shrugged his
shoulders.
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whispered |

Prep was over that evening, and most
of the Classical Fourth had gathered
in the Common-room.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were talking
cricket, the most interesting subject to
them just then, when Cecil Cuthbert
Montmorency appeared in the doorway:

There were at least 2 dozen smiles
in the junior Commbn-room as he
appeared.

Townsend and Topham, who were
leaning elegantly on the mantelpiece
and discussing the first-class places they
had visited lagt vac, shifted their posi-
tion a little, so that they should not
meet Montmorency’s eye. nggs wlnked
at Flynn, who grinned. Tubl
whose desperate efforts to t on a
friendly footing with Montmorency had
all failed, ifidulged in a fat chuckle.
Lattrey and Peele and Gower, who were
talking “horses” in a little group by
themselves, smiled satirically. They had
been treated to the lofty contempt of
Cecil Cuthbert, and they quite enjoyed
the Huggins story.

Such_a reception might have made

any fellow- feel downhearted, coming
into a crowded room. But Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency —undoubtedly
had a nerve of iron.

He sauntered gracefully into the
room, his eyeglass glimmering in his
eye, his manner careless, at ease.

He took no notice whatever of Towny
or Toppy, but moved across to where
Valentine Mornington sat on a sofa.
Mornington picked up a book and be-
came immediately engrossed in its con-
tems, though not a great reader as-a

If it had been Montmormcys inten-
tion to spe: b he changed it
msts.mly, and \vmhuut a sign.

He sauntered past the sofa, and
dropped into a vacant armchair, and
crossed one elegant leg over the other
with every appearance of easy comfort
and satisfaction.

There was anotier chair beside him,
in which Putty Grace was seated.
Grace rose after a moment or two, and
strolled away.
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If Montmorency had been touched
with the plague his proximity could not
have been more carefully avoided.

Yet his face still gave no sign.

was amo; or my
fellows, but as severely solitary as if
he had been in the middle of Coombe

Heath. e
But after a time Lattrey left his

friends, and dropped into the vacant
chair beside him.

Montmorency did not glance at him.

He had no desire to fall from the
“best set” in the Fourth into the
company of the black sheep. He was
determined, somehow, to regain
position he had lost, and he could nob
do that by assocxatmg with such fellows
as Lattrey & Co.

‘But Lattrey had come there to speak,
and he spoke. He turned a grinning
satirical face upon Montmorency.

“Feeling a bit down?” he asked.

Montmorency. condescended to turn
his eyeglass upon the junior by his side
with a lofty stare.

“I don’t understand you,” he said
icily.

“I think you do!” grinned Lattrey.
“Your friends seem to be givin’ you
the go-by. Towny and Toppy ﬂgure it
out Lhat they've been e

hink I've mentioned befare that
I don’t care for your company,
Lattrey,” said Montmorency, with de-
liberate calmness. “Would you mind
addressin’ your remarks to somebody

g isn't @ fellow in the
Fburth g smd Lattrey, “who doesn’t be-
lieve that your name’s Huggins, d
that yowve horrowed Montmorency
singe your people made money. Old
Kettle knew it, and that shady bounder
Lurchey knows it, end jolly
well that yowve squared Lurchey not

urn up at Rookwood again, though
e's st hanging on at the Bird-in-
Hand at Coombe. Dash it all, old
fellow, it’s no good swankin’ any longer!
ga,nt'g you see it's a chicken that won’t
ight
_ Montmorency did not reply.
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He gazed across at a picture on the
wall, as if deeply interested in it, and
deaf to the voice at his side.

Lattrey set his lips a little.

Whether he was a pretender or not,
Montmorency was certainly master of
a supercilious manner that could be very

“I don't want to slang you,” said
Lattrey, after a pause. “I'm only
pointin’ out that it’s no good carryin’
your nose in the air any longer. Towny
and Topper have done with you, and
Morny won't speak to you, and you
knnw it. Youve put half the fellows’

backs up by bein’ insultin’, and they’re
Jjolly glad to see you bowled out.”

Montmorency seemed still deaf.

His calm, impassive face gave no sign
that _every word uttered by the cad of
the Fourth was gall and wormwood to

He understood what Mark Lattrey
meant now. He was really offering to
receive him into his own shady circle,
now that the nuts of the Founh would
have nothing to do with hi But
Montmorency’s pride was as hlgh as
ever, whether it was the pride of a
Montmorency or the insolence of the
servants-hall. Only a slight curl of his
lip betrayed that he was aware of
Lattrey’s presence.

“Still swankin’, what?” said Latirey,
with a sneer, and his eyes_glittered.
“By gad, this is really rich! I've heard
that fellow Lurchey talkin’. You and
he were servants at a place called Goby
Hall, and now you're_turnin’ up youxr
nose at Rookwood! Blessed if I ever
heard of such a nerve! By right you
should be blackin’ our boots for us

here. That’s what you were used to
before the Hugginses made money, I
fancy.

Smack!

Still quite calm, Montmorency swept
out his hand, and the palm came with
& smack on Lattrey’s face. The con-
cussion sounded across the room like a
pistol-shot, and it made a dozen fellows
look round.



88 LIVING

“Hallo! Lattrey's been s.skmg for
it!” murmured Jimmy Si

“And getting it1” gnnned

Lattrey sprang to his feet, hxs face
crimson. Montmorency rose calmly,
tfacing him, evidently ready for trouble.

“You cheeky cad!” roared Lattrey.

“Do you want some more?” asked
Montmorency, with a bitter smile.
“You've only got to repeac your im-
pertinence, my good fellow.”

Lattrey clenched his hands with rage.

“Go for him!” called out Peele,

“I'm not fightin’ with page-boys,”
said Lattrey. “I'd just as soon fight
thh Tuppelrm in the boot-room.”

a,

“Lf you did I fancy Tupper would
give you as much as you could carry
nome!” grunted Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Funk!” snorted Higgs.

Montmorency came closer to Lattrey,
with his fists clenched. Lattrey backed
away, showing the white feather only
too plainly. He was not of the stuff of
which herou are made.

will fight me, whether you like
it or mc if I have any more of yqur
insolence!” said Montmorency.

“I won't ﬂgbt you,” smd Lattrey
“You're too man for
that line. But I‘ll tell you \vhat 1‘1!

T'll see that the Head knows that
your name is Huggins, andl that there’s
a boozy blackguard®in Coombe who
used to be your fellow-servant at Goby
Hall. That will bring you down off your
perch, you cheeky cad!”

And ~ Lattrey turned and walked
q.nckly out of the Common-room.

y hat!” murmured Jimmy Silver.

All eyes ‘were on Montmorency.

‘The general impression in the Com-
mon-room was that Lattrey had gone to
the Head’s study to give away the
Iept secret of the upstart of Rookwood

If the fellow really was a pretender,
surely it was time now for him to
blench?

But, to the surprise and perplexity of
the juniors, Montmorency only cast a

scornful glance after his enemy, and sat

do.

down again. He crossed one elegant

A LIE!

leg over the other as before, and looked
quite at peace with himself and all the
vor]d Townsend am  ex-
changed dubious glances, wondering
whether they had made a mistake, aftgr

{7

“By Jove! The feliow’s got a nerve!”
murmured Newcome.
was a quarter of an hour later
that Bulkeley of the -Sixth looked into
the Common-room to shepherd the
Classical Fourth away to theu‘ dormi-
tory. Nothing had happened in the
interval. Apparently Lattrey had not,
after all, gone to the Head.
L “B'e’(’i -time!” setd Bulkeley.
Montmorency rose to his feet with a
shght “yawn.
I say, Bulkeley—"
“Hallo!” said the captain of Rook-
wood glancmg at him curiously.
you mind if I detain you a
mmute” There’s a fellow in the village
—a fellow who calls himself Lurchey

“Now,

Every eye was on Montmorency 2gain.
The Fourth-Formers - waited with
almost bated breath for what was to
follow.

“I've seen him,” said Bulkeley curtly.
“You mean that low blackguard who
came here claimmg to know you—'

“Yaas. He thinks he knows me, and
he doesn’t,” said Montmorency_easily.
“It's rather a rotten position for me.
He spoke to me in the village the other
day, and I don’t like to get mixed up in
a row with such a character, or I'd have

knocked him down. As head prefect,
I'm askin’ you what I ought to do in
the matter.

“Oh!” sald Bulkeley.

“It’s really amountin’ to a sort ot

while the juniors stared blankly. “The

fellow takes me for some sort of a rank

outszder he knows named Huggins.”
know that.”

"It can’t go on,” said Montmorency.
“Would you advise me to go td the
police-station about it, Bulkeley?”

“Idon’t know that that would do any
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good,” said Bulkeley. “Butif the fellow
perslst" s in spekag to you—

“And ycu don’t really know him?”

“I've said I don’t!” said Montmor-
ency, raising his eyebrows.

“Very good,” said Bulkeley quictly.
*In that case, the fellow must certainly
e stopped from persecuting you. I will
see bim to- -MOTTOW, if you like, and
warn him off.”

“Youre awfully good,” said Mont-
morency. “That’s exactly what I should
hke if youd take the trouble.”

Then t. Get off to the
dormxmry no\v,“ smd Bulkeley.

And the Classical Fourth marched
away to their dormitory, in a state of
wonder. Even Edward Arthur Lovell
‘was beginning to doubt whether he had
been too hasty in condemning the pre-
tender. As for Townsend and Topham,
they were in a most unhappy state of
doubt,
goods,” after all? And had they dis-
played the cold shoulder to a genuine
scion of a blue-blooded house, who was
also rolling in money and expensive
motor-cars? It was really a most pain-
ful state of dubiety for Towny and
Toppy. And in the dormitory they
melted towards their former chum, and
bade him good-night in cordial tones,
with a vague idea of being on the safe
side, as it were.

But Montmorency was not to be so
easily placafed. answered their
good-night with acool, steady stare, and
turned his back on them.

At which Towny and Toppy coloured
uncomfortably, and felt ntore than ever
that they had made a mistake,

CHAPTER 28 .
A Very Interesting Gcoaslon!
ou Loming, Jimumy
0 B, rot!” grunted Jimmy

“Nearly nll
grinned Lovell.

the Fourth’s going!™

s Montmorency the “real|come.
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“More asses the Fourth!”

immy.
_ “Well, dash it all,
isn’t it?” demanded Arthur Edward
Lovell. “T'm blessed if I can make the
fellow out at all! If he’s a spoofer,
where does he get the ne!ve to call
Bulkeley into the matter

“Perhaps he isnt a spoofer,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Anyhow, it’s not the
b!zney of the end study. Let him

59
said

it’s interesting,

5
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"But we're interested,” argued New-
come. “If the fellow’s a spoofer, he's
got no end of a nerve! I want to see
Bulkeley tackle Lurchey.”

“I'm going,” suid Lovell decidedly.
“Nearly all Lhe r.ms g ing You
come, too, Jimm may hear the
whole history of the noble Montmor-
ency, who was once a boy in buttons.”

“Turchey is sure to shout it out if
Bulkeley tackles hlm'” chuckled New-
ome. .“I'm goin,

“What ﬂbcut the cricket?” sald
Jimmy. “It's a half-holiday, and we
want to play cricket. Do you want
St. Jim's to beBX, us?

“We cal n hour for Huggins,
and still beab St Jlm 's when the match
comes off. me on, Uncle James!”
gri.rmed Lovell, catching Jimmy by the

“Bulkeley will be starting soon,
and all the fellows are hanging round
waiting for him.”

And the reluctant Jimmy was
marched away by his chums.

Bulkeley of the Sixth was always an
important person at Rookwood, as head-
prefect and captain of the school. His
doings were of great interest; his
lightest opinion was regarded with
respect. But it is safe to say that never

had Bulkeley’s doings excited so much
interest in the Lower School of Rook-
wood as they did that afternoon.

Bulkeley was going down to Coombe
to see the dingy blackguard who per-
sisted in “knowing ¥ Montmorency of
the Fourth and m addressing him as
“George Huggins ¥ and “Gentleman
George.” Bulkeley was going to “warn



60

him off the course,” as Mornington ex-
pressed in his slangy way. And if
Lurchey was telling the truth with re-
gard to Cecil Cuthbert, it looked as if
the interview would be a very interest-
ing one. If Lurchey was defiant or in-
solent, as was very probable, it was
more than likely that Bulkeley would
proceed to “handle ” him, whlch would
be worth watching. In any case, it was
probable that mteresting detai.s with
regard to Cecil Cuthbert would be
made known—perhaps shouted out by
the angry rascal. And Cecil Cuthbert
was by this time such an object of
interest to the Fourth Form that the
juniors’ curiosity was really excusable.

When Bulkeley came out of the
School House, with a stick under his
arm, at least twenty pairs of eyes were
fixed on him from various directions.

Lovell blissfully surmised that that
stick_was intended for the shoulders of
Mr. Lurchey—in which case, the expe-
dition could not fail to be full of in-
terest and excitement.

Montmorency came out with Bulke-
ley. He held his head high, as usual,
and seemed unaware of the general in-
terest taken in him and his companion.
Apparently the dandy of the Fourth
was to accompany Bulkeley on his ex-
pedition, and face Mr. Lurchey ia his
lair, as it we

Lattrey eyed him evilly. Lattrey
believed the worst of the fellow who

ere.

had smacked his face in the Common-'|

room—the worst he could imagine. But
he was staggef®d now. If Mont-
morency was a humbug, he was play-
ing out his particular game with a
nerve that was amazing. And Lattrey,
revengeful as he was, hesitated more
than ever about making hls thres.tened
communication to the H e de-
termined to see this affair through ﬁrs
at all events.

B eley of the Sixth turned out at
the with Montmorency, and at
least twen(/ juniors turned out after

him
Fanm\ately, it did not seem to occur

,LIVING A LIE!
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to Bulkeley that he was followed, for
he did not look back as he strode along
the leafy lane towards Coombe. Nearly
all the Classical Fourth, and some of
the Moderns, followed him.

“We're going to be in at the death!”
chuckled Lovell. “That fellow Lurchey
is always leaning against a post out-
side the Bird-in-Hand in the afternoon.
It will be an al fresco entertainment!”

“And Montmorency has got the nerve
to face him in Bulkeley’s company!”
said Mornington. “I'm blessed if I
know what to think! What do you
think about it, Jimmy?” -

But Uncle James of Rookwood shool
his head.

“My dear chap, I'm too busy think-
ing about my own affairs to think ahout
Montmorency’s,” he answeted “What
does it matter, anyhow?” v,

“()h rats!” said Mornington.

mmy Silver was the only fellow in
the Fourth, apparently, who took that
lofty, detached point of vi

The other fellows were
curious; and perhaps even Jimmy,
the bottom of his heart, was a htule
curious, too. Certainly, it would have
been interesting to know the exact facts
about Montmorency.

There was quite a buzz of excitement
among the Fourth-Form -contingent
whglt" the Bird-in-Hand Inn appeared in
sight.

frankly

That disreputable establishment was
out of bounds for Rookwooders, of
course. The place looked very sleepy
and deserted in the warm summer’s
afternocn, An ostler sat on a fence,
meditatively chewing a straw.
against a post before the inn leaned the
ungainly and untidy figure Mr.
Horace Lurchey, smoking a cigar.

“There he is!” murmured Lovell.

Bulkeley of the Sixth strode up
directly to the dingy loafer. Mr.
Lurchey removed his cigar, and stared
at him insolently. ~Montmorency,
with his hands in his pockets, regarded
the loafer through his eyeglass wvith
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perfect self-possession. And the Rook-
wood juniors, gathering round breath-
lessly within earshot, looked on with
eager interest.

CHAPTER 20.
Quite a Surprise!
o FTERNOON !” said Mr. Lurchey
A affably, and he replaced his
cigar in his mouth, and blew
out a cloud of smoke.

“I want a word with you, my man,”

led Bulkeley of the Sixth qulet)y
A dozen, if you like, young fe Aler,”
answered Mr. Lurchey, still aﬂable b
2in’t no objection to a chat, I'm sure.”
“Cheeky cad, talking to Bulkeley like
that!” murmured Arthur Edward Lovell
indignantly.
“You have been making yourself ob-
jectionable, my man,” said Bulkeley,
still very quletly #Tm here to tell you
that it's got tk?)s stop You have been

who has asked me m interfere, You
have been calling him a name that is
not his, and spreading yarns about him,
and generally ma.kmg yourself un-
pleasant. It's got to stop.
ere was a pause, :md the Rook-

wooders were quite breathless. Now was
the moment for Mr. Lurchey to blurt
out the whole story—if there was any
truth in his statements.

But he did not.

He chewed his cigar mednmt\vely for

moment or two, and his manner was

qulte civil as he spoke again.

“I called the yQung gentleman
George Huggins, sir,” he said. “Feller

T used to know. Gentleman George we
called him, such a gentlemédn he was,
with his 'aughty airs in Lhe servants’all
You could ’ave knocked me down with
a feather, sir, when I saw this young
gent;“he’s so like Gentleman George.
But now I've seen more of vim I can
see the difference.”

Bulkeley eyed the man.

“You mean that you took Mont-
morency for some other person, and you
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understand now that you made & mis-
take?” he asked.

Mr. Lurchey nodded.

“That’s it,” he assented. “I don’t
blame myself for the mistake, seeing
as they're so alike. But I've ’eard from
George since; he’s got a_job as boots
in a public’ouse down Reigate way.
I'm sure I beg the young gentleman’s
pm.‘don for my mistake!”

Oh!” said Bulkeley, rather non-
plussed.

The captain of Rookwood had been
prepared for deflance and insolence,
and the stick under his arm had been
intended to convey a lesson to Mr.
Lurchey in that event. This complete
change of face on the part of the dingy
loafer was startling.

Jimmy Silver & Co., who heard every
word, exchanged glances ‘Townsend
and Topham looked quite sickly.

After Mr. Lurchey had s\vallowed his
own statements in this way, there was
no further doubt in their minds. They
had made a m.\sts.keathey had turned
down a pal well “worth
knowin’.” Tov,ny rmd Toppy could have
kxcked themselves.

“I really beg your pardon, sir,” said
Mr. Lurchey, glancing rather queerly
at Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency.
jest made a mistake, sir, and I'm sorry
for it. I'm leavin’ Coombe this week,
and I ain’t troubling you any more. A
man can‘t  say more than that.”

“I pardon you,” said Montmorency
loftily. “I simply want to hear nothin’
more of your nonsense!”

“Then the matter’s ended,” said Bul-
keley, still a little nonplussﬂd. “I'm
glad there’s been no trouble.

“Same ‘ere, sir,’ said Mr. Lurchey
affably. “I'm sure that I don’t want
any tro\lble ‘Thinkin’ the young gent
was my old pal George, a-turning his
back on me, naturally riled me. But
now I know he ain’t George, I don't
mind owning up as I‘ve m:u‘e a mis-
Lake, and begging his D: i

d Mr. Lurchey, \vth um.sual and
surpl‘lSn‘Ag politeness. touched his rakish
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bowler-hat, and lurched away into the
bar of the Bird-in-Hand.

Bulkeley turned away, satisfied with
the result of the interview, so far as
that went, yet, somehow, not quite
satisfied in his mind. He came face to
face, as he turned, with a score of
Rookwood juniors, of whose presence
till then he had seemed unaware.
Bulkeley g'l;;e theén a grim look.

sai

Ahe"n" murmured J|mmy Silver.
“What do you fﬂgs want?
“Just—just walking around,

know, Bulkeley,” stﬂmmered vell.
Bulkeley passed through the crowd of
Jjuniors, and strode away up the road
towards Rookwood, still strangely un-
satisfied in his mind. Somehow, though
Mr. Lurchey had said and done all that
could possibly be expected of him, his
recantation did not ring true. Bulkeley
could not help feeling that there was
something beh\nd ib—somebhlng he did
not “catch on” But the matter
was _closed now, and he was glad of it.
“I haif-expected old Bulkeley to
wade in with lines, for following him
here,” said Lovell, greatly relieved.
Morninston laugl
“He, knew we were here all the time,”
he said. “He expected to mnke Lurehey
eat his words, and he was willing to
let us see, so as to set Huggms right
thh the For
“Hug ggms” said Lovell, with a stare.
“I thinkgt’s pretty plainly proved now
that Montmorency isn't Huggins.”
Morny shrugged his shoulders.
“Dash it all, Momy'” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. “The man’s withdrawn
evgxygvord he said.”

you

“He’s heard from George Huggins,
who's in a job at Reigate,” said Raby.
e ¢ should think that makes it clear
enougl

“Almost too clear,” said Morning-
ton, with another shrug; and he walk:
away without explaining himself
further.

Jimmy Silver looked round for Mont-

LIVING A LIE!

morency. That elegant youth was
polishing his eyeglass, preparatory to
putting it in his eye again. Mont-
morency did not seem in the least sur- -
prised by the result of the interview.
Perhaps he had his reasons. Jimmy
hesitated a few moments, and then
crossed over to the gilt-edged youth.
“Im sorry, Montmorency,” he saic
frankly. “I suppose you know that" 1
believed that rotter’s yarn, more o1

Muntmorency put the eyeglass ip his
eye, and Surve he captain of the
Fourth with loﬂy superiority.

“Thanks!” he drawled. “I may
mention, however, that I don’t care a
dash whab you believed or didn’t be-
lieve!

And‘he Wal‘(ed. away, with his noble'
nose in the ai

Jimmy Sﬂvet stared after him, wrath
rising in his bre: He was sorely
tempted to rush afmr the lofty youth
and plant a kick on his elegant person,
which would have put a sudden end to
his lofty swagger. But Jimmy Te-
strained himself.

“Just like Jimmy!” grinned Lovell.
“Don’t you know by thls time that the
fellow’s a rank cad, Jimmy Silver,
whether he's a Huggins or not. ‘He's
the kind of chap you want to touch
with a barge-pole, if you touch him at

Brrrrr!” grunted Jimmy Silver.
”What the thump have we been wast-
ing our time on the fellow at all for?
Let’s get back to the cricket, for good-
ness’ sake, and get the taste out of our
mouths!”

And the Co. grinned, and walked
back with their great leader to the
cricket. The Rookwooders took their
homeward way, most of them feeling
rather pointed. The interview
with Mr. Luu‘,hey had been tame—very
tame—as Putty Grace remarked. The
fellow hadn’t been cheeky, and Bulkeley
hadn’t laid into him with the stick.’ The
Jjuniors had really had their walk for
nothing. No startling details of the
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career of George Huggins—Gentleman
George—had come to light. Instead of
that, the Huggins’ story was disposed
of for good and all, and Montmorency
stood cleared in the eyes of the Fourth
of all imputations of humble origin,
whatever Morny chose to think.
Montmorency’s little ways had not

made him beloved, and there were few
who rejoiced to see him
with his Form.

“set right ”

GHAPTER 30,
A sereno!

out!”
G Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency
uttered those words quietly,
but threateningly, as Lattrey looked
into Study No. 5 an hour or two later.
Instead of getting out, however, Lat-
h‘EY 20t in, and closed the door after
him.

“You prefer to leave this study on
your neck?” asked Montmorency, push-
ing back his spotless cuffs a little.

“Hold on a minute!” said Lattrev.
with a bitter grin. “I've just a few
words to say. I know your game. Do
you think I'm blind, even 'if all the
other fellows are? Yolr've squared that
rotter 'at ird-in-Hand, or your
precious uncle’s squared him. He's been
paid to. hold his tongue, and I fan
he’s being paid regularly, or he would
soon open his mouth again. It was
fixed up before you asked Bulkeley to
chip in, you knowing jqlly well that
the rogue was going to take back what
he'd said, and he’s being paid to go
away from Coombe—-"

Lattrey watched Montmorency’s face
intently as he spoke, fully expecting to
read there some confirmation of his
surmise.

1If Montmorency’s heart sank at find-
ing himself read so easily and so keenly,
he gave no sign of it.

Only a smile of wntemphmus amuse-
ment appeared on his f:

t finished yet * Said Lautrey.

thh an ev]l look in his eyes. You
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may or may not happen to know that
my father is a private inquiry agent

“I'm sure I don't care a rap!”

“I'm_going to write to him,” con-
tinued Lattrey, “I'm going to aslk him
to let me know what he can about
Goby Hall, and a servant that used
to be kept there, named Hugzins, and
whether he changed his name to Mont-
morency when he came into money.”

Mommorency gave a slight start.
touches  you, does it?
sneered Lattrey.

“Not at all,” drawled Cecil Cuth-
bert. “You're quite amusin’, old bean.
But I'm tired of your peculiar brand of
conversation. Will you get out?”

“Not yet. I—"

“You will!”

Montmorency threw the study’ door
open, and strode towards Lattrey. A
moment more, and e cad of the
Fourth was grasped in a pair of hands
that, though white and exceedmgl;

well-kept, were very powerful.

W&S a yell from Lattrey as he wenﬁ
spinning through the doorway.

Crash!

“By gad!” Townsend and Topham
were coming to the study, and they
jumped back as Lattrey crashed at
their feet.

Lattrey picked himself up, his eyes
gleaming. For a moment he seemed
about to rush furiously at the hand-
some, disdainful junior standing in the
study doorway. But he changed his
mind, and with a black brow strode
away down the passage.

Towny and Toppy came into the
d

room, Towny coughed. Mont-
morency took no heed of the two nuts.
“Monty, old man—" murmured
Townsend.
“Monty. old top—" reathed
Tophal

“Comm out for a stroll before tea,
Old fe).low

nty!”
And Cecll Cuthbert Muntmm‘cncm
lented, and deigned to receive his n
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pals into favour again. And once more
Rookwood School was treated to the
gratifying sight of three elegant and
lofty youths strolling arm-in-arm in
the quadrangle.

Co TR VORI v e S Y

But the outward seremty of Cecil
Cuthbert aristo-
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and Tubby did not want to meet him
till his wrath had had time to cool.
There was a senior match in progress
on Big Side, and the Sixth were all out
of doors; so the prefects’ room had
seemed quite a safe refuge to ‘Tubby.
Higgs was not likely to look for h.(m
there. Master Muffin had made
self quite comfortable, and devoumd the

cratic calm which he ca,refully main-
tained in public, went no deeper than
his skin. The threat of Mark Lattrey
still rang in his ears, and within the
skin of Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency
George Huggins quaked. For one
danger had only been averted to give
place to another, and his footsteps were
still upon slippery paths. Outwardl;
all was serene, but inwardly there was
doubt and dark foreboding for the up-|
start who was living a lie.
CHAPTER 31,
Muffin Makes a Discovery !
UBBY MUFFIN gave an apprehen-
sive start as there was a footstep
- outside the prefects’ room at
Rookwood.
Muffin of the Fourth had no business
+ whatever in the prefects’ room, and
apartment sacred to the great men of
the Sixth. Any prefect finding him
ensconced in an armchair there would
have felt called upon to administer a
cuff as a reward for his cheek. That
was why Regipald Muffin sat up appre-
hensively as he heard the footfall out-
side.

It was not the comfortable armchair
that had tempted Tubby into the for-
idden terrifory. It was the fact that

the prefects’ room had been quite de-
serted, and that Tubby was looking
for an asylum of refuge. Higgs of the

Fourth was looking for Tubby. Tubby

was very anxious not to be found.

‘There had been a )‘msundetstandln°‘

about a cake in Study No. 2. 25
had a hasty hand and a hewy baot

e cake from his pocket
with considerable satisfaction. nd
then there came the sudden footfall,
and Tubby sat up like a sﬁart‘ed rabbit.
“Oh, dear!” murmured Tubby.
Whether it was Higgs of the Fourth
or a prefect, Tubby did not know; but
he knew that in either case he did not
want to be found. If it was a prefect, it
was most likely Carthew, the bully of
the Sixth, who was no cricketer, and
was not playmg that afternoon. Car-
thew was as bad as Higgs, or worse.
He was quite certﬂin to kick the fat
Junior®out of fhe room, with unneces-
sary vigour, if he found him there.
Tubby rolled out of the armchair, and
stood gaspmg for a moment.
brain not work rapidly.
the dDOr handle turned, Tubby Mufiin
made an instinctive dive behind the
big armchair. There he crouched on
his knees, concealed by the high back of
Lhe chair, breathlessly hoping for the

bes!

The docr opened.

‘Tubby could not see who entered,
and ceuld not be seen. But the foot-
fall struck him as curiously light and
cautious. He heard the door close very
quietly.

Tubby ‘wondered.

Certainly it could not be a prefect
who entered his own quarters in that
stealthy way.  Neither could it be
Higgs, who was loud and heavy-footed.
The fat Classical wondered whether it
might be Jimmy Silver, or some other
reckless youth, seeking to play some

“jape” in the sacred apartment during
the absence of the prefects. But he
took care not to shcw himself. He was
not taking any risk

For z ~nmoment or two there was
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silence, and then cautious footfalls
crossed the room—towards the tele-
phone by the window.

Still Tubby could not see who it was.

But he crouched lower, and spied
under the chair, and caught a glimpse
of a very elegant pair of boots, of
turned up trousers, and an inch of silk
socks of the anSt expensive kind.

Then he knew!

He knew those boots and those silken
.socks. It was Cecil Cuthbert Mont-
morency of the Fourth who had entered
the prefects’ room so cautiously and
stealthily, and was now standing before
the telephone.

Tubby Muffin grinned.

He had nothing to fear from Mont-
morency; and there was no reason why
he should not show himself now, if he
liked.  Montmorency had “sneaked ”
into the prefects’ room to use the tele-
phone, taking advantage—like Muffin
of the fact that all the Sixth were out.

‘Tubby Muffin had nothing to fear
from the dandy

€5

at the window he could see whether any,
of the Sixth came towards the House.
He had given a number, and was wait-
ing for his trunk call. Tubby Muffin's
brain was not specially active, but ke
gucssed that Cecil Cuthbert was tele-
phoning h

Tubby felt o tingle of curiosity all
over his fat person.

It did not even occur to him to have
any scruple about playing the eaves-

dropper in this way. Tubby had a
conscienice, but it was a very accommo-
dating one, and seldom gave him any
worry.

Buzzzz!

Montmorency swung round quickly
from the window as the bell rang, nnd

hurried to pick up the receiver.
was_‘““throug lx
“Is t at you, uncle?”

Uncle
Tubby Muffins listened with all his
ears, which had been made unusually
large by kind nature, as if for this very
purpose!  Monimorency was speaking
had

rhaps, a gl :mce of lofty ccntvmp‘—
which would not ha\«e hurt Tubby

But he did not mq

His curiosity was xuoused now.

Next to greediness, inquisitiveness
was Reginald Muffin’s besetting sin.

And he was very much interested in
Montmorency and his affairs—as were,
indeed, less inquisitive fellows than
Muffin.  There had been more talk
about Montmorency than about any
other fellow in the Lower School at
Rookwood.

So Tubby Muffin sat tight, as it were.

He heard Montmorency remove the
receiver from the hook and rihg up the
exchange. He heard him give a num-
ber, and caught the word ‘Trunks.”
Then the receiver was replaced, and
Montmorency strolled Lo the window to
look out into the

M\lﬂ'ln crouched closer to the cover of
the big

vadmtly Montmotency had no sus-
picion that anyone beside himself was
in the room. And from his position

0 his rich uncle who
ndcpned him and sent him to Rook-

He was telephoning to Mont-
m rcnc_v Court, his uncle’s stately
“place ” in the country. At Montmor-

ency Court Cecil Cuthbert was supposed
to have spent his expensive earlier
youth., e story that he had once
been a boy in buttons at Goby Hall was
well known, and was still a subject for
jokes in the Fourth—fellows who did
not like Montmorency often alluded to
him as “George Huggins.” But that
story had boen knocked on the head—
it had few believers now.

‘Tubby trembled with curiosity. Was
he going to hear some of the actual
facts? ~ Tubby would have given a
great deal to huz\r what was said at the
other end of the wire. But naturally
he could only hear what Montmorency
spoke into the transmitter.

“Yes, it’s Cecil speakin’  Yes, it was
all right about that scoundrel Lurchey.
He owned up before a crowd of fellows
that he had been mistaken, and that
I was not the George Huggins he had
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known at Goby Hall. I'm afraid you
had tobshell out rather severely, uncle.”

"Tubl

Undoubtedly he was begiuning to
hear some of the facts.

“So long as he keeps away from this
neighbourhood that will be all right,”
‘went on Montmorency, in reply to some-
thing from his uncle, unheard by
‘““He will keep away so long as
you square him. I'm not afraid of Lur-
chey now that it's in your hands.
You're awfully good to me, uncle!”

There was a touch of real feeling in
Montmorency’s voice, and Tubby Muffin
wondered to hear it.

“It's all serene now,” Montmorency
continued.  “Lurchey’s owning up
knocked the whole thing on the head.
Sergeant Kettle knows; but he ls mum.
But—but there's another danger,
uncle.”

‘There was a pause, and again Tubby
would have given anything to hear what
Montmorency was hearing at the re-
ceiver. .

“There’s a fellow here named Lat-
trey "—Montmorency was speaking
aggin. “A rank outsider—a dingy cad
who detests me because I'll have no-
thin’ to do with him.  He suspects that
Lurchey was squared. No, I know he
can’t prove anythin’, and he’s a rotter,
anyhow, and nobody takes any notice
of him. I've heard that he came near
being expelled once., But he's told me
thn.t h.\s father’s a private inquiry agent

sort of a etechve~and Jhe’s
wntten to him to inquire about m

‘Tubby ]\iumn winked at the hack of

the #mch:

He was qmte enjoying himself now.

“I don’t know whether his father
wm take it up—probably he won’t—but

he does, it will be easy enough for
}um to go down to Goby Hall and learn
the whole story.”

Tubby Muffin wondered what Mont-
morency would have sald if he could
have known that he, Tubby, was learn-
11111" the whole story. behind the arm-
chair.
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“Lattrey is an utter cad and out-
sider, and his father’s probably of {he
same kidney. He could be squared
EaS\ly enough.  You can find him out,

I should think, without much trouble.
I'm givin’ you a lot of trouble, uncle—
I never supposed that my comin’ to
Rookwood Wnuld mean all this. But
if I'm to play the game out, Lattrey
will have to be bottled up. If—if the
fellows knew about Goby Hall, and—
and—-" Montmorency's voice fal-

‘There was a pause. Montmorency was
listening to the voice over the wires,
and it was some moments beforg he
spo,ke again.

“Thanks, uncle! If he's squared,
he will shut Lattrey up fast enougﬁ
and it will e all serene. Good!

good! You've taken a weight off my
mind. All serene now! Good-bye,
uncle.”

Montmorency hung up the receiver.

He turned away from the telephone,
and crossed to the door. As the door
closed behind him Tubby Muffin rose
from behind the armchair, and grinned
cheerfully. Tubby knew it all now!
Sergeant Kettle, who knew, was silent;
Mr. ey, who ew, had been
“squared,” and got rid of; Lattrey, who
might find out, was to be ““bottled
But Tubby Muffin knew—knew it a'ﬂ,
now; and the hapless upstart of Rook-
wood, who sailed so loftily under false
colours, was at the mercy of Tubby!

CHAPTER 32.
Lattrey’s Little Game!
LESS it!”

There was a smell of methy-
lated spirits in the end study,

and the sound of a grousing voice.
Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come came in, red and warm from the
ericket, xmd found Arthur Edward Lovell

making

At all events, it was Arthur
Edward’s intention to make the tea.
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So far, he had spilled methylated spirit
over the fender and over his trousers,
and had succeeded in starting what
looked like a furnace, or a volcano in
eruption, in the grate. On closer in-
spection, it cculd be seen that it was
not a furnace or a volcano, but a spirit
stove liberally supplied with spirit—very
liberally supplit A wavering tcngue
of flame soared nearly as high as
mantelp,ece
Ble s AR
Edward Lovell sald “Bless
it ”' but his looks and tone really did
ot seem to be calling down blessings
on the spirit stove.
“Hallo, setting the school on gre, old
scout?” asked Jimmy Silver genially.
Brrrr!”

it § say, Lovell, this study isn't in-
gured,” said Raby anxiously.
“Fathead!” >

“Is if an experiment?” asked New-
come in wonder. “Are you trying to do
some of the stunts that belong to the
Modern side?”

Lovcl] Lm-ned a red and wrathy face

“If thats your thanks to a fellcm
‘who comes in early to get tea—" h:
began warmly.

“Oh, youre getting tea?” asked
Ra

What the t.hump da you think I'm
“doing?” roared Lo

“Blessed if I k Producing a

cheap imitation of Vesuvlus I should

Y ass!”

“Better pass the word for the fire-
Duckets’ suggested Newcome.
1 Look here,” roared Loven “if you
ifellows can_handle th!s rotten” stove
better than I can—
\ “Go 1t old chap!” said Ju'nmy lever

“Put the kettl

i o Can t put the kettle on tﬂl Lhe flame
[goes down a bit, owl!”

“But why that flame?” asked Raby
‘Innocently.

“Do you think I spllled the spirit on
purpose, vou chump?” howled Lovell.
“The dashed bottle jérked, and the
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dashed spirit went all over the dashed
stove and the dashed fender, and over
my dashed trousers, tco. If you silly
owls would rather light 2 fire on a
blazing afternoon you—

“Not at all, old scoutl” said Jimmy
Silver laughing. ~ “Better keep your
bags away from t.he flame if they’'ve got
spirit on them

“Kids shouldn’t play with methy-
lated spirit,” said Raby, shaking his
head; “it's dangerous.”

Lovell breathed hard.

His intentions had been really good;
he had been going to surprise his chums
with the tea ready, when they came in.
He had surprised them instead with a
volcanic display; but that was not
Lovell 's fault.

““You dummies can boil the kettle,”
he said. “I'm going to wash off some
of this stuff. And you can go and eat
coke, you grinning asses!”

Lovell strode to the door, leavmg the
hap ess stove still blazing merrily in

e grate. As he strode wrathfully out,
it happened that Mark Lattrey, of the

Classical Fourth, arrived at the study
doorway, with the intention of entering.
There was a collision in the doorway,
nnfd Lovell staggered back, and Lattrey
sat down.
“You silly owl'” roared Lovell.
“Oh!” gasped L:

"Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jxmmy Silver &

“thb do you mean by butting into
a chap in his own doorway, Lattrey,
you dummy?” howled Lovell

**Oh, you silly goat, I di e you
till you rushed into me lxke a mad
bull” gasped La attrey.

“I'll give you mad bull, you ass!”

Lovell started towards Lattrey, with
hostile intentions. The collision really
was not Lattrey’s fault; but Lovell was
excited, and apparently he was going
to make Lattrey pay for the sins of the
spirit-stove.  Jimmy Silver caught him

e arm.

“Easy dces it, old chap!” said Uncle
James, of Rook\vood soothmgly “It
wasn’t his fault, you know.”
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“What does he want here?” snorted
Lovell. “I suppose you haven't asked
thac cad to tea by any chance?

““Oh, no.

“Tt would be Jjust like you,” growled
Lovell. “Youll be asking t.hac silly
snob Montmorency to tea nexi

“But I haven’t asked anybody to
tea,” said Jimmy Silver mild]

“Well, it would be just hke you!”
said Lovell.

“My dear ass—"

““Oh, rats!”

Arthur Edward Lovell strode out of
the sf . The spirit-stove having, by
this txme, moderated its transports, so
to speak, Raby succeeded in jammin,
the kettle on it. ttl'ey—cs.refully
dodging out of Lovell’s way as that ex-
cited youth strode forth—came into the
study, rather to the surprise of the
Co. The end study was not on speak-
ing terms with the shady youth who

the worst reputation in the Clas-
sical Fourth at Rookwood.

“Anything wanted, Lattrey?” asked
Jimmy Sllver.

“\’Vel] hedave ahead,” said the cap-
tain of the Fourth. “Sorry we can’t
ask you to tea—-"

“I don’t want tea with you,
Lattrey sourly.

“Then it's all right,” said Jimmy
iwbanely. “To what do we owe the
sleasure of this unexpected visit?”

“Oh, don’t talk rot!” grunted Lat-
irey. “I've come hefe to speak to you,
is captain of the Fourth. I think you
ughi to take the matter up.”

““What matter:

said

“Montmorencywr rather, Huggins.”

Jimmy Silver yawned portentously.

“Dear man, I'm fed up with Mont-
norency-—righb up to the chin,” he
said. “I don’t want to hear anything
more about him so long as I live.
Wouldn t you rather talk cricket?”

n’t be a goat!” howled Lattrey
angnly “You know that the fellow is
2 pretender, and an upstart; he’s come
to Rookwcod calling himself Montmor-
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ency, and he’s really named Huggins

“Huggins, ox' Mugglus, or Juggins,
it's all the sa ! answered
Jimmy Sl]ver 1mperturbably. “Give
him a res

“Wheresthe ham?” Raby was look-
ing to the study cupboard. “Has that

fat villain Muffin been here?”

“I've been waiting for you to_come
in, Silver,” said Lattrey. “I've had a
!etter from my father.

“No business of m&ne 2

“It’s about Montmorency.”

Jimmy Silver raised l-us eyebrows.

“What on earth has your father got
to do with Montmorency?” he ex-

n

“My father’s a private mqulry agenh 9,
said Lattrey, with a sour
asked him te find out the facts about
Montmorency. It's practically proved
now that the fellow is a spoofer. ~All
the school knows t! he was_ recog-
nised by the blackguard Lurchey as
George Huggms. ‘who was, boy in but-
tons at Goby Hall and—

“Lurchey owned up that he was mis-
taken.”

““He was squared, of course.”

“Oh, rot!” said Jimmy Silver un-
easxly “Anyhow, it’s no business of

That cad ought to be shown up,
said Lattrey. “He pitched me out of
his study ,When I told him I wasn't
taken i

by ¢ dare say it served you right.”

“Well, I'm _going to have the truth
out,” said Lattrey. “My father’s
answered my letter. He’s taking the
matter up. He agrees with me that it’s
a duty to show up a fellow who comes
to school like this under false colours.
He looks on it as performing a service
to the school and the Head; and, of
course, making inquiries is his profes-

sion.”

“The ham’s gone!”
“Muffin must have been here.
that fat villain.”

“There’s the eggs,” said Newcome.

said_ Raby.
I'll skin
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“We can boil ‘em if Lovell’s left any
methylated spirit.”
“When that dashed kettle going

to bml"" mquu‘ed Jimmy Silv

Lattrey scowled. There was a plenti-
ful lack of mterest m the subject of
Montmorency—in end study at
least. But the cad Ol Lhe Fourth was
not to be denied.

“I think you oughb to know whab my
father says, Silver,” he said.
ought to take the lead in sending T.hat
pretgnder to Coventry. Listen to this

“ 1 dow’t want to hear it.”

Just listen!”

Lattrey took a letter from his pocket
and proceeded to read aloud from it,
regardless of the evident dxsmchnamn
in the study to hear it.

“I am very interested in what you
tell me with regard to the boy Mont-
morency. Cer‘tamly the truth should
be known, and it will be easy enough
for me to ascertain the facts.

name is already familiar to me.
man named Huggins, who kept Lhe
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into the rellows affairs for?” Lovell

snapped. the man changed his
name legally 1t’s his name, isn’t it?
No need for you to spy it all out!”

“Hear, hear!” said Raby.

Lattrey set his lips.

“He's a low rotter and a pretender!”
he isaid. “He ought to be shown up,
even if he did change his name legally.

“Oh, rats! Give him a

"As captain of the Fourm, Silver

“Bow wow!” said Jimmy Silve:

Do you mean that you won'b take
the matter up, even if I prove that he’s
an upstart under a false name?” ex-
claimed Lattrey savagely.

“On your own showing, the name
isn't false,” answered Jimmy Silver.
“It’s legal to nge your name if you
pay the fees for dom

“That doesn’t alter the fact that he’s
really Huggins, just as Lurchey said,
4nd that, he was a servant in Goby Hall,

nd—-"

“That wouldn’t be against him if
he wasn’t such a snob now he’s rich,”
said Lovell. “Anyhow, it’s not our busi-

i»

Goby Arms in Surrey, made quite a sen- ness

tion a year or two ago by a lucky
speculation on the Stock Exchange
made him a i
bought a country estate, and changed
hjs name by deed -poll to Montmor-
ency. His is -called, I think,
I have forgotten
‘some other details, but there will be no
difficulty in ascertaining the rest.”

“That's all T need read out,” said
Buj that makes it pretty

j Lovell came back into the study in

time to hear the reading out of Mr.
Lattrey’s letter. Lattrey glanced at
him.  Lovell’s dislike of the snob of
the Fourth was well known, and Lat-
trey expected Arthur Edward at least
to sympathise with him in his desire
to ‘“reveal the whole truth.” But
there was no sympathy in Lovell’s look.
He gave a most disparaging grunt.
“What the thump are you spying

“Exactly!” saxd Jimmy Silver. “Take
vour dashed news to some study that
would like to he&r it, Lattrey!”

“And shut the door after you,” said
Newcome,

“You cheeky rotters!” shouted Lat
trey, greatly exasperated.

.nmmy Silver picked up his cricket-

“I give you two seconds—" he sa

One second was enough for M&u‘k
Lattrey. He jumped into the passage,
and the door slammed after him,

CHAPTER 33.
Lattrey's Letier]

£ UGGINS!”
H The name was whispered,
and it was followed by a laugh.

Cecil Cuthbert Montmoreney coloured
ever so slightly.
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He was sauntering in the guadrangle
with Townsend and Topham, his nutty
and devoted chums—more devoted than
ever since Mr. Lurchejs e)d,raordma,ry
story had been “knocked on the head.

‘Their attachment to their wealthy
and aristocratic chum was quite touch-
mg, in fact

e Huggins story still survived,
it \wls evidently due to Mark Lattrey,
who had shown his father's letter about
the Fourth Form, and revived the dis-
cussmn on the subject thereby.

e than once the upsta.rb of Rook-

id come very near exposure,
a.nd although he had taken measures
to meet this new danger, he was con-
scious that he still walked in slippery

places.
Lattrey, Gower, and Peele were talk-
ing in a group, and the whisper of
“Huggins ” came from them as Mont-
morency & Co. strolled by.
Montmorency _ half-stopped,
Townsend touched his arm,
n't take any notice of the cads,

but

Monty"’ he Whlspered “No good
rowin’ with them.
Montmorency nodded and _they

walked on. They left Peele and Gower
and Latrey grinning.

“They’re not worth noticin’, old top,”
said Topitam. “Everybody knows that
Lattrdy’s only workin’ this stu.nt be-
canse you won't speak to him.

obody believes a Wcrd of it,”
sald Tovmse d

“Quite so0,” assented Montmorency,
his calm, smiling face giving no indica-
tion of the gnawing trouble in his
“But a fellow can't stand too

muclk of this sort of annoyance. I've
knonked Lattrey down once, and if he
wants me to knock him down again

“Here’s the car!” said Topham.

The big Rolls-Royce came in sight.
Cecil Cuthbert had telephoned for it,
and it had come to take the nuts of
the F‘ourth out that afternoon.

many envious gla inces fol-
luwed the trio as they stepped into the
car and it rolled away with them.
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“Lucky bargee, that fellow Montmor-

cncy!” remarked Conroy of the
Fourtl

“Huggins, you mean!” sneered
Lattrey.

““Oh, rot!”

a letter from .my
o

“I'm expectin’
father to-day,” said Lattrey sourly.
fancy it will put the lid on.”

onroy turned away without replying.
He did not like the uppish airs of Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency, but he had
nothing in common with Lgttrey and
hxs set And all the Fourth knew that
rey & Co. had striven to get Cecil
Cuthbcrt into their own dingy set, and
that Lattrey's enmity was based on his
failure. 4

Lattrey was very anxious for the
letter he was expecting that afternoon.
Two or three days had elapsed sinée the
fitst letter had reached him, and he
considered tfat by this time his father
should be in possession of the required
definite information. Lattrey had no
doubt that the letter, when it came,
would contain the fullest particulars
of Montmorency's origin and real name,
which could not fail to convince even
Towny and_Topj

And he kneW ths,t Monty’s smart
frlends would drop him like a hot
if_the case wns anyt.hlng like
proved ‘Town) d no use for
fnend \sha had started .\lfe as a boot-

g®

There were plenty of fellows, cer-
tainly such as Jimmy Silver & Co., who
did not care how a chap had started
in life, so long as he was decent. But
Montmorency had alienated fellows of
that sort by his uppish airs and his
snobbish intolerance towards fellows
less advantageously placed than him-

nce the truth was out he would
not have a friend left in the school.

Lattrey waited for the letters that
afternoon. Jimmy Silver, who was ex-
pecting—or, at least, hoping for—a re-
mittance from home, came along and
found Lattrey & Co. lounging round the
letter-rack.

“Not in yet,” sald Lattrey, with a
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grin. I hope to gef some news for you
by, thxs post, Silver.”

I don't want to hear your news,”
said Jimmy Silver curtly.

“He, hel”  Thai fat and un.
musical cackle came from Reginald
Muffin. “I say, Lattrey, bet you two
to_one you ¢ don’t get any news!”

“What do you know about it, you fat
autfer?” snapped Lattrey

Tubby Muffin chuc
“More than you mlght think,” he an-
swered “I could tell you something if

T liked.

“Hallo! What ke}hnle have you
been listening at now?” inquired
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Here's the letters, anyhow," re-
marked Lattrey. “I'm jolly keen on
the news, for one.”

“There wom't be any!” chuckied
Tubby Muffin.
“You s"em to be jolly sure abnat xt

d Jimmy Silves
rabher cunous look at the fat Clas.;lcnl

Tubby grinned.

“I know what I know!” he remarked
mysteriously.

“Very likely,” assented Jimmy. “It
isn't much, is it? Spread out thin on a
threepenny bit, Whif you know wouldn’t
cover the coin, would it?"”

You wait and see!” said Tubby
“I know something, I can tell
you that. Some fellows get to know
things. Is that a letter for you,
Lattrey?”

“Yes!” growled Lattrey.

“From your pater?” asked Gower

eagerly.
“anw for the giddy history!” said
e. v [
‘“Hallo! Here's his noble nibs!” mur-
mured Lovell.

Montmorency strolled up with Town-
send and Topham, the nutty trio, look-
ing very cheery after their drive.

“Any letters, dear boys?” yawned
Montmorency.

“L'\bbreys got one!” grinned Higgs
of the Fourth. “From his father.”

Montmorency glanced round.

A number of juniors had gathered
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round, most of them interested in the
fact that Lattrey’s expected letter had
came at last, and wondering what was
in it. Many very curious looks were
fixed on Montmorency. But if he had
anything to fear, he did not show it.

Townsend and Topham eyed him
almost anxiously. Though their faith
in their lofty chum had been restered,
they felt, perhaps, a secret inward n
giving. Lattrey’s loudly-expressed con-
fidence had shaken them a little.

But Montmorency only smiled.

“This is getting rather thick,” he re-
marked. “I'm rather new at Rook-
wood, and don’t know all the manncrs
and customs yet. Is it a rule here for
a fellow's private affairs to be nosed
into in this way, Silver?”

“No, isn't!” answer Jimmy Silver
shortly.

“Just a little new custom started for
my benefit—what?”

y Silver_shrugged his shoulders
lmpntlently He was annoyed with

attrey for his prying investigation;
but it was no business of his to inter-

ere.

Lattrey had the letter in his hand,
and there was an evil smile on his face.
He had not the slightest doubt that
the letter contained evidence that
would crush Cecil Cuthbert Mont-
morency to the dust, and he was rather
surprised by Monty’s coolness. He
could only conclude that the upstart
was playing the game out to the end,
with an iron nerve; though the end was
now very near.

Montmorency came towards him.
Lattrey put the letter behind him at
nce.
“Don't snatch!” he said mockingly.

“I wasn't thinking of snatchin’ your
rotten letter!” said the dandy of the
Fourth contemptuously.  “I've got a
few words to say, and I want all the
fellows to hear. Thcms somethin’

about me in that letter!

“Yes, rathe:

“Your fa(hers some sort of a detec-
tive, and you've asked him to look into
my family history, and tell you?”
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“Exactly!” grinned Lattrey.
“And me result,'s in that letter?”
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“Qui
4 Very good,” said Montmorency
quietly. “In that case, you're goin’ to

read that letter out before the fellows,
and let them see i

“What?” e]aculated Lattrey, in blank
ashomsh ent.

My hat'” murmured Lovell
Montmorency glanced round again.
“I appeal to you, Silver, as captain

of the Form,” he said. “If Latirey's
father tells him he has made a silly
mistake, I've a right for all the fellows
to know it. If he makes any libellous
statements, I've a right to hear them,
so that my uncle can take legal action.
Isn't that right?

“Right as rain,” said Jimmy Silver.
“After all your talk, Lattrey, you're
bound to make that letter public.”

“Yes, rather!” said Townsend and
Topham together.

“It's only fair p]ay."
“Gwe every dog his

“Go it, Lattreyl’ saxd nggs
can’t back out no

out!” exdanmed Lattrey
. “I intend to make it public,
of coure, to show that fellow up. He
knows that!”

“Then, if we're both agreed, you can
have no objection to goin’ ahead,” said
Montmorency, W)th a curl of the lip.

H he, he!” came from? Tubby

said Lovell.

“You

Lattrey breathed hard. — Montmor-
ency’s geonfidence staggered him; h
simply could not understand it. If he
had shared Tubby Muffin’s experience
in the prefect’s rnom he would have
understood. But he 't

“I'll show the letter fa.st enough!” he
exclalmed. “I—T1l read it first, and
then—-

He made a movement.

“You won't take that letter away till
it’s been shown,” said Montmorency
grimly. “Open it at once!”

“T'll do as I like with my own letter.”

“Not after what you've said. If you
don’t open that letter at once, and let
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it be seen, I'll take you to Mr. Dalton
by the scruffl of your neck, and ask
him to judge between us,” said Mont-
morency.

“Hear, hear!” said Townsend, greatly
delighted. ~“That’s the stuff to give
him, old bean

“Yowd better go ahead, Lam'ey,"
said Jimmy Silver quietly. “You
bound to, after ‘what you've Sald the lasl'

rew da
T've no_objection.”

“Well, pile in, then.”

With an angry $cowl, for something
like a dismayed misgiving was in his
breast now, Lattrey tore open the
letter. And crowd of juniors|
gathered eagerly round.

.

CHAPTER 32.

Quite a Surprise?
LL eyes were fixed on Mark Lat-
A trey as he unfolded the letter
and looked at it. He read it, in
silence. The expression nn his face
showed at once that the contents were
not as he had hoped and expected. ‘

Blank dismay and surprise were be-
trayed in his looks.

The juniors exchanged glances, Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency maintained his
attitude of superb indifference. As for

‘Tubby Muffin, he seemed to be suffer-
ing from somethmg like .mernal con-
vulsions. But n k the trouble
to heed Regmald Muﬂin

“Well?” said several voices at last,
when Lattrey had evidently finished
reading the letter, and yet did not

speak.
“What's the giddy news?”

askea
Gower.
Lattrey stammer
[—I—nothing!” he gasped. “Myp
—my father doesn’t mentlon— %

mmon!” said Townsen
s NO good lyin’, Lattreyl” Sﬂld Mont-
morency coolly. “Show that letter up,
for the fellows to ren,d"
“I refuse! I—
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Montmorency's grasp closed on Lat-
trey's wrist, as he sought to thrust the
letfer into his poc

t me go!” rowted Lattrey furi

The dandy of the Fourth had a grip
like iron. He forced Lattreys hand
,up, with the letter in it.

“Take that letter, Towny!” he said.

“You bet!” grmned Tuwnsend

“Let me go!” yelled Lattre; o
——  Give me my letter, or Tl hit
out!”

“You'll he sm'ry if you do.”

“Let me

“Rats"’

‘Townsend jerked the letter away, as
Montmorency compressed his grip on
Lattrey’s wrist. Lattrey swung up
free hand, and struck Cecil Cuhhberl
full in the face.

“There, you cad! Oh!”

Montmorency released him, and
struck back. Mark Lattrey went spin-
ning along the floor.

“Get up an’ have some more, if you
gaid Montmor-

want any, you cad!”
ency quietly.

Lattrey sat up dazedly. But evi-
dently he did not wam any more.
Montmorency wiped heek, wher
Lattrey’s knuckles had touched with a
cambric handkerchief, as if to brush
away.a contamination. Townsend held
up the letter, with a smiling face. Once
more his confidence in his aristocratic

um was completely restored.

“L\s(:en to this, you fellows!” he ex-
claim

And he proceeded to read aloud with
several of the juniors reading over his
shoulders.

4

««My dear Mark,—I have made the
fullést investigation, and find that you
have made very serious mistake.
There is no connection whatever be-
tween Montmorency, of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood, and anyone of the
name of Huggins. His uncle, Mr. Mont-
morency, of Montmorency Court, is a
gentleman of an old and well-estab-
lished country family, of great wealth

3

and very distinguished connections.
advise you to apologise to Master Monb

morency, if you have hinted to him
alrfady of your very unfortunate sus-
iciol

“My only hat!” ejaculated Lovell.
Little as Arthur Edward Lovell sym-
pathised with the cad of the Fourth,
he had expected Lattrey’s view to turn
out substantially correct. This formal
and complete contradiction was a sur-.
prise. -
“He, he, he!” came from Tubby
Muffin. Master Muﬂﬂn at all events,
was not surprise
h, gad!” sa\d Peele. “So that's
the end of your giddy investigations,

L&Ltrey‘ Of all the asses—"
i all the silly duffers—" jeered
“or ‘all the suspicious cads—" said
Topham.

TLattrey staggered to his

“I—I can't understand lb‘” he stam
mered. “I—I was sure—in fact, I'm
still sw

“Oh cheese it!” said Jimmy Silver
scornfully. “There’s the contradiction
in your father’s own fist. You'd better

shut up.”

" But T—T—"

“He said Lurchey had been squared!”
grinned Gower. “Has your father been
sqllared 00, Lattrey?”

“Ha, ha,

Lattrey Lurned away, almost choking
with rage. ower’s mocking sugges-
tion made him start. But certainly it
was not possible for Lattrey to take up
the attitude that his own father had
been bribed to tell falsehoods. Hig
game was up. Montmorency was safe
from him now. Lattrey strode
away with a black brow, and rage and
disappointment running riot in hig
breast.

The letter was passed from hand to
hand. In an howr's time every feucw
in the Fourth had seen if.
morency walked the quadrangle wlth
Townsend and Topham, his head held
very high, his noble nose turned up
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higher than usual. As M ormnglon put
it_humorously, he had le
without a his character,
though it was noticeable that Morny
himself _did not speak to Cecil Cuth-
bert, whose bona fides had been »v
thoroughly proved.

It was an hour later that Montmor-
ency sauntered into his study, with a

and smiling face. The doubts and

misgivings that had weighed on the
pretender were gone now. For the first
time Cecil Cuthbert felt quite at ease
and full of confidence. It was natural,
considering the nature of Cecil Cuth-
bert, that in such a mood he should
he more snobbish than ever. He
found Tubby Muffin m his study, and
the glance of contempt he gave him
Wuuld have penetrabed the shell of an
oyste

But ‘it did not seem to worry Reginald

ffin. The fat Classical gave Mont-
morency a cheery nod and grin.

“All serene now, old top—what?” he

2
£ Get out of my study!”
“My dear old bean-
“I'd rather not kick you out,” said

Montmorency. “It wuuld soil my boot.

But if you don’t walk o )

e made a stride tuwards the fat
junior. Tubby dodged round the table.
““Hold on, Monty!” he said coolly
across the table. “Just a word—one
little kord! I was in the prefects’ room
the other day when you 'phoned home

Montmorency stopped dead.

“I was there—behind the blg arm-
chmr,” ss.xd Tubby cheerily.” “Heard
every word, old chap. I knew that Lat-
trey’s fnther wouldn't play up. I knew
he'd been got at. But would I give you
away™ Not for worlds, old chap, since
're so friendly

Montmorenny’s look was not exactly
friendly. 1f looks could have killed,
Reginald Muffin’s fat career would have
heen cut suddenly short there and then.
But looks couldn’t; and Tubby rattled
ou cheerily :

“Rel) on me, old feliow!

T stand
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by yodv.»o long
of cow

I‘Iaanmenc; breathed hard, almost
gasping. Once more he had succeeded
in stlﬁm" the truth, and once more his
success had turned to bitter ashes in his

outh. He could not speak, he only
Stﬂtcd blankly at Tubby Muffin, as if
fascinated by Tubby’s fat, grinning face.

Tubby winked.

“Dear old bean!” he said. “That's
right; take it calm and rely cn an old
pal to see you through. By the way,
Monty "—Tubby's manner grew very
fnemUy and confidential—‘by the way,
I'm rather short of tin. Cou'd you lend
an old pal a pound-note’

In silence—the sllence of disma;
almost of dnspalr—the upstart of Rool
wood fumbled in his pocket. Tubby
Muffin rolled out of the study with a
fat grin of satisfaction on his face and
a pound-note in his fat paw. He left
dismay and désolation behind him.

as you're really pally,

CHAPTER 25.
Beyond the Limit!

bir LD man, it won't do!”
O “Hardly!"”
“It really won't, you know!”
1

“Not at all, Monty, cld bird!”

Jimmy Silver glanced round, with a
rather amused smil

The speakers were Townsend and

Topham, of the Classical Fourth at
Rookwood, and they were addressing
Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency, of the
same Form.

They did not heed Jimmy Silver, who
was sitting on the stone balustrade by
the steps of the School House, waiting
for his chums to come out. The three
Nuts were standing in a little group by
the steps, quite regardless of the cap-
tam of the Fourt

‘If it was anybody else—""

ki Anybody but Muffin—"
“But that fat bounder—"
“That awful outsider—"

said
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“A fellow can’t stand 1~um-—~

“In fact, a follow won't—

“You see, we don’t see your object,
Monty—"

Drcp h!m, old chap!”

“Or dro)

Towny nd Toppy were “going it”
alternately, and Montmorency listened
to their remarks, and polished his eye-
glass, his face expressing nothing, but
lis eyes ever restless.

“P‘avmt you got anythin’ to say,

Monty?” demanded Townsend at last.
“We've told you what we think.”

“Theres no sense in it,” said Top-

am. “Youre in the besL set in the
Lower School at Rookwood, and you
must take up that fat outsider Muffin,
an’ chum with him, and inflict the
homd bounder on your pn.ls. It's too

thic]

“It's the limit!” said Tc\vnsend

“The very outside edge!” said Top-
ham.

Jxmmy Silver smiled into space. Asa
matter of fact, he, as well as other
fellows, had been surpnsed by the sud-
den friendship that hs.d arisen between
‘Montmorency and Tubby Muffin.

p to a couple of days ago, Mont-
morency had treated Tubby with the
utmost scornful indifference. Tubby
had never ceased attempting to inflict
‘himself upon the wealthy youth, and
Montmorency had snubbed him merci-
lessly.

And now, all of a sudden, there was a
change. Tubby Muffin was seen ‘walk-
ing arm-in-arm with onty. He
dropped into his study to tea e called
him “Monty” and “Old bean,” and

now, on this special aftemoon. he was

going to jom him in a motor Tun. The

v"s.s coming to Rookwood to fetch Monf.y
d his friends, and Monty had an-
nounced to his chums that Tubby was
10 be one of the party.
And at that Towny and Toppy struck.
They had endured their chum’s new
friendship in a very restive way, wonder-
ing about the why and the wherefore,
and hoping that Monty would drop

Muffin as suddenly as he had taken him
up. Instead of which, Tubby was turn-
ing out a fixtus
It was amazing, and it was exlremely
exasperating; and Towny and Toppy
agreed Letween themselves that Monty
could pal with Tubby Muffin if he liked,
but that he couldn’t expect them to
follow his example. They weren’t snobs,
of course, but there was a limit, and
Reginald Muffin was the limit.
“If it was anybody else,” said Town-
send, in a tone of thrilling indignation,
“Peele, or Goywer, or even Lattrey, or
even Rawson at a pinch to please you,
Monty—but that grabbin’ rascal, Muffin

A fat figure loomed up in the doorway.
Tubby Muffin rolled out of the School
House with a fat smile on his face, and
his best silk hat on his bullet-head. He
wore his brightest necktie, and a gera-
nium in coat, evidently having
dressed for the occasion.
“Ready, Monty?” he asked.
car’s at the gates, I think.”
“Yaas.”

“The

“These fellows comin’?” asked Tubby,
with a glance at Townsend and Topham.

They were eyeing the fat Classical
Wiﬁh great- disfavour, and Tubby re-

ed their scornful looks with in<
terest.

“Yaas.”

'ubby Muffin slipped a fat paw
through Montmorency’s arm.

““Come on, Monty!” he said. “Please
yourselves, you two duffers, I don’t want
you, and I don’t think Monty does.
Come on, Monty!”

Montmorency hesitated a moment,
and then, without looking at his nutty
pals, he walked away with Tubby Muffin
to the gates.

‘Townsend and Topham looked at one
another, with feelings too deep for
words. Lovell and Raby and Newcome
came out of the School House with their
bats, and joined Jimmy Silver, and they
all glanced after the elegant, slim figure
of Montmorency walking uneasily beside
the fat and decidedly inelegant Muffin.
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“Those two seem jolly pally the last
day or two!” said L

“They do!” agreed Jlmmy Silver.

“Towny and Toppy don’t seem to
enjoy it! Y grinnPd Raby.

“They don't!” said Jimmy.

“It’s a bit queer! " Newcome remarked
thoughtfully. “Montmorency wouldn’t
have touched Muffin with a barge-] pole
till the last day or two. ow they're
always together, and he's always lending
Muffin money. Muffin has been rolling
in ten-bob notes.”

“Jolly queer!” said Ji

Montmorency and his peculm." chum
dxsappeared out of gates, and the hum
of the big car was heard on the road.

““Did you ever?” sald Towny to Toppy,
finding his voice at last.

“Never!” said Toppy.

‘And the two nuts- \valked away in
great disgust. Jimmy & Co.
strolled down to Little Slde for the
crwkeb—dlmmy with a thoughtful shade
on his bro

He was thmkmg of that sudden, re-
markable new friendship between the
snob of the For and the fat Tubby,
which had astonished all the Lower
School, and he could not help wondering
what it meant, and there was suspicion
mingled with his wonder.

Jitte

CHAPTER 3.

Tubby Has a Moving Joh!
3 AVING tea?”

H Reginald Muffin asked that

queshon as he ro;led inte Study

No. 2@in the Fourth. He asked it in a
very disparaging manner, with his fat
little nose turned up, as if to convey his
lofty contempt for the rather frugal
feed that was going on in Study No. 2.

Putty Grace and Higgs and Jones
minor were there at tea. Certainly
they were not feeding on the fat of the
land. But as Tubby Muffin seldom
stood his “whack in the study feeds,

it really was not for him to turn up his
fat little nose.
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But it up—moreé
hatlcally tha'l Natu.re had turned i(: up
to start with, though Nature had done
a good deal in that direction.
H)ggs gave him a glare.

Yes, and there’s none for you"’ he
grunted. “Grub's short, and you're not
going to sponge this time, Muffin.”

Muffin sniffed contemptuously.
“Do you think I want any of your
measly feed?” he inquired.

“You generally do!” remarked Jones
‘minor, with a grin. time you're
not going to have any.”

“Bread and marge, and radishes, and
a squeeze of jam!” said Tubby Muffin,
surveying the Lea ta‘ble scornfullm “Not
much in my 1

“Ass!” sa)d PuM.y Grace good-
humouredly. can have some of
the radishes if you like along with your
bread and matge

“Catch me!” said Muffin. “No,
thanks! The fact is, I've had a Jolly

good feed already.”.

“Whose study cupboard have you
been robbing?” asked Higgs, with sar-

P
1

T,
“I've beén out with my friend Monty

“And sponged on him for a feed?”
grinned Jones mi

“Monty stood me a whacking-feed at

a first-class hotel,” said Tubby Muffin
mfti]y “Monty would do anything for

e.’
““More fool Monty!” said Higgs.
Putty Grace regarded the fa junior

."Whab does this mean bet\veen you
and Montmorency?” he aske “Why
has he taken you up, and why does he
lend you money?

s pal, you know. Both o
being such hlghly connected cha.ps, V\P
nat%rally pull together,” explained

uffin.

Z

*Highly-connected rats!” said Jones.
minor. “Half Rookwood believes that
Montmorency’s real name is Huggins.”

“Pageboy at Goby Hall before his
ancle came into money, according to.
what we hear!” sneered Higgs.
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“Well, that yarn’s been knocked on
the head ” said Putty Grace tolerantly.
““Montmorency is entitled to the benefit
of the doubt, anyhow. But I'm blessed

- if I can see what he wants to square
Mufﬂn for!”
“Square me!” ejaculated Tubby.

Grace nodded.

“That's the word! He dislikes the
mere sight of you, and he doesn’t lend
you money expecting to see it again.
You've got some sort of a hold over the

feflow.’
‘“Anybody could see that!™ grunted
S.

g

“On, T say!” protested Tubby Muffin,
greatly startled. “That—that’s a rather
rotten suspicion, Putty. If you think
T've found out for cextﬂjn that Mum-

ki

deed, treated Muffin with more contempt
than he deserved—in his snobbish way:

And now they had become insepar-
able, and yet any fellow could see tkat
Montmorency almost shuddered when
the fat junior took his arm in the quad
or poked him in the ribs.

“So yow've found out t,hat he’s really
Huggins, and you’re making him chum
with you to keep you quiet about it!”
grinned Higes.

“Nothing of the sort! Just the oppo-
site in fact! Don’t I keep on telling
you it isn’t so!” exclaimed Muffin.

““You fat rascal!” said Putty Grace:
“You shan’t have any tea now! 1
Oub of this study before I kick you!”

iff, again, fro y Muffin:
“I’m jolly well gomg to leave this

morency’ ’s Teal name is
“Eh?’

“If you think he’s keeping me quiet
apout 1t,” continued the fatuous Tubby,
“youwre making a big mistake—you are

reaily.”

“Well, my hat!” said Putty, with a
whistle.

“The fact is,” said Tubby, “I pull
with him—both of us being so highly
connected, you know, and of the same
aristocratic tastes. As for heﬂrmg him
telephone home—I—I mq

“You heard him telephone home?”

“le‘in“‘ of the kind—never heard a
word.”

“Whom was he telephoning to at
home?” asked Jones minor, staring at
the fat Classical.

“His uncle—I mean, nobcdly! He

8¢

wasn’y telephoning home at all, and I Putty.

wasn't in thes prefects’ room,” said
Tubby Muffin. “I never heard a word,
and I don’t l{now anything about his
affairs. See?”

Putty Grace and his study-mates did
see—much more than the obtuse Tubby
supposed.

That there must have ‘heen som
powerful reason for the sudden mend~
ship between Tubby and Montmorency
was obvious. Montmorency had never
concealed his contempt and aversion for
the fat Tubby—till lately. He had, in-

study,” he scornfully. “‘Inever
a.tisﬁed. with you fellows—my
father’s often told me to be particular
about the company 1 keep.”
“What!” roared Higgs.

“I'm going to change out!”
‘Tubby.

“Hurrah!” ejaculated Putty Grace.

“Bravo!” said Jones minor. “I'll
help you carry your things out, Muffin!
My bat! I'd do anything to see the last
of you!”

“Yes, rather!” grunted Higgs.

“Only I don’t believe it!” went on
Jones. “We're landed with you, and
can’t help it; but no other chap woulcl
take you in, ‘unless he was po

“I'm going into Study ND 5'” said
Tubby loftily.

study!”

“Yes—my pal Monty's.”

“Rats!” said Higgs.

“youll see. Just lend me a hand 10
carry these books along the passage
salf n.

““Pleased, old bean,” said Jones, with

alacrity. “T hope it’s true, but I thin
its too jolly good to be true.
welcnme to you.

niff once more. Putty and Higgs
wenc on with their tea; but Jones minor
obligingly lent Tubby a hand with his
books and other portable possessions.

said

Monty’s
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They came out mto the passage, laden,
as Jimmy . came in ruddy
and cheery irom the cricket.

“Hallo! Anybody seen a moving
Job?” sang Lovell.

“Breaking up the happy home?”
asked Jimn Silver,

Jones minor chuckled.

“Muffin says he’s moving into Study

No. 5. I'm helping hlm T've told him
it's too good to be true

“Oh, my hat!” said “Jimmy Silver.

“Come on, Jones!” snapped Tubby

Muffin.

‘The fat Classical and his companion
moved on with their baggage. The
Fistical Four followed them up the pas-
sage. They could not help being in-
terested and astonished. Tubby Muffin’s
company never was yearned for; and it
was really incredible that any fellow
could want the fat Classical to move
into his study. Jimmy Silver & Co. \vete
rather interested to see how
“moving job ” would turn out.

ubby threw open the door of Study
No. 5 as if the room belonged to him.
Cecil Cubhbert Montmorency was alone
in the study. He was standing by the
window, staring ouc into the quadrangle
with a gloomy broy

The eclegant Jumor glanced round
quickly as Tubby Muffin appeared in
the doorway. He looked at Muffin, and
Jones, and at the interested faces of the
Fistical Four beyond. For one second
hxs eyes 1littered.

‘W at do you want, Muffin?” he

“I’ve come!”
“What?”

“I told you I was going to move into

this dy,
Mon morencys lip twitched.
“I—1 &

ould have to gsk my
study-1 mates'” he muttered.
“You can settle it with them," sald
Muffin. “Anyhow, here I am. Put the
j00ks on the table, Jonesy.”
“Right-ho!” grmned Jones,
He thumped the dog-eared volumes
down on the table, and retired chuck-
ling from Study No. 5. It really seemed

"LIVING A LIE!"

to be true, after all, although it still
seemed too good to be true.

o 's going to dig with you,
Montmorency?” said Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“If—if my study-mates agree!” said
Montmorency.

“They’ll have to,” said Tubby Muffin.
“You can make them, Monty. Look
here, do you want me, or don’t you?”
The fat Classical’s voice took on almost
a bu!lymg tone. “Yes or no, sharp!”

“Yes!” gasped Montmmenuy

“Good enough, then.

‘Tubby Muffin closed the door in the
faces of Jimmy Silver The
Fistical Four stared at one anothet. and
went on to the end study.

“Montmorency is under that fat
rotter'’s thumb somehow,” said Arthur

Edward Lovell sapiently. “He'd have
glvgn quids to kick him out of the

“‘He looked like it!” said Jimmy.

“Blessed if I see—" began R by,
puzzled

No business ®of ours,” said Jlmmv

Silver shortly. “If Montmorency’s got
some shady secret, and that fat cad’s
got hold of it, it's his own lookout. Let’s
get along to tea.”

GHAPTER a1
No Rest for the Wicked!
OWNSEND and Topham, of the
T Classical Fourth, came along the
passage with frowmng faces.
They were discontented and disatis-

fied.

For the second or third time they had
broken with their aristocratic study-
mate, Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency;
and this time it looked as if the breac h
would not be healed.

For they were determined not to smnd
Muffin; they would not stand him at
any price. Fully they were agreed upon
that. Almost any other fellow in the
Fourth they could have stood with more
equanimity. But the fat, the fatuous,
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the greedy and grabbing Muffin—not at
any price should he be allowed to wedge
into their select circle!

On the other hand, they did not want
to break with Monty. He was flowing
with wealth, he was lofty and snobbish,
and expensively dressed, he had a Rolls-
Royce car at his beck and call—in fact,
he was in every way suited to be their
very particular frien

So they were Wcrr)ed and d:sutlsﬁcd
but none the less determined. And
‘when Towny opened the study door, and
they came in and found Tubby Muffin
sprawling in the most comfortable ﬂnn
chm" their looks were very expressive

OLﬁ of this, you fat cad!” snapped

Ya.h"‘ Was
e‘egant reply.

“Let him alone!”
morency.

“We don’t want him here!” shouted
Topham,

“Monty wants me!” grinned Tubby
Muffin,

Townsend set his teeth. But he re<|
membered that Montmorency, with all
his dandy ways, was one of the heftiest
fighting-men in the Rookwood Fourth,
There really Was no comprehending
Monty; but Towny did not Wa.nb o
quarrel with him lt' he could help

Tubby blinked at the two dlsgusted
nuts, and grinned.

e may as well tell you fellows right |

Muffin’s  extremely

muttered Mont:

out!” he said. “Monty wants me to
uhange into this study, and I'm here for
keeps.”

“What?” yelled Townsend.

“You fellows needn’t mind him here,”
muttered the wretched Montmorency.

“Mind _him!” said Townsend furi-
ously. “You can bal with the fat cad
if you like, and be hanged to you; but
youLcan‘t plant him on us in our study.”

“Tooks hew »

“Outside, Muffin!” exclafmed Top-
ham. “Are these books yours? Well,
there they go 137

Topham picked up an armful of books
and hurled them info the passage.

9

Tubby Muffin gave a roar of Wr at‘:
“Monty, if you don’t stop
‘Townsend grasped the fat Classxcal
by the collar,
*“Get out!” he snapped.
Montmorency  stood looking on
moodily. Tubby struggled ns Townsend
Jerksd him towards
“Rescue!” he ho lﬂd
you don't help me, T1—
Montmorency strode forward.

g Monty, if

“Let him alone!” he muttered
thickly.
“Hands off, you rotter!” shouted

Townsend, quite reckless now. *“He's
going out on his neck!”

“Let him ﬂlone, I tell you!”

“I won't!”

There was 2 fight the next moment.
Topham rushed to his_comrade’s aid.
But the two nuts of the Fourth together
were no match for Montmorency.
Whether he descended from the noble
line of Montmorency, or whether he was
a simple Huggins, there was no doubt
that the elegant junior was a “good
man with his hands.” Townsend found
himself !'eposmg on one corner of the
study carpet; Topham discovered him-
Self sitting in the doorway—both in

zed condition.

l\l'ontmorency looked at them glower-

Anﬂly He was in a bitter and savage
temper, though his_inw. rage was
directed agalnsb the fat junior Who held

r a merciless thumb. But he
\xas not sorry to wreak his fury upon
somebody.

“Do you want any more, dash you?”
he snapped.

““Oh, gad!” gasped Towny.

“Oh crumbs!” moaned Topham,

Tubby Muffin chuckled gleefully.

“That’s the stuff to give ’em!” he
sald. “Good old Monty! You stand by
vour pal and your pal will stand by
you

Tcwnscnd and Topham rose to their
feet, blinking. They did not seek to
renew the con‘hct bm, they gave Muﬂ’m
and his pal deadly looks. It s i
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thﬁn that Tom Rawson came into the

He g!anced round in surprise.

“You fellows rowing?” he asked.

As a rule, Towny and Toppy did not
deign to speak to the scholarship junior;
but in their rage they forgot all about
their snobbish dislike of the sturdy
Rawson.

“‘Montmorency’s asked that fat cad
to dig in this study!” said Townsend
ny% choking voice. “We're not standin’

“You'll have to!” grinned Muffin.
Rawson gave Montmorency a quiet
look. Rawson had been the only fellow
at Rookwood who knew the hapless up-
start’s secret; he had learned it by
chance, and his lips had been sealed on
the subject. But Tubby’s proceedings
during the last few days had made
Rawson realise that Tubby, too, had
somehow discovered the facts of the
case. E!
RBV. sen would never have dreamed of
aking any use of his knowledge that
Cecl) Cuthbert Montmorency, the snob
of Rookwocd, had once been George
Huggins, pageboy at Goby Hall, But
Tubby evidently was not so particular.
He had made a very good thing out of
his knowledge so far, and he was bent
upon making more.
awson was silent for a minute or
two, thinking the matter out in his
slow, stolid way. Then he spoke.
“You can’t ask a fellow to share the
study without your study -mates agree-
ing, Montmorency,” he sai
“Tow {gy and Toppy will agree,
Montm rency, with a sour smile
I don’t agree,” said Rawson qmeﬂy,
“and you can’t lick me as you can
Towny and Toppy. You can try it if
you like, but Muffin isn't going to dig in
this study.
“Look ‘here—" Dlustered Tubby,
rather dismayed.
He had not expected any opp()sitlon
from the scholarship junior, to whom
Tubby felt himself immensely superior.

said
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Tubby was of opinion that Rawson was
highly honoured by having him, Regi-
nald Muffin, for a study-mate. Appar-
ently Tom Rawson was of a difierent
opinion.

“Outs)d""’ smd Rawson tersely.

“Mcntmotency can't help you,” said
Rawson quietly. “Townsend, kick that
fat cad out, and I'll jolly soon stop
Montmorency if he chips in.”

Townsend grinned.

“Rawson, old bean, you're a good
sort, an’ I haven't treated you well!” he
said." “I'm sorry! Now, then, Muffin

“Monty!” yelled Muffin as Towny
laid ready hands on him.

Montmorency stepped irresolutely for-
ward. Tol m Rawsen faced him, with
his hands uj

% Resctel yelled Tubby. .

Byt there was no rescue for Tubby

Muflin; Rawson was a lion in the path.
The fat Classical descended with a
bump in the pasfage. Townsend and
Topham followed him out. With vigour
and enjoyment, they kicked Tubby
Muffin along the passage Study

No. 2. Townsend threw open the door
of Study No. 2, and a fresh series of
kicks landed Tubby in his old study.

“We've brought your pig home, you
fellows!” said To\vnsend pohtely And
he closed the s

Tubby ‘Muftin sab up and roared."

“Yow-ow-ow-ow! Y0000000p!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Higgs.

Puity Grace chortled.

I’ll make Monty lick ’em}

n't I say it was too good to be
Lrue"’ SaIA Jones nincr regretfully. “I
say, Tubby,.go and try it on again!
Keep on trying it on! There's three
fellows here Who wish you luck.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

But Tubby Muffin was apparently not
disposed to try it on again just then.
For a considerable time Tubby’s chief
occupation was rubbing his .fat limbs
and groaning.
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CHAPTER 38,
A Desperate Trick!

% —A fiver!”

A Tubby Muffin opened his

round eyes wide. It w

couple of days since Muffin had made
his attempt to jump the claim, as it
were, in Study
dnys, Tubby had eyed his pal Monty,

hen he met him, with a morose eye.
Tubby felt m]m'ed and he mxssed the
well-spread tea-table in Study N
where he had fondly imagined that he
would annex the lion’s share every time.
For Towny and Toppy, backed up by
the ruscular Rawson, had tabooed
Tubby in that study, even as a guest.
He had only to present himself there in
order to get the emphatic boot. And as
Montmorency, hefty as he was, could
not handle Tom Rawson, there was no
help for it—as even Tubby reahsed

But Tubby was injured, and Tubby
was \\rmhful and he “took it out” of

®

Monty!

“He would treat him publicly with dis-
dain, and he ld make deep and
meaning rema.rks before other fellows,
and Montmorency was kept on the
trembling edge of uncertainty, dreading
every moment that the fat junior would
blurt out all he knew.

And Tubby knew enough to destroy,
at one fell swoop, all the network of
falsehood and importance the wretched
upstart had_built round himself at
Rookwood. During those two days
Montmorency was not happy.

Now Muffin had run him dogn in
Little Quad, with the intention of
:“sticking ” his dear pal for a pound
note. If he could not share Monty's
expensive study, he could at least share
his spare cash, and Tubby had no
scruples whatever about doing s

“Can you lend me a quid?” he asked,
and his tone was rather more threaten-
ing than polite.

“A fiver, if you like,” said Montmor—
ency.

Tubby’s eyes almost bulged from his
head as Montmorency jerked a crisp
flve-pound note from his pocket.

&l

“ A-—a—a—fiver!”

The wealthy Montmorency had fivers,
and even tenners, but Tubby, unscrupu-
lous as he was, had not dreamed of
bagging them. His fat thoughts did not
run beyond pound-notes.

He clutched the fiver with greedy

gers.

“Thanks, old chap!” said Tubby
affably. "Ill let you have this back
out of—of a remittance I'm expecting

No. 5. During those two | fingers.

5, | shortly.

Montmorency did not answer that.
It pleased Master Muffin to keep up a
thin pretence that he was only “bor-
rowing” from his aristocratic pal.
Even Tubby did not like to admit to
himself that he was extorting money as
the price of si

He rolled aw: ay wnth a gleeful face to
the gates.

Obtuse as he was, Tubby realised that
there had been too much talk already
about his frequent loans from Mont-
merency, and he considered it judicious
not to change the fiver in the school
shop. He rolled away to Coombe to
stand himself a record feed at Mrs

,Cecll Cuthbert Montmorency drove
his hands deep into his pockets and
strode away, with a glitter in his eyes.
The poet has said that desperate dis-
eases require desperate remedies, and
it was a desperate device that Mont-
morency had hit upon to suvc himself
from Tubby's greedy cl

The dandy of the I‘ourth strolled inte
Study No. 5 to tea, and found Towny
and Toppy there. They eyed him
grimly. The friendship of the Rook-
wood nuts had received a severe shock,
from which it had not recovered. But
Cecil Cuthbert surprised his nutty pals
by, nodding to them cheerily

“I owe you fellows an apology,” he

said, sxml

“You !:10'g grunted Townsend. “Bul
you needn’t speak to us, Montmorency
—not so long as you pal with Muffin.”

Montmorency laughed.

“My dear old bean, I was only
your silly leg,” he said. *“You coul
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think I really wanted to chum with
that fat cad? I was only leadin’ him
on to stuff him.”

“Oh!” said Topham blankly.

“Gammon!” said Townsend sourly.

-“Honest injun!” said Montmorency
lightly.

“All the fellows are sayin’ that Muf-
fi’s got some hold over you, and you
don't dare to offend him,” said Towns-
end, with o sneer. “Some of em say
that he’s got proof that your name’s
\,?llv Huggins, same as Lattrey said it
was.”

¥ shrugged his

pulled your leg, and Ive
apo]oglsed for stuffin’ he said.
“If you want to know what 1 think of
Muffin, wait till he puts his head into
this study again. I undertake to kick
him the length of the passage, if he
dogs!”

“You ejaculated
Townsend.

“Don’t I keep on tellin’ you that I've
only been stuffin’ him, for a lark?” said
Montmorency impatiently.

mean that?”

“Well, I can't say I see any fun in a
iark like that,” said Townsend. “But
if you mean it, Im willin’ to be

friendly.”
“‘Same here!” said Topham cordially.
And there was peace once more in
Study No. 5; and when Tom Rawson
came in he was surprised to see the
three nuts apparently on the best
terms. Af‘r tea, Cecil Cuthbert Mont-
morency strolled down to the gates and
out into the road. He paced slowly
along the road, looking towards the vil-
lage, evidently in expectation. A glim-
mer. came into his eyes at the sight of
Tubby Muffin’'s fat figure coming
towards Rookwood.

“Hallo, old bean!” Tubby greeted
him with a cheery grin. “Like some
apples? I've got some i pockets.”

Tubby’s pockets were bulging, and his
fat face was read and shiny, and he
breathed stertorously. It was evident,
1 his looks, that Tubby had “done
self 7 remarkably well at Mrs.
establishment in the village.

A LIE!

He had done himself, in fact, not wisely
but too well!

“Changed the fiver?” asked Mont-
morency carelessly.

The quesmon Was  unnecessary.
Tubby’s look showed plainly enough
that he had not only changed the fiver
but had expended a considerable part
af 1t m filling up his capacious inside.

old chap; and, I say "—Tubby
loa.ced aggrmvedﬁ“Mrs Wicks made
me pay an old account of ten bob last
term. I call that rotten—a good cus-
tomer like me! So I've got only thirty-
five bob left.”

Montmorency  smiled—a _ strange
smile, that made Tubby Mufiin start.
He blinked at the dandy of Rookwood,
feeling uneasy, he hardly knew why.

“I suppose you know that fivers have
numbers on them, Muffin?” said Mont-
morency, sinking his voice, though they
were alone in the lane.

“Eh? Yes, I suppose s0.”

Any banknotg can be traced by the
police.”

“Wha-at are you driving at?”
Tubby uneasily.

“I've missed a fiver from my study!”
said Montmorency in low, steely tones.
“It has been stolen. I've got the
number.”

Tubby Muffin stared at him.

There was a long, long silence.

‘Tubby’s fat brain worlked slowly.

asked

of | Montmorency’s meaning sank into it at

last, and a scared, frightened look came
over "‘ubbys face, and the colour died
out f it.

ou—you mean—-""

“Youve changed a five-pound note
at the village shop this afternoon,” said
Montmorency with an icy smile.

“Where did you get it?”

“You—you, awful rotter!” panted
“You gave it to me—you know
you did.”

Montmorency raised his eyebrows.

“That’s nct a good yarn to spin,” he
said coolly. “Why should I give you
five pounds?” 4

“Because — because—" Tubhy
panted. Because I know your name’s
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Hugeins, and you were a servant at
Goby Hall, and youre afraid I shall
tell the fellows; and if they knew you'd
been employed in Sir Gilbert Goby’s
kitchen—"

“Can_you tell the Head that?”
smiled Montmorency. “Can you tell
the police that?” 5

“The—the police!”

“As goon as I make it public that I
have lost a five-pound note, the police
will be called in,” said Montmorency
grimly. “You can confess yourself a
blackmailer if you choose, but that
won't save you. You can give me away,
Muffin, and then look out for yourself!
A reférmatory is the proper place for
your -sort. And if you breathe one
word—one word, mind—about me, or.
what you think you've found out—if
you ever dare to call me Monty again,
or claim my acquaintance—you're goin’

a_ reformatory as a juvenile thief.
‘Think it over, my fat tulip, and hold
your tongue, if you know what’s good
for you!”

Tubby Muffin gasped.

Montmorency turned on his heel, and
walked back to Rookwood, without
giving the fat Classical another glance.

Tubby Muffin almost crawled in at

83
The next moment his elegant boot
thudded on‘ Muffin’s ample person.

“Yow-ow!”

““Now, cut off, you fat rascal, or—"

‘Montmorency lifted his boot again.

Tubby Mufiin did not wait for the
second kick. He dived into the School

ouse and vanished.

The three nuts paraded the quad
arm-in-arm, in their old lofty way, on
the very best of terms. Montmorency
was smiling and genial; he had saved
himself once more.

The saunter of the Rookwood nuts
brought them near Little Side, where
Jimmy Silver & Co., coming off from
the cricket, had stopped to speak
Tommy Dodd, of the Modern Fourth.
Tommy Dodd had a letter in his hand,
and a somewhat indignant expression
on his rugged face. Apparently he was
confiding his troubles to the Classical
cl

“It's rotten!” said Tommy Dodd.
“The pater don’t know what a worry a
new fellow is. Just because he knows
a kid’s father, he’s asking me to take
him under my wing, you know, and see
him through his troubles at Rookwood.
Of, course, I've got to oblige the pater;
but as for this blessed new kid, Goby

the gates of Rookwood. Montmorency,

Townsend, and Topham were saunter-
ing in the quadrangle, chatting, and
they all three glanced at the fat Classi-
cal. Tubby gave them a blink, and his
blink, -as it fell on Montmorency, was
full of terror. Montmorency’s eyes glit-
tered. He called to the fat junior.
“Muffin!”

‘Yes,’ gasped ‘Tubby. ‘“¥en,
M-M-Monty, old fellow?”

“Youwte taken the liberty of callin’
me Monty several times,” said Cecil
Cuthbert ~icily. “IP's not to occur
again. If it does, I shall kick you!

Catch on?”
“Yes, M-M-Monty!”

stammered

Muffin,

“There he goes again!” grinned
Townsend.

Montmorency made a stride towards
Muffin, and caught him by the collar.

Involuntarily Jimmy Silver’s glance
turned upon Montmorency. t-
morency did not meet his eyes. He
dropped the arms of Towny and Toppy
and turned away, and walked quickly
to the School House, with calmness in

Inis face, but the bitterness of despair

in his heart.

CHAPTER 39.
“The Sword of Damocies!

« y~ OTHER!” growled Tommy Dodd

B of the Modern Fourth Form at

Rookwood.

«Hard cheese!” agreed Jimmy Silv

Jimmy Silver, being the great chi
of the Classical juniors at Rookwood,
did not always agree with Toms
Dodd, the leader of the Moderns.
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But on this special occasion he did
agree heartily chat it was hard cheese.
Undoubtedly it w:

For_cricket was ‘on that afternoon,
and Tommy Dodd was keen on cricket.
And, instead of trotting down to Little
Side with the other cricketers, Tommy
Dodd had to repair to the railway
station at Coombe, and there meet and
greet a new boy whom he had never
seen before, and did not want to see
now, and was eager never to see in the
tuture.

s my luck for the young jack-
anapes to dx'op in this afternoon when
\ve’re pla.ymgl said Tommy Dodd, in

aggrieved voice. “Why
couldn’t he be sent last night or to-
morrow morning?”

“Echo answers ‘Why?’” said Arthur
Edward Lovell.

“In fact, Whﬂt the thump is he
coming at all for?” grunted Tommy

Dodd. “Just because my pater knows
his pater I've got to be loaded with a
new kid to look after—a sort of a giddy
Old-Man-of-the-Sea to carry around. I
want to do as the pater asks of course;
but young Goby’s people might have
cent him some other day instead of this.
T really think they might!”

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“Perhaps Sir Gilbert Goby didn’t
know we had a cnckeb match on this
afternoon,” he rem:

“It's )ust posslble ' sald Raby.

“Just!” grinned Newcome.

Tommy Dodd snorted. He was in no
mood for hHumerous observations from
the Classical four.

“The Head would have sent Mack
to rope him in,” said T “or
any felow might have gone But the
pater is very particular about my takin®
the new duffer under my wing, so I've
got to cut the cricket. I®only hope
you fellows will be able to handle the
Bagshot bounders.”

“Well,” said Arthur Edward Leveli,
with a thoughtful air, “I rather con-
sidered all along that Jlmmy had put

A LIE!

“Well, it can’t be helped,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I'm sorry you can’t
play, Doddy; but if your father wants
you to pick up young Goby and carry
him in, there’s no help for it. Any-
how, you'll be the first to see him—and
he's Lhe centre of no end of excitement.”

“Blessed if I want to see him!”
growled ‘Tommy “I've been
agked gquestions about him a hundred
times since it came out that I knew
he was coming to Rookwood. I'm fed

up thh the mention of his name!”

as Montmorency asked you about
him?” inquired Arthur Edward Lovell,
with a grin,

“He’s the only one that hasn’t!”

“I fancy he’s more concerned than
the rest, all ame!” chuckled
Arthur Edward.  “That is, if it's the
same Goby—and I think it must Jbe.”

Peele and Gower of the Cla<sxcal
Fourth came across the quad towards
the beeches where Jimmy Silver & Co.
‘were chatting with the aggrieved
Tommy Dodd. _ Peele and Gower were
srmlmg cheerify, as if they were in

Ihear, Doddy!” remarked Peel

“Yes!” grunted Tommy.

"Goln to meet him ab the station?*

“Gocd!” sald Gower. “Well be
there.”

Tommy Dodd stared at them.

“What the thump do you want to be
there for”” he demanded. “You don’t
know young Goby.”

Peele chuckled.

“We want to!” he explained. “We're
anxious to see him—awfully anxious.
We want to ask him about Mont-
morency.”

“Oh, rot'” snapped Tommy Dodd.

“Can’t ‘you two fellows mind your
own busmess?” inquired Jimmy Silver.

“We couch but we won't!” said
Peele chee:

“We're ]Dﬂy well going to nail young
Goby at once, and bring him face to
face witl

too many Moderns in the
“Ass!” said Tommy Dodd politely.

““Huggins, you mean!” said Gower.

¢
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“Dry up'” muttered Lovell.
he comes!

Peele and Gower turned quickly.
Montmorency came up, with a faint
.colour in his cheeks. Certainly he had
heard the last sentences uttered by
Peele and Gower. But he took no
notice of the cads of the Fourth. e
addressed himself to Tommy Dodd, who
regarded him rather curiously.

“I understand that your friend
Goby is comin’ this afternoon, Dodd,”
he said, in his drawling tones.
t #No fri mine,” answered
Tommy. “My pater knows his pater,
so he’s written to me to look after
the kid. That’s all. I'm meeting him
at the station.”

“Weren’t you down to play Bagshot?”

Tommy nodded.

“I'm havin’ the car out this_after-
noon for B little run,” explained Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency. “It occurred

. to me that if you’d rather play cricket,

T'd pick up young Goby at the station
an’ Iun him along to Rookwood in the
car.”

Peele and Gower exchanged a wink.
Jimmy Silver & Co. stared at the land-
scape with elaborate unconsciousness.

“Oh!” said Tommy Do

“What's his tmm"”
morency

“He changes at Latcham and catches

the local there, three-fifteen at
Coonibe,” said Tommy Dodd hesi-
tatingly. “But—'

“Well I‘ll save you the trouble, if
you

“Hem' It's awfully Dbllglng of
‘you, Montmorency— mmy Dodd
broke off. Montmorency l)f the Fourth
was far from obliging, as a rule.
the mosb unsuspicious fellow could not
help suspecting that he had an “axe to
grind ” on the present occasion. Peele
and Gower were openly chuckling.

“No trouble at all,” said Mont-
morency. “Is it a go? You“can give
me 2 message for the kid. The car’s
outside now.”

“Hem!  Awfully obliged, but I'm
bound to go and meet him,” said

“Here

asked Mont-

3
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Tommy Dodd. “The pater's made a
particular point of it, or I should have
fixed it up with another fellow
already.”

“And we're goin’, anyhow!" chimed
in Peele. “You're not goin’ to get at
young Goby an’ muzzle him before
we've seen him, Monty.

Montmorency shrugged his shoulders
contemptuously and turned a:
y Dodd looked at his Wabch

“Ahout time I got off,” he said
dolorously. “It’s rotten! Mind you
fellows don’t let Bagshot lick you. I
suppose they'll finish up an innings

ead!”

BDW wow !
Four cheerily.
Jimmy Silver & Co. strolled away to
the cricket-ground. Bagshot were
nearly due now. The o(woud junior
tricketers gathered on Little Side for
the exception of
Tommy Dodd, who walked down to
Coombe in a far from contented mood.
He did not go alone. Peele and Gower
followed him. And after them came
Tubby Muffin_and Leggett and Jones
minor and Flynn and Higgs, and
several other juniors, all interested in
young Goby, and all eager to see him
as soon ‘as possible. Certainly no new
boy’s arrival had ever caused so much
interest and excitement at Rookwood
befote.

answered the Fistical

CHAPTER 40.
The Last Throw!
LATCHAM JUNCTIO‘I as hard as

Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency
snapped out that instruction to the
liveried chauffeur as he stepped into
the handsome Rolls-Royce.

i es,

The car ghded away down the road,
athering Spf
% onbmorency “threw himself back on
the soft cushions with a black and
gloomy expression on his handsome

face.
The lofty superiority, the super-
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ciliousness that had made him so many
enemies at Rookwood, was gone from
his looks now.

He was a prey to a deep and gnawing
anxiety, and, alone in the car, he
allowed his feelings to sho\v xn hls face.

He was_very near his
tether, and he realised it very clearly

His nutty chums, Townsend and
Topham, had seen the car arrive that
afternoon and they had taken it for
granted that they were going for a run

with their dear Monty. But Monty had [boy seated

rebuffed them quite grufly. That after-
ncon, at least, he did not want the com-
pany of the nuts of Rookwood, and he

had left Towny and Toppy feeling : ruddy

rather sore.

But Mantmorency had more import-
ant matters to think about than the
wounded feelings of Towny and Toppy.

His edifice of lies was about to crash
down about him, unless by some desper-
ate device at the last moment he could
conmve to keep it standing.

glanced at his expensive gold
v.atch kmtted his brows, and signailed
to the chauffeur:

“Faster!”

The car rushed on, although it was
already travelling at a dangerous pace.

There was no time to waste if
Montmorency was to reach Latcham
hefore young Goby changed trains for

And that was his object.

HIS thoughts were busy as the big car
sped onwards at a breathless speed.

Latcha n at last!

The Rolls-Royce drew up outside the
station, and Montmorency looked at his
expensive gold watch.

The® journey had been done in
record ume. and he was ahead of the
train. There were three minutes before
the ‘““local ” pulled out for €oombe.

He jumped out of the car and ran
into the station.

More than one glance was threwn at

A LIE!
morency was little to be envied jmt‘

The Coombe traln was in, and pas-
sengers were coming over the bridge]
from the other platform.

Montmorency looked
keenly.

He walked along the train to ascer-
tain whether any passengers Wers»

about him|

ad1”
It was a sudden exclamation from a’
in a first-class carriage,
whose eyes had fallen on the handsome
junior from the window.
He was a rather plump youth with a
and good-humoured face and
light-blue eyes. was dressed in
Etons, not nearly so nobby and ex-
pensive as Cecil Cuthbert's garments,
however. Sir Gilbert Goby, of Goby.
Hall, did not possess anything lke the
financial resources of Mr. Montmorency,
of ontmorency Court, once
Huggins, of the Goby Arms.

Montmorency stopped at the carriage,
and opened thewdoor.

e plump youth blinked at him.

“Hallo, George!” he said.

His manner was quite kind and civil;’
but it was not the manner with which

one Rookwood fellow would greet
another.

It was the manner of a pohte lad to
one of his father’s servant

Montmorency turned quxta pale.

‘That greeting, kind as it was, cut him'
like a whip-lash.

For a moment the unhappy upstarb
trembled, his hand on the carriage
door, his lips quivering. But he- re-
Govered himself quickly.

“I—I came here to see you,” he said:

“That’s kind of u, George,” said
young Goby, evldently somewhat sur-
prised, however. “Are you living in
Latch am" then?

Iellow as he hurr)ed to the local
platform. More than one glance was

envious. But Cecil Cuthbert Mont-

"I hope yoli've got a good place
his Yip h:

There’s heen a ch
muttered thickly.
Goby nodded.

ange——— he,
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I heard some-
“I con-

“I remember now.
thing about that,” he said.
gratulate you, George.”

“YouAyou were surprised when you

Goby coloured a little.

He remembered that he had ejacu-
lated “Good gad!” in astonished tones
at the sight of George ‘Huggins in Etons
and a silk bat.

“Excuse me, kid!” he said. Perhaps
I was surprxsed I didn’t mean-

“It’s all right,” said Mommorency.
He glanced along the train. The pas-
sengers were almost all in, and the
guard was getting ready to sse the train

He had only moments

“Jump , kid, and tell us au about
it while v'e re going to Coombe,” said
Goby. “That is, if yowve time to
spare.”

“Tye got a car outside,” muttered |’

Montmorency
ally?”

“Wﬂl you let me run you across to
Rookwood instead of taking the train?”

-Goby hesitated.

Evidently he wanted to be kind to a
lad who had once been in his father’s
employ. But he hesitated to accept

such an invitation from the one-time
“buttons ” of Goby H

“I—T've got somethm‘ I want _to tell
you,” muttered Montmorency. “It's im:
portant—very importa.nt' Please—""

“Stand back, there'

It was the gua.rd’ ot

“Come, will you?"
morency,

. “I—I can't!” said Goby. “¥ve got
to ge*, on to Rookwood. I'm expected

p‘anted Mont-

“I’n run you across in the car.”
Goby shook his hi
“I'm sorry, George

You
llke 2
“Thaus Won't do. Please gome!™

I really can’t.
an hop into the carriage if you

“Sta,nd h&ck'” roared the guar
rI rushed along to close the camage

Montmorerwy clicked his teeth.

i
He was desperate now.
As Goby sank back into his seat
Montmorency suddenly grasped him by

the shoulders with both hands. Taken

completely by surprise, Goby was
whirled out of the carriage and upon
the platform beforn he could realise
what was happeni

He plumped down “with a grunt.

The guard slammad the door.

“Here, hold on"’ roared G"by, slt
ting up dazedly. “What's t] 2
T've got to catch that train"’

he guard was waving his fla A
row between two schcolboys was no
reason for delaying the train, in the
guard’s opinion. He jumped in as the
train moved.

Goby scrambled up.

—— he spluttered.

He made a rush for the train, and
Montmorency ~grasped him by
shoulder and ferked him back.

“Too late!” he said curtly.

”You confounded cheeky cad—"

The train ran on out of the station,
and Goby, with flushed face and
clenched fists, stood facing Mont-
morency on the platform.

CHAPTER 481,
A Surprise for Master Coby!
ONTMORENCY breathed hard.
He had teken the only
possible _measure to delay
Goby's arrival at Rookwood—to prevent
his meeting with the crowd of Rook-
wooders who would be waiting at
oombe.
Montmorency knew that there would
be a dozen at least of the Fourth there
to meet Goby, as well as Tommy Dodd.
As soon as Goby met Lhem he would
learn how matter
That had to be prevemed at any cost,
and Montmorency had prevented it.
But he had not exactly placated Goby
by the method he had used.
Young Goby was in a rage, which was
natural enough in the circumstances.
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—you cheeky cad!” he stut-

“What the thump do you mean
Are you off your silly dot,

Huggins?”

“It's all right!”
morency.
“T've lost my train!” hooted Goby.

“I can run you across to Rookwood
qmckly enough in the car.”

r?” growled Goby. “I don't
\wanb"a run in a hired car with a—

muttered Mont-

He broke off.

Montmorency crimsoned.

*It’s my uncle’s car,” he said quietly.
‘“He sends it down somenmes on a half-
hchday for me to use.”

my hat!” said Goby.

“You’ll find it comfortable-

“My baggage is in that train—"

“It’s labelled for Rookwood It be
put out at Coombe all ri

““I dare say it will.
the next train.”
“Come in the car—"

“Look here,” said Goby. “I've had
about enough of this, George. I don’t
‘want to hurt your feehngs, and all that,
but you know jolly well that I can’t run

about in a car with you. What the
thump would the pater say if he knew?
I'm sorry,” he added as Montmorency’s
sensitive lips quivered. “But you've
driven me to say it.”

“You won't come?”

“I can’t.”

Goby glanced along the platform, and
moved qway to a seat evidently deter-
mined to wait for the next train. Mont-
morency followed him and sat down
beside him.

“T@must, speak to you,” he said.

“You can speak as much as you like.
I've got hours to wait for the next
train!” grunted Goby. -

“You may have guessed from my
clothes tmt I'm at school now,” said
Montmorency.

‘I suppose $0.™

“You didn't guess that I was at

Rookwood.”

111 wmt here for

Gobv jumped:

A LIE!
“You—at Rookwood!” he ejaculated.

“G d gad
Goby LEhed at the dandy of Rook-
wood blankly.
¥Are you Joking?” he asked at last,
“Not at all,” said Montmorency:
“I'm in the Classical Fourth at Rook-

“Thank goodness I'm going on the
Modern side then!™ said Goby. “But
I can hardly believe it. If you're not
pullmg my leg—

“Well alter all, why shouldn't you
be at Rookwood if your people can
afford it?” he added more kindly. “We
live in dashed democratic times, and no
mistake. I shouldn’t wonder if your
people can afford it more than mine
can,” he went on, with a grin. “I know
the pater had to screw a bitsfor the
fees, and I dare say your rich uncle rolls
em out thhout mnssmg the money.”
He does.”

“Lucky for gou!” said Goby.

“My uncle changed his name by
deed-poll,” said Montmorency. “The
same with me. My name is Mont-
morency now.”

“Good gad!™

“Quite legally, of course.”

u“Oh, of course!” said Goby sarcastic:
ally.

“‘I haven’t mentioned my earlier life
at Rookwood,” went on Montmorency in
a low voice. ‘“Something has got out,
but nobody knows. I—I want you to
keep it dark, Goby.” "

“Don’t call me Goby!” said the new
Jjunior sharply. “I don’t like it from'
you, George. You know it’s not right.”

“Don’t you understand that I'm a
Rookwood fellow now, and we're on an

equal footing at Rookwood?”

“Goud gad!” said Goby agai

t seemed to take him some minutes
to dlgest that.

“Well, after all, we needn’t meet,”
he said ab last. “Were on different
sides of the school luckily, though we
shall he in the same Forr». ¥ou keep
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out of my way, and T'll keep out of

you

“Theres a crowd of fellows anxious
to see you—-"

Goby stared

“Blessed if I know why,” he said. “I
know nobody at Rookwood, excepting
Dodd, and him only by name.”

“They’ve heard something about me
and*and Goby Hall, and they want to
get me facts from you,

, T
“xc won’t do you any good to gwe me
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right to expect, by Jove! Now Il be
obliged if youll sheer off, George, and
leave me alone.”
“But—" persisted Montmorency.
Goby rose deliberately, and walked
along the platform. Evidently he had
had enough of “Gentleman George.”
Mortmorency looked after him bit-
terly. But he was feeling a sense of
relief. He hs.d hardly dared to expect
s0 much as G was willing to grant.
Only too well he realised that in Goby’s
place, he would have been mocking,

want you to keep it all darl;. Goby.”
Goby whistled.
“So that's why you lugged me out of
the train?” he e sal aid.
“That’s why.”
“Ll]‘(e your confounded cheek, I
ink!”
“Will you do the decent thmg,
Goby?” said Montmorency.. “If the
. fellows ask you whether you know me
as they will, simply sny ,you don’t.
That will see you throu

“How the thump can I say I
know you, when know you well?”
demanded Goby.

“You can say s0.”

“Do you mean that I can tell lies,
and keep on telling lies all the time I'm
at Rookwood? ouldn’t do it even if
I wanted to. I shauld forget, and let
the cat out of the bag sometime.”

Montmorency compressed his lips.

“I don’t want to harm you,” went
on Goby. “You oughtn’t to have
borrowed a name that doesn’t belong
to you. That's where the troubfe comes
in. If a fellow asks me plainly whether
your name’s Huggins, I can’t say it isn’t
when I know it is, can I?

_“But it’s no business of mine what
silly game you play, so_lon
don’t drag me into it.
point to say nothing at all about
if I can help it. Only keep your dis-
tance, and don’t claim my acquaint-
ance. I couldn’t stand that.”

“But—"

“That’s all,” said Goby. “It’s all
I can do, and more than you've &

Sco! that he would
have taken a pleasure in ‘‘setting
down” a pretentious upstart. Goby, at
least, had not served him as he would
have served Goby had the cases been
reversed. That was something for the
pretender to be thankful for.

He quitted the station and returned
to the car. Again envious glances were
turned upon the well-dressed lad in the
expensive car as the Rolls-Royce glided
away. lack misery was Tiding
with the favourite of fortune.

GHAPTER 2.
The Blow Falls!
o AN in!” called out Jnm'ny Silver.
M Hallo, Tomm
Tommy Dodd ‘came on the
cricket field with a knit brow. Tommy
was not in a good temper.
““HOw’s it going?” he asked.

“Bagshot all down for 50,” said
Jimmy Silver, “and little us six down
for 42, so far. Get along, Love o

Tommy Dodd brightened uj

“Then you can still put me "in!” he
exclaimed.

“What about Goby?”

“Bless Goby! Bother Goby! Hang
Goby!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd ex-
plosively. -“I've hiked down to the

station for GobyAand a dozen other
fellows, 1 d he never came.

waited for the 315—and he wasn’t in
jt! Missed the train at the junction, I
suppose, the silly owl. And after I'd
cut a cricket match for him
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And Tommy Dodd snorted with indig-
nation.

“Rather a disappointment for Peele
& Co,,” grinned Raby.

“Bother Peele & Co.!” said Tommy
Dodd crossly. “I'm thinking of myself.
As he hasn’t come, that lets me out. I
shan’t have to peddle hnn round Rook-
wood all the afternoon.”

“What about the next train—"

“Blow the next train!” said Tommy
Dodd. “I'm not hanging around ratl-
way stations for next trains while you
chaps are playmg cucket. Can't you
put me in, Jimmy?”

Jimmy nodded with a smile.

LIVING A LIE!

“Towny and Toppy have been lockin'
pretty black about it!” grinned Gawer.
“Monty left them out this time.”

“Hallo, this blessed game is over!”
yawned Lattrey.

my Silver & Co. came off the
cucket ground in high spirits. Bag-
shot departed, beaten, in their brake.

And then it occurred to Tommy Dodd
that he had forgotten all about the new
fellow whom his father had recom-
mended so specially to his care.

He called out to Peele & Co.

“You fello\vs seen anything of the
new kid?

“He hasn't blown in yet,” answered

-

“You shall be next man in, old top,” | Peele.

he answered; “and jolly glad to have
you. TI'll tell Grace he won't be wanted,
aﬁt%r all. Tll speak to Pankley of Bag-
shof

Tommy Dodd had been greatly
exasperated by Goby’s failure to arrive
by the 3.15, after he had so dutifully
met that train to oblige his pater. But
when he went in to bat his exasperation
had gone. He realised that it was
rather lucky that Goby had failed to
arrive, after all. -As for meeting the
next train, Tommy didn’t consider that
incumbent on him at all. A silly ass
who missed one train might miss
another—and, anyhow, the fellow could
get to Rookwood on his own, unless he
was a born i

0 Tommy Dodd played cricket with

gr\.at satisfaction, and helped to beat
Bagshot by the narrow margin of 4
uns.
Peele, & Co. were not so satisfied.
They 'wanted very badly to meet
Goby, and they had had a walk down
Lu combe for nothing. They did not
inclined for another walk to the
statmn so they hung idly about the
cricket field, watching the match with-
out much interest, and waiting for the
new junior to happen in.

“There’s money!” muttered Peele, as
the elegant figure of Cecll Cutbbert was
seen in the distance, strolling gracerully
towards the School House. ““He's
out in his thumpin’ car—"

““Bother him!” growled Tommy

g
S
3
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“ Hallo, here’s the station cab, Doddy,”
called out Jimmy Silver.

“That’ll be the ass!” said Tommy.

The cab rolled on up thevdrive to
the School House, and Tommy Dodd
hurried after it. So did a dozen other
fellows—and the Fistical Four followed;
not because they were curious to see
Goby, but because it was their way
indoors. A plump, ruddy -faced youth
stepped out of the c:

Tommy Dodd hurned up to him.

“Goby?” he asked.

“That’s my name,”
plump youth.

“T'm Dodd!”

“Clad to meet you,” said Goby, shak
ing hands with the Modern junior. 1
lost my train—'

“I was at the statxon for you!™
grunted Tommy De

“Sorry. It really \vﬂsnt my iault
A fellow—" paused.  “I’
sorry. It really ccu]dnt be helped.”

“Oh, all serene,” said Tommy Dodd,
remembering that Gobys failure to
arrive had enabled him fo play cricket.
“It's all right, Goby. My pater’s written
to me about you, I'm going to look
after you a bxt ’I'hls way in. =You're
under my win w.”

“Thanks a\vfully," said Goby.

“Here, hold on, we want to speak to
Goby!” exclaimed Peele.

answered the
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‘Yes, rather!”
““I say, Goby—"
“Oh, rot!” said Tommy Dodd gruffly.
And he marched into the house, leavmg
Peele & Co. wrathful and

91

“Shut up, Peele!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.

“Rats!” retorted Peele. “I suppose
there’s no harm in Goby sayxn wheﬁ,her
e

Jimmy Silver and his chums !:D,me

in, and they noted that Cecil Cuthbert
was lounging

about the hall. He was as calm as ever,
and, seemed quite undisturbed by the
arrival of Goby. The Fistical Four
could not help eyeing him curiously.

“I say, Montmorency, Goby’s come!”
Tubby Mufiin howled across the hall.

Montmorency did not even glance at
the fat Classical.
enty of nerve,
mured Lovell,

as he accompamed Tommy

Dadd passed within six feet of Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency.

anyhow " mur-

“Speak up, kid!” exclalmed Gower.
Goby hesitated. He was uncomfort-
able under the stare of so many eyes,
and he scarcely knew what to say. He
stammered.

“He knows him!” exclaimed Peele
ermphant]y “Isn’t that the fellow

ho washed dishes in your father’s
kltchen, Goby’x’"

“I—I—" stammered Goby.

“Peele, you cad!” muttered Jimmy
Silver. But Cyril Peele did not heed.
He jerked Goby’s arm.

“Can’t you answer?
him!

“I don’t know anybody nﬂmcdI Mé}nt-

ast.

Yeu know

He looked at him, and
returned his glance with perfect calm-
ness, though a steely look crept into his

eyes.

The upstart certainly had plenty of
nerve, for not a muscle quivered in his
face as he met Goby’s eyes, though
there was the sickness of fear and al-
most despair in his hear

A crowd of juniors loolsed on, almost
breathlessly.

The two—Sir Gilbert’s son and Sir
Gilbert’s former servant—had met face
to face sooner than was expected. It
was the hour for revelations.

Montmorency’s face betrayed nothing.

word Wﬂ.s enough to

morency'”
“Ha, ha, ha! But you know some-
body named Huggins?”
, let a chap alone!” exclaimed
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shatter for ever his edifice of
he was calm, with a hardy, desperate
calmness.

Goby coloured uncomfortably:

Probably, in his heart, he pitied the
wretched pretender, who was so help-
lessly at his mercy; certainly, he had no
desire to injure hip. He only ‘wanted
to hgve nothing to do with

‘om

on!” said Tommy Dodd.

“This way!”
“‘Hold on!” howled Peele “ Goby—I
say, Goby—"  He caught the new

junior by the sleeve.

!‘Gaby, do you
know that chap?”

“ONE ACAINST THE SCHOOL
By FRANK RICHARDS.

“CUSSY, THE RUNAWAY!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Out On
THURSDAY, JULY 7ih.

Give Your Order To-dav.



92

Goby irritably. “Haven't I got to see
the Head, Dodd?”

“Yes; this way!”

“Hold on—""

Goby jerked his arm away from Peele,
and hurried on with Tommy Dodd.
Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency wedged
his eyeglass into his eye, and looked
round him with a haughty stare.

Grinning faces met him on all s)dcs

Townsend and Topham, his nutt;
chums met his eyes and dropped theu‘

Montmurency understood.

Goby had done his best in his slow
way; he had not wanted to betray
the wretched impostor. But he would
not tell direct falsehoods, and only
the most substantial falsehoods could
have saved Montmorency.

“Decent sort of an ass,” Lovell mur-
mured to Jimmy Silver. “He knows,
but he won’t give the chap away.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

Montmorency’s stare was haughty—
his well-cut lip curled. But a pallor as of

eath had crept into his face—the
bitterness almost of death was in his
heart. He twrned and walked away
with his head hwh——and a low ripple of
laughter followed

Jimmy Silver & Co "went on to their
study with thoughtful faces—in _spite
of their dislike of the snob of Rook-

wood they could not help feeling some— P

thing like compassion

& Co. were left triumphant, chuckbng
and gleeful. They had scored at last
over the upsiart who had disdained
them.

B ‘e s & 3 a

In Study No. 5, with the door locked,
Cecil Cum‘“c"t Montmorency paced to
and fro, tirelessly, incessantly—for-
getful of prep forgetful of evefything
but the blow that had fallen.
had only been rumoured and suspectgd
before was known now—known as well
as if Goby had spoken out and told the
whole tale—all the Lower School at
Rookwood knew that the dandy of the
school, the snob who had wounded the

LIVING A LIE!

feelings of so many with his uppish and
supercilious manners, was the servant
who had washed dishes in the kltchen
of Goby Hall. The edifice of deceit, and
pretence, and Snohblsh pnde had
crashed at last! ~And the snob of
Rookwood, like Cain of old felt that
his punishment was greater than he
could bear.

GHAPTER 43.
Goby is Wantsd!
o OU fellows playin’ cricket?”
Y Peele of the Fourth asked
the question, as Jimmy Silver
& Co. came out of the School House at
Rookwood in the sunny afternoon.

As the Fistical Four were in flannels,
and Jimmy and Lovell had bats under
their arms, and Raby had a ball irt his
hand, it was pretty obvious that they
were going to play cricket. But Cyril
Peele wanted to know for certain. He_
had his reasons.

Jimmy Silver glanced at him.

Half a dozen other fellows were with
Peele, all members of the Classical
Fourth. And they were all grinning.
Jimmy Silver did not need telling that
there was “something on.”

“Yes; were going down to the nets
now,” said Jimmy. “You fellows com-
ing along? A little practice will do you

Peele shook his head, with a laugh.

“No, we're not urgin’ the giddy ﬂym
ball just now,” he answered. “All

serene, Sn]ver. Just wanted to know,
you kno

The Fxstical Four hurried on, and for’
the present, at least, dismissed Peele
& Co. from their minds.

Peele & Co., for their part, watched
the departure of Jimmy Silver with
great satisfaction. Never had they b&tn
50 pleased to see Jimmy Silver’s back.

“Those rotters are safe out of the
way now,” said Peele. “Now for young
Goby! Silver would be bound to inter-
fere. He don’t like Montmorency any
more than we do; but he would chip in

4
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tand stop us from screwin’ the giddy
facts out of young Goby.
* “He would!” agreed Gower.

“He’s safe now,” said Lattrey. “Let’s

be goin’.”

“What’s the programme?” asked
Higgs and Jones minor and Flynn and
one or two other junmiors together.

“Simple as A B C,” answered Peele.
“I drop in at Mr. Manders’ House, B.nd
ask young Goby over here to t
walk him into the Common-room. YO’H
fellows will all be there, and you’ll see
that the giddy fly doesn’t get out of the
;pxdel sdparlom once he’s inside.”

Go

“Then we ask him for Lh.e whole
>Lory about Montmorency,” said Peele.
If he doesn’t spin the yarn, we put
th through it till he does. It will be
eIl serene, with those cricketin’ cads
safe off the scene."

were out of doors, but the new boy was

& found in his quarters. Peele tapped at
his study door, and opened it, and Goby
looked up from his table, with a pen
in his hand and a frown on his by

n“l_unes? asked Peele sympathemc-
ally.

“Fifty!” grunted Goby. “Mr. Dalton
gave them to me this morning for being
late in class.”

“Rotten, and you a new kid, too!”
said Peelet “T've Jjust looked in to see
if yowd care to come over to tea.”

Goby brightened up “a little.

He had been only a couple of days
at Rookwood, and he had not yet found
his feet, so to speak. Tommy dd of
the Modern Fourth had taken him
under his wing; but Tommy had many
occupations. At the present moment
he was at crick

“Wekre makin up a little party, and
we'd like you to come,” said Peele
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smoothly. “Leave your lines till after
tea. Mr. Dalton’s a good sort. He
won’t mind so long as you take them
in before bed-time.”

“T'll come with pleasure,” said Goby,
rising from the table, and throwing
down his pen.

“Good man!” %

Peele linked his arm in Goby’s almest
affectionately, as he walked him out of
Mr. Manders’ House.

They passed Montmorency as they
headed for the Classical side.

“You know t chap, I think,” re-
marked Peele, with a grin, nodding to-
wards the dandy of Rookwood.

Goby coloured, but did not reply.

Evidently, if he knew Montmorency
or anything about him, he did not in-
tend to confide the circumstances to

eele.

But Cyril Peele only smiled. Goby
was going to be made to talk soon—
as soon as he was safe in the hands
of the Classicals in the School House!
Montmorency stared after them, with
a gloomy brow, as they disappeared in
at the big doorway.

CHAPTER 4,
Facing the Music!

% ERE he is!”

H “Collar him"’

ha!”

Goby of the Modern Fourth jumped.

Peele had walked him, with linked
arms, into the junior Common-rocom,
where ten or a dozen fellows were col-
lected. As soon as they were inside,
Peele dropped the new juniors arm,
and turned guickly and closed the door.

The crowd of Classicals gathered
round, laughing and grinning.

“Cvot hlm‘” chuckled Tubby Muffin.
“He, he

GOby loaked alarmed. New as he
was to Rookwood, he was aware of the
rivalry between the Classicals and
Moderns, and it had dawned upon him
that he had been led into a trap.
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“Here, fair play!” he exclaimed.
“Peele asked me over here to tea. No
rags, you know!”

“All serene, old top!” chuckled
Peele. “We're not goin’ to rag you—if
you behave. It’s not a Classical rag—
honour bright.”

“What's the game,
Gohy suspiciously.

‘We just want to hear you talk.”

“Merely the delight of your conversa-
non oldhscout'” chortled Gower.

Ha, ha, ha!”

Goby cast a longing glance at the
door. But three or four Classical fel-
lows had their backs to it now, and
there was no escape for the Modern
junio:

“Slb down, old fellow,” said Peele,
pushing Goby into a chair. “Don’t be
alarmed. Wee not goin’ to hurt

then?” asked

u.”
“‘Not if you behave!” grinned Higgs.
“Of course, if you don’t do as you're
told, we shall boil you in oil, or some-
thin’ of the kiynd"’ said Peele.

“Ha, ha, ha
“Montmorency ought to be here!”
said Gower. “Onl fB.u‘ to let him

hear the interestin’ ya
“Yes, rather!” chortled Tubby Muf—

fin.

“He won't come!” said Peele.

“Make him!” suggested Higgs.

“Ahem!”

Peele & Co. did not seem to “catch
on” to that suggestion. Cecil Cuth-
bert Montmorency was so “hefty ”
youth with his hands that the idea of
*making ” hini come did not appeal to

the raggers at all.
“You gg an’ fetch him, Towny,”
said FI “Youre pally with him.”
Townsend hesitated.

“After all, it’s only fair for Mont-
morency to be present,” said Town-
send alter a pause. “I—I'll fetch

”We‘ll ask him to come” sai@
Topha
“Do"’ grinned Peele. “Well wait

for vou. but don’t be long. We've got
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to get it over beforc that crew come’
in from the cricket.”

“Right-ho!” said Town;

Townsend and Tupham leﬂ: the
Common-room together. They looked
round the quadrangle for Cecil Cuth-
bert Montmorency. From the cricket
field came a loud shout.

“Well bowled, Siiver!
bowled!”

Towny and Toppy did not even look
towards the cricket. It was a_ thing
that did not interest their Kuutty

Oh, well

minds.

“There he is!” said Topham. And
the Knuts of the Fourth bore down
upon Montmorency under the beeches.

“The is—" began Topham.

“We—we want you to come in.” said
Townsend, taking the plunge, as it
were. “We're goin’ to stand by you,
Monty.”

“What's on?” asked Mcntmorency.
in an easy drawl, though his heart was:
beating painfully.

rememheted that he had s
Goby taken into the School House by,_
Cyril Peele.

“They've gotTthe new Modeln kid,
Goby, in the Common-room,” said
Townsend. “Peele’s goin’ to ask him
questions. It will be better for you
to come in and face it out, Monty!
If Goby’s got anythin’ to say against
you, you can answer him.”

Montmorency breathed hard.

“Peele’'s rotten games are rather
beneath my notice,” he remarke

Townsend and Topham exchsmged'
a quick glance,

“Look here, Monty,” said Townsend
abruptly. “You know what the yarn
is—youre accused of takin’ us all in,
and pumn up a spoof on the lot of

If you don't see it through the
fcllc\\s w:n think you've got nothin’ to
say—and yowll be set down as an im-

postor and an up: mrt You don't
ant that!”
“Better face music!” urged
'opham. *“You've got nothin’ to fear

if youve spun us a straight yarn,
Monty.”
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Montmorency nodded.
“Come on, then,” said Towny.
Montmorency walked to the School
House between his two knutty chums.
who glanced at him occasionally, and
read nothing but a lofty boredom in
his handsome face. They felt their
doubts dissipate, and they were full
of cordidlity towards Monty by the
time they reached the Common-room.
Surely a fellow who was about to
be exposed as a common cheat and
impostor would not walk to his doom
with so much calmness and indiffer-
ence! Little did they guess the anxiety
and gnawing trouble hidden under the
calm_exterior of the hapless upstart.
‘““Here's Monty!”
‘Come m Huggms'”
“Ha, h
Cecil Cuthbert Montmorency strolled
calmly into the Common-room. Peele
. gickly shut the door behind him.
'Montmorency glancel round at the
ing f
The laugnter died nway under his

u rotter!” said Peele, be-
. “We've got Goby

you.”
shrugged

“Nobody can tell the fellows any-
thin’ that I shouldn’t care for them
to hear!” he said.

Goby. stared at him blankly, so evi-
dently astonished by this remark that
his expression could not escape atten-
tion on all sides. Peele felt his confl-
dence revive as he caught Goby’s
startled look.

“We'lleee!” he exclaimed. “Youre
goin’ to face the music now. Goby,
we new  all  about
Montmorency—before  he came  to
Rookwood. Go ahead!”

Goby set his lips.

“Yeou hear me?” snapped Peele.

“I've got nuthmg to say!” answered
Goby
“Fou rool yowve got to answer!”
“Go and eat coke!” retorted Goby.

95
Ju‘mped up Irom the chair. “I'm
gom out, of

And he mdde a dash fO!' the door.

“Collar him!” roared Peel

The next moment Goby. of the
Medern Fourth, was struggling frantic-

ally in the grasp of half a dozen
juniors.

CHAPTER 45.

Light at Last!

%, OLLAR him!”
“Yank him back!”

“You chump! Goby—-"
“Ow!” gasped Goby. “Leggo! Oh!
Ah! Ooooooop!” .

He struggled to reach the docr, but
he struggle m dozen
Classicals_hac On kum and
he was whlrled back to the chaur,

“Give him the screw, Higgs!

“You bet!” grinned the bully of
the Fourth.

Goby looked apprehensxve, and not
without reason. the other
fellows held him, H\ggs seized his
wrist, and began to twist it. Goby
st.ruggled furiously.

“Stop it!” he gasped, at last. “I—
TH tell you anything you like! Ow/
Oh! Stop it!”

“Loose oﬂ. Higes!”

The bully of the Fourth unwillingly
released his victim. Goby sat and
panted. i

“Now go ahead!” snapped Peele.
“You won’t get off so easy again, if
you, try any juore cheek, I can tell

“What do you want me to say?”
muttered Goby feebly.

“ Answer my quest mons’” said Peele,

with a grin. “T'm the glddy cross:
exeminin’ lawyer, You Einew
chap who calls himself Montmorency
before you Ca.me to Rookwood?”

“Yes,” d Goby.
“Was he alled Montmorency when

2

No answer.
“ Give l:um 2 twist, Higgs.”
Y 000001
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“Was he called Montmuz‘eney when
you knew him?” repeated Pee!

“No!” gasped
“Was he called Huggms"”
“\V

5 he a servant in your father's
place, Goby Hall?”

“Yes,” stammered Goby.

“Was he a boy in buttons, answer-
the bells, and washmg the plates
2 the Kkitchen, and all

“Yes!” muttered Gt

He cast an almost appealmg glance
at the calm, stony face of Mont-
morency.

“You see I cawt help it” he
muttered. “I told you I'd keep it dark
if I could—I wouldn’t promise. You
can see I can't help letting it out. I'm
sorry, George. But youve only got
Vo\arsleilf to thank. You shouldn’t have
told lies.”

Montmorency did not speak.
“We're gettin’ on!” grinned Peele,
with great satisfaction. ‘“Just a few
rvmrL questions, Goby.”
l lick you for this!” muttered
Speak up, you-dufrer' , The fellow’s
name is George Huggins
“Yes.

“He hasn't any claim to the name
of Montmorency?

“Yes, he hs.s-}us name was legally
changed, I believe, along with his
uncle’s.’

“Who was his uncle?”

No answer.

“Another twist, Higgs!”

“Stop i4!” yelled Goby. “His uncle
was a man named Huggins, who kept
the Goby Arms public-house.”

“Oh, my hat! How did he get his
monewg”

“He had a lucky speculatiop on the
Stock. F(change and became rich,”
said . ““Huggins left my father’s
service nfter that, and I never saw
him again till T met him in Latcham

“Oh, you met him in Latche.m, did
you?” ‘exclaimed Peele. “He caught
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you on your way here, and asked you
to keep X dark, I suppose?”

“I tancy we've about squeezed the
giddy orange dry,” chuckled Peele.
“Now have you got anything to say,
Mommogenc}y Y{uggtns””

The door opened at that moment:
Four sturdy youths in cricketing
flannels appeared there.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Jimmy Sifver.
“I thought there was something on!
“l',:hats l;hxs little game? Let that

ap g

“Mmd our own business!” snorted

‘You re too late!” chuckled Peele:
“We've had the whole story out of
Goby, and dear old Monty is fairly
shown up!”

Jimmy Silver’s brow darkened. He
understood now why Peele & Co. had
een so anxious to see him off to th
cricket-field. ;

“You ought to have held yous
tongue, Goby,” he said curtly..

as 1o bizney of yours to give

ey twisted my wrist!” stam.
mered Goby. “I—I couldn't stan

“C‘h at was the game, was it2”
said Jlmmy “Well, you've called the
tune, Pecle, and now you are going to
pay the piper. Collar = him,
infants!”

The Fistical Four rushed on.

Townsend and Topham dodged out

of the doorway in time, and Tubby
Muffin dodged under the table But
Peele & Co. were not so lucl

The rush of the F}smcnl Four fairly
swept them off their feet, and they
were knocked right and left.

For a few minutes, something like
pandemonium reigned in the Common- %

Cyn! Pecle departed from the Com-
mon-room headieng, after his fleeing
friends. And  Jimmy Silver & Co.,
feeling that 2 Strenuous duty had b en
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well done, »\nlked off cheerfully to the
tuck-shop themselves with
glnger beer ar(er theh‘ exertions.

u was the lollowmg dny v.haL a mg
Rolls-Royce buzzed in at the gates of
Rookw! and stopped before the
School House. A fat, red-faced, pursy
gentleman descended from it. It was
Mr. Montmorency, of Montmorency
Court—once Mr. Huggins, of the' Gob;
Arms. good many curious glances
were turned on the pursy gentleman as
he came in.

ten minutes later Cecil
Cuthbert Montmorency was seated by
the side of the pursy gentleman in the
big car, his extensive luggage was piled
on top, and the Rolls-Royce bore him
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Exchange—he’s lost it again by

another spec, unlucky this time!"
“Can't help feeling sorry for the

chap!” said Jimmy Stlver !-houzhuulb

“But I shouldn't wonder if it was all
for the best, so far as Montmorency is
concerned. weal(h didn’t improve him,
that's certain. I—I wonder what the
chap will do?”

Jimmy Silver did not expect to hear
any more of Montmorency, or to learn
anythlng of wh.ll he “did.” But there
was a surprise in store for him—he
\‘vBS not quite done with Montmorency

lt happened  in vnmuan
Jimmy Silver’s father had taken him
to London, and they dined at a Wm
End hotel, where Jimmy found grea

the

out of the gates of

.. _As he departed, the fat
¥ 'l\lbbv Muffin_squeaked
**Good-bye, Huggins!"”

And there was a laugh.

voice of

Jimmy.

S ver took Tubby Muffin by one fat:

bby  squeaked again, in
ite a diﬂerent ton .
CHAPTER 45.
The: Last of Gentleman George!
FTER Montmorency left there
was no news of the former
_dandy of Rookwood, till one day
name

Montmorency caught Jimmy | dropped

8)
d jum,

i Arthur
4 “He made
a fortune by a lucky spec on the Stock

-:gwme‘myzo"w
Ed ‘Laovel), oracularly.

in watching the Iashlnn-
able crowd, and the smart wai
ran gracefully about. A very youth-
ful, but very handsome and exceedingly
neatly attired waiter came to Mr.
Silver’s table. His anners were
graceful, and there was a touch of
superb haughtiness in his manner—to
simple fnlk he would have been almost
te

Jlmmy “Silver . blinked at_him.

He could scarcely believe his eyes.

e aristocratic waiter’s eyes fell on
Jimmy Silver, and he s His
colour changed, and the hauteur

ed from his manner, and he
seemed to crumple up.

He was gone before Jimmy could re-
cover his bre:
‘Monlmorency'" Jimmy breathed to
mseu

said Mr. s:lver looking
round perplexed “ Whe our
waiter gone, just as I wns about to
give him the order? Where can that
wmt_er have gone? Waiter!”
But the superb youth did not re-
Another waiter came to take
Mr sllvers order, ﬂnd Jimmy did not
oo Manunorency agal
[t was the last ume he set eyes upon
‘Genl‘lemnn George
THE END.
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