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A fine book-length school story of great dramatic appeal which tells of a
youngster’s noble sacrifice in order to shield his wayward brother from
disgrace !

Chas. Hamilton

CHAPTER 1.
The New Junior!
KEHOLME! Alight 'ere for St.
Dorothy's!”

The train clattered to a halt
in the quiet little country station, and
8Bidney Redfern opened the carriage
door and jumped out.

He looked up and down the long,
plank platform, bordered on one side
with trim flower-beds and a green
hedge. It was a pleasant summer's
afternoon, and there was hardly a
eloud in the blue sky.

Sidney Redfern’s face was very
cheerful as he looked about him—
cheerful and expectant, He was evi-
dently expecting someone to meet him
at the station, but, save for two or
three passengers who had alighted from
the train, the platformy was deserted.

Bump! -

A neatly sirapped trunk whirled out
of the guard’s van, and bumped on
platform. Sidney Redfern hurried to
look after his property.

“Easy does it!” he
“There’s a camera in there.
a travelling-trunk, you know,
giddy shuttlecock or a football | T

The porier grinned, and touched his
cap. The box was labelled for St.
Dorothy's, so it was pretty clear thal
Redfern was a new boy going to the
old school, and the Okeholme porter,
scented a tip.

“¥Yes, sir! Certainly, sir! You
should ‘'andle the young gent's pro-
perty more carefully, Bill.” The guard,
who did not expect a tip, only sniffed:
“Shell I put it in the cart for the
school, eir?”

exclaimed:
That's
not a
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“Yes, please!” sald Redfern, extract-
ing a shilling from his trousers-pocket
and tossing it to the porter. “Catch!”

The porter caught it, and then slung
the trunk upon = trolley. Redfern
cast another glance up and down the
platform, and a slight shade crossed
his face. He walked beside the porter
a;ltt:hehtter wheeled his trunk to the
e

“Know i there’s anybody here wait-
ing for this train, porter?” he asked.
“1 dunno, sir. There was two young
gents in the doorway a while ago, Sir,

told 'em. They was Master Skelton
and Master Brown, sir, from the

—from

boy!"” said the old porter. “Bome of
them are all right, sir; but there’s some
as don’t ever think of a tip.”

Redfern

“I see. ern—
Arthur Redfern, of the Sixth?”

“Certainly, sir; and a pleasant-

spoken young gentleman he is.”

“He's my brother,” said the new boy.
“I'm going into the Fourth, you know.
My brother's a prefect, and he's in the
Sixth. Have you seen him about the
station this afternoon?”

The porter shook his head.

“No, sir. He ain’t been about here.”

Redfern’s face fell a little. He gave
up his ticket, and passed out into the
station entrance. Redfern was gquite
new to public school life, and he was
only dimly aware that between the
Sixth Form and the junior Forms there
was a great fixed.

His big brother in the St. Dorothy's
Sixth was his idol, and there was a
great deal of awe and admiration
mixed with his affection for him.

In the holidays, at home, Arthur had
always been kind to him, and Redfern
to see his brother
waiting for him at the station.

He felt just a little forlorn at that
moment. He was going inte a new

world, to-a new life. The parting with
his mother was still weighing somewhat
on heart, and the sight of his
brother there would have cheered him
up a great deal. Arthur might have
taken the trouble, but he crushed that
thought from his mind as scon as it
rose.

“Here he is!”

It was a sudden sheut, and Redfern
started and looked round. Two youths
in Etons and silk hats were standing
before an automatic machine just out-
side the station, going through their
pockets In a thorough and deliberate
manner, which seemed to indicate that’
funds were out, but that they had a
lingering hope of discovering an odd,
forgotten penny somewhere.

But as they caught sight of Sidney
Redfern they ceased turning out their
pockets, and ran guickly towards him.
‘The t was so that
Redfern took it as a hostile one, and _
involuntarily backed away a pace, and.
put up his fists. The two juniors
8t. Dorothy’s burst into a laugh. .

“JIt’s all right, young 'un!” said one,
a fair-haired lad a little bigger tnan
Redfern, with a good-natured face, but
a somewhat authoritative manner.

“wWere not going to hurt you. We
wouldn't hurt him—would  we,
Browney?"”

“Not for untold tuck, Skelton!” said
Brown solemnly. “We wouldn't hurt
2 hair on his head, or a freckle on his
dear little nose!™

Redfern coloured a little.

“wWell, what's the little game?” he

ded. “Do you belong to St

Skelton chuckled.

“yyell, I rather think so0,” he sald.
“T'm Skelton, and this chap’s Brown
III. Were In the Fourth Form.
Youre Redfern minor, of course?”

Redfern brightened up.

“yes. Did my brother send you to
meet me?” 5

“Meet your grandmother!” said
Skelton, with crushing disdain. “Do

vou think we, the heads of the Fourth,
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would be sert to meet ﬂ new kid? Be-
sides, I rather a prefect in the
Sixth has something hetter to do than
to bother his head about new fags. No,
my son, we weren't sent to meet you.
We came of our own accord. We hap-
pened to hear that Redfern had a
mingr coming, and we found out that
he was coming in the Fourth, There-
fore—"
“Better not tell him too much now,
Skelton—"
“If you're going to stnrt teaching me
'lessons. young Brown—
“Look

her:

“Oh, ring off! We've come to meet
you, young Redfern, to sort of take you
under our wing. Were the heads of

e Fourth Form,. and if Taffy & Co.
teu you anythlng different, you can puk
it down as whoppers. I suppose you

oW——""

kno

“Is my brother at the school now?”
#‘Blow your brother! Don't inter-
me when I'm talking'to you!"” said
ton, of the Fourth.

" Sorry I can't stop!
8t. Dorothy’s.”

And Redfern nodded, and walked up
the street. Skelton and Brown looked
“after him, and then looked at one
another. Skelton was too amazed to
speak for some moments.

“My hat!"” he said at length. “Did
you ever see s0 much coolness in a
new kid, Browney?'

““Never in my natural!*” gald Brown.

" Are we going 10 stand it?”

I don't think

e on!”

They ran after Redfern. The latter
had just Inquired the way to the school,
and was walkin ther with an easy,
springy stride. Skelton and Brown
came up pufing, and Redfern locked at
them with a cool ned.

“Coming to the school?” he said
cheerily,

“Ye-e-es,” said Skelton. “I say, you
new chap, did you come io St. Dolly’s
specially in search of a thick ear?”

“Not at all.”

T've got to get

.cnt-ton.

“I suppose you | broth
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““Well, you're going just the right way
to work {0 get one!
warning. Now, I was explaining to you
when you bolted that there are two
sides at St. Dolly's—the Modern side
and the Classical side. We don't have
separate houses, you know; in fack,
there wasn't any Modern slde at st.
s quite a new

down.
vice, he would make a clean sweep of
the Mods,”

“But I suppose he's not likely to
take it?” said Redfern innocently.
Brown chuckled, and Skeltqn went on
rather hastily.
“You see, on the Classical side you get
the sound, old-fashioned classical edu-
the Modem slde yim get

sa.y sulis some fen‘ws. or :.hey wouldn't
have it,” said Skelton thoughtfully.
“As you're Redfern minor, I suppose
you're %gms t0 be & Classic, like your
€er?

Redfern nodded. He had heard from
Arthur some stories of the division at
St. Dolly’s, and the rivalry—in sports
and In everything else—which reigned
between the Commercial and the Clas-
sical sides at the old school.

“Good!” satd Skelton. “Now, as
you're & new kid, I dare say you don't
know that there's a crisis at St. Dolly'’s
—a climax in the history of the school.”

*“No,” said Redfern; “I had a letier
from Arthur the other day, but he
didn't mention anything nbout a climax
or a crisis.”

Skelton reddened a little,

“Perhaps & chap in the Sixth
wouldn’'t notice how important it was,”
he said. “The fact is, the captain of
the Fourth has left suc!denly I sup-
pose you know every Form has its cap-
tain at St. Dolly’s? Old Lu.msk)rdi
skipper of the Sixth, is captain of the
school as well. But every Form has its
captain—and the Fourth-Form captain
has Jeft. We're going to have a new
élection for Form captain to-night.
I'm the candidate.”
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“Oh! The only cne?"”

“N-no! Some of the Commercial kids
are putting up a candidate, too; but,
of course, that's all rot!™ said Skelton.

“Of course,” said Brown.

“But we want to rope in all the
votes we can,” said Skelton. “As a mat-
ter of fact, there's been a rush of new
kids Into the Modern side this term,
and, as it happens, they've caught us
up-in numbers, a thing that has never
been known before in the history of the
school. There are exactly twenty Clas-
sical kids in the Fourth Form, and ex-
actly twenty Commercials.”

“Oh, I see!" said Redfern, with
awakening interest, “Then when you

L mm» the election for Form captain

“The votes are bound to tie, because
every Classical will be loyal to his own
side, and those Modern kids stick to-
gether like a lot of thieves!”

Redfern laughed.

“Blessed if I can see anything to
gurgle at!” said Skelton angrily. “Look
here, you listen to me! You're going
to vote for me, and turn the scale.
see?”

“How do you know?”

“Do you mean to say you're going
to betray your own side, you measly
worm?” demanded Skelton hotly.
“You're a Classical, and you've got to

vote for mel”

“Rats!”

“Wh-wh-what! Did you say—say
rats?”

“Yes, I did,” said Redfern coolly.

“I'm not going to be told how I'm going
to vote. I'm going to settle that ques-
tion for myself, I may back you up

“You—you may!" stutlered Skelton.

“Yes; or again, I may not! It all
depends.”

“Depends, does it?" roared Skelton.
“I'i—ri—>7"

““Hold on!* exclaimed Brown, catch-
11g his friend by the arm. “Don’t lose
jour temper, old boy! Remember——"

“Who's losing his temper?” shouted
Bkelton.

“Well, you—"

“I'm jolly calm and reasonable. It's
this new chap who’s trying to make me
waxy! Il give him a licking; it will
teach him his proper place in the
Form!"”

“Yes, but—"

“Well, look here, if he promises in-
stantly ‘to vote for me I'll let him off
the licking,” said Skelton magnanim-
ously. *“He's got (o promise, be-
cause some of those Modern kids will
be squirming round trying to get his
vote—you know what a mean lot they
are! They'd think nothing of getting
him to promise to vote on their side
in advance. I hate meanness in a chap
—why, there's the beast giggling again!
I'll give him giggle!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Are you going to promise?”

“Not much.”

“IT give you a licking youll remem-
ber for a dog’s age.” .
“pPerhaps,” said Redfern, eyeing
blg Fourth-Former warily. *Per
not. Blessed if I think you'd
much of a Form captain, anyway! I
shall have to see the rival candidate
before I make up my mind.” ~

That was tco much for Skelton. He
was a great fighting man in the Fourth
Form at St. Dolly’s; even “Taffy ” Mor-
gan was not his superior in that line,
and Taffy was a boxer of renown. To
be talked to like this by a new boy was
too much! Skelton made a wild rush
at Redfern.

What happened next Was never very
clear to Skelton, What he first
realised was that he was lying on his
back, looking up dizzily at the blue sky,
and seeing more stars there in b
daylight than are usually seen on &
fine night.

He lay there for some seconds,
biinking, and then sat up.

“How—vhat—"

«“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Brown. ' SorIty,
Skelton; but you are funny!"”

“J—I—— My hat!” Skelton realised
what had happened, and jumped to his
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feet.
you!”

And he rushed at the new hoy
again. This time he succeeded in get-
ting hold of him, and for some moments
nothing was seen but whirling arms
and legs in a cloud of dust.

Then suddenly they parted.

Bkelton whirled away, and crashed
into Brown IIL, and they rolled on the
ground together. They sat up, gasping
—skelton looking very dazed and dusty
and dishevelled.

Redfern was strolling away towards
the* school, with his hands in his
pockets, whistling cheerily.

Skelton and Brown lcoked at one
another curiously.

“My word,” said Brown softly, ‘' that
new kid's hot stuff!" .

And Skelton nodded as he slowly
staggered to his feet, without speaking.
It was borne in upon him that the “new
4, kid” was very hot stuff indeed.

“By George, I'H—T'1l pulverize

CHAPTER 2.
Taffy and Co.

RTHUR REDFERN, of the Sixth
FPormm at St, Dorothy's, was
crossing the- quadrangle, with

his hands thrust deep into his trousers-
pockets, and a thoughtful frown upon
his brow. His eyes were on the ground,
and he did not see Lunsford, who had
just come out of the house with a
cricket-bat under his arm. Big, athletic
Lunsford was captain of St. Dolly’s, the
finest cricketer in the school, and a
perfect demon for sticking at the nets,
and ‘Reeping the other fellows there.

“Hallo, Redfern!” he called out, as
the Sixth-Former was passing him with-
out looking up. “Will you take a penny
for your thoughts?”

Arthur Redfern stopped and looked
at him, but he did not smile.

“Coming down to the cricket-field?”
asked Lunsford. “You've been cutting
the game for the last few days. What's
the matter?”

“Nothing 1™

“Well, come on and bowl to me, old
fellow!”

Redfern shook his head.

“I—I can’t just now, Lunsford, Ran-
some's waiting for me.”

Lunsford frowned.

“You spend a lot too much time with
that chap,” he said. “Ransome’s a
slacker. You never see him at the nets
or in the boats, and there arc kids in
the Fourth and the Shell who can beat
him on the cinder-path. He won't do
you any good.”

*“I don't see what you want to run
down my friends for!"” said Arthur,
flushing red. "Ransome's good enough
for me!”

And he walked on hufiily. Lunsford
looked after him with a darkening
brow and with hot words on his lips;
but he restrained them, and strode
down to the cricket-fleld.

Half the Sixth Form were there at
practice in the bright summer after-
noon, Classical and Modern being
equally devoted to the great summer
game. It was a pleasant scene—the
wide, green playing-flelds, the white-
flannelled figures running, the groups
of fellows looking on and cheering every
successful hit, or every clever bit of
fielding—in the distance the grey old
college, with its high windows and red
chimney-pots, its massive walls thick
with ivy—walls that had fronted the
storms of centuries,

But Arthur Redfern had no eyes for
the charm of the scene as he strode on
and entered the house. He went
straight up to his study, still with the
shadow on his brow, as If unpleasant
thoughts were thronging in his mind
and would not be dismissed.

He was a handsome lad enough, but
there was a weakness about the mouth
that told of a nature easily led—of one
who found it easier to say ““Yes * than
to say “No,” and who usually followed
the easier path. A fellow of about his
own age was sitting on the corner of
the table in the study, reading a pink
paper, which he lowered as Arthur
came in.
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“I've been walting for you,” he said,
with a yawn. And then, as he caught
sight of Arthur's expression, he added:
“ Anything up?”

“‘No,” said Arthur.

Ransome grinned,

“Better out with it,” he remarked.

“What have you got on your mind?
Are you beginning to get nervous about
—ahem!—that little scheme we have in
hand? If you're losing your nerve you'd
better say so at once.”

“Don't talk rot!” said Arthur
irritably. “I'm not thinking of that!
I've had a letter from my mother
to-day—"

A sneer crossed Ransome’s face.

“Lectures, I suppose?” he said.

“No, hang you! It's about my young
brother—I've got a minor coming to
St. Dolly's!” growled Arthur. ‘““The
mater wants me to look after him—
take him under my wing, and s0 on—
Enake things easy for him generally, you

“Blessed if I see anything to look
glum about in that!” said Ransome.
“The voungster might be useful to us.
You can take him for your fag, and he
can be trusted more than Morgan or
any of- the others.”

Arthur flushed hotly.

“If you think I'm going to have my
young brother mixed up in—in—well,
in anythmg you have a hand in, Ran-
soine, you're jolly well mistaken.”

“You're gelting jolly civil, I must
say,” said Ransome, quite unmoved.
“You can keep the kid in a glass case
for all T care. I was only giving you a
E.lp. Blessed if I care what you do with

m."”

“It's beastly awkward his coming
now. It will interfere with me in a lot
of ways. I shall have to look after hlm
He's bound to be a lot in my study, I
suppose, or else hell consider himself
neglected. I shall have to be careful.
I think it's deuced hard on me.”

“So it is—deuced hard,” agreed Ran-
some. ‘‘These minors are a general
nuisance. ¥You have to coddle them, or
they write home and say they're badly

treated, and then there’s a family
council on the subject. When is the kid
coming?”

Arthur started, and felt in his
pockets.
“This afternoon,” he said. “I—T

meant to make a note of the train, and
—and £0 | and meet it, but it slipped my
memory."”

“Oh, rats! You're coming out with
me,” said Ransome warmly. "I sup-
pose you're not to throw me over
for a wni'ound minor just out of the
nurs

“Well, it's his first day at a Public
school, and—"

“Rot! Let him look after himself.”

“It would be only decent—-""

“Oh, well, if you want to go, go!"”
sald Ransome sulkily. “I may as well
cut, I suppose. Blessed if I should have
expected a chap like you to throw his
old friends over for the sake of a whin-
ing little monkey with his thumb in his.
mouth—" ;

“Hold on!" said Arthur weakly. ©
n}__ar.er says his train gets in at Okeholme ™
i ”» L

“That's a quarter of an hour ago,”
said Ransome. “¥ou can't meet him,
vtuouwsee 0 you may ag well come over

“Yes. I suppose s0. But—"

“Look here! You can send some fag
or other to meet him on the road,”
said Ransome, *Thal will do. You can
tell him afterwards you had an im-
portant engagement. Come on, for

goodness' sake, or we shall be late!
We can send somebody as we go.”

And Ransome put on his straw hat.
Arthur hesitated a moment, and then
followed his example, and the twg
seniors left the study. Arthur paused
in r.hle passage a moment to shout

“Fag

But he called in vain. In the bright
weather almost all the St. Dolly's
fellows were out of doors, and the fags
who happened to be in their studies did
not hear—or made it & point not to

Fag!”

=
a

4T,
“Pag! Fa-n-a-ag!
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“Young monkeys!” grunted Arthur.
“I'll bet there are half a dozen at least
who can hear me perfectly well. They
don't like fagging on holidays.” .

“Let’s lock in the Fourth Form
passage.”

‘The two scniors hastened thither, It
was a wide, flagged passage, with walls
of oak blackened by age, in which in-
numerable initials and names were cut.
Doors opened on both sides of it. On
one side were the studies tenanted by
the Classical scholars, and on the other
side the gquarters of the Moderns—
variously known at St Dolly's as
Moderns, “Mods,” and Commercials,
When the rivalry between the two
factions ran high, the passage was fre-
quently the scene of heroic combats,
and bloodshed was by no means un-
known, the blocd being shed from the
ngse, as a rule,

The studies were deserted now, the
Jjuniors being out of doors, but from the
first study in the
Modern side, came the sound of voices.
It was the room occupied by Morgan,
Rake, and Vernon, the leaders of the
junior Moderns in their alarums and ex-
cursions against the Classicals. The
door was open, as well as the window,
on account of the heat of the afternoon,
and thur Redfern and Ransome

heard the voices of the fags in excited

discussion. - &

“What price getting, out to Zhe
cricket?” said Rake, as the seniors came
along. “We've been Jawing this over
for a quarter of an hour, but it makes
no difference.”

“You can't change ihe numbers by
Jjawing about it, chappy,” said Vernon.
“It will be a dead-heat at the election.”

“Rats!” growled Morgan, generally

. known among the juniors -as “Taffy.”

“Rats! Were going to pull off the

election somehow, lock you. I was

thinking—"

“"Shut up!” muttered Rake, as he
caught sight of the seniors at the door.

Tafly promptly shut up. He had his
plans  regarding the forthcoming
Fourth Form election, but he did not

mean to let Upper Form fellows Into <2

his confidence.

“Didn’t you hear me call for a fag?”
exclaimed Arthur Redfern angrily.

“Did you call?” sald Taffy innocently.

“Look here, I want you—"

“Can’t you find a Classical kid?” de-
manded Taffy. “You know the rule—
you can only fag kids on your own side.
We're busy.”

*' Awfully busy, chappy,” sald Vernon,
who was the dandy of the Fourth and
affected an elegant drawl, “Shut the
door after you.”

Ransome scowled, and Arthur Red-
fern looked irritable. He was good-
natured as a rule, but impatient of
contradiction. The rule to which Taffy
Morgan alluded was upheld by Luns-
ford himself, but the seniors often
transgresseqd it.

“Don't be a young ass!™ said Arthur,
“Look here, I've got a minor coming
this afternoon, and he's out of the
station already. I want somebody to go
and look after him a bit, If you don't
want a jolly good hiding——"

Taffy's eyes gleamed.

“It’s all right, Redfern, we'll go.”

Vernon and Rake glared at their com-
rade in amazement. It wasn't easy, of
course, to “buck” against Sixth-
Formers, but Taffy, as a rule, had nerve
enough for anything. His sudden
change of front amazed his chums, and
made them indignant.

“Well, cut off, then,” said Arthur.
“You can tell my minor I was sorry I
had an important engagement over in
Wyndale.”

“Right-ho, my son!”

Arthur quitted the study with Ran-
some, and a minute afterwards was
leaving the school gates. In Study 10,
in the Fourth Form passage, two juniors
glared wrathfully at Taffy Morgan, who
was chuckling.

“You—you worm!” said Vernon, In
measured accents. “You apology for a
worm! You cheap imitation of an
apology for a worm!**

“Hallo! What's the matter?” .

“My hat!” said Rake, “He says:
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‘What's the matter? after knuckling
under like that. ¥Yah, you make me
tired, Taffy! Look here, Verny, we
ought to bump him!"

“By Jove, yes! Bump him!”

“I;Iere, hold on!” yelled Tafly. “I

But they did not hold on—or, rather,
to be more exact, they did! They
grasped him as he jumped up, and in
a moment he was being bumped with
force and energy. The process of
“bumping,” known at most Public
schools, consisted at St. Dolly's of seiz-
ing the victim in a grasp of iron and
rolling him over and over, giving him a
he!iw bump on the ground at every
10l

It was a common enough punishment
in the junior studies, and Tafly now
had the benefit of it to the full He
struggled and yelled in vain, They
bumped him and bumped him again,
and rolled him over, till he was gasp-
ing for breath. He had no mercy from
his indignant chums.

“Hold on!” shricked Taffy. “I—I
mean, leggo! Chuck it! Stop It, you
asses! I'll give you a prize thick ear,
Vernon! Il lick you into fits, Rakey!
Oow, you beasts! I tell you I— Ow—
wow!”

Bump, bump, bump!

“Qwl Oh! Owl"”

“wWell jolly well teach you to lower
the dignity of the side to those
Classical cads!” growled Rake, “Give
him another!”

“And another, chappy!"”

Bump, bump!

*“You—you assesl” grasped the un-

happy Tafly, helpless in the grasp of his
indignant chums. “Let go! BStop it!
I tell you it's a wheeze I wasn't giving
in or knuckling under It'sa wheezel“

“Rats! Bump him again!”

Bump, bump!

Taffy tore himself at last from the
grasp of the avengers and sat up, dusty,
dishevelled, his collar torn out, and his
hair like a mop. His face was crimson
with exertion and wrath.

“¥You shrieking duffers!” he yelled.

“You haven't the sense of a glddy
oyster! I tell you it's a wheeze—a
splendid scheme!"

“Where does the scheme come in?”
sald Rake suspiciously.

“Why, you howling ass, we want an
extra voter for the election, don't we?"”

“Yes, but—"

“Well, Redfern minor's the chap!"

Rake and Vernon started—and
whistled. Taffy collected himself

together and got up, breathing ster-
torously.

“Do you see now, you prize asses?”
he demanded witheringly, *“That's
why I'm going down to meet Redfern
minor. He’s the voter we want.,”

“By Jove!”

“Bravol”

“I haven't time to lick you mnow,”
sald Tafly, trying to fasten his collar.
“Let's geh out and meet the kid; we .
must collar him before any of thos
Classical kids get hold of him. The;

them., We've got to see that they don't
get hold of him. Come on!"”

“Right you are!”

And, hastily jamming their caps on,
the three juniors hurriedly left the
house, dashed across the quad and oub
of the gates, and tore away down the
road towards the village as if they
were on the cinder-path,

CHAPTER 3.
The Rivals of 5t. Dorothy's!

. DOROTHY'S was one of thg
S oldest schools in mid-England, and

fellows of an antiquarian furn of
mind related with pride that it had
been founded by Bishop Tunstall, in
the reign of King John. It stood in the
heart of the county of Warwickshire,
amid some of the finest scenery in
England. It had stood there for many
centuries, angd it had gone through
many vicissitudes. The ruined clmnel
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was a reminder of the parllamentary
wars, and there were feHows who
pointed out the marks left by Crom-
well’s cannon-balls on the walls, fellows
of an imaginative turn, perhaps. St.
Dolly's, at all events, had seen stormy
times, and there had probably been
more than one crisis in her history. But
the most stag%:ermg blow she had ever
received, in the opinion of a large
number of the “Saints,” was when the
Modern side had been established in
the old school.

Modern tendencles, they admitted,
were making themselves felt every-
where. Other Public schools had opened
a “Commercial ¥ side; but St. Dolly's
might have been true to its traditions.
What a chap wanted was an old-
fashioned, classical education, and if a
chap couldn’t get on in the world with
Latin, how was he to expect to get on
withiout it? It was not observed that
the enthusiastic supporters of the
classical point of view were specially
* keen on sticking to their Latin exer-
cises, or that any of them took Greek
unless their parents insisted upon it.
Nevertheless, they were heart and soul
on the Classical side, and sniffed at the
Commercials. The latter, in their turn,
sniffed back. They took German
instead of Greek, and chemistry instead
of Latin, and seemed to thrive on it.

‘The Classical fellows averred solemnly
that the school was going to the dogs,
and the Moderns declared that it had
already gone there, before thelr time,

and that they were bringing it back
agaln. The two sides agreed to differ,
but it was not only in the class-Troom
that mutual distaste was visible. On
the playing-flelds the sides were rivals;
they contended for places [n the eleven
and the eight, and Lunsford, since he
had been captain of Sj. Dolly’s, had
sometimes found it difficult to keep the
peace.

Needless to say, the (ﬂvislcm, which
was keen enowgh among the seniors,
was far keener among the juniors. What
the elders thought, or half-thought, the
youngsters pmclmnﬁ’sd at the top of
their volees, The rows between Clas-

-

sicals and Mods were endless, and
though, as a matter of fact, there was
little or no real ill-feeling, there was
incessant trouble,

The Modern side had been steadily
increasing in numbers from its founda-
tion, and of late had come to equal the
Classical side, a mafter for great re-
joicing among the present Mods, and of
great anxiety to their rivals. Up till
now the Form captains had been, with-
out exception, Classicals, For the first
time since the foundation of the Com-
mercial side a Modern candidate had
a chance of election. Numbers in the
Fourth Form were equally balanced,
and the anxiety was keen.

The senlors affected & lordly Indiffer-
ence to the elections in the Lower
Forms, but, s & matter of fact, some of
them felt a keen interest in the result.
But interference was not possible.
Form captains were elected by their
own Form, every boy having a vote, and
no outsiders were admitted the
elections.

And so the keenness of the rival can-
didates to secure the new boy as a voter
will be easily understood.

The single voice of Sidney Redfern
was enough to turn the scale, Other-
wise, the election would tie, and then
probably the Head would appoint a
Form captain. He was as llkely to
appoint a Modern as a Classical. St.
Dolly's, as we have sald, had passed
through crises in her history, but, in the
opinion of the heroes of the Fourth, no
crisis of past days had been like unto
this.

Cromwell’s cannonade, In Skelton's
opinion, was a joke compared with the
danger of having a Commercial youth
for Form captain, The Fourth Form
captain was not a very importang
person at St. Dolly's in the general
estimation, but in the estimation of the
Fourth itself he was a very important
person indeed. The election of a cap-
tain of the school would not have
stirred the youngsters nearly so deeply.

It was no wonder that Taffy, Rake,
and Vernon jumped at the chance of
scouring the extra voter. It was the
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first hint they had had of his existence,
and they did not know that Skeliton
and Brown had already met him at the
station. To get hold of the new hoy, to
keep him to themselves till the election
in the Form-room, and then fo sud-
denly produce him, to the utier con-
fusion of the Classicals, that was
Tafly's “wheeze.” There was no nced
to hesitate about the matter, for he
knew perféctly well that Skelton and
Brown would have done exactly the
same if they had had the chance, and,
as Taffy added proudly, the sense.

The three juniors went salong the
road at top speed, eager to meet the new
boy at the earliest possible moment.
As they went round a bend in the lane
at & headlong pace, they pushed right
into the youth, who was strolling from
the direction of the village, and sent
him fairly flying.

The stranger reeled back, and fell

with a flop in the middle of the road, | th

sending up a cloud of dust, and the
three juniors gasped and halted, nearly
falling over themselves,

“M-my hat!” gasped Taffy. “You
utter ass, what do you mean by rum-
ning into us like that?”

The prostrate youth sat up rather
dazedly.

“You—you dummies!" he said. " How
did they come to let you out of your
sirait-jackets?”

Taffy was about to make a hot retort,
but he checked himself. He noted that
the boy was dressed in Etons, and he
guessed at once that this was the youth
they were to meet on the road.

“Here, say!” exclaimed Taffy
amicably. “Are you Redfern minor?”

“I'm Sidney Redfern.”

“Good! I—I say, I'm awfully sorry
we biffed into you,” said Taffy. “You
see, your brother sent us to meet you,
and we were in a hwrry to—to find you.
We thought you'd like somebody to look
after you a bit, coming to a strange

ool

school.
“kJust what I was going to say,” said

e.
“That's awfully decent of yow,” said
Redfern gratefully. .

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

“Oh, we're awfully decent chaps, you
know. Your brother is sorry he had to
go to Wyndale—important appointment
or something; but we're to take care of
you,” said Taffy hospitably. “WeTe
going to show you round, and look aiter
you generally. I suppose you're pretty
peckish after a long train journey?”
"Yes, & litile,” said Redfern, smiling.
“That's all right. I suppose you'll
have tea in our study. We've got some-
thing decent for tea—ahem!—I mean,
we're going to have something decent
for tea, and we should like you to come.
You'll come, won't you?'"”

“Jolly glad, too.”

“QGood again! No malice for that
biff, eh? It was quite an accident.”
“Not a bit,” said Redfern cheerily.
He dusted down his clothes, feeling
his heart a good deal lighter than it
had been. His brother had not for-
gotten him after all, and, besides that,
e kindness of these juniors, perfect
strangers to him, was really enough to .
make any fellow feel cheerful.

He felt that if all the fellows at St.
Dolly’s were like these, his life would
be jolly enough. If they were like this
to a stranger and a new boy, what
would they be like when they got

chummy?

Taffy linked his arm affectionately in
Redfern’s.

“Come along, Reddy! You dont
mind if I call you Reddy, do you?”

“Of course not,” said Redfern, more
and more surprised. “This is jolly
decent of you. I've heard that new
boys are generally ragged or put upon
in Public schools.”

Taffy & Co.,, remembering some of
their own experiences as new boys,
grinned a little, but became serious
again at once.

“Nothing of that kind with us,” said
Taffy. “I know there are some kids in
the Fourth—like Skelton and Brown—
young ruffians, who'd play any tricks on
a stranger. You want to keep clear of
fellows like that. You stick to us, and
I'1l see you through. Let's get in to tea.”

They were not long in reaching St
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Dolly’s.  As they passed in, Redfern
glanced at the cricketers. Lunsford
had just hit a ball for three, and the
fellows were cheering. Redfern would
gladly have looked on for a bit at the
cricket, but Taffy & Co., who were on
tenterhooks lest a Classical youth
should spot the new boy, hurried him
on. And as they were hurrying him in
to have tea, Redfern could not very
well object.

They hurried him into the house,
and upstairs to Study 10, and Taffy
heaved a great sigh of rellef as he was
marched into the study. Rake Immedi-
ately closed the door. Involuntarily, the
juniors put their backs to it, as If pre-
pared to resist, by force, any attempt of
the new boy to escape. But Redfern
was not thinking of escape just then.
He was, ‘as a matter of fact, hungry
after his journey, and quite ready for
fea. There were no signs of tea in the
tudy as he looked round.

“It's all right,” said Taffy hastily.
“We're just going to get tea. Shove
some sticks in the grate, Rakey, and get
a fire going. Il go and fill the kettle.”
“Can I do anything to help?” asked
Redfern.«

“No; that's all right,” sald Taffy.
“You sit down!” He almost pushed
Redfern into the armchalr, “You must
be tired. We've as good as promised
Redfern major to take every care ‘of
you. How's the little ones at home?”

“En? There aren’t any,” sald Red-
fern, in amazement.

11

getting tea. Is that fire never going t¢
burn, Rake?”

“It's getting on. You haven't filled
the kettle yet.”

“Go and fill the kettle, Vernon!"

“Really, chappy—"

“Go and fill the kettle!” roared Taﬂy
And Vernon picked up the kettle and
went. “Buck up with that fire, Rake!}
Here, I'll lend you a hand! You get
the grub out of the cupboard!"

‘The fire was soon going. Vernon re.
turned with the kettle, which was
jammed on the smoky fire. ‘The
“grub " was turned out of the cup-
board, but it did not make much of a
spread. Taffy looked at half a loaf, a
scrap of butter, and a small tin of sar-
dines In something like dismay.

“This won't do!” he muttered to
Vernon. “We've got to keep this chap
here till the election. Go and ralse
some grub along the corridor—quick!
Get anything yau can. 'We can explain
afterwards!”

‘' Really, chappy—"

Taffy shook him by the shoulder, and
slung him out of the study. Vernon
pushed back his cuffs; and then, re-
membering what was at stake, he
obeyed orders. Taffy closed the door,
But it was opened the next moment, and
a junior looked in,

“Look here, Verney—— Hallo!"

It was not Vernon returning. It was
Phipps, of the Fourth, a Classical junior.
He looked across at Redfern.

a “Hallo,” he exclaimed. “I thought I
Hem! I—I mean, how are your A e
. people—malter and pater, you know?" ;?35“.‘"’ him 1o the quad] Is thal 3 new

stammered Tafly, who hardly knew
what he did mean, or what he was say-
ing,-in his anxiety to keep the new boy
penceful]y in the study.

“Oh, they're all right!” said Redfern
“Look here, let me fill the kettle for
you—you can tell me where the tap
is. I don’t want to slack!”

“That's all right.
guest to work. You just sit where you
are  Here's the latest number of * The

_Magret” Look at that while we're

We can't allow &

Taffy did not reply. He did not want
awkward explanations before Redfern.
He rushed straight at Phipps, who re-
treated in alarm. Tafly seized him by
the shoulders and wheeled him round,
and Phipps strugeled in vain as he was
driven down the passage upder B Suts
cession of powerful kicks,

“There!”™ gasped Taffy. “Don't you
#ome poking into my study again!” He
hurrled back, and closed the door after
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him, and met Redfern’s stare of
astonishment with a feeble grin.

“Who was that?” said Redfern.

“Oh, only one of the chaps!” said
Taffy. “One—one of the chaps I was
telling you about, you know, who are
death on new fellows, But don't you be
nervous We'll look after you.”

“I'm not nervous.”

“N-n-no, of course not,” agreed Taffy,
who would have agreed to anything
then. “I know youTre not. I didn't
mean that. I mean well back you up!”

“Just what I was going to say,” sald
Rake.

"Really, chappy——" said Vernon,
coming into the study, heavy laden.
*Oh, get the tea, and not so much of

your ‘really, chappy'!” exclalmed
Tafly. “Can't you see the new chap is
hungry? We're bound to be hospitable

for—for Redfern major's sake. Redfern
major is a ripping chap!”

“Yes, isn't he?” said Sidney eagerly.

“Simply stunning!” said Taffy.
“Best chap in the Sixth. Hasn'i a
second. The others are only outsiders.
Is that kettle boiling?”

“kYes; I'm making the tea,” sald

e

“Good! Do you like your tea sirong
or weak, Reddy?”

“I'm not particular.”

“Oh, we want to give you what you
like, you know! I say, Verney, thisisa
decent spread.” Taffy looked over the
table, garnished with a new loaf, a pat
of butter, a chunk of cheese, a pound
or more of cold ham, half a chicken,
several tins of salmon and sardines
and a big plum cake. “I should say
you made a pretty good swoop up the
passage.”

“It’s ripping!” said Redfern. “You're
treating me jolly well, and I don't know
how to thank you.”

“Not at all. You see, we're so fond
of Redfern major,” said Taffy.

Redfern looked at his eager enter-
tainers rather curiously, and a smile
dawned upon his face. Their hospi-
tality to a new boy, a perfect stranger,

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

was remarkable; and, little as he knew
of Public schools, he knew that much.
Back to his mind came his talk with
Skelton and Brown. Were these ex-
tremely hospitable juniors after his
vote a{ the Form election?

Perhaps—perhaps not! At all events,
he was hungry, and the tea was cer-
tainly ripping, and he was satisfied to
take things as they came.

The four juniors sat down round the
table, and Vernon poured out the tea.
But the meal was not destined to com-
mence in peace. There was a sound in
the passage of many footsteps.

“He's in there! I've seen him!” 1t
was the excited voice of Phipps, of the
Fourth, perfectly audible in the study.
It was Skelton's voice that replied:

“We'll jolly soon seel” .

Tafly sprang to his feet as the study
door was flung open. Skelton and
Brown stood on the threshold, with

wrathful and indignant faces. Behind & :

them was a crowd of Classical juniors,

“Caught you, have wel!” roared
Skelton.

“Look here, get out of our study, you
Classical cads! I—"

“Back up!” roared Skelton, and he
rushed into the study, with his followers
hot at his heels. “Down with the
Mods!™”

“Hurrah!”

The three Commercial junlors lined
up desperately, and hit out right and
left; but the rush of the Classicals swept
them away. The tea-table went over
with a crash, and there was crash on
crash of smashing crockery. Plates and
cups and saucers, jam and ham and
butter and cake, were trampled reck-
lessly underfoot in a wild and whirling
conflict.

CHAPTER 1.
Redizrn Meats His Brother]
“ OCK it into them!”
S “Down with the Mods!”
But the Mods were down
already. The table was down, and the
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crockery was down, and the tea and
the cake and the tarts and the sardines
were down, and the Moderns were
sprawling among the wreckage, with the
Classic juniors sprawling oyer them.

Skelton., flushed with victery, looked
round the study. Never had there been
so complete a wreck in so short a time
Several of the Classical juniors, in the
heat and excitement of the moment,
were attacking Sidney Redfern, for-
getful of the fact that they had yin-
vaded the study to rescue the new boy
from the clutches of the Mods. Red-
fern was giving a good account of him-
self, and two of Skelton’s enthusiastic
followers had rolled over under his fists.

“Hold on!" shouted Skelton. *This
way, Redfern!”

SRR

“It's a rescue!” gasped Skelton.
“We're saving you from these Com-
mercial bounders. Come on!”

And he clutched the new junior by
the arm.

“But I don't want to be rescued!"
objected Redfern “I was just going
to have tea, and—"

“Blow tea! We'll stand you some
tea! Come on!”

“But

“Come on!" rared Skelton, losing
patience. *“There’l]l be a crowd of Mods
here in a minute. This way! Here.
lend a hand. some of you—this chap
has got to be rescued!”

Half a dozen Classical juniors
promptly piled upon Redfern, and he
was “rescued " in spite of his resist-
ance. They whisked him out of the
study, and down the passage. ‘The
whole troop of Classicals, whooping
with triumph, followed. In the wreck
of the study Taffy & Co. sat up dazedly.

“M-m-m-my hat!" gasped Taffy.

“Really, chappy, I feel awfully—er—
dishevelled!” murmured Vernﬂz; trying

to rub the jam out of his hair® =By
Jave!”

Tafly staggered to his feet.

* After them!” he grunted. *They're

not going to collar that new chap and

his giddy vote. We'll call up the
fellows!”

And Tafly and Rake hurried out of
the dismantled study. Vernon went on
rubbing the jam out of his hair. He
had had enough of “scrapping " for the
time. But Taffy and Rake could do
no good. Redfern had been whisked
along the Fourth-Form passage to
Skelton’s study, and whisked into it, and
the door was closed and locked on the
inside. A yell of derision’from a Clas-
sical crowd grected the baffled Meods,
and they speedily beat a retreat again.

Inside Skelton's study, Redfern wa.s
bumped down on the carpet.
rough handling had rather beﬂldered
him, and he sat there for some moments
hardily knowing whether he was on his
head or his heels.

“Done them!™ gasped Skelton.

“A clean do!” chuckled Brown ITL
dabbing his nose with his handkerchief
Tafly's fist had smitten that nose, and
smitten it hard, and there was a liberal
flow of “claret ” as a result; but little
did Brown III care for that. He dabbed
away and grinned cheerfully.

Redfern jumped up.

“You stay where you are!” said
Skelton warning “We've rescued
you, and you be ong to us. If you
weren't a new kid, I'd lick you for going
round with Mods. We keep up the
giddy dignity of our side in this school,
Ican tell you. Asa matter of fact, the
Classical side is the school, and the
Moderns are nobodies, and nowhere.
You ought to be jolly glad to be rescued
from the measly bounders. Now you're
going to stick here till the Fourth-Form
election comes off. and then you're
going to vote for me!™

“Rats!” said Redfern cheerfully. *“I
haven't yet decided whom I'm going to
vote for, but I'm not going to stick here,
anyway. I suppose I'm my own
master?"

“1 suppose you're not!” sald Skelton,
with a sniff. “You young rotier, you're
bound to stand by your side. Youre a
Classical, ain't you? You—you worm!”
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“You're calling me some preity names
»

“IM give you some pretty thick ears,
too, if you talk to me!” said Skelton.
“After all the trouble we've taken over
youl”

“Ungrateful pig!” said Brown.

ern grinned.
“Look here—unlock that door!”

“No fear!”

“T don't want to stay here! For one
thing, I want to speak to my brother
as soon as he comes in, Now—"

“Blow your brother! I can tell you,
you're not going to come any rot in the
Fourth Form, because youw've got a
brother in the Sixth,” sald Skelton.
“It's rather against a junior to have a
major in an Upper Form, and the less
yuu say about it the better!”

“More rats!” Redfern stepped to-
wards the door, and Skelton stepped
into his way. “Now, I want to get
out!”

“You'll stay there!"

“There’ll be trouble!”
¢+ Skelton laughed. He thought it
‘would be simple enough for himself and
Brown {o keep the new boy in the
study. But he left off laughing the
next moment as Redfern’s strong grasp
closed upon him. He was whirled away
irom the door, gasping in amazement
at the muscular strength displayed by
the new boy.
| “Leggo!” he gasped. “Here, lend a
hand, Brown—the beast will be gelting
out!”

Brown rushed forward.

Redfern swung Skelton round, and
‘suddenly releasing his hold, sent him
crashing into Brown.,

“Oh!” roared Brown.

He sat down violently In the fender,
and Skelton sat on him. For the
moment they were too dazed to move

agaln. Redfern unlocked the door, and
slipped the key into the outside of the

“Hold on,” roared Skelton—“hold
onl I—

“Gerroff my chest!” murmured
Brown, in 2 muffled voice.

“Hold on—"  Skelton leaped up,
but it was too late,

" Good-bye!” said Redfern sweetly;
and the door shut, and the key click
in the'lock &5 Skelton hurled himse]
madly upon it

Skelton dragged at the handle, but
the door was fast. He Kkicked and
shouted, and was only answered by a’
chuckle from outside. Redfern slipped
the key Into his pocket, and walked
away down the passage.

Skelton kicked frantically at the solid
oak door. :

“Open this door!” he roared:
;ﬁteacue. Classicals! Collar that cadl,

There were a good many of the
Classical juniors still in the DPassage,|
and some of them had observed Red-
terns action with blank amazement.

the kicking and shouting from with<
m Study B they understood, and five or
six of them ran towards Redfern.
“Collar him!” shouted Plnm:s

Redfern broke into a run. He did noh
mean to be “collared ” by either pm-t,yl
of the rivals of St. Dorothy’s, and he
guessed t In the Close he would be
safe from open attack. He ran for the
stairs, and ran down them with half &
dozen excited and angry Classicals
whooping on his track. In the lower
passage he could see the open door with
the wide green Close beyond, and could
catch a glimpse of the cricketers.

But just as he scudded for the door,
with the pursuers close behind, a senior,
came in from the Close, There was no,
time for Redfern to stop. He was right
upon the newcomer before he saw him,
and nothing could possibly have stopped
a collision.

Right into him Redfern dashed, and
the Sixth-Former, with a startled and
angry exclamation, staggered back:
Redfern, dizzy from the shock, reeled
against the door. The pi ursuing junion
scared at the sight of a prefect " biffed ",
by a Lower-Form boy, scaitered in an

4
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Instant, and in the twinkling of an eye
they had vanished from sight.

Redfern was not so lucky.

The Sixth-Former recovered himself
in a moment, and his grasp closed
savagely on the boy's collar. Redfern
was dragged awny from the door, and
shaken till his head swam.

“You young sweep!” said the prefect
angrily. “How dare you—  Why,
Sldney'"

He released the junior, and at the
same moment Sidney Redfern recog-
nised his brother.

Arthur Redfern looked at his minor
with a gloomy expression.

“ Come to my study.” he said abruptly,
and strode away.

"And Redfern, with a curlous sinking
at the heart, followed him.

CHAPTER 5.
. Ranseme's Ragl

RTHUR REDFERN'S face did not
A relax when he stood in his study
and looked at his younger
brother. 1In fact, the cloud on his brow
seemed to deepen. Sidney stole a glance
at his face, and his glance was half
appealing, He kmew that his major was
angry with him,‘and he was greatly
troubled by the thought. He had come
to the school with the intention of deing
everything in his power to gain the ap-
proval of Arthur. There were few things
he would not have done to win a cordial
nod from the big brother whom he re-
garded as the ideal of young manhood.
He realised miserably that he had made
a bad start.

*So you've come ! *said Redfern major

Sidney started.
“I—I'm sorry I biffed into
Arthur,”

chaps were after

only a lark—and I didn't see you—-""
He broke off. He was beginning to
realise that it was not the nalli.siun in

e | claimed.
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the doorway that had brought that dark
cloud to his brother's face. “What's the
matter?”

“ Nothing!”

“Didn't you want me to come to St
Dorothy's?” asked the junior, and there
was a ring of indignation as well as
pain in his voice.

Arthur’s expression changed a little.

“Oh, rot!" he said irritably, “Of—of
course I wanted you to come. I sent
some fags to meet you. Did you see
them?”

Sidney grinned at the recollection of
his experiences with Taffy & Co.
n;‘fh, yes, that was all right!” he

“The mater wanted me to meet you,

said Arthur with an hritable laugh.
“She doesn't know anything about
Public schools. We shan't be on the
same terms here that we are at home
in the holidays. You may as well under-
stand that from the start. I'm in the -
Sixth, and a prefect. You're a Fourth
Form fag. We shan’t see much of each
othtz*rperhaps shan't meet twice a
week.

Redfern’s face fell.

This was very unlike the prospect he
had dimly mapped out in his mind—of
exercises done in Arthur’s study, under
Arthur's brotherly eye, of coaching on
the cricket-field and the river, and jony
cycle rides in the summer evenings.
Arthur did nor. appear to see the dis-
majr in his fa

“Of course, I want to help you mry
way possible,” he went on. “But it
won't help you in your own Form to be
backed up by a prefect. If the juniors
think you've got a friend to stand by
you in the Sixth, theyll make your life
a burden.”

Sidney coloured.

“I can look after myself!” he ex-
“I shouldn’t dream of drag-
ging you inte a Fourth Form row,

. You can't think that of me.”

“Well, I hope you won't. Have a littla
sense and we shall get on all right,
Don't forget that I'm a senlor and
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you're a junior, and don't come march-
ing up in the quad or the cricket fleld
and calling me Arthur before all the
sentors, ‘There, there, I don't want to
burs your feelings!” went on the major
hastily, as the minor's lower lip gave
& suspiclous quiver, “I know you're
fond of me, and all that, but I'm speak-
mg for your own »

‘T—I suppose s0. It's all right.”

“You haven't been taken as a fag
yet?” asked Redfern major, changing
the subject.

Sidney shook his head.

“I haven't been here long,” he said;
“only an hour or so.”

“¥You might have been picked up at
sight by any senior who wanted a fag.
Lock here, FIl speak a word for you to
Lunsford, our skipper.”

“Couldn't—couldn't I be your fag,
asked Sidney hesitatingly.
‘I’I;g'—rd rather fag for you than Luns-
ord.”

Arthur shoolt his head.

"No; it's impossible, I—

There was a knock at the door of the
study, and Ransome came in. He did
not see Sidney for the moment, as he
entered hastily.

*“It's all right, Arthur!” he exclaimed.
“I've satisfied the beak that we were
only going to Wyndale to see about some
new  cricket-nets——"  Arthur was
making furious signs to the Sixth-
Former to hold his tongue, and Ran-
some caught sight of Sidney, and
broke off : “Oh, I didn’t know vou had
anybody with youl”

“It’s only my young brother,” sald
Arthur savagely,

Ransome recovered his coolness in a
moment. He looked at Sidney with a
cool and criticising gaze that took in
;rlv?:y detail from his toes to his curly

alr.

- "Glad to meet you, Redfern minor,”
sald Ransome, offering his hand, which
Sidney took rather shyly. After

'S unpromising greeting, it seemed
%o him an act of great condescension for
& Bixth-Pormer to shake hands with a
new fag.
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anywhere, youre so lke Arthur, Ard
you anybody’s fag yet?” i

“I'm going to speak a word to Lunsd
ford for him,” said Arthur quickly,

“No good,” said Ransome coollyy
“Lunsford's quite satisfled with Skelion
and Skelton would knock the new kid
Into pancakes if he ousted him. Look

ere, Arthur, T'll take your young
brother as my fag.” -

“Look here, Ransome—-"

“Wouldn't you llke to fag for mey
kid?” said Ransome with a smile tg
Sidney—and he could look very agree<
able when he chose. “You won't have
& hard time. I treat my fags well—lots
of pickings, and not much to do. You
may get snapped up by someone who'd
bully you. Better stick to me whila
you've got a chance.”

Redfern looked at his brother.

““Better let him come to me, Arthur,{
said Ransome. *Look here, don't be anf
ass! It will sult us well}” ]

“What do you mean?” asked Arthur{
with a start.

" You get out for a bit, kid,” said Ran<
some. '“Go and wait for me in my
study—Number Four. I'll join you thera
in a jiffy.” )

Sidney again looked to his brother fox
Lnsémt;:ltio?i&l;ut. A;-:h;:-e nodded shortly,
an e r le study, closing
the door behind him, i

The moment he was gone Arthur Reds
fern turned angrily to his friend.

“What do you mean by that, Ran-
some? I've told you I won't have the
boy Jmixed up in anything. I tell you

‘*Softer, please!” said Ransome, In
his provokingly cool way. “No need {o
shout and tell the fags in the passage..
That kid's coming to the school is a
blessing In disguise. You've told me.
how attached he is to you and how yoy'
expect him to haunt WOrTY you.!
Well, my son, that’s where we come in:
I've heard something about him already,
that shows he's a lad with spirit. Look
here, he will be useful to us.”

“I've told" you—" bhegan Arthur

“T should have known you hotly.
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Ransome rak.d his hand.

“Soft again! Don't be an ass! My,
Mannering met us on the road to Wyn-
dale, and stopped us. T've succeeded in
satisfying him that we were going there
to see about some cricket things we
couldn't get in Okeholme. But he’s got
an eye open—a jolly suspicious eye!
We can't go again for a bit,”

= W we can't.”

“Well,” said Ransome, “‘you know how
matters stand, It's no good mincing
matters, Arthur. You're as deep in the
mud as I am in the mire. If we don't
keep In touch with Cunliffe the man will
come up to the school. What will hap-
pen then?”

Arthur's face went white,

“'He would never dare!”

“What has he to fear? He has our
paper—our signatures. We owe him

“He would never get a penny by
giving us away—-—"

“Perhaps not; but I dare say it
would be some satisfaction to him to
show us ub. You know, anyway, what
Dr. Cranston would do if he saw the
papers that Cunliffe could show him.
‘We should be—"

“Expelled!” said Arthur, with a bitter
[

roan. .
“Exactly,”

Arthur Redfern sank into a chair, and
covered his face with his hands,

“What a mad fool I've been!”

Ransome watched him with a bitter
sneer.

“That won't help you,” he said.
“This I8 a time for action. We can
stave Cunliffe off for the time being, but
it will be very useful to have a fag

whom we can rely on, in case
we have to send a message to Cunliffe,
Your young brother would keep his
mouth shut—for his precious brother’s
sake,” Ransome grinned derisively,
“‘Better let him fag for me.”

"'Oh, do as you likely sald Arthur.
“I'm uiic% of the whole business, Do as

€,

you 3

| Ransome nodded and quitted the

ttudy. He walked along to No. 4 with
2 .

7

a curiously derisive grin upon his feas
tures, and, entering, found Sidney
fern standing by the table waiting, The
boy was looking uneasy and troubleds
Ransome gave him a cheery nod, ¢
“It’s all right,” he announced. * Youw
brother likes the idea of your being my,
fag, now I've explained to him, Of
course, I had a right to take you, any:
way; bul Arthur is my chum. Do yo
like the idea?" :
:¥e-es, I think 50,” said Sianey doubtsd

fully. [
laughed as he threw himself
r,

Ransome
into a chal

“Good! In doing things for me you'l
be doing them just as much for Yo
brother really, as we chum together,
‘You can huzz off now—my other fag will
get my tea,” said Ransome graciously.
1 think we shall get on together, Red{
fern minor.” |

And Redfern, who hardly knewy
whether to be pleased or not, quitted;
the study of his new master. >

CHAPTER &.
Taffy in Trouble)

4 ERE. Redfern, you bounder!”

H It was the day after the elecs

tion, Skelton had beaten Taff;
for the captaincy by one vote—and that
voter was Redfern minor.

Redfern had turned the comer, and
run right into Skelton and Brown, wha,
were walting for him, They seized him|
by either arm and marched him on to-|
‘wards their study. Redfern hardly knew;
whether their intentions were friendly;
or hostile, and he struggled in their

grasp.

“It's all right,” grinned Skelton.;
“Don't be alarmed, my infant. Whe
have you been all this time? We"
been looking for you.”

“Hunting all over the place,” sai
Brown. “Saw you come in with Lu
ford, though, The feed will be spoiled,™

“The feed?”

“Yes, rather. We're having a bit of
feed in our study to celebrate my get:
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ting in as captain of the Fourth,” ex-

plained Skelton. “It's a big triumph

for the Classical side. Taffy & Co. are

wild, I can tell you. I'm sorry youre

fagg‘ié_};g for Ransome, young Redfern.”
b o

“He's a rotter. We're not proud of
him, though he's a Classical senior. 1
never could make out what your major
saw in him. If you're going to fag for
him I shall have to put you up to some
points. Never mind that now, though.
Here we are! The herrings will
warm, as I left 'em on the hob—"

Skelton opened the door of his study,
and stood transfixed.

The room was not empty.

And the herrings were not on the hob.

Four jumiors were seated round the
table, and they had just finished the
herrings, and were starting on the straw-
berry jam.

Tafly Morgan, Rake Vernon, and an-
other Modern junior looked up with
agreeable smiles at the astounded and
enraged Classicals.

“What's this?” yelled Brown.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Taffy. “This
is where we grin! Grin, you boun-
ders!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It was very nice, chappies!” said
Vernon softly. “The herrings were
done to & turn. The only fault is that
there were no more!”

“Exactly!” said Rake,

«gtill, there’s the strawberry-jam,”
said Tafty. *1 am rather fond of the
strawberry-jam. Look you! Shall I
help myself, Skelton?"

“No. I'll help you!” roared Skelton,
rushing upon the rival leader of the
Fourth. ““Wade in, Classicals!”

The Moderns jumped up from the
table, and Taffy went roliing on the
hearthrug in the grasp of Skelton, who
rubbed a handful of strawberry-jam well
into his face. Taffy gasped and roar
and struggled furiously

The other juniors were equally hotly
engaged. Phipps and Spratt, of the
Classical side, looked into the study.
They were looking for an invitation to
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the feed, but they found a fight going on
instead. They promptly joined in, and
with the odds against them Taffy & Co.
w%ey rolled ignominiously out of the

study.

“Outside, you Modern rotters!”
gasped Skelton. “Do you want any
more strawberry-jam, Taffy?”

“Yes!"” roared Tafly, chargln% back
ints the study doorway like a buil.

Skelton seized him, and they rolled on
the carpet, and then Brown lent s
hand, and the Modern junior was
pinned. Redfern picked up the milk-
jug from the table.

“ Now, Taffy, are you going quietly?”

“No!"” roared Taffy.

“Very good! Say when!” said Red-
fern cheerfully. And he commenced
to pour the milk upon Taffy's upturned,
crimson face.

“Ow, ow, ow! Grooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Are you going quietly?”

“N-n-no, no, no! " roared Taffy. “ Ow!
Yes! I 1

Grooh! Gerroooh! Yow!

think Il go! Ow!"
“Ha, ha, ha! I thought you would!”
The Moderns in the had

passage
made a desperate rush to aid their
leader, but Phipps and Spratt had
slammed the door, and jammed their
feet against it, and the ragging rescuers
could not get it open.

“Lemme gerrup!” gasped Taffy. “Oh,
IT make you wriggle for

“You're doing the wriggling at

present,” he remarked. ‘' Are you sorry
you came and scoffed our feed?”
“Na!” roared Taffy. “I'm glad! I'm

jolly glad!™
“Then you shall have the tea!™
Redfern took the teapot from the
table, and filled it with cold water. Skel-
ton and Brown were langhing so hys-

ed, | terically that they could hardly hold
strugglin Modern

the g Taffy. The
leader sguirmed as the teapot ap-
proached.

“ Are you sorTy you scoffed the feed?”
asked Redfern sweetly.
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*No, no, no!*

“Good!  Say when!”

And Redfern began to pour.

The stream of pale-brown liquid from
lthe spout of the teapot splashed in a
little cascade on Taffy’s face, and thence
yan to various parts of him. He was

etting & bath of weak tea, but his
kourage held out.

‘* Are you sorry?”

“Nol®

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Here, hold on!” choked Tafly, as a
stream went into his mouth. “I—I—I

0

Are you sorry?”

‘No! Yes, yes!”

Are you fearfully sorry?
N- es, yes!”

“Are you awfully, fearfully
. “¥es!" roared Tafly, * Chuck it!”

ﬁedfern replaced the teapot on the
Hable.

*The prisoner is discharged,” he said.
{ "Yow! Wow! You wait till I get

1d of you, young Redfern! Yow!"

“The prisoner is discharged on con-

tion that he makes it pax for the rest
of the e\cg}-lmg."

“Rats

sorry?”

“ Have some more lea?”

“Ow! No! Chuck jt!"”

*Wwill you make it pax?”
{ “No! Yes; I'll make it pax till bed-
timel”
" Redfern chuckled.
. “Youll make it pax till to-morrow
morning, my son. I know your litile

‘game. No dormitory tiricks for me,
you make it pax till to-morrow

morning?”

S Ngl”

“Well, there's some more tea!"

“Qw! Stop! Yes, yes, It's pax till
to-morrow!”

“The prisoner s discharged!”

Tafly staggered fo his feet. He was
‘drenched and dripping, dishevelled and
furious. But for his parole he would
have charged at Redfern on the spot.
But “pax” was sacred. It was peace
1N the morning.

“Qw!” grunied Taffy. " Beast!

pi

You're taking a jolly lot on yourself for
a new kid. Il look after you to-mor-
row! Brrrrrl”

And he went out of the study, and
made a bee-line to the nearest bath-
room. Skelton chuckled, and gave Red-
fern a sounding slap on the shoulder.

“Ain't he getting into the way of it,
Browney?” he gri 5

“He—he are!” said Brown chuckling.
“T never saw Taffy so done up in my
natural. I expect he will ick Redfern
to-morrow. But what about the feed?™

“They've made a good clearance,”
sald Skelton. “'Taffy’s taken away most
of what thes;]l;in};en’t eaten on his face.”

, ha, !

“Never mind, there’s bread and
cheese, and some of the jam. It's
rotten! They were ripping herrings,
and done to a twrn. I suppose those
Modern rotters caught a whiff of them
cooking, and knew there was a feed on.
Think you can put up with bread and
cheese, Redfern, and leave the feed till
to-morrow?"

“Yes, rather!” said Redfern cheer-
fully. “I'm as hungry as a hunter.
Hand over the bread and cheese, my
son, and never mind the giddy herrings.”

“You're staying to grub?"” asked Skel-
ton, with a grin, as Phipps and Spratt
turned towards the door.

Phipps sniffed, and Spratts grunted.

“Not much,” said Phipps. “I niffed
the herrings—I—I mean, I just looked
in. I'm not hungry for bread and
cheese.”

“We can get that in our own study,”
remarked Spratt.

And the two juniors withdrew, leaving
Redfern and his two new chums to their
supper, which they enjoyed Xkeenly
enough, with the healthy appetites of
healthy youths. Skelton bemoaned the
herrings once or twice, but Redfern was
quite satisfied.

When the Fourth Form went up to
& Co. eyed Redfern very
curiously. The Fourth Form occupled
two-dormitories, on opposite sides of a

passage, and It was easy to see
that that passage was frequently the
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scene of alarums and excursions. But
for the “pax " established bewteen the
rivals of the Fourth, the new junior
would undoubtedly have received some
attention from Taffy & Co after
lights out. Redfern grinned cheerfully
at the chief of the Modern juniors, and
Taffy could not help back.
Lunsford saw lights out in the Fourth
Form. He did not glance at Redfern.
Two minutes after the lights were ex-
tinguished Sidney Redfern was fast
asleep, and he did not open his eyes
again till the rising-bell was clanging
in the morning.

CHAPTER 7.
With the Gloves On!

FTER morning lessons, when the
Fourth Form poured out into the
passage, Tafly & Ce. came over

to Redfern. The junior had almost for-
gotten his little difficulties with the
Modern youths.

Tafly gave him a tap on the shoulder

‘“Hallo,” said Redfern, “what do you
want?"

“Only a lttle talk,” said 'I'a.:!y
aweet,ly. “Will you come behind

chapel?”

“Behind the chapel? What for?”

“"To talk, of course,” said Taffy, with
polite and elaborate sarcasm. * We're
thinking of giving a small conversazione
there, and we want you as a distin-
guished guest.”

Rake and Vernon chuckled. Taffy's
manner caused a goodly crowd of
Fourth-Formers to eather round in an-
ticipation of trouble -and a good many
of the Third. for that matter.

“Will you come. chappy?” asked Ver-

non.
“Of course hell come!™ sald Skelton
Indignantly. “You'l be jolly sorry he's
come. too, Taffy my son! Of course.
he's gquite ready!’

“Ahem! He doesn’t seem to be sa
ready for himself as you are for him!"

grinned Tafly. ~ What do you say, Red-
fern?”
“Oh, Il come!” satd Redfern
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cheeril_v. “I suppose what you want
is a fight?”

“ NoL exacﬂy! I'm going to lick you,

“WelI, youll get the fight first, and a
jolly stiff one, I can assure you!” said
Redfern. “But what are we going to
fight abenb?”

“You've got a bad memory, my son.

I'm going to lick you for laying violent
hands upon the chief of the Fourth
Form at St. Dolly’s!"”

“Rats!” howled Skeiton. '“Who's
chief! I'm Form captain, I—"

“Peace, my son! You are Form cap-
tain, in a manner of speaking—

“T tell you I—"

“Really, chappy—"

“Shut up, Vernon! I'm Form cap-
tain, and blew your manner of speak-
ing,” said Skelton hofly. “I'm willing
to lick anybody who says anything dif-
ferent!™

.'Hear, hear!”

“Look here, there's nothing for us to
fight about,” said Redfern.” Yom must
be an ass to bear malice for a ja

“Eh? I don’t bear malice!"” said
Taffy indignantly. “What are you get-
ting at?”

“Then what do vou want to fizht for?"

“Oh, that's different! T think I ought
to lick you. I owe it to my position In
the Form. You have too much nerve
for a new kid. It will really be a kind-
ness to take it out of you before it gets
vou into trouble.” explained Taffy.

“Well, if you mean to be kind, of
course I don't want to balk you!"
grinned Redfern. “Somebody will be
hurt, that’s all!™

"“¥e-es. T fancy sol”

*“This way,” said Skelton, li.nking his
arm in Redfern's. “If you don't lick
him. T wil.” He lowered his voice. “I
suppose you can fizht, kid? I know you
can hit hard enough: but do you know
anything about the rules?™

“Oh, yes—pretty fair!™

“Taffy's a demon at it,” sald Skelton,
“Not to put too fine a pomnt on it, I
couldn’t lick him, you know. As
matter of fact—I'm telling you this fur
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your information—he has licked me.
¥You wouldn't think it from his manner
—nothing of the crowing sort about
Teffy. But he has; and he could do
it again. Now, I'm a pretty good man
with my hands, you know. Youll have
all your work cut out to hold up against
Taffy when he gets going!”

““Well, a chap can only do his best!”

“Ye-cs, I s'pose so! Stick it out as
long as you can, for the honour of the
Classical side. It's rotten for us, you
know, that we haven't a chap on the
Classical side who can handle Taffy. If
he were a bullying sort, it would be
rottener still—as it is, it's rotten. Stick
it out!”

“I'll do my best, anyway!”

Quite a crowd followed the juniors
behind the chapel. There, on a level
stretch of green under the shade of
ancient elms, was a secluded spot, far
from the ken of masters and prefects,
where youthful dispuies were frequently
fought out. The juniors were not back-
ward in making remarks, and if Redfern
had been tpen to discourarement, he
would certainly have been discouraged
by the remarks he heard on all sides.
Even the Classicals did not believe for a
moment that he would win. They re-
counted former triumphs of Taffy, spoke
with awe and admiftion of a famous
left-hander he possessed, and debated
whether the new boy would be able to
stand up to him for a whole round.

But Redfern did not seem to oe dis-
couraged. His manner was as cool and
self-possessed as ever when the crowd
halted under a big elm. Taify gave his
jacket to Vernon and his cap to Rake

“Are you ready. kid?" he asked
negligently.
“Yes; but one moment! Why not

have the gloves on?™

“The gloves!”

“Certainly! I don't want to hurt
you !

y “What!” roared Tafly. *

“And you don't want to hurt me!
There's no malice on either side, I hope,”
said Redfern. “T'd rather p' mm the
gloves!”

OWN LIBRARY

“Good wheeze!" sald Skelton.

“Yah! He's afraid!” yelped a volce
from the back of the crowd.

Redfern looked towards the speaker.

“If the chap who spoke will step out
here for a minute, I'll show him whether
I'm afraid or not,” he remarked.

‘The invitation was not accepted.

“well have on the gloves, by all
means,” said Taffy. “Cut off and get
them, Verny!"”

*Certainly, chappy!”

In a couple of minutes the boxing-
gloves were forthcoming. The two
juniors, in their shirt-sleeves, faced one
another, with a circle of eager faces
round them. Vernon had appointed
himself timekeeper, and he stood with
a big gold watch in his hand—the only
gold watch in the Fourth Form—his eye
on the dial.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, rather!” said Redfern.

“*Oh, yes!'* said TafTy carelessly.

It was evident that the Modern leader
did %qt t'?x}'ce up the fight very seriously.

me!
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The adversaries shook hands and the
fight commenced. Taffy lounged into
it, as if it were an affair quite below any
serious effort on his part—as, indeed,
the whole crowd considered it. Skelton
was the only one who thought Redfern
had any chance against the redoubtable
fighting-man of the Fourth, and he was
very doubtful.

But there was a surprise in store for
the Fourth Form,

Redfern sparred cautiously, giving
ground at first, and Taffv followed him
half round the ring. There was a buza
as Taffy was seen to hit out at last, and
every eye watched for Redfern’s fall.

But he did not fall. Where Taffy's
blow went, Taffy hardly knew; but it
did not touch the cool, smiling face be-
fore him. And before he could recover
himself Redfern was upon him, hitting
out right and left. One drive Taffy
partly guarded, the second caught him
on the cheek and made him reel, and
the third got home fairiy under his chin,
lifting him almost off his feet. Right
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over went the Modern junior, and he
thudded down In the grass like a sack
of wheat.

There was a shout of surprise.

“Taffy’s downl”

“My hat!"

“Bravo!l”

And Taffy sat up In the grass and
blinked at Redfern, with an expression
of utter amazement thal made the
whole crowd burst into & roar of
laughier,

CHAPTER 8.
A Fight to a Finish!
L RAVO, Redfern!” The shout

B burst from all the Classical

juniors in the crowd behind the
chapel. ~ The fall of the great Taffy
amazed them. Up to that moment no
Classical junior had ever been able to
stand up to the Modern leader. And
g0 the Classicals rejoiced, and the
Modern juniors looked at one another
very dubiously.

Everybody had expected to see Red-
farn wiped off the face of the earth, so
to speek, in the first round. And the
first round had ended with Taffy on his
back on the grass, looking up at the blue
sky, and seeing more stars there than
any astronomer ever saw with the most
powerful glass.

Rake helped his chum to his feet.
Taﬂciwns looking a little dazed, and very
much surprised. His look made the
Classical juniors chuckle again. It was
evident that he was experiencing an
astonishment he would not scon recover
from,

“It was a fluke, of course, Rake,” he
remarked.

“Ot course,” said Rake.
sponge your chivvy!”

“T wasn't exactly looking for that, you
know."

“Of course not. Take a rest on my
“oh, 1 a

on't want a rest! I shall
squash him in the second round, now
that I know what to expect!”

“Let me

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

“Ye-es, of course you willl” said Rake
loyally.

But, loyal as he wag, he glanced at
the opposite corner of the ring with
some misgiving. Redfern did not seem
to have turned a hair during that excit-
ing round. Skelton had made a knee for
him, and Redfern did not disdain to
sit down. Brown was fanning him with

E

hat.

“Blessed If I expected anything like
this!” grinned Skelton. “There's more
in this chap than meets the eye. I sup-
pose you'll be licked, Reddy. but you'll
give Taffy o bit of a tussle first, and
that's one comfort,”

“yes, that’s a _comfort, isn't it?” sald
Redfern cheerfully.

“Might pull out ahead if you're care-
ful, If Taffy loses his temper you'll have
a chance. Don't let him get too close;
he hits like a steam-hammer. 1 know
it; I've been there.”

‘And Skelton rubbed his nose, as if &
painful recollection had just come into
his mind. Vernon was looking at his
watch.

“Time!"

The adversaries stepped up to the
line again. Skelton whispered to Phipps
to fetch a basin of water and a sponge,
and Phipps cut off. It was pretty plain
by this lime that the fight was not to
be, at all events, a walk-over. It was
more likely to be the most obstinate con-
test that the Fourth Form at 8t
Dorothy’s had ever seen.

Taffy was more cautious now. His
Jesson had not been lost on him. But
his head was still singing & little, while
Redfern was as fresh as paint.

The crowd looked on eagerly. IfRed-
fern lived through the round they were
prepared to believe tha' he had a chance,
TFor some time the opponents sparred
with so much caution thai neither was
touched, but suddenly the fighting be-
came close. Taffy got in a body blow
that made Redfern stagger, and followed
it up with a rap on the nose that
dronped the new boy on the grass in a
sitting posture.

Pedfern blinked: in spite of the glove,
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the blow had told heavily, and the water
rushed to his eyes. Vernon began to
count :

" One, two, three, four, five—"

If Redfern did not rise before ten he
was ‘' done.”

* 8ix, seven—

Redfern sprang up, and Tafly knocked
him down again immediately, with a
grin on his face.  But he seemed like a
Jack-in-the-box; he was up again in a
second, and holding his own, keeping
Tafly's attack off by sheer skill of guard,
till the welcome call of time gave hum
a much-needed relief.

“Time!" rapped out Vernon.

Redfern was gasping a little as he
sank upon Skelton’s knee. Brown IIT,
fanned him, and sponged the perspira-
tion from his face. The contact of the
cool sponge freshened the junior won-
derfully.

“How do you feel?” asked Skelton
anxiously.

- All right,” said Redfern.

‘Bellows to mend—eh?”

T shall be all right.”

‘“Well, you've got pluck, and no mis-
take! My hat! If you lick Taffy we'll
—we'll celebrate it somehow! Wire in
—do your best!”

“You can jolly well depend on that!”
grinned Redfern. “I shan't be licked
if I can help it. Whatt”

“Time, chappies!”

The third round began. The smile
of superiority had returned to Tafly's
face, but it did not remain there long.
A hard glove crashing upon the nose was
sufficient to banish any smile. Red-
fern’s right got home with terrific force.
Taffy hardly knew how. The Modern
leader staggered, but recovered himself,
and guarded his face well for the rest of
the round, without trying to attack. His
head was swimming, and he could do
no more. The call of time was as wel-
come to him then as it had prevjously
been to Redfern. Y

The fourth round was the hardest of
all so far. Both the juniors received
punishment, hard and’ fast, but they
& it well; and Classicals and
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Moderns looked on with bated breath.
But for the gloves, the juniors would
have been battered and bruised, and
even with the gloves they began to show
very visible signs of the punishment
they were giving and taking.

Tafly's left eye was closing, and Red-
fern’s nose was emitiing a thin stream
of red. But there was ndthing “soft™
about either of them. They could bear
pain, and they never thought of flinch-
ing.

When time was called they parted,
and it was difficult to say which had
had the better of the strugzle. But
the Moderns were growing anxious.
They had expected Taffy to simply walk
over the “new kid,” and he had not
done it. Rake and Vernon looked
anxious and worried. It would never
do for the Classicals to win; bul there
was no doubt that Taffy was getiing

*groggy.”

“Buck up, old chap!” said Rake, as
he bathed his chief’s heated brow.
“put your beef into it, you know!"”

Taffy glared at him.

“If you're looking for a thick ear,
Rake, you'd better take him on your-
self!” he grunted.

“Oh, I don’t mean that, Taffy! Only
remember what there is at stake. The
Classicals will crow over us no end if
he licks you.”

“Do you think he's going to lick me,
you ass?”

“Well, just put your beef into it,
that's all!”

“If you know more about fighting
than I do—"

“Time!"

Taffy jerked himself into the ring
again. Rake's evident doubts annoyed
him, and he meant to show the doubt-
ing Thomas, in that round. how un-
founded his doubls were, It was rather
unfortunate, for it led Taffy to attack
recklessly and force the fighting; and
Redfern was not an opponent with
whom any chances could be taken.
There wera two minutes of the briskest
fighting, with eager interest by
the crowd of funlors, and then Taflg
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went down, with Redfern's gloved fist
under his chin. He dropped with an
audible bump; but he was up again in
a second, only to fall agaln, and he
was on the ground when time was
called.

Rake Lelped him up with a gloomy
expression on his face that exasperated

A

“That was another fluke,” sald Tafly,
sipping water.

“Ye-e-es! A few more flukes like
that, and you're done for, though!”

“Oh, ring off!” -

“Why don't you put your beef into
it?” demanded Rake. *You've got the
honour of the Modern side to think of.
Put your beef into it!"

“Well, you're a nice, cheerful sort of
1diot to be a chap’s second in a fight—I
;lumm‘t, think!” said Taffy, glowering at

“well, I think you ought to put your
beef into it. This isn't a bit of amuse-

ent for you; it concerns the whole
side.”
Brrr!
Taffy looked a little unsteady as he
walked Dloxg for the sixth round. Red-
fern st like a rock, Taffy found it
a little difficult to see with one eye
closed, and his nose swollen to nearly
twice its natural size; at least, that was
what it felt like, But he threw himself
into the round desperately.

But Redfern’s guard was not to be
passed. Not a single tap reached the
pew boy's face, while rap after rap
came home upon Tafly. The Classicals
were crowing with delight now. It was
getting clear that Taffy would not win.

Rap, rap, rapl

Redfern’s fists came in like lightning,
and Taffy did not stop them. He went
down like a log.

Bump!

“Bravo!” yelled the Classicals; and
even the Moderns, like the Tuscans of
old, could scarce forbear a cheer.

“Bravo, Reddy! Hurrah!”

Vernon looked anxiously at his
friend as the minute crept by. Only
one minute was allowed between the
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rounds. And Taffy did not look as If
he would be ready for the seventh,

Rake was just as anxious, and some-
what indignant. Tafly had always had
the reputation of being an Invincible
fighting-man, and what did he mean by
getting licked like this? That was how
Rake looked at it.

“Think you'll go on?” he asked.

"T'E'h}.nkl Ass! Of course I'm golng
on!

“Better chuck it, you know. ¥You're
done.” H

e, :
“Don't be an ass! I'm going to lick

“You might have, if you'd put your
beef into it. But now—"

““QOh, shut up!”

“Time!"

Tafly staggered to his feet, and
almost fell. There was a yell from the
Classicals.

‘‘Redfern wins!"

“Bravo!”

“Rats!” shrieked Taffy, “I'm not
done. I tell you I'm going on! Shut
up! Go and eat cokel I'm ready!”

And he staggered into the ring,

“Better chuck if, chappy!” said Ver-
non, in a low voice. *The game's up.”

“Bosh|”

“Re?llly.. chappy—-"

“Ratsi’

Redfern toed the line, He was look-
ing groggy himself now; he had had
plenty of punishment. But he was
quite fit to go on.

“Hang it, kids, let’s call it a draw!”
said Redfern impulsively, “1 don't want
to go on.”

“Confess you're licked, then!"

«Licked " Redfern laughed. “Rats,
and many of 'em!|”

“Then come on!”

And the seventh—and last—round
commenced. Taffy hit out blindly, and
his blows were guarded with ease. Red-
fern could have punished him terribly,
but he did not. Only towards the end
of the round, when Taffy could hardly
keep his feet, Redfern gave him a
gentle tap that made him sit on the

ETASS.
Rake dragged him upon his knee.
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Taffy was gasping, and it was pretty
clear even to himself that he could rot

go on, Vernon kept his eye on his
watch.
“Time!”

Taffy tottered up, and fell again.
Rake caught him.

“It's all up!” said Rake. “My man's
licked!”

And he threw up the sponge. Per-
haps it was an accident—and perhaps
it wasn't—but the sponge descend:
upon Brown's face as he opened
mouth to give a tremendous cheer,

“Hurrah! Ow! Grr-r-ooch!”

. “Ha, ha, ha!” A

“You ass!” roared Brown. “What
did you—oocch—do that for? Groo!”

“T was only chucking up the sponge,”
said Rake innocently.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Then you can have 1t back!”
grunted Brown; and he sent it in as If
it were a cricket-ball he was flelding,
and it landed on Rake's nose with a
squelch.

Skelton, in the fullness of his heart,
rushed at Redfern and hugged him.
The Classical juniors were wild with

delight.

“We've won!” chuckled Skelton.
“0Oh, my only summer hat! Ii's rip-
ping! Licked, by George! The

Classicﬁl side is top side now, my sons!

“Yes, rather! Hurrah!”

Redfern put on his jacket and walked
over to Tafly. Taffy and Rake were
just concluding a little argument. Rake
was still convinced that the affair would
have gone better for the Modern side
If Taffy had taken his advice.

“You see, old fellow, you should have
put your beef into it!" explained Rake.

Taffy looked at him. He was not
feeljr;ﬁeln the best temper in the world
just n, and Rake could not be called
tactful. Taffy did not reply. He
simply landed out with his right, and
the astounded Rake caught it on the
chin, and rolled over. He sat up and
blinked in amazed indignation at Tafly.

 What on earth—"

ed
his | b
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“You ring off!” said Taffy. “Did I
put_enough beef Into that, you ass, or
shall I give you another?”

Rake apparently thought that one
sample was enough, for he hurriedly
got out of Taffy's reach. Tafly put on
his outer garments, with the help of
Vernon. Vernon was symtgat.hetlc. but
tactful enough to say nothing. Tafly
looked rather grimly at Redfern as the
latter came towards him. Redfern
grln(zixed. cheerfully, and held out his

and.

“Give us your fin, old sen!” he said.
“No malice, I hope? It was a Jolly
good fight; and if youd kept on your
pins for another round, I don't think
I could have kept on mine.”

There was no resisting Redfern's
good temper, and the utier absence of
anything like crowing in his manner.
Tafly grinned, and took his hand.

“You're a decent sort,” he sald; “and
—and I'm jolly glad we had the gloves
on, after all.”

“So am I,” said Redfern, rubbing his
nose, “No harm in a little friendly
punching-bee, so long as a_chap doesn't
lose his temper; and I've always noticed
that you get on better with a chap after
you've punched his nose once or twice.”

Tafly chuckled. .

“Then we shall get on all right,” he
said.

Redfern was the hero of the Olassicals
as he strolled away. Everybody wanted
to walk with him, but Skelton and
Brown linked arms with him, and
glared at anybody who tried to get too

near.

Redfern belonged to them, and they
marched him off In triumph. At the
corner of the chapel railings they
almost ran into a Sixth-Former who
had evidently been watching the fight.
It was Ransome. He gave Redfern a
noda.

“Jolly good!” he saild. “You can
handle the gloves well, Redfern minor.
Hanged if you don't put them up like
a real pug. You like that game—eh?”

“Oh, I don't know,” sald Redfern,
rather surprised that a Sixth-Former
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should take any interest in a junior
“serap.” “I generally manage to hold
my own, that's all,”

“Good—very good! You ought to
keep in practice. I like the way you
handled Morgan. And look here,

young Redfern, after tea to-night you
can stay in my study, and I'll put you
up to some wheezes in the boxing line.”

“Thanks very much!"” said Redfern
wonderingly.

Skelton and Brown locked at him
very curiously as they strolled on.

““Ransome seems to have taken a big
fancy to you,” said Skelton. “What's
his little game, 1 wonder? He's the
deepest card in the school. I'll bet he's
thinking of some way to make use of
you. Nobody likes Ransome.”

And Redfern could not help think-
ing that, in spite of the senior’s kind-
ness to him, he did not like him, either.
There was a peculiar glimmer in Ran-
some's eyes as he looked after the well-
set-up form of the new hoy.

“Clever—very clever!” he muttered.
“Just what I've been looking for—just
the thing! I wonder if I could work it
—1I wonder?"”

And Ransome’s face was dark with
thought as he walked away. Redfern
would have been astonished if he had
known what line the senior’s reflections
were following.

CHAPTER ¢.
Bad Company for Arthur}
“ OOD-AFTERNQON!"
G Arthur Redfern started and
looked up suddenly. He was
coming along the lane to the school
when the squat figure of Mr. Cunliffe
approached him.

My, Cunliffe, landiord cf the Green
Man inn at Wyndale, was a well-known
figure in the neighbourhcod of St.
Dolly's. He was not a popular
character with the school authorities,
and it was strictly forbidden to any St.
Dolly's man to hold any traflic or con-
versation with him. Nevertheless, it
was pretly well known in the school
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generally that certain fellows had deal-
ings with Mr. Cunliife, and there was
a strong rumour that the school
authorities had their suspicions, too.

For these reasons, and others, it was
rather a shock to Arthur Redfern to
see Mr. Cunliffe so close to St. Dolly's
in the broad light of day.

“Good-afternoon,” stammercd Arthur.
“How do you do?"”

“You don’t look very pleased to see
me.”

“Look here, Cunliffe,” Arthur broke
out, “don’t be a fool! You know the
harm it would do ms to be seen speak-
ing to you, and here you are, almast
within sight of the school. You might
be more considerate,”

“As you didn't come to see me, I
thought I'd give you a look in,” said
Mr. Cunliffe agreeably.

Arthur gave a violent start.

“You weren't coming to the school?”

“Why not?”

“Are you mad? Do you know I
shoullld he expelled if—if it were known

“That you played cards ¢’ nights at
the Green Man and laid money on
horses through yours truly,” grinned
the publican, " Werry likely. But that's
no business of mine. You came into
the game with your eyes open.”

“Fool—idiot that I was!”

The publican shrugged his shoulders.

“I don't want to 'urt you.
Cunliffe never went back on a pal yet.
You owe me a long sccount. I want it
settled. I can’t wait for ever. When
are you going to settle?”

“I—I shall settle as soon as I can.
I am trying to raise the money now.
Don't be a cad, Cunlifie. You know
that I shall pay you."”

The man laoked discontented.

“T've got bills to meet myself, I "ave,”
he remarked. “I'll give you until to-
morrow night, then, Mister Redfern.”

He made a movement to go, or af-
fected to do so. Redfern, in great agita-
tion, started forward and caught him
by the arm.

“Cunliffe! Dow't be unreasonable.
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I can't possibly fix it by to-morrow
night, but—in a few days, I hope.
Ransome has some plan for raising the
money. If you cub up rusty you'll only
lose your money, whateger happens to
me. Give me another week, and—"

“Yve given you too many weeks
already,” sald Cunliffe, “When I've
owed vou money ain’'t I always cashed
up decent?”

“I admit you have.”

“I only ask fair and square. I'm a
straight man, and I expects to be dealt
with as such. I give you till to-morrow
night. If the matter ain't settled by
then, look out for squalls, Mr. Redfern.”

And the publican, shaking off Red-
fern’s detaining grasp, strode away.
The Bixth-Former of St. Dolly's stood
looking after him with haggard eyes.

“cunliffe!” he called out, but the
man did not even turn his head. From
the direction of the school three figures
came in sight—three juniors in straw
hats, with cheery faces and linked arms.
They were the Classical chums of the
Fourth—Skelton, Brown, and Redfern
minor.

They heard the Sixth-Former's call,
and caught a glimpse of the squat figure
of the publican disappearing among the
trees. Arthur, staring after the man,
dld not sce them for the moment.

As he turned to go on, however, he
came face to face with the three juniors,
and caught his younger brother's
startled look.

The colour fled from his face.

«Arthur!” exclaimed Redfern in-
voluntarily, running towards him.

The prefect looked at him savagely,
and gave him a violent push out of the
way. Then he strode on towards the
school, without once looking back.

Skelton gave & low whistle. He ex-
changed glances with Brown. but neither
looked at Redfern minor. They guessed
what he was feeling like at that
moment,

Sidney Redfern’s face had gone crim-
son, and then white. .

He had heard rumours of his brother's
being mixed up in some way with the

2n

shady publican, and the Idea had
secretly worried him very much.

“Let’s get on,” sald Redfern abruptly.

Skelton and Brown nodded, and they
strode on towards the village. But all
the brightness was gone out of Redfern’s
face; to him the sun was no longer
shining. That meeting had told him
more than he had guessed before of his
brother’s connection with Cunliffe, and
the repulse he had received had hurt
him bitterly.

CHAPTER 1.
Whers Is Arthur Rediern?

HE great cricket match of the

I season at St. Dolly’'s was that

against Lexham—played on the
Lexham ground. The whole school went
over to Lexham in a body to watch It,
and by ancient tradition, a good deal of
licence in regard to school rules was
allowed on Lexham match day.

But the Lexham match brought no
happiness to Sidney Redfern. He went
over to see it with a jolly and noisy
crowd of Fourth-Formers, feeling as
carefree as any of his companions. But
the sight of Cunliffe, the betting publi-
can, on the Lexham ground, brought a
frown to his brow. Later on, Sidney
caught s momentary glimpse of the
publican in close confabulation with ono
of the cricketers behind the pavilion,
and his heart was like lead as he recog-
nised in the tall flannelled figure his
brother Arthur!

After that the afternoon passed like
3 nightmare to Sidney. His brother
Arthur, who was expected to do great
things for St. Dolly’s, played wretchedly,
and was largely responsible for the over-
whelming defeat of the school team by
more than a hundred runs. Sidney won-
dered miserably whether the poor form
displayed by his brother had any con-
nection with his meeting with Cunliffe
before the match—and he shuddered at
the thought!

Altogether, Sidney Redfern was
thankful when he got back to St. Dolly's
at last with his chums,
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“The cricket season is practically
over,” remarked Skelton, in his study in
the Fourth Form passage, * and we must
seon he i about football now.
Do you play footer, Reddy?”

Redfern minor came out of a brown
study.

The Classlcal chums were having a
late tea in their quarters—a very late
tea, for it was close upon bedtime. They
had reached the school hungry enough
after the journey home from Lexham.

“Eh! Did you speak, Skel{y?”

Redfern was what Brown IIL de-
seribed as “‘mooning ” over his teacup.
He was thinking. It was not easy for
him to get the events of the afternoon
out of his mind.

“Yes, I did speak,” said Skelten. “I
asked you if you played footer?”

Redfern smiled.

“Yes, little bit,” he said.

“Good! We shall be having an inter-
Form match with the Modern cads at
the beginning of next term, you know,
and if you can play, we'll play you,” said
Skelton, rising from the table. “We'll
gee what you can do to-night.”

Redfern stared.

“To-night! Off your rocker?”

“Not a bit! We always have a bit of
& high old time on Lexham match night.
The seniors come in at all hours and the
juniors kick up a hullabaloo in the
Form-room. Let’s get along to it. I've
got a footer here.”

“Wants inflating, I should say”
Brown remarked, with a glance at the

footer.

“That won't take long.”

Redfern roused himself from- his
gloomy mood. After all, what was the
good of worrying? He could not help
it if Arthur were in bad hands.

It was useless to worry, and it was
worse than useless to worry his friends
with a doleful face, so he jumped up
briskly.

“I'm on,” he said. *“We've got nearly
half an hour before bedtime.”

“That's all right, too!” chuckled Skel-
ton as they left the studv. *“It's Red-
Lem major’s turn to see lights out for
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the Fourth to-night. You know the pre-
fects take it in turns.”
“What difference does that make?”
“Your major's gone out, that'’s all.”
“1 suppose he will be back in time.”
“I don't think! He went out with
Ransome, and I saw Wansome, too. I
know what his look meant. They won't
be back till late. Lexham night, you
know, Your major's forgotten all about
looking after the Fourth, and T suppese
Ransome doesn’t know.”
_ Redfern minor nodded without speak-

ing.

He did not feel in the least inclined
for bed himself, and he was as keen as
anybody to keep up the fun as long as
possible. ¥et he hoped that Arthur
would not forget his duty as a prefect.

The Fourth Form-room presented a
lively spectacle.

Tafly & Co. were standing a little feed
on some of the desks, and there was a
general popping of corks and gurgling
of ginger beer.

‘' Clear the place, you fellows!” Skelton
said, addressing the Classical Fourth-
Formers, who were mostly in the room.
“This is the first footer practice of the
season, and we shall want some room.
If any Modern worms get in the way,
tread on 'em!”

“What-ho!"

“¥ou can't play footer in here, look
you!"” exclaimed Tafly, glancing up from
2 glass of ginger beer. “We can’t have
you kids making a row!"

“Rats!”

And the Classicals proceeded to form
sides. The desk at the end of the room
was decided upon for one goal, and the
spot where the Moderns were feasting
upon ginger beer aral doughnuts was
the other.

The Classicals lined up in two sides,
captained respectively by Redfern and
Skelton. As & matter of fact the divi-
sion was only formal. They knew very
well that they would soon be united
again in a egeneral scramble with their
Modern rivals.

“Kick off!” said Skelton,
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Redfern, who was facing the goal
occupied by Taffy & Co., grinned and
kicked off. The opposing forwards and
halves did not try to stop the ball. Red-
fern had kicked it stralght for goal, and
it landed there.

The ball swooped upon a desk where
ginger-beer bottles stood in plentiful
array, and there was a terrific crashing
and smashing.

Then it landed on Taffy’s chest, and
Taffy went over backwi and lay puff-
ing and spluttering, nearly choked by
a doughnut,

“Hurrah!"

“Good old Reddy!"”

A yell of wrath rose from the
Moderns.

“Y¥ah! Classical cads!”

“Keep your rotten footer away!”

“Go for 'em!"”

“ G‘weﬁus that ball!” shouted Skelton.

“Ratel”

“Hand it over!”

“More rats!™

Rake had the ball under his arm, and
was holding it fast. The Moderns, in-
dignant at the loss of their ginger beer,
rallied round him. Skelton & Co. came
crowding round. .

“@ive us our ball!”

“Go and eat coke!”

Taffy jumped up, as red as a beetroot
with spluttering. But he was in a
perfectly good temper. though full of
excitement.

“Here, line up!™ he exclaimed, “If
they want footer, we'll give 'em footer,
and wipe up the floor with 'em!™

“Hear, hear!”

“Right you are!” exclaimed Skelton.
“we'll make a match of it. We don't
particularly want to lick you.”

“Lucky for you.-isn't it?”

“If you think we couldnt—"

“yah!" roared the Moderns.

“Look here—-"

“QOrder!” exclaimed Redfern. “If
we're going to play footer, play footer,
and let the slanging alone!”

“Right-hol Come on, you Modern
works !

“Qrder! Let's get the ground marked
out, and play in proper style.”

“Oh, just as you like!™ <

“Really, chappies, it's a good idea!”

' Just what I was going to—"

“Oh, ring off, Rakey! We know you
were just going to say it; you always
are.”

“Chalk!" said Redfern.

Somebody produced chalk, and Red-
fern marked out the grognd. There was
a considerable clear space in the Form-
room—room enough, at all events, for a
little fun. The “elevens ” did not num-
ber eleven, as every fellow present in-
sisted upon his right to play. and the
skippers did not say them nay. With
sides of over a score each, the match
resembled an old-fashioned Rugby
match. :

But it was all in the game. Skelton
marshalled his merry men on one side,
Taffy on the other. Taffy kicked off.

“On the ball!” roared Skelton.

And the Classirals were *on the ball ”
in next to no time.

Redfern minor captured it. and took
it up the room in fine style, bumping
aver several Moderns who tried to rob
him of it. Then Taffy, forgetting that
he wasn't playing Rugger—a game he
was used to at home in Wales In the
holidays—tackled Redfern low and
brought him down with a tremendous
bump on the floor.

There was & roar at once from the
Classicals.

“Foul!"

“ Penalty!™

“Where's the referee?™

Benson, armed with a police-whistle,
was acting referce. He blew a blast that
could have been heard as far as the
gates of St. Dolly’s.

The play stopped. Several of the
opposing forwards were engaged In
settling private differences with their
fists among the desks, but otherwise the
proceedings ceased.

Redfern staggered up and rubbed his
vones ruefully.

“1 say, I'm sorry!” exclaimee Taffy.
«1 forgot. That bump on the floor must
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have hurt you. I was sort of carried
away, you know, and forgot we weren't
en s fooler-field. I'm sorry!™

Redfern grinned.

“Oh, it's all right!
hard knock.”

“That’s all very well,” said Skelton;
* but it was a foul, all the same, and we
c)a)m a pena]l. L

“Rats!” chorused the Moderns.

“Penalty!” hooted the Classicals.

“Referee!”

“I award & penalty!” said Benson,
with another blast on the whistle, by
way of flourish. “I award a penally
against the Modern worms!”

I don't mind a

“Rats! You're a beastly Classical
yourself!”

“T'm_referee!”

“Booh!"

“Yah!”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Taffy. “I up-
hold the referee, It's all right. Give

em the penalty.
worms !

The voice of their leader quieled the
Moderns, The penally was taken, and
PBrown IIL was given the kick. The
Moderns watched him hungrily. Rake,
in goal—behind a desk—kept his eyes
fixed upon him.

Brown kicked. Right at the goal flew
the leather, and Rake swept his fist
through the air at it, missed it. and hit
the lid of the desk a sounding thump.

“Ow!" yelled Rake,

The next moment he was dancing up
snd down in goel, clasping his right
hand under his arm and sucking it
alternately, and emitting a strange series
of squeaks and grunts.,

“Throw out that balll” shouted Skel-
ien, while his followers roared ‘* Goal!”
Jubilantly. *“Throw it out! This isn't
A dancing-hall, young Rake!"”

"Ow—yow !

*Oh, bother your 'ow—yows'! We're
waiting o play!”

Vernon fielded the ball, so to speak,
and it was thrown out to me centre of
the floor again,

Rake. m'kmg his hand, took up his

Go ahead, you
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position in goal again, mentally resolv-
ing to be a little less reckless next time.

The Classicals had scored one, and
Benson chalked it up in a good size on
the hlackboard, with a big, round nought
for the Moderns.

Taffy kicked off again, and the
Moderns followed up the kick-off with
a rush that carried them right through
the Classicals,

They rushed the ball goalward, till
Redfern robbed them of it and got away
t0 midfield again; but there he was
promptly tackled by Taffy and Vernon.
He was charged over, and Tafly gained
possession of the ball, :md was promptly
charged over in his turn by Benson, who
kicked the leather away to the Classi-
cals, There was a roar from the
Moderns.

“Toul!”

““Stop the game!™

Benson stood covered with comfusion,
and even Skelton & Co. could not up-
hold him. He had forgotten that he
was & referee, and remembered only
that he was a Classical, and he had
played up for the Classical side.

The Moderns were simply boiling with
indignation, not without cause.

“Down with the ref!”

“Kick him off the fleld!”

“Here, Lold on!” shouted Skelton.

“Rats! Kick him out!”

“Snatch him baldheaded!”

And the Moderns, careless of the
game, crowded round the unhappy Ben-
son, who vainly protested that he had
forgotten, that he hadn’t meant it, and
that he wouldn't do it any more.

*Frog's march him ¥’ shouted Taffy;
and the idea was taken up with
enthusiasm.

“Frog’s march the referee! Hurrah!”

“Let him alone!’

“¥Yah! Stand back!”

“Rescue!” howled Benson, &5 he was
rolled over in many hands. ‘‘Rescue!®

“ Frog's him!"”

“Roll him over!”

“Ow! Rescuel!”

“Hang it, we're not going to stand
this!” exclaimed Redfern minor. “To
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the rescue and knock the Modern cads
to bits!™

“Hurrah! Down with the
Commers!"

And the Classicals rushed to the
rescue of Benson from all sides.

In a few seconds the foothall match
was changed into a wild and excited
scrimmage, in which fists were freely
used, and eves and noses gave plain
signs of rough ubuage ere many minutes
had passed.

b

The din was stmply terrific.

On that special night the masters
were accustomed to wink at a certain
amount of noise in the Form-rooms and
passages, but the excited Classicals and
Moderns of the Fourth were passing all
bounds now.

The trampling, the yelling, the shout-
ing, the cat-calling made a pande-
monium of the Fourth-room, and the
noise of it could be heard far and wide.

Little did the juniors reck.

In the midst of the terrific din the
door of the Form-room opened, and an
awe-inspiring figure in cap and gown
appeared on the threshold

It was the Head!

But in their excitement the juniors
never noticed the opening of the door
—never noticed the steady, indignant
stare fixed upon them.

They rallled to the scrimmage with
more vim than ever.

“Go it, Mods!"

Down with the Commercials!”

“BSock into ‘em!”

“ Enock em sky-high!*

“Hurrah!”

‘“Boys!”

The doctor’s voice was not loud, but it
seemed to penetrate into the din in the
Form-room like a knife,

The scrimmage suddenly ceased.

Three or four fellows who were rolling
under the desks, went on pommelling
?“;? another, otherwise a dreadful silence
fell.

The doctor Yooked at the boys;
boys looked at the doctor.

the
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“Bays!"
The last sound of the scrimmage died
away. Dusty and dishevelled fellows
crawled from under the desks, and stood
looking sheepish and dismayed.

Dr. Cranston looked at his watch with
a slow and deliberate motion that meant
much. The juniors had forgotten all
about bedtime, and the prefect whose
duty it was to see them off to their
dormitories was absent.

“It is a quarter to ten,” said Dr,
Cranston.

‘The juniors were silent. Skelton sur-
reptitiously wiped away a thin stream
of red that was trickling from his nose.
Benson caressed a discoloured eye.

“What is the bedtime of the Fourth
Form, Skelton?” said Dr. Cranston, ad-
dressing Skelton, as captain of the

Form.

‘*Half-past nine, sir.”

“Tt is a quarter to ten now.”

 Ye-e-es, sir.”

“Why are you not in bed?”

“We—we—we haven't gone, sir,” sald
Skelton vaguely.

Some of the juniors smiled at that
rather cobvious explanation; but the
doctor’s face remained cold and hard.
He was plainly not so much annoyed
by the disturbance the juniors had
made, though it had brought him away
from his work in his study, as by the
evident fact that there had been a
serious neglect of duty by a prefect.

“T can see that you haven‘f gone to
bed, Skelton,” said the doctor quietly.
“I want to know the reason why.”

“I—I—we—we forgot, sir, You see,
sir, we—we were & little excited,” stam-
mered Skelton. “We—we always are,
sir, on the Lexham match night.”

“I am aware of that also, though I
must observe that you have carried the
usual licence a little too far. Every boy
present will take one hundred lines for
his part in this disturbance.”

“ Ye-c-es, sir.”

“For not going to bed at the proper.
time I do not blame you. It was the
prefact's duty to see that you did so.



82
‘Which prefect should have seen the
lights 1gmt. in the Fourth-Form dormitory

i

1o-nig!

Skelton gave a helpless look at Red-
fern minor, whose face was very pale
and troubled. There was no avoiding
the question.

“Redfern major, sir.,”

“Ahl Where is Redfern major now?
Do you know?”

*' No, sir.”

Dr. Cranston compressed his lips.

“Very well,” he saild guietly, “I will
speak to Redfern major. . Go to your
dormitory now, and I will send another
prefect to see the lights out.”

And he moved away. The juniors did
not move till the rustle of the gown had
died away in the passage; then they
slowly made their way upstairs. There
was A hush on the Fourth Form,
strangely In contrast with the din a few
minutes ago.

“My hat!” muttered Skelton. “I
shouldn't care to be in Redfern major's

N

shoes te-night !

CHAPTER 11.
N The Only Way!

EDFERN MINOR lay quite silent
in his bed In the Fourth-Form
dormitory at St. Dolly's; but he

was not thinking of sleep.

His e}i;s. wide open, were staring into
the darkness. mind was thronged
ﬁgj thofghts—thoughts that troubled

The Head's words still rang in his

€ars:

I shall speak to Redfern major,”

Dr. Cranston's voice had been very
quiet; his look had been quite calm,
But that quietness, that calmness,
alarmed Redfern minor more than
angry words would have done. Redfern
was thinking of his brother. Where
was he?

Where was Redfern major?

He had gone out with Ransome, and
he had not returned. It had been his
guty to see lights out for the Fourth
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Form, and he had forgotten and negs
lected the duty. The riot In the Form«
room had brought the fact to the
doctor’s notice,

Redfern minor had been long enough
at St. Dolly’s to know that that was a
serious matter. But there was more
than that to think of.

The Head intended to see Redfern
major and to speak to him, and he
would ask where he had been, what hd
had been doing. Redfern major woi
probably not come in till Jate; he mighi
even bhe searched for. And if it wera
found out where he was—

‘The hoy almost trembled at the
thought.

He was in little doubt as to where
Arthur was. The fact that he had
gone with Ransome, and had not re«
turned when he should have done so, wag
enough; he had undoubtedly gone over
to Wyndale to see the betting publican:

And if it were discovered that he was
there—and, unless he were somehow
warned, he would stay late—all would
be found out.

The buzz of talk from the other
Fourth-Formers went on unheeded by
Redfern minor for a time. The juniorg
were all in a somewhat nervous stdte
of mind. It was seldom that the Head
came down heavily upon the Fourth
Form; they were usually left to the
tender mercies of their -master:

“It's all Redfern major's fault,” said
Benson. "“Why couldn’t he come in?
How could we be expected to notice
that it was bedtime?”

"1t was for making the row that we
were lined,” said Brown III, “Redfern
major has got to answer for the rest.™

“Serve him jolly well right!”

*I wonder where he is?” said another
Jjunior.

Benson chuckled.

“Not much doubt on that point.”

“What do you mean?”
“They think the fags don't notice,”
said  Benson disd: ‘' There’s

hardly a chap in the Lower School who
doesn't know where Redfern major goes
with Ranseme. T could jolly well point
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out where he is, if the Head asked me!

Of course, I shouldn't give him away,

though. It's no business of mine.”
The words struck on Redfern minor’s

ears. 5

“And where do you think he is,
Benson?” he asked quietly.

Benson gave a low whistle.

“My hat! I forgot you, young Red-
fern. Of course, I didn’t mean to be
saying anything against your major.
There are other fellows in the Sixth
Just the same, and it's no business of
ours.”

“Where do you think he is?”

#Oh, never mind!"

“I want you to answer me.”

“Well, if you want to know,” sald
Benson, “he’s jolly well at Cunliffe’s
place in Wyndale, or I'll eat my hat!”

“Oh, bosh!"” said Miller, “A prefect
wouldn’t go there.”

“That’s all you know.”

Redfern did not speak again. He had
felt certain of it himself, but he wanted
to have his suspicion confirmed.

He lay silent, his face very pale In
the darkness, trying to think it out. The
buzz of talk gradually died away.
Skelton and Brown had said little.
They knew whai{ must be passing in
£idney Redfern’s mind, and they were
sorry for what had happened. But they
did not guess all that Redfern was
thinking of.

Skelton had turned his head on his
pillow, and was settling down to sleep,
when he gave a sudden start as a hand
touched him in the darkness.

“Wh-wh-what—"

“Don't make a row, Skelton,”

Skelton knew the whispering voice.

“Reddy!"”

“Yes, I want to—to speak to you.”
Redfern’s voice was low and muttering;
he did not wish his words to reach other
ears. “Skeiton, old man, T suppese you
agree with what Benson said?”

“About your brother?”

“Yes. You think he's there?”

“I suppose £0.”

“The Head will be inquiring for him
now?”

“Yes
“If he does not come in till late—"
“There will be a row, I suppose,”
‘‘And it may all cone out?”

“Likely as not.”

“What then?”

Skelten did not reply.

“What then, Skelton?”

“Well, I suppose it will mean the sack
for him,” said Skelton uncomfortably.
“I'm awfully sorry, Reddy; but he's got
into it himself, you know.”

“You think the Head means busi-
ness?”’

"¥es. When he speaks like that he
always does,”

“And  Arthur—my brother won't
know till he gets back, and then it may
be too late.” L]

“I know—it's hard cheese.”

Rediern was silent.

“I don't see why you should trouble
your head about him so much,” said
Skelton.  “He hesn’t treated you well
since yow've been to St. Dolly's.”

Redfein made no answer to that,

“I suppose you are up to some dodges
for getting out of t]giee house?” he said
quietly. “You've en here a long
time,”

Skelton started violently in the dark,

“I—I don't quite catch on, Reddy.”

“I am going out.”

“What for?”

“To see Arthur, and put him on his
guard.”

“You can't. The gates are locked.”

“I know where to get over the wall, as
far as that goes,"”

‘“How the dickens do you know?”

“Never mind that. I -do know, It
is a question of getting out of the house,
I want you to help me.”

“You can't go,” said Skelton, in an
agitated whisper. “Don’t be an ass!
You don’t know what it would mean for
a junior to be found breaking bounds
after lights out. You would be expelled.”

“I'm going.”™

“You can't. There's no safe way of
getiing out, either.”

“If you won't help me, I shall manage
it for myseclf,"”
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Redfern moved away from the bed,
and began to dress himself in the dark-

ness. Skelton was out of bed in a|risky.

twinkling.

“If youre really going, Reddy, Il
help you all I can. I think you're a
fool! = You don't know the risk you're
running.”

“1 don't care.” -

“What's all that jaw about?” said
Brown drowsily, from his bed. “Why
can't you fellows go to sleep?”

“Qh, you go to sleep, and don’t
bother!” said Skelton.

The two juniors dressed themselves.
Redfern’s face was pale and set, and
Skelton's was very anxious. He took
Redfern by the arm, and led him quietly
to the door, and they stopped in the
dark passage outside, with the door
closed behind them.

“Where now?' muttered Redfern.
“We can't go downstairs.

“We have to get down to the next
landing, and then you can bunk out of a
window and slide down a rain-pipe,”
said Skelton. “It’s risky.
done it myself, but I've known a fellow
do it. You've heaps of nerve, though.”

*That's all right.”

“Come on, then.”

Redfern followed his chum down the
first flight of -stairs. The lower passage
was dimly lighted. Skelton scuttled
along to the gas jet, and coolly turned
it out, and the passage was plunged in
darkness.

“Now we're safer,” he muttered, as
he rejoined Redfern at the window.
Look here, I wish

“1 suppase it’s no good talking to you.
Help me open the window.”

The window slid up easily encugh.
There was o glimmer of starlight in the
quadrangle, parily shut out by the wide
branches of the trees. Redfern leaned
out of the window, but a big tree ob-
structed his view of the ground below.

Close by the window ran a perpendi-
cular rain-pipe from the gutter above
to the ground. It weuld have been a
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risky business climbing down it In the
daylight. In the dark it was decidedly
. Bub Redfern did not hesitate.
He swung himself out upon the window-
sill,
Skelton watched him with a beating
heart. He had learned enough of Red
fern to know that he had a determined
will. When the junior had made up his
mind the matter was ended; and he
had made it up now,

But, Skelton was feeling very uncoms-
fortable, and half regretting that he
had consented to have a hand in the
matter at all.

“It's all right,” whispered Redfern. “I
can see the pipe. You can cut back to

For goodness’ sake,

be caref!

“T'm all right.”

Redfern swung down the pipe. Skel
ton watched him anxiously from the
window till the descending form was lost
in the shadows. Lower and lower went
Redfern or,

The pipe was strong, and firmly
clamped to the wall. All he wanted
m an iron nerve, and he possessed

Lower he went, hand below hand, till
his feet clumped on the earth at the foot
of the wall, and he let go the pipe, and
stood still, breathing deeply.

A whispering voice came from above.

* All serene?”’

“ All serene,” answered Redfern.

There was a sound of the window clos-
ing. Redfern started a little. He had
not made any arrangement with Skel-
ton about his return. The captain of
the Fourth would have to stay up for
him; but Redfern knew that he could
depend upon Skelton.

Redfern minor knew his way about
the guadrangle in light or darkness. He
cut across towards the wall on the lane.

He had to pass within sight of the
gates of the school to reach it, and as
he crossed the gravel path, the sound of
footsteps crunching came to his ears,
and he stopped. Two figures loomed
up In the gloom, and one of them, by
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master. His heart beat quickly.

To be caught then—to face the pun-
{shment of leaving his bed at that hour,
and without eflecting his purpose!
Quick as thought he dodged into cover
behind a tree as the shadowy forms
loomed up.

‘They had not noticed him. A voice
came to his ears, and he shivered a little
35 he recugmscci the deep tones of the

cetol

b You say he has not returned, Luns-
ford?"”

“No, sir.”

“When did ke go out?”

“As far as I can {fell, it was soon after
we came back from Lexham, sir. We
got back rather late.”

Redfern knew that they were speak-
ing of his brother.

“1 am speaking. {o you confidentially
in this matter, Lunsford, as captain of
the school. I have a right to your con-
fidence and assistance.”

“I know that, sir.”

“This is a scrious matter. Redfern
major has neglected his duties as a pre-
fect, and 2 disturbance in the Form-
room was the result. Even a prefect
is not allowed out at this hour without
an explanation. The matter might
never have come to my notice but by
this chance, I do not know whether it
is not too serious 2 matter to be left
in your hands.”

“That is as you please, sir.”

“Redfern major has, I believe, a key
to the side gate?”

“ All the prefects have, sir.”

“Exactly. In that case, but for this
chance happening, no one would ever
have known at what time he returned,
except the boys in the Sixth Form dor-
mitory, who would have kept their own
counsel. I must say, Lunsford, that
yvou have not treated me very well in
this matter., You have allowed your
good nature as a friend to outweigh the
sense of vour responsibility as captain of
t.he .,chocl
e noi, sir. But—but Redfern
¥ friend, and he wouldn't be

-
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that if T didn't know him to be a decent
chap. The only fault I've noticed
aboui him is that he’s apt to let others
lead him into trouble.”

“All the more reason why he should
be made to conform to the strictest
rules of the school,” said the Head.
“That is the oplnion I myself have
formed of him. Lunsford, if he is in
by eleven o'clock, I leave the matter
In your han

“Yes, sir.”

“If he is not in by then, you must
report his absence {o me, and I shall
wait for him myself, and he will have
to explain his conduct lo me.”

“Very well, sir.”

The IHead nodded to Lunsford, and
walked away. The captain of St. Dolly’s
remained standing on the path, looking
afier him, apparently buried in reflec-
tion. Redfern did not dare to move. A
movement, or a sound would have be-
trayed his presence to the captain of St.
Dolly’s.

“Poor old Arthur!” Redfern heard
Lunsford muiter aloud. “I hope il's
not all up with him. I hope—"

His voice died away. He walked slowly
towards the gates. Redfern minor set
his teeth, and ran quickly towards the
wall.  Ii should not be all “up” with
Arthur Redfern if his younger brother
could zave him.

CHAPTER 12.
To Save His Brother!
HE night was dark, but there was a
T glimmer of stars in the lane, Red-
fern minor knew the road well
He knew the distance he had to do, and
the time he had to do it in,

If Redfern major was in by eleven
o'clock the matter would be left to the
caplain of the school to deal with, Red-
fern knew the good nature and the kind
heart of the St. Dolly’'s captain, and
there was no doubt that Arthur would
be able to pull through somehow, even
if there was an unpleacant scene with
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Lunsford; but if he came before the
Head—

Redfern did not like to think of it
Arthur must be warned. He must re-
turn to St. Dolly’s in time.

Of himself Redfern did not think at
the moment. His business was to save
Arthur, He broke into a run on the
road, and he ran as he had seldom run
on the cinder-path,

Down the dusky lane, in the faint glim-
mer of the stars, then into the woocd,
and along the footpath where the over-
hanging branches of the trees inter-
cepted every gleam.

Black darkness was round him now;
deep silence, broken only by the crackle
of & twig as a stoat pushed his way
through a thicket, or a twitter of a
disturbed bird.

Right on through the darkness the
Junior ran.

He ceme out into the Wyndale Road,
having scarcely slackened pace. His
heart was beating against his ribs in
great thumps. His breath came thick
and fast. Wyndale loomed ahead—
black shadows on a dark road. From
the church came the chime of the half-
hour.

Half-past ten!

He had done the distance quickly—
very quickly, he knew that, though he
did not know how long it had taken

him.

He slackened in the high-road, and
breathed hard, in great gulps. It seemed
that the thumping of his heart would
suffccate him. The perspiration was
pouring down his face; his shirt was
sticking to his skin, his collar to his
neck.

But it was only for moments that he
paused. Then he ran on again, Patter,
patter, patter! His footsteps rang
strangely on the hard, silent road.

Two bright lights flashed up out of
the darkness; there was a whirr of
wheels and the buzz of a car.

Redfern sprang to one side as a car
dasher up. He stood by the roadside
for a moment, and the lights flashed
upor. him as the car passed; but in-

stinctively he had pulled his cap over
his face. There was a sharp exclama-
tion from the car,

Redfern knew the voice, It was that
of Mr, Ford, a master at St. Dolly’s. He
knew that the school clothes, the school
eap, had been recognised.

He ran into the shadows.

The voice called from the car again,
IL had halted. Redfern ran on
desperately. He hoped he had not been
recognised, but, more than recognition,
even, he feared capture, and he ran and
ran. The lights faded into the night;
the voice died into silence. With beat-
ing heart he ran on into Wyndale.

It had been a narrow escape. It was
the worst of luck that Mr. Ford should
have been driving home at that hour on
that road. It might mean trouble to
come, but, for the present, the business
was Arthur,

The lights of the Green Man were
glimmering out into the road. From
the lighted windows came the sound of
a vulgar cherus, roared by coarse voices:

Redfern shuddered.

His brother was there—Arthur was
there! That was the environment he
chose for his evening—Arthur, whom he
had looked up to and respected from
childhood.

Yet at that moment, after the first
shock of disgust, Redfern felt only ten-
derness for the brother who had thrown
away his chances so recklessly.

He ran on, into the lights of the
public-house, and then paused.

It was of no use going into the lighted
bar and asking for Arthur, He knew the
looks he would have to face, the
laughter and ribaldry.

He avolded the front of the house
and pas into the side way, and
knocked at a door from which came
no glimmer of light.

There was no reply to his knock.

He knocked again, more loudly, but
still the door was unmoved. Where was
Arthur? He could not be among that
brutal crowd shouting a chorus. 1

Where was he?

The junior passed on into the garden
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behind the inn, where a beam of yellow
light streamed out upon the shrubs
irom a window,

A low veranda ran behind the house,
and by ascending it it was possible to
reach the lighted window.

Arthur was there, perhaps.

He ascended the rickety wooden steps,
and found a wooden gate at the
fastened by a padlock. But that was

ot likely to long baffle the most active

unior in the TFourth Form at St
Dolly’s.

Without a moment’s hesitation, Red-
fern clambered over the gate. He made
a little noise in doing so, but it passed
unnoticed in the house,

The occupants of the room, as he
soon saw, were 100 busy to have eyes or
cars for anything going on without.

He clambered upon the veranda and
ran silently and swiftly towards the
lighted window. :

It was curtained, but the bright light
within made the interior quife visible
through the flimsy curtain.

Redfern looked in upon the scene
within.

For the moment his heart turned sick
within him.

There were several men in the room,
seated round a table under the gas-

- light. He recognised Mr. Cunliffe and
another man he had seen Lefore. There
were two others—men with a somewhat
flashy style of dress, but whose faces
showed their natures plainly enough—
harpies, who preyed upon the weak and
the unwary.

With these four were seated two
others—two lads, One was Ransome, the
other was Redfern major.

There were cards upon the table, red
and black, glimmering in the light of
the incandescent burner above., There
was money, too—money in little piles of
silver, and among the silver showed
.ery and,there some currency notes.

They were playlng nap. Redfern
knew the game well enough. He had
played it often for stakes of nuts or
juttons, He knew what was going on
#—gambling—and gambling for high

top | and indefinable expression
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stakes—high to a schoolboy, at all
events,

Arthur was watching the cards

cagerly, hungrily,

It did not need 2 second glance at his
face to show that he was losing. Ran-
some glanced at his friend from time to
time, unnoticed by him, with a strange
upon his
face.

Once or twice his glance met that of
Mr. Cunliffe, and though they did not
smile, did not make any open sign,
Redfern minor knew at once that there
was some understanding between them.

Mr. Cunliffe gathered up the cards,
and Redfern saw his brother paying out
money to one of the men opposite,

The publican shuffled the pack, with
a light laugh. When he spoke the words
were quite audible to'Redfern through
the glass doors that opened upon the
veranda :

“Bad luck, Master Redfern, bad luck
again. It will change in the next round
—] - ol

Arthur nodded without speaking.

His face was almost haggard. This
was the jolly evening he had started
out to spend with Ransome. No wonder
he had forgotten his prefect’s duties at
St. Dolly’s, The junior outside did not
know it, but Arthur had already lost
every shilling of his money, and he was
playing now on his “honour,” plunging
into the abyss of debt. No wonder he
had forgotten everything else—every-
thing but the wretched, miserable game
he was playing, and what depended
upon it.

How much “pleasure ” there was in
gambling his expression showed. He
tried his best to look unconcerned, to
play the “sportsman,” but though he
could command his features, the hag-
gard look of his eyes, the nervous trem-
bling of his fingers, betrayed him. He
was losing money which he could not
pay. Dim, like a formless shadow,
loomed ahead of him the black trouble
he would have to face for that reckless
evening. Bul he clung yet to the
gambler's hope, He could not lose
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always. Ie must win in the next round,
or in the round after, There was still
hope, hope as delusive as the flicker of
the will-o*-the-wisp.

Mr, Canlifie began to deal the cards.

Redfern could contain himself no
longer, and seconds were precious now,
He knocked at the glass door.

There was an instant commotion in
the room, Mr. Cunliffe sprang to his
fjeet, and every eye was lurmed appre-
hensively upon the window. Ransome
changed colour, only Arthur glanced
carelessly, doggedly round, as if he
were past caring who saw him there.

Redfern felt for the latch of the glass
door. It opened to his touch. He threw
the door open and stepped into ithe
T00i1.

Mr, Cunlific stared 2t him, and then
grinned. He appeared to be under the
impression that Redfern had come to
join the party. Ransome looked black
and savage. Arthur gazed dazedly at his
brother for a moment, and then started
to his feet.

“Arthur, T

Arthur Redfern snapped his tecth and
sprang at the junior. He seized him
savagely by the collar and sheok him
fercely.

“you brat!” He grated out the words
between his teeth, “ What are you doing
here?”

”

CHAPTER 13,
Against Timel
EDFERN could not speak for a
moment.

The surprise and the fierce grip
upon his collar almost choked him. He
gaspeC for breath and tried to struggle
free.

Arthur shook him savagely again.

“What did you come here for? You
spying cur.  Vhat do you want?”

“Let me alonel”

Ransome rose and caught Arthur by
the arm and pulled him back.

“‘Hold on,” he sald quietly. “The kid
didn't come here to spy. Iie's not that

FOR HIS EROTHER'S SAKE!

sort, and he can keep a sceret, too. What
do you want, Redfern minor?”

“J—T came to speak to Arthur.”

Arthur gritted his teeth.

“Get out!”

“But I—"

“Get out, I tell you, before I lay
hands on you!” cried Arthur furiously.
“Do you think I am to be watched and
nursed by you, you impertinent brat?
Get out!™

“Let him speak, Arthur.
you come here for, kid?”

Rediern felt the hot tears starting to
his eyes, but he bravely held them back,

He had come there to save Arthur;
nothing else mattered. '

“ Arthur, you must get back—back to
St. Dolly's—at once!”

“Mind your own business!”

“Oh, don’t you understand?” cried the
junior, *¥ou must go! I came to warn
you. There has been a row. The Head
has missed you.”

Arthur stageered, and leid o hand
upon the table to support himself. He
stared blankly at his younger brother
without speaking.

“A row?’ sald Ransome quielly.
“wWhat sort of a row? What do you
mean, kid?”

What did

«mhe Head found out that the
Feurth were up late,” d Redfern,
speaking very hurriediy. inguired
for Arthur, and found he was away. I
heard him speaking afterwazds {0 Luns-

ford about it.”

“Phew!”

Arthur gave o groan.

“I—T forgot. I had to lock after the
Fourth to-night. It slipped my memory.
I—I've doce the same before, t00, with-
out the Head putting his car in.”

“There was & row_in (he Form-
reom!"® stammered Redfern. *“The
Head came in. I heard him say to Luns-

ford, in the quad, that If you were in
by eleven he'd leave the .matier to
Lunsford.”

“What else? Quick!™” said Ransome
rapidly.

WIE Arthur ism't in by cleven, Luns-
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ford is to report to the Head, and Dr.
Cranston is going to wait for him.”
“Oh!” muttered Arthur. * You—you
came to tell me this?”
“Yes.”

Ransome looked at his watch.

“Twenty to eleven,” he said, in his
crisp, decided way., “You can do it,
Arthur—you must do it! It means the
sack!”

“I know it.”

Mr. Cunliffie and his friends ex-
changed glances. Cunliffe, to do him
justice, looked concerned. The others
locked bored, and glanced at the cards
impatiently. They wanted to be at their
game again,

“I'm sorry for this, young gents”
said Mr, Cunliffe, “I know it’s a serious
business for you. If there’s anythin’'
I can do, I'll do it willing.”

“There’s nothing,” said Arthur, in a
low voice. “I'm done for! The game's
up!”

“Pull yeurzelf together!” said Ran-4
some sharply,

“What’s the use? I can't get back in
time? 1t's impossible.”

“You have twenty minutes. You must
get a lift somehow.” Ransome spoke
rapidly, but clearly, quietly. Redfern
minor, much as he disliked the cad of
the Sixth, could not help feeling admira-
tion for him at that moment. He
showed no trace of losing his presence
of mind. “Have I been missed, kid, as
well as Arthur?” he went on, turning to
the junior.

‘Not that I know of.”

“GCood! I can getin any time. The
question 1s. how are you to get to the
school—"

“I'11 have a 'grse In the trap in three
minutes,” said Mr, Cunliffe,

Arthur shook his head,

“A trap would have to go round by
the road. A horse cuulﬂn’t do it in
double the time., It's no good!”

“What about a bicycle?” said Ran-
some quickly. *“Have you a cycle about
the place, Cunliffe—any old jigger?”

landlord of the Green Man

The
nodded quickly.
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“There's Mr. Norrey's bicycle,” he
said, glancing at one of his friends. “If
he'd lend it to Master Redfern—"

“¥You can have the jigger,” said Mr.
Norrey, whn was already shuffling the
cards., “I can hoof it home. I shall
hold Mr. Cunliffe responsible for the
machine,”

“That’s all right.
Master Redfern.”

Rediern major brightened up a little,

“It's a chance!” he muttered.
“Where's the machine?”

“In the garden.”

“‘Come on!" said Ransome abruptly.
“No time to lose!”

“But you?”

“I' follow; I'm all right.”

Ransome almost dragged Arthur from
the room. Both of them seemed to have
forgotten the very existence of Redfern
minor. He had served his purpose.

‘The junior stepped out upon the
veranda. His heart was heavy with
anxiety. Would his brother be in time?

He glanced into the room again before
he went down, The publican and his
friends were gathering round the table,
and Mr. Norrey was already dealing
the cards. :

Redfern, sick at heart, clambered
down into the garden. Arthur and Ran-
some were already wheeling the
machine out into the road.

The quarter to cleven rang out.

“You've a quarter of an hour,” said
Ransome, as he wheeled the machine
into the road and lighted the lamp.
“Take the short cut through the wood
and ride like the deuce, and you'll do
it—with two or three minutes to spare.
You know Lunsford; hell do his best
for you.”

Arthur nodded, and sprang upon the
machine. He started straight and swift
as an arrow, and in three seconds
night had swallowed him up. They
heard the furious ringing of the bell as
he turned into the high-road, and then
the sound of him died away into the
night.

Redfern minor drew a deep breath.

He had done all he could, the rest lny

You can ‘ave it,
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with Arthur. After the excitement he
felt sick and dizzy, and he realised that
he was tired, aching with faligue. A
hand was laid on his shoulder—Ran-
some was Jooking down at him with o
new kindness in his face.

“You've done your brother a good
turn, young 'un.”

“You have done him a bad cne!”
=aid Redfern bitterly.

Ransome laughed lightly.

“I think he'll pull through all right.
But it's time we were getting back our-
selves; the safest place for us just now
is the dorm at St. Dolly’s.

Redfern nodded. They started down
the road on the track of the cyelist, who
had long vanished. It was a long walk
back to the school, and Redfern was
tired; but he hardly noticed it. e
started out of a reverie as Ransome
tapped him on the shoulder and pointed
to a black mass looming up ahead.

“8t, Dolly's!”

Had Arthur arrived in time? Redfern
minor wondered. He shuddered as he
thought of what would happen if he
had not.

CHAPTER 14.
The Return!

ARK and gloomy looked the great
pile of St, Dolly’'s as Ransome
and Redfern miner halted before

the pates. Redfern was tired and slecpy,
and his eyes had closed involuntarily
several times during that long tramp
through the dark lanes. But he was
more anxious than fatigued. How had
Arthur fared? That was the thought he
could not dismiss from his mind.

Ransome's expression was less cheer-
ful than usual, too. If Arthur had gone
up to the Head, there was trouble to
ook for—serious trouble, and an end of
these little excursions to Wyndale.

“How are we getting in?” asked Red-
fern minor.

“The side gate.”

“But it's locked.”

Ransome grinned.

“That's all right.”

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

Redfern followed him. Ransome wa-
locked the side gate and they passed in,
and the cad of the Sixth ecarefully
turned the key behind him. It struck
Redfern as curious that he should have
a key to that gate. Oniy masters and
prefects were supposed to have them,
and Ransome was nob a prefect.

“Well, we part here,” said Ransome,
as the shadowy School House loomed up
before them. “Get back to your dormi-
tory and keep your mouth shut.”

“Hold on!” :
“What is it?” said Ransome im-
patiently. “We don't want {o hang

about here.”

“ About Arthur.”

“What about him?”

I want to know what's happened,”
said Redfern quietly. “If he didn't get
in before eleven he was to go up to the
Head. You know that means he will be
sacked. I want to know what’s hap-
pened.”

“¥You'll know in the morning.”’

Redfern’s lips tightened.

“I shall know to-night, Ransome,” .

Ransome started @ litle. It wis a
new tone for his fag to take with him,
but he realised that he had better avoid
trouble with Redfern minor at that
hour, in that place.

“Well, I suppose you're anxzious,” he
eaid, with a slight laugh,

“If I hadn’t been anxious I shouldn't
have Lroken bounds io get to Wyndale
to warn Arthur,” said Redfern quietly.

“But you can’t see Arthur to-night,”
said Ranscme uneasily. “He's gone to
bed most likely. Whichever way the
matter went, it’s all over now. T'll tell
you about it the first thing in the morn-
ing.”

“'That won't do.”

“You cheeky brat!” said Ransome,
between his {eeth, *Are you going teo
dictate to me?” .

Redfern did not flinch.

“I am going lo know about Arthur
to-night.”

“You can't.
right,”

“Thal’s not good enough,”

Ten to one, it's all
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Ransome trembled with anger. He
would have given a great deal to take
his fag by the shoulders and shake
him, and cuff him right and left. But
the slightest noise would have betrayed

im.

" Lock here, Redfern minor, there's no
way of seeing Arthur! I have to get in
at my study window myself, and you
can't come in there. Youll give the
whole show away if you act the giddy ox
now.”

“I'm going to know whelher Arthur’s
all right before I go to bed.”

Ransome gritted his teeth.

*“¥ou eobstinate young fooll”

“That'’s enough! If you've nothing
to suggest, I'll manage it for myself,”
said Redfem.

He was not in the least afraid of Ran-
some, especially at that moment, And
he was quite determined to have his
way.

The cad of the Sixth refiecied for 2
few moments. It was evidently useless
either to argue with or to bully Rediem
minor, and every minute he lingered
outside the house was full of peril.

‘' Come this way,” he said at last. “T'll
see Arthur and speak to you from my
study window.” e

“Good!”

Ransome's study window was easy of
access. He swung himself up 1o the sill
by means of a rain-pipe clamped to the
wall. The window was unfastened, and
in a couple of minutes the Sixth-
Former disappeared info the house,

Redfern wailed below,

The great facade of the School Houge
was in completc darlness, cxeept at o
peint, where a light burned in the win-
<ow of Dr. Cranston's study.

The Head was still up.

Redfern minor wondered whether the
scene he dreaded had taken place in
that study; whether Arthur Redfern
had heen called up there to expiain his
absence from the school, to falter out
what explanation he could under the
severe eyes of the doctor, Or had he
reached St, Dolly’s in time?

The junior would soon know., He
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waited there in the darkness, his cyes
fixed upon the glimmering square of
Ransome's study window. The Sixth-
Former was a long time. Perhaps
Arthur had gone to bed; perhaps——

Redfern’s thoughts were interrupted
by a chadow at the window, A head
appecred from the gloom of the study
and looked down at him.

“Is that you, Ransome?” asked Red-
fern, in bated tones.

“1o1"

Redfern started. It was Arthur’s
vaice.

“It's you, Arthyr?”

“Yes, Sid.”

Redfern had a curious feeling as his
brother spoke, Arthur's velce was very
seft. He had not called his minor
“8id* since the boy had come o St.
Dolly's. That affectionale name of
childhoed had seemed to be quite for-
gotlen. Even when the minor was try-
ing to do him a service, the major
always seemed to regard him as a
trouble and a worry. But what Sidney
Redfern had done that night had
touched the heart of Arthur. For the
time, ai least, he was the kind elder
brother Redfern had known at home,
and whom he had sorely missed at St.
Dolly’s.

“Is it all right, Arthur?”

U¥es

-“'¥ou got in in time?”

Arthur laughed softly.

“¥es. I scorched for all T was worth,
kid. I had nearly five minutes to spare,
and Lunsford was as relieved as I
was.”

“Redfern felt a weight rolled from his
€4

T I':I:ﬂ. =o glad, Arthur!"

“Thank you, young 'un! You've done
a lot for me to-night.”

“Qh, that’s nothing! I'm glad—so
glad! Then it's all right?” .

“Right as rain! T shall have a jaw
with Lunsford in the morning, but that
will be all right. Get back to your dorm.
now, young 'un. You'll be preity heavy
in the moerning.”

** Good-night, Arthur!”
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" Good-night, Sid!”

Redfern minor, feeling very happy,
ran away in the shadews. He heard the
windows close softly as he went.

Sleepy and fatigued as he was, the
Junior had seldom been in so light a
mood. He had saved Arthur, and the
clouds that had arisen between him and
his brother seemed to have rolled away
in consequence.

The junior stopped under the window
{rom which he had made his exit—long
ego, it seemed to him. The window was
closed. Was Skelton still wailing?

Redfern whistled softly.

There was no reply to the whistle—
the usual signal of the Classical juniors.
Redfern's heart beat hard,

Had Skelton forgotten him and gone
back to bed? The window was closed,
and if it was fastened, too—

Redfern climbed the rain-pipe and
planted his knee on the sill. He peered
in at the opaque glass. It was tco dark
within for him to see anything. He felt
the sash with his hands; it was tightly
closed, and refused to move to his touch.

It was fastened inside!

Redfern's heart almost stopped beat-
ing &s he realised it. He was shut out—
shut out at midnight!

Where was Skelton?

His chum could not purposely have
left him in the lurch? y had he fas-
tened the window, teo? It occurred di
mally to Redfern’s mind that perhaps
Skelton had gone back to the dormitory
to wait there, and had fallen asleep, and
perhaps some careful master had
observed the unfastened window and
‘fastened it.

However it had happened, Redfern
minor was shut out.

What was to be done?

He thought of going back to Ran-
some's window, but that was tco late.
He had heard Arthur close it as he left.
Arthur would be in his own room by this
time. Ransome was probably in bed and
asleep,

Redfern strained his eyes through the
window. Perhaps, after all, Skelton was
Just inside, waiting for n signal,
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He tapped on the glass.

Tap, tap, tap!

A slight sound came to him from
within. He breathed more frecly with
relief. A dim shadow loomed on the
glass from inside. He heard the sound
of the catch being pushed back,

“Thank geodness!” murmured Red-
fern miror,

The window was opened for him. He
tumbled in and alighted on his feet, and
stood breathing hard, while the unseen
helper closed the window and re-fas-
{ened the catch.

“You bounder!” said Redfern, in a
whisper. “I thought I was done, that
time!”

Then he gave a sudden start. In the
darkness he could not see the form
beside him, but the black shadows loom-
ing up seemed too big for that of
Skelton.

Redfern caught his breath,

“ Who—who are you?” he stammered.

“Your Form-master,” said a quiet
voice. “I think you are Redfern minor.”

Redfern reeled against the wall.

It was the voice of Mr. Ford, the
raaster of the Fourth,

GHAPTER 15.
Caught!
EDFERN stared blankly at the dim
R form of the Form-master. The
quiet tones had seemed to cut
the silence like a knife.

The junior could not speak—he could
hardly breathe,

Midnight had rung out from the
clock-tower! Midnight! To be caught
by his Form-master, surreptitiously
entering the school at such an hour!
The mere thought of it made the boy's
Iur%m sgt}litrln.

o !

I-Ieu%ad risked it for Arthur’s sake.
The danger had not deterred him for g
second, but naw that it had fallen upon
him, he did not regret what he had
done. He had saved ur. |

“You are Redfern minor?” repeated
the quiet voice.
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“Ye-¢-es, sir.”

“I1 have been waiting for you.”

“Oh, sir!”

“I am sorry for this, Redfern minor.
You are not the boy I should have ex-
pected it of.”

s

“Go to your dormitery.”

After all, what could he say? With-
out betraying Arthur, he could not
give his reasocns for going out. Rediern
turned away, and went with slow, un-
certain steps towards his dormitory.
After the excilement, the anxiety, and
the fatigue he had been through, this
was a crushing blow.

He entered the long, dark dormitory,
and felt his way to his bed. He un-
dressed quletly, in crder to wake no one.
But there was one who was awake. An
anxious, whispering voice came through
the gloom:

“Is that you, Reddy?”

“Yes, Skelton.”

“Have you been nakbed?”

“By old Ford?”

“Yes, he cought me getting in.”

“I'm awfully sorry, Reddy! It wasn't
my fault. I was waiting at the window
for you to come back,” said Skelton, in
a hurried whisper. “A jolly long wait
it was, too; but that doesn’t matter, I
heard & car drive in, and soon after
that Mr. Ford came upstairs. I bunked,
of course, thinking he was going up to

ed. But he didn't. He came straight
to the Fourth dorm, and I had only
just time to bunk into bed and pretend
to be asleep. I say, Reddy, he didn't
see you while he was out, did he?”

“T think he caught sight of me on
the Wyndale road. He was motoring
past.”

“"What rotten luck!™

Redfern did not speak. Luck had
certainly been against him that night,
as far as he himself was concernecd.

“I thought he smelt a rat,” said
Stelton. T watched him from under
«..= bedclothes when he came in. He
wen. from bed to bed. and he gave a
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curious sort of grunt when he looked
at yours.”

Redfern could quite believe it.

“Then he went out. I followed him
after a bit, and he went round locking
af the windows. He grunted again when
lhe found the landing window un-
factened, and I heard him fasten it,
1 had no chance to help you, Reddy.
He waited there without going away
ever since he fastened the window. He
never left the spot, except to come back
here and squint into the dorm. I sup-
pose he had a suspicion that you had
one of us waiting for you, and he wasn’t
going to take any chances, I couldn’f
L do anything, could I, Reddy?”

Redfern smiled grimly.

“¥ou couldn't, old chap. It was a
fair cateh.”

“What has he said?”

“I'm to explain in the morning.”

“What will you say?”

“Blessed if I know!"

And Redfern tumbled into bed. He
was anxious and troubled in mind, but
hs was tired. His eyes closed the
moment his head touched the pillow.

“I c=ay, Reddy,” camec Skelton's
anxious voice,

CREhY

“What are you going to do?"

“Sleep!” grunted Redfern.

And he closed his eyes, and did not
open them agzain., Skelton wnistled
coftly in the darkness,

“Well, I always said he was a ccol
customer,” he murmured.

And he went to sleep himself,

Redfern minor did not wake as usual
at the elang of the rising-bell. He would
have slept on ancther hour or so, in all
probability, i his Form-fellows had not
kindly awakened him. Benson brought
a dripping sponge, und squeezed it over
his face, and Redfer:. came with a sud-
den start out of the land of dreams.

“ Groo—ooh—ow ! he gasped.

“Time to get up,” said Benson,

“Ow! I'm wet!”

Ecnson giggled.

“That's the water,”
“Its always wet!”

he cxplained.
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“Ha, ha, hal”

Redfern tumbled out of bed. He had
been dreaming of the Green Man, of
the card-table, and the coarse faces of
Mr. Cunliffe and his friends, and Arthur
among them. He rubbed his eyes. He
felt a heavy load upon his mind, he
did not know why. He usually awoke
in high spirits.

But recollection came quickly. He re-
membered the ill-luck of the previous
night, and that promised interview with
the Form-master this morning,

And his usually cheery face was
clouded as he turned to his morhing
{ub. What was he to say to Mr. Ford?

“How did you get on last night,
Reddy?” asked Brown III, in a whisper,
as the Classical juniors left their dor-
mitory.

“Rotten!” sald Redfern minor; and
that was all the explanation ke would
make.

The Fourth Form master's face was
very grave as he sat at the head of the
Form-table, He did not glance at Red-
fern minor; but Redfern knew that Mr.
Ford was thinking of him, and of the
previous night's escapade.

What explanation was he to make?
What could he say, without bringing
Arthur into the matter?

Redfern ate very little breakfast. His
appetite was as keen, as a rule, as any
in the Fourth; but this morning he felt
that he could not eat.

When the juniors left the breakfast-
table Mr, Ford made a sign to Redfern
minor. While the rest of the Fourth
pourcd out into the Close, Redfern
quietly followed the Form-master to
his study.

Ransome came out of the dinlng-room
and glanced towards them. He noted
the expression upon Mr. Ford’s face and
upon Redfern’s. The cad of the Sixth
gave a start, and a long, low whistle. It
was the first hint he had had of trouble
In store for his fag.

Redfern followal Mr. Ford Into his
study, and closed the door at a sign
from the Form-master. Mr. Ford did
not sit down; he stood with one hand

FOR HIS BROTHIER'S SAKE!

resting upon the table, and his grave
eyes fixed upon the junior.

Redfern was silent; his heart was
beating painfully. The crucial moment
had come, and he had not in the least
made up his mind what was to be said
or done.

“Well, Redfern,” said the Form-
master, speaking slowly aond quietly,
“have you anything to say?”

Redfern did not speak.

“Last night,” sald Mr. Tord, “I
passed a boy, wearing the St. Dorothy's
cap, on the Wyndale road at a very late
hour. That was you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“When I returned to the scheol, I
waited for that boy. I discovered you
getting in at a window at midnight?”

“Yes, sir.”

“¥ou had been to Wyndale?”

“¥es, sir.”

The Form-master looked a little per-
plexed.

“I am glad to see that you are speak-
ing the truth, so far,” he said. “You
have not been long at St. Dorothy's, Red-
fern minor, but I had noticed you, and
formed a favourable opinion of you. I
ecan forgive serapes due to boyish effer-
vescence of spirits, and I had seen no-
thing worse than that in you. Butl this
is & matter of the greatest seriousness.
There is & place of low character in
Wyndale, which it is suspected that
some St. Derothy's boys have visited—
and visit now—for purposes of
gambling, or making bets with low men
they meet there. I find you breaking
bounds at a late hour—I meet you on
the Wyndale road geing in that direc-
tion. The conclusion i5 obvious.”

Redfern turned pale.

It was obvlous enough, according to
the light Mr. Ford had on the subject.
Redfern had not thought of that,

“Had you been to the Green Man,
Redfern?”

The junior did not speak.

“Come, Redfern,” sald the Form-
master, ralsing his volce a little. ©I
must insist an answer.”

The boy's face grew almost haggard,
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but he did not speak. He understood
the peril he was in, but he could only
save himself at his brother's expense.

“Redfern, you cannot hope to serve
your cause by remaining silent,” said
Mr. Ford, with great patience. “If you
had not been to the Green Man, you
would naturally say so. If you refuse
to answer, it is tantamount to a confes-
sion that you had been there.”

Still Redfern was silent.

“I may take it, then, that you had
been to this place?” sald Mr, Ford. “It
is the last thing I should have expected
of you, especially of the brother of a
lad who bears so high a characier in
the school as Redfern major.”

In spite of his misery, Redfern aimost
smiled. There was & curious and uncon-
selous irony in Mr. Ford'’s words.

“For the sake of your brother, T
should like to deal with you as easily
as possible,” said Mr. Ford quietly. “I
appeal to you to speak, Redfern. I
you have anything to say that will
Jjustify me in keeping this matter from
the Head, I appeal to you to say it.”

Redfern)s face was like chalk. Already
in his mind's eye he could see the stern
face of the doctor; he could hear the
merciless words upon his lips; he could
see himself sentenced—expelled from
the school!

There was o full minute’s silence.
Mr. Ford waited for the junior to speak.
As he did not open his lips, the Form-
master went on at last:

“I am sorty for this, Redfern. I
cannot understand why you do not
answer me. You will have to answer
the Head. Once more, did you go to the
Green Man in Wyndale?”

“¥es,” said Redfern desperately.

“To see Mr, Cunlifle?”

“No."

“For en unlawful purpose, at all
events?”

“No, sir.”
“Why did you go, then?”
Redfern was silent.

A dark cloud
gathered upon Mr. Ford's face. -

“ edfern, you admit having been to
taat lov den of gambling and heiting
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—it would have been useless for you to
deny it—can you seriously maintain
that you went there for an innocent
purpose, and not to play cards, to make
bets, or to be guilty of any offence
against the rules of the college?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then why did you go?”

Silence.

“You cannot tell me?”

“Then you cannot expect me to be-
lieve so wild and absurd a stalement,”
said Mr, Ford quietly, “I am afraid
that appearances are very deceptive in
your case. Under an appearance of boy-
ish frankness, I am afraid you conceal
a nature that can only do harm te the
boys you associate with. It is very clear
to me that you had an assistant in
breaking bounds last night.”

Redfern kept his eyes on the floor,
‘He was nof likely to give away Skelton.

“I will not ask you his name,” said
Mr. Ford. “He did not go with you,
and so he is probably less guilly. For
the last time, Redfern, can you give me
a full and credible account of what you
did last night?”

Silence.

“Very well” said the Fourth Form
master quietly. “You will come with!
me to the Head.”

He opened the study door and led the:
way. -

CHAPTER 16.
The Last Chance!

“ EDDY!”
Skelton was calling the name!
in the passage when the;
Fourth Form master came out of hils.
study, followed by Redfern minor.

Mr. Ford did not look round. His,
{ace was very grave and pained in ex-|
pression. He had a kind heart, and the
escapade of Redfern minor troubled him,
more than the boys would easily have,
credited But he had his duty to do.

Redfern glanced at Skelton, but did
not s ik. Skelton stared at him,
blank!; and hurrled towards him, Mr.
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Ford, striding on ahead with a rustle
of his gown, did not look back.

“What's the row, Reddy?” whispered
Slkelton.

“I'm going to the Head.”

“My only hat!”

“I hope I shall pull through. Any-
way, keep your moulh shut—yon under-
stend?” whispered Redfern hurriedly.

“Bub—"

“Not a word—about Arthur, you
know—not a word about my going to
see him,” Redfern whispered. *“Keep
quiet—and tell Browny.”

“ But—but—-"

“Mind, nol a word!"

“All right, but—"

The whispere:d voices secmed to catch
the Form-master's ear at last, and he
glanced sternly round.

‘“Redfern, follow me more closely.”

“Yes, sir.”

Skelton stood open-mouthed while the
junior followed the Form-master. He
was almost dazed. He watched them
as far as the doer of Dr. Cranston's
study, and he saw the door of that
dreaded apartment close upon them.

Redfern was before the Head!

Skelton gave an inward groan. It
was not a light thing to be taken before
the Head in any case, even when inno-
cent, and Redfern was not innocent of
breaking bounds at night.

“My only hat!” murmured Skelton,
hurrying away in search of Brown IIT,
fecling that he needed counsel at that
moment. ‘“What's going to come of it?
Reddy will be expelled; and he won't
say a word about that rotten brother
of his! Whal's to be done? My only
sommer hat! Reddy shan't be sacked
if I can help it!”

Bump!

Skelton, dashing on he hardly knew
whither in his anxiety and excitement,
ran right into Brown IIT, and sent him
fiying.

Brown sat down on the ground and
glared at Skelton, who reeled azairst a
Lree, gasping for breath.

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

“You—jyou utter 255! panted Brown.
“Ow! Sorry!” gasped Skellon.
“you frabjous idiot!”

“Look here, shut up! Reddy's in
trouble!” saild Skelton quickly.

Brown whistled.

“Blessed if that chap isn't always in
trouble!” he said. “ What's the latest?”

“Fordy's taken him in to the Head.”

“Creat Christopher Celumbus!”

“Jolly sericus, ain't it?” said Skel-
ton glumly. “What's to be done?
We're not going to have old Reddy
sacked from St, Doliy's!"”

“Phew!”

“That's what it means, you know.
Reddy says Fordy saw him last night *
near Wyndale. He'll put two and two
together, and make five of it, as these
grown-ups generally do,” said Skelton,
withh all the wisdom of fourteen and a
half. “They'll think Reddy was on the
razzle, you know. Anyway, they know
he broke bounds at night, and that's
enough for the sack.”

“He could explai 3

“Not without giving his major away.”

“By George, no! And that would
mean the sack for Redfern major.”

“¥You know Reddy,” sald Skelton,
almost tearfully, “He'd let himself be
cut in pieces for that major of his,
Blest if I know what he sees in him!?
But there you are!”

“It’'s rotten!”

“I know it's rotten, but what's to be
done?”

Brown shook his head. The problem
was too much for him, and he gave it
up.

“Reddy's made me promise not to
say a word about his major,” said Skel-
ton miserably. “But for that I'd be
jolly well Inclined to give his lordship
away, and risk being called a sneak—
what?"”

Brown uttered a sudden exclamation,

“I've got it!”

“You've got what?” asked Skelton
susplcicusly. “A bee in your bonnet?”

“No!" satd Brown cxcitedly. “Red-
forn major's the man!”
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“What on earth are you jabbering
about?” o

“Don’t you see? Redfern major
doesn’t know anything about it so far,
but when he knows he would be a worm
if he didn't own up.”

“And get himself sacked?”

“Well, any fellow would do it rather
than let a chap suffer in his place”
said Brown III sturdily. “I would,
Skelty, and you weould.”

“I—I hope so, Browny, but—but I|°

don't feel so sure about Redfern major.
He’s a prefect, and in the S%xt.h. and
he's got a lot to lose. I—"

‘Give him a chance, anyway. !ts the
only thing that can save Reddy.”

“Blessed if I don’t!” said Skelton.
“It's a chance. I don't care if he
knocks my head off for speaking to him.

It’s a chance to help Reddy. Where is | him, tha

the chap? Have you seen him?

“He wasover by the gym a few
minutes ago, talking to Ransome.”

“Then I'm off!”

And Skelton pelted away in the direc-
tion of the gym. Sure enough, there
were the two Sixth-Formers stlmdlng
by the door. They were chatting, and
Arthur's tone was very light, He was
still feeling the satisfaction of his escape
on the previous night, and he had no
suspicion so far that his minor was in
trouble.

Skelton dashed up, and halted breath-
less, and the two seniors looked at him.
Skelton was so out of breath that he
could do nothing bu{ gasp for some
seconds. Ransome took him by the ear.

“You can go and do the dying
grampus act somewhere else,” he said.
“Cut off 1”

“] W-W-W-Want—"

“You want a thick ear!”

“I wan-want to speak to Redfern
major,” gulped out the breathless
Junior.

“@Go ahead!” said Arthur.

“It's about Reddy—your minor, you
Lknow,” Skelton went on, panting out
the words, *He was nabbed last night!
Fordy collared him as he ecame in!”

Arthur changed colour.

“What do you mean? What—"
‘‘He'’s up before the Head!”

" What!"

“And hell be sacked—sacked as sure
as a gun—unless—unless you own up
and save him!” panted out Skelton.

Arthur Redfern reeled agsinst the
wall of the gym,

CHAPTER 17.
To Speak or Mot to Speak!

RTHUR REDFERN seemed hardly
A to breathe for the moment,
‘The blow was a staggering ane.

He had been congratulating himself
that the danger was past, that he had
pulled through the difficulties that beset
t all was plain sailing ahead.

Skelton's words came like a bolt from
the blue.

He had, indeed, escaped; but all that
he had escaped had fallen upon his
younger brother. Redfern minor, in-
stead of himself, was standing that
morning arraigned before the Head.

The unfortunate prefect could not
speak. This was the end of his security
—this was the end of the good resolu-
tions he had been making that morning.
Everything was wrong again, and worse
than ever.

What was he to do?

Ransome thrust his hands deep into
his trousers pockets, and whistled softly
under his breath. He knew what he
would have done, but he did nct know
what Arthur would do.

Skelton was watching the prefect’s
face cagerly.

“You can't let Reddy be sacked,” said
the junior at last. “He broke bounds
to warn you. You can't let him—

“Hold your tongue!” said Ransome
sharply.

But cven the cad of the Sixth could
in the speech of the Fourth-
that moment. Skelton was
5 about his chum,

't hold my tonguel” he cried.
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“And Rediern major can’t let Reddy
be sacked, It was for his sake—"
Ransome drew his right hand from
his pocket, the fist clenched, Skelton
backed away a pace, his eyes warily on
the Sixth-Former, but unsubdued.
“Reddy's with the Head now,” hc
went on resolutely. “¥You know what
that means. Redicrn major can't leave
him to face the music. He won't say
a word, You kmew Reddy. He won't

Arthur found his voice.

“What do you know about the matter
at all, Skeiton?”

“I1 helped Reddy out of the window
last night.”

“¥ou know why-—-why he came out?”

“yes

“How came he to be caught?”

“Mr. Ford saw him on the Wyndale
road, and waited for him to come in.
He caught him at the window."”

Arthur’s lips tightened. Was there
ever such rotten ill-luck? He had gone
safely in. He had sald good-night to

minor at the window of his study,
and Sidney had gone thence direct to
capture! If he had only known!

“And Sidney has told Mr. Ford
nothing?”

“Nol a word! You know Reddy.”

“ And he's with the Head?"

“Mr. Ford has just taken him in.”

Arthur's pale face looked strangely
old and worn. There was no loophcle
of escape, One had to suffer, either
the guﬂf_-,- or the innocent. Which was
it to be?

"?ﬁcu can go, Skelton,” said Arthur
quietly
J “Buh—hut you're not going to leave
Reddy?

"Leaw it to me!™

Skelton hesitated, but he could do no
more. He nodded and walked away to

rejoin Brown III., who was waiting for
him under fhc trees.

Brown looked at

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

“I think he will, unless he’s a measly
worm,” said Skellon savagely. “But
if he doesn’t, I've a jolly good mind to
own up for him. Reddy's not going
to be sacked from St. Dolly's to shield
his major, that's a cert.”

Brown nodded rather hopelessly. He
felt that it all depended upon Redfern
major. What would Arthur do?

What could Arthur do? That was
the question that was humming in the
brain of the prefect. What could he
do? Stand aside and say nothing—
allow his younger brother to be dis-

graced, or own up, and take the dis-
grace upon himself?
He looked at Ransome. The cad of

the Sixth was looking very grave. He
knew that with all his cunning he must
tread warily now.

“What can I do, Ransome?”

“I don’t know.”

Then Arthur burst out passionately.

“¥You don’t know! ¥You dragged me
into this. You know I didn't want to
come to Cunliffe's place last night. ¥ou
dragged me there, Now I've.got ints a
horrible fix over it, and ask your advice,
you say coolly you don't know! ¥You
ought to know. Why can’t you help?”

Ransome shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm willing enough to glve advice,
if you like to take it.”

“Well, give it, anyway, hang you!”

“Let well alone,” said Ranscme,
“You're not called upon to ruin your-
self for the sake of a meddling kid.
He oughtn’t to have been caught. Why
couldn’t he have more sense?

‘' Besides, he was running the risk for
you. If you take it all off his shoulders,
it’s you running the risk for him, Bhd
you never asked him to interfere.”

“You want me to leave him to his
fate?”

“I don't want you to do anything.
It's no business of mine. You asked
for my advice, and I've given it.”

“T shall have to take it upon myself.”

If Ransome had opposed him Arthur
would have become mora and more ob-
stinale. But the cad of the Sixth knew
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Raneome ran across to the window, toro away the blind, and threw it open. Heplunged

out into ths gloom and, even as ho did so,the door burst open and Lun!rgrd rushed

In. Cunliffe started forward with an oath, while Sidney Rodfern sat potrified. “What
d'you mean breaking in my door like that ? ' roared Cualiffa.
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his man; he knew it all well enough,
and he chose the opposite tack.

“As you like, of course,” he said, “If
it would make you more comfy to go
to the Head and be expelled—gol!
You're your own master.”

Arthur shivered.

“Expelled! Of course it would mean
that.”

“Of course it would—for you.”

“And for him, too, I suppose,” said
Arthur angrily.

“Oh, no! He's a junior, youre a
senior and a prefect. There's extenuat-
ing ces for him—none for
you. He will very likely be flogged, but
1 suppose he can stand that. He may
get off the sacking, especially if you
speak for him.”

Arthur started.

“I!" he breathed.

“Yes, you. You have a jolly good
character in the school. You're a pre-
fect; you are a favourite schelar of
the Head's. He wouldn’t like to bring
disgrace on you by sacking your minor,
if he could help it. If you speak for
him, and promise to keep an eye on
him in future, and generally dry-nurse
him. I think—"

“Is this a time for your rotten jokes,
confound you?”

“I'm not joking. If the Head feels
ihat your minor is under your special
care, he may give him another chance.”

Arthur laughed mirthlessly.

“Under my care! But I suppose
tiere’s something in what you say, if 1
cauld play the hypocrite well encugh.”

“I{’s only & question of nerve. Any-
way, don’t be hasty. If your minaor is
sacked, then there’s plenty of time to
be sacked in his place. I it’s a flog-
cing, the youngster will face it all right.
He's got pluck enough.”

“How could I be such a cad—"
_“That will wear off, too. Wait till
the storm’'s blown over, and you'll for-
get the whole business.”

“X feel that I hate you sometimes,
Ransome!"” broke out Arthur.

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

Ransome laughed,

“Because I'm your best {riend.”

“My worst enemy, more likely. I
can't do it.”

“What—own up?”

“No, hang you!
suffer for me.”

“Better think twice—"

“Hang it! If I think twice I shall
play the cad, I know that. I'm going
straight to the Head.”

“That's as you choose.”

Arthur gave him a bitter look, and
hesitated a moment; then he swung
off directly towards the schoolhouse,
his face pale and set. Ransome
watched him with a cynical smile on his

I can't let Sidney

“Ten to one he doesn’t go into the
house,” he murmured; “and a h
to one he doesn't go to-the Head's
study !

And he watched the prefect with a
mocking  interest. Arthur's steps
siackened as he drew nearer the house
—slower and slower. At the doorway
he paused, irresolute, and then, with
still slower steps, he passed on, with-
out entering the house.

Ransome smiled.

Dr. Cranston had listened quietly to
Mr. Ford's explanation. Redfern minor
stood silent, with a pale, troubled face
and a beating heart, but an invincible
resolution.

Well he knew the danger he stood in;
but his determination was taken—he
would utter no word that would injure
his brother. -

The Head turned his glance upon
Redfern minor. His eyes were very
hard bechind his gold-rimmed pince-
nez.

«“¥ou bave heard all that Mr. Ford
has said, Redfern?”

“Yes, sir,”

“Have you anything to say:”

“I am sorry, sir.”

The Head's lips hardened.

“That is hardly sufficient, Redfern
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The position in which you stand is suf-
ficlent to make you sorry. You have
btroken bounds at mnight from {he
schaol?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You did so for the purpose of visit-
ing a_disteputable alenouse at Wyn-
dale

Yes sir,”

“Bul you deny that you had friends
among the habitues there, or that you
went there for any unlawful purpose?”

“Yes, sir,” said Redfern again.

“But you cannot explain what your
purpose was?”’

““No, sir.”

“Ie. that all you have to say, Red-
fern?'

“That is all, sir.”

“You know what the result must
be?”

Redfern was silent.

“It has become known to me of
late,” said the Head quietly, “that boys
belonging to St. Dorothy's have been
seen in the vicinity of that disreput-
able place in Wyndale. I have re-
quested the prefects to keep a very keen
look-out. You are the first who has
been detected. Do you deny that you
are in the habit of visiling the place?”

Redfern flushed, .

“Certainly, sir.”

“I am afraid, Redfern, that you are
taxing my credullty 100 far. In any
case, I can only deal with the facts,
which you cannct explain away. ¥ou
have, by vour own admission, visited
the place. Your purpose in going there
you refuse to explain. There is only
one decision I can come to. You are
not the kind of boy, evidently, to asso-
clate with the juniors here. I am afraid
that if you remain at St. Dorothy's
I shall hear of more visits to the
GCreen Man.”

Redfern bit his lip.

“You understand, therefore, Redfern,
that unless you give me a full and ade-
quate explanation, you leave St
Dorathy’s.”
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“I—I suppose so, sir.”

“I shall not act in haste, however. I
cling to the hope that it is possible you
have some expianation to offer,” said Dr.
Cranston sternly. “I should be sorry
to bring disgrace upen the name you
bear, which is berne by the boy in this
school who shows more promise than
any other. You will be confined to the
punishment-room for twenty-four hours,
Redfern. If at the end of that time you
fail to satisfy me, you leave St
Dorothy's.” :

Redfern said no word. The Haad
rang, and Phipps appeared. Phipps,
the house-porter, was generally on
somewhat lhostile ferms with the
junicrs, but just now he gave Redfern
a look of as much sympathy as he
could manage to show. He knew even
better than the junior did the pesition
he stood in,

“You will take Master Redfern to
the punishment-roomn, Phipps,” said the
Head quietiy, “He will remain there
till to-morrow morning, uposn the usual
punishment diet. You will see that no
one has access to him."”

“Very good, sir.”

“¥You will go with Phipps, Redfern,”

Redfern minor left the study. The
Head turned to Mr. Ford with a sigh.

“I am more sorry for this than I can
say, sir,” sald the Fourth Form
master. “I rather liked the lad; and
one would have expected him to follow
the example of his elder brother, too.”

Dr. Cranston nedded.

“I am afraid that through this boy
I have been led to do Redfern major
an injustice,” he said. “He was away
from the school last night, as I dis-
covered by accldent, and did not return
till late. I am afraid I allowed myself
to doubt him for the moment.” I think
it is very probable now that this boy
may have been the cause of it. Red-
fern major may have discovered his
pursuits, and may have been taking
some steps in connection with the

matier. I cannot quite understand the
position taken up by the junicr; but
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one thing is certain—Iif he does not ex-
plain  himself satisfactorily within
twenty-four hours I shall expel him
from the school.”

‘Meanwhile, Redfern minor followed
Phipps. There was a group of juniors
in the passage to see him come out
of the Head's study, and Skelton and
Brown ran forward at once as soon as
he appeared.

“What's the verdict, Reddy?” asked
Skelton breathlessly.

Phipps interposed.

“Ieep back, young gentlemen! ¥You
are not allowed to speak to Master Red-
fern.”

“Oh, shut up, Phippy!”

“FHead's orders, sir!”

“Where are you taking
manded Skelton h.otly.

“Punishment-room, sir.”

And Phipps hwrried his charge on,
Jeaving the juniors staring.

him?” de-

“My only hat!" said Skelton.
“punishment-room! The Head must
be waxy. Punishment-room hasn’t

been used only cnce since I've been at
St. Dolly’s, and then it was for a chap
who was going to be sacked. This
means that Reddy—"

“Ts going to be sacked!” said Brown
gloomily.

“Saciked!"” said Taffy, with a whistle.
“What for?”

reaking bounds.”

“Phew!”

The Fourth Form went Into early
lessons that morning in a perturbed
frame of mind. It was known through
the whole Form that Redfern minor
was in the punishment-room, and that
it was expected that he would be
“sacked.”

. Ferd had a difficult task with his
that morning.

's desk being unoccupled was
roof to the Fourth-Formers
our was correct. Skelion
and Brown were suppoesed to know more
about the matter than the rest, as Red-
fern’s chums, and they were assailed

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

with incessant Inquiries; but Skelton
and Brown kept their own counsel.

It was Redfern’s secret, and, sorely
as they were tempted to tell the facts
in public, they obeyed Redfern’s wishes.
The curious juniors received no satis-
faction from them. In the interest ex-
cited by Redfern's plight even the dis-
tinction of Classicals and Moderns
scemed to be forgotten.

Taffy & Co. were just as anxious
about Redfern as were Skelton and
Brown. The morning was a distract-
ing one to Mr. Ford, and he was glad
when he dismissed the class.

The juniors, equally glad to be re«
leased, poured out into the guadrangle,
and the topic of discussion was Reddy
and Reddy’s bad luck.

Tafly & Co. collared Skelton in the
quad, and Insisted upon an explana<
tion.

“What's the row?” demanded Taffy,
clutching Skelton by the shoulder.
“What's the matter with Reddy?
What did he break bounds for?”

“That's tellingl”

“Well, teil us.”

“It's Reddy's secret.

“Rats!”

“ More
cheerfully.

“you'd better tell us,” sald Taffy.
“You see, we may be able to get old
Reddy out of the scrape. You Clas+
sical chaps can’t manage it, of course.”

“Then it's jolly sure you Commer-
cial asses wouldn’t be able to!”

“If you want a thick car, Skelton

,.

rats, then!” said Skelton

“Br-r-rri*

“I jolly well—"'

“pax, chappies!” sald Vernon
mildly. “We don't want to row now:

There's Reddy to be thought of. He's
in the punishment-room. He's on
punishment diet. You know what that
{s—bread and scrape and weak tea.”

«Just what I was going to say,” re<
marked Rake,
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“Awful!” sald Spratt, with an ex-
pression of genuine concern. *Blessed
if the Fourth ought to stand it!”

“What price a deputation to the
Head on the subject?” said Benson.

“Hear, hear!”

“Rot!” said Skelton, “No good play-
ing the giddy ass! Butb it's rough on
Reddy. We ought to manage to pet
some grub o the poor chap. Fancy
a whole day on bread-and-scrape!”

“Horrible!"”

“Let's go and sce If we can speak to
him,” said Skelton. “Not all you
chaps; a crowd will give it away.
Brown and I will go.”

“Better leave 1t to us,” suggested
Taffy. “It's better for sensbile chaps
to deal with a delicate matter like
this.”

“Oh, vou go and cat cokernuts!”

And Skeiton and Brown entered the
house. Taffy & Co, quite convinced
that they were the suitable persons to
deal with the matter, followed them.

The punishment-room, In spite of its
name, was simply an ordinary room,
with an extra strong lock upon the
door and a bar acress the window. It
was upon the same floor as the Fourth-
Form studies, and at the end of a
long passage, off which several rooms
opened, which were used as box-rooms.

The five juniors went up to the
Fourth-Form passage with an alr of
exaggerated carelessness, which was
quite sufficient to awnken suspicion, if
they had been observed, and they
reached the end of the corridor, where
the narrow and dusky passage branched
off. Skelton approached the corner
very cautiously, and peeped round. He
had expected to see Phipps on guard
outside the door of the punishment-
room, but the house-porter was not to
be seen. -

Skelton looked round at his friend.

“It’s all right. Come on!”

#Jolly good!"”

The juniors hurried on. They reached
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the end of the passage in a few
seconds, and Skelton and Tafly tapped
at the door together.

“What did you tap for, you Welsh
rabbit!”

“What did you tap for, you Yorkshire
dumpling?”

“Look here—"

“Look here—"

“Pax,” sald Vernon. “Phipps may
be here at any minute before you've
spoken to Reddy.”

“Just what I was going to say.”

There was & tap from inside the
room. Skelton knelt down, and put his
mouth close to the keyhole.”

“1 say, Reddy.”

“Hallo!”

“Are you all right??

“Oh, right as rain—I don't think!”

“Hungry, I suppose?”

“Yes, rather.”

“We're going to get you some grub
somehow,” went on Skelton hurriedly.
“We'll manage it. I suppose Phipps
has the key of this lock?”

“Y¥es; he takes It away with him.”

“Might get in at the window, then.
Have you a cord?”

“I've got a piece of twine.”

“Cood! You can lower that from
the window, and I'll tie a cord on it,
and you can pull thet up, and then
a bundle of grub.”

“Thanks awfully, old chap! ¥You're
a Briton. I'm deuced peckish, and no
mistake!”

“Can we do anything clse for you be-
sides the grub?”

“No.

“Suppose I tell Ford about it—"

“T'll never speak to you again if=you
do. Mind, you've promised.”

“You'll be sacked, Reddy.”

“I can stick 1t, I suppose.”

“You're an ass!”

“Thank youi"

« Here, let me have a word with him,”
said Taffy, pulling Skelfon away from
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the keyhole. “I expect I could manage
to get him off—"

“Get away!”

“You get away, you duffer!
to speak—"

““Leggo, you Modern ass!”

“Rats, you Classical dummy!”

Skelton gave Taffy a shove, and
Taily dragged Skelton over with him.
‘Both of them were getting excited, and
the next moment—one hardly knew
how—they were rolling on the floor in
whirling combat.

“Hallo!” came Redlern's voice
through the keyhole. “What the
dickens is that row about?”

There was no reply, save a scund of
grunting end scufling. Then suddenly
Vernon uitered an exclamation.

“Cavel”

Phipps was coming along the pas-
sage in great haste, and with a very
red face.

I want

g

CHAPTER {8,
Friends in Need!

AFPFY dragged himself lsose from
T Skelton and jumped up. There
was an ooze of red from his nose,
and one of Skellon’s ears was growing
blue. Taffy dabbed a handkerchief on
his nose as he ran. The juniors
scuttled off, and Phipps arrived at the
door of the punishment-rcom red and
wrathiul and panting for breath.

He selected a big key on his bunch,
unlacked the door, and looked in. He
seemed to want to satisfy himself that
his prisoner was safe.

The room was & small one, barely
furnished—bed, table, and chair. There
was one window, which had a strong
bar across. Redfern minor was looking
towards the door, and he met Phipps’
plunce with & nod. Redfern was look-
ing a litile pale, but he was quite self-
possessed. The position he was in
troubled his mind, but did not daunt
his courage.

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

“It's all right, Phippy,” he said
cheerfully. “I'm still herel”

Phippy locked at him suspiciously.

“Them young gentlemen have been
a-talking to you through the keyhole,
Master Redfern.”

“Go hon!”

“I shall keep an eye open for them
now.”

“I say, Phippy, couldn’t you manage
a litlle grub for me?” said Redfern
persuasively, as the house-porter was
closing the door. “I'm hungry.”

Phipps shook his head.

“I daren’t, Master Redfern.”

“But I'm hungry.”

“Put him in the punishment-room
on the punishment diet, says the 'Ead,”
replied Phipps. *“Horders 1s horders,
Master Redfern.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” assented Red-
fern. “I don't want to get you into
a row. Roll along with the bread-and-
scrape.”

And Phipps grinned and locked the
deor. Rediern was to have bread and
cheese for his dinner. Bread and
cheese was a nourishing diei enough;
but the hungry junior thought of the
well-spread table in the dining-hall,
and his mouth watered. As soon &s
Phipps was gone he crossed to the win-
dow and looked out, standing on the
tips of his toes,

He could seec a good portion of the
quadrangle from the window of the
punishment-rcom. There were plenty
of fellows in the quadrangle, and he
caught sight of some Fifth-Form boys
punting about a football, the first
punt-about of the season. A cloud
crossed the junior’s face. He had been
looking forward keenly to football at
St. Dolly’s, and now he was to go.

The room he was in_was on the
third floor of the house. Below was the
window of Herr Rheinberger's room—a
window shaded by the branches of a
biz elm. Redfern wondered whether
the German master was in his room.
He usually retired there to read a
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German paper at the window after his
lunch.

Redfern looked round anxiously for
some sign cf his friends in the quad.
They did nol appear. A sound at the
door made him turn quickly from the
window. Phipps entered with a plate
of bread and cheese, none too liberal
in quantity.

“There you are, Master Redfern.”

“Thanks awfully!” sald Redfern.
“Did you carry that up alone Phippy?
Sit down and rest for a minute or
two.”

Phipps chuckled.

“I'm sorry it's no more, Master Red-
fern.”

“Perhaps it will be more soon, old
son,” murmured Redfern to himself as
the house-porter retired and locked the
door behind him.

Redfern nibbled the bread and cheese,
and watched from the window. Sud-
denly his eyes gleamed. It was past
two a'clock, and the time was drawing
near for afternoon lessoms. But his
friends had not forgotten him.

Round the corner of the house came
Bkelton and Taffy, and the latter was
carrying a basket in his hand.  The
basket was closed; but Redfern did not
need telling what it contained. It was
s basket from the school tuckshop, and
Redf;m knew that it was packed with
“uck,”

Taffy glanced up at the window and
lpoked relieved when he saw Redfern
on the watch. The bar across the win-
dow did not prevent Redfern from

the sash. He was looking out
uve‘r the sill, and he waved his hand to
the two juniors below. The Classical
and the Modern leaders had evidently
made it “pax,” for the sake of helping
Redfern In the time of trouble.

Skelton waved back, with a grin. He
dared not call out, for fear that his
voice would be heard. The big elm-tree
screened the juniors from, view in the
quad, but they would have been quite
visible to anybody looking out of Herr
Rheinberger's window,

b5

At that window Tafy and Skelton
looked very dubidusly.

If the German master were there,
there was a certain amount of risk in
sending up the basket of provisions,
which would have to he drawn up
directly in front of his window. Yet
it would go up s=o quickly, that doubt-
less he would not notice it. Then, the
risk had to be run if the basket was to
be conveyed to Reddy at all

Redfern drew a long twine from his
pocket, and tied a penknife on the end
as a weight, and allowed it to slide from
his window.

Skelton caught the penknife as it
came within reach, and detached it,
securing the light string. To the end of
the string hie tied a cord, by which
Reddy was to draw up the basket. He
also pinned a piece of paper, folded
very small, to the string.

Then he waved his hand.

Redfern pulled up the string, and the
cord followed. He caught the end ot
the cord, and gave it a turn round his
wrist for security, and then detachied
Skelton's note.

It was a brief note In a sprawling
hand.

“Look outf for old Vaterland. He's in
his room. I'll watch his window, as 1
can see it from the ground. Watch me
while you're pulling up the basket, and
if I raise my right hand let it go in-
stantly and duck in™

Redfern read the note, and waved his
hand to Skelton as a sign that he un-
derstood.

Taffy, after a cautious glance round,
fastened the end of the cord to the
handle of the basket.

He stepped away from it, and looked
up at Redfern minor at the window.
Redfern began to pull en the cord.

“Phew! It's pretty heavy!" he mur-
mured.

And he grinned appreclatively.
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He had expected a small consignment
of “tuck * in the basket—a few sand-
wiches, and a bag of tarts, and a bottle
of ginger-beer perhaps. But the juniors
had evidently delermined to look after
him better than that. From the weight
of the basket, it seemed to contain a
very considerable selection of the good
things from {he school tuckshop. The
Classicals and the Moderns had un-
doubtedly had a “whip round ” to do
tieir very best for Reddy.

The cord tautened, and hung straight
as a stick downwards as the weight of
the basket came upon it.

So far, there was little danger. Even
if Herr Rheinberger was reading his
paper at the window of his room, he was
not likely to see the slim cord outside.

But it would be different when the
basket rose to the level of his window.
It was quite likely—more than likely—
that he would see it.

And so the two juniors below watched
with anxious face and beating hearts.
The only thing was for Reddy to put
‘on speed as soon &s the basket reached
the herr’s level, and whisk it up to his
window as suddenly as possible.

Steadily the basket rose in the alr.

Redfern pulied it up slowly and cau-
{iously at first. The basket spun round
and round, but he was careful not to
give it a swing that would cause it to
knock against wall or window .

It rose as high as Herr Rheinberger's
window-sill,

Skelton drew a cuick breath.

“Now's the time!” he multered.
it, Reddy!”

“No gign of the herr vet,” murmurad
Taffy.

Redfern pulled miore quickly on the
siring.  Unfortunately, the top of the
basket caught for a moment under the
vdge of the window-sill and there was
a sharp scraping as Redfern jerked it
looss.

Swinging to and fro violently, the
basket swung on upwards.

“Go

FOR HIS BRCTHER'S SAKE!

Tafly snapped his teeth.

“Rotten bad luck!”

* Look!”

“What?”

“ferr Rheinberger's window!
seen it!”

The fat face of the German master
had appcared at the window. He was
looking out through the glass, and he
caught a glimpse of the boitom of the
basket as it floated upward past the
top panes.

For a second the German was trans-
fized. Then he threw up the sash of
his window and put his head out, to dis-
cover what was the strange object thas
had floated past his window.

As he heard the sash go, Skelton
threw up his hand in a frantic signal
to Redfern, and dodged behind the tree.

Redfern was watching Skelton, wait-
ing for a signal, and he obeyed it. The
arrangement was to let the basket go if
Bkelton raised his arm. B

Redfern let it go instantiy, and drew
back from the window.

Crash!

There was a terrific yell from below.

Herr Rheinberger had put out his
head just as Redfern let the basket
drop, and the basket of tuck dropped
fairly upon the head of the German
master.

He's

“Ach! Ow! Yow! Ach!”
“My only hat!” gasped Tafly.
“Reddy’s done it now!”
CHAPTER 19.
* Scot freel '
o CcH!”?
A “M-m-my hat! Reddy's
done it!"”

“Ach, Himmel!”
Redfern minor stared down over the
sill of his window in blank d
The basket of provisions,
ing upon Herr Rlieinberger's her
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off, and vwhizzed to the ground, where
it landed with a crash,

‘The lid burst open and the basket
rolled over, and the contents—most of
them damaged—gushed out on all sides.

‘There were cakes and pies and jellies,
bananas and apples and oranges,
bottles of ginger-beer and . bottles of
lemonade. Most of the bottles were
broken, and the refreshing beverages
were streaming over the pies and the
cakes and the tarts.

If Redfern minor had been going to
stand a siege for a week in the punish-
ment-rooin, his friends could hardly
have brought him a more plentiful
cupply. But not a morsel of that supply
was destined to reach Redfern.

Herr Rheinberger was dazed, natu-
raliy enough, for some moments. He
could only blink and say “Ach!”

But at length he turned to gaze up-
ward to discover what it was that had
smitten him, and when it had come.

Redfern minor saw the German’s head
turning up, and he promptly popped
back from the window. He had let the
cord fall with the basket, and there was
no evidence to connect him with the
matter at all.

Herr Rheinberger gazed upwards, and
an expression of profound amazement
came over his plump, flaxen-whiskered

face.

If the basket had been a boli from the
blue, it could not have astonished the
good herr more,

“Ach!” he mwmured. rubbing the
back of his head. “It is no dream,
pecause I haff te piz pump on mein
head after. Ach! Buf vat isit? Vere
is it tat it come from pefore? I am
amaze! I am astound!”

Then Herr Rheinberger gazed down-
wards at the upset basket, the scattered
provisions, and the broken bottles.

“Ach! I tink I see!”

Skelton and Taffy were making
themselves as small as possible behind
the big tree. Taffy peeped cautiously
round the trunk.
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“Is he sill leoking?” murmured
Skelton.
*Yes, rather!”
“Blow!”
And the junlors lay low. TFoolsteps

were coming round the corner of the
house; the crashing of the falling basket
had been heard.

“Better cul,” whispered Skelton.

“He'll see us from the window.”

“He's short-sighted; and that's a
senlor coming—1 can tell by the falry
footsteps,” said Skeiton hurriedly.

“ All right, cut!”

Herr Rheinberger drew in his head
at that moment. He had resolved to
descend and investigate upon the spot.
Taffy peeped out, and saw that he was
gone, and hls face brightened up.

“Come on, kid!” he muttered.

And the two juniors darted off. They
took the direction opposite to that from
which the footsteps sounded. In about
three scconds they were dashing round
an angle of the building at top speed.

There was a sharp exclamaticn,

“Ow!” gasped Skelton. “What
rotten uck!”

The flying Juniors stopped just in
time to avoid crashing Into a Sixth-
Former, who was coming towards the
corner. It was Arthur Redfern. The
crash had caught his atention, too.

" Stop!” said Redfern major curtly.

They halted, breathless.

“What have you been doing? What
was that row about just now?”

“N-n-nothing, Redfern major.”

Arthur smiled grimly.

“It was a great deal of noise for
nothing,” he remarked.

“Only a basket of grub upset.”

“On! What were you doing with it?”

Skelten and Taffy exchanged helpless
looks. The prefect’s questions had to
be answered.

* It was being pulled up to a window,”
said Skelton, at last. '

“What window?”



53

Bkelton drew & deep breath.

“The window of the punishment-
room.”

“Qh!"”

“Herr Rheinberger put his head out
of the window underneath, and Reddy
let the basket bump on his napper,”
said Skelton confidentially. “It was
some grub for your minor, Redfern. ¥ou
don’t mind, do you?™

Arthur frowned.

“If my minor is in the punishment-
room it's no business of yours to send
him food,” he said gruffly.

“But he’s hungry.”

“Thalt's the Head's business.”

“Well, I—I suppose it is,” said Skel-
ton slowly. “But bread and scrape
isn’t much for a kid like Reddy. You
should see the way he can wire in at
meal-times. And—and he's your minor,
Redfern. Don’t make a row about it.”

“You secm to forget that I am a pre-
fect.” sald Arthur, still more grufy.
“I shall have to report you to your
Form-master.”

“On!” ejaculated Tafly, with a dismal
vision of stopped half-holidays and
endless lines in store. “Oh!”

Skelton looked a liltle dangerous.
With any other prefect he would never
have thought of arguing. But with
Arthur Redfern! He remembered what
was the cause of his chum’s being shut
up in the punishment-room at all. He
recollected where Arthur had been on
the previous night. And this was the
prefect who had so strong a sense of
duty when it was a question of punish-
ing others.

. Skelton’s lip curled.

“You are going to report us, Redfern
major?” he asked.

“Of course,” said Arthur, looking at

m.

The voice of Herr Rhelnberger was
heard round the angle of the wall.

“Ach! Tat is ein pasket, and tat Is
food—cakes and ples, ain't it, and
biddings? Ach! That is certainly vat
fall on mein head mit itself pefore.
But who and vat and how, ain't it2”

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

“¥ou might let us go, Redfern
major,” said Skelton.

“Nonscnse! Why?”

“It was for your minor—-"

“That is no business of yours.”

“No, it's yours!” said Skelton, with
spirit. “You know jolly well what he’s
in the punishment-room for, and
whether he ought to be there; and who
ougnt to be there in his place, if it
comes to that.”

Arthur turned white.

Skelton was sorry he had said so
much the next moment But he could
not recall his words. The prefect looked
at him without speaking for some
moments. Tafly looked on in wonder.

“¥You can go!” sald the prefect
abruptly.

“I—I say, Redfern major——"

“That is e¢nough; you can go.”

And Arthur walked away.

“Better cut,” whispered Taffy.

They ran. In a couple of minutes
they were safe from the investigation of
Herr Rheinberger. They stopped in the
quad.. and then Tafly, who was bursting
with curiosity, caught Skelton by the
sleeve.

“1 say, Skelton, why did Redfern
major let you off?”

“Why?” repeated Skelton vaguely.

“Yes. o

“Ask me another. I give that one

Taffy grinned.

“Do you mean to say you don't
know?” .

*Oh, no, I know."”

“And you don't mean to tell me—
eh?”
“Exactly!” said Skelton cheerfully.

And that was all the information
Taffy received on the subject.

CHAPTER 20.
Arthur Makes Up His Mind!
HE Fourth Form at St. Doroithy's
T had gone to bed that night in a
state of unusual excilement. The
sentence of expulsion hanging over the
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head of a member of their Form was
enough to excite them. And when the
fellow was as popular as Redfern minor
was, and when it was felt that he cer-
tainly hadn't done anything bad enough
to merit, the punishment, it was certain
that the Fourth would be greatly per-
turbed. And so they were.

And when Arthur Redfern looked into
the dormitory to see lights out he found
that the Classical juniors had not even
begun to undress, and there were 2 good
many Moderns in the room talking
matters over with them. The Moderns
had a separate dorm, but they were in
no hurry to go to bed that night.

Arthur Redfern was in a gloomy
mood. He told the Modern juniors
harshly to get out, and watched the
Classicals to bed with a face that Brown
III compared with that of a gargoyle.

But Brown made that comparison in
a whisper. No one felt inclined to cheek
Redfern major while he had that ex-
pression on his face. Besides, the
general view of the Fourth was that he
was worried about his young brother,
and they naturally extended him a great
deal of sympathy.

The Classicals tumbled into bed, and
Arthur extinguished the light and left
the room, without heeding or replying
to the good-night of the juniors.

“Pig!” murmured Benson.

“Rats!” said Spratt. ‘“He's bothered
about younz Reddy. I never thought
Rediern major was so fond of his young
brother.”

«That's all you know!” grunted Skel-
ton. ‘Al his affection could be put into
a winkle-shell, T think, without any over-
crowding.”

“He looks awfuliy cut up!”

“Brrr!”

And that was all Skelton had to say.

Redfern major put the lights out in
the Modern dormitory, and the Moderns
noticed his gleomy lcoks.

The day had been one long agony to
Arthur Redfern. He knew what he
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ought to do but he could not make up
his mind to do it. Either bis brother or
he had to suffer; and he was the guilty
party. But to own up in a frank and
manly way, and face the trouble his
folly had brought upon him, how could
he do that? It meant expulsicn from
the school, utter rain to his career,
shame and humiliation without end.
But to let Sidney suffer for him

And he knew the boy well
Redfern would say no word!

All through the day Arthur had been
miserable, gloomy, irritable. His work
had been neglected, his leisure cccupled
with bitter thoughts.

Lunsford had said nothing to him of
thaprevious night’s escapade.  The cap-
tain of &t Dolly's had intended to pick
a bone with him on the subject; but now
that this trouble had fallen upon Artbur,
TLunsford decided to say nothing, Arthur
had enough {rouble now without being
called to account for that.

Arthur had avoided Ransome. The
cad of the Sixth had given his advice,
and Arthur had taken it, hating himself
all the time for doing so. He bated
Ransome, too—he felt that he hated
everything and everybody round him.

After leaving the Fourlh Form dor-
mitorles Arthur slowly descended the
stairs and went into his study. He
threw himself into the armchair there
and abandoned himself to gloomy re-
flections. The gas was unlighted, the
room dark—as dark as his mood.

What was he to do?

What was Sidney thinking ot him aill
the time? Heremembered, witl a pang,’
how harshly he had treated the boy
ever since his coming to St. Dolly’s.
Why had he doneso? Because Sidney’s
open frankness had been an unconscious
reproach to his awn crooked ways; be-
cause he did not care to meet the frank,
questioning eyes of the junior.

And Sidney had repaid him like this!
It was more than heaping coals of fire
on his head. At this very moment the

Sidney

lad was in the punishment-room wait-
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ing for his doom in the morning, his lips
locked for his brother’s sake!

Arthur Redfern groaned aloud.

“Hallo!"

It was Ransome. He had come into
the study with his usual quet tread.

Arthur Redfern looked up at him
savagely. He could only dimly make
out the form of the cad of the Sixth,

“What do you want?”

“Nothing,” said Ransome coolly.
‘“What are you sitting here in the dark
for, mooning? Youwll do yourself no
good.”

“I can do as I like, T suppose?”

“Don't be an ass! You've been going
about all day looking about as jolly as
a funeral. The fellows are putiing it
down to affection for your minor, and
giving you lots of credit on the subject;
but if you keep it up like this theyl soon
begin to suspect that there's something
more in it.”

“I don't care!”

“What's the good of moping? The
worst hasn't happened yef. I heard the
Head speaking to Mr. Ford—"

Arthur sneered.

“Did you? By chance, of course?”

“Never mind that. Only I know the
Head's very much in doubt about young
Redfern; and he was saying something
about seeing him, and trying to bring
him to reason. He doesn't want to
kick him out if he can help it.”

“That's on my account,” said Arthur,
with a bitter lJaugh. “ He wouldn't like
10 bring disgrace on me—— Me! Ha,
ha, ha!™

“What I mean is there’s o chance
vet. You're an ass if you take any step
till the worst comes to the worst. But
it's no geod moping here. Are you
coming out?”

Arthur sat bolt upright in surprise.

“Coming out!”

“¥es. To Cunlifie’s place. You need
cheering up, you know. And we could
ru? down there for an hour or so with-
out risk,”

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

“And you could go there—at sucli a
time as this!” said Arthur slowly.

Ransome shrugged his shoulders.

“Why not?”

“Oh, don’'t talk to me!
alone!”

“I must say you're polite.”

“Get out!™

Ransome whistled sofily, and left the
study. Arthur Redfern rose to his feet,
That he ought to go to the Head and
clear his brother, he knew. But, as
Ransome had suggested, it was no use
meeting his fate half-way. Better wait
till the worst was known, and then, as
a last resource, to save his brother he
could speak. If it were not the sack,
but only a flogging, could not Redfern
minor stand it?

Arthur felt that he must see his
brother, and explain to him—have a
word with him, at all events. He left
the study slowly, and made his way to-
wards Phipps' room. There were diffi-
culties in the way. Phipps had strict
orders that no one was to be admitied
to the punishment-room, and it was &
serious matter to infringe orders from
the Head.

But Arthur felt it must be done. He
could not leave Sidney to a sleepless
night. and the belief that he was to be-
expelled in the morning. If it came to
that, Arthur would own up, and Sidney
must know it.

Arthur tapped at Phipps' door., He
intended to persuade the house-porter.
and give him a liberal tip; but even so
he had his doubts. But, as it happened,
Phipps was not in his room. Arthur
received no reply to his tap, and he
opened the door and looked in. The
light was burning, and the fire was
bright. Phipps had evidently been just
called away. Arthur's glance went
eagerly to the nail beside the fireplace,
upon which the hall-porter usually
hung his bunch of keys. The bunch was
there, and prominent on the bunch was
the long, siim key which opened the doox
of the punishment-roon.

Leave me
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Arthur’s heart beat painfully, but he
did not hesitate. He felt strangely like
a thief as he detached the long key from
the bunch and stepped quickly from
the room. Phipps was not in sight.
The prefect clesed the door silently, and
hurried away.

The first difficulty was over. He had
the key, and after he had seen his
prother he could return it to Phipps, who
would say nothing about the matter, for
his own sake. The prefect hurried
along the dark and deserted Fourth-
Torm passage, and then to the door of
the punishment-room. .

From within he could hear a steady
tramp of fect. Redfern minor was
pacing the narrow limits of his prison
restlessly. The sound went strangely
io Arthur's heart.

He slipped the key quietly into the
lock, and turned it. The tramp of foot-
steps within the room ceased.

Arthur opened the door, stepped
quietly in, and closed it behind him. The
mooniight from the window fell upon his
pale face.

“Arthur!”

“It's T, Sid.”

Redfern minor gazed at him. Any
resentment which might have been
springing up in his breast against his
brother vanished as he saw the deep
lines on Arthur’s face. One day had
heen sufficient to make the handsome
face of the prefect almost haggard.

“You here, Arthur!”

“1 had to come and see you.”

“1t's all right,” muttered Redfern.
1 say, Arthur, old chap, you look ill. I
suppose this is worrying you?”

“Can you ask?”

«well, I suppose it would. But it's
all right. I'm not going to say a word,
even If I'm sacked. You don't think
I'd betray you, Arthur?”

“¥ know you wouldn't, kid.” Arthur's
face worked strangely in the moonlight.
“But—but you don't understand. I
can't let you suffer.”

“That's all right.”
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“I ought to have gone straight to the
Head this morning,” said Artbur, with
a groan; “but I didn't. I don't know
what you've thought of me all day. Thad
to see you, to tell you what I'm going
to do. There would be a row if I were
found here. I've borrowed the key from
Phipps' bunch. I can only stay a few
moments. Look here, Sid, you know
what this would mean to me, if—"

“If you gave yourself away? ¥Yes.”

“The sack,” sald Arthur. “Utter ruin
and shame, and—— Oh, T can’t endure
to think of it. IV’s the same for you if
you're sacked, Sid. But you mayn't be.
You're only a junior, and—and I shall
speak for you, too. Don't laugh. I
know it's odd enough. If I speak for
you, I may bhe able to ward off the worst.
Then itll be a fogeging, Sid. It's not
only the flopzing—you could stand that
—but the disgrace of it. Sid, old man,
could you stick that—tio save me?”

Redfern felt a lump in his throat.

“It’s all right, Arthur,” he said
huskily. “I can stand it. . Whal's a
fogeing if it’s only that? But—I could
stand the other, t00.”

“Never! I'm not such a coward as
{hat,” said Arthur bitterly. “It shan't
come to that, Sid. If it comes to the
worst, and one of us has to go, it shall be
the guilty party—"

Arthur Redfern broke off suddenly.

There were footsteps in ihe passage;
a glimmer of lamplight under the door.
The jingle of a bunch of keys followed.

«Phipps!"” muttered Redfcrn “And
—and he's not alone.,”

“I—I can't find the key, sir.” It was

the house-porter's voice, cleariy and
audible through the door. “It's been
taken off my bunch, sir!”

“Indeed!”

Arthur turned white. Il wis the
Head's volce. He remembered what

Ransome had said of the Doctor's in-
tention to speak once more to Redfcrn

minor. The Head could not have come
at an unluckier moment.
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“I'm very sorry, sir. I haven't the key
now, and ”

““Have you lost it?”

“I'm sure not, sir
off the bunch. I

“¥You have
Phipps.”

“I'm very sorry, sir.
to find another key.”

There was a pause. The brothers, in
the punishment-room, listened breath-
lessly. The door was, of course, un-
locked, and it enly nceded the turning
of the handle to open it. That had not
occurred to Phipps. Would it oceur to
the Head?

“You think the key has been token
off your bunch by someong, Phipps?"”

“Oh, yes, sir; I'm certain.”

“Then it can only have been taken
to open this door. Doubtless the door
is unlocked.”

Phipps turned the handle of the door.
It came open at his touch. The lamp-
light streamed into the room.

Arthur gave a gasp of dismay, and
drew back to the further side of the
roem. The Head stocd in the doorway,
with the porter behind him holding the
lamp. The light streamed in. Dr.
Cranston's glance fell upon Redfern
minor, and then passed him to his
brother, and it fell upon Arthur, and
rested Lhere.

It's been taken

been very carcless,

I might be able

CHAPTER 21.

HNo Confession!

o EDFPERN MAJOR!"

R Dr. Cranston uttered the

name in wonder as his glance

fixed upon Arthur Redfern. A frown
gathered upon his brow.

Arthur's face was pale.

It was the cruellest of ill-luck that the
Head should have discovered him there,
and for the moment it seemed to the
prefect that all was up, that the Head
must guess the {ruth, that the revelation

}‘:;thad strivea to avert must come at
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His eyes sank before Dr. Cranston’s
searching glance, and he cculd not find
his voice to speak. Redfern minor
looked on in silence. He had not lost
his wits, but there was nothing he could
say. If only his brother had not come!

“I am surprised to see you here, Red-
fern major.”

Arthur did not speak.

“I gave orders that no one was to be
admitted to the punishment-room.
Someone has taken the key from Phipps'
bunch. I presume it was you, as I find
you here.”

“Yes, sir.”

Arthur's voice was very low.

“I can understand your concern for
your brother,” said the Head, his face
relaxing a little. “But you are a pre-
fect, Redfern, and you should know your
duty better.”

I 1 1

Arthur’s voice tailed away; he did not
finish the sentence. What could he say?
If the Head had known thz terror-that
was in his heart at that moment, he
would have pitied him; few could have
seen the misery in the prefect’s face
without fealing for him.

“you need not explain,” said the
Head quietly. “I know why you are

here. You had beiter go, Redfern
major. I will speak to you again
presently.”

Arthur’s white face went whiter,
“You—you know, sir!” he stammered
“I can guess, at all events.”

“Oh1”

“You came, I suppose, to speak to
your minor,” said the Head, somewhat
surprised by the despair in the face of
the prefect.I can understand how this
disgrace of your younger brother affects
you. If you had asked me for permission
{o try the effect of your persuasion upon
this obstinate boy, I should not have re-
fused if. But you should not have come
here in this surreptitious manner.

Arlhur smiled in a ghastly way.

The Head was on the wrong scent,
after all. He had not guessed. After
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all, how was he to guess? The pre-
fect’s terror had been founded upon his
anxious mind and his shaken nerves. It
was not possible for the Head to guess
the facts without a clue.

Arthur breathed more freely. The
Head was watching him, and he was
surprised by the changing expressions
of the Sixth-Former's face, He had no
g}lulgd‘m what was passing in Arthur's

“I am sorry, sir,” said Arthur, more
collectedly. “I know I ought not to
have come without your permission; but
—but—"

© “ ynderstand. You may go now. I
will see you again. In fact I wished to
speak to you aboub this matter, even it
I had nof found you here. Wailt for me
in my study.”

“Yes, sit.”

Arthur gave his brother a single
glance as he left the room—a glance of
dumb appeal. But it was not needed.
’I’l?i.s was not the first ordeal Redfern
minor had been through, and he was
not likely to fail in courage at the
eleventh hour.

Arthur Redfern went down the pas-
sage, and the Head motioned to Phipps
to place the lamp upon the table and
retire. There was no gas in the pun-
ishment-room. The door closed upon
the house-porter, and the Head was
alone with the culprit.

The doctor did not speak at once.
There was a painful silence in the room
Za long pause that made Redfern’s
heart beat more quickly.

The light from the lamp fell upon the
junior's face, end showed it troubled,
but calm, steady, and resolute as ever.
1c was not the face of a lad who would
be likely to commit petty and stealthy
faults; the Head could not help think-
ing so as he looked at him.

“Redfern,” said the Head at last—
and his voice scunded strangely deep in
the stiliness of the room—*Redfern,
vou have had a day to think over your
position. Have you come to any
change of mind?”
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“No, sir.”

“you still refuse to explain your visit
to the public-house in Wyndale?"

Redfern was silent.

“you still maintain that you went
there with an innocent motive, and not
for the purpose of associating with the
men of low character who assemble
there?**

“Yes, sir,” said Redfern promptly.

The Head sighed.

«1 would gladly believe you, Redfern.
But you must see yourself how absurd
this story is upon the face of it. If you
have an explanation to give, why do you
not give it?”

“I—I cannot tell you, sir.”

«Ts this the respect that is due to your

headmaster?” said the doctor, with
great patience.
“T am sorry, sir,” said Redfern

earnestly, “I hope you don’t think I
could be disrespectful to you, sir. I'd
cut off my hand first. But—but I can’t
tell you what you ask, sir! I—I can't!™

“Why not?”

Redfern did not speak.

“There is something in this more
than eppears on the surface,” said the
Head. “If you are telling me untruths,
Redfern, you have a great deal to an-
swer for; for if you can leok like that
and lie, I can never trust a boy again.
Redfern, I came here to make a last
appeal to you to satisfy me if you could.
If you have anything to say—anything
that would make your story appear less
incredible—I ask you to eay it. T ask
you to speak to me as a friend, instead
of as a headmaster.”

“Oh, sir!”

“Well, Redfern?”

«Y have nothing to say, =ir.”

The doctor’s face hardened.

“Very well; T have zpoken to you for
the last time, Redfern. I shall not see
you again till the school is assembled
to-morrow morning, when you will be
exnelled in public!” 2

Redfern’s face went whiter, but it did
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not falter.  He was prepared to go
through with the ordeal to the finish.

“Very well, sir. I can only say that
if you knew all about it you wouldn't
think so badly of me,”

“I wish I could believe so, Redfern.”

‘The Head left the room, and Phipps
came in,

“I'm to see you fo bed, Master Red-
fern, and take the light away.”

“Right you are, Phippy!”

And five minutes later Redfern minor
was in bed, the room in darkness, and
the door once more locked upon hin.

CHAPTER 22
Arthur's Last Card!

R. CRANSTON entered his study,
D and gave a slight start as he saw
Redlern major standing by the
desk. He had forgotten for the moment
that he had directed the Sixth-Former

to wait for him in his study,

“You told me to wait here
sir.”

Arthur was still pale, but he
quite collected now.

“Very good! I want to speak to you
about your brother, Redfern,” said Dr.
Cranston, seating himself, and turning
his glance upon the prefect. “About
your visit to the punishment-room I will
say no more. I will take the anxiety
you feel for your brother's fate as g suffi-
cient excuse.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I have spcken to Redfern minor,”
went on the Head. “I can get nothing
from him. He refuses to explain his
visit to the public-house in Wyndale. I
am very soiry to have to say so, Red-
fern, but it leaves me no resource but
to deal with him severely. But it has
occurred to me that you might be able
to give me some clue to his strange
conduct.”

Arthur starled.

::I, sir?™

“Yes. As his elder brother, you have

for you,

was

naturaily kept an eye on him to some
extent since he has been at St. Dorc-
thy's,” Arthur winced, but the Head did
not notice it, “As a prefect, too, you
should know something of the habits
of the juniors. FHave you seen or heard
anything of any disreputable associa-
tions your minor may have had?”

“0Oh, no, sir!”

“¥You were absent from the school at
a time when it was your duty to see
lights out in the Fourth-Form dormi-
tory,” said Dr. Cranston. *It occurred
to me that it might have been on your
minor’s account.”

Arthur was silent,

“Come, Redfern. If you can tell me
anylthing, you surely icnow that it is
your duty to do =o0,” said the Head
kindly. “For your sake, if for no other
reason, I should be glad to deal as gently
as possible with Redfern minor,”

Arthur licked his dry lips. If he
could only have had some of Ransome's
nerve and cynical coolhess his part
would have been easier to play.

“I—I don't know what to say, sir.
You know, this is a terrible blow to me.
I know how my mother will feel it if
Sidney is sent home. I—I feel that I
haven't looked after him as I ought
since he has been at the school.”

“I am sure you have done everything
in your power, Redfern. ¥You must not
take your brother's faults too much to
heart.”

Again the prefect winced.

“I—I don't, sir. But—but if youll
allow me to suggest—"

“Go on.”

“I—I know Sidney is innocent of any
wrongdoing, sir——""

“¥ou mean, you believe it?”

“Well, yes, sir. But—but I know
him, sir. He’'s always been straight as
a die,” said Arthur. *Whoever has been
doing wrong, it wasn't Sidney. I—I
can't explain everything, of course; but
—but I've a pretty good idea how the
case stands. It isn’t obstinacy that
keeps my brother from speaking——"'
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“what is iv, then?”

“He is shielding somebody else, I
think, sir.”

It was a bold stroke. If the Head had
guessed whom Redfern minor was
shielding:- But how could ke, when
the very sugzestion came from Arthur?

Dr. Cranzton locked grave.

*You mean that Redfern minor—-"

“I think he’s sticking up for some-
body else, sir. Suppose—suppcse an-
other fellow—a fellow in his Form, sir
~some Fourth-Fermer—had gone to
that place. Sidney is just the sort of
chap who'd cut off like a shot to fetch
him back, sir, and save him from getting
into trouble.” The prefect’s voice grew
steadier, and as he proceeded he
marked the effect of his words
upon the Head. “He'd cut off,
without stopping to think of the
consequences, to help a—a chum, sir,
Now, he couldn't speak about it with-
oyt giving the other fellow away. That's
how I work it out, sir.”

“Heaven forbid that I should expel a
hoy for acting from a mistaken sense of
honeur!* said the Head, *But—but are
you sure of this, Rediern?”

. “Assure as I can be of anything, sir.”

“Has Rediern minor said anything to
lead you to think =0?”

“Well, yes, sir.”

The doctor pursed his lips.

This was quite a new light to him,

-and, indeed, it cleared up many points

that had been wrapped in mystery. -

“But—-"

“You know, I place great reliance
upon your judzment, Rediern,” said the
Head, after a long pause. “You are the
prefect I trust most, as you know. But
are you surc that your natural anxiety
for your brother has not led you to take
too favourable a view of his conduct?”

“I am quite sure of that, sir, I am
certain of what I say—as certain as I
could be if T had besn with Sidney that
night.”

Another long pause.

“Have you any idea what person he
may be shielding?”

Arthuf writhed. He shrank from
the lie direct. To his weak nature it
seemed much less culpable fo act a
falsehood than to tell one,

“I—I think I could guess, sir; but I
should not care o mention names, As a

prefect, I—TI could look into the matler

later, sir.”

“You have disturbed me very much,
Redfern, by telling me this. I am sure
you would not speak without grounds.
Leave me now; I will reflect upon the
matter., I wish to be just.”

Arthur Redfern left the study.

He breathed deeply when he stood
outside in the corridor.

Had he succeeded? Was that danger
to be escaped, after all?

The perspiration stood in thick drops
on the prefect’s brow.

“I—I say, Redfern major—"

Tt was Skelton of the Fourth. He was
in pyjamas, with his trousers on, and a
Jacket buttoned round his neck, end a
pair of slippers ¢n his feet.

The prefect glared at him severely.

“What are you doing cut of bed, Skel-

ton?"
“T ecouldn't sleep,” said the captain of
the Fourth dismally, “I—I've been
thinking about Reddy. I—I was sure
you'd do something for him, Redfern
major. I tried to get to his room, but
Phipps is looking out. I say, is there a
chance for him?”

“I think so.”

Skelton's face brighitened up wender-
fully
He won't be sacked?”

“I hope not.”

“Hurray!"”

“Don't make a row here, you yo
ass! Take twenty lines for being out
of your dorm after lights out,” said
Arthur. “Oh, never mind! Don't dc
the lines; but get back to bed sharp.”

“But there's a real chance for
Reddy?”
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“Yes. Cut off!”

-“Good esg!”

And Skelton cut off. _But he did not
go back to the Fourth Form dormitory.
Hle scouted round Phipps’ room, and
saw that the house-porter was there;
and then he scuttled off to the punish-
ment-room as silently as a ghost.

He tapped lightly on the door. All
was dark within, but he was pretty
certain that his chum was not asleep.

“Reddy!” he whispered through the
keyhole.

Redfern minor sat up in bed.

“Hallo! Is that you Skelton?”

“yes, I've seen your major. He's
been with the Head; and he says there’s
a chance for you. He thinks you won't
be sacked!”

Redfern minor sprang out of bed. In
a second he was at the keyhole, tremb-
ling with anxiety and excitement.

“Skelton!™

“I'm here!”

“FHas Arthur owned up? Is he—"

“I don't think so. He didn't look like
it. He's worked it somehow without
giving himself away,” said Skelton.
“He's jolly deep, you know; and I dare
say Ransome put him up to some dodge.
Ransome is full of dodges.”

Redfern felt a weight lifted from his
mind.

“Good-night!” whispered Skelton.

*“Good-night, old chap!™”

Skelton scuttled away, and Redfern
niinor went back to bed in a greatly re-
lieved frame of mind.

CHAPTER 23
To Go or Not to Gol
EDFERN MINOR was out of bed
in the punishment-room al the
first gleam of daylight. .
He had slept hut little that night.
Skelton's whispered words of encour-
agement had done more than anything

keep him awake, as a matter ot
fact,
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But he did not feel heavy from want
of sleep. He was in too exciled a state
for that.

Upon the happenings of that morning
his whole future depended.

Was ke to be sacked or had Arthur’s
intercession saved him? Was he to re-
main, after all, at St. Dolly’s?

Long before the rest of St. Dolly’s was
awale Rediern was up and dressed, and
filling in the time by striding about the
narrow limits of the punishment-room.

It seemed an age to him before he
heard the sounds of the awakening
houschold below.

The key clicked in the door at last,
and Phipps looked into the room.

There was & sombre cxpression upon
the house-porter’s face. Redfern’s face
feli o little as he observed it., If there
was hope for him, the porter evidently
did not know it.

“Good-morning, Phippy!”

“'Mornin’, Master Redfern!”

“Where's my brekker?”

“I ain't come for that, Master Red-
fern. You're to foller me to the 'Ead’s
study 1-‘1 * gaid Phipps sorrowfully. .

“Oh1” 5

“ywhich I'm sorry it's ‘appened, Master
Redfern,” said the house-porter, as he
led the way. “If it was to be only a
flogging I'd hoist you with pleasure.”

“Thank you!” said the junior, with
a faint smile.

Phipps tapped at the Head’s door, and .
marched the Fourth-Former in. The
Head was standing by the window, and
he turned a severe face upon the boy.

“You may go, Phipps.”

The house-porter retired, with a last
look of comumiseration at Redfern minor,
which did net give the junior much
encouragement.

Redfern waited. '

Dr. Cranston did not seem to be in
a hurry to speak. Perhaps he did not
yealise what torture the suspense was to
the anxious lad.

Redfern’s eyes had time to note the
anxious and thoughtful wrinkles on the
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Doctor's face, and to observe, too, the
cane lying on his writing-table. What
was the cane ced there ready for?
If he were going {o he expelled, the
Head could not b2 going to cane him,
too. It was not likely. The sight of the
cane generally had a periurbing effect
upon youthful delinguents shown into
the Head's study. Under the circum-

s, it had an opposite effect upon

His hear{ keat quickly, more hopelully.

“Redfern,” said the Head last, “1
have something to say to you which you
will probably be glad to hear. Your
brother has given me what explanation
he could of your conduct, and he re-
gards it in a more favourable light than
I did mysell. I have tried to come to
his way of thinking. I am so anxious
not to commit an act of possible In-
justice that ¥ shall run the risk of par-
doning one who has done flagrant
wrong. You will not be expelled!”

Redfern’s heart beat so hard that he
felt almost suffocated. He could not
speak.

- “Redfern major is the prefect whom I
trust the most in the school, with per-
haps one exception,” said the Hoad.
“His opinion would naturally carry
great weicht with me. As he is your
brother, he should know you. His
opinion is that you are acting in this
peculiar manner for the purpoze of
shielding someone else who is at fault—
that not you but another is really
guilty!”

Redfern started.

In giving that explanation to the
Head, Arthur had been sailing very near
to the wind—very near to the wind in-
deed.

Dr. Oranston read the boy's ex-
pression.

“Ts this trus, Redfern?”

Silehce.

“Very well. I repeat that I shrink

from the possibility of committing a
great injustice,” sald the Head. ‘I shall
niot, therefore, expel you. But your
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refusal to answer questions put to you
by your Form-master and your head-
masier must be severely punished. Iam
going {o cane you!”

“Yes, sir.”

Redfern spoke quite cheerfully,. He
knew how Dr. Cranston could “lay it
on,"” but the severest caning was nothing
to an expulsion. He felt that he could
ugh that caning with a sinile on

*“Have you anything to zay, Redfern?”

“Only thst I thank vou, sir, and that
I am sorry I should seem to be disre-
spectful to you.”

“Very good! Bcnd over!™

Dr. Cranston took up the cane. Red-
fern bent aver, and the canc descended
upon him a dozen times. Dr. Cransion
had a scientific way of laying the canc
on, and the first blow made Redfern
shiver. Before the last had been de-
livered the junior's face was white and
strained, and pain seemed to be tingling
through every nerve in his body.

But he held his lips tightly shut: he
held back the tears that would fain have
forced themselves into his eyez.

Redfern was “game ™ all through.

Dr. Cranston laid down the cane.

“You may go, Redfern.”

“Thank you, sir!”

The boy leit the sludy unsteadily, and
closed the Goer behind him. The pain
was terrible; he had never felt anything
like it before, except once, when he had
had an accidental kick on the shin at
football.

The Head had said that the punish-
ment was to be severe, and it had been
severe. But Rediern was to stay at St.
Deolly's!

There was a patler of feet in the
passage, and Skelton and Brown ran
up.

“Reddy, I've juvt seen Phipps, You've
been to the Head

Redfern ncdcled

“What's the verdict?”

“#old on,” sald Redlern In a low
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voice.
minute.”

Redfern bit his lips. The pain was
passing, and Redfern was tough, too.

“Il's all right, kids, A licking's only
a licking. Let's get in to brekker.”

And Redfern minor went in to brealk-
fast between his two chums, cach of
them holding an arm, and all three of
them grinning serenely.

“Don’t speak to me for a

CHAPTER 23.
An Amazing Proposition{

AG!”?
F Ransome stood at the door of
his study and called.

Redfern minor drew a deep breath,
end answered the call. Therc was a
very agreeable expression on the senior's
face as he beckoned his fag to enter.

They entered Ransome’s study, and
the senior closed the door. Then the
agreeable expression faded from his
face. Redfern, vaguely alarmed, stepped
back from him and closed his fists.

The senior laughed savagely.

“Don't be afraid, you young ass!”

“I'm not afraid,” said Redfern
sturdily. *“I don't know what your
game Is, but I don't trust you. I'm not
going to fag for you any more!”

1 don't want you to fag for me.”

“Then why—'

“Do you thmk your services are any
more valuable than those of any other
cheeky little rat in the Fourth Form?”
sneered Rancome. ‘You are mistaken
if ynu do. I want you for something

else.”

“What, then?”

“You ran a great risk for your brother
yesterday?”

“That’s all over.”

“¥ou think you saved him?*

“I suppose he was saved from being
sacked.” sald Redfern wonderingly. “I
don't want to talk about it., Whai are
you driving at?”

“*Only this—that Redfern major is on
the verge of ruin,” said Ransome, in
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cold, metallic tones. “If you choose to
save him, I can help you; if you den't,
it's no business of mine. You can take
your choice,”

Redfern looked at him fixedly.

“Arthur—my brother—on the verge
of ruin?”

H¥eskt

“How?"

‘“He lost twenty pounds the
night at the Green Man!”

Redfern almost staggered.

“Twenty pounds!™

1 ch, nnd gave his signature for it.”*

“Oh!

“If the money isn't paid in three days
Cunliffe will come up to the scheol for
it,” said Ransome coldly. ‘‘It's no busi-
ness of mine. I don’t owe him a penny.
Redfern owes him fwenty pounds. He
has about ten shillings, I believe, in his
pockets. You can save him.”

“I? I haven't any money!™

Ransome leaned towards him.

“I can tell you how to get it.”

“Twenty pounds?”

"¥es.”

“Youre raving!
sib]y get such a sum

‘ Easily.”

Redfern drew a deep breath. 2

“Honestly?”

“Of course!™

“Go ahead!™” sald Redfern minor:

Redfern minor drew & deep breath,
and waited for Ransome to speak, Ran-
some seemed in no hurry to do so. He
went to the door, opened it slightly, and
glanced into the passage, and closed 1t
again, He evidently wanted to make
certain that there were no eaves-
droppers; and Redfern minor felt a>
strange thrill of expectancy.

Ransome came back towards him,
The light, careless look was quite gone
from the senior's face. His lips were
tight; his eyes had a restless glitter In
them.

“You are game?” he sald slowly, and
in a low voice.

Redfern met his eves fearlessly.

olher

How could I pos«
an
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#I am game if it's a question of help-
Ing Arthur,” he said steadily. “I don’t
Enow what you're driving at.”

“I can tell you how to put twenty
pounds in your pocket,” went on Ran-
some. “I Delieve you can do it, but it
depends upon your pluck and nerve. I
can simply show you the way.”

“If it’s honest, I'm game.”

“Oh, it's honest enough. Do ¥you
think I'm proposing that you ghould
commit a burglary?”’ exclaimed Ran-
some irritably.

“I shouldn't be surprised.”

“¥You younz cub! I—— Buf never
mind! Took here; listen to me, and
don’t jaw. You remember I saw your
fight with young Morgan of the
Fourth?”

“Tafly? Yes."

"“¥ou knocked him out essily, though
he was bigger and older than you, and
he was always looked upon as the best
fighting-man in the Form.”

“He put up o jolly good fight,” said
Redfern.

“After that, I took you in hand, and
gave you some boxing-lessons. You've
learned about as much as I can teach
you now.”

“Thanks!”

“And now—- Mind, whether you
take this thing on or not, this is to be
kept dark. You understand that?”

“You can trust me.”

“Good! To come to the pumt are
you game to meet a fellow in the ring,
with twenty pounds to win for yourself
if you lick him?"”

Redfern almost staggered.

T'or some moments the full meaning
of the proposition hardly came home to
him, and he could only stare blankly at
the Sixth-Former. Ransome was watch-
Ing him with a peculiar, rat-like glance.

“In the ring?” sald Redfern at last.

¥ ¥es"

* You—you don't mean a prize-fight?”

“In a way, yes.”

"y fight for money?” said Redfern,
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recovering himself a little. “You—you
rotten blackguard!”

Ransome's hands clenched convul-
sively.

*¥You refuse, then?”

“Yes! A thousand times, yes! What
do you take me for? Why, we should
both be expelled from St. Dolly’s, for
one thing, if Dr. Cranston got a hint
of it—and we should jolly well deserve
it, too!” exclaimed Redfern hotly.

“Dr. Cranston would not hear of it,
you young foo} It would be a dead
secret.”

“Well, I won't have any hand in it.
I'm jolly certain that Arthur doesn't
know you have proposed such a thing
to me.”

Ransome's ip curled.

“Arthur would take the tin quick
enough, I can assure you of that, kid.
Don’t worry on that polnt. But the
question is, are you game?”

“Not for that sort of thing.”

“You refuse?”

“yes?
“Very good! Ii's no business of mine,
as I said. If you prefer to see your

ma_l?f‘ kicked out of St. Dolly’s well and

Redfern started. In his indignation
he had forgotten that for the moment.
He must save his brother af any cost.

CHAPTER 5.
Thy 01 Story!

HAVE told you that Arihwr owes
Cunlifie twenty pounds,” said
Ransome coolly. “If yvou fight,

and win, I can guarantee you the
money. I think you would win. I want
you to meet a kid about a year older
than yourself—a tough young specimen,
who has knocked out fellows over
twenty—but I think you could handle
it? Phere's a purse put up for the win-
ner, It will be a good fight—gloves on,
and little harm done. You're nos afraid
of a few hard knocks, I suppose?™
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“It's not that.”

“It will be a dead secret. You leave
St. Dolly’s with me, with a pass from a
prefoct. We get back early, nobody ihe
wiser. You're letting a big chance slip.”

“Does Arthur know?”

“What does that matter?”

“ Answer my question, anyway.”

“Well, no,” said Ransome; “hc doesn't
know. He knows I've undertaken—
ahem!—that T've thought of puiting up
somisbody to meet the Chicken, but
that’s all he knows. He hopes to raise
some tin on the affair.”

“If you told him—"

*I'm not going to tell him. IHe would
be responsible, as a prefect, if he knew.
Wheot's the good of adding to Lis
worrics? He's got enough at present.”

Redfern nodded. He did not believe
that Ransome was as considerate as his
words implied; the cad of the Sixth had
some other molive for keeping the facts
awny from Redfern major.

“But—but it was only last weck Lthat
ost money to Cunlife and his
junicy broke out. ' ¥ou've heen
taking me up for boxing for weeks. You
had this id in your mind all alonz.”

The hoy did not answer. Ransome
was a shady rascal, and there was no
doubt that he had someihing to gain
should the boy beat the Chicken.

_But twenty pounds was a big sum—
he sum that would save Arthur from
disgrace!

“Well?” sald Ransome impatiently.
* Have yvou made up your mina?"”

“Yes. I'll do as you wish—for twenty
pounds.”

“Twenty pounds if you win—nothing
but a licking if you lese,” snid Ransomo,
with a grin. *““¥You understand that, of
course.”

“Of course.”

“Good! Il's setlled, ther

“But do you re
a chap who fighi

»
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Redfern, in wonder. “I can't belicve it
myself,”

“I shouldn't rl'k money on you if 1
didn’t think so.’

“I supposc not.
take place?”

“This evening.”

Redfern started.

“Then you had it 2ll cut and dried
ready!” he said bitlerly. I shouldn't
wonder if you mads Arithur lese that
money on purpose.”

Ransome shrugged his shoulders.

“Yeuwll be ready to leave the scheol
at seven,” he said. “'We shall easily be
back hy your bLed-time. You needn’t
take anything with you. Everything
that's required will ke on the spot,
We'd better not go out together—it
might be noticed. I71 meet vou on the
footpath at the stile at ten-past seven.’”

“Very good. Where will it take
place?”

At Wyndaie.”

Redfern minor nodded and left the
study. His face was harassed in ex-

ression as he went along (o hiz own
quarters. He was in for it now, thag
was certain; yel how could he regret it,
when it was the only mcans of .aving
Arthur?

Wien is the fizht to

CHAPTER 26.
QOut of Bounds!

EDFERN MINOR met Ransome in
the lane that evening.

They crossed the stile, and
plunged into the darkness of the foot-
path through the wood, Redfern did
not know where they were going, but
he asked no questions. He was in Ran-
soime’s hands now. He knew that the
destination was somewhere near Wyn-
dale—perhaps at the Green Man ltself.
Tne thought made him shiver. But it
was too late for him to think of drawing
back from even thal now.

rough the wood they came ont on
he Wyndale Road. There a trap
with a mean sitting in it
and even in the

WAS W
holding

ting,
tie reins,
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gloomy Redfern recesnised him as one
of the gambling {raternity he had seen
at WMr, Cunlifie’s public-house.

The man lcoked down at them.

“It's all right?” he acked,

“¥Yes.”

“Gozd! Jump in.”

Ransome and the juniar entered the
trap. The man drove off and, skirting
the Wyndale Road, entered a narrow
lane that ran at the back of the long
garden of the Green Man. At the end
of the garden was a little wooden build-
ing, screened by thick trees and shrub-
bery from the inn. Redfern had never
seen it before, but it was familiar
ground to his companion. In that
secluded building, safe from prying eyes,
more than one exhibition of the so-
called “manly art” had taken place,
and rivals bruised and hammered
one another for the satisfaction of Mr.
Cunliffe and his friends, and the profit
of the bookmakers.

The trap stopped In the lane, and
Ramnsoime and Redfern aligchted. The
trap «rove away again, and Ransome
opened the gate. Then he tapped at
the door of the shed,

From chinks in the wooden walls
came gleams of light. There was a
murmur of volces within,

Redfern caught suddenly at his com-
panion’s arm.

“Ransome, have—have I got to face
a-crawd of them, then?

The senior looked dewn at him with a
contemptuous smile.

“Did you think you were going to
fight in & corner, Redfern? Of course
you will meet the Chicken in the ring,
with a crowd looking on.”

Redfern set his teeth, and said no
more. It was only what he should have
expocted, but it came as a shock to
him. The door of the shed opened from

i but, to the boy's relief, the
glare of light, and the sea of
did not burst upon him.” The door
pened inta a part of the building cur-
taincd of from the rest by rough
canvas, and apparently used as a kind
of dressing-room.

It was lighited by a swifiging oillamp.
There were three or four individuals in
the recom, and the first who met Red-
fern's eyes was Mr. Cunliffe. The land-
lord of the Green Man came quickly
forward.

“It's you, then!” he said in a tone of
relief,

Ransome
impatiently.

“Yes, of course.
me?”

“Yes, after your note; but—"

“Well, here I am!”

“There’s many a slip, you know,”
said Mr. Cunliffe, “Bub, as you say,
here you are. There’s a kottle on the
table; help yourself. The kid looks all
right. Not nervous, youngster—eh?”

“No,” said Redfern quietly.

“Over young to meet the Chicken,”
said one of the others, looking at Red-
fern very dubiously. *‘I dién't think of
seeing a kid like that!”

“Don't discourage him before
start, Speener.”

“I don’t want to discourage him,”
said Mr. Snooner. “But I think what I
think. The Chicken would make two
of him!"”

“He will make hay of the Chicken,”
said Ransome irritably. * Do you think
I don't know a chap's form? TI've seen
this kid knock out a chap bigger than
himself, and a chap who could use his
fists, too, and was as plucky as need ke.
I've taken him in hand myself, and
there's few tricks he doesn't know. I

shrugzed his sheulders

Didn't vou expect

the

say that he'll make hay of the
Chicken!”
“I hope he will,” said Mr. Spconer;

but his tone indieated that he regarded
the hope &s very ill-founded.

CHAPTER 27.
Redforn Meets the Chizken!
b QU can rely on me, if not on
Y Ransome, Spooner,” said Mr.
Cunliffe, “Didn’t I "ave an eye
on the kid the frst (ime I saw him?
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Look at him—pinch him!
that he’s alive all over.”

Redfern endured it patienily as the
men gathered round him and accepted
Mr. Cunliffe’s invitation to look at him
and pinch him. Ransome made him
take his jacket and waistcoat off, and
he was looked at, punched, and pinched
1ill they were satisfled.

“Look at them muscles,” said Mr.
Cunliffe. “Pinch 'em. They're the real
stuff. He don't mind it, either; he's got
grit. It ain't the muscle only, though;
he’s hard—he's fit! Blessed if the kid
ain't trained as hard as I've seen some
reg’lar pugs!”

“Well, you ain’t far wrong there,”
admitted Mr. Spooner. *“The kid keeps
himself fit. How do you do 1t
youngster?”

“ Cricket,” said Redfern—* foolball”

The laconic reply caused a laugh.
Rough and unpleasant as they were in
many respects, the men in the dressing-
room seemed very good-natured, once
they had their confidence in Mr. Cun-
liffe’s champion restored. Ransome
viewed the whole scene irritably.

The voices on the other side of the
canvas hangings seemed to grow louder,
and there was a sound of stamping on
the flcor.

Mr. Cunliffe chuckled,

“They're getting impatient.”

“Many there?” asked Ransome.

“Four dozen at least—three bookies.”

“Good!"”

Ransome passed into the other part
of the shed. The canvas dropped behind
him, but not before Redfern had caught
a glimpse of a brilliantly lighted and
crowded room, with a ring roped off for
the fight.

Mr. Cunliffie and the others gathered
and conversed in low, eager tones. Red-
fern sesmed forgotten for the moment.
But Redfern had not come there for
nothing, and he approached Mr. Cun-
liffe and tapped his arm. The landlord
of thz Green Man looked down at him.

Youll sec

FOR HIS BROTIER'S SAKE!

“What do you want, youngster?”

“Ransome says I am to have twenty
pounds if I wi

“0Oh, he did, did he?”

“¥ez Isupposeit’s all right?™

Mr. Cuniifie gave a laugh, in which
the others joined.

“The kid can look oul for himseif,
for all he looks so innocent,” remarked
Mr. Spooner. “What do you want
twenty quid for, youngster?”

“That's my affair,” said Redfern
cooliy, “I want i, and if I win I'm
going to have it.”

“It's all right, itid,” said Mr. Cunliffe
good-naturedly. “There’s a purse of
twenty thick ’'uns for the winner, and
if you beat the Chicken it's yours. Look
‘cre, if"yvou feel safe about the event, I'll
lay a quid or two on for you, if you like,
with the bookies. I can get long odds,
and you might net a tenner besides.”

Redfern shook his head.

“No, thanks, sir.”

“You don’t feel sure?” .

“I don't know yet. I haven't seen
the other fellow. But it's net that, I
don’'l want to bet.”

“You're willing to prize-fight and not
to bet?” said Mr. Cunliffe, with a sneer;
and Redfern turned crimson. “Well,
have it your own way, it's nothing ta
me."

“Here's the Chicken,” =aid M
Spooner.

A young fcllow about three years
older than Rediern entered. ‘The
Jjunior of St. Dolly’s looked at him with
quick curiosity.

This was_ the antagonist he was (o
meet in the ring.

The Chicken was not much taller
than Redfern, in spite of his years, but
he was much more broadly built, and
his arms looked like legs of mutiton. His
face was hard and hersh, and bore the
marks of previous encounters. There
was a cut on his lip that twisted it, and
gave his mouth a peculiar expression of
being perpetually on the . His eyes
were small and sunken, bat very keen
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and quick. He was heavier, and evi-
dently stronger, than Redfern, though
hardly taller; and at a superficial glance
few would have hesitated to pronounce
that the Chicken would prove an easy
victor in the coming fight.

He ncdded to bMr. Cunliffe, who
hastened to introduce him to Redfern.
The Chicken grinned good-naturedly at
the junior from 3% Dolly’s.

He was evidently amused at {he idea
of the schoolboy standing up to him
in the ring.

And Redfern, now that he had seen
his opponent, understood what a terrible
task he had taken upon himsell. Defeat
was at least as likely as vlctcry, and it
was quite on the ca he had
undertaken the whole d.isgraceful busi-
ness for nothing—that he would be
beaten, and return.to St. Dolly’s without
the power to help Arthur out oi his
scrape. But at the thought of that his
lips set and his eyes flashed. He would
be killed before he would give in! He
would save Arthur!

FRansome came back from the other
room, his face flushed and his eyes
sparkling. He had evidently the highest
hoyges. I Cunlifie looked at his
watch,

“Look to the kid, Ransonwe,
bring him in.”

“All right.”

Ranzoine helped Redfern to change.
No <lese chum could have been more
careful of him than Ransome was; but
the boy was not grateful. Ransome was
thinking of bimself only; he would net

a small for{une if Redfern won—and-if
he lost But the cad of the Sixth
hardly dared to think of that. With all
his cunning and caution, Ransome had
plunged deep ihis time—very deep.”

“Peel fit, kid?”

“Fit as a fiddle!™

“* You're not nervous?”

“ N

“That’s all right, then,” said Ran-
some, ‘“Remember what depends upon
the show you makeX

and
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“I'm not likely to forget.”

“Come on, then,”

And they passed {he canvas into the
crowded room, ainid the glare of lights
and the buzz of voices.

CHAPTER 125
In the Ring!
. 1 ERE they are!”
The stamping and growling
in the shed ceased, and every
cye was turned eagerly upon the two
champions.

There was a ripple of raucous
laughter as Redfern minor was seen, A
red-faced bookmaker waved a fat, red
hand with rings on it.

“ Anything you like agin the kid!™

And the crowd laughed again.

To their minds 1t was absurd to pit
this lad against the Chicken, who had
come thrcugh a score of fighis with
credit, if not always with success. The
bookmakers were grinning, and Ran-
some had no difficulty in gefting the
odds he wanted. Mr. Cunliffie and his
friends were doing very well—if Red-
fern won!

Redfern flushed re
laughter.

Nobody there, except his own immes-
diate backers, believed that he had any
chance against the Chicken.

But he knew very well that the
opinion of a man like Cunliffe, and of
a fellow like Ransome, weighed more
than the views of this crowd, founded
an a hasty survey.

The advantages of the Chicken were
apparent to every eye—breadth of
shoulder, length of reach, huge
strength and endurance, and dogged
chstinacy. Redfern's advantages were
not so easy to see, but they were there,
nevertheless.

Ransome was confident. The bets he
was booking showed that. The chuckles
of the erowd only brought & quiet smile
to his face,

d at the insulting
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And that smile was veiy encouraging
to Redfern minor,

The Chicken grinned and winked at
the people round, as if te enter into the
general joke. He took the whole thing
humorously. The nen there took it
humorously, too; and some who would
have been disappointed and angry at
the sizht of Redfern, rccovered their
good temper when they fournd that
there were persons present ready 1o take
the bets they 1aid against the schoolboy.

“It’s a blooming joke!” said a thick-
set, red-faced man. “It's a joke of
Cunliffe’s.”

“Why didn't you bring a kid cut of
the nursery, Cunliffe?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"You might as well seb up a jack-
rabbit agin the Chicken!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Put your brass on your opinion,
then, Mr, Buckle,” said Mr Cunliffe,
with a grin.

“¥ou bet!” said Mr. Buckle promntly.

The whole scene, the whole talk,
sickened Redfern. He felt as il he had
got into a new world—a world of gree
and brutality, of vulgarity and sordid-
ness. Was it really he—Redfern minor,
of the Fourth Form at St. Dolly’'s—who
was standing here among this crew of
gamktlers, ruffians, and sharpers? It
seemed like some evil dream!

Ransome glanced at him sharply.

“Pull yourself together,” he said In
a whisper. “What's the matter with
you? What are you mooning about?”

Redfern flushed hotly.

“I'm all right!”

The referee, n stout man in a fancy
walstcoat, who looked considerably more
decent than any of Mr. Cunliffe’s
friends, glanced quizzically at Redfern
minor; but at the second glance his ex-
pression changed a little. It occurred
to him then that the lad had a chance.

Redfern had stripped for the fight in
the dressing-room. It only remained
ti! don the gloves and step into the
ring,

Ranscme was to be his second. The

ad of St Dolly’s had made all pre-
parations. He helped Redfern on with
the gloves.

The timekeeper had taken out his
watch,

“You're ready, kid?” whispered Ran-
some.

For one moment his  confidence
seemed to be shaken, and a tone of
anxiety crept into his voice.

Redfern nodded.

“I'm ready.”

“Mind, this isn't an easy maftter. It's
fizhting Morgan or Skelton at
's,” whispered Ransome hur-
You ‘11 have all your werk cut

tnwt"

icken is a hard hitter, and if
you let him get in soine of his heavy
body-blows you are done for. Mind
that; and mind you don't get too close,
either. TI've seen the Chicken fight be-
fore, vou know. He has the strength
of an ox, and he could smash you with
one straight blow, if you let him.”

Redfern grinned faintly,

“I shan't let him if I can help it.”

“Good! Mind, take it easy in the
first round. He will try to force the
fighting, and you must be on the defen-
sive. Take his measure before you let
yourself go.”

“Right-ho!”

Redfern cast any depressing feelings
from him now. He could not afford to
look back. He must think of nothing
but the conflict, and victory. He had
e terrible task to tackle, and it needed
all his energies,

“Good!"” said Redfern. *Go it1”
Redfern stepped into the ring.
timekeeper was looking at his waich,
The Chicken stepped to meet his o

nent with a grin on his face.

“Time!”

They shook hands, and then Redfern
stepped quickly back, and was on the
defensive in & ffash.

The Chicken grinned, and advanced

i ¢
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upon him, and Redfern went back and
back, till he had been driven almost
round the ring. Ransome’s face never
moved, but from the crewd came
laughter and jeers.

** Licked at the start!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Take him henie to bed!”

“Give him some milk!”

“HMaw, haw, haw!"”

And then the rude and ill-matured
jests died into sudden silence. The
Chicken had made a sudden rush, de-
termined to bring things to a climax.
The antagonists were at close quarters,
and all of a sudden the fizhting became
fast and furicus.

CHAPTER £9.
BGlow for Biow!

EDFERN MINOR set his teeth
bare The -whole scene was so

new and strange to him that, in
spite of his determination, it was not
surprising that he was not quite himself
at first. ¥He had taken Ransome's advice
in keeping on the defensive at the start,
and it had served him well; but th
ike a W]

_ Chicken was upon him now 1
wind.

Redfern was still upon the defensive.
He could do, no more, but it lcoked
doubtful whether he would be able to
save himself. The Chicken’s blows came
like lightning, drive after drive that
looked capable of felling an eox, and yet
were -Celivered with amazing rapidity.

‘'All Redfern knew of guarding came
into play then in resisting that tre-
mendous attack. The Chicken felt
humiliated that such an opponent
should stand up to him at all, and he
was determined to end it in a single
round. But Redfern minor was made of
sterner stuff than the Chicken and his
admiress dreamed of in their philo-

A

His defence was splendid, conslder-
Ing; but the Chicken was putting his
beef Into it—as Mr, Buckle remarked—
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with a vengeance. It seemed as if he
would simply sweep Redfern out of
existence.

“Ah!” murmured Mr.

The Chicken had “get home” at
last. His heavy fist came upon Red-
fern’s check, and the junior staggered.

Crash came the Chicken's left on his
chin as he did go, and Redfein went
down like a log.

Cras

The crash upon
through the place.
from the cnlookers.

“Haw, haw!”

“Put him to bed now, Cuntific!”

Cunliffe muttered something under
his breath. The timekesper was count-
ing, and Redfern struggled up. If ten
were counted before he was cn his feet
he was licked; and the mere thought of
the shame of being defeated in the first
round scemed to imbue him with new
life,

He struggled up; but the Chicken was
ready, and he was swept down again
with a blow that made his head ring.
He crashed on the boards,

“Time!” .

Ransome drew a long, leng breath.

The call of time eame most cppor-
tunely to Redfern. He could not have
gained his feet and stood up under the
slogging blows of the Chicken.

The Chicken grinned as he went back
to his corner. Redfern was breathing
hard. He joined Ransome, who made
a knece for him, and sponged lis face
quietly.

Redfern hzad expected fault-finding,
if nothing more, and he was surpriced
that Ransome did not say a word.

“Time!”

Redfern minor stepped back briskly
into the ring.

There was 2 hum of surprise from
the spectators. They had expected to
sece him come up stoggering and weak,
if he came up to the-=scratch at all. To
their surprise, he looked as fresh as
when he had faced the Chicken for the

Cunliffe.

the boards rang
There was a lauvgh
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first time, except for the marks of the
blows upon his face.

“My ’at!” said Mr. Buckle. “There’s
something in the kid, arter all!”

“Oh, this roundll finish him!" said
another.

Redfern heard the words, which were
spoken quile in his hearing. A flash
came Into his eyes. If only to confound
the prophets and disappoint the unfeel-
ing onlookers who cared so little for
his feelings, he was determined that the
Chicken should never beat him.

‘The Chicken commenced the second
round with the same tactics as before.
He wanted to wipe Redfern off the ring,
80 to speak, and to show that he—the
Chicken—was not the kind of pug to
be tackled by a schoolboy.

But his atfack, though as fast and
furious as before, did not have the same
effect.

Redfern was ai home now; he was
quite himself. He was as cool as an ice-
berg, and his eyes never wavered. Hig
guard was perfect,

Ransome grinned wilth satisfaction,
and glanced at Cunliffe; and the land-
lord of the Green Man glanced back
with equal satlsfaction.

Their champlon was showing
quality now.

The Chicken, amazed and annoyed,
redoubled his efforts. A little morc
wisdom would have shown him that he
had underrated his opponent, and that
his game was to draw Redfern, not to
waste wind and strength in hammering
attacks; but the Chicken, whatever he
might be In other respects, was not,
as Ransome had remarked, Redfern's
cqual in sense,

He allowed anger {o urge him on, and
Instead of changing his tactics, he only
hammered away more furiously than
ever,

his

“My hat!” murmured Ransome to
Mr, Spooner. “It’s a bull at a gate
business now. He can’t touch our
man!”

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

And  Mr.  Spooner nodded and
chuckled. The Chicken slackened down
at last in sheer exhaustion, as his rain
of blows proved to have no effect upon
the boy before him.,

Redfern had given way hardly a foot
of ground. There was no driving him
round the ring thls time; and the
harder his foe came at him, the more
keen he seemed to become, the more
steady and cool

‘The onlookers were silent now. They
realised that they had misjudged Cun-
liffe’s man, and some of them recalled
still more keenly that they had been a
little hasty in laying reckless kets upon
the Chicken. Stil), they were far from
losing confidence. The schoolboy was
putting up an unexpectedly tough fight,
but he could never pull it off.

That was the general opinion. But
as the Chicken slackened, Redfcrn was
seen to change hils game in a flash so
quickly that the eye could scarcely
foliow him, )

He had been on the defence all the
time. Now, like lightning, he was at-
tacking; and, wonder of wonders, the
Chicken was giving ground before him!

Redfern’s blows came in thick and
fast, and the astonished Chicken
guarded them very weakly.

Redfern’s right landed on his chin,
and his left on the Chicken's brawny
chest; then the right again on the side
of the jaw as the Chicken swung half-
round.

The Chicken simply staggered.
some's eyes were blazing now,
shouted aloud in his excitement:

“Go it! Right on the mark, kidi”

But Redfern had no chance yet gai
the “mark.”

He drove in another leit-hander, and
the Chicken swayed back right to the
ropes, and feebly defended himself
against a hot attack. The spectators
were hushed. Was the Chicken going
down—down before the attack of this
youngster?

It was incredible, but it was happen-

Ran-
He
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ing. The Chicken seemed nowhere.
Redfern’s right was drawn back. 1In
another second the Chicken would have
been swept off his feet by a tremendous
upper-cut he could not guard.

Knock, knock, knock!

It was a furious knocking ab the door
of the shed. Redfern started back, and
the opporlunily was lost. The Chicken
dropped his hands In astonishment.
‘The fight stopped of its own aceord.

‘The pugilists and the crowd looked
at one another in consternation. Mr.
Cunliffe turned pale.

Knock, knock, knock!

—_—
CHAPTER 30.

Another Redfern Arrives!

NOCK! EKnock! Knock!

The knocking rang, with a

hollow sound, through the silent

room. The noisy erowd were silent now
—silent and uneasy.

Mr. Cunliffe was stariled. Ransome
deadly pale. The Chicken, with a grin
and a shrug of the shoulders, sat down
on a chair at the corner of the ring, and
crossed his legs. Redfern minor re-
mained standing where he was, the
gloves still on his hands, his face
startled and gale.

If it should be someone from St.
Dolly’s!

‘That thought was in the minds of
both the senior and the junior. Sus-
bicion had beert awakened lately at the
school, they knew that. It was quite
possible that a master, or perhaps Luns-
ford, had tracked them to the public-
house.

To be discovered engaged in a prize-
fight! The thought made Redfern’s
senses swim. That his motive was good,
that he was doing this to save his
brother, would count for little in the
eyes of the doctor—or, rather, would
count for nothing, since he would not
explain and injure Arthur. For once
in his life, Redfern's courage came near

failing him, and he stood mute, motion-
less in the ring.

Knock! Knock!

Ransome, with a desperale look,
stepped quickly through the canvas
screen, and hurried to a little window
which overlooked the door.

The light in the dressing-room was
extinguished now, and he could look out
of the window without being scen from
outside.

He pressed his face to the glass.

KEnock! Knock!

In the dim starlight he caught sight
of the figure standing outside the door,
knocking wupon It with imperious
knuckles.

The cad of the Sizxth gave almost a
sob of relief.

It was Redfern major.

“Arthur!” muttered Ransome; and in
a moment he was coolness itself again.

He looked back into the other room.

“It's all right!” he muttered.

“Who is it?” asked Mr. Cunliffe un-
easily.

“A friend of ours.”

And Ranseme made a sign unseen by
Redfern minor.

The landlord of the Green Man un-
derstood, and breathed more freely.

“All right, Master Ransome! Is he
coming in?”

“Better not!”

Ransome drew back again, and went
to the door of the outer apartment. He
unlocked it, and opened it quickly, and
}sltepped out, closing the door behind

im.

Arthur Redfern stepped back, sur-
prised by this sudden action.

But it was only for a moment. He
came closer again, his fists clenched,
and his eyes gleaming.

“So you're here!” -

Ransome nodded coolly.

“Yes. Have you come to see me?”

Arthur made a gesture of rage.

. “Where is my brother?”
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“Eh? Your minor?” sald Ranseme,
to ‘gain time.

*Yes, Sidney. Is he here?”

“Have you come io look for

nim?

“*¥Yes!"

“And why?”

“To take him back if he Is here.”
“Hold on,

csajd Ransome quietly

‘“He's here, bu

“Let me pass!”

“Wait till I have explained—"

Arthur breathed hard.

“Let me pass, Ransome. Idon't want
to hit you. Bui if you try to stop mie
T'll kneck you down. You understand?
I told you all along I wouldn't have
my young brother mixed up in this
Heaven help me! He shan't grow to
be a blackguard, &s I am. Let me pass,

you ecad! I'm poing to take him
away!"
Ransome dil nob move,

“Unless you want to be expelled from
St. Dolly’s to-morrow, and your minor,
too, you had better listen to me,” he
said ieily.

“What do you mean?”

“gidney is here; but you need nat be
afraid that he is following in your foot-
steps,” said Ransome, with a sneer.
“He did not come here to smoke or
drink or gamble. He wouldn't, if I
wanted him to. He's not that sort.”

Arthur winced.

“Then why is he here?”

“To save you.”

“What? How?”

“He's fighting the Chicken,” said
Ransome quietly. “He's fighting him
for a purse of twenty pounds, and he
intends to hand the cash to you to
settle your debts.”

“Ir_r}poss_ible! I will not accept it!

*Cunliffe will take your paper up to
the Head if you don't settle up by

Monday. What are you going to do?” e

Arthur groaned.
In the hasts and excitement of think-
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Ing about his minor, he had for the

moment forgotten his own position.
“I don't know. But I won't sacrifice

Sidney—"

dney is sll right

with a snesr.

said Ransome,
“And your scruples are

coming rather late in the day. ¥You
can leave Sidney alone.”
“But—but you are mad! What

‘|enance has a boy like that against the

Chicken? You must be out of your
senses!” said Arthur hoarsely.

“He is gotting the better of the fight
after two rounds.”

“But—but it can’t go en! It shan't
go on! Hang it! I'm a prefect of St.
Dolly’s and to aliow this te go on—"

“I told you nothing about it, and you
should have kept away. The best thing
you can do is to go straight back to St.
Dolly's and allow matters to taike their
course.”

“I—I won't!”

It is well szid that he who hesitales is
lost.  Arthur's resolution was already
wavering.

After all, the twenty pounds would
save him. And then to turn over a
new leaf; to have done with all this
wretched deceit and lying and prevari-
cation. It was a prospect to tempt
him. He forgot that on & previous
occasien the same prospect had tempted
him, and he had cleared himself by one
more sin—that of betraying the Lexham
match—and then afterwards had fallen
back into the old ways. It is the way
of a weak nature to catch at straws.

Ransome was watching him closely.

“Now, be sensible,” he said. ‘““The
kid is all right. He will lick the Chicken,
The twenty pounds is as good as In
his pocket. Leave matters alone and
vou stand clear, able to do as you like.”

“You are a demon, Ransomel"

Ransome shrugged his shoulders.
“Leave well alone; that's all I ad-

Arthur wavered
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“Does Sidney know I am here?” he

said weakly.
“Nol”
Arthur stood silent, thinking—

or trying to think. He did not sce the
bitter sneer on Ransome’s face.

“Better get back to the school,” said
Ransome at last. *“¥You don't wani
your absence to be noticed.”

Arthur started a little, nodded with-
out speaking, and, turning, strode away
into the gloom.

Ransome watched him disappear, and

gave a low, scornful laugh. Then he th

re-entered the shed.
The fight had recommenced.

CHAPTER 31

Well ‘Matohed!
EDFERN MINOR did not know
that it was Arthur who knocked.
From what Ransome said, he
imagined that it was one of Cunliffe’s
set, and, the alarm once over, gave no
further thought to the matter, He had
no time to think about it, either. The
interrupted contest recommenced, and
he was called upon tg face the Chicken

once more,

And the Chicken gave him plenty to
think about.

The young boxer had ceased to
swagger, ceased to grin and wink at his
friends in the audience, as if his con-
test with the schoolboy was a farce and
the joke of the season. He had learned
too much of Redfern’s quality for that.

It was dawning upon his mind that
the contest was far from being a joke,
that it was deadly earnest, and that if
he wanted to win the purse he would
have to put his beef into it.

And as soon as he Tealised that he
became a more dangerous adversary.

In the third round he fought with
less swagger and more care, and Red-
fern found that he had plenty of work
to do.
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But the junior was in fine form, and
there was little doubt that, though
younger than the Chicken and less
burly, he was the superior in science
and in mental quickness, which counts
for a great deal in a glove contest.

The audience watched keenly during
the round.

They were beginning to see, too, that
it had been a little reckness to lay
money so lavishly on the Chicken, and
there were already murmurs that Red-
fern was a "dark horse,” whom Cun-
liffe and his gang had sprung upon
em.

There were few therc who had not
laid money against the junior; almost
all, with the exception of those who
were in the “know "—Ransomé and his
precious friends. .

And they had lald at long odds, too.
Hence the keen anxiety with which
they began to watch the fight. And
Redlern wos giving them good cause
for anxiety, too.

The third and the fourth rounds were
indecisive; but the fact that Redfern
was not vanquished and knocked sky-
high, showed that the general calcula-
tions on the subject were all wrong.

Redfern was fully holding his own
against the Chicken, and the Chicken
was getting perplexed and angry.

Ransome patted the junior on the
shoulder at the end of the fourth
round.

“How do you fecl, kid?" he asked,
almost kindly.

Redfern was going to put a big sum
of money into his pockets, and Ran-
seme felt kindly for once.

Redfern grinned.

“Right as rain.”

“Wind all right?”

“Sound as a bell.”

“Mind you don’t let him get too
close and slog you; but you know that
as well as T do. Keep Lim on the go,
and as soon as he has bellows to mend,
wade in and finish him.”
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Redlern minor nodded.

“Thal's all right.”

“My hat" said Ransome, “you're
fresh—frecher than I expected after
four rounds! You are in splendid
form! Look here, kid, you could pick
up a small fortune in this line if you
did as I tell you.”

Rediern’s brow clouded.

“I den't want to pick up a fortune,
big or liitle, at this game,” h i
“¥You know why I'm deing this
first and the last time.”

Ransome shrugged his shoulders,

“Time!”

Redfern minor stepped into the ring
again.

He toed the line so freshly, so
cheerily, that even the most prejudiced
partisan of the Chicken could not help
observing how keen he was, and glanc-
ing doubtfuliy at the duller and heavier
professional.

But the Chicken was game.

The fifth round was marked by
punishment on both sides, both letting
themselves go a little, and hitting out.
Both looked a little groggy at the end
of it, but neither could be said to have
gained an advantage.

The Chicken was looking savage now.
‘He came up at the call of time with
a sullen and angry expression upon his
bull face. His attack was sharp and
spiteful, but Redlern was “all there”
all the time.

The Chicken pressed the atfack, and
Redfern had to give ground; but the
efforts of his assailant to corner him
‘were all in vain, Redfern seemed like
‘an eel to corner. Once the Chicken
‘thought he had him for certain, but
‘Redfern gave him a crack on the ribs,
and sent him slaggering, and got away
again.
| The baffied Chicken was slogging
now, too angry to be careful. Redfern
minor was not the fellow to let a chance
Jlke that pass unimproved.

The blind slegging of the angry
Chicken gave him his chance, and he
look it. He guarded clumsy blows, and

said.
it's the
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gave a postman’s knock in return,
which made the Chicken stagger back,
dropping his hands.

. There was a gasp from the crowd.
Ransome shouted in excitement, but
Redfern did not need telling.

Right forward he lcaped, and his
right crashed home with maost of his
bodily weight behind it, fairly on “the
marl.”

The Chicken gave a grunt, and
drepped upon thie boards with a re-
sounding crasl., He lay there, fairly
gasping.

“Bravo!” yell:d Ransome, in delight.

“Hurrah!” gasped Mr. Cunliffe.
“Hur—blessed~-rah!"

Redfern looked down upon his op-
ponent., The timekeceper was countling,
and the Chicken made a heroic altempt
to stagger up.

“One—two—three—four—"

The Chicken half rose, and collapsed
again.

There were anxious faces locking on
now. The bookmakers were grinuing.
They stood Lo lose heavily to the per-
sons in the “know,” but they stood to
win from all the reckless backers of
the Chicken. All were thinking of
their bets—whether they would win or
lose—whether they would yet have a
chanee of hedging; no one seemed to
give a thought to the wretched youth
sprawling hclplessiy on the boards, in
pain and exhaustion, striving in vain to
rise.

* Pive—six—seven—-"

There was a hush.

“Fight—nine—"

Tne Chicken staggered up.

Jiedfern was quite within his rights—
his duties, a pugilist would have said—
in waiting for the Chicken to rise, and
sending him crashing down again with
a blow before he was able to defend
himself. Such are the amenities of the
prize-ring. But they did not fight like
ihat in the Fourth Form at St. Dolly's.

Redfern stepped back, and allowed
the Chicken to gain his feet un-
touched.
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There was a gasp of amazement from
the spectators, an exclamation from the
referee, a yell of rage from Ranseme.

‘“You young fool!™

_Redfern did not even look af him.
The Chicken, as much amazed as any-
one, sparred fecbly up to him, and
kept up some sort of a fight until time
was called.

Ransome scowled blackly at the
junior as he came off for the end of
the sixth round. Cunliffe and Spooner
and the rest were scowling,

“You voung idiot!” said Ransome, be-
tween his teeth. “You ought to have
smashed him—finished him! Do you
hear? One blow then, and he was
done!”

Redfern tightened his lips.

“I'm fighting that chap,” he said,
#mnot you. And I'll fight in my own way,
or not at all.”

#*I’s in {he rules of the ring——"

“Hang the ring! I'm not a prize-
fighter, and I don't care a hang for
the ring, or any of its rules. The rules
of fair play are enough for me.”

“You fool, you've given awny a
chance—"

“That's my business.”

“You may lose the fight over it.”

“I don't care!”

“You don't cared”
-Cunliffe furiously.

burst out Mr.
“You—you rath

You don’t care! What about my
money?"”

The lad’s eyes turned upon him fear-
lessly.

“Hang your dirty money! I don’t
care if you lose it. Why should I? How
much do you carg for that poor chap
wht:".,s getting slogged to win your filthy
bets?” 7

‘Mr. Cunliffe spluttered, almost
speechless.

*“¥ou cub——" he began.

“¥You've called me some pretty
names,” gaid Redfern. “How would

you like me to walk out of the place
without another round? ¥For that's
what I'll do if I don't have mocre
civility.”
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“Let him alone,” said Ransome hur-
riedly.

And Mr. Cunliffie choked back his
rage, and was silent.

Time was called again, and the com-
batants faced one another for the
seventh round, There was a murmur
of excifement from the spectators, and
every eye was bent eagerly upon the two
active forms in the ring.

CHAPTEZR 22.
Caught!

HE Chicken, though he had been
spared in the last round, was de-
cidedly groggy now. 'I"hat. crash-

ing klow upon the *mark ” weculd have
knocked out{ some fighting men; but
the Chicken was game. He meant to do
his best for his patrons, and he toed
the line again with grim determina-
tion.

But even upon the Chicken’s mind it
was borne that the tide of victory was
running in his younger opponent’s
favour.

Redfern’s freshness, considering what
he had gone through, was wonderful.
He seemed tireless. A healthy and
careful life and constant exercise had
kept him in a state of filness which
stood him in good stead now.

The lad who could stand an hour and
a half of hard, slogginz football was
not likely to give way under any ordin-

Jary strain.

The Chicken was still trying his
pressing tactics, and he succeeded in
getting in one or two body blows that
madf> Redfern grunt: but P-=dfern put

“paid” to each of them, his lightning
counters rattling home on the Chicken's
Jjaw or chin.

The most obstinate of the Chicken’s
backers had to admit that the seventh
round was the beginning of the end.

Redfern had the advantage all the
time, knocking the Chicken about and
driving him round the ring—a reversal
of the carlier rounds.
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The Chicken was plainly glad when
time was called and he had a chance
to rest. Ransome grinned with satis-
faction as the junior came back to him.

“Youlll do it!” he said.

Redlern nedded without speaking.

“Then next round ought to be the
finish,” said Ranscme eagerly. “He's
fost his wind now, and you want to
see that he doesn't get it back, He
was gasping like a porker ail that
round. Push him hard. Don't give him
a moment's rest, and try for the mark
again.”

“I know what to do!”

Ransome bit his lip.

“Go it, Chick!” came several voices
as the Chicken came up to time once
more. “Go it, old man. Don't let a
kid slog you!”

The Chicken sniffed angrily. The ad-
vice was very ill-timed, for it angered
the Chicken, and anger excifed him.
He needed all his coolness to struggle
through that round.

But he was not cool. He was ex-
hausted, angry, and half-blinded by
swellings round his eyes. He rushed in.
savagely, feeling that if he did not
finish Redfern quickly, Redfern would
tinish him.

“Go it, Chicken!”

Redfern gave pground at first before
the furious assault of the Chicken; but
he hooked in a blow that made the
prize-fighter’s head swim, and the
Chicken's atitack became still more
clumsy.

Rap, rap, came Redfern’s fists upon
his face in an echolng postman’s knock,
The thin prize-ring gloves softened the
blews but little. The Chicken’s nose
was already swollen to a great size,
and glimmered crimson. Those sharp
raps brought the water to his eyes with
a rush.

Rap, rap!

The Chicken's defence was nowhere.
“It's all over bar shouting!” murmured
Ransome in Mr. Cunliffe’s ear, and the
landlord of the Green Man nodded and
grinned. .

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKEI

“Knock him out, Chicken!”

The Chicken did his best. He rushed
in desperately, hammering away. The
attack was so furious that Redfcern had
to give ground, and twice the Chicken’s
;ists came home upon his chest and
ace,

‘The hopes of the Chicken's backers
rose. It was still probable that if the
powerful right arm could get in one
heavy drive the fight would be ended
on the spot. There were encouraging
shouts.

“That's the gamel!”

“Give it him!”

“Right on the mark, Chicken!”

But the Chicken's final furious efforl
was quite expended now. He slackened
the attack, and as he slackened,
breathing heavily, Redfern rushed in.
The prize-fighter's guard wes swept to
nowhere, and Redfern’'s right came
crashing in—in a terrific uppercut that
t‘::g?ghb the Chicken on the point of the

n.

Right back went the Chicken, hurled
fairly off his feet by that terrible blow
—right back, falling with a crash upon
the boards.

“Bravo!” yelled Ransome.

The Chicken lay still, hardly breath-
ing. Redfern, exhausted himself, stood
quiet, The timekceper once more hbe-
gan to count.

“One—two—three—four—"

No movement from the Chicken—
hardly a gasp!

“ Five—six—seven—-"

“He's done!™ said Ransome.

“Eight—nine—"

“HBuck up, Chicken!” said an anxious
voice.

The Chicken did not stir,

“Ten!”

The timekeeper snapped his walch
shut.

“@Gentlemen, the ficht is over,” sald
the referee. *‘The boy wins!”

There was a deep, hoarse growl from
the spectators, The result of the fight
was not popular; but there was no get-

%
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ting away from ihe plain facts and the
referee’s decision. Redfern minor had
won!

The junior took cff the gloves. Now
that the fight was over, he realised
what a strain it had besn. He was
tired, wealk, and aching. He had re-
ceived pleniy of punishment, and his
lip was cut, iz nose slightly swollen on
one side, and bruises were forming on
his face and chest. He threw down the
gloves, and Ransome drew him into the
dressing-room.

“you've won, Redfern! I knew you
would! My word, if you hadn't—
But never mind that now. You've
pulled if off, and earned twenty
pounds.”

“Well-carned the twenty quid!” said
Cunlific, coming in. ‘“Hark at the
boys! They don't like losing the stuff.”

Muttered oaths and growls could be
heard through the canwas from the
adjoining reom. Ransome chuckled.

“They can like it or lump it!" he
gaid. “ They made their bets with their
eyes open.  This is a coup for me, an.
that's all I care about. They grinned
when I brought my man in, but he
laughs best who laughs last.”

“What-he!” said Mr. Spooncr,
chuckling. “The kid's a marvel. It
seems a pity that he should be wasted
in a school. What a pug he would
make!”

Redfern was bathing his face. It felf
aching and inflamed, and his head was
whirling a little. The flght had told
upon him mere than he had imagined
at first. Ransome and his friends
were thinking only of their money,
and no one even glanced at Redfern.

Rap! -

They started round as the sharp rap
came on the door—a rap of heavy
knuckles. "

“Hang it!” muitéred Mr. Cunliffe.
#Ts it that fool hack agnin?”

Ransome grinned.

“Tgo lale to bother us, if it is!"™

A voice rang through the door—a
voice that made Ransome start and
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drove every vestize of colour from his
cheeks.

“Qpeix this door!”

“Lunsford!”

It was the voice of the captain of St.
Dolly’s. Redfern stood with streaming
face o the bowl of water. Ransome
was trangixed. What in the name of
all that was unfortunate brought
Lunsfond there at that motaent?

Had Arihur told him? Impossible!
Did he know? What did he know?
Ransome's senses swam for a moment,
but only for a moment, Then he
erasped the money—notes and silver—
hurriedly, and thrust it in his pocket.
A single bound took him into the ad-
joining room, where ths spectators of
the fight stared at his white face and
hurried movements in amazement.

Ransome did net give them a look.
He ran across to a window, tore away
the blind, and threw it open. He
plungad out into the gloom, and dis-
appearad among the shrubberies of the
garden in a twinkling. In his selfish
terror for himself he had utterly for-
gotten the existence of Redfern minor.

And Redfern? He stood where he
was, dazed and bewildered. He was too
exhansted to think of following Ran-
some’s example. Besides, he knew that
Lanstord must have come Jhere 1o ook
for him, Somehow, the captain of St.
Dolly’s had learned what was going on.
There could be no other explanation
of his angry summons at Mr. Cunlifie’s
door.

Redfern was not given many
moments to think, either. It wasonly a
few seconds after Ransome had disap-
peared that there came a crash on the
door from outside.

Lunsford, of St. Dolly's, was not the
fellow to be trifled with. As the door
was not opened, he guessed that it was
remaining shut to allow somebody time
to escape, and he did not stand upon
ceremony.

A heavy wooden garden hench,
whirled by Lunsford’s powerful hands,
crashed upon the door—once, twice—
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and at the secoend blow the flimsy door
flew inwards. Lunsford’s angry face
glared into the shed.
Cunliffe started forward
oath.
" hat dees this mean?” he blustered.
hat do you mean breaking in my
u young hound?

with an

I'll have the

“Don't talk to me, you cad!” ex-
claimed Lunsford, In g tone that made
Mr. Cunliffie retreat a pace or two.
“¥ou've got a junior belonging to St
Dolly's here—"

“ Look here—-"

“Redfern!” Lunsford caught sight
of the junior's white face. “Redfern!™

“Yes, Lunsford!”

“So you are here!”

Reodfern smiled bitterly. The game
WaS uUp now with a vengeance,

“¥es, T am here, Lunsford.”

“Getb your things on,” said the cap-
tzin of St. Dolly’s roughly, “and come
vith me, Don't waste time !

“¥es," said Redfern dully.

He towelled his face and donned his
clothes. Lunsford watched him grimly,
Redfern’s appearance, the boxing-
gloves on the floor, the money on the
table, sufficiently explained what had
happened to the captain of St. Dolly’s.

Mr. Cunliffe began to bluster again.
Lunsford turned on him, and pushed
back his cuffs,

“Don't talk to me of the police!” he
soid.  “You know youre afraid for
them to know what’s been going on
heve, Don't talk to me at all. I've
conle to take this boy away. I'll lick
anybody who interferes!”

No one interfered. Redfern was not
many minutes; but before he followed
Lunsford from the shed he turned to
Mr. Cunlifie.

“You've ot twenty pounds for me?”
he said quietly,

Lunsford turned on him like a flash.

“What's that, Redfern?”

Redfern’s heart sank.

“I've won  the money,
I've wan (he purse, ang

Lunsford!
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“You yuung blackpuardi”
Redfern winced,
“Lunsford——"
“Come with me!
it! You shan't toucl
lackguardly money!

You shan't take
a penny of the
* g2id Lunsford

sternly. “If that's what vou've dis-
graced yourself and your school for,
you will be disappointed, Comcl”

Redfern panted.

“Lunsford, I—I must have the
money! I—TI tell you—"
The misery in his veice, his look,

moved the captain of St. Dolly’s some-
what. But he did not relent, or think
of relenting.

“You cannot touch such money as
that, Redfern!” he said. “Come,
we've wasted too much time already!™

His hand fell heavily upon Redfern’s
shoulder. The boy followed him
dumbly, despair at his heart.

It had all been uscless, then! He
had, as Lunsford said, disgraced him-
self and disgraced his school. And it was
all useless; he could not save Arthur.

They went into the darkness, followed
by a jeering laugh from the blackguards
in the shed. Lunsford gritted his
teeth; butl Redfern did net heed it, did
not even hear it. He was stunned by
the turn events had taken.

“Come!” said Lunsford sharply.

“You are going to take me to the
Head?”

Lunsford stared at him,

“Can you ask?”

““No. I suppose you must.”

And after that, as ithey moved on in
the darkness towards St. Dolly’s, Red-
fern spake no word.

—

CHAPTER 33.
Sacked!

EDD
R Skelton and Brown uttered
the name together, in blank

emay, as Lunsford and Redfern
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minor entered the schoolbouse at St.
Dolly’s,

Redfern's eyes were on the ground.
He did not look up. He was walking
like one in a dream.

Skelton tapped him on the shoulder,
and then he looked round with a start.

“Reddy, whal's the matier? What

“Stand aside, Skelton!™ sald Luns-
ford sharply.

“Oh, all right,
to Redfern.”

“Get back!”

There was an unusual sharpness in
the captain’s (ones. Skelton stepped
back in wonder. Lunsford strode on
with Redfern minor, who had not
spoken a word. Skelton and Brown
looked at each other in great disquiet.

“Something’s Jolly wrong!” sald
Brown IIL

Skelton knitted his brows.

“They've caught him, Browny!"” he
sald gloomily. “I don't know what it
was he was mixed up in with Ransome,
but he's been caught at it. I wonder
if Ransome’s caught, too?”

“Not much!” said Brown bitterly.
“Trust Ransome! He wouldn't be
caught. Reddy will take the blame for
the whole biznay.”

“He jolly well won't!” said Skelton
between his teeth. * Whatever it is,
Ransome led him into if. Ransome can
face the music as well.”

“He won't.”

* “He may be made to.”

Skelton tried to think It out with
knitted brows. What was it Redfern
had left the school for that evening?
What wretched business had Ransome
dragged him into? Arthur, too, had
followed him to interfere, yet nothing
had come of it. What did it all mean,
and what Was the best thing for
Reddy's chums to do?

Skelion was in a cruel uncertainty.
He knew too liltle of what had hap-
pened to be able to act. He was as
likely o injure Reddy ns to help him
if he opened his mouth.

I only want {o speak

8

‘While poor Skellon was trying to .
think out a course to follow, Redfern
went on with the captain of St. Dolly's
to the Head's study.

He had seen a light burning in the
Head's window as they crossed the
gquadrangle, and he knew that Dr.
Cranston was there.

Redfern remembered his last inter-
view with the Head in that dreaded
apartment. He had escaped that time.
He was not to. escape now. He knew
that. He had been caught fairly in
the act—not doing anything that he
thought to be wrong, certainly, but
breaking the school laws in the most
flagrant manner for another’s sake; but
he could not say so, and if he did say
.scl:ﬂit would not help him much prob-
ably. .

Already, in his mind’s eye, he saw
the doctor's grim face, and heard the
sentence from his lips.

‘Well, he had risked it for Arthur, and
he could face the music. Hardest of
all fo bear was the thought that he had
made the sacrifice for nothing—that
the twenty pounds which would hava
saved Arthur had not come to him
after all,

He had won the purse, and had not
received it. He might extract the
moeney frem them afterwards in time
for Arthur, but—

Lunsford tapped at the Head’s door.
A thrill like the contact of ice ran
through the veins of Redfern minor.

“Come In!”

The Head's voice seemed deeper,
more solemn and stern, than Redfern
had ever known it before. It was but
fancy, but it sounded In his ears like
a knell.

They entered. Dr. Cranston was
seated at his writing-table, a pen in his
hand. He looked at Lunsford, and
then at Redfern minor, and quietly
laid down his pen and turned a little
in his seat. He knew at once that
something serious had happened. s

“What is I, Lunsford?” he asked
quietly,
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“A  very unpleasant matter, sir,
which I folt bound to bring to your
notice at once,” said Lunsford. “It's
quite beyond me to deal with if. I—T'm
almost ashamed to tell you, but—"

He paused uncomfortably.

“Go on, Lunsford! Is it Redfern
minor in trouble again?”

“Yes, sir,”

“I am sorry for this, Redfern. I had
hoped that your narrow escape would
be a warning to you. I had hoped that
you would try to lead a straighter life
for your brother’s sake after he had
saved you from expulsion.”

Redfern kept his eyes upcn the
carpet. Ior his brother’s sake! He
couid not tell the Head of St

Dorothy's what he had dene for his
brother’s sake.

““Go on, Lunsford!™

“You remember, sir, that you
girected me to kecp my eye on Cun-
lifle's place in Wyndale since it was
cGiscovercd that St Dolly's fellows went
there?”

“Yes, and I directed you to report to
me at once if you discovered that any
person  belonging to Sk Dorothy’s
visited the place,” said the Head. “It
was a great shock (o me to find that
anylhing of the sort was going on in
the school under my charge, and I am
determined to stamp it out. This is a
case where masters and prefects and
all rishi-thinking boys are at one.”

“Yes, sir.” Lunsford hesitated.
“Redfern minor was missing from call-
cver. MMr. Ford was informed that he
had a pass to go to the village; but,
in view of—of Redfern's late conduct,
I thought I had better look into the
matter.”

“Quite right.”

“I inquired among the prefects, and
could ot find who had given Redfern a
LRSS,  One prefect was absent, and I
could not ask him. I decided to walk
down o the Green Man, and sce
whether Redfcrn minor was there.”
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“Quite right.”

“I could not help suspecting that he
was there, especially as—as the only
prefect who could have given him a
pass was his major, who was the only
one likely to give it him without very
(cllose inquiry as to what he intended to

o

“I understand.”

“I met Redfern major in the lane,
coming from the direction of Wyndale

Redfern minor started. Had his
brother been at Wyndale {hat cvening?
Did Arthur knew, then, of the prize-
fight at Mr. Cunliffe’s?

The Head observed his start, and his
eyes glimmered behind his pince-nez
for a moment,

“Go on, Lunsford!”

“1 asked Redfern major whether he
had given his minor & pass, and he said
he had. I asked him if he knew where
the boy was, and—"

“Go on!”

“He looked so distressed, sir, that I
asked him nothing further, but I went
straight on to the Green Man myself. I
thought it hard cn Redfern major that
he should be forced to say anything
against his brother, and I wanted, it
possible, to ieave him cut of the whole
matter—Iif you approve, sir.”

Dr. Cranston ncdded.

“Quite right, Lunsford. Redfern
major shall not be asked to say any-
thing in the matier. Fe will not ap-
pear in it at all”

Lunsford drew a deep breath.

“I am glad of that, sir. It would he
hard on him. Well, I went straight to
the Green Man and found Rediern
minor there. He had becn engaged in
a prize-ight—"

" A—a—a what?”

“A prize-fight with a fellow put up
by Mr. Cunlifie to meet him for a purss
of twenty pounds, as far as I could
raake out., He claimed the money, but
I did not allow him to {ake it.”
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“Is this possible, Redfern?”

Redfern’s eyes were still
carpet.

“Yes, sir.”

His voice was low, guiet, mechanical
—more like the tones of some machine
cunningly contrived to imitate the
human voice.

Lunsford’s matler-of-fact report of
what he had discovered at the Grecn
Man strinped the whole affair of any
guise of chivalry, He realised how
brutal, how serdid, it must appear to
1he Head, for it appeared so to him
no

"You fought with a low ruflan—"

‘“He was a decent enough chap, sir."”

“H'm! Perhaps so. But you fought
with a man, then, for money—for a
purse of twenty pounds?”

“Yes, sir."

“I am glad to find you so truthful,
Redfern,” said the Head, after a pause;
“although, certainly, falsehood would
not lielp you. Why did you do this?”

“I—I wanted the money, sir!”

“You wanted twenty pounds! What
could you possibly want such a sum of
-money for?"

Redfern was silent,

“The only possible explanation, Red-
fern, is that you owed money—that
you are in debt—that you spoke falsely
when you told me that you had never
gambled in that place,” said the Head
sternly.

The junior did not speak.

“Answer me, Redfern! Did you re-
quire this money to pay a debt?”

"Ye-cs. s’

*That is enough. Have you anything
more to tell me, Lunsford?"
“No, sir,”

“¥You have dong your duty. Redfern
minor, I, will not attempt to express the
horror ang contempt I have for your
conduct. Under a guise of frankness
you have concealed a nature that I
hope the worst boy of St. Dorothy's
would despise if he knew it as it has
now been revealed.”

on the
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Redfern winced.

His lips were white, but no word
passed them. He would not, and could
net, defend himself. What was he to
say?

“I shall remove this canker from St.
Dorothy's before it has had time to

spread corruption, I hope,” said the
Head “Redfern minor, T would exnel
you with every sign of ignominy before
an assembly of the whole school, but
for one consideration. I cannot help
thinking of your brother—he whose
honourable name you have dragged in
the mire.”

The junior was grimly silent,

“I will not disgrace Arthur Redfern,
It shall not be said of him that his
minor was expelled from the school in
shame and disgrace. He has had
enouzh to bear, I do not doubt, already
on your eccount. T shall save him all
I can. You must leave St. Dorothy's!
But for Arthur Redfern's sake yeu shall
2o quietly, and this matter shall not ke
made public. I shall explain to your
narents, as in duty bound, why you
sent home—that is all. You will pack
vour box to-night. and leave tha school
by the first train in the morning!”

Redfern shivered.

“Yes, sir."

The doctor looked at him long and
hard

. I might have hoped to sec a sign of
repentence in you, Redfern minor. Are
you not sorry for what you have done?
Do you not regret bringing this shadow
upen an honourable name?”

Redfern’s lips were closed.

“Well, go!” said the Head, “I
won’t speak to you further. You aie
hardened—more hardened than I
should have imagined possible in one so
young if I had not seen it with my
own eyes, You may go!”

Redfern staggered rather
walked to the door.

He hardly knew how he got out of
the study. He went along the passage
like one in a dream; he found his way
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up to the dormitory without seeing
where he was going., The greal room
was dark and emply—dark save for a
glimer of starlight in at the high
windows. It was net yet the bed-time
of the juniors.

He was to pack his box that night, (o
leave St. Derothy's by the first train in
the morning!

Was it possible? Was it true, or was
it all some ghastly dream? Would he
wake up presently and find that it was
but a vision?

Alas, no!

It was real enough. He was expelled
from the schosgl, Once before he had
narrowly escaped it; this time the blow
had fallen, and there was no escape.

And as he realised it the unhappy
boy threw himself upon his bed, and
the long pent-up feelings gave way, and
lre broke into tears.

CHAPYER 34.
Sidney Rocsives lis Winnings!

“yy EDDY!”
R It was a whispering voice in
ihe gloom.

Redfern minor started up.

The tears were web upon his checks
in the darkness of the dornitory,

“Reddy!”

He recognised Skelton’s voice.

““He’s here, I think,” said Brown IIL
“Benson sald he saw him. I say,
Reddy, are you here, old chap?”

“Yes,” said Redfern quietly.

His two chums came quickly towards
him in thz gloom. Redfern sat up on
the bed. He was quite calm again
now; that outburst had revived him.
He felt that he could lock at the future
calmly once more, terrible as it was.

“What's the row, Reddy? Has Ran-
mme got vou into a fix?"”

s.”

o gou ve been before the Head?”

“Licked?”

No."

His two chums peered at him
anxiously. His monosyllabic replies
alarmed them.

“Not "—Skelton breathed
—“not sacked?”

et

the word

"'Sackeq?™
Y¥est

“Good heavens!”

And there was silence. Skelton and
Brown peered at Redfern, and at one
another. Redfern did not speak, What
was there to say?

“Sacked!” said Skelton at last, in an
awed voice. “Sacked! When are you
going, Reddy?"”

By the first train in the mormng.
I've come up here to pack my box,”
said Redfern drearily, “It—it can't be
helped. My luck’s out.”

“What have you done?”

“No good telling you, old chap; it's
going to be kept dark, and the less said
the beiter.,  You don't mind my not
saying anything?"”

“N-n-no! Only, I say, Reddy, you—
you hLaven't really done anything
rotten, have you?” faltered Skelton.

Redfern's cheeks reddened in the
darkness.

“Hang 1it, Skellon!
think you would think se, anyway.”

“Right-ho! I knew you wouldn't:
But—but if it's not that it means that
you are standing the racket for yotn'
major. If so—"

“Arthur wasn't in this; he
even know.”

“Ransome got you into it?"

“yes

“Was he caught, too?"”

Rediern smiled bitterly,

“No; he slid out in time. So far as
I can make cut he wasn't even sus-

didn’ l’.

pected. Lunsford didn’t guess he was
there.”

" The hound' He ought to own up,
and- t

“It wouldn't save me if be did; he
would be sacked, too, that’s all. It's no
good talking, Skelton. I've got to go,

T shouldn't

i
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I'm goiry "—Redflern’s voice almost
broke again, but he controlled it—“I'm
sorry to leave the school and you chaps.
I dare say we shall meet again some-
where—""

“Of course we will. But—but you
rhan't go!” exclaimed Skelton quickly.
“Somelhing’s got to be done. Brown,
you dummy, why can’t you think of
comething?”

“I only wigh I could,” said Brown,
who was very near blubbing, as he
would hizve called it.  “It will be rotsen
without you, Reddy.”

There was a sounrd at the door.
juniors turned quickly,

“Is Redfern minor there?”

“Ransome!”

“I want to cpeak to you, Redfern.
Come to my study,” =aid Ransome,
striking a match. *What the dickens
are you doing here in the dark?”

Redfern looked at him in the flicker-
msr glimmer.

“X won’t come to your study.”

“What

‘You hea'd what I said.”

Ransome checked the furious words on
his lips. He knew that he could not
afford to quarrel with Redfern minor,
who held his fate in the hollow of his
hand. A word from the junior, and the
cad of the Sixth was ruined, and Red-
Tern had nothing to lose by speaking
that word, if he chose to speak it.

“Gel oul of here, Skelton and Brown,”
said Ransome sharply. He lighted the
aas and threw down the match. “Do
you hear? Get out!”

Skelton and Brown cxchanged a
glance, and left the dormitory. They
halted on the stairs.

“He wants Reddy to shub up,” said
Skelton, in a whisper. “That's what
he's come for. He's not going to iry to
help Reddy.”

‘No; the cad!”

“He's jolly well not, going to get off
scot-free!” sald Skelten, between his
1ceth. “We ve never bumped a Sixth-
¥ormer

CER

The

89

“But it’s time we began, Ransome
is going through it!"
“You ass! Why——"

“He won't say a word about it after-
wards,” said Skelton coolly. “He dare
not. We know tco much about him.
He’s not going to get off scot-free, I tell
you. Tie cad has ruined Reddy, and
now he’s thinking only about his own
skin.”

Siciton was right there. Ransome
had been locking for Ransome minor in
an extremely anxious state of mind
about his own skin, He shut the dor-
mitory door after the juniors and then
fixed his eyes upon Redfern. Rediern
had gone to his box and opened it. He
had his packing to do.

“Rediern, how has it turned out?”
asked Ransome, in a strained voice.

“I'm sacked!”

Ransome drew a gquick breath,

*“Did you mention my name?”

“No,” said Redfern, with a curling
lip. “‘¥ou need not be efraid.”

“Then they don't suspect me?” said
Ransome, unheeding the taunt.”

“Not so far as I know.”

“Good!"”

Redfern was pulling the things out of
his trunk to pack them. Ransome
watched him in silence. H:2 was deeply
uneasy; but Redfern was not inclined to
help him. The cad of the Sixth broke
the silence at last.

“Look here, Redfern, you haven't
given me away, and that's decent of you.
I suppose you mean to keep your mouth
shut?”

“Yes”

“Good! You're—you're a little brick!
It wouldn't do you any gcad to get me
into a row with the Head.”

Redfern looked straight at him.

“¥ou owe me twenty pounds!” he

said. “Where Is the money?"”
“I don't owe it, Redfern. I—'"
“I expect it from youw. I want the

money. You knoew why I want it.
I fought the Chicken and licked him.
You've got to pay the money.”

“Got to?" said Ransome, gritiing his
teell.
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“yes.
Ransome's eyes sank before Redfern’s.
“It’s all right,” he gaid. “You shall

have it. Nobedy wants to do you out

of it, as far as that gees. You shall
have it—to-morrow.”

“To-morrow will be too late, T want
it te-night.,” TRedfern’s lips curied into
a bitter smile. “¥ou can make your
own arrangements with your friends at
the Green Man to-morrow. You know
you won more than twenty pounds over
the fighi—double that, I should think.
Give me the money now."”

Ransome forced a laugh.

“You sre a_ young Shylock!
you're richt. Here's the money.”

He took four crisp, rustling banknotes
from his pocketbook, and handed them
to Redfern.

The junior thrust them into his pocket.
They were the price of his ruin; bui
they would save his brother,

But

CHAPTER 35.
No Veaknecs)

AP!
l Arthur Redfern started as the
tap came at his door. He was

walking up and down his study; he had
been doing so ever since he returned
from Wyndale. He was in a desperate
mood. What to decide, what to do, he
did not know. He had left his minor at
the Green Man. Acain his good resolu-
tion had been foiled, bafiled, by circum-
stances. Whenever he strove to follow
& new path some wretched recult of a
former transgression started up to bleck
the way, and to throw him back into
his old ways. His resolution that his
young brother should never be mixed up
with the Cunliffe et had been as fixed
as anything could be in his wavering
breast, and that resclution was broken
now. What was to be the end of it
all?

The door opened, and Redfern minor
came in.

‘“Halle, Sid!”
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Redfern minor closed the door.
“I've got something for ycu, Arthur.”
“For me?”

“¥es. You remember what you told
me—if you had the money to square
Cunliffe, and get rid of him, you'd break
with that gang for ever, and with Ran-
some?”

“Yes.”

“I've got the money!”

Arthur’s eyes glistened, He watched
the junior breathlessly as he laid four
Ave-pound notes on the table. He could
hardly believe his eyes.

“8Sid!  Twenty pounds!”

“There it is5!™

Redfern minor expected his major to
ask him where he had obtained it. But
he did not, and Sydney wondered if he
knew.

Arthur took up the banknotes. The
crisp rustle in his fingers was delightful
to him. The door was open at last for
escape frem all his troubles—that misery
was over for good. He crumpled the
notes in his eager fingers.

“Sidney, you've done a lot for me!
This—this saves me! I should have to
leave St. Dolly’s. Sid, youre a brick!
I—I haven’t trealed you as I should-
have done since you've been at St.
Dolly's.”

It was clear that Arthur knew nctiung
of Lunsford's discovery at the Green
Man—that he had not been told that his
minor had been expelled from St. Dolly’s.
Redfern did not speak, ana Arthur went
on cheerily :

“It'l] be different for both of us after
this, Sidney. ¥Youll find me different
with that horrible worry off my mind.
They have asked me to be football cap-
tain this season, as Lunsford is leaving
at the end of the term. I shall go in
for the footer hot and strong. Better
than loafing round pubs, my boy, and
running up debts, and staying awake at
nights thinking of them—eh?"”

Redfern could not speak. The happy
prospect his brother was sketching made
his heart ache.

Happy enough 1t was, but It was never
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to be realised for him, at least. He was
to leave St. Dolly’s by the first train in
the morning.

“How I'm running on,” said Arthur,
with a Jaugh. “The fact is, I feel ten
vears younger. How I ever got into
this fix I don't know. I was a silly ass,
I suppose. I don't blame Ransome,
either. I was old enough to take care
of myself, or cught to have been. The
mater wrote me when you first came,
Sid, to take carc of you. Ha, ha! The
boot’s heen rathier on the other fcot,
hasn'g it?”

Sidney did not speak.  His silence
-struck his brother. Arthur locked at
him ralher anxiously.

* Bid, why don’t you speak—what's the
matter?”

What could he say?

“Is there anything wrong?”’ said
Arthur ‘"apprehensively. “Look here,
Sid, I won't humbug you. I know
where you got this money, You fought
the Chicken at the Green Man!”

Redfern minor started.

“You knew?”

“Yes. I—I came to fetch you away,”
caid Arthur, colouring.  *'¥You must have
heard me knocking at the door.,”

“That was you?” said Redfern, with
a start.

“Yes. I—I was going to make you
chucek it up and come away. I—I ought
to'have done it. It was my duty as a
prefect, Bubt—bhut Ransome put it to
me—hang it, I won’t blame Ransome,
but—but he thought you had a chance
of winning, and the stakes would clear
me. He told me what you wanted the
meney for, Sid, old man. I felt like a
scoundrel all the time. But I made up
my mind to one thing. I don’t know
why you should care so much about me,
but I swore to myself that I'd do my
best to deserve it. But all's clear now,
Sid, isn't it?  There's nothing wrong?”

Arthur’s tone was appealing. It went
to Sidney’s heart to tell him differently;
but he had to know the truth, if not
from one, then from another.

“I—I'm afraid there is, Arthur,” he
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sald slowly, “Not for you, though:
that's all right. YouTe clear, thank
goodness.”

“But you?”"

“Lunsford collared me, but I ecan
stand it.”

Arthur grasped him by the shoulder.

“What do you mean?’ Le cried
“What—what can you stand?”

“I've been before the Head il

“Yes, yes.”

“I'm sacked!”

Arthur staggered back.

“Sacked?”

“Yes,  For Heaven's sake, don't look
like that, Arthur! I—I can stand it
I'm willing to face it. ¥es——"

Arthur grasped the edge of the table
convulsiveiy, His face was as white as
chalk.

“Did Lunsferd find you at the Green
Man?” .

He did not tell me, I—1
thoughi{—oh, I might have guess He
took you to Head. The Head knows
about the fight—knows cverything?”

Gyrag

“ About me?”

“Oh, no!” cried Redfern.
think I would betray you?
about you.”

“But—but you—"

“It’s all right. I can face the muzic,”
said Redfern.

Arthur shook his head,

“Never! I'll go to the Head—"

“Hold on! Don't! ¥You can't heip
me! I'm sacked for the fight!” said
Sidney, in distress. ' You can't help
me by getting sacked, teo. You——*

“I'm going to the Head, though.
‘You've done oo much for me!”

“Arthur, think first.”

“I won't think first. If I stop to think
I shall ke a coward again., ‘There's
been enough of that. No weakness this
time.”

And before Redfern could detain him,
Arthur strode from the study, Red-
fern hardly dared think of it; and

“De_you
Nothing
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Arlhur did not give himself time to think
of it. He ran rather than walked to the
Head's study, and knocked at the door.
Dr. Cranston’s voice bade him enter.
The Head looked distressed as Arthur
Redfern came in. He naturally con-
cluded that he had come to plead for
his brother as he had done beiore,

“Redfern, you have heard—"

“¥es, sir, I—"

“I am afraid it is useless to say any-
thing, Redfern. The thing is tco
fagrant, too disgraceful, and I am
afraid that there is more behind tham
Redfern minor has cared to tell. Red-
fern minor must leave St. Dolly’s!”

“He must not, sir! Sidney is inno-
cer.t. Only one person is guilty!"”

“ And who 15 that?”

“Myself!™”

Arthur Redfern stood with howed
hiead as he faltered out the word. Dr.
Cranston looked at him in blank amaze-
ment. Arthur's reply took him utterly
by surprise, and for the moment he
thought the prefect was out of his
EENSes.

“you, Redfern? What do you mean?”

“I mean what I say, sir.”

“Come, Redfern! You are talking
nonsense! You have been troubling
too much about your worthless brother,
and you take the matter too much to
Teart,” said the Head kindly. “You
are not to blame, You could not help

“vou don't understand me, sir,” said
Arthur in a low voice. “I—I havea conl-
fession to make, You must not expel
Sidney. He is not to blame. It was I
—I all the time—I only who was to
e. What he did, he did for my
ake—to save me!”

Dr. Cranston's face changed.

He could see now that there was some-
thing more than morbid self-reproach
in this. He sunk into his seat, his eyes
iixed upon the prefect’s white, shamed
face,

“I—I was in difficulties, sir. I was &
fool. I was mixed up with Cunliffe and
RIAS set— the betting set at the Green

an—-"
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The Head started violently.

“You, Redfern? You—a prefecl?”

Arthur winced.

“Yes, sl

“I can hardly believe it, though you
tell me with your own lips,” said the
Head, after a pause. “You know the
opinion I had of you. You know, too,
the inevitable result of this confession
you are making?”

“I know I shall be expelled.”

“Naturally, but go on!”

“I—I owed the mian money,” said
Arthur drearily. “I don’t know how I
let myself get connected with the rotters
at all, but I suppose I was a fool. I've
always been a fool, I suppose. I could
never say 'No’ when it was easier o
say ‘Yes.' I owed Cunliffe money, and—
and he had to be paid. That was the
beginning of the trouble. He threat-
ened to come to you—and show me up,
as he called it.”

Arthur’s voice broke for a moment.

“But I got clear then; and then, like
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a fool, I plungcd into it again.  When
my minor broke bounds that night, He
went to the Green Man, in Wyndale—
but it was to warn me to leave and to
geb in in time to cscape discovery.”

“Good heavens! And he said no
word!”

“He would not betray me.”

“aAnd I—I nearly expelled him for
that act of devetion,” said Dr. Cranston,
in a moved voice. ‘‘Redfern, you have
much to answer for!”

"I shouid not have let you expel him,
sir,” said Arthur, with a groan. “I
should hrve owned up rather than that.
He kept it all dark to save me, and I
swore I would run straight in the
future. I think I should have kept to it
this time, sir, but luck was against me.
they held the same old threat over my
head, and I—"

“Do you mean to say that this latest
disgraceful affair was on your account,
too?” asked the Head, in a hard voice.

“Yes, sir.”

“¥You allowed your young brother to
enter into a prize-fight——"

“No, no!” cried Arthur, “I knew
nothing about it then. Sidney had
found out that X needed twenty pounds
to save me, and Ran—and he was
offered that sum to fight the Chicken
at the Green Man. I knew nothing.
I -would have stopped it, whatever it
cost me—they knew that. He did it
to save me, sir. He was always a
plucky kid. I did not know. But it
was my fault. He knew that I should
be expelled if I did not raise the

money."
“I am glad you did not know it, Red-
fern.”

“But—but I haven't told you all, sir,”
faltered Arthur. “Some of Sid's friend's
in the Fourth were alarmed about him.
They knew he was with—with a chap
who never does his friends any good—
and they came to me to ask me to in-
terfere. When I guessed that he was
gone to the Green Man, I hurried there
after him. %3 as determined to bring
him away, if I had to defy Cunlifie to
do his worst at once,”
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“Yery good!™

*Then—then I got there, and—and I
found it was a fight, and it had already
begun, and Sid was getting the best of
it.  Then—"

“You were weak again.”

“I—I thought it would be best to let
1t finish, as it had started, and let Sid
win the money to clear me,” said Arthur
wretchedly. “I know how wrong it was,
but I won't Lry to make excuses for i,
sir. I went away withoul lelting Sid
know I had been there, and came back
to St. Dolly’s.

“Then Sid came into my study with
the twenty pounds,” said Arthur miser-
ably, “I thought it was all right. I
was so relieved. And then he told me
that he was to be expelled in the morn-
in;

The Head looked at him curlously.

‘“And you, Redfern?”

“I came here, sir.”

The Head was silent for a minute.

“¥ou are harder upon yourself than 1
should be upon you, Redfern,” he sald
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slowly. “You have done wrong—sgreat
wrong. Your brother has done wreng,
too.”

It was for my sake, sir.”

“That does not wholly excuse break-
ing the rule of the school and u.vlcgurd-
ing the authority, of his headmastier.”

“But—hut——"

“But, since your explanatien, I shall
certainly not expel him,” said Dr, Cran-
ston, in a softer voice. 'He has acted
from a mistaken sense of devetion; but
such devotion is too noble and too rare
for me to punish it heavily, Redfern
minor will remain at St. Dorcthy’'s.”

Arthur drew a breath of relicf—a
breath that was alnost a sob.

“Thank you, sir!”

“As for you—"

“I know what must happen 1o me,
sir,” said Arthur in a low vgice. “Ther
no chance for me. But I knew it when
I came here. I'm—I'm almost glad it’s
over. I have felt such a cur ever since
that other night. I may be abie to make
a fresh start somewhere. I've had a
lesson that will last me for life, I think.”
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“You may be able to make a fresh

slart here,” said the Head quietly.
h, siv!

“ As I have said, you have done greal
wrong. You cannot remain a prefect.
But I think I know enough to be able
to see when = repentance is sincere,”
gaid Dr. Cranston; “and, indeed, your
making of this confession is proof
enough. I should be sorry to see your
whole carecer ruined while ihere is a
single chance left to save you, Redfern.
It is very clear to mwe, also, that you
have not fallen into these tomptations
and difficulties alone. There has been a
templer, who has taken advantage of
the weakness of your character.”

Arthur was silent. He had betrayed
himself, but he would not betray Ran-
some.

“I will not ask you for the name of
this false friend, Redfern; but I will
ask you to have nothing more to do
with him.”

~I have already promised that, sir, to
Sidney.”

The Head smiled slightly. Arthur's
reply unconsciously admitied the truth
of his surmise.

“Very well, Redfern. Keep that
promise. You say that you have had
a lesson which wiil last you for life. I
think that is very probably so. In any
case, I cannot forget that you stand
hefore me self-accused—for the sake of
one who is innocent. I shall give you
another chance, Redfern. Make ihe
best of it.”

The tears were running down Arthur's
checks.

“Oh, i

you—you allow me to—to

“To remain at St. Dorothy's? Yes. I
think you will try to do better. I know
vou will succeed if you try. As for
this money—this twenty pounds which
has been paid to ycur brother for that
wretched flght—it eannot be retained.
It may he sent to some ch:.mty %

“But—but I owe—-"

“RExactly. I shall see Cunliffe; I shall
setfle with him.  And I shall sbeak to
in a way that I think will prevent

HIS BROTHER'S SAKE!

him from meddling with 3t. Dorothy's
boys again.”

The doctor's face grew very grim for
a moment. “ You can repay me another
time, Redfern, for this money, You are
w:llmg to do this?”

gir, I can never thank you
en_ough' You have saved me from
misery.”

“¥ou can thank me by leading a
straight life in the future, and justify-
ing the opinion I formerly held of you,”
said Dr. Cranston.

“Oh, I will—I will.
me!"” said Arthur.

“And in case of a fresh difficulty,
especially of one arising out of this
affair, come straight to me,” said the
Head kindly. “Remember, I am your
friend as well as your headmaster.”

“I am not likely to forget that, sir,”
said Arthur, *Oh, you shall see, sir—
you shall see that I am not fool enough
to lose a chance like this.”

And Redfern major, when he left the
Head's study, seemed as if he were walk-
ing on air.

Heaven help

CHAPTER 35.
All Szrene!

o RTHUR!"”
A Redfern minor started up as
his brother came into the

study. Redfern minor had waited there
—waited with a horrible anxiety tugging
at his heart. The last quarter of an
hour had been the blackest in Redfern’s
young life.

" Would Arthur never return? What
was happening—what had happened in
the Head's study? Redfern paced
about the room with restless steps as the
minutes slowly passed and then flung
himself at last into a chair. What had

happened? Why did Arthur not come
back?
He came at last. And Redfern could

not believe his eves as Arthur came in.
The flush of joy, the sparkle in the eyes
—what did that mean? Redfern started
up, gazing at his brother in blank aston-

ishment .

f
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“ Arthur!” .

The Sixth-Former smiled.

“It's all right, Sid!”"

“All right! How do you mean? Have
you—have you told the Head?”

“Every word!™

“Then youre expelled!” muttered
Sidney.
“No,” said Arthur. “Sidney, the

Head's the finest fellow in the world,
and the keenest, too, I think. He—he
believed that I really meant to keep
straight after this, and he’s given me
another chance—another chance, Sid!"”

“My hat1”

“I couldn't believe my ears when he
said so at first,” said Arthur soberly, I
didn’t deserve it; of course, I knew that.
But it’s 21l right. You're pardoned, of
course; but the wonderful thing is that
I've got another chance, and I'm going
to make the most of it, 8id!™

“Thank Heaven!”

“Not a word of it outside this study,
of  course, but—but there’s going to
be a change—a big change.”

There were tears in Redfern’s minor’'s
eyes, seldom so moistened.

“It's jolly,” he said—"it’s jolly.
Arthur, the Head's a brick! My hat!
Won't Skelton and Brown yell when I
tell them I'm not going to be sacked,
after alll”

“Better go and tell them at once,”
said Arthur, with a smile.

“Right-ho!”

‘Arthur gripped his brother’s hand for
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a moment, and Redfern minor ran from
the study, his face bright, his heart light,
and bappy.

He burst into the study in the Fourth
Form pascage like a cyclone.

Skelton and Brown were sitting by
the fire, which was dying down, looking
very depressed. Tafiy & Co. were in the
study, locking decidedly mizgerable, tco.
The Modern youths scemed to feel the
ill-luck of the Classicals as keenly as
they felt it themselves. .

“Hallo!™

The five juniors jumped round as the
door burst open and Rediern minor

burst in.
“What the dickens—"
W W

“What—"
“It’s all right!” shouted Redfern.
“The Head’s a brick! It's all serene.
Everything in the garden is lovely!
This is where we chuckle. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, what—"

“1It's all serene!” {rilled Redfem; and
he grasped Skelton with one arm, and
Brown with the other, and waltzed them
round the study, in his exuberant joy.
“It's all serene! Hurrah!”

“Hip, hip, hurrah!*

And the voices of the Moderns and
Classicals blended in & shout that

reached over nearly all St. Dolly’s, and
announced to all who were interested in
the matter that the old schocl was not,
after all, to see the last of Redfern
minor.
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HEROES
of the
" MEWS-REEL

@NE hundred million peoble see
and hear the chief news events of
the world week by week—thanks

to the modern talkie news-reel. Fire,
earthquake, shipwreck and riot Scenes,
they expect them all on their local
cinema screen, and they're seldom dis-
appointed. But how many of that vast
multitude realise the dangeis that have
had to be faced, the difficulties over-
come, to secure the few hundred feet of
film Lhat comprise their weekly talking
newspaper? Very few, probably; yet
the cameraman's job is often guite as
thrilling as the scenes and incidents he
is recording.

In the Thick of the Fight.

It took plenty of merve, for instance,
to get these amazing pictures of the
Tndian riots and the Spanisi yevolu-
tion that were among the biggest
scoops of last year. The men who took
their cameras and sound-sets into Spain
carried tneir lives in_their hands for
nours at a streteh.  They might. easily
have done their job at a distance, well
out of harm's way—but they didn't.
Wherever the fight was nottest, and
heediess of danger, the news-reel men
were in the thick of it, surrounded more
often than not by a howling mob, ripe
for anything. With bullels and other
dangerous missiles flying uncomfortably
close, or amid the still smoking ruins
of burnt-cut buildings that threatened
to collapse at any minute, those
cameramen had hairsbreadih escapes
Ly the dozen; but they were getiing
ihey knew woul

them.

They had to do some quick thinking,
though, when armed troops of the new
Republic demanded the surrender of all
their used negative. After a great deal
of argument and protest, one can of
film was reluctantly handed over—and
the newsreel men were safely out of
the country before their trick came to
light. The Glm surrendered was blank!

Filming a Volcano.

Taking the first sight and sound film
of the interior of a volcano must have
been a nerve-racking job.

The daring operator had to crawl {0
the very edge of the crater to get what
he wanted,

He had been warned beforehand that
he was taking a very big risk, but only
when he had taken his film and started
back did he realise just how grave the
danger was. During those few minutes
the fierce heat and the poisonous fumes,
hardly noticeable at first, had been

stupefying his brain and sapping his. 4

strength until he was on the point of
collapse. Only an jron will-power pulled
him through, for every yard of the
yeturn journey was a terrible effort.

Another film that very nearly cost ihe
jife of the man who took it was one of
a snow-plough at work on a very deep
drift on a railway, Snow had been
falling for days in the North Country,
and so deep was the drift in one cutting
that the signals were almost buried, and
several engines were required to drive
the plough forward. A cameraman
was on the scene, standing near a wall
of snow in what he thought was the best
position.

Slowly the engines came on, driving
a way tarough the white bariicr until a
spot was reached where the snow sud-
denly gave way under the onslaught and
a spurt forward was made. This brought
ihc plough almost on (op of the man
with the camera, and only in the very

nick of time did he mana to fling
himself aside ond escape being buried
in the anche thrown aride by the

plough.
5.8,



HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN REVOLT! T

Sensational Scenes Follow Dismissal of Form Master!

iBRBIEL

RBRBEEL

This is a school story in a thousand! Thrilling—dramatic—
sensational, it stars the popular chums of Greyfriars, Harry
Wharton & Co., in a series of amazing adventures that will
compel your keenest interest throughout. Don't miss this
magnificent book-length yarn—get a copy to-day!

On Sale Now! Price 4d.
=
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LIBRARY

No. 373. THE EMPTY HOUSE MURDER.
A LE, al novel of crime in London,
By IJU\ Al-l! STUART.

Mo 37a. THE CIRCUS CRIME.
story of thrills and sinister

HONY SRENE.

No. 375. THE BLACK-HILL MILL CASE.
A powerful drama of mystery In Mill-
land.

By REX HARDINGE.

No. 376. THE ISLE OF HORROR.
Ap absorbing detective romance, fea-
Marie: Galante,  the Voodoo
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LIBRARY
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f Britain's air aces

in at \
By ll!l:llr‘\ SCOTT.
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An eénthralling tale of pluck '\m! adven
Elm- at school and on the Ta
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No. 375. CHICK CHANGE-ADVENTURER.
A vivid yarn of peril and perve-
tingling exeitement in Africa.
By ROBERT MURRAY.

No. 376. THE FIGHTING FOOL.
M-et. Harry Dare, the coming  ifght-

YERS,

weight chamgion of the world, in_Ehiky ; . A
magnificent yarn of the rmg! - “"""5‘?.*“'_“ 2is
By CLEME HALE.

NOW ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS. . Price 4d. per volume (10ec. in Canada)
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