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CHAPTER 1.
The Smart Bet of 5t. Dolly's!

HERE was & blue haze of cigarette
smoke in the room, and a hum of
voices. It was a large, comfort~

able room—Ransome's room at St
Dolly's—and very well furnished for a
Sixth-Form study. Ransome, indeed,
always seemed to have plenty of money,
which was & puzzle to some of the
fellows at St. Dally's, as his people were
known to be poor. But that was not
the only thing about Ransome which
the school did not quite understand.
Ransome was sitting in the window-
seat, with a cigarette between his thin
lips. From where he sat he had & view
of* the old quadrangle of St. Dorothy’s,
and the wide, green playing-fields. The
fine old elms were leafless now, and did

not obstruct the view. He could have
seen, if he had Hked, the football-
ground, where a big match was to be
played that afternoon—a senior matoh
between the Classical and the Modern
sides at St. Dolly's. But he did not
even glance In that direction. Football
had no interest for Ransome of the
Sixth, unless he could make & bet on
it, and then, indeed, his interest in a
match could be keen enough.

There were hallf a dozen fellows in
the study as well as its master. They,
did not all belong to the Sixth, either.
It was not customary for a Sixth-
Former to entertain Lower Form
fellows; but Ransome had his own
ways.

There were Fellowes and Vane of
the Sixth, and Allen and Mills of the
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Fifth, and they were all smoking cigar-
ettes. Two fags of the Fourth—Gunte:

' and Wake—were sitting on the extreme
edges of their chalrs, feeling and look-
ing uneasy, but in a state of great pride
and importance at being admitted to
the meeting of the Smart Set of St.
Dolly's. Nobody took much notlce of
the fags; still, they were permitted to
be there, and to watch their elders
smoking cigarettes, in defiance of all
the rules of the school; and that was
quite exhilarating to the {wo fags. They
felt that this was “life.”

At the, same time, the fags were feel-
ing an inward quake at the thought
ihat some prefect might happen along,
and catch the Smart Set in the act.
The Fifth fellows, as a matter of fact,
were nof without their terrors, though
they concealed their feelings well, and
seemed to be greatly enjoying their
smoke.

Ransome blew out a little blue cloud,
and through it looked over the faces of
the fellows in the study.

“Well, what do you say?” he asked
suddenly.

There had been silence in the study
for some minutes. Ransome's question
broke it suddenly.

“I don't know,” said Fellowes.

“Better make up your minds. I am
going down to Burford this afternoon

“Aren't
Ransome?’

Ransome smiled contemptuocusly.

“Not likely, Vane. I've something
more important to think about than
football.  Blessed if I know how the
fellows can waste their iime over it.”

“Oh, hang!” sald Fellowes. “It's a
jolly good game, I suppose?”

Ransome shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, you can go and watch it,” he
sald, with a yawn. “I've got some-
thing better to do. I expect to pull in
a tidy little sum at Burford. ¥ou can
do the same, if you like. Keen Billy

you going to see the match,

is certain to win. I've had a dead~

r|sure snip, straight from the horse's

mouth almost. But{ you can do as you
like, of course.”

“Well, as your chum Redfern major
is playing——"

Ransome’s brow darkened.

“Redfern major is no chum of mingg
We used to chum up, but it's never been
the same since his young brother came
to St. Dolly's, the interfering young
puppy! We hardly speak now. Never
mind Redfern major.”

“¥oull vote for him in the captain's
election, I suppose?”

¥ ghall do nothing of the sort,” said
Ransome coolly. “X shall not vote at
all, unless it is worth my while. But
never mind the election now, or the
football, either. The question i3 about
Keen Billy for the Burford 8takes. Ave
you fellows going %o put anything on—
and are you coming with me?”

There was another silence in the
study.

Under Ransome's influence, the more
reckless spirits had broken many of the
minor rules of the school; but the most
reckless of them baulked at this. It
was no light matter to go to the races

| —it was pretty certain expulsion if if

were found out, for one thing, and the
sack was a serlous matter. Ransome,
certainly, had & knack of getiing out
of the most serious scrapes; but other
fellows might not be so lucky.

“I1f you don't want to come, I can
work the oracle for you,” said Ransome,
as he proceeded to light another cigar-
ette at the stump of the old one. “Hand
me what cash you wan{ to put on the
gee-gee, and I'll manage it for you
with the bookies.”

“pand if it’s lost?” piped out little
Gunter, of the Fourth,

Ransome stared at him in a very dis-
concerting way, which made the fag
wish he had not spoken, and wish de-
voutly, too, that the floor would open
and swallow him up.
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“If it's lost, it's lost,” said Ransome.
“1f you win, you win. It doesn’'t need
any extraordinary intelligence to work
that out!”

“I—I meant—"

“Keen Billy is a cert, as near as can
be said, that's all,” said Ransome.
“But if any fellow is afraid to bet, let
him keep his cash in his trousers-
pocket. I want only sporismen to risk
ml’z’lr tin, if I have anything to do with

“Oh, I beg your pardon, Ransome!”
stammered the fag, covered with con-
fusion. “I—I—"
hhl:ansome took no further notice of

“T'll come with you, Ransome,” sald
Vane. “It will be fun, anyway. What|
about you, Fellowes:'”

Fellowes hesitated.

“I—I think I'd like to see the
match,” he remarked. “You see,
they're saying that the captain’s elec-
tion depends a great deal on the result
of the match, and I want to know how
it goes, you know!”

“I don't see that it matters to us
whether Knowles or Redfern major
gets in,” said Vane. "But do as you
like. I'm col with you, Ransome.”

“Right-ho!” said the cad of the
Sixth. “Now, if you fellows want to
lay any tin, hurry up, as we shall have
1o be off!”

“You think Keen Billy's a sure
thing?” said Allen, of the Fifth, hesi-
tatingly.

“T've said so.”

“Ye-es, but—"

“Racing's full of uncertainties, of
course,” sald Ransome. “Tll lay the
bets, and youl take your chance. But
1 don't want to persuade you.”

“T'1l have five bob on, anyway,” said

Is.

“Same for me!” sald Allen at once.

“Tll make it a sovereign!” said
Fellowes, who was one of the wealthiest
fellows in the Sixth. “It's worth a
flutter, anyway.”

“And I—"

Gunter of the Fourth was just be-
ginning, when the door of the study,
opened suddenly and without warning. .

A tall, handsome Sixth-Former stood
in the doorway and looked in, and then
strode into the room.

It was Redfern major—Arthur Red-
fern, of the Sixth. A junior, curiously
like him in features, but of a more
sturdy cast, followed him into the room.
That was Redfern minor. There was a
dead silence in the study for a full
minute,

Arthur Redfern looked at the Smart
Bet, his eyes gleaming with anger. The
smokers went on smoking mechanically,
and Gunter and Wake thanked their
lucky stars that they had no cigar-
ettes in their mouths. Fellowes, Mills,
and Allen had laid their money on the
table, and it was glimmering there in
full view, a preity plain indication OI
what had been going on. 1

It was Ransome who broke the
silence. It was very seldom that Ran-
some lost his coolness, and after the
first start of suxprise, he recovered it
now. Since his break with Redfern
major he had felt that the iime must
come when he would have to measure
strength with his former dupe.

He deliberately struck a match and
lighted & fresh cigarette, an act of
defiance that moved the unbounded ad-,
miration of the fags.

“Hallo!” he sa,id coolly, looking at
Redfern major through the haze.
“Come to join our little gathering?
You're welcome, though you might have
knocked. Sit down!”

"1 did not come here to sit down!”
saild Arthur curtly.

“Oh, if you prefer standing, there's
no objection; everyone to his taste!”
sald Ransome smoothly. “Will you
have a smoke?”

Gunter tittered. Then he caught
Redfern minor's eyes, and the titter
died away with remarkable suddenness.

“No,” sald Arthur quietly. “Put
that cigarette down, Ransome!”

Ransome's lips set hard. The cigar-
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eite remeined between them. A green
glint came into his eyes.

“What business have you fo give
orders in my study?” he said savagely,
but still keeping perfectly calm. “You
are not a prefect now.”

“The Head has restored my prefect-
ship to-day,” said Arthur quietly. Lo ¢
am a prefect again, Ransome; but even
if I were not I should interfere here.
You shall not lead any fellows into
scrapes, if I can help it, as you led me.
I have never reproached you with what
you did—and I have never betrayed
you. But I tell you plainly—there's got
to be a change!”

“Indeed!” drawled Ransome.

“Yes, Indeed! You have been
making bets here even now, I believe.
Dare you deny it?”

Ransome shrugged his shoulders.

“You are leading these fellows into
your own ways—these and others—and
I tell you, Ransome, there is to be an
end of it. If I get In as captain of St
Dolly's I shall maks a clean sweep, I
promise you.”

“You are not captain yet,” sald Ran-
some, in a silky, dangerous voice.

“No. ButIam a prefect, and that’s
enough; though, as I said, in any case,
1 should interfere. Throw those cigar-
ettes away!”

Arthur's volce rang with authority.
Fellowes and Vane, Mills and Allen
coloured, and threw their smokes into
the grate. Ransome went on steadily
smoking, though his face was paler now.
He had never seen Arthur like this
before. Where had the prefect gained
this  courage nd determination?
Surely it was bluff! Ransome’s eyes
glittered through the haze of the cigar-
ette, which he did not remove from his
lips. Arthur Redfern gazed at him
steadily, and there was a breathless
silence in the study.

“You heard me, Ransome?”

o Yes

"ﬁre you going to obey me?”

“No.

8hort and sharp was the answer:

“
Ransome had flung down the gauntlel.
Arthur drew & deep breath. Redfern
minor's brow darkened, but he did not
speak. It was his major's business; bul
he prayed in his heart that ur
would be equal to the test. For weak-
ness now would be the ruin of the re-
solve Arthur had made; a defeat at the
beginning meant the end of it all

But there was no weakness in Arthur
Redfern's breast at that moment. He
took out his watch with a steady hand.

“1 give you one minute, Ransome, to
think it over.”

“And what then?” sald Ransome,
with a sneer. “You will go sneaking to
the Head with a tale that your old
chum is keeping up youy own old
habits!”

Arthur turned crimson.

“No,” he sald. *“I shall not go to
the Head, the matter is not serious
enough for a prefect’s report. I shall
deal with it myself. If you do not stop
smoking—"

“Well?”

"I shall make you!”

Ransome’s tecth bit almost through
the cigarette. He could not yield now
without making himself ridiculous in
the eyes of the Bmart Set, who were
watching him breathlessly. What a
fool he had been to light that cigarette
out of bravado! But it was too late
to think of that now.

Arthur Redfern put the watch back
into the pocket.

“Time’s up, Ransome!”

“I'm nearly finished, thank you!"”

“You will finish now.”

Ransome gave a shrug. Arthur Red-
fern made a stride forward, and hi:
hands fell upon the cad of the Sixth,
Ransome was no weakling, but In thal
strong grip he was whirled from his
seat as if he had been a child  He
gasped, and then yelled, as the ren}-
nant of the cigarette slipped from hisy
mouth. He spat It out furiously, and,
clenching his hand, struck Arthur Red-
fern full in the face!

Redfern's eyes blazed.
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He whirled Ransome off his feet, and
flung him away; and the” cad of the
Sixth crashed on the floor, and lay
there, panting, white with rage.
Arthur stood over him, his fists
clenched hard,

“Is that enough, Ransome?”"

Ransome made no reply; he was
panting for breath. The Smart BSet
quletly slipped out of the study, ex-
cepting Gunter and Wake, who seemed
rooted to their chairs with terror.

Ransome staggered to his feet af last.

“Yes,” he said quietly; “I shall re-
member this, Redfern—and I will make
you remember it}”

Arthur smiled scornfully,

“I want you to remember it,” he

sald; “and the others, too. There will|“

be no gambling, smoking, or black-
guardism of any sort in the Sixth while
I can stop it. I've failed in my duty
as a prefect before; I shall not fail
again. That's all!”

He turned to the door,

“Come on, Sidney!"”

“What-ho!” said Redfern minor
cheerily. “Ill help these two young
beggars out. They belong 1o my
Form, and I'm going to keep a parental
eye on them!"”

And Redfern minor took a grip with
either hand upon the collars of Gunter
and Wake, and jerked them off their
chairs. Arthur smiled and quitted the
study. Redfern minor swung the two
fags towards the door, feebly resisting.

“Come on, my infants,” sald Red-
fern minor cheerily. “I'm going to

look after you. March!”
"I say, Reddy— Ow!”
“Yow!”

Redfern minor was applying his boot,
not at all gently, in the rear. Under
this forcible persuasion the junior mem-
bers of the Smart Set bolted out of
the study and down the passage, Red-
fern keeping close behind with active
boot, as if he were taking a footer down
the field. Gunter and Wake were yell-
ing, and considerably hurt, by the {ime
ihey dodged into a study and escaped.

Ransome remained alone—shaken,
furious, white with rage and spite. Red-
fern major had been his friend once,
or, rather, his dupe and victim; there
had been little friendship on Ransome’s
part. But now in St. Dolly’s, or in the
wide world, Arthur Redfern had no bit-
terer enemy than Ransome.

“That's the beginning of the end,
S1d,” said Arthur Redfern to his minor
a few moments later. “You see, old
man, I'm going to keep my vow.”

And the brothers clasped hands.

CHAPTER 2.
A Most Important Occaslon!
UCH a lot” said Redfern minor
thoughtfully—"such a blessed
lot depends on tbe result of
the football match t
elton and Brown solemnly
echoed :

“Such & blessed lot!”

“But, whatever happens, you chaps,
you understand one thing—my major's
got to get In as captain of St. Delly’s.”

Redfern minor was sitting on the
corner of the table in Study I, in the
Fourth-Form passage at St. Dorothy’s.
With upraised forefinger he was laying
down the law.

Bkelton sat astride of a chalr, with
his face to the back of it, leaning
on his elbows, his chin in his hands.
Brown was standing beside the fire-
place, with one eye on Redfern and
the other on some roasting chestnuts.
He was ding his attention equally
between Redfern minor and the chest-
nuts.

Redfern minor was in deadly earnest:

For there was a crisis in the history
of St. Dolly's, and the Fourth Form
felt that it behoved them to rise 1o
the occasion.

Lunsford, of the Sixth, the captain
of the school, had left. The captaincy
was vacant. Now, every fellow at St.
Dolly's, from the head prefect in tha
Sixth down to ilie smallest fag, had
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a voice in the election of the captain
of the school. On such occasions Jack
was as good as his master, 50 to speak,
the most diminutive, inky-fingered fag
had as much to say as a prefect at
whose frown he trembled.

And the Fourth Form, being more
numerous than the Fifth or Sixth, was
of more importance on these occasions
than the others—a peculiar state of
affairs, but one which the Fourth-
Formers felt to ba quite In accordance
with the fitness of things,

Any school election at 8t. Dolly's was
certain to be disputed, for the school
was divided Into two sid
and Modern—and each side was cer-
tain to put up a candidate. And so it
was now, for when Lunsford left Red-
fern major and Knowles, of the 8ixth,
put in their names as candidates for
the vacant post. Redfern major was a
Classical; Knowles belonged to the
Modern side—a side that had not been
long in existence at St. Dolly’s, but was
very numercus. The Moderns received
a “sound commercial education,” in-
stead of the old Classical training,
much to the disgust of the Classical
youths, who wanted to know what the
Public schools of this country were
coming to; while the Moderns, on their
side, made unpleasant remarks about
old fogies and pedants and stick-in-
the mud duffers, and so forth.

Redfern minor naturally took the
matter very much to heart.

Not only was he a Classical scholar,
bul it was his elder brother who was
standing as the Classical candidate,
and so, If St. Dolly's was not to go to
the dogs at express speed, it was abso-
lutely imperative for Redfern major to
get in as captain.

“I think we can depend upon most
of our side to vote Qlassical,” said Red-
fern, tapp‘mg on his knee with his
fAnger. “That’s the best of the Clas-
sleal side—the old brigade—they're
loyal. They'll back up my major.”

“Yes, rather!” said Skelton.

“But about the Modern worms,” went

on Redfern, with a thoughtful frown.
“They're as thick as thleves, you
know, It's no good arguing with them;
it's perfectly disgusting the way they
stick to one another, and won't listen
to reason.”

A curious sound came from Brown.
He bent down hurriedly and looked at
his roasting chestnuts as Redfern
turned-a wrathful eye upon him,

“What’s the matter, Brown?"

“Nothing,” said Brown hastily.

“Then what were you gugeling
about?”

“I—I wasn't aware that I was gug-

cal | gling.”

“Well, it sounded to me as if you
were guggling. If you can’t do any-
thing but guggle at & time like this,
Brown Tertius, why—"

“I say, these chestnuts are ready."”

“Chestnuts! Talk about fddling
while Rome's burning!” exclaimed Red-
fern minor Indignantly. “If you're
looking for a thick ear, Brown IIL—"

“Oh, keep your wool on!” said
Brown. “The eleetion’s not till seven
to-night, and we've only just had
dinner. No harm in baking chestnuts,
I suppose?”

“Br-r! There's more Important
matters than chestnuts to think of.
How is that blessed election going?
That's the point.”

“Well, I suppose most of the Clas-
sicals will back up the Classical
candidate,” sald Skelton, “and most of
the Moderns will back up Knowies.
Only & blessed lot depends on the
footer matoh. If we win it will mean
a heap of votes for your major.”

“And if the Mods win—"
il_'::"rhen I'm afrald Knowles will get

“And then St. Dolly’s may as well
ghut up shop, and have done wilh it,”
sald Redfern, with exaggerated glogm.
“There never has been a Modern cap-
tain of St. Dolly’s yet. I don't know
what will happen if Knowles get in.”

“It will be rotten.”

“Of course I've nothing agalnst
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Knowles,” said Redfern. “HKnowles is
all right, in a way. I don't take to
him, but I wouldn’t condemn a chap
Jjust because I don't take to him.”

Redfern said this in the most wag-
nanimous way, and Skelton nodded a
full assent o his magnanimity.

“But he's a Modern—ea chap who
takes German instead of Greek, and
chemistry instead of Latin—one of
those beasts who can do awful mathe-
matical problems in their heads—a fel-
low I can't stand,” said Redfern
miner, “I don't deny that he plays a
good game of footer, but he's mot up
to my major in that line.”

“Not half!” said Skelton.

“We may as well get down fo the
ground, snyway,” said Redfern.
*“Those Modern cads will he bagging
all the best places if we let them.

There's certain {o be a crowd. What's
the time?"
“Two o'clock,” said Skelion, looking

at his big silver watch.

“My hat! Why, the kick-off is half-
past!” exclaimed Redfern indignantly.
“Fancy you chaps sitting here and
jawing and eating chestnute while the
Moderns are bagging all the places on
the football-ground !"”

“Why, it was you jawing—-"

“QOh, don't begin to argue mnow!
Get a move on.”

“But you—-"

*'Oh, come on!”

Redfern jerked at the door. To his
surprise, it did nct move. He jerked
again, and the door opened about half
an inch, and then remained fast.

“What's the matter with this door?”
he roared. “Who's been playing the
giddy goat with the blessed door?”

“It's fastened,” said Brown, in sur-
prise—"fastened on the ouiside.”

“Go hon!"” said Redfern sarcastic-
ally. “How long did it take your
mighty brain to guess that?”

He shook the door furiously. There
was a chuckle in the passage outside.
Redfern kicked at the door,

“¥ou modern cads

OWN LIBRARY 1

Ha, ha, ha!”

“Unfasten this door!"

“8orry; no time to stop!” said a
sweet voice outside. " We're off to the
footer match. We hope you will get a
good place when you arrive!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tafly, you bezst'”
"Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tafly & Co., leaders of the
Modern side in the Fourth Form at St.
Dolly’s, went on their way, chuckling
gieefuliy Rediern wrenched at the
door. But a cord was stretched taut
across the passage, from the handle to
the handle of the door opposite, and
the cord was too strong to break.

“My only hat!" said Skelton. *“This
is a gol”

“Oh, lend a hand here!” grunted
Redfern. “What's the good of jawing?
Lend a hand!”

“There ain't room for more'n one to
catch hold of the blessed handle.”

“Ass! I never said there was."”

“Look here, Reddy—"

“QOh, don’t jaw! Il take the handle
in both hands, and get a good grip,
you put your arms round me and pull,
and Brown can put his arms round you
and pull, and we'll have it open, if we
bust something.”

“Oh, all right!”

*Catch hold1”

And they caught hold. Redfern's
strong hands closed on the door-handle
with a grip like a vice, and Skelton
drag| won him, and Brown dragged
on Skelton.

“Now, put. your backs into it!” said
Redfern. “Pull!”

And they pulled.

"Go it}"” gasped Redfern, “I—I can
feel something ecoming! I—— OhR!"

Something came; it was the handle
of the door, which wasn't built to stand
a strain like that. It came off in Red-
fern’s hands, and the three jun.lors shot
backwards.

Brown bumped down heavﬁly. and
Skelton bumped on Brown, and Redfern
bumped on Skelton,



9 ‘ THE CAPTAIN’S ENEMY !

Three distinct and formidable roars
ra}% g‘l‘.l:“"gh the study.

“Ow!"
“Yow!”
“You asses!”

aiq;ggered up.

it was your fault!” shrieked

Ske!mn “Who pullec[ the Dlessed

b.a'uiie off the door?”

Oh,” moaned
squashed!"

“It was Reddy's fault—"

“You can argue it out if you like”
said Redfern severely; “I'm going
duvm to the footer."

“Oh! Ow!”

The inside handle having come off,
the outside portion fell away, the cord
with it. Redfern minor opened the
door, and passed out into the corridor.

“0Oh,” gasped Skelton. “I got some-
body’'s blessed knee in my back!”

“Some idiot bumped his silly back on
my knee” grunted Brown.

e

gasped Redfern, as he

Brown, “I'm

% DW‘!"

“Oh, rats! Let's get down to the
footer.”

And they followed Redfern minor,

CHAPTER 3.

Classicals and Moderns!
HERE was already a crowd round
T the senior football-ground of Bt.
Dolly’s.
and it was increasing.
8 quarter of an hour to the kick-off,
but there was a great deal of keenness
own in getting good places. Fellows
all Forms were there, all interested

The crowd was large,

nnd eager. The influence the result of [ Proudly

that match might have on the captain's
election was known to all; but without
that consideration, the match itself was
likely to be a keenly contested one. It
was 8 senior match between the Clas-
sical and the Modern sides.

They were very proud of their foot-
ball at 8t. Dolly’s. They prided them-
gelves upon thelr cricket, upon their

It still wanted | pref

hockey, and upon their sprinting anc
their swimming, and upon a few othe:
things; in fact, they had altogether ¢
very good opinion of themselves. Bul
among all things they prided them-
selves upon, there was no doubt that
footer was an easy first.

They played football, as they told
their friends, with the accent on the
“played.” To get one’s cap for the
first eleven at St. Dolly's was not to
obtain a sinecure. A fellow who worked
his way Into the first eleven had to
work to keep his place there, It was a
place worth having. And most of the
fellows in the Fifth and Sixth, Classical
and Modern, would have given a little
finger for the much-coveted cap.

And this made the election of the
school captan an anxious question to
both sides, for the school captaln at
St. Dolly’s was the football captain, and
each side felt that it had most to ex-
gect from & captain of its own selection.

t it was also a fact that many of the
senlors, keen footballers, cared more
for the game than for the distinction
of Classical and Modern, or for any-
thing else, and they were inclined to
vote for the fellow they considered
most likely to uphold the honour of St.
Dolly’s in the footer-field.

The Classlcals prided themselves
upon keeping up the traditions of St.
Dolly's in connection with the sports,
but the Moderns had begen coming very
much to the front of late. Their head
ect, Knowles, was certainly a fine
footballer—a little glven, perhaps, to
carping and fault-finding, and some-
times of an uncertain temper—but
played a splendid game. The Moderns
where a better skipper
could be found than old Knowles—a
question to which the Classicals replied
by the statement that Arthur Redfern

was the man,

'I"he match had fallen due on the
same day that the election was to take

lace. That the support given to the
wo candidates was pretty equal was a
well-known fact, and it was quite pro-



THE SCHOOLBOY®S'

bable that the result ot‘ lhe football
match would turn the scal

Hence the unusual kcenneas dis-
played by the school. All other matches
were off that day. Classicals and
Moderns gathered round the field to
watch the great game.

Taffy, Vernon, and Rake, of the
Modern side—better known as Taffy &
Co.—were jammed in against the ropes
by a crowd of fags, mostly of their own
party. Taffy & Co. were in high good
humour, They had secured excellent
places for themselves, and they had
left their rivals of the Fourth fastened
up in their study—two causes for con-
gratulation. Taffy glanced up at the
big school clock, visible from the foot-
ball-ground.

“‘Quarter-past.” he said. “I wonder
whether those Classical duffers will get
out in time for the match?”

Modern worms1”

‘Taffy turned his head quickly. Three
indignant youths were marching up to
the ground, and they bestowed wrathful
glances upon the Modern chums. Taffy
& Co. chuckled.

““Hallo! You've got out?”

“¥Yes, Come over here, and T'll give
you a thick ear!”

“Haven't time to lick you now,” said
Taffy loftily. “I'll dot you on the nose
after tﬁm match, if you lke.”

“ Ya)

“Boo!"
And with that exchange of compli-
ments, the Modern juniors turned their
attention to the fleld again. It was a
cold, keen day, and the level green,
with its white lines, loocked very in-
viting. Redfern, Skelton, and Brown
ed among the fags with powerful
shoulders to gain a front place. All St.
Dolly's seemed to be crammed round
the ropes, as well as a great many of
their acquaintances from outside the
school, and all good places had long
been taken up.
. “Were late,” said Redfern minor,
£ is what comes of gorging chest-
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nuts in a study instead of attending to
business.”

“Why, you—-"

“Of course, you can waste time talk-
ing if you lke, but I think it would be
better to get a good place before the
game beging. Shovel”

“Here, who are you shoving?” angrily
demanded & Modern youth, tu his
head and glaring at the Classical trio.

“I'm shoving you, Norton, old chap,”
sald Redfern affably.

“You—you Classical cad! What are
you shoving me for?”
“To shift you, of course. I want to

get in front.”

The reply to Norton’s question was a
perfectly reasonable one, but it did not
seem to have the effect of pacifying
him. He turned the colour of a
heetroot.

“Line up, Mods!” he shouted. “Here's
Classical cads shoving.”

‘Rah! Down with the Classical
cads!™

“Keep 'em ouf!"

And a crowd of Modern fags wedged
themselves round Norton, and presented
a sort of Macedonian phalanx fo the
attack of the Classical chums. They
greeted the Classicals with yells and
hoots, and warm invitations to * come
on.”

It was an invitation Redfern & Co. were
never slow to accept.

“Come on!” said Redfern. ''Elbows
and knees, and down with the Modsl”

“What ho!”

There was a scramble and a scuffle
immediately. Redfern & Co., backed up
by other Classicals, wedged their way
on. The Moderns resisted desperatsly,
and Taffy & Co. came squeezing to the
rescue. There was a trampling and a
squeezing and a hooting and a hubbub
that was heard all over the fleld

A tall, somewhat thin-featured senlor
came out of the pavillon, and cast an
angry glance towards the struggling
Junlors.

“Stop that row!™ he exclaimed, in a
sharp voice. “Do you hear? What do
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you mean by making a row on the
ground?™

“All right, Knowles; it's the Classical
cads shoving.” ;

“Ii's all right, Knowles; it's the
Modern worms sticking in the way.”

Knowles frowned.

“T'll be there among you in a minute,
if you don't stop it!” he exclaimed.

As that would have meant a general
flight of the juniors, and a frec
scramble for places afterwards, it was
not likely to make the Classicals stop
shoving. The scramble, in fact, became
worse than ever. But another senior
had followed Knowles out—a big, hand-
some Sixth-Former, who was very like
Redfern in looks, being, in fact, his
elder brother. He smiled as he looked
at the swaying crowd of juniors—a
good-humoured sinile.

“Here, stop that, kids!” he said good-
naturedly. “Don't make a row now,
your know. You chaps are shoving.
Chuck it, and be quiet, there's good
fellows.”

“Oh, rats!” growled Skelton, under
his breath. “I suppose we must chuck
it, if he puts it that way. That blessed
major of yours is too jolly persuasive
by half, Reddy.”

" "Rediern minor grinned.

“Never mind; we'll find a place. What

price that tree?”

“Jolly good!™
The tree was a short distance from
the football-ground, and its wide

pranches afforded ample hold, and gave
a splendid view of every corner of the
ground. Under the tree some fellows
had put benches to stand on, to get a
view over the heads of the crowd. Red-
fern & Co. ran towards the tree, and
the scramble ceased, the Moderns vic-
tog%gusly keeping their places. It did
not take the Classical juniors long to
swarm up the gnarled trunk and to
crawl out on a stout branch extending
towards the playing-fields.

“yell as much as you like!™ said
Redfern warningly. “Don’t let go to
clap, or you'll tumble.”

He was standing on the thick branch
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himself, holding on to an upper oune,
and his feet were a good eight or nine
feet from the ground. It was not a
position in which the keenest footballer
would be wise to allow himself to grow
too enthusiastic.

“1 wonder if they're ever going to
kick-off?” grumbled Skelton.

“Qlose on time now. There's the
referee!”

Mr. Staines, the master of the Fifth
Form, had appeared in sight. Mr,
Staines was a keen follower of the great
game, and he {frequenily acted as
referee in senior matches. Some of the
juniors, eager to begin cheering, gave
the referee a cheer, whereat the Fifth-
Form master smiled.

“RBy Jove, what a crowd!” said Red-
fern minor. “I've never seen s¢ many
on the ground before. Most of the
masters here, t0o. There’s Ford of ours,
and Crane of the Third.”

And every eye was turmed upon the
football-field, where the players were
streaminrg out.

CHAPTER &
Tha Football Mateh,

RTHUR REDFERN, the captain of
the Classical team, was looking
very fit. Redfern mincr looked

at him with justifiable pride. He had
reason to be proud of his elder brother.
There was not a finer footballer or a
finer fellow at St. Dorothy’s. And that
fatal weakness of character, which bad
threatened to wreck Arthur's career,
seemed to be quite gone, too, of late
months. Arthur seemed a new man
since the time when Redfern minor
had risked so much to save him from
his own folly. It was no wonder that
Sidney Redfern was proud of his
prother, and the Classicals of their
captain.

Knowles, too, cut a very fine figure.
And both teams were in good form and
eager for the fray. It was evident that
it would be a hard-cantested match, and
worth watching. And more than one
fellow openly said that there wasn't a
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pin to choose between Arthur Redfern
and Knowles for school captain, and
that his vote would be given to the
winning skipper of that day’s match.

There was little wind, and the win-
ning of the toss made little difference.
Knowles won it, 88 a matter of fact,
and gave Arthur Redfern the kick-off.
Every eye was on the two teams as they
lined up, the Classicals in red ghirts,
the Moderns in blue,

Arthur set the ball rolling, and amid
a breathless hush of interest, the game
commenced, the game which was to
have a considerable effect on the history
of St. Dolly’s for some time to come.

“Go 1t, ye cripples!” exclaimed Red-
fern minor, as the Classical forwards
followed the ball. * Give 'em socks!”

“Buck up, Mods!” sang out Tafly,
with a deflant glance across his com-
rades’ heads at the juniors in the tree.
“Play up!”

"On the ball1"

The Classicals were on the ball with
a vengeance, The forwards were in fine
fettle, and their passing was su
Arthur Redfern, who was in the centre
sent the ball out to his left wing. Price,
inslde, sent it on to Courtney at outside-
left, who transferred as he was tackled,
detting Arthur have it again. It was
quick work, and it fogged the Moderns
a little, Arthur went on at top speed,
dribbling the ball, and he was through
:;lhne ha.lves before they knew what was

ppe!

The backs rushed in, and tha ball was
taken away from Arthur, only to be
Tecaptured by his rlght wingers, and
rushed on towards the Modern goal

“Bravol” roared Redfern minor.
“Kick, you bheggars—kick!"”

‘“Hurrah1"

The leather came whizzing in, and
Carne, the Modern goalkeeper, fisted it
out again, He fisted it out twice, and
again it came In, the backs having no
chance of clearing. Out it went again
with a mighty swipe from his foot, only
to drop at the feet of Arthur Redfern,
and to come agaln with a sudden whiz
that gave the goalie no earthly chance.

11
Plop!
There wis & roar!
The leather was in the net!
“Goal!
“Goal!l Hwrah! 'Rah! 'Rah!
"Rah!"”

The ball was in the net within ten
minutes of the start, and the Moderns
had not had a look-in at all yet. Carne
tossed it out with a rueful face, Knowles
gave him an unpleasant look; end those
who were near enough could see that

“Hang {t1" murmured Taffy, who had
& good view of the proceedings. *“I¢
wasn't Carne’s fault. Lots of League
goalles would never have stopped that
ball.”

“Just what I was golng to say,” re-
marked Rake,

Vernon nodded his head sagely.

“Our esteemed captain hasn’c thd
sweetest temper in the world, chapples,”
he remarked. ‘““He wants to win badly,
too. He did look savage. Beasily bad
form on a footer-fleld.”

“How those Classical cads are yelling,
tool One would think a geal had
never been shot on & footer-ground
before.”

“Goall Goal! Goal!™

“Oh, ring off!"

“Yah! Goall Goal! Hurrahi"
“I say, chappies—""

"“Goall Goall Bravo, Reddy!™

The fass ventured to call Rediern
major Reddy In the excltement of the
moment. They shouted themselves
hoarse over -that first goal.

“It's ripping!” said Redfern minor
when he was fat with yelung,
“Simply ripping! You see, it's the bes
ginning of the blessed end.”

“What-ho!" sald Skelton and Bmwn.
‘“Your major is all right. Reddy.”

“T should say he ls,” said Redfern
indignantly. “Let me hear anybody
say he lsn’t, that's all!”

“Hallo! There they go again! Bravo,
Reddy! Buck up, Classicals|”

‘The Classical forwards were sweeping
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down the field again in line. They
passed the ball like clockwork, and
again the Modern defence was beaten,
the ball escaping them all the time.
There was a brilliant attack on goal, but
Carne was found equal to it this time.
With a powerful kiok, he cleared to
mid-field, over the heads of the
Classicals, and then Enowles saw his
opportunity.

The way he seized it showed that he
was a first-class player. He was on the
ball in a twinkling, and away with it
like a flash.

The Classical halves were nowhere,
the backs far afield. Knowles went for
the goal like a streak of lightning, with
only the poalie to fear, though the
Classical defenders were straining on
his track like hounds after a deer.

The goalie was all eves and hands,
yeady for anvthing. But the Modem
skipper was too much for him. Changinz
his feet at the last moment, he sent &
shot into the far corner of the net
which gave the guardian no chance 2t
all. The leather was in the net in the
twinkling of an eye, and the gealie’s
despairing clutch swept only empty
space.

Then there was & roar.

The Classicals had shown what they
could do in the way of yelling. and now
it was the turn of the Moderns. And
they showed that their Tungs were made
of the right British materials,

Goal! Hurrah!”

Skelton sniffed.

“T,ot af trouble they make about an
old goal!” he remarked. “I can't un-
derstand those fellows. It will make no
difference in the long run.”

Knowles walked back to the centre
of the field with a flushed face and &
glitter in his eves. It had been a
splendid goal, taken practically unaided.
and He deserved the cheers he received.
And the cheers were music to his ears.
Classicals were cheering as well as
Moderns, and that might mean votes.

“Jolly good, Knowles, old man!” ex-
claimed Arthur Redfern, as they came
back to the line.
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Knowles nodded, with a somewhat
sarcastic grin.

He was too keenly anxious about the
result of the game to have any time for
sportsmanlike feelings about it, and in
his heart he characterised Arthur’s re-
mark as “humbug.” Knowles had a
suspicious nature.

The Moderns had not been long in
equalising, and the faces of their sup-
porters brightened again, and their
hopes rose high,

1t really seemed as If there was litile
to chonse befween the two teams. The
game was likely to be a gruelling one,
with plenty of hard work and good play
on both sides, the kind of game a foot-
ball-dover likes to wateh.

Arthur Redfern kicked off again.

There was a long spell of play in mid-
field, with plenty of sharp work that
resulted in nothing, the defence on both
sides being good and steady. Then the
Classicals worked the ball along the
touchline, the leather frequently going
into touch, but the Classicals advancing
all the time, till the Moderns were
forced to concede & COTneEr.

Then there was a breathless hush.

The corner-kick was taken by North,
and every eve was on the alert as the
leather dropped, and Arthur Redfern
made a gallant attemnt; but the kick
did not materialise. The wind deflected
it the merest trifie, and it bouneed from
a goalpost back into the field of play,
and was instantly cleared.

Redfern minor grunted.

“Hard cheese!” he said.
hard cheese! Yah!”

The Moderns were attacking in force,

The Classicals had fallen back for the
defence of their goal: but the Moderns
were wedzing their way on splendidly,
with a fine exhibition of passing that
broucht ringing cheers from their sup-
porters.

Faster and harder was the play, and
the ball pepped out of the press like a
pip from an orange, only to be fisted
out by the goalie again and again, and
Kelly cleared each time, amid loud
Classical cheers.

“Beaslly
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“Ny hat!"” muttered Redfern minor
anxiously. “They're pressing home!
Why don't the beggars clear?”

“Kick, kick!” yelled Taffy & Co, in
huge delight,

A charge rolled Arthur Redfern over,
and North rolled over him. Knowles
added himself to the heap, and mut-
tered savagely as he dragged himself
up. Price, the Classical left-back, cleared
at last, kicking the ball over him with
a whiz, It was a tremendous kick, carry-
ing the ball past the half-way line, and
it went slanting into touch.

Redfern minor released one hand to
take out his watch and look at it. He
gave a low whistle,
1‘[I;‘J;‘lose on half-time?” asked Brown
“Yes. Five more minutes to play.”

“And the score equal” grunted
Skelton. “I really think the Classicals
might give us one more goal before the
whistle blows—I do really!™

“Well, theyre trying!” grinned
Brown.

They certainly were {trylng hard
Arthur Redfern and his red-shirted fol-
lowers were attacking hotly: but the
Moderns defended gamely, and Lhe
Classicals did not seem to be able to get
through.

“Play up, chaps!” muttered Arthur.
“We must have that other goal!”

All the Classicals made a steady, com-
bined effort. Very few minutes re-
mained; but they were gaining.

The excitement was breathless.

“Go it!" gasped Redfern minor,
“Shove 'em on! Go it! Give ’em beans!
Now then, all together, and you've done
fem!”

There was @ roar. The leather had
been sent in; but it bounced back from
the goalpost.

A Modern back was upon it, and he
kicked it clear; but—

A Classical head was in the way, and
{n the twinkling of an eye the ball was
headed into the net!

There was a gasp and a roar,

“Goalt”

“PBrovo, Redfern major!”
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The whistie blew. The first half of
that historic match was over. The
Classicnls were one up.

Knowles' face was dark and clouded
a5 he walked off the field.

CHAPTER 5.
The Second Half!

HE second half of the match com-
menced, Knowles kicking off for
the Modern side. Knowles' face

was not good-tempered now, and his
lips were set tight and hard, and there
was a glitter in his eyes. m
casual observer could see that the
Modern skipper took matters very much
to heart, and that the Classical score
was worrying him.

rthur Redfern was quiet and cheer-

ful, but evidently in a determined
humour and out for goals.

The St. Dolly's crowd eagerly watched
the restart of the game.

The first half had had plenty of hard
fighting, and the strain had left its mark
upon the players on both sides.

Arthur, who was in splendid form,
seemed to be still as fresh as paint, and
Knowles was splendidly fit, though not
amiable. The Classicals, on the whole,
stood the strain well. But the signs of
fag were plain among the Modern men.

As a matter of fact, the wear and tear
of a hard-contested match was showing
up the quality of the players, and before
the second half had been ten minutes
in progress it was pretty clear that the
Classical side was the stronger of the
two.

The Moderns fought well, and Carne
in goal was ‘especlally good; but the
Classical attack was sweeping, and for
a long time the struggle was almost
wholly in the Modern half, E

Which, of course, was extramely gratl-
Iying to Rediern & Co.

“wWe're licking them!” sald Skelton,
with couviction. “The Mods can't hold
a candle to us!”

“Us,” ware the Classical senlor team,
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Redfern minor nodded.

“ It, looks llke 11; Skelty. But Knowles
s a good man.”

“Yes, if he had a better temper, It's
not a sportsmanlike thing to scowl when
the game is going against you!”

Skelton was right; Knowles certainly
was scowling every now and then—
whenever he did not remember to
control his features, as a matter of fact.

He was beginning to realise clearly
that, in spite of all they declared to the
contrary, the Modern side were not quite
up to the Classicals in matters of sport;
and that discovery was extremely gall-
ing to him, especially as the captain’s
election probably depended upon the
result of the match.

Knowles put all his “beef” Into the
game, and, in fact, he was playing the
game of his life; but football is not a
“‘one-man” game. Knowles could not
be everywhere, and do everything; and
as the second half went on and the
Classicals pressed hotter and hotter, the
tide of fortune ran more strongly
against the Moderns, and Knowles could
not arrest it.

“By Jove!” said Redfern minor.
*“'Kelly will catch cold if he doesn't get
more exercise!”

Kelly, the Classical goalkeeper, was
walking about in his goal, clapping his
hands and waving his arms to keep
warm, and exchanging remarks with
the fellows round the ropes. He had
had very little to do since the whistle
went.

* Hallo,
Skelton,

The Modern forwards had suddenly
broken away.

They came in line down the fleld,
passing the ball splendidly, and getting
ﬂ:r]ough the Classical defence in fine
style.

The backs were beaten hollow by the
sudden surprise of the attack, which
had changed the aspect of the game
completely in a second or two. There
was a buzz of renewed interest in the
crowd, and loud cheers.

“Go it. Mods1"

look there!” exclaimed
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“On the bau Enowles!”

“Hurrah!"

Kelly sprang to attention at once.
He met the ball as it came in from
Knowles' foot, and fisted it out. A
Classical back rushed in and cleared—
or, rather, did not clear, for he kicked
the ball fairly at Knowles. who headed
it in in the twinkling of an eye.

Before Kelly knew it was coming it
it was in the net, and the Modern crowd
were yelling with joy and relief.

“Goal, goal! Hurray!”

“Bravo, Knowles!™

The score was level,

The Modern skipper fairly deserved
the cheers he had won. He had snatched
that goal from adverse fortune, so to
speak; but the effort could not be re<

peated. The Classicals were too careful
Ior it to happen a second time.

They rallied after that glimpse of
success for their rivals, and hemmed in
the Moderns in their own half, and
pressed for goal. Harder and harder the
tussle grew, the Classicals getting the
better all the time, till at last the
leather went in once more, and the
Classicals were one goal ahead again.

‘There was now only {en minutes to
play to the finish, and the Moderns
were fagged and disheartened as they
lined up for it.

They had little chance of even equaj-
ising, and they knew it. But they
were resolved to fight to a finish.

Redfern was rubbing his hands glee-
fully as they kicked off.

“It’s ripping!” he sald. “What do
you th.lnk of m{ major now kids?”
ng!” Skelton.

'I‘hem never was, never wm be, and
never could be anybody like him.”

Redfern minor grinned.

“No rot!” he sald. “But he's easlly
the best footballer at St. Dolly’'s, and
chance it. And he’s golng to be captain
of the school—what?” ]

“Oh, rather!” said Skelton and
Brown heartily. i

They slid down the tree and joined
the crowd on the touchline. L

““Make room, there!™
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It was an unpleasant voice behind
the juniors. Ransome, of the Sixth,
was pushing his way forward, and he
pushed Redfern minor very roughly.
Ransome had his hat and coat on, and
had evidently just come in. Redfern
stared at him, his eyes gleaming, He
did not like the bullying manner ot
the cad of the Sixth; and he was sur-
prised, too, at Ransgme taking any in-
terest in the football-match.

Redfern had not seen him since the
ecene in his study, when the Smart Set
of St. Dolly's had been so discomfited
by Arthur's visit.

“Who are you pushing?"” demanded
Skelton belligerently.

Ransome scowled.

“Get out of the way, you brat!”

‘The juniors reluctanily made way.
Ransome reached the front, and looked
at the fleld. The juniors heard him
ask a Sixth-Former near him how the
score stood.

Harris of the Sixth, stared at him.

‘‘Haven't you seen the game?”

“I've been out.”

“Oh! Classicals are three to two.”

Ransome snapped his teeth. He
could not refrain that expression of an-
noyance and chagrin; but it made
Harris stare In greater surprise.

“Well, you're a queer chap!”™ he ex-
claimed. “ ¥ou look as if you'd rather
the Moderns won.”

“Oh, rats!” said Ransome.

“But he would rather the Mods won,
though he's a Classical himself,” said
Redfern, in a low tone. “I mnever
heard of such a cad! Hallo! Hark!™

It was a roar from the crowd.

“Goall”

It was useless to ask who had scored
it, Arthur Redfern had put the ball in
the net. The Classicals were four to
two now. And, with five minutes more
to play, they pressed the Moderns again
harder and harder, and the Classical
score stood at five.

Filve goals to two.

And that was only the limit be-
cause the whistle went. The score
might have gone to almost any figure
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with another guarter of an hour to

play. The Moderns were on their last

legs, and it was all they could do to

pack their goal, and keep the score an-

altered till the blast of the whistle re-

lieved them of the strain. i
Phip!

The gome ceased. The Classicals
round the feld were yelling exuber-
antly. )

“Goall Five to two. Hurrah! Good
old Redfern!"”

Arthur Redfern’s face was bright.
Knowles' lips were set like iron as he
walked away towards the pavilion. Red-
‘fiem major tapped him on the shout-

er,

“Hard cheese, old man!” he said.
“¥ou put up a splendid game!”

Knowles stopped, and looked at him
savagely. His bitter chagrin at having
lost the match welled up in voice and
look; he could not restrain it.

“I dont want any of your sym-
pathy,” he said abruptly. * You've won
and that's enough. My men did not
back me up.”

Redfern major stepped back.

“Oh, very well!” he said quietly.

Enowles gritted his teeth.

“Keep your condolences till theyTe
asked for.” And he strode on.

But grim looks of disapproval fol-
lowed him from all sides, and more
than one murmur; and it was probable
that those hasty and bitter words
would cost Knowles dear when the
hour of the election came. For,
Modern or Classical, the fellows of St.
Dolly’s wanted a sportsman for their
captain, and a fellow who could take a
defeat with a stiff upper lip, and
Knowles evidently was not a fellow of
that kind. -~

—_—

CHAPTER 4.
Canvassing for Votes! 12
REDFERI: MINOR was busy. .'-He

sat in the study shared by the

three chiuns, with a paper before
him on the table, a pencil in his hand,
and a deep frown upon his brow.
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Redfern minor was not deep in a
mathematical problem, nor was he com-
posing Latin hexameters for the critical
eyes of a Form-master. He was simply
calculating the number of votes that
could be depended upon for Arthur

ern in the coming election for
captain of the school.

Bkelton glanced at the German clock
on the mantelpiece.

“Getting near time,” he remarked.

“Oh, tJmt. beast’s a quarter of an

hour fast,” said Redfern, without look-
ing up. 1 say, Ske]wn what price
Ransome?”

“ About twopence, I should think,”
sald Skelton; “only I wouldn't like to
gwe that for him.’

e here,” said Brown.

“Oh, dont. rot, now!"” said Redfern.
“I mean, what about his vote? I
suppose even a cad like Ransome can
be depended upon to vote Classical at
an election for school skipper?”

“I should think so. He could hardly
be such a rotten outsider as to vote
against his own sidel” said Skelton
warmly.

“And that blessed Smart Set,” said
Redfern. “There's Gunter and Wake,
and several more, who are in the gang,
and they're in our Form. ¥ou know,
I rather think that they will vote which
an Ransome tells them, whichever it

“Oh, he's bound to go Classical!”

“Well, I'm not quite so sure. If he
does, and the rest of the Classlecal stick

, it’s a pretty sure thing for

Arthur, for I know we can depend on
at least twenty Modern votes. A lot of
the Modern chaps who go in for spo
are making a sporting matter of it, and
plumping for Arthur, because he won
the footer match.”

"Good for them!
aren’t all duffers,”
heartily.

“But I'm not sure about Ransome.”
Redfern rose from the table. ‘Let’s

and do some canvassing.”
“Some which?"

Even the Mods
said  Skelton
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“ Canvassing for votes,” said Redfern
minor.

“But Ransome will kick us out—"

“Well, we've been kicked out before,
and we're none the worse for it,”
grinned Redfern. “I must k.now how
the Smart Set vote is going.”

Although Skelton was cu. tain of the
Fourth Form, and follower,
Redfern did most ut the ]eadmg. as &
matter of fact. Skelton and Brown
followed him from the study, and they
made their way to the Sixth Form pas-
sage, and Redfern tapped at Ransome’s
door.  There was no reply, and he
opened it and looked in. The room
was empty.

Redfern grunted.

“I should think he was at the races,
only we saw him on the footer-ground,”
he remarked. “Let’s draw the other
studies.”

“Hallo, you youngsters!"” said Arthur
Redfern cheerily, as he met the junlors
in the passage. *“What are you doinq
here? It's nearly time for the election.’

“Oh, looking round!” said Redfern
minor. “Have you seen Ransome?” |

“Yes, I saw him go into EKnowles’
study. What do you want with him?”
“Only to speak to him; it’s rather
important.”

And Redfern minor hurried on before
his brother could question him further,
He tapped at Knowles’ door, and the -
Modern prefect’s voice bade him enter.
Redfern opened the door.

Ransome was there. He was sit-
ting on the edge of the table, talking to
the Modern senior, who was standing
on the hearthrug, with his hands in his

Both of them glanced irrit~

pockets.
rt [ ably at the three juniors.

“What do you want?” asked Knowles.
bﬂJBﬁ ely.

“Only a word with Ransome,” sald
Sidney Redfern. “I say, Ransome,
would you mind telling me "how you’re
going to vote?”

“Mind your own business]” snapped
Ransome.

“It is my business, you see,” ex-
plained Redfern minor, with the cook'
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ness for which he was famous at St
Dolly’s. “We're canvassing for votes.”

Knowles burst into a laugh, but Ran-
some scowled.

“Get out!” he said.

;'?Aﬂ right. Are you voting Classi-
cal?*”

“Get out!"” roared Ransome,

“I suppose you'll stick to your own
side—eh?”

Ransome did not reply, but he came
lowards Redfern minor with his fist
clenched and raised. His face was
white with anger. The juniors
crowded out of the door. Ransome
stopped in the doorway, his eyes glit-
tering.

“I suppese I may take it that youre
voting Modern, then,” said Sidney Red-
fern. “That’s what you're chow-owing
over with Knowles. Well, we'll win
the election without you!”

“You young cad!”

Ransome caught up a cane from the
prefect’s table, and run into the pas-
sage. The three juniors scuttled
away; it was useless to stay and argue
with the senior at that moment. But
Ransome dashed after them, and the
cane whistled in the air, Before it
could descend, Ransome's arm was
arrested, and he glared into the face of
Arthur Redfern.

“Let me go!”

Arthur did not reply.
at the juniors.

“Cut!” he said briefly.

“What-ho!"” said Skelton, with equal
brevity.

And the Classical chums “cut.”

Ransome looked furiously at the
Classical prefect. Arthur released his
arm and he lowered the cane. For the
moment their eyes met—full—and then
Ransome turned away. Not a word
had been exchanged. But in that
glance Ransome expressed all he felt ot
hatred and malice, and Arthur Red-
fern fully realised that in his old com-
panion he had the bitterest enemy he
had ever made.

The cad of the Sixth walked back
10 EKnowles' study, and threw the cane

He glanced
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on the table. He closed the door. The
Modern prefect watched him curiously.

“'What did you get your rag out like
that for?” he said. " The youngsters
t\Ilere cheeky, but the fags are always

at.”

“I hate them!” said Ransome, be-
tween his teeth. “Both the Redferns!
And I'll make them sorry yet that they
made an enemy of me!”’

“Then I can depend upen wour
vote?”

“¥es, and upon all the votes I can
muster!  Look here, Knowles, I may
as well put it plain,” sald Ransome
abruptly. *I should naturally vote
Classical, but I think you’ll be a better
skipper in many ways for St. Dolly’s.”

“Thanks!”

“Redfern major has set himself up to
start a puritanical crusade,” sald Ran-
some savagely. “There’s to be no
smoking in the Sixth; a chap is never
to have a game of billiards or back a
horse! We're all to kow-tow to Red-
fern major and his confounded minor,
_Btrr:.l, I, for one, am not going to stand
1

“I should say not! I wouldn't!"

“If you get in as captain, you’ll have
more sense than to meddle; youll know
when to keep one eye closed, and not
bother your head about another chap’s
affairs,” said Ransome.

The Modern prefect met his eyes and
then dropped his glance.

There was quite a long pause.

“What do you say Knowles?”

“Yes,” said the prefect at last; "I
never was a meddler.”

“Good!” said Ransome, with evident
relief in his face. *“Then I back you
up through thick and thin, and there
are a dozen fellows wholl vote as I tell
them, too!”

“Good! I don't know if even that
will balance Redfern major's party,”
said Knowles, with a gloomy look.

“Redfern major’s party may not all
be there.”

The prefect started.

“Why not? Theyre bound to turn
up in foree.”
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“Thatl's all right! Leave it to me!”

gaid Ransome.

And he left the study. Knowles ran
to the door.

“Ransome! Look here, no tricks,
you know!”

But Ransome was gone, Knowles
hesitated a moment, undecided whether
to follow him or not; then he stepped
gack inte the study, and clesed Lhe

joar.

CHAPTER 1.

No Intimidation!

IDNEY REDFERN and his com-

rades lost no time in getting out

of the Sixth-Form passage. Can-

vassing for votes was all very well, but

that was not & healthy quarter for

them just then. They turned into the

Fifth-Form quarters, and recommenced
operations there.

Most of the Fifth were as keen about
the election as the juniors were, But
the Fifth were a dignified Iorm—zot
guite so senlor as the Sixth, but senior
enough to stand very much upon their
senior dignity, They did not appre-
ciate being canvassed for votes by the
fags of the Fourth, and so the Classical
chums soon discovered.

Vane's study was the first they en-
tered. Fellowes and Milward were
there, and the Fifth fellows were dis-
cussing the election, They fixed a very
unpleasant stare upon the juniors
when the latter presented themselves.

@ you want?"” demanded
had not forgotten the scene
e's study, in which Redfern
minor had borne & part.

“We're canvassing for votes.”

“Oh!" sald Fellowes, * And you've
come to canvass the Fifth?”

“Exactly!”

“¥You cheeky rats—"

17
Vane, who
in

began Mil-

vard.

“No cheek about it. We're making
up a list of the voters. I suppose we
can rely upon you chaps to do the
decent thing, and back up your own
side?” said Redfern minor.
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Vane grinned.

““Oh, come in, and talk It over!” he
said.

“Right you ars!
time to spare.”

‘“We won't keep you long.”

Vane was quite veracious there, for
as soon as the three juniors were in the
study, he made & sign to his com-
panions and the youngsters were seized,
They struggled, but in vain, in the
muscular grip of the Fifth-Form fellows,

“Here, let go!” exclaimed Redfern
minor indignantly, “Whal are you
up to?”

“Kick them out!"” grinned Vane.

“Hold on! We—— Oh, oh!™

“Yah! Onh! Ow!"

“Yarooh!"”

One after another the three juniors
were yanked to the door and sent fiylng
into the passage with powerful kicks,
which would have been useful on the
football-field, but which seemed to the
juntors quite out of place now,

Redfern, Skelton, and Brown went
reeling along the passage, to sprawl in
a heap half a dozen paces from Vane's
door,

They sat up rather dazedly, Three
grinning faces looked at them from the
doorway of Vane's study. :

_“M-m-my hat!™ gasped Skelton.

“Geing to do any more canvassing
for votes?” asked Vane.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Fellowes and
Milward.

“N-n-no; I think not!*” gasped Red-
fern.

Vane slammed the door, and the
three juniors picked themselves up.
Skelton and Brown glared accusingly at
Redfern.

“wWell, I must say your blessed idea
o!f canvassing for votes is turning out
a howling success!” eaid Skelton.

“Oh, rather—I dont think!” re-
marked Brown, with emphasis, as he
dusted his trousers.

“Oh, rats!" said Redfern. “Per-
haps we'd better confine the canvas-
sing to our own Form; that's all.”

Yes, perbaps we had.”

We haven't much
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There wasn't much doubt that it
would be wiser to do so. The three
unfors turned their steps towards the

urth-Form passage, At the corner
of it a group in earnest conversation
caught their eyes.

“Hallo!” said Redfern. “Ransome
jawing to Tafly & Co.! What does that
mean?”’

“It means that he’s voting Modern.”

“Yes; I'm pretty certain of that.”

Ransome was speaking very earnestly
to the three Modern juniors. Taffy &
Co. were chuckling, and they seemed so
interested in what Ransome was say-
ing that they did not even notice the
Classical chums passing them.

“Let's go down to the Common-
room,” sald Redfern. “Gunter and
Wake are there.”

“What do you want with them?”

“A little jaw. You see, it’s im-
portant to see that there’s no intimida-
tion in this election,” explained Red-
fern minor. “Gunter and Wake are
both Classicals, and they both belong
to that precious Smart Set, with Ran-
some at the head of it. If Ransome
votes Modern, he'll try to make them
vote Modern, t00.”

“And they'll do it.”

“They jolly well won't! That would
be intimidation, if they voted as Ran-
some told them, because ihey were
afrald to refuse.”

“well, we can’t help it.”

. “Yes, we can! I'm going to see
them, and explain that they needn’t
be afraid of Ransome, and that we
shan’t allow any intimidation under any
circumstances.”

~1 don't see—"

“Never mind! You never do sec
anything you know! Come on!”

“"Took here, young Redfern—-"

“Qh, come on; there’s no time to
jaw!”

“Rats! You always say thal when
you've said your own say!”

“What & chap you are to argue!
Come on!*

They descended to the Common-room.
As it happened, Gunter and Wake were
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the only fellows there, Most of the
Fourth Form had already crowded into
the hall, where the election was to be
held. The two junior members of the
Smart Set were eating tarts from a bag,
and Redfern minor guessed where those
tarts had come from. They were a
bribe for the votes of the two junlors.

“Hallo!" said Redfern minor, halting
in front of the two Fourth-Formers.
‘“ Aren’t you going to vote this evening?”

“Thet’s all right!” said Gunter.
x 'I;here‘s plenty of time—half an hour
yet.”

“We're canvassing for votes” ex-
plained Redfern, taking out his note-
book. ““I suppose we can rely upon you
two to vote Classical?”

Gunter and Wake exchanged glances.

“well, you see—" began Gunter.

“You see——" started Wake.

“you are Classicals!” said Redfern
severely. “You are not going to be
bullled and intimidated into voling
against your own side, I suppose?”

“Well, Ransome said—"

“Never mind Ransome; he’s 2
worm! Are you going to vote Classi-
cal?”

“No!” said Gunter, with a touch of
deflance.

Redfern frowned darkly.

“Then youre going to back up a
Modern candidate against your own
side!"™ .

“Rotten traitors!” growled Skelton.

“Worms!” sald Brown.

“I suppose we can vole as we like!™
said Gunter defiantly. *“We think
Knowles will make a better captainl
He won't meddle like Redfern major!
So there!”

“Rotters!” said Skelton. “Youre
going to vote Modern for the sake of &
bag of tarts. Blessed Esaus—selling
your birth-right for a mess of pottage!™

“They're jolly good tarts,” said Wake.

“Look hnere, youTe going to vole
Classical!” . said Redfern decidedly.
“Ransome has no right to try to intlu-
ence you in any way., It's intimida-
tion, fo say nothing of bribery and cor-
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ruption by means of tarts,
going io d?fy the buliy—

“He hasn't

“Yes, he has, but you re to0 busy
E)smuzznng tarts to notice when you

ing your dignity and independen:
said Redfern mimor witheringly.
heads of the Fourth Form, we can't
possibly allow any intimidation in the
matier of the election.”

“But we haven't been intimidated,”
bawled Gunter. "We—"

" Your lmst.ake. you have.”

“I tell you—"'

“My dear ass, if you don't vote Classt-
cal, it will be preity clear that youve
been intimidated by a Sixih-Form
bully,”

“We haven't! We—"

“Are vou veting Classical?”

“No!" yelled Gunter.

“Then we shall have to put down
this rolten intimidation with a stern
hand,” said Redfern resolutely, “Collar
them!"

CGunter and Wake sprang up In
alarm, and were immediately seized by
Skelton and Brown. The two weedy,
pasty-complexioned members of the
cigarette brigade had no chance against
the sturdy athletes of the Fourth. They
were helpless in the grasp of Skelton
and Brown.

“Leggo!” exclaimed Gunter.

“Hold them!"”

“What-ho!"

“Now then, we're going to rescue you
from this loathsome tyranny,” explained
Redfern. “ We're not going to allow in-
timidation of the Fourth in matters of
voting. You two are geing to give your
solemn word, honest Injun, to vote
Clas.su:ni-———

“Or elze get the
lives!”

Redfern minor tock the shovel from
the grate. Gunter and Drake eyed it
very nervously.

“Lay Gunty BCTOSS the table, Skelton,
and hold him there!”

“Right you are!"

Gunter struggled in vain.

You're
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licking of your

He was
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laid face downwards across tha table,
and Skelton kept him there with a grip
of iron,

“D’IJow then, Gunter, honest Injun
“Not” yelled Gunter.
Thwack !

“Oh! Ow! Yow! Yarooh!”

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

The flat of the shovel made the dust
rise in clouds from Gunter's garments,
The junior wriggled and yelled.

“Sorry,” said Redfern firmly, “but we
can't allow intimidation in the matters
of voting., Are you going {o vote
Classical ?"

“ No—yes.”

“Classical—honour bright?”

“Yes!” gasped Gunter.

“Good! Let him go. Wake, are you
going to follow Gunler's noble example
and resist intimidation like a hero and
vote Classical, or shall I lay on with
the shovel?"”

“I—I1 vote Classical,” said Wake,
nervously eyeing thc shovel,

=k Honest Injun?”

“Yes

Redfem threw the shovel into the
grate with a clang.

“Jolly good!” he exclaimed. “¥Youll
be glad some day, when you look back
to this time, that I was here o help you
resist tyranny and intimidation, and to
preserve your independence to vote as
you please.”

“What-ho!" sald Skellon and Brown
heartily.

“Come on!"” said Redfern, “There
may be some more intimidation going
on, and we haven't much time to look
into it before the election comes off. We
shall have to turn up in Hall pretty -
soon."”

And the Classical chums left the
Common-room. Redfern looked about
him outside in surprise. The gas had
been lurned out by someone in the
passage, and it was quite dark.

“sSome silly ass up to larks!” growled

Redfern. “Don’t shove your napper
against the wall, or you'll know it, I—
Oh! What—how—help!”
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Hunds, invisible in the darkness, sud-
denly grasped the three junlfors. There
seemed to be numberless hands
ing them all over, and they did not have
the slightest chance to resist. Strug-
gling ineffectually, they were lifted off
their feet and rushed along in darkness.
Save for panting breath and tramping
feet, there was no sound, But Redfern
knew that it was an ambush—an
ambush of the Moderns—and that they

were in the hands of Taffy & Co.
“Leggo!” he gasped. “Leggo, you
rotters! Yah! TLeggo!”

There was only a faint chuckle in
response. A door was opened, the
juniors were bumped in upon the floor,
the door closed, and a key clicked. The
next moment Redfern minor was upon
his feet in the darkness, hurling himself
furiously at the door; but it was fast.
He reeled back, stumbled upon some-
body, and fell, and there was a yell from
Skelton.

“Prisoners!” gasped Redfern,

There was no doubt about it. Tafly &
Co. were evidently “canvassing,” too!
Redfern, Skelton, and Brown were
prisoners, locked in, and the election
almost due!

CHAPTER 8.
Just In Timel

By
O ' Yarcoh!”
“What's the matter?”
"Ow' You're stamping on my beaslly
legs!”

“Keep your beast.ly legs out of the
hcnst.!y way, then!”
“Look here, Reddy—"

“How is anybody to look anywhere in
this blessed dark?” demanded Redfern
minor. “It's like the inside of a hat!”

He groped for the door. It was quite
secure, and did not budge a tenth part
of an inch as he shaved at it.

The Classical chums of the Fourth
were prisoners. The Moderns had
trapped them and locked them in, and
they were helpless.

Skelton and Brown scrambled to their

fect, bumping their hcads in the dark-
ness as they did so. There was a fresh
chorus of gasps.

“Nice pair of asses you two are, to be
caught in a trap like this!” growled
Redfern, in disgust,

“What price you!* demanded Skelton
wrathfully,

“Well, I was t about some-
thing else. I've got all the blessed
trouble of the election on my shoulders,”
said Redfern. "How could I know that
Taffly & Co. had turned out the gas inx
the passage, and were lying for us
there?"

“Well, how could we know, either?”

“Oh, don’t argue!l Blessed if I ever
knew a chap like you for arguing,
Skelton! We're in a fix now, and any
amount of jaw won’t get us out!”

“It's you that’s doing all the jawing,
you frabjous ass!” howled Skelton.

“Better think, instead of talking,”
sald Redfern. “We're shut up here.
This is the Jumber-cupboard under the
stairs outside the Common-room. The
fellows are all in Hall for the election,
and there’s nobody to come if we yell.”

“There’s Wake and Gunter in the
Common-room,” said Brown III, hope-
f

“They're not likely to help us, after
the way we—we encouraged them,” said
Redfern. * Besides, Taffy & Oe. will be
on the watch right up to the amount
of the election.”

“Well, we're not going to stick .‘here,
I suppose, till we grow grey beards?”

“I'm going to yell,” sald Skelton.
“Bomebody may hear. I'm jolly well
going to yell. and you chaps can do as
you like.”

And Skelton yelled. He yelled “Help!
Fire!” at the top of his volce.

The sound was muffled in the lumber-
cupboard, deafening the juniors as it
echoed round.

There was the sound of a chuckle out-
side, and Skelton ceased his efforts for a
moment.

Redfern rapped on the inside of the

door.
“Hallo, qut there!”
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“Hallo!”

*Who s it?”

“It's me,” said Gunters voice,
and Wake! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Is he laughing at us, or at his own
graminar?” said Skelton. “I'll jolly well
give him a thick ear, and chance it,
when I get out!”

“Open the door, Gunter, old chap!”
said Redfern softly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"’Ehe election’s coming off, you know

“Me

“Ha, ha! There’s no key!”

“ Get something and prise it open!™

“No time! I'm golng to the election,
It's due in ten minutes.”

“Look here, Gunter—"

“Ha, hal

Taffy's watching from
the end of the passage, and he’ll jolly
soon stop us if we start prising open the

And the Ioalﬁbeps of Gunter and
Wake died away from the passage.
Redfern kicked furiously at the door.
“Better yell again!" suggested
Skohttl?‘!“lt may bring somebody else.”
“Rats!”

““Well, what are we going to do?"
‘‘Don't ask me!” sald Redfern crossly.
“I've no time for conundrums. The
e:ection iu ten minutes, and us bottled
ﬂ% was Ransome suggested
s to Taﬂy & Co.,,

you can bet your
new boots on that! The beasts! How

the fellows will snigger when they find

for the Classical candidate. For the
Moderns, seeing that some of the
Classicals were absent, would be certain
to rush the election through as quickly
as possible.

“And if we're away from the election
some of the fellows are certaln to go out
and look for us, and miss the voting,
t0o,” sald Brown. “And then there’s the
slackers—the fellows you have to drive
in to vote—if they're not looked after
they won't turn up—and they won't be
locked after unless we're there.”

“Redfern major is done for!”
remarked Skelton.
“Not yet!” said Bldney Redfern.

“We're going to get out. Look here,
there’s & lot of lumber kept in this cup-
board—I've barked my shins on some of
it. There may be something we can
smash the door with,"”

“Smash the door? Phew!”

“There'll be a row about that!"

“I don't care if there are fifty rows!
We're not going to miss the election,
and see 8 Modern rotter captain of St.
Dolly’s!” said Redfern resolutely. “ Any-
body got a maftch?”

Bkelton struck a matech.

As the light flickered out Redfern
glanced round him anxiously.

ere was certainly a variety of
lumber stacked in the long, deep cup-
board under staircase—ancient
chairs, lame tables, old boxes, and a
broken form. It was upon the latter
that Redfern's eye lighted with a gleam
of satisfaction.

He seized It and dragged it out, send-
ing a dozen other “rocky” articles of
furnlture crashing down amid clouds ot

out we've spent the election-time in a dust,

cupboard under the stairs!”

“They'll have & right to snigger, too!”
sald Brown III, “Hang it, we shall
deserve to be sniggered at if we can't
get out!”

“The very thlngl » he exclaimed.

*“Mind your toes

“Blow _your r.oes! Strike another

match, Skelton, and keep showing s
ligm“ while I bang this thing on the

Redfern snorted. He was quite con- | lock.

scious of the truth of that remark.

They were locked in. Even if friends| it.

came to the rescue, thers was no key. It
would take time to break in the door.
It might only lead to others besides
thamselves missing the chance of voting

:Gond! If there's a row, we can stick
“wStand clear!”

The form had been a heavy one of
onk. There was a whole end of it and
part of the seat.
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Redfern raised it in the air, and
Skelton and Brown crowded back
among the lumber. Skelton struck
matches and kept them alight.

Crash!

Redfern minor brought the heavy
mass of oak against the door with a
terrific concussion.

The door creaked and groaned.

There was a sharp exclamation out
in the pasasge. Redfern did not heed it.

Crash! Crash!

The doer groaned as if in pain. Skel-
ton struck continual matches and
chuckled.

The door wasn't built to stand an
attack like that, and it was only a ques-
tion of moments now.

Crash!

The lock flew off, and the door shot |t

open. There was a yell from outside.
Tafly & Co. had waited in the passage,
with the gas half-turned up, in case
rescue should come, intended to scuttle
into the hall at the last moment. At the
on the door they had come
closer, in alarm, lest the Classicals
should break out, and Taffy received the
opening door full upon the chest, and

went flying.
As he bumped down upon the
linoleum the three Classicals, ty and

excited, sprang out of the cupboard.

To collar Rake and Vernon and hurl
them across the sprawling Taffy was
the work of a moment. Then the chums
of the Classic side raced away in the
direction of the hall.

“Quick!" panted Redfern. “Into the
hall and keep the door shut! What's
sauce for the goose is sauce for the

The dusty Classicals dashed into the
great crowded room, and there was a
yell of welcome from the Classical
juniors there. The clock was indicating
the half-hour, and the proceedings were
about to begin.

Redfern slammed the great oaken
door shut, and the three juniors put
their feet against it.

A minute later there was a terrific
hammering outside.

Arthur Redfern looked across the
crowd at the door.

“What's the row there?” he de-
manded.

“It’s all right!” said Skelton. “Il's
only some kids who are too late for the
election.”

Redfern major smiled.

“Let them come in,” he said.

“Open the door at once.”

And the three chums, exchanging rue-
ful glances, obeyed, Tafly & Co., red
and wrathful, entered the hall. It
looked as thuugh they would go for the
Classical chums on_ the spot, but a
master’s voice was heard calling for
silence, and the settling of the score was
defqged till a more favourable oppor+
unity,

CHAPTER 9.
The Election!
HE great hall of St. Dorothy’s was

I well filled.

All, or nearly all, the school had
turned up for the electign.

For it was an important maiter to alt
St. Dolly’s—a matter upon which the
great men of the Sixth, and the fags of
the lowest Forms, met as on common
ground.

Whether a Classical or a Modern
should be captain of St. Dolly's was &
question that agitated almost every
breath in the school. And there wers
other questions mixed with that.
The footballing enthusiasts, whether
Classical or Moedern, were likely to
plump for Arthur Redfern, Ransome
and the rest of the slackers were equally
likely to give their votes to the Modern
candidate. He was the one who would
best serve their peculiar interests, for
although a keen footballer himself, he
was more likely than Arthur Redfern to
the slackers and the

And so the sides were mingled, to
some extent, in the Upper Forms, while
in the Lower there was more patriotism,
as Redfern minor called it. Irrespecs
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tive of other matters, regardless of other
considerations, most of the junlors were
certain to vote Modern or Classical,
according to the side they belonged to.

But the voting was so uncertain that
no one had the least idea which candi-
date had the better chance of the two.

Neither Redfern major nor Knowles
could feel anything like certain of the
result; they both hoped for the best, but
in different ways. Redfern major was
quiet, and showed little concern about
the matter, while Knowles was openly
anxious,

Redfern minor looked over the big
crowd with a keen eye.

He had arrived with his chums only
just in time for the proceedings, which
were now opening, and he wondered
whether any of the Classical voters had
failed to turn up. There were, of course,
a good many who did not take the
matter so much to heart as Redfern
iinor did, and Reddy had been pre-
pared to drive them all up to the poll in
time. Owing to the little trick of the
Modern you however, he had barely
sulcfceeded in getting there in time him-
self.

‘' Are we all here, Benson” he asked a
Classical Fourth-Former, as he looked
round over the crowd.

“Where have you been?” asked
Benson.

“Never mind that now,” said Redfern
sharply. “Are all the fellows here?—
that’s the question. Ford's beginning to
jaw now, and they'll soon get on to the
voting.”

Mr, Ford, the Fourth Form-master,

was speaking at the upper end of the|on

hall. In his slow and distinct voice he
was telling the fellows what they knew
already—that the post of captain of St.
Dolly’s was vacant, and that they had
met there to elect a new captain in
Lunsford’s place. He added that there
were two candidates for the post—Red-
Iern major, and Knowles of the Sixth,
and that informatlon, which was hardly
needed, was greeted with loud cheers for
bhoth candldates,

“T haven't seen Spratt,” said Benson,
dnder cover of what Redfern minor dis-

respectfully termed the “jaw” at the
?gﬁekr'gnd of the hall. “ He's not here, I

“I saw him last in the tuckshop,” re-
marked Miller. “He sald he would be
here In time for the election.”

dfern minor knitted his brows,

“The greedy young brute! He's stuff-
ing again, I suppose, and he doesn’t care
if Rome is burning all the time.”

“Rome isn't burning, is 1£?" said Ben-
son, who did not follow the classical
allusion. “I haven't seen it in the
paper.”

“Oh, rats! Anybody else missing
besides Spratt?”

“I think not.”

“Count the chaps, then; Ford will
kes;a mtl up for some minutes yet.”

There were twenty-one Classical
youths in the Fourth Form of St.
Dolly's, and twenty Modern. Of the
twenty-one Classicals, twenty were
present. Only Fatty Spratt was missing.
He was doubfless eating farts in the
school shop, oblivious of the crisis in the
history of St. Dolly's, or regarding the
crisls as being of less importance than
a gooc feed, Redfern looked worried.

‘The brute may turn up yet,” said
Skelton. “Risky going to look for him,
you know. May get shut out of the
voting oneself.”

“Yes, there's the rub.”

“What about Gunter and Wake?”
sald Brown III. “There's Ransome
speaking to them.”

Redfern’s brow darkened. \
“I;.‘ll Jolly soon settle that. Come

A crowd of Classlcal youths followed
Redfern miner over to where the cad of
the Sixth was speaking In a whisper to
Gunter and Wake of the Fourth. These
two youths were looking very uneasy.
They had been honoured by admission
into the Smart Set, of which Ransome
was the head. But they had promised
Redfern minor ““honest’ Injun,” that
they would vote Olassical. True, the
promise had been given under a certain
amount of comfulsion. But then Red-
fern had a right to expect them to vote
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Classical, And if they broke their
bledge, they anticipated warm times in
the Form-room. It was all very well for
Ransome to let them smoke cigarettes
in his study, but he could not save them
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new recruits for his side. “We'll siand
by you! You shan’t be bullled.”

“Come on, kids. We're going to pro-
tect you."”

“Stay here—we'll protect you,” said

from the wrath of Indignant Classicals | Taff;

if they betrayed their side. And so they
ked very dubious as Ransome whis-
pered to them.

It was then that Redfern minor came
up with his friends,

“Gunter!” he exclalmed. *Wake!
Stick to me, you know. We've got to
rally up to get our man In.”

“Lel them salone” sald Ransome,
with a scowl. “Mind your own business,
Redfern minor. Every fellow can vote
s he likes.”

“It 1s my bisnay,” said Redfern
coolly, “I'mndt going to have my voters
bribed and corrupted. They've dproml.sed
to do the decent thing, and they're
gcﬂng” to do it, or I'll know the reason
wny.

“You see, Reddy—"

“I see that Ransome's trying to per-
suade you to break your promise, and go
back on your own man,” said Redfern
sternly.

“But—but—"

“All these rotten Moderns are stick-
Ing together,” said Redfern. “I should

k the Classicals in the Fourth would
make common cause to get the Classical
candidate in.”

“Rats!” exclaimed Taffy, coming up
as he heard the dispute. “If Gunter
and Wake want to vote for our side,
that's their business.”

“They don't want to—they're being
intimidated by one of the Sixth.”

“Nothing of the sort!” exclaimed
Ransome angrily, “I am advising
them."

“ Advising them to play the traitor!”
exclaimed Redfern minor scornfully,
“They don't want any of your precious
advice, Ransome."”

“You cheeky cub—"

-“Come with me, Gunier, Come on,
Woke!"™

“Stay where you are!” exclaimed
Taffy, only too eager to secure these

y.
“Just what I was going to say,” said
Rake. going '

“You'd better clear off, chapples,”
sald Vernon. “We're looking after these
kids. You can't make a row in Hall"

““We don't want to make a row," sald
Redfern minor warmly. “But we're
Jjolly well not going to have our voters
stolen under our very eyes.”

“‘They're not your voters.”

Mr. Ford broke off in what he was
saying and glanced towards the group
of junfors. Their raised volces were
interrupting him.

“This will not do,” sald Mr. Ford.
‘“Boys, you must be quiet in Hall. What
1s the dispute there among you
juniors?”

“Bixth Form interfering with the
Fourth, sir!” sald Redfern minor
promptly, before Ransome could speak.

“It's nothing of the sort, sir!” ex-
clalmed Ransome angrily. “I was just
speaking to Gunter and Wake—"

“Ahem!” said Mr, Ford, “It is better
for the Sixth not to speak to the juniors
on an occasion like this, It may lead
to misconception. It would be un-
pleasant if there was any charge of in-
timidation after the election.”

Ransome gritted his teeth: but he
could not disobey Mr. Ford, and he
moved away from the spot, leaving
Gunter and Wake to be disputed over
by Tafly & Co. and the Classical chums.
But Taffy & Co. were quite ready to take
charge of the proceedings. They meant
to keep Gunter and Wake in their
possession, or know the reason why.
Redfern minor was equally determined
that the two renegades should vote

Classical.

“This way, Gunter,” whispered
Redfern. “Don’t make a fuss and inter-
rupt Fordy again.”

“Stick here,” whispered T 5
“Reddy can't make you vote for b
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rotten major, Stick here and do the
right thing.”

“Look here, Morgan—-"

“¥You let my voters alone.”

*They're not your voters."

““They're Classical, I suppose,” said
Redfern minor, his voice rising excitedly.
*“¥You're jolly well not going to collar a
single vote from our side, let alone
twol”

“Stick to us, kids."™

“They shan't!”

“They shall!”

And Taffy stip%ed an arm {hrough
Gunter’s, and ernon  shpped i
through Wake’s. Gunter and Wake
seemed too confused by the dispute over
them to know what they wanted to do;
and, as a matter of fact, they were not
consulted by either party.

“Let them alone, you
worms!* exclaimed Redfern.

“Rats!"

Modern

“Let go, or I'll jolly well punch your
head!” almost shouted Redfern,

“More rats!” said Taffy.

Biff! Redfern minor's knuckles
clumped upon Tafly’s nose, and that
was quite enough for the youth from
-gallant little Wales. He let go Gunter,
and went for Redfern on the spot. Red-
fern minor, nothing loth, met him with
ready fists, and in a twinkling they
were going al it hammer and tongs.

There was a shout of indignation |

irom the other parts of the hall. For
the junlors to begin fighting there was
unheard-of, outrageous. Several pre-
fects came struggling through the
crowd towards the scene with canes in
their hands.

Redfern and Taffly had closed and
were struggling furiously. Skelton and
Brown had tried to drag Wake away
from Vernon, and Vernon resisted
fiercely, and a second fight was quickly
in progress.

The hall was in an uproar.

Mr. Ford's speech was interrupted,
and his voice died away. The Form-
master was pink with indignation. He
jingled the bell,

his | ryy,
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“Silence! Order, there! Prefects,
restore order!”

The prefects willingly carried out that
instruction. Three or four big seniors
threw themselves upon the combatants
and dragged them apart. Redfern, with
his hair like a mop, and his nose
hammered to the hue of a beetroot, was
clutched in Kelly’'s powerful hands,
while Taffly was grasped by Courtney of
the Sixth. The other combatants were
seized by prefects and shaken till they
hardly knew whether they were on their
heads or their heels.

Mr. Ford glared at the culprits wrath-

“It is absolutely outrageous,” he ex-
claimed, *“that this absurd dispute be-
tween the Classical and the Modern
sides at this school should be carried to
such an excess; that the respective
sides cannot meet in Halls without re-
sorting to fisticuffs, If there is any,
further disturbance, all boys partici-
pating in it shall be turned out of the
hall, s0 I warn you to take care,”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Taffy.

“Prefects, please separate the two
parties,” went on Mr. Ford—"the
Classical boys to the right of the hall,
and the Moderns on the left, and some
of you remain between them.”

“Yes, sir.”

Redfern minor chuckled softly. The
arrangement suited him admirably, for
unter and Wake were Classicals, and
they had to go with him and his friends.
‘Taffy & Co. were speechless with wrath.
Their last chance of securing the two
renegades was gone. Crowded up
among the other Classicals, Gunter and
Wake wcre quite certain to vote
Classical.

“Good old Fordy!" whispered Red-
fern, as he crowded back with the
others, his arms affectionately linked in
those of Gunter and Wake. ‘“‘He doesn't
know what a good turn he's done us.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

With a wide space of the hall and a
group of prefects between them, the
rival juniors could dispute no more,
Gunter and Wake looked very dis-



THE SOHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

quieted. From all sides now came
Classical urgings to “vole siraight,”
mingled with pleasant descriptions of
wlmi. would happen otherwlsel

“Qh, it's all right!"” mumbled Gunter.
“ Of course, I meant to vote Olassical all
the time."”

“So did 1" sald Wake.

Which was not strictly true, but quite
salisfactory to the ChaSsicals. In case
of any falling off at the last moment,
however, Redfern assigned to Skelton
and Brown the task of keeping their
arms lnked In those of Gunter and
Wake. Those two smart youths were
not to be allowed to run loose until the
voling was over.

CHAPYTER 10.
The New Oaptain?

ANSOME was on his feet on the
dals now, Classical as he was,
Ransome had thrown in his lot

openly with the Modern candldate. He
rose to propose his friend Knowles as
captain of 8t, Dolly’s, and made & short,
neat speech in his favour. He pointed
out that Enowles fulfilled every possible
requirement from a sportsman's point
of view, and was at the same time a
Jolly good fellow, and not at all given
to meddling in other fellows' business.
This was & direct hit at Arthur Redfern,
and Arthur turned pink, but did not
glance at the speaker, or take any open
notice of the remark. Knowles' friends
cheered Ransome, and Carne seconded
the nomination.

Then Courtney pro sed Arthur Red-
fern, and was seconded, and a show of
hands was called for.

“Hands up for Knowles,” sald Mr.
Ford, who was to act the part, of a teller
in order to make assurance doubly sure
that the counting was correct.

A forest of hands went up for
Enowles,

The Modern candldate glanced round,
and his eyes glistened. Certainly there
was & goodly show for him.

Half, or very nearly half, the fellows
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in the hall were voting for Knowles. Ib
would be a close election at the best.

Redfern minor noted with an anxious
eye that there were some COlasgical
hands in the air; how many he did not
know. Enough, however, to make the
result very doubtful for the Classical
candidate. But Gunter and Wake had
their hands down. That, at least, the
juniors were able to make sure of.

“Itl be a close thing.,” sald Skelton

s ¢ shnuldn'r. be surprised if
Knowles pulls it off.”

“We need every vole,” said Redfern
savagely. ' That fat rotter Spratt hasn't
turned up yet.”

‘He may come In time; the Classical
count is taken second,” sald Brown
hopefully. *Besides, they'll count twice,
you kuoW' they always do, in case of
€rrors.”

The Classlcal chums walited anxiously:
Mr, Ford and the Fifth Form-master,
Mr. Stainer, were counting the upralsed
hands slowly and methodically, There
was a buzz as the countlng proceeded.
Knowles was a little pale, but Arthur
Redfern was talking to Courtney, and
seemed quite undisturbed.

There was a deep breath among the
fellows as the two masters ceased to
count, They were seen to compare
notes, and they nodded over them, as {f
they agreed. The boys were simply
bursting with curiosity to know the
number. They made wild guesses, any-
where from sixty to a hundred and
twenty. There was a hush as Mr. Ford
announced the number.

i o Votes for Knowles, one hundred and
ur."”

Knowles' partisans gave a tremendous
cheer.

It was & bumping number. Everybody
knew the total number of boys at St.
Dolly’s—two hundred and nine.
Knowles had scored practically half the
votes of the school. If not a single
fellow missed the election, Arthur Red-
fern could only have a majority of one,
and it was more likely that three or
four ware missing it. It was seldom that
a school election brought up every fellow
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to the poll. Thig, {rue, was a more
than usually important contest, and the
canvassing for votes had been brisk.

Redfern minor’s face was a study for
a moment as he heard the announce-
ment.

“You hear that, Skelty?”

‘A hundred and four.”

“Were done in” sald Benson
gloomily, “We know at least one
Classical is away—that’'s Fatty Spratt.
We can only tie at the best.”

“Then there’ll be another election,”
sald Brown.

““And Ransome will jolly well make
sure of Gunter and Wake next time,”

said Benson grimly, “It’s all up. The
Classical side is done for at St. Dolly’s.”
Redfern set his teeth,
“Not quite.”

“What can we do?”

*I'm going to fetch Sprait.”

“Don’t you go out!” exclaimed Ben-
son in alarm. “We tle as it is, and
there’s a chance yet. If you're out, and
don’t vote, Knowles will have the
maforily and become captain of St.
Dolly’s to-night.”

Redfern hesitated one moment.

It was truly a crisis.
remain where he was, and assure ab
least that his major was not defeated, or
should he risk everything to bring up
the last voter? Was there time before
the counting finished? Every second
lost made his chance worse,

“T1 go,” he said between his teeth.
“T11 bring Spratt in time, or—or burst
something! The fat brute, he ought to
be here! Look here, you fellows, delay
the voting if you can. Lose as much
time as possible; misunderstand things,
you know—anything to gain time while
I fetch Patty.”

“ But. "

“No time for *buts.” I'm going.”

And Redfern minor slipped quietly
and quickly out of the hall. His heart
was beating hard. He had taken a great
responsibility upon himself; in ten
minutes he might be blaming himself as
the cause of Arthur's defeat. He left
his chums excited, toco., The Fourth
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Form-master had already called for a
show of hands for the Classical
candidate, and the Classical hands were
going up.

How long would Redfern be?

If the counting finisned before he re-
entered the hall he would not be allowed
1o vole, and all was lost.

And Skelton, mindful of Reddy's
warning to delay the counting as long
a3 he could, suddenly shoved Brown
violently, and surprised Browin
promptly shoved him back, and there
was an uproar. The counting ceased,
and there was a chorus of angry voices
directed against the juniors. It was
some minutes before order was restored,
and it transpired that a friendly shove
was the cause of it, and there was really
no dispute at all.

Meanwhile, Redfern minor had
dashed out of the house and was sprint-
ing towards the school shop on the
other side of the quadrangle.

He had little doubt that he would find
Fatty Spratt there; and he was right.
At he entered the tuckshop he caught
sight of the fat junior sitting on one of
the high chairs at the counter slowly
travelling through the last of a plate of
tarts. There was a smear of jam on
Spratt’s fat face, and a smile of con-
tentment.

He looked round as Redfern dashed
breathlessly in. His face expressed mild
surprise. Fatty himself never moved in

a hurry.

“Hallo, Reddy!” he sald. “Try these
tarts. They're spifing!”

“Come on, you ass!"

«Eppn

“The election—quick!

“Rmlection! By George, you know, I'd
forgotten all about it!” said Spratt.
“I'll come &s soon as I've finished this
tart.”

“youll come now!” roared Redfern
minor, seizing the fat junior by the
collar, and jerking him off the chair.

“Oh!"” roared Spratt, as he bumped
on the floor, and the tart jammed on his-
face. “Ow! Leggo! Beastl Yarooh!™

“Come on!™
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“1 c-g-c-c-an't c-come for a minute!”

“Then Tl jolly well help you!"

And the excited junior dragged Spratt
to his feet, took an iron grip on his
collar, and ran him headlong out of the
tuckshop.

Propelled from behind by Redfern
minor, Spratt ran blindly along through
the darkness of the quad, hardly know-
ing where he was going or what was
moving him.

His breath came in short, quick gasps,
and he soon began to struggle.

“Lemme gol” he panted. “I—I—I
c-c-can't run. I—I—T've been eating
jam-tarts, and I—I'm winded! Ow!
Leggo!”

“Come on!”

“J—I—1 c-c-can’t run!”

“you've jolly well got to!" said Red-
fern minor.

And Spratt did. Afterwards he
described it as like a horrible dream.
Breathless, with the fragment of tart
still sticking to his face, gasping and
unhappy, and almost sick, the fat
Fourth-Former was raced across the
quadrangle.

It was not easy work for Redfern
minor either, for at every step Spralt
tried to drop on the ground, and Redfern
had to jerk him up and make him keep
on.

But Redfern minor had put his
“peef " into if. He rushed Spratt across
the quad, staggering and stumbling, and
rushed him into the School House, and
rushed him to the haill.

The big oaken doors were ajar, and
two or three juniors were looking anxi-
ously out.

“Oh!" gasped Spratt,
I'm dylng!”

“In you get!”

“Owl Ohl Yow!"

with a final effort Redfern minor
rushed him into the hall The dispute
raised by Skeiton and Brown had
ceased, and the counting was proceed-
\ng, Mr, Ford was within a dozen paces
»f the door, taking the last hands, when
gedfern minor rushed Spratt upon the

“Leggo! I—
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scene. Holding Spratt with one hand,
he elevated the other in the air.

“Put up your hand, Spratt, you
dummy!” he whispered.

Spratt spluttered helpléssly.

“Put up your hand, or it'll be too
late,” whispered Redfern in agony.
“Quick! Il lick you if you don't!™

“ Gr-r-r-r-roooh!”

“Quick—hands up! I'll stand you a
bag of tarts after the election!”

Spratt recovered wonderfully at that:
His hand went up. Mr. Ford was almost
close to them now; another half-minute
and he was counting Redfern
Spratt, He looked very curlously at
both of them, but made no remark,
They were in time for the counting, and
there was nothing to be said.

Skelton gave a gasp of relief.

“Ii's all serene, Reddy, I think.”

“Good!"

Mr. Ford ceased counting, and M.
Stainer went over the upraised hands.
Then they compared numbers, and
nodded. Mr. Stainer made the an-
nouncement, waited for in breathless
gilence.

“One hundred and five votes have
been cast for Redfern major. Redfern
major becomes captain of St. Dorotiy’s
by a majority of one vote.”

“Hurrah!” roared Redfern minor.

And there was a roar of cheering
from the Classicals. Arthur Redfern
rose to say a few words, but what he
sald no one knew; his volce was
drowned by the cheering. The very
closeness of the eleclion made his
backers more jubilant, especially the
junior portion. They had pulled him
through; they had made him captain.
They shouted and cheered and stamped
till the old hall rang again.

“Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!”

Knowles, with & pale, set face,
hurried from the hall to hide his
chagrin and disappointment from other

eyes. Ransome sat biting his lps.
But no one noticed Ransome; few
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noticed Knowles. Cheer on cheer rolled
through the great hall for Arthur Red-
fern—Redfern major, the new captain
of St. Dolly’s!

CHAPTER 1.
Election Night!

" URRAH!”
H “Bravo!”
“Hurray—'ray-—"ray!”

So shouted and yelled the Classicals
as they poured out into the dusky quad-
rangle after the election. Redfern
minor, Skelton, and Brown marched
along arm-in-arm, hurrahing at the top
of their voices, and the enthusiastic
cheering drowned the groans of the
Modern juniors. Tafly & Co. were
glum and dumb. Their candidate had
been defeated, and a Classical was cap-
tain of St. Dolly’s, and they did not
feel like cheering.

“'Ray—ray—Tay!” roared Skelton.
“What price the Moderns now?"

And there was a groan for the
Moderns,

“Jolly narrow escape for St. Dolly’s,”
said Brown, with a shake of the he
“Majority of one! If a Modern had
got in as captain, I don't know what
would have become of the old school.”

Redfern minor grinned. He was not
80 alarmed as Brown for the future ef
St Dolly’s; but he was exuberantly
glad that his major had got in as cap-
tain.

" Where's Redfern major?” exclaimed
Benson. “We ought to chair him
round the quad. We did Lunsford
when he was elected captain two years
ago.”

“Jolly good wheeze!” exclalmed Red-
fern minor immedialely. *“Where is
he?”

The idea came on at once. Fifth and
Sixth-Formers joined in the rush to find
Redfern major to chair him round the
guad in triumph.

Arthur Redfern was caught as he was
leaving the hall, and he was sur-

ad, | cheering erowd.

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!

rounded and seized before he knew
what was happening.

He struggled in the grasp of his cap-

rs.

“Here, hold on!” he
“What on earth's the matter?
the little game?”

“A giddy triumph!” exclaimed Courtd
ney, of the Sixth. “You're going round
shoulder-high.”

“Oh, rot!”

“Rat or not, me’re going.”

“But, I say—

“’Nuff said. Up with him!”

And Arthur was hoisted up on the
shoulders of two sturdy Sixth Form/
seniors, whether he liked it or not, and
rushed out into the quad.

Round him marched a hurrahing
crowd, waving caps, yelling, stamping,
clapping hands, and some of the
younger members execuling war-dances
and cake-walks.

Arthur laughed as he was marched
on. It was a real triumph, and it
pleased him. He was glad, too, to see
a good many of the Moderns in the
Many of them had
voted for the Modern candidate from
a sense of loyalty to their own side,
but showed very plainly now that they
were not dissatisfied with the result oi -
the election. .

Round the quad went the procession,
with a hubbub that rang and echoed in
every corner of St. Dolly’s. It brought
Dr. Cranston to his window, and he
looked out and saw the excited crowd
in the light of the stars, and smiled.
The Head, too, was pleased by the re-
sult of the election. For, weak as
Arthur Redfern’s character had been in
the past, the Head knew that at the
present moment there was no fellow
at St. Dolly’s more fit to be captain
of the school. 2

Right round the guad., and back to
the School House door, the Lr.\umpham:{
Classicals bore thelr hero, and there, at
last, ylelding to his entreaties they set
him down. He alighted on {he steps,

exclaimed!
What's
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considerably ruffled and rumpled and
out of breath.

“Speech — speech!”
Juniors.

Arthur Rudfem laughed.

“Very well,” he sald "Il say a few
words.”

“Onder!” yelled Redfern minor.

“Rats!"” yelled back Tafly.

There was a roar at once.

“Order!”

“Throw that Modem waster out!™

“Yah! Rats!"

“Chuck him out!”

Order was restored at last. The
fellows stood in a great crowd round
the steps of the School House, with
Arthur standing on the steps and
facing them.

" I"haven‘t. much to say, you fellows

roared the

“ Hear, hear!”

“T'm jolly glad I've been elected cap-
tain of St. Dolly's—

“Hurray!”

“And I intend to be as decent a cap-
tain as I can. I'm a Classical.”
Frenzied cheers from the Classicals
-greeted this. “But I'm going to hold
the balance level befween the two
sldes. A fair fleld, and no favour, for
all.” A conslderable modification of
Classical enthusiasm, and cheers from
the Moderns. “In the matter of sports
especially, a man will be chosen for his
Form, and without regard to the side
he happens to belong fo. I hope
term to see St. Dolly’s go ahead in foot-
ball.”

“We're all going to pull together for
that purpose, Modern and Classical.”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“And there’s one other matter,” said
Arthur, after a barely perceptible
pause. “I mllude to some practices
that go on, especially in the Upper
Forms, which won't bring credit on any
gchool, There’s nothing manly or
clever in smoking cigareties in the
studies, or be with black-

ds in public-houses. I'm not going
into particulars, but I want it under-
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stood that while I'm captaln of St
Dolly’s I s2t my face against everything
of that sort.”

Loud cheers.

“That's all, except that I thank the
school for electing me,"”

And Arthur walked into the house,
leaving the crowd cheering Iloudly.
After that most of the seniors went in;
but the enthusiasm of the juniors was
not so easily dissipated. They wanted
some more excitement. Skelton sprang
upon the steps.

“ Gentlemen—-"

“Hear, hear!”

“Were all glad to see old Redfern
elected captain of St Dolly’s. The
Fourth Form have had a jolly big hand
in it. I may say that I've had a hig
hand in it—"

“Yes, youve goi rather a paw,” said
a voice from the crowd, and there was
a laugh.

Skelton turned red.

“If the Modern worm who spoke will
kindly step out, T'll make mincemeat of
him before I go on,” he remarked.

The Modern worm did not accept the
ivitation, and Skelton continued vic-
toriously:

“I've had a big hand in it, but Red-
fern minor takes the biscuit. He
brought up Fatty Spratt at the last
moment to turn the scale. Reddy
minor did the trick; and now they've
shouldered Reddy major let's shoulder

this | Reddy minoz.”

‘“Bravo!”

“0Oh, chuck 1t!" exclalmed Sidney,
as his jubilant Form-fellows closed
round him and grasped him. “'Nufl’s
as good as a feast. Chuck it!”

“Rats! Up with you!”

“Lemme alone!”

“Bosh!"

“Up with him!"

And Redfern minor, willy-nilly, was
hoisred upon the shoulders of Shelton
and Brown and Benson, and, with a
crowd of cheering juniors, was marched
round the quad.

“My only hat!” exclaimed Tafly.



“This is a little too thick! There’s
been enough of Clasmcal processioning
for one evening.”

“*Just what I was going to say,” re-
marked Rake.

“Let's muck it up, chappies,” sug-
gested Vernon.

*“Call the fellows together.”

“Just what I was going to——"

“Come onl!” shouted Taffy, waving
his eap. “Down with the Classicals!
Sock it to them!”

“Look out!” shrieked Benson,

‘““Keep off, you wasters!”

“Hurrah! Sock it to them!”

‘The procession was burst up In a
twinkling. Redfern minor reeled and
swayed in the air as his supporters
went swaying and staggering. He
came down with a bump finaliy, on his
hands and knees, and yelied expres-
sively.

‘Two or three Classicals rolled over
bim, and squashed him to the ground,
and Moderns rolled on them, and in
a few minutes there was quite a heap
of them struggling and fighting.

“Go for 'em!” yelled Taffy.

Redfern minor struggled out of the

heap.

“¥Yah! Down with the Classicals!”

“Line up!” roared Rediern.

“Sock it to them!™

“Stop that row!” roared a prefect
from the doorway of the School House,
brandishing a cane wrathfully at the
swaying crowd in the starlight. “Do
you want me to come out to you?”

But the junlors were far too excited
to hear or Classicals and
Moderns were fairly at it now. The
combat continued amid wild excite-
ment, till two or three prefects sailed
out of the House with canes in their
hands, and hegan to lay about them
with liberal impartiality.

Then there was a hurried retreat,
Classicals and Moderns scattering into
all sorts of corners, and the fight died
away; and the prefects, breathing hard
after their exertions, went indoors
grinning. Redfern, Skelton, and Brown
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foregathered in their study, breathless
and dusty and dishevelled, but in a con-

1t was fun!” sald Redfern
minor, caressing a swollen nose. *“And
my major is captain of B8t Dolly's!

Hurray!”
“Hurray!” echoed Skelton and
Brown; and the whole length of the

Fourth-Form passage echoed 3, too.

CHAPTER 12,
Exerclsing His Authority!

4 EATEN!"
B Enowles, of the Sixth, was
pacing to and fro in his study.
His face was dark with passion, his eyes
glinted under his contracted brows.

“Beaten!”

He muttered the word over and over
again, savagely, spitefully. All the evil
in his nature seemed to have been
aroused by his defeat in the captain's
election.

He had gone straight to his stu
after his defeat. Two or three friem
had looked in to condole with him; but
Knowles' look had not encouraged
them to enter. FHe had been left alone
in his anger and chagrin.

It was a bitter blow to the Modern
senior.

He had fully expected to become cap-
tain of St. Dolly’s; the assistance of
Ransome and the renegade Classicals
seemed to make It a sure thing for himy
And the defeat was so narrow, too—a
majority of only one for his rival.

Knowles gritted his teeth as he
thought of it.

‘There came another tap at the door
of his study, and he {urned angrily
round. The door opened, and Ran<
some looked in.

“Can I come In?”

“I suppose s0, if you like!” sald
Enowles ungracliously.

Ransome entered and closed the doar.

There was an Indefinable expression
upon his narrow, shrewd face; but 1t
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was easy 1o see that he was as annoyed
by Arthur Redfern’s victory as Knowles
Was.

“Well, i’s all over,” he said.

“Have you come here to tell
that?”

“No,” sald Ransome quietly, taking
no notice of Knowles' evident bad
temper. “It was an unlucky business; a
majority of one.”

“My friends ought to have looked
after it better.”

“1 don't see how; every fellow at St.
Dolly’'s voted, and that's an almost un-
heard-of thing, too,” said Ransome.
#1t wasn't possible to bring up another
voter, was it?”

“The Classicals managed it.”

“¥es; Redfern minor—always Red-
fern minor!” said Ransome, between
his testh. “But for him, you would
have had a majority of two or three.”

“Hang him!”

“With pleasure, if I could. But what
I have come to ask you is, are you
going to take this quietly?”

Knowles stared at him.

“I suppose so. What else can I do?”

“Well, you could protest against the
election, and demand a new one, on
the ground of intimidation. There
were at least two Classicals in the
Fourth who would have voted for you
if they had had the chance.”

Knowles shook his head.

“It's no good. Besides, I've heard
that some of the Classicals were shut
up in a cupboard, or somewhere, and
were only got out just in time for the

oting. It was six of one and half a
ozen of the other, and the Head
wouldn't take any notice.”

Ransome nodded.

“Perhaps you're right,”

“But Arthur Redfern shan't have the
easiest job In the world as captain of
St. Dolly's!) said Knowles savagely, too
angry and exasperated to be careful of
what he said. “He will find that the
Moderns will have to be reckoned with,
although he has got in as captain. He

me
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will not ride roughshod over us, I can
promise him!"

“It's not easy to buck against the
skipper.”

“I ghall manage to do it. You will
see.”

Ransome looked at him, his eyes nar-
rowing to mere slits, a way he had
when he was watching anyone intently.

“You mean that?” he said.

“Of course I do!”

“Then I'm with you. I suppose you
didn't hear Redfern's speech on the
school steps? He is going to begin a
crusade—abolition of everything ex-
cept Sunday-school stories!” said Ran-
some, with a bitter sneer. ""Any fellow
found smoking to be hauled before the
beaks, and so forth. I'm up against it
all the time. I've got some friends who
are up against it, too. I suppose we
can rely on you?”

Knowles nodded without speaking.

“Good!"” sald Ransome, with great
satisfaction. *“You see, you had such
a big minority that Redfern will never
have the authority old Lunsford had.
Lunsford was elected by three-guarters
of the voters. Redfern just
scraped in. Besides, he's not like
Lunsford. I know him, he was my
chum for years till he turned agalnst
me. He’s as weak as water; he has
lately put on the heavy business, but
it’s all gas. If there's enough pressure
brought to bear on him he’ll give in. I
know him, I tell you. And if he’s to
be put in his place the idea is to make
his captaincy no end of trouble to him,
and when he finds it too steep hell
resign. Then—-"

Knowles' eyes flashed.

“you think he’ll resign?”

“yes, or he may be made to. Then
comes your chance, and you'll make a
far and away better captain for the
school than he dogs. You've got a
cleaner record if everything were
known, The idea is to buck against
him at every opportunity, and make
him sick of the job. As for Redfer!
minor, you can leave him to me—"
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There was & knock at the door, and
it opened. Arthur Redfern looked in.
His brow darkened a little as he saw
Ransome in the study, and he paused.

“I looked in to speak to you,
Knowles,” he said.

“Speak, then,” said Knowles.

Arthur looked at Ransome, who de-
clined to take the hint, He put his
hands into his pockets and sat on the
corner of the table, evidently deter-
mined not to leave Redfern and
K.noﬁwies alone,  Arthur compressed

“Well, it's about the election,” he
said.  “I've just scraped in. There
has been a lot of excitement about if,
but what I want to say is that the re-
sult needn't make any difference to us.
I want to pull with you for the good
of the school, and especially in foothall
matters. We've got a good fight ahead
of us this season if were to keep our
place, and any trouble between Modern
and Classical would muck up the
game. I want to assure you that there
will be fair play all round, and I shall
consult you on all points in making up
the teams, and I hope there will be
satisfaction all round.”

Arthur spoke cordially, and in spite
of himself Enowles thawed.

“Well, I suppose I think as much of
the good of the school as you do,” he
sald. “I don't want any trouble, and
there won't be any so long as the
Moderns get falr play in the sports.”

“They will get that,”

“Very good.”

Enowles said no more, and Arthur
stood silent for a moment. He had
come there to have a frank and
friendly chat with his defeated rival.
Knowles was a good enough fellow at
bottom, though vain and jealous, and
8 chat between the two leaders might
have cleared the air very much. But
Ransome’s presence prevented that,

While Arthur stood hesitating, Ran-
some drew a cigarette-case out of his
bocket and selected a smoke. Arthur
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did not notice his action for the
moment, bult as Ransome siruck a
match his eyes turned upon him, Ran-
some lighted a cigarette.

Arthur's eyes blazed.

It was a picce of the most palpable
insclence, for a strict rule at St. Dolly’s
was that there should be no smoking
in the studies, and Arthur, as captain
of the scheol, was bound to sce that it
was observed.

“Stop that,
sharply.

“Feeling your feet already?” sald
Ransome, with a sneer. *“You have
been captain about a quarter of an
hour, I suppose.”

“Never mind how long I have been
captain. This is the second time I've
tackled you on the same subject. You
remember the first, I suppose?”

Ransome coloured with anger. He
remembered well enough how helpless
he had been in the grasp of Arthur
Redfern.

“Mind your own business,” he said.
“This is Knowles’ study. Knowles is a
prefect. If he asks me to stop I will.
Are you setting up to teach the pre-
fects their business?”

Arthur reddened wiih annoyance,
Ransome’s object was to further widen
the breach between him and the
Modern prefect, and he saw it clearly.
Knowles, too, was already looking
angry,

“Hang It all, Redfern,” he burst out,
“I think you might wait till your
authority is a little older before you
swagger it about in my study!”

“I didn’t mean to do anything of
the sort, but Ransome—-"

“Let him alonel!™

“You don't mean to say that you up-
hold him in this, Knowles?”

“Why shouldn’t I2”

“you are a prefect. You—>»

“You never winked at breaking rules
when you were a prefect?” asked Ran-
some, with a sneer, “It scems to me
that I remember certain little cons<

Ransome!" he  sald
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vivial parties at the Green Man, where
there was a St. Dolly’s prefect named
Redfern.”

Arthur turned crimson,

“¥ou know how much you had to do
with that if it is true, Ransome,” he
said.  “And it is not to the purpose
now. I am captain of St. Dolly’s, and
I'm going to do my duty.”

“You are not going to interfere with
a friend of mine in my quarters,” sald
Knowles, taking a step forward.

Ransome stepped back, leaving the
two facing one another.

“I don't want a row with you,
Knowles,” said Arthur slowly.

“Cet out of my study, then,” said
Knowles. “You came here to hector
and interfere. You won't find me
standing anything of that sort.”

“You are mistaken, I didn‘t——"

“Well, don't interfere, then. Ran-
some is here as my friend; let him
alone.”

Ransome blew out a little cloud of
smoke. Arthur’s hands were eager to
be upon the cad of the Sixth, and he
could hardly restrain himself. But
Knowles stood between them, and
Knowles was evidently prepared to in-
terfere by force.

Arthur hesitated—it was the old
hesitation that was a part of his
character, and always made his diffi-
culties more difficult.

“Look here, Knowles, you know
youre taking up a rotten position in
acting like this!” he said. “It's not
fair to me or to yourself.”

Knowles shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t want to &lr my new
authority in a hurry, either,” said
Arthur, biting his lip. “I—I will pass

over the matler for this once—on your
account, not on Ransome's. I hope
you will think better of it, Knowles.”
And he quitted the study abruptly.
Knowles stood with a very dublous
expression upon his face, not wholly
satisfled with himself.
Ransome chuckled softly.
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Open Foes!
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said Red-
fern minor.

He made that statement in a
positive tone, and Skelton and Brown
did not dispute it. In fact, they
nodded assent at once.

“Taffy & Co. are jolly busy,” said
Redfern.  “They're fagging for Ran-
some. Ransome's giving some sort of
a celebration in his study. Now, what
on earth is he celebrating for when his
man has just lost the election?”

skelton and Brown shook thelr
heads.

“Better look Into it,” sald Redfern
minor cheerfully. “If Ransome is up
to some game, or if it's some Modern
dodge for scoring off us, we want to
see to it. Here comes Taffy & Co.
Let's bump them as a start.”

““Jolly good idea!”

The three juniors were standing at
the door of their study, whence they
could see over the staircase into the
end of the Sixth Form passage. Taffy
Morgan, Rake and Vernon were com-
ing along in sight, each of them carry-
ing a basket.

They had just come into the house,
and the Classicals knew that they had
been to the tuckshop, and were bring-
ing in supplies for a feed.

To scuttle down the stairs and dodge
into the Sixth Form passage occupied
the Classical juniors only a few
seconds.

Taffy & Co., coming on towards Ran-
some's study, found three sturdy
youths in rank across the passage,
blocking the way.

The Modern chums halted., They
had no choice in the matter.

“Chuck it!™ said Taffy. “We're
busy. Get out!”

“What's the little game?” said Red-
fern severely, ““What do you mean by
going in for feeds and things without
asking your uncle?”

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” sald Tafly.
“We're fagging for Ransome. He's
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standing a feed to some of the Sixth
and the Fifth. It’s going to be a good
show, too. He's celebrating—"

“Nothing much to ce]ebrs.tc, that I
can see!"

‘“Oh, rats!
got in!”

“A miss Is as good as a mile!” said
Redfern minor severely.

“We should have had it if you
hadn't rolled up Fatty Spratt at the
last moment!” said Taffy wrathfully.

“Just what I was going to say!” re-
marked Rake.

“But we did

Our candidate nearly

roll him up!”
grinned Redfern. “And he saved the
situation, We've saved St. Dolly's
from the undying disgrace of having a
Modern captain.”

"0!},1. go and eat coke!

“Rats!"”

“Look here,” roared Taffy, “if I have
to put down this basket I'll give you
the l!lckmg of your life, young Red-

And let us

I will be an experience!”

Taffy's eyes gleamed with the light
of battle. . The defeat of the Modern
candidate still rankled, and he was not
sor(x;y to come to battle with Redfern
& Co.

He set the basket down in the
passage, and Rake and Vernon did the
same.

“Now, wipe them up!” sald Taffy.

And the three Moderns rushed for-
ward,

Now it was easy to arrange to wipe
the floor with the Classical chums, but
it was not so easy to actually do it.
8o the Moderns found. The two
parties closed with one another in
deadly strife, and reeled to and fro,
struggling and panting. But instead

of the Qlassicals being swept away,
they swpped the rush easlly, and came
on in their turn.

Redfern minor went backwards in
Taffy’s powerful grip; but Skelton and
Brown shoved Rake and Verhon back,
on the other hand—and back and back
til they stumbled over the baskets
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they had left on the flgor and for-
gotten in the heat of the conflict.

“Ow!” gasped Rake, as he sat down,
with Skelton’s wa‘ght upen him, on
one of the baskets.

There was 2 terrific squelch.

The top of the basket squashed in,
an]:t Rake sat amid eggs and tarts and
cake.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skellon. .
“That’s rough on the feed!”

“Oh! Ow!” gurgled Vernon, sitting
down gqn another basket and then roll-
ing over with Brown IIL. clinging to
him.

There was a sharp exclamation in
the passage, Ransome came out of his
study, and his face was black as he
saw the damage done to his property.

He came quickly along with his light,
quiet tread, and a cricket-stump in his
hand. His eyes were gleaming with
rage.

Clump! Clump!

Redfern minor roared as the cricket-
stump came across his back, and he let
go Taffy suddenly. g

Slash, slash!

“Oh, oh, ch! Scoof, you kids!™

“Oh, rather!” gasped Skelton.

Leaving the Modern juniors and the
scattered and squashed provisions,
the three juniors “‘scooted ” down the
passage.

Ransome stared at the wrecked
baskets.

“You young fools!” he exclalmed,
glaring at Tafly & Co. *“What do you
mean by rowing here, and mucking up
things like this?”

“It wasn't our fault!” sald Tafly
ruefully, rubbing his nose, which had
come into violent contact with Red-<
fern’s elbow, “You see—"

“You confounded young rascals!”

Taffy's eyes flashed.

“I tell you we couldn’t help it, Ran-

some! We—"
“Take that!” exclaimed Ransome
furlously. And he brought down thd

stump across Taffy's shoulders. *“‘Now
get the things in! Where are you
golng?”
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Taffy was marching off down the
passage with a very red face. Rake
and Vernon, who always followed their
leader, marched after him.

“Come back!” roared Ransome.

‘“Shan't!”

“What?"”

“If you can't be decent you can fag
for yourself!” said Tafly defiantly.
“You're not going to lam me with a
stump! I won't touch the things!”

“What-ho, chappy!” said Vernon.

“Come here! I—*.

“1 won't!”

Ransome dashed after the juniors.
They dodged round the corner of the
passage and fled at once.

The cad of the Sixth stopped. It was
useless {o pursue the elusive juniors at
that moment, whatever he might do
later. He promised Taffy & Co. all
sorts of unpleasant things in the
future, and returned to the place
where the baskets had been wrecked.
With a savage brow he set about
pathering up the things himself.

From a distance Redfern minor and
his chums saw him, and they chuckled.
It was amusing to see the bully fag-
ging for himself.

Ransome crammed the articles upset
on the floor into the baskets again,
leaving, however, a considerable
fuantity of jam-tarts and butter and
eggs adhering to the linoleum.

Ransome carried the things into his
study, and slammed them down.

Ransome's study was assuming quite
a festive aspect. There was a bright
fire burning in the grate, and the table
was laid with a white cloth and nicely
set. There were seven chairs in the
study, four of them borrowed from
along the passage. This showed that
Ransome expected six guests—a con-
glderable number for a Sixth Form tea-
party. A red and perspiring fag was
making toast at the fire. It was
Gunter, of the Fourth, who had the
honour of being admlited as a hanger-
on to the Smart Set of St. Dolly’s.

Ransome glanced at the clock.

“Time thé fellows were here!” he
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growled. Ransome was not In the
habit of entertaining in his study. As
a rule, he contrived to get a good deal
of entertainment from others, but did
not shine as a host himself. But on
the present occasion he was doing the
thing in style. He had his reasons,
and that feed in Ransome's study was
destined to have its results.

“Hallo! What’s that?”

It was the sound of a heavy fall, and
an angry exclamation in the passage.

Ransome looked out of the doorway.

Vane and Fellowes were coming
along, and Vane's foot had slipped in
the spilt eggs on the linoleum. Vane
had skated along about three yards,
and then sat down with a bump.
Vane was looking now as if he would
have liked to massacre somebody.

“My hat!" said Fellowes, “There's
something on the floor!”

“Ow, I'm hurt!”

“By Jove, I'm sorry!” said Ransome,
grinning in spite of himself, “My
beastly fag spilt some eggs there!™

“Ow! Il squash your fag!"

“You're welcome! Gunter, go and
clear up that muck in the passage!”

And Gunter went. Vane came limp-
Ing into the study with a far from
amiable expression. But his face
cleared a little as he saw the prepara-
tions for the feed.

“Well, this is all right,” he remarked.
“But I don't know what the idea is,
Ranny, old son. You're not celebrat-
ing our defeat, I suppose?”’

“No,” said Ransome, “our future
victory.”

“Oh, I don't see—"

“Knowles Is coming.”

“Yes, but—"

“You'll see, my boy. Hallo, here’s
Millward and Allen and Mills.”

The fellows came In, and Ransome
told Gunter to make the tea. The
array on the-table was really very at-
tractive, and the piles of buttered
toast, keeping warm on the fender,
gave forth an appetising smell. The
fellows drew their chairs up round the
table, but the guest of the evening had
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not yet arrived. It was some minutes
later when Knowles entered the study,
and nodded to the fellows there. The
Modern prefect did not look very
cheerful. He was not feeling cheerful,
either,

‘“Here you are, Knowles, old man!”
sald Ransome. "Glad you've come!
Buck up with that tea, Gunter! Sit
down, Knowles!”

Under the influence of general sym-
wathy and admiration Enowles melted
into a better humour. Ransome could
be very agreeable when he liked, and
he was very tactful now. To fan
Knowles’ resentment against Arthur
Redfern was easy. To hint that
Arthur was assuming masterful alrs on
the strength of a majority of one at
the election, was enough to make the
jealous and passionate fellow take
exception to any and every action of
Redfern’s.

The tea passed off with growing
cheeriness on Knowles’' part, and then
Ransome bade Gunter clear the table
and gef out. Gunter obeyed, carrying
off a quantity of tarts and toast to be
devoured in his own den. Then the
seniors .assumed more easy attitudes,
stretching their legs, taking their ease,
and chatting freely. And then Ran-
some opened & drawer in the table and
took out a packet of cigars and
cigarettes. He passed them round,
and every fellow except Knowles ac-
cepted one.

Knowles looked dublous. As a pre-
fect he knew very well that he ought
to prevent anything of this sort; but
it was difficult to start upon his
friends, and then there was his desire
to take a contrary part to Arthur Red-
fern's.

“Come, you'll é.moke just for once,”
said Ransome. “Redfern major isn’t
like to Jook into my study, you know.”

Knowles' face flushed at the sugges-
tion that he was afraid of being seen
by Redfern major. He reached out
and took a cigaretto.

m  cloudy with

The study w
opened the door

ad Ranscins

H£e,

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!

wide. Knowles finished his cigareite
and lighted another.
“What the deuce—"

It was Arthur Redfern’s voice. As
he passed to go to his own study,
Arthur could not help seeing what was
going on. He stopped, looking in with
an expression of unbeunded surprise
upon his face. Ransome looked at
him coolly.

‘“Do you want anything?”

“What do you mean, Ransome?” ex-
claimed Arthur angrily. “Hanged if
you're not growing worse every minute.!
You know this won't do! Suppose a
‘master came along and saw you, what
would the Head say to me?”

“I really don't know.”

“Knowles, you ought to know mtter
than this!"” said Arthur, “Look here,
stop it at once! I'm surprised to see
a prefect taking part in a thing of this
sort. Stop it!”

“Mind your own business!™

Arthur came into the study. His
face was growing hard, his eyes glint-
ing. He had been very patient with
Knowles, but his patience was reaching
its limits.

“Look here, I've had enough of this,”
he said. “It's got to stop. I suppose
Ransome is at the bottom of it all!"

“You can let Ransome alone,” said
Knowles. “You're dealing with me
now. The best thing you can do is to
get out and mind your own affairs!”

Arthur’s eyes flamed.

“I've yielded a point once, Knowles;
it was for the first and last time, This
sort of thing is going to stop. You
ought to be ashamed of yourself.” -

Knowles rose to his feet, trembling
with anger and excitement.

“Leave the study, Knowles!”

“@Get out!” said Knowles in a low,
concentrated vmce. I give you half a
minute, then—"

“1ell, then what?”

“Then I'll throw you out!"

“Knowles, you must be out of your
senses, I think. I—

"Are you going?”
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“Certainly not! I—"

Knowles strode forward. Arthur
pushed him hback, and then the last
vestige of Knowles' self-restraint gave
way. His hand went up like lightning,
and a blow from the cpen palm upon
Arthur Redfern's face rang like a
pistol-shot. The captain of Si. Dolly's
uttered a sharp cry and reeled back
towards the deor.

CHAPTER 14,
A Bad Beginning!

i RTHUR REDFERN staggered to-
A wards the door of the study
with the strong grasp of the
Modern prefect upon him. . The new
captain of St. Dolly’s was more amazed
than anything else. The flushed,
angry face of Enowles was looking
into his; the prefect seemed to have
lost control of himself completely for
the moment, It looked as if Knowles’
threat would be carried out, and
Arthur Redfern would be hurled from

the study info the passage.

Ransome and his friends were on
their feet now, looking on in tense in-
terest and alarm. There was alarm in
every face but Ransome’s. A struggle
between the two head prefects was an
unheard-of occurrence; at the most
hostile moment the hostmty of the
Classicals and Moderns had never gone
as far as that, And Arthur was cap-
tain of the School! There was only
one fellow in the study who did not
wish himself out of it. That one was
Ransome.

His eyes were gleaming with satis-
faction. All was going well—for him!
.For nothing now could heal the breach
meen the two seniors, and the first

had been taken for rendering Red-
fern’s captainey a farce in the school.

Back to the door Arthur Redfern
sr.aggered but there he collected him-
' self. Then ade an effort,
t.hre'w himself farward. and Knowles
reeled back in his turn. The fellows
in the study scattered to make room
for them
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Arthur Redfern wrenched himselr
loose, and with a great effort hurled
Knowles back. The Modern prefect

staggered agalnst Ransome, who
caught him and supported him.
“You fool!” cried Arthur. “You In-

sane fool! What are you thinking ot?
Stand back!”

The sound of the struggle had
already attracted attention. There was
glready a pattering of feet in the corrl-

ar.

When it became known that the cap-
tain of St. Dolly's was fighting with the
head Modern prefect, all the school
would be there.

Knowles faced the captain, flushed
and panting,

“Get out, then!" he said.

“I will go,” said Arthur, confrolling
his temper with a mighty effort. *“I
will go, to save a disgraceful scene
before all St. Dolly's!”

Knowles clicked his teeth.

“Go, then. That's all T ask!”

“But this is not the end of It
Knowles. I shall expect an apology
from you,” said the captain of St.
Dolly’s sternly.

Knowles gave a bitter laugh.

“¥ou will not get onel™

“I hope I shall, when you are cool.
At present I'll leave you to think it
over.”

And Arthur Redfern stepped out of
the study and closed the door. Three
or four fellows were already on the spot,

and they Ilooked curiously at the
flushed face of the captain.
“What's happened, Redfern?” ex-

claimed Plimsoll, of the Fifth,

Arthur passed on without replying.
Plimsoll oslened the study door, and
looked in

"Hallo you chaps! What's hap-
pened? Been a row?”

“Yes,” said Ransome.

*“Oh, mind your own business!” said
Knowles irritably. *“Get out!”

“Keep your wool on!" sald Plimsoll,
in surprise. “I was only asking a civil
question!”

“Well, don't bother!™
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Plimsoll withdrew his inquiring head;
Knowles kicked the door shut after him.
The prefect’s face was troubled. He
was already ashamed of the outbreak.

“Look here, you chaps,” he said
roughly, “don’t say anything about this
outside oursclves. It's not a ihing to
jaw all over St. Dolly’'s!”

Vane nodded emphatically.

“You're right, Knowles!”

“Are you going to apologise to Red-
fern?” asked Ransome, with a sneer.

“No!” sald the prefect hotly. " But
if he doesn’t wish it to go any farther, I
don’t, I'm sorry I lost my temper, and
that's a fact; though I wouldn't tell
Redfern so!™

But it must go farther unless you
apologise,” sald Fellowes. “Redfern
can't take a handling like that quietly.”

“Not likely!’ sald Ransome. “But
why not have it out? ¥You could stand
up to Redfern, and a real tussle would
clear the air.”

“Good heavens!"” muttered Knowles,
«“What would the Head say if he heard?
A fight between a head prefect and the
captain of the school!™

“He could never hear.”

“ Besides, Redfern has forced it upon
you” said Ransome. *“You are only
standing up for your rights, and the
rights of your friends, Sit down and
have a smoke! "™

But Knowles shook his head and|you

quitted the study. One by one Ran-
some’s friends dropped away after him.
They felt that there was trouble ahead,
black trouble, and though they dls-
liked interference from Arthur Redfern
keenly enough, none of them could look
to the future with the same cynical
coolness displayed by Ransome.

Left alone, Ransome shrugged his
shoulders and settled down to read &
highly coloured sporting paper, light-
ing a fresh cigarette to assist him in
the task,

Meanwhile, Arthur Redfern had gone
to his study. He had been on his way
there when he had been drawn into the
trap Ransome had laid for him. His
minor was waiting for him in his study.
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to discuss some question dealing with
Junior football. Sidney looked at
Arthur as he came in, and noted at
once the expression upon his face.

“Anything wrong, Arthur, old chap?”

The quick, affectionate question was
very different from the way Redfern
minor would have spoken not so very
long ago. There had becn distrust on
Arthur's part, loyalty on the minor's,
till at last, when Sidney had saved
Arthur from the results of his own
reckless folly, the clouds between them
had cleared away. Now there were
no{ two firmer friends at St. Dorothy’s
than the major and the minor, in spite
of the difference in their age and their
position in the school.

Arthur Redfern closed the door.
face was dejected.

“Yes, Sid,” he said quietly.

“I thought I heard some row up the
passage,” said Redfern minor anxiously.
“What has happened?”

“QOh, it’s Ransome, of course! ¥You
know, Sid, the vow I made when I got
clear of those rotters who were doing
their best to ruin me—ass that I was.
I vowed I'd stamp out anything of the
kind at St. Dolly’s if I became captain;
that I'd see no other fellow was led
into the same trouble that fell upon
me?™
“Yes, Arthur; and I said I'd help

His

“I thought Ransomec Wwould have
sense enough to turn over a new leaf,
the same as I did. He was far deeper
in that rotten business than I was, and
he ran a much greater risk of being.
expelled if it came out. Instcad of
getiing him to do the same as I've done,
I've only made an enemy of him.” |

“He was always your encmy, Arthur.”

“I suppose he wasg, in a sense; at all
events, he’s an open enemy now. He's
got Knowles under his thumb, just as
he used to have me, and he is deter-,
mined to make as much trouble as he
can, unless I let him and his precious
Smart Set alone.”

“Which you won't do?”

Arthur’s eyes gleamed.
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“Never!™

“Good for you!”

“Only there’s been a row,” sald
Arthur. “Knowles has struck me!

“Struck you?” exclaimed Redfern
minor in astonishment. “The hound!”

“That's the beginning,” said Arthur
bitterly. “Of course, there's only one
thing for me to do. I can't bring the
matter before ihe Head—I suppose
that’s my strict duty, as captain of the
school—but it would make the fellows
all look on me as a sneak and a coward.
I must fight Knowles.”

Redfern minor drew a deep breath.

*“Fight him?”

“¥Yes. Of course, that is Ransome’s
game, I am to open my term as cap-
tain with a fight with the head prefect
of the Modern side, If it gets to the
doctor's ears—""

“Phew!™

“But it can’t be helped. Unless
Knowles apologises—which he won't do

have to meet him,

Redtem minor looked d.}smased,

“Well, it can’t be helped!” said
Arthur, more briskly. “What was it
you wanted to see me about, 8id?”

“Oh, only about our junior football
club!™ said Redfern minor. “It doesn’t
mathﬁ:', I won't bother you about it

OW. ™

“All right. Will you look for Court-
ney a.nd tell him I want to speak to
him?”

Arthur,

“Yes
worry.”

And Redfern minor quitted the study
with a very troubled look on his face.
He had worked hard to secure his
brother's election as captain of St.
Dolly’s; but it was evident that the cap-
taincy was not to be a bed of roses for
Redfern major.

old man. Don't

CHAPTER 15,
Captain Against Prefect!
OURTNEY, of the Sixth, tapped
‘ at Knowles’ study door and en-
{ered. Courtney's handsome face
was very serious, and it was easy to see
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that he had a weighty matter upon
his mind. Knowles was busy at his
table, with a Greek paper before him.
At all events, he appeared to be busy:
But it occurred to Courtney that he had
only just taken up the pen as he heard
the tap at the door.

‘“Hallo!" said Knowles, not very cor-
dially.

He did not need telling that Courtney
had come from fern major in con-
nection with the scene in Ransome's
study.

“I've got a message for vou,” sald
Courtney awkwardly. ‘This is a
beastly bad business, Knowles.”

‘‘What business?”

“Your quarrel with Redfern.”

“That was yesterday,” sald Knowles,
with a yawn. “I fancied it was all over
by this time,”

“I really don't see how you could
have fancied that, Knowles, It is im-
possible for Redfern to pass over a
thing like that. He has been giving you
time.”

“Time for what?” asked the prefect
disagreeably.

“To think it over.
apologise.’

“I don't think so.”

“You know that Redfern was only
doing his duty as captain of the school
in interfering in what was was gomg
on in Ransome’s study. You know
jolly well that as a prefect yon ought
to have interfered, without waiting for
Redfern.”

“I don’'t
Courtney!”

“Well, the long and the short of it is
that Redfern hasn't heard from you,
and so he has sent me,” said Courtney
abluptly “What do you intend to
do?

You ought to

want lessons from you,

“Nothing.”

“Something will have to be done:
The matter can't remain where it is:
Already the school is whispering that
you have struck the captain, and thab
he has taken no step in the matter. It
is impossible for Arthur to let it go at
that.”
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“He can do as he likes.”

“If you refuse to apologise there is
only one thing to be done.”

“T suppose you mean a fight. Well,
I am ready, if Redfern major is.”

I suppose you know what o rotlen
affair a fight between the captain of
the schoel and a prefect will be,” said
Courtney. “If it came to the doclor's
ears it would be enough to lose Redfern
the captaincy. Do you want that?”

Knowles flushed crimson.

“If you think so, Courtney—""

“1 don't think so, but you must think
of it. If Redfern loses his position
through this affair, I know what all the
fellows will say about you.”

Knowles shifted uneasily in his chair.

“well, I can’t help it,”” he said at
last. “I won't apologise, that's flat.
As for the Head getting to hear of it,
why should he? I shall not zay a word,
and I suppose Redfern won't, and our
seconds will keep the secret.”

“These things have a way of getiing
out.”

“Well, I don’t see what's to be done.”

“Very well; it's to be a fight, then.
Who's your second?”

“Ransome.”

. “What time and place will suit you?”
“Any. Settle it with Ransome.”
“Very well.”

Courtney quitted the study. Ten
minutes later Ransome entered it.
There was a subdued glitter of triumph
in the eyes of the cad of the Sixth.
Matters were working out exactly as he
hﬂ% ezémicipat,ed. and exaclly as he

wished.

“It's settled,” he sald. “I'm glad
youw've taken this line, Knowles. It
will show Redfern and his set that
you're not to be bullied, After all, prac-
tically half the school voted for you at
the election, and it's absurd Redfern
putting on all these flourishes over a
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“In an hour’s time behind the
chapel,” sald Ransome, “That all
right?”

“Yes. Mind, Ransome, this must be

kept awfully dark,” said Knowles un-
easily, “If it gets to the Head, he will
be down on Redfern major. Of course,
I don't care for Redfern. But Couri-
ney has pointed out that if it caused
Redfern to be sacked from the cap-
tainey, the fellows would lock on it as
a put-up job by me for that purpose.”

“I don’t see how the Head could hear
of it,” said Ransome, with a pecullar
look in his eyes. “It’s among us four.
unless Redfern lets his minor know.
He seems to tell his minor everything.
He chums with him more than with
anybody in the Sixth, I think.”

“The boy might chatter.”

“Possibly. That’s Redfern’s look-
out. As a matter of fact, Knowles, if
there is any interference from the
masters, it will be because the Redfern
party have talked. I don't believe
Arthur Redfern has a chance against
you. Some of them might like the
fight to be stopped before it ends in
his getting a licking!”

“I don’t know about that,” said
Knowles, with a short laugh. “I shall
try my best, of course; but I don't feel
very certain about the result.”

“1 think youll win.”

The two seniors remained in talk till
the time for the meeting, and then they
left the house together. Ransome had
packed a few requisites for the fight in
a bag. The early night had long set in,
and the moon was sailing over the
chapel, a cold, white light streaming
down upon the buildings and the wide
quadrangle. Behind the chapel was a
lone spot either by day or night, and
now there was little chance of an in-
truder turning up there. The moon-
light made it almost as bright as by

majority of one, and that one a kid who | day.

was routed out of the tuckshop at the
last moment.”
Knowles nodded.
“What have you
some?”

arranged, Ran-

ay. L
Arthur Redfern and Courthey were
already on the ground when Knowles
and his second arrived.  Arthur's brow
contracted a little at the sight of Ran-
some, He would rather any other
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fellow had been Knowles’ second. But,
of course, it was not for him to raise
any objection on thaf score.

Courtney came forward to meet the
late comers.

“I suppose you haven't changed your
decision?"” he asked, in a last faint hope
that the contest might be avoided.

Knowles shook his head without
speaking.

“Certainly not,” said Ransome.

“Very well”

In silence the two principals stripped
off their jackets. Ransome opened his
bag, and produced sponge and towel,
and a can, which he filled at a tap in
the garden. Then all was ready for the
conflict.

“Three minute rounds and minute
rests,” said Courtney, taking out his

watch, “Ts that agreesable?”
yes.”
“Time!”

The two seniors stepped up. They
shook hands in a mechanical way, and
immediately the sparring commenced.

Both of them were half-hearted at
the start. The weight of his respon-
sibility as captain of the school was
hanging upon Arthur. It was his duty
to put down fighting in the school, and
here he was fighting, and with a pre-

fect! Yet what other course had been
open to him? Knowles was worried,
too. He was not a bad fellow in the

main by any means, though obsiinate
and passionate. As a prefect he was in
an unpleasant position himself, and he
felt, too, that he had placed Arthur at
an unfair disadvantage. But the only
alternative—an apology—was out of the
question, from his point of view.

But as the round proceeded both of
them warmed up to the work. Arthur’s
right came home on Knowles' chin, and
Knowles put in a counter that rang on
the captain’s chest. Then both faces
flushed a little, and the fighting grew
more earnest.

“Time!” said Courtney.

They parted, both panting =& little,
both with sparkling eyes. Ransome
clapped his principal on the back.
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‘“Good!” he whispered. “Get as
close to him as you can. You're stronger
than he is, but not so light on your feet,
you see; get close in and hammer him. |
That's your cue.”

‘“Right-ho!”

The second round commenced.
Knowles pressed the fighting now, and
Arthur Redfern gave ground a little.

But his guard was perfect, and hardly
one of Knowles’ slogging blows got
hame, and even while giving ground he
dealt tap after tap upen his adversary’s
face and chest.

Knowles' face grew more and more
crimson with exertion and anger as he
strove in vain to get through Arthur’s
defence.

But it seemed to be impossible.

Finally towards the close of the
round, Knowles made a desperate as-
sault, fairly hurling himself upon the
captain of St. Doliy’s.

Arthur Redfern gave ground again,
guarding skilfully; but Knowles re-
ceived, without heeding, two smart
taps on the jaw, and came on, slogging
furiously. He broke through Redfern’s
guard, and dealt him a heavy right-
hander, which Arthur partially guarded.
The blow missed his face, but grazed
his ear, and spun him half round. As
he spun, Knowles drove in_his left,
catching him on the side of the jaw.

Arthur dropped like a log.

“Time!”

It was the end of the second round.

Courtney helped up his dazed chum,
and sponged his face, giving him a seat
upon his knee. His face was serious
and quiet.

Arthur did not speak a word. His
head was ringing, his jaw aching; but
his brows were knitied with determina-
tion.

“Time!”

They stepped up to the line again:
Apain Knowles tried his rushing tactics,
which had proved so successiul once.
But this time they were not so success-
ful.

Arthur Redfern was more on his
mettle than ever, and he was putting all
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he knew into that round. Knowles
came on like a bull, but reeled back
panting from a defence he could not
penetrate, and, as he receded, Redfern
major came o

His fists seemed to move like light-
ning. His right came through Knowles'
guard, and caught him under the chin,
and Knowles staggered.

Like a flash, Redfern’s fist was on his
chin in a jarring blow, and in a twink-
ling the ready right had followed it up,
and Knowles went to earth like a sack
of wheat.

He bumped on the ground with a
shock that shook out what little breath
he had left, and lay there dazed and
gasping.

Redfern dropped his hands, and
waited. Courtney, watch in hand,
counted. ‘The fight was according to
rule. If Enowles did not rise at “ten,”
he was beaten.

* One—two—three—four—five—"

The Modern prefect sprang to his
feet. Arthur Redfern could have
struck him down as he did so, but he
did not. He allowed his opponent {o
rise, and contented himself with de-
fence as the prefect came on agaln
furicusly. Knowles' senses were swim-
ming, but he attacked fiercely, and for
some seconds Redfern all his work
cut out to guard the driving blows.

Then he came in again, hitting hard,
and Knowles staggered and crashed to
the grass once more. Courtney was
looking at his watch,

Cimet”

It was fortunate for Knowles, for he
would never have risen again in ten
seconds. Ransome lifted him, and
made a knee for him. There was a
slightly anxious look upon Ransome’s
face; but it was not caused by the
events of the fight.

He had hardly been looking on at
the last round. More than once his
eyes had swept round as if in expecta-
tion of something, or somebody; but
the clear moonlight shining down,
showed only the level stretch of grass
by the chapel railings, and the dim
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buildings shutting off the view towards
the school.

Knowles gasped painfully as he
rested on Ransome’s knee.

“That was bad!” said Ransome in a
low voice, “‘But keep it up. Hang it
out as long as you can, and don't get to
close quarters for a bit.”

“Time!"

Redfern stepped ouf briskly;
Knowles as willingly but more slowly.
The round was hard and fast from the
start. Blows were given and taken
almost unheeded, and the two com-
batants advanced and receded, swayed
and hammered, as if unconscious of pain.
Their eyes were gleaming now. They
had forgotien everything but the fight.
Each saw only the hostile face before
him, and had forgotten all else.

Courtney looked on with keen
anxicty. This was probably the last
round; it could not go on at this pace.
But Ransome was not leoking on. His
glance swept the shadows round the
chapel again.

From the mass of shadow a moving
form detached itself, apparently coming
from the direction of the school. Ran-
some's eyes glittered, and he turned {o
the scene of the fight once maore, watch-
ing keenly.

The fight was hard and furious. The
faces of both seniors showed terrible
sighs of the conflict. Knowles' left
eye was closed, and his nose was swol-
len, his lip cut, his cheek bruised.

Arthur Redfern's nose was streaming
red, but he never even noticed it
There were cuts on his face, a lump on
his chin. But he was careless of all as
he pressed his enemy harder and
harder.

Knowles was weakening. Twice—
thrice Arthur's blows came heavily In,
and he could not stop them. He reeled
and reeled, still fighting. Arthur
gathered all his energy for a final effort.

Knowles' guard was swept helplessly
away, and Arthur Redfern’s right
cras?zed on his chin: As he staggered
back, Arthur put in with his left fairly
on the *“mark.”
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Knowles gave a single gasp, with a
gound like air escaping from a
punctured tyre, and dropped. Courtney
counted,

' One—two—three—four—five—"

Knowles did not even move. The
moonlight shone on his white, bruised
face; only his eyes were wide open,
glittering with rage and helpless
chagrin. But he was done,

* Six—seven—eight—""

“Boys! Redfern! Knowles!
does this mean?”

It was a deep, stern voice. Courtney
stopped counting, the words frozen on
his lips. The Sixth-Formers swung
round towards the newcomer in uftter

What

dismay. It was the Head!
CHAPTER 16.
An Anonymous Letter!
o HE Head!”

Arthur Redfern stood dumb-

founded, his starting eyes fixed

upon the grave, severe figure of the
Head of St. Dorothy’s.

Knowles, still dazed and dizzy, blinked
up from the ground, still making no
attempt to rise. Courtney seemed
thunderstruck. If anyone kepti his cool-
ness, it was Ransome. Ransome was s0O
cool that one might have suspected that
the sudden appearance of the Head was
not wholly unexpected by him.

There was a grim silence for some
moments.

Dr. Cranston’s severe glance took in
the whaole scene—the iwo seniors in
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“Redfern, I can hardly believe my
eyes! You are captain of the school:
Knowles is a prefect! I was told that I
should find a disgraceful scene proceed-
ing here, but I never expected to find
this!”

Arthur Redfern started.

““You were told, sir?”

“Yes, I received an anonymous
letter,” said the Head. “Anonymous
letters I usually should regard with con-
tempt, but the writer of this one appar-
ently had the cause of order in the
school at heart, and wished to prevent a
disgraceful encounter. At all events, as
the warning was plainly given, I con-
sidered it my duty to heed it; and I am
glad now that I did so. I have learned
in what hands I am reposing trust; I
have discovered what the captain of St.
Dorothy's and a prefect of the school
are capable of.”

Knowles staggered to This feet.
Ransome gave him a helping hand, and
the Modern prefect stood unsteadily
leaning upon his friend.

“May I see the letter, sir?” asked
Arthur,

“There is no need for you to see it,"
said the Head. *The writer especially.
asks me to keep his identity a secret, as
he fears punishment from one of you—
he does not specify exactly whom. I
have no suspicion as to who the writer
is, but the letter might betray him {o
vou. I shall keep his secret. I do not,
as I have said, approve of this method
of communicating intelligence, but this
boy, ngomsoever he might be, has done

uty.”

their shirt-sleeves, the sponge and the | his @

basin, the bruised faces—and Knowles
stretched on the sward. He did not need
telling what had been passing there.

“Redfern!” he said at last. “Red-
fern! Youl”

Arthur hung his head.

There was more of reproach than
severity in the doctor’s volce. And what

uld the captain of St. Deolly’s say to
'ﬁm—hhe captain, appointed to keep the
rules of the school respected, and now
cﬁugl}lr. in the act of flagrantly breaking
them!

Knowles' lips curled in a sneer.

“His duty!” he murmured. “Who
was it, Ransome? Who has sneaked?”

Ransome shrugged his shoulders and
did not reply.

“Have you anything to say, Knowl
and Redfern?” asked the Head. *
have discovered you in the act of fight~
ing like two quarrelsome fags. What
have you to say?”

The two seniors were silent. s

“You place me in an exceedingly
dificult position,” said Dr. Cranston:
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“can I allow a boy to continue to hold
the position of prefect after discovering
him thus? Can I allow you, Redfern, to
remain captain of the school?”

Redfern major started again. Ran-
some’s eyes gleamed for a moment.

“I shall take time to come to a
decision,” said Dr. Cranston, after a
pause. “If you have any explanation
to make in the meantime, you can make
it to me. Now hoth of you go in at
once, If this affair proceeds any further
I shall resort to the severest measures.”

‘ ;;IILt will not proceed further, sir,” sald

ur.

Knowles was silent.

The doctor strode away with rustling
gOWIL

The four seniors looked at one
another, and three of them at least
looked exceedingly sheepish.

“This is rotten,” said Courtney, the
first to speak.

“I can't understand it,” muttered
Arthur. “How could an anonymous
letter have been sent? No one but our-
selves knew of the matter.”

“It's pretty clear to me,” said Ran-
some quietly.

The other three looked at him.

“What do you make of it, then?”
asked Courtney.

“What the Head says about the chap
writing that letter from a sense of duty
is all piffie. A chap doesn’t sneak from
a sense of duty.”

“That’s right enough.”

“The writer has done it for one
reason—and one reason only—to favour
elther you or Redfern,” said Ransome,
speaking to Knowles. “I imagine it is
some friend of one of you who——"

“It was hardly a friendly act, I should
think,” said Arthur.

“you don't follow me. Suppose some
friend of yours, for instance, thought
that you were certain to be licked by
Knowles. I only say suppose. He might
write this letter to the Head to get the
fight stopped, to save the captain of St.

Dolly’s from having to acknowledge 2
licking.”
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Arthur flushed red.

“¥ou have no right to suppose any-
thing of the sort!” he exclaimed hotly,

“Well, how else do you account for
i

“I don't account for it. Besides, your

amark would only fit Courtney, as he is
the only friend of mine who knows any-
thing about it.”

“Exactly!” said Courtney,
ned.
“It might have been a friend of
Knowles' anxious for him, as I said,”
replied Ransome with a shrug of the
shoulders. “I'm pretiy certain that's
correct, and I think the rotter ought tc
be found out.”

“I don’t see how he's to be found ou*
if the Head won't let us see the letter.”

“We might get to see it, all the same
Besides, if you carefully go over in youw
mind all the fellows who knew anything
about this—"

“I told nobody,” said Knowles.

“ And you, Redfern?”

“No one.”

“Not even your minor?” asked Ran-
some.

Arthur started.

He had not told Sidney Redfern, but
there was no doubt that he had said
enough to his minor to give the junior a
pretty clear idea as to how matiers
stood. Sidney might have kept his eyes
and ears open sufficiently to be informed
about that meeting behind the chapel.
Ransome watched the captain’s face
with a sneering smile.

“well?” he said.

“You have no right to mention my
minor’s name!” exclaimed Arthur hotly.
“There is not the slightest reason to
suppose anything of the sort!”

“1 shouldn't be surprised at it,”” said
Knowles spitefully. *

“Rot!” exclaimed Courtney in his
direct way. *“Why should young Red-
fern have any fears for his major? You
were licked when the Head came up,
Knowles I don't suppose Reddy

with a
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doubted for an instant that you would
be licked, H he knew anything about
this at all.”

Knowles gritted his teeth,

“I think it ought to be gone into,”
said Ransome.

“Well, look into it, and don't begin
mentioning names till you've got some-
thing more than bare suspicion to go
upon!” exclaimed Courtney. ‘Come
on, Arthur!”

R':dfem major and his second left the
PO

Knowles slowly donned his waistcoat
and jacket with Ransome’s assistance.
He did not speak until they were leaving
the spot. Then he looked suddenly at
Ransome, as the cad of the Sixth
walked at his side.

“Do you think Redfern minor wrote
;l;ﬂt anonymons letter, Ransome?” he

Ransome nodded.

“You do?”

“ypg it

““But Arthur Redfern had the better
of me.”

“¥You were unlucky; anybody would
have said you had the better chance.
Young Redfern is wrapped up in his
brother. He would do that, or anything
else, to assist him. And, of course, he
never counted upon Redfern major get-
iing into a row with the Head. A kid
like that wouldn't think of everything.”

Knowles nodded, and no more was
sald on the subject then.

But the faces of the two seniors were
a sufficient indication to all the fellows
at St. Dolly's that there had been
trouble; and somehow or other it was
soon whispered about that Redfern
maljor and Knowles had had a desperate
encounter, which had been interrupted
by the Head the Head having been
directed to the spot by an anonymous
Ietter suspected to have been written by
Redfern minor. That was what the
seniors were saying among themselves,
and naturally enough the intelligence
soon reached the junior Forms,
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CHAPTER 17.
Cuiltyl
T seems to be pretty clear that Red-
fern's minor wrote
Arthur Redfern ..topped as he
heard the words.

It was the day after the fight behind
the chapel. The captain of St. Dolly’s
had not scen the Head since, excepting
in class in the Sixth Form-room. What
Dr. Cranston’s decision was he did not
know. Knowles, too, who had fully
expected to have his name struck off
the list of prefects, was waiting for the
blow to fall; but it had not yet fallen.

Meanwhile, the story of the anony-
mous letter was all over the school.
The Fourth Form knew it from begin-
ning to end, though no one had men-
tioned it to Redfern minor so far. There
was a certain delicacy about mentioning
it to Redfern minor. Suspicion had
fastened upon him; no one quite knew
how or why, though, doubtless, Ran-
some could have explained.

Arthur Redfern knew it; but he had
not seen his minor yet, and he did not
know whether to mention it to him. He
did not believe for a single instant that
Sidney had written the letter, yet he
was puzzled to know who could have
written it.

The words he now heard came sud-
denly upon his ears as he came down the
steps of the School House after morning .
lessons. In spite of all he had done to
remove them, the signs of the late con-
flict were very plain upon his face.
Arthur glanced round quickly and saw
Vane and Fellowes standing together
near the steps. It was Vane who had
spoken.

Arthur fixed his eyes upon Vane, who
looked a little uneasy.

“1 heard what you said, Vane,” sald
Atthur quietly.

Vane shrugged his shoulders with an
air of defiance,

‘““Well, what then?"

“You were speaking of the anony-
mous letler written to the Head to cause
him to stop the fight yesterday.”

“Yes.”
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“you said my minor wrote it.”

*1 said it seems pretty clear.”

“And why?” asked Arthur, suppress-
ing his anger. “How dces it seem
clear?”

“Wwell, it seems that your minor
knows most of your business, from all
accounts,” said Vane, ‘‘And certainly
no one else knew anything about the
matter except the principals concerned.
Knowles never said a word, he says, and
I know Courtney wouldn't. Ransome
didn’t mention it—he’d have told me,
as I'm his chum, if he'd told anybody—
and I never had the faintest idea any-
thing was going on till I saw you and
Knowles come in with your faces
bashed. You must have let something
fall to your minor, I think."”

“I might have—but he never wrote
that letter.”

“wWell, if yvou want the fellows to
believe that, you'd better find out who
did write it,” said Fellowes with a yaw.
“It looks to most of us as if your minor
did it; and some of the chaps say——"

He paused.

“Well," said Arthur, with a scornful
glance at the ornament of the St.
Dolly’s Smart Set. “What do the chaps
say?”

“wWeil,” sald Fellowes, stung by his
look, “it has been whispered that your
minor did it with your knowledge,
because you didn’t care to face Knowles
to a finish.”

Arthur laughed contemptuously.

#So they say that, do they—you
among the others, I suppose?”

#0Oh, no!"” said Fellowes, retreating a
pace or two. “I don't say anything.
I've an open mind on the subject.”

“1 should advise you to stop gossip-
ing about it,” said Arthur scornfully.
“Tt's easy to say that another chap has
sald something; but you may get the
punishment of a slanderer if you repeat
the slander.”

And Arthur walked away, leaving
Fellowes scowling angrily. Vane broke
into a sneering laugh.

“By Jove, it looks as if there were
somethirg in 1t!” he said.

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!

“That Redfern made his minor write
the letter?”

fyes.

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” sald Fellowes
spitefully. *“A ripping captain for a
school like St. Dolly's. I don't think!™

“He mayn't be captain long” sald
Vane. ‘“‘He hasn't made a good begin-
ning. I should be surprised if Redfern
major didn't resign before long.”

Arthur Redfern's brow was con-
tracted as he walked away. He was
quite certain that his minor was lb-
nocent of the act he was suspected of,
but exactly how to make that clear to
others was a problem. If the Head had
allowed him to see ihe anonymous
letter something might have been done.
But that letter was safe in Dr. Cran-
ston’s keeping, if indeed, it had not
been destroyed.

He passed Ransome in the quad-
rangle, walking with Knowles. They
were speaking together in low voices,
and Arthur thought he knew the sub-
ject of their talk. He hesitated for a
few moments, and then turned back to
speak to them. They stopped. A slight
sneering smile was lurking on Ran-
some’s face.

“I want to speak to you fellows,”
sald Arthur abruptly. “Someone has
been setting a yarn afoot that my
minor wrote the anonymous letter to
the doctor.”

“Well, those things will get out,” said
Ransome.
t?"You mean to say that you
it

“1 don’t know about that; but It
looks very probable. Redfern minor
was the only one beside ourselves who
knew that you were going to fight
Knowles. It looks to me as if only he
could have written the letter. Anyway,
the fellow who did it ought to be found
out and cut by the whole school; and
I think the matter ought to be investl-
gated. Knowles was just saying so,
too.”

“Well, you were saylng so, but I
agree with you.” said Knowles. “It's

believe
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“ Look about the room, Phipps, and ses it Master Ransome I8 concealed here ! ' said
the Head. * Yessir!” Ransorne, with a face like chalk, stepped out from behind the
wardrobs.  * 1 am here, sir ! * he said.
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due to all of us to have the thing sifled
ovut. Some of the fellows will begin by
saying that we ourselves, or some of
us, wrote that rotten letter. It's a jolly
unpleasant business, but it ought to be
cleared up, I think.”

“How can it be cleared up? I know
my minor never wrote the letter.”

“Sup] we got the letter from the
Head?” suggested Ransome. It stands
to reason that there must be some clue
in it—the handwriting—"

“1 suppose that would be disguised,”
said Knowles.

“¥es, But there would be a trace or
two. Besides, the paper, the ink—Ilots
of things might give the writer away
without his foreseeing it.”

“The Head has the letter,” said
Arthur quietly. *“He refuses to show it
to us.”

“wWell, we ought to get it somehow.
If you tell him that your minor is sus-
pected by everybody he will give you
the letter to help you clear him. ¥You
can ise that the name of the
writer shall be kept a secret if you dis-
cover who wrote the letter, for our own
satisfaction.”

Arthur Redfern nodded.

“T will speak to the Head.”

He walked away without another
word. He had seen the Head go into
his study, and he followed him there.
Dr. Cranston’s deep voice bade him
enter, and Arthur stepped into the
study. 'The Head's clear eyes met his,

“Redfern!”™

“Yes, sir” Arthur coloured awk-
wardly before the steady gaze of the
Head. “I—I haven't come here to
speak about myself, sir, Though, if you
think fit, I'm quite ready to resign the
captainey of the school.”

Dr. Cranston shook his head.

“I have not asked you to do that,
Redfern. But what is it you wish to
speak to me about?”

“About the anonymous letter.” sir.”

“What of that?”
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“The fellows are saying that my
minor wrote it. I know it is not true.
Will you allow scme of the Sixth to see
the letter, sir, so that they can prove
whether my minor wrote it?"

“The letter was written with goed in-
tenlions.”

“The fellows don't lock at it like
that, sir. They look on it as sneaking.
If my minor isn't cleared, he will be
sent to Coventry.” M

The Head frowned.

“But in that case, if you discover the
real writer, I take it that he will be
sent to Coventry, Redfern.”

“We would keep it a secret, sir, if
you think fit. I only wish to be able
to clear Sidney. I know he did not
write the letter. If he did, he ought to
take the consequences. At present he
is under the imputation, without a
chance to defend himself.”

“I am sorry for this. You will see,
Redfern, how one wrong action leads
to another. But for your guarrel with
Knowles is could not have hap-
pened.”

Arthur was silent. The Head rose,
and unlocked a drawer of his desk, and
took out a sheet of scribbled paper. He
handed 1t to Redfern major.

“That is the letter, Redfern.
can use it for purposes of investigation;
but return it to me as soon as possible.
At the same time, I charge you not to
make known the name of the writer
when you find him, if you do.”

“I only want to clear Sidney, sir.”

And Arthur left the study with the
letter. Knowles and Ransome were
waiting for him, and Courtney had
joined them. Arthur explained briefly
to the three seniors what the doctor
had sald. Then he showed them the
letter.

It was written in pencil on & sheet of
common ruled paper, torn from an
exercise-book. The torn edge was very
ragged. The writing was a large round
hand, and looked as if it had been
adopted for purposes of disguise, for
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here and there it grew unconsciously
smaller. The letter ran as follows:

“gir,—A disgraceful scene will take
place this evening behind the chapel
soon after seven o'clock.

“A FRIEND TO ORDER.'”

“The rotten cad, whoever he was!”
said Knowles between his teeth.

Ransome scanned the letter.

“Tve seen that writing before,” he
said. “It looks like the scrawl of a
Second-Form fag;‘but that's the dis-
guise. Look here, where the chap goes
smaller and smaller every now and
then. It's a pity the letter isn't longer.
But—"

“I cannot see any clue in it,” said
Arthur.

“I can, Redfern. Look here! There
are two g's in the letter. Have you ever
seen g's with curly tails like that?”

Arthur Redfern started. He had. He
remembered perfectly well that extra
curly tail to the small g, which he had
seen in his brother’s exercises when he
corrected them for him.

“My fag used to do notes for me,”
sald Ransome. “I Tremember his
writing. My fag was Redfern minor, as
you know.”

The seniors looked at one another.

“It's pretty clear,” said Knowles.

“There's more’ evidence to come,”
sald Ransome. “Better make a thing
like this perfectly clear, This sheet has
been torn from an exercise-book, The
fags always write their notes that way—
they never have any notepaper. You
see how the edge is torn?”

“Yes; it's ragged.”

“That edge ought to fit into some
exercise-book,” said Ransome quietly.
“You see the point? The chap whose
exercise-book it fits wrote the letter.”

“Good!” said Courtney.

“Come!” said Arthur
roughly.

He strode away to his minor's study.
He looked in, with the others at his
heels, and founé the three chums there.
Redfern minor, Skelton, and Brown

Redfern
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were sitting round a price-list, looking
out the prices of roller-skates. They
started up in_surprise when the four
senlors came in.

“Hallo!” said Redfern minor. * Any-
thing up? What on earth are you look-
ing like that for, Arthur?”

“Where is your exercise-book?”

“What?”

“Your exercise-book—quick! I want
to see it.”

“But—but I don’t understand—"

“None of your dodging,” exclaimed
Ransome. “Get the book, and be
quick.”

Redfern minor's eyes gleamed.

“Who's dodging! What do you
mean, you cad?”

ur Redfern pushed Ransome
back, and spoke in a quiet voice. His
face was harassed.

“Sldney, it's important. Get me your
exercise-book at once.”

“Qh, all right!” said Sidney, in
wonder.

He laid the book on the table. Arthur
opened it, and turned the leaves slowly,
till he came to a place where one was
missing. The others watched him in
dead silence. There was a decp breath
as the ragged edge, where the missing
leaf had been torn off, was seen.

In silence Arthur Redfern laid the
serawled sheet in the book, and fitted
the edges together, They fitted per-
fectly, There was not the slightest
doubt that the sheet had been torn
from Redfern minor's exercise-book—
not the slightest doubt in any mind in
the study.

“It fits exactly!” sald Ransome.

Arthur's face was haggard.

“Well, what does it all mean?” broke
out Redfern minor. “I don’t see what
it matters. Do you mean to say that
that sheet has been torn from my
book?"”

“¥es,” sald Arthur.

*And what is that shect, then?”

“It's the anonymous letter that was
sent to the Head.”

Redfern minor's face blanched. He
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saw in a fash what it meant, He
would be branded as o sneak!

“So you wrote the letter, you liitle
sneak!” cried Ransome angrily.

Sidney clenched his fists, then out
shot his left and caught Ransome a
stinger on the polnt of the jaw.

“Sneak yourself!” he retorted hotly,
as Ransome reeled back against the
wall.

“vou cad, you shall pay for this!”
hissed Ransome, his face lvid with
age. *“Yowll be sacked for striking a
prefect. Come to the Head, you rotten
sneak!”

And he dragged Sidney towards the
door.

CHAPTER 18

Blach Against Redfern Minor!
EDFERN MAJOR clutched Raun-

some’s arm.

“Don't be a fool, Ransome!"”
he said. *You must complain to me.
not to the Head. He wouldn't listen to
you. Besides, you asked for It, you
know. You can't expect a kid to take
that sort of thing lying down.”

“T suppose not,” grumbled Ransome,
releasing his hold.

There was a dead silence In the
study.

Redfern minor stared as if fascin-
ated at the exercise-book into which
{he torn sheet fitted so exactly.

It was impossible to doubt that the
cheet of paper used for the anonymous
letter to the Head had been torn from
{hat book—Redfern minor's book. The
slight similarity in the handwriting
which Ransome had discovered—slight
in ilself——was of great weight now.

Taken together, the proofs seemed
clear enough.
Redfern minor had written the

anonymous letter!

1t was through Redfern minor thal
Knowles was in danger of losing his
prefcetship, that Ransome and Court-
ney were in disgrace, and that Red-

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!

fern major might cease o be captain of
St. Dolly’s,

The junior stood dumbfounded, the
accusing glances on all sides seeming to
cut him like sharp steel.

“gidney "—Arthur Redfern spoke at
last—*Sidney, why did you dc this?”

Redfern minor did not reply. He
only turned a pale and troubled face
upon his brother,

Arthur's glance was hard and stern
now.

“Answer me, Sidney!”

“What—what do you think I have
done?”

“This letter was written to the Head,
warning him that Knowles and I were
about to fight behind the chapel!” sald
Arthur Redfern sternly. “No one
would have known a syllable about 1t
but for this letter, Ransome suggested
that a friend of mine wrote it, think-
ing to save me from being defeated by
Knowles.

“1 determined to look into the matter
—to clear you. I was so certain that
you were innocent that I begged the
letter of the doctor, promising that as
soon as you were cleared it should be
returned to him, the name of the
Cu]p,l:it being kept o secret, And now

“ And now the real culprit turns out
to be Redfern minor,” broke in Ran-
some, with a sneer. “ As a matter of fact,
I was quite sure of it all along.”

“Have you anything to say, Sidney?”

“19” said Redfern minor, with &
start. “¥es. I won't answer that cad—
Tl answer you!"

Ransome made a step forward. A
look from Arthur was enough to make
him step back again. The cad of the
Sixth gritted his teeth. The bitter con-
tempt in Redfern minor's voice pierced
even his thick skin.

“Go on, Sidney!”

“What's the use?” broke in Knowles
brusquely. “We know the young cad
wrote the letter! What is the use of
listening to & string of lies?”

Redfern minor coloured hotly
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“T snall tell you no lies!" he ex-
claimed. “If I had written the letter
I sheuld own up to it.”

“If!” sneered Knowles.

Arthur looked worried and harassed.

“Do you mean to say that you did
not write it, Sidney?”

Sidney Redfern flushed.

«I never expected that question from
you, Arthur.”

“ Answer. it, all the same.”

“No, I did not write the letter,” said
Rediern minor steadily. He was re-
covering his coolness now. “Ineversaw
it before.”

“What’s the good of listening to him#%"
said Knowles impatiently. “We've
proved his guilt, and that’s enough. I'm
going.”

“Stay a moment,” said Arthur. “If
my brother has anything to say you
ought to hear it. Look here, Siduey,
you can see that this sheet came out
of your exercise-book.”

“It looks like it.”

“The cdges fit exactly; there Is no
doubt about it.”

“Well, no, I suppose there isn’t,” said
Redfern minor, looking at the sheet.
“But I didn’t write the letter, all the
same, And I never saw it before. I
suppose the cad who wrote it tore a
sheet out of my exercise-book to write
it on. If he was keen he wouldn't use

as good as accusing your
study-mates!” said Ransome.

Redfern's eyes blazed.

“Nothing of the sort, and you know
it! Youre n rotten cad to suggest such
a thing!”

“wou impudent whelp!”

“Hold your tongue, Ransome!” sald
Arthur savagely.

“Do you think I'm poing to be talked
to like that by a fag?” demanded Ran-
some, his voice trembling with rage.

“Let him alone, then.”

“Skelton and Brown knew I didn't
mean anything of the sort,” saild Red-
fern minor, with a glance at his
chums.

63

“What-ho!” said Skelton,

“Of course, you didn’t!™ said Brown.
“It’s jolly odd about somebody taking
a leaf out of your exercise-boox; but
anyhody could do it, if he liked. The
book lies there on the table, and it’s
never been locked up. Anybody could
handle it.

Arthur Redfern glanced at
seniors.

It was certainly possible that any-
body could have taken a leaf out of
the book if he had wanted to; but it
was equally certain that this was,
naturally, the first thing that Redfern
minor would say if he were guilty.

There was grim disbelief in each face.

Only Skelton and Brown's firm faith
in their chums never wavered for a
moment, Their loyalty was plain in
their faces.

“I don’t know what to think,” said
Arthur, at last.

“I do,” said Ransome.
minor wrote the letter.”

“So T think,” said Knowles.

“What do you think, Courtney?”

Courtney hesitated. He was Arthur’s
chlm, and hated to back up Knowles
and Ransome against him. But his
opinion was visible upon his face.

“Well, I can't help thinking that it
Jooks pretty plain,” he said, at last.
“I'm sorry to say so, Redfern. But it
does seem pretty black. There's the
similarity of the hand, too—it was that
that brought us here in the first place.
Then we found that the sheet fitted
into Redfern minor’s book.”

“It would be simply obstinacy to
doubt any further,” said Knowles.
“you know as well as we do, Redfern,
that your minor wrote the letter.”

Arthur was silent,

“I did not write it,"
minor.

“I'm going,” sald Knowles. “Thatl
young cad betrayed us to the Head. He
did it, I suppose, with the idea of bene-
fiting you; but it looks like working out
the other way, and serve you both jolly
well rlght! And I tell you plainly that

the

“Redfern

sald Redfern
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if I lose my prefectship I'll make the
cad wish he never was born!”

And the Modern prefect strode from
the study, followed by Ransome.
Courtney gave a hesitating look at
Arthur, and slowly followed. Arthur
did not appear to notice it. He stood
quite still, with the anonymous letter
tightly grasped in his hand.

Apain there was a dead silence.
Sidney understood how terribly black
everything was against him; but he ex-
pecled his brother to have faith in him.
Arthur's expression, however, showed
that his faith was more than wavering.

“You say you did not write the
Jetter, Sidney?” he said, at last.

“X have said so.”

“And—and you can suggest nothing
except that the writer may have torn
the page out of your book?"

“That is all.”

“Don’'t you see how weak it is? You
were the only person, besides ihe
seniors, who knew of the fight. Sus-
picion rested on you, anyway. Now, all
the proofs that have been discovered
are against you.”

Redfern minor bit his lip.

“I understand, Arthur. It looks to
me as if an enemy of mine has been at
work—as if the paper wasn't taken
from my book simply by chance.”

Arthur shook his head.

“1t’s no good starting anything of
that kind, Sidney. I am afraid all the
fellows will conclude that you wrote the
letter.”

“And you?’ cried Redfern minor,
stung to the quick.

“I don’t know what to think”
Arthur.

»You ought to know what to think!"”
said Sidney hotly. “If you were ac-
cused of a caddish thing like this, do
you think I should believe it? T'd in-
vestigate it, and never rest till I'd
found out the truth. You ought to have
faith in me.”

Arthur coloured.

“I can't have faith in you in the
face of positive evidence,” Me said.

said
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“Tll try to keep an open mind, that’s
all. I must take this letler back to the
Head now.”

He left the study. A couple of
minutes later he was in the presence
of Dr. Cranston. The Head locked at
him gravely and quietly.

“well have you made any discovery,
Redfern?”

“It appears so, said Arthur
wretchedly. “The sheet belongs to my
minor’s exercise-book, and Ransome
has found a similarity of handwriting.”

The Head started.

“Then Redfern minor—"

_‘‘He denies having written the letter,
sir.”

The Head pursed up his lips,

“As T have said, Redfern, I think the
writer of that anonymous leiter acted
from a sheer sense of duty, though I
cannot, of course, approve of anonym-
ous communications. I therefore
wished to keep his identity a secret. If
it is your minor——"

“1 was so certain it wasn't Sldney,
sir.”

“Indeed, T agree with you,” said the
Head, “Redfern minor is not at all
the kind of junior to have so over-
strained a sense of duty as to write an
anonymous letter warning to me be-
cause a fght was taking place. He
would be more likely, I think, to climb
a tree necar the place and get a good
view of the fight.”

Arthur smiled slightly. That would
certainly have been much more like his
brother.

“I know that, in the eyes of the boys,
this letter being written to me must
appear in the light of a crime,” said
the Head. “If Redfern minor is be-<
lieved to be guilty of it, he will have a
most unpleasant experience. If the
matter is not allowed to die I shall, I
think, send for a handwriting expert,
and have the matter thoroughly sifted.
Meanwhile, I shall keep the Iletter
locked up in my desk.”

And Arthur Redfern left the Head's
study. He was feeling doubtful and

£ir,”
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‘miserable. Ransome had failed to pre-
vent him from becoming captain of St.
Dolly's. But he had to admit that his
captaincy had not been a bed of roses
s0 far.

- B B L] L i i

. Redfern minor had a far from happy
time the next day. Black looks were
cast at him by many of the juniors, and
one or two remarks were made which
‘caused Reddy to hit out quite reck-
\lessly, Lumsden, of the Modern Fourth,
|received a blow on the nose which
made him sit down quite suddenly
when he made a remark about anonym-
ous letters in Reddy’s hearing. And
‘Reddy made it quite plain that he was
going to hit out whenever the subject
was mentioned. In the Form-room at
afternoon school there was a good deal
of whispering going on but nothing
more. But the junior was looking
.gloomy as he went out after lessons.
| It was bitter and humiliating to be
despised, even by an enemy. And those
who believed that he had written an
anonymous letter could not help despis-
ing him.
Knowles was coming out of the Sixth
Form-room, His brow darkened as he
saw Redfern minor.
i “Well, you young cad,” said the pre-
fect bitterly, stopping as he saw Red-
fern minor, “have you decided to own
up yet?”
ﬂ Rediern turned towards him, his eyes
sparkling.
. “What did you say, Knowles?”
| “Here, come away!” exclalmed Skel-
!ton in alarm, seizing Redfern’s arm and
'dragging him forcibly along the passage.
“Come on!”
£ Redfern wrenched himself loose.
“I won't come! Knowles says that I
iwrote that letter——"
I eyou did write it!” said Enowles

.savagely.

“Liar!"

“What!" The prefect started,
gearcely believing his ears. “What!”

“It's a lie!” sald Redfern recklessly.
“You cheeky young hound!”

bd

Knowles seized the junior savagely.
But only for an instant, Redfern’s blood
was up. His fist, clenched and as hard
as iron, crashed into the prefect's face.
and the senior went staggering away, to
fall heavily against the opposite wall of
the passage.

CHAPTER 18.
The Head’s Decision!

“ EDFERN!™

R “You—you

duffer!”

Half a dozen voices shouted out to
Redfern minor, but too late to stop the
blow. Knowles staggered back, with a
glaring red mark on his white cheek.
Redfern minor stood facing him, his
fists clenched hard, his eyes blazing.
“I"You#you cub!” gasped the prefect.

Words failed him. For a prefect of
the Sixth to be struck in the face by a
junior fag was almost unknown in the
history of St. Dolly’s, Yet this was the
second time Redfern minor had trans-
gressed. Knowles had provoked if. but
he had never dreamed that Redfern
would dare. He had completely lost his
temper, and he sprang towards the
junior like a tiger.

A sharp voice rang out:

“Knowles—stop!”

It was Mr. Ford, the master of the
Fourth, Redfern miner's Form-master.
He had just come into the hall--just in
time to see that hasty blow.

The prefect checked himself.

“Did—did you see what he did?” he
almost shouted.

«[ saw it,” said Mr. Ford gravely.
“#7 think you must be mad, Redfern
minor! How dare you strike a prefect!™

Redfern set his teeth.

“1 would strike him again if he re-
peated what he said,” he replied.

“What do you mean?”

“He accuses me of having written an
anonymous letter,” said Redfern hotly.
“If he thinks so, let him keep his
thoughts to himseif. He had no right
to insult me!"

mad young
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Mr. Ford
juntor.

“That is hardly the way to address
your Form-master, Redfern,” he said,

“I'm sorry, sir; but—"

“You will come with me to the Head.
Whatever provocation you received, you
must know that you had no right to
strike a prefect.”™

Redfern minor’s brow set darkly. Per-
iiaps the Form-master was right: yet he
did not regret that smack in the face
to Knowles. He had stood enough of
the Modern prefect's sneers.

“Follow me, Redfern minor.”

" Yes, sir.”

Krowles looked after the junior as he
followed the Form-master. The prefect's
face was still burning from that sudden
smack. His eyes were glittering.

“The cub will be expelled for this!”
he muttered. “By George, and if his
major could be made to follow him—"

Redfern minor followed Mr. Ford
guietly to the Head's study. Dr.
Cranston looked very grave when Red-
fern minor was taken in to him. In a
few words Mr. Ford explained the
matter. The Head's brow set grimly.

“Redfern minor!”

Sidney's heart beat fast, but he
menaged to answer calmly:

“Yes, sir.”

“you know what is the penalty of
such a breach of discipline as you have
been guilty of, Have you any excuse to
offer?”

Redfern drew a deep breath.

“yes, siy I'm being ragged and
badgered by everybody because some
mean cad wrote that anonymous letter
to you. Knowles threw it at my face;
he had no right to. I'd rather be ex-
pelled from the school than stand it1”

The words came out in a passionate
burst. Then Sidney Redfern stood
silent, expecting a thunderclap of wrath,

But it did not come;

The Head's face, as a matter of fact,
had softened. Perhaps the very pas-
sionate recklessness of Redfern's out-
burst was more convinclng than calm
explanation would have heen in show-

looked curiously at ihe
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ing that the lad acted under the impulse
of deep indigration.

“You have done wrong, Redfern. But
I can understand, and, to a certain
extent, sympathise with your fcelings:
But you must keep them within
hounds.”

“Yes, sir.”

“ about that anonymous leiter. The
matter is most unforfunate. I certainly
believe that you did not write it, and it
is unfortunate that a contrary impres-
sion has gained ground among your
schoolfellows.” The Head's brow con-
tractzd in thought. “I think the time
has come for the matter to be sifted
to the botlom. I had hoped that it
would die away of its own accord; but
there seems to be no prospect of that.
You may go, Redfern; and I trust you
to keep your temper within bounds im
future, even under an unjust accusa-
tion. You know periectly well that dis-
cipline must be maintained in every
school, and that Lower-Form boys can-
not be allowed to take the law into their
own hands.”

Redfern coloured.

“T'm sorry, sir—very sorry. It shan't
happen again, whatever Knowles likes
to say.”

“vyery well, I accept your assurance,
You may go.”

“Thank you, sir!™

And Redfern minor left the study.
Dr. Cranston turned to Mr. Ford. The
Fourth Form-master was his college
friend, and very much in his confidence:

“This matter will have to be looked
into,” the Head said gravely. “It is
most unfortunate. The boy who wrote
that anonymous letter did so, I am sure,
from a mistaken sense of duty, to warn
me of a serious infraction of the rules
of the school. The boys seem to have
made up their minds that it was Red-
fern minor—about the last boy in the
school to do anything savouring of
meanness, I think. Fortunately, I still
have the letter, and that will enakle me
to set the matber at rest.™

The Head opened a drawer in hls
desk and took out the anonymous lefter.
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He glanced at it, and a troubled look
came over his face.

“¥You do not agree with me in my
opinion of the writer of this letter,”
he suddenly exclaimed.

The Fourth Form-master shook his
head,

“Frankly, I do not,” he replied. “A
boy would have to be very stupid indeed
to imagine it a meritorious act to betray
a schoolfellow by means of an anony-
mous letter. That the fight behind the
chapel was a serious transgression does
not alter the case. The writer of that
letter betrayed Knowles and Redfern
major—why? He was not a stupid boy,
as a matter of fact, for he seems to
have been cunning enough to disguise
his hand, and to take a leaf of Redfern
minor’s exercise-book to write his letter
upon, It looks to me like the work of
some cunning fellow, actuated by a
_secret spite against both the Redferns.”

The Head nodded thoughtfully.

“It is possible. In any case, the
matter has caused trouble enough, and
it must be settled definitely one way or
the other.”

“I do not see how, sir.”

“I shall send for a handwriting ex-
pert,” explained Dr. Cranston. ‘“He
shall have this letter and a specimen
of the handwriting of every boy in the
school, Disguised as the hand is, I have
not the slightest doubt that a com-
petent expert will at once detect traces
in it to reveal the ldentity of the
writer.”

*I have no doubt of it.”

“Then I shall publicly announce to
the school that the writer is discovered,
without announcing his name. My
assurance that Redfern minor is inno-
cent will be sufficient, T imagine, to clear
him in the minds of his schoolfellows.”

“Decidedly.” N

“yYou may let it be known, Mr. Ford,
that it is my intention to send for an
expert, and that the matter will be de-
finitely settled this week. It may save
a great deal of friction. I think it is
due to Redfern minor, who is a very
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honest and manly lag, though hasty of

temper, I am afrai

“Certainly, sir.”

And before bed-time that night every-
one in the school knew that the Head
had written to a handwriting expert
of national fame in Leondon, asking
him to come to St. Dorothy's to investi-
gate the maiter. The juniors told in
bated breath of the supposed fee the
Head was to pay for the expert's ser-
vices; Benson, of the Fourth, declaring
that it amounted to a thousand guineas,
while others fixed it at the more modest
figure of flve pounds. The Classicals
were delighted, for they felt that their
hero was to be cleared now, and the
Moderns were mostly sneering and scep-
tical. But there was one boy in St.
Dolly’s who heard the news with a cold
chill of terror at his heart,

The reader will perhaps guess who
that boy was. He walked to and fro in
his study, his face pale, gnawing his
thin lips.

“The fool,” he muttered again and
again—*the old fool!” It was the Head
of St. Dorothy’s he was alluding to. “To
think that he should take such a step
on account of a rotten junior fag! The
fool! If an expert gets hold of that
letter, what rnay it not lead to? Oh,
the fool! Buf the expert shan't see the
letter; it must not be in existence when
he glets to St. Dolly’s. That is the only
way !

CHAPTER 20.
A Night Excursion?
L] O you remember,

Reddy——"
began Skelton,

later in the

day.:

Redfern minor looked inquiringly.

“ Do you remember,” resumed Skelton,
“shortly after your fight with that
pugilist chap, the Chicken—"*

“That's all over. Cut it out,” said
Redfern shortly:

* See * Schoolboys’ Own Library,”
gul.{ 192, entitled “For His Brother's
Sake!”
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“pon’t get shirty, old son!” said
Skelton, “No harm meant, you know.
well, shortly after that—er—that affair
——  Skelton uttered the word in-a
heavy, mysterious tone, and even Red-
fern grinned. “ You made a suggestion
—an idea—"

'Ene Classical leader broke off thought-
fully.

“Go on!” said Brown encouragingly.

“¥es, T think it could be done!” said
Skelton brightly. “In fact, there's no
think about it—-"

“Or you wouldn't be on it,” mur-
mured Brown.

“Eh? It's that roller-skating wheeze,
vou know,” said Skelton, with a good
deal of enthusiasm. ‘“Your wheeze,
Reddy, but we postponed it. The skates
are still waiting for us at the station.
Now, what about to-night?”
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“What about to-night?”
Ekelton.

“Tonight?” said Redfern vaguely.
«1 should say it will be frosty. Not too
frosty, you know——"

“Just enough to whiten the roofs,”
suggested Brown.

“Chumps!" roared Skelton. I mean,
why not fetch the skates from the
station to-night? It will mean break
ing bounds—"

Redfern whistled.

<But it’s the only way," said Skelton
firmly. “If we fetched them in the day-
time the Moderns would be sure to spot
us, Then they'd keep an eye on us,
and ten-to-one eatch us practising. We
want this rinking stunt to come as a
complete surprise for the school!”

“well, Tm game if you are,” said
Tedfern resignedly.

“We three will go, and Benson and
Miller can stay up to help us in again,”
said Skelton. “It will be as easy as
falling off a form.”

and so it was agreed.

The roller-skating  wheeze ” had been
taken up most enthusiastically by the
Classieals. The idea of being the first
10 introduce roller-skating into the
school, of practising secretly, and sud-

repeated
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denly coming out as expert skaters, and
dazzling all St. Dolly's, and making the
Moderns wild with envy, appealed very
much to the Classical juniors.

They were all determined to become
possessed of roller-skates, and to join in
the wheeze; and almost all of them, by
dint of writing to parents and kindly
uncles, by saving or borrowing, had
raised the necessary “tin.” And Red-
fern, with an eye to business, had bar-
gained by post wilh a firm in London
for supplying twenty pairs of roller-
skates at a reduction for the quantity.
He hed succeeded, too, and the skates
had been supplied at a most reason-
able price. The consignment was wait-
ing now at the local railway-station,
and it only remained to smuggle the
skates in undiscovered by Tafly & Co.

When bed-time came, Lthere was some
excitement in the Classical dormitory.
Arthur Redfern came to see lights out,
but he was too preoccupied to notice
anything unusual in the manner of the
juniors.  Arthur had not been in a
happy state of mind for the past few
days. He had come to feel that his
brother was innocent of the accusation
that had been made by Ransome in
the first place, and he felt a keen re-
morse for ever having doubted him.

But there was something in Sidney’s
manner that discouraged him from
speaking upon the subject. Redfern
minor had been bitterly hurt, and some-
thing like a coldness had grown up be-
tween the brothers since.

Arthur glanced at his brother, at the
frank and honest face, and wondered
how he could ever have suspected the
lad of a mean action. .

“ Good-night, kids!” he sald.

“ Good-night, Redfern major!™

The light was extinguished, and the
door closed behind Arthur Redfern.
The juniors lay quiet until the sound of
the captain's footsteps had died away
down the corridor.

Then Redfern minor sat up in bed.

“Good!” he sald * Skelton!
Browney! Up you get!”

A few grunted references to the cold
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were made on the part of Skelton and
Brown, but they tumbled into their
things,

Meanwhile, Redfern had fastened a
rope to the leg of a bed, and was already
out of the window.

The rope rustled in the ivy as Redfern
minor descended. Skelton looked out
after him into the gloom. There was
danger in the task, true, but it was mere
child’s play to the strong and active
junior. His feet touched the ground,
and he pave the rope a shake to indicate
that he had landed. Then Skelton came
down the rope.

He joined Redfern minor at the foot
of the wall,

“Now, which——"" he was beginning.

“Hush!”

Redfern grasped his arm tightly as he
whispered the word.

“What is it?” breathed Skelton.

“Look!"”

Redfern was pointing towards the
glimmering light of the Head's window.
The juniors could see that the French
windows were apen, and they caught the
reflection of the red light on the glass.

But what caused Redfern's excite-
ment was the sight of a dark shadow
crossing the glimmering square of the
window.

Someone had suddenly passed before
the window, obscuring it for a moment
—someone in the garden!

“The Head's come out of the study!”
muttered Skelton.

Redfern shook his head.

“That didn't look like the Head's
shadow.”

“wWell, no.

“yes”

“But who else could it be?”

“Blessed-if I know. A prefect on the
watch perhaps. We shall have to be
jolly careful. Quiet, Brown. There’s
somebody about.”

“Right-ho!” murmured Brown,

Redfern minor shook the rope gently.
Benson pulled it up to the window, and
there was a faint sound as the dormitory
window closed.

Wasn't it too small?”
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“1 jolly well hope Benson won't go to
sleep and forget us,” muttered Brown.

“If he does we'll boil him in oil,” said
Redfern minor. **But don't jaw; there’s
somebody in the garden—cither the
Head or a prefect. Thilsway!”

Redfern minor led the way, skirting
the school wall, and the light from the
Head's window soon vanished among
the trees.

To climb over the school wall into the
lane was easy. The wall was not high,
and it was thick with ivy.

The three juniors dropped into the
road and started for Okeholme. The
road was guiet and deserted. Al the
sound of a pedestrian’s footsteps they
dodged among the frees. It would not
do for St. Dolly’s caps to be recognised
out of doors at that time of night. They
kept up a steady trot to Okeholme, and
reached the station in a quarter of an
hour. The one porter whom Okeholme
poasted was also the man in charge of
the luggage department, and the juniors
knew him well. He stared at the sight
of them, and grinned as Redfern slipped
a shilling into his hand.

“Master Redfern, there’d be a mighly
row if the doctor knew this!” he said

Redfern laughed.

“He won't know it, you know. We'ra
in a hurry to get the things in, you see,
and we're not telling everybody about it,
that's all. Where's the parcel?”

“Here they are, Master Redfern—
three of them, directed to you.”

“That’s right.”

‘The three parcels were each of a good
weight., But the juniors shouldered
them manfully, and left the station,
Jeaving the ancient porter shaking his
head after them in an extremely
dubious sort of way.

They stepped out cheerily on the
road home,

“By Jove, these weigh something!”
Skelton remarked. “I'm glad I haven't
to carry mine for a hundred mies. [
suppose we'd better hide them o th»
woodshed, and smuggle them o the
school to-morrow.”
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“That’s 1t; no geod trying to get
them up to the dorm window,"” chuckled
Redfern. “We can get them in to-
morrow easily enough.”

“Good! Here's St. Dolly's at last,
thank goodness”

The school will, with the line of dark
trees beyond it, loomed up in dark
shadow before them.

Brown set his burden down with a
sigh of relief.

“It's jolly heavy, and no mistake!"

“INl get on the wall, and you can
hand them up,” said Redfern.

““Right-ho!”

Redlern minor sat astride of the wall
and reached down for the parcels. He
dragged them up one after another;
and then the other two juniors climbed
over, and received them from him on
the inner side of the wall.

Then Redfern dropped ins;de.

“Now for the wo ed!”

There was the growl of a dog as the
juniors approached the woodshed. It
was the volce of Phipp’s mastiff. But
Redfern knew the dog well; and a
soothing whisper from him quieted Bob
af once.

Redfern struck a match, and it glim-
mered in the woodshed on the plles of
faggots and the other lumber that was
lzept there by Phipps, the house-porter.

The juniors removed some of the fag-
gots, and carefully stacked the parcels
away, covering them up out of sight
with the wood.

Then, well satisfled with the resulls
of their excursion, they crept out of the
woodshed. The light was still gleaming
from the window of the Head's study,
and the red glow from the fire wil
fell upon the glass.

“The Head's at work,” grunted Skel-
ion. “Examination papers, I suppose.
On the whole, it isn’t all lJavender to be
the headmaster of a Public school.”

#T'd rather be in the Fourth!”
chuckled Redfern. “I wonder whether
Benson and Miller are awake? Got
a stone?”

“ Here you are!"

Redfern threw up a stone with care-
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ful aim, and it clinked faintly on the
glass of the high dormitory window.

The juniors walted anxiously, watch-
ing. There was a glimmer of starlight
on the glass of the dormitory window.

They fclt a sense of relief as they saw
the glass slide back. The window was
opened. A dark object was projected
from within, which they knew to be a
head looking downwards.

Redfern imifated a bird-call, the
signal agreed upon. The rope came
rustling down through the ivy.

“Cave!”

Falntly through the stillness of the
night came the sound of footsteps—so
faintly that it was evident that the
walker was moving with deliberate
stealthiness, with the intention of
escaping observation. :

The junior’s hearts beat hard.

It must be a prefect on the watch
There could be no other explanation-
at all events, they could think of no
other, The Head, if he were taking s
turn under the trees, would not be walk-
ing stealthily like that.

With thumping hearts the juniors
crouched close in the ivy, while the
footsteps became more distinct, and
then died away.

They had passed; and the juniors
had seen no one in the gloom—and they
had not been seen, evidently.

Bmwn gave a gasp of relief.

“Great Scott,” murmured Skelton
hreat.h]es:ly. “that was a narrow
shave!”

“My hat, it was!”

“It must have been a prefect.”

“I suppose s0,” muttered Redfern, in
perplexity. *“He must have had some
hint that there was something on, you
know; and must have come out to
waltch, But he never looked up at the
dorm window—he must have seen that
it was open if he had.” i
“Careless of him—and jolly lucky for
us!® :

“What-ho!"” .

The juniors walted for 5 few more
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minutes; but there was no sound.
Then they emerged from the ivy.

Redfern minor glanced once more to-
wards the window of the Head's study.

A dark shadow was crossing it, and
this time he caught clearly the outlines
of the form.

It was that of a senlor, he was cer-
tain; and there seemed something
familiar in the lines of the silhouette,

but he could not recognise the figure. [«

1t appeared only for a second, passing
the light, and vanished into the gloom.

“It wasn't the Head!” muttered
Skelton.
- “No! Look! There's the Head!™

The handsome, portly figure of Dr.
Cranston had suddenly appeared at the
open window. The doctor had a pen in
his hand, and he had evidently stepped
there for a moment to refresi himself
with a draught or two of the clear night
air.

‘The juniors did not venture to move
while he was at the window; but the
dark form vanished from the light in
a few moments.

Quickly enough now the three boys
clambered up the rope, and climbed
into the dormitory window. They
pulled in the rope after them, and
closed the window. Benson coiled up
the rope and tucked it away under a
mattress,

“QGood luck?"” he asked.

“Yes! It's all serene.”

“You're looking jolly scared about
something,” said Benson, peering at
them in the light of a wax match.

“There’s a prefect out; and we were
nearly spotted!”

“Phew!"”
"But ns all serene!™
“CGood!”

And t.he Juniors, tired and sleepy
enough now, tumbled into bed.

Skelton and Brown Were soon fast
asleep; but Redfern was longer in
closing his eyes. The picture of that
dark shadow, which he had twice seen
crossing the light of the Head’s window,
seemed to haunt him;

61

Who was it? What did it want there?

It seemed to Redfern that he was
upon the edge of a mystery—a strange
mystery he could not penetrate.

It was some time before he slept.

—_—

CHAPTER 21.
Under a Cloud!
OMETHING'S up!"
S If was Benson, of the Fourth,
who made the remark.
But the thought was already in many
minds. That something was “up"” was
quite clear, though nobody seemed to
have any idea what it was.

Some of the junlors had noticed it
immediately they came down that
morning. And when they went into the
dining-room to breakfast the fact
became more apparent still. The faces
of the masters there were grave—very
grave. Some of the prefects, too, were
noticed to be looking absolutely solemn.
Mr. Ford, at the head of the Fourth-
Form table, wore a decidedly worried
look.

Something certainly was “up.”

The juniors wondered what it was.
Redfern minor had a sort of uneasy
twinge as he thought of the expedition
of the previous night. Breaking bounds
after lights out was a serious matter,
if it came to the notice of the powers.
True, the juniors had gone out for a
perfectly innocent purpose, so their con-
sciences were clear on that point. But
rules were rules, and the penalty of
breaking them was severe.

But, somehow, Redfern felt that it
was not that. In the first place, if that
escapade had become known, he would
naturally have been called to account
for it at once. There was no reason
why the matter should be left unre-
ferred to till after breakfast. Besides,
seriously as breaking bounds at night
might be regarded, it was hardly serious
enough to cause this strange solemnity
in all looks. There was something else.

What was it?
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“gomething's up!”

«“What the dickens is the matter?”
“Blessed if I know!”

“'I,‘}-ouble ahead for somebody, any-

way.

“What-ho!™

A kind of chill of painful expectancy
fell upon the boys. As yet nothing had
been said, but they all knew that some-
thing serious was on the tapis. It was
in the very atmosphere.

After breakfast, as the boys were
leaving the dining-room, Redfern minor
was not surprised to hear Mr. Ford call
to him quietly.

«“Redfern minor, you will not go into
the Form-room after prayers, DI
Cranston wishes to speak to you in his
study.”

“yes, sir,” said Redfern, with a sink-
ing heart.

Skelton and Brown stared at him
blankly. They walked towards the
chapel in gloomy silence. Skelton
broke it.

“So it's out!” he said.

“T00ks like it,” said Brown, as Red-
fern did not speak. “That blessed
shadow we saw on the Head's window
last night, Reddy, it must have been a
prefect, and he must have spotted us.”

Redfern minor shook his head.

“I can’'t think it's that,” he said
slowly. “If a prefect saw me, he must
have seen you and Skelton also, and
you'd be called up before the Head with
me.”

“Then what can it be?”

“Rlessed if I know!"”

«Pperhaps it’s that confounded anony-
mous letter again,” suggested Skelton.
“That expert chap—Craven, I think his
name is—is to be here this morning.
He may be here now, if he's come by
the early train.”

“It’s possible. Ford looked as if
something serious was the matter. But,
hang it all, I've done nothing, and I
don't see why I should worry!” ex-
claimed Redfern.

“Hallo! Look at your major!” mut-
tered Brown.
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Arthur Redfern was striding towards
the juniors, but he did not appear to
see them. His face was clouded, the
brows darkly contracted, and his eyes
were on the ground. Redfern glanced
at his brother curiously. He had no
doubt that Arthur was disturbed by the
“something * which seemed to be hang-
ing over St. Dolly’s like a cloud that
morning.

Redfern major started as he saw the
juniors, and halted abruptly. His face
seemed to flame into anger as he looked
at Redfern minor,

“you young fool!” he exclaimed
harshly.

Sidney Redfern started.

« Arthur, what's the matter?”
_t;‘You—you duffer! Why did you do
ign

“I—I don't understand. Why did 1
do what?”

“Qn, don’t fence with me!” ex-
claimed the captain of St. Dolly’s
roughly. “Do you mean to say that
you don't know anything about it?”

Redfern went red, then pale.

“T don't know what you're talking
about,” he said. ‘‘Has anything hap-
pened?”

“you don’t know what happened last
night?” demanded Arthur, and his eyes
were fixed upon the junior as if he
would read every secret in his breast.

“Last night?”’ stammered Redfern.

“¥es. Don't repeat my words like a
parrot. Answer me. Do you know what
happened last night?” exclaimed
Arthur roughly.

“T don’t know what you mean.”

«T put it more plainly, Were you out
of the Fourth-Form dormitory last
night after lights out?”

The juniors exchanged a quick
glance. Redfern minor was silent.
The captain of St. Dolly's waited for
some moments, and then he burst intc
a bitter laugh.

“you cannot answer.”

“It's according to why you ask me,”
said Redfern minor hotly. “A cha
could pet out of his dorm after lig!
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out, I suppose, without being talked to
as if he were a criminal. What have I
done?”

“Answer my question. Were you
out of your dormitory after lights out?”

“I want to know why you ask, first,”
said Redfern minor sturdily. “If you're
asking as a prefect and captain of the
school, you've no right to ask me to
confess to a thing I should be caned
for. If youre speaking in confidence
as my brother, Arthur, then I'll tell you
anything you like. Which is it?”

Arthur looked at him searchingly.

“I'm speaking as your brother,” he
said. “Goodness knows, I'd be glad to
see you clear of this! You can tell me
anything you like without danger of its
being used against you. I shall keep
clear of the whole matter. Were you
out of your dormitory last night?”

“Yes”

Arthur uttered a sort of cry.

“You were! Then it is true!”

“Yes, I suppose it's true,” said Red-
fern minor, in wonder. “I broke
bounds; but, hang it all, that's been
done before, and nobody was the worse
for it. I suppose you broke bounds
sometimes yourself when you were in
the Fourth?”

Arthur's brow grew siern.

“PDon't prevaricate, Sidney. I don't
care a rap if you broke bounds, if you
did nothing worse than that.”

“Do you think I did anything

Do

waorse?”
“Look here, speak out plainly.
you know what happened in the Head’s
study last night?” exclalmed Arthur.
Redfern minor looked bewildered.
“In the Head's study?”
“Yes—quick! The chapel bell has
left off ringing. Answer me.”
“No, I don't.”
“Did you enter his study?”

“Enter the Head's study?” gasped
Redfern.

“Yes,” almost shouted Arthur.
“ Answer me!”

“No, I didn't.”

“One word more. When you were
out of the dormitory, were you alone?”
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“Alone? No! Skelion and Brown
were with me!”

“All the time?”

“Yes.”

“You are sure—quite certain?”

“Of course! But why?”

“Never mind. Thank Heaven you
weren't alone, that's all. Go to chapel
now—you're late already!”

And Arthur hurried on. The juniors,
utterly bewildered, followed him into
chapel; but it must be said that they
heard little of the prayers that morn-
ing. What had happened in the Head’s
study the previous night? That was
the question that was beating like a
hammer in Redfern minor's brain.

‘What had happened? What terrible
accusation was hanging over him now?

CHAPTER ?22.
Redfera Minor Has a Narrow Egcape!

EDFERN MINOR quitted the
Fourth as they went to the Form-
room after prayers, and made his
way to the Head’s study. He went
slowly and reluctantly. In spite of him-
self, in spite of his knowledge of his
own innocence, in spite of his actual
ignorance of what could possibly have
happened in the Head's study, he felt
uneasy.

It was clear that the captain of St.
Dolly’s had jumped to the conclusion
that Sidney was guilty—hence his great
relief on hearing that Skelten and
Brown had been with him outside the
dormitory the previous night. Sidney
Redfern’s heart beat painfully as he
went slowly to the Head's study. He
had noticed that the Head was un-
usually grave at prayers that morning.
‘What was he about to hear from him?

He reached the study door, but it
was some moments before he could
muster up the courage to knock: It was
very seldom that Redfern minor lacked
the courage for anything. He tapped
at the door at last, and the deep voice
of the Head bade him enter.

Redfern entered the study.




64

Dr. Cranston was seated at his
writing-table. There were two other
gentlemen in the study. One was Mr.
Ford, Redfern’s Form-master. The
other was a plump, well-dressed person,
whom the junior had never seen before,
but whom he at once guessed to be the
handwriting expert, Mr. Craven.

Dr. Cranston raised his eyes to Red-
fern as he entered, and fixed upon him
a penetrating and disconcerting gaze.
Redfern had intended to meet the
doctor’s gaze with perfect calmness; but
he found his face growing hot under
that steady gaze. The knowledge that
he was colouring made him colour still
more, and his face flamed under the
gaze of the Head. He felt that he was
looking guilty before he was accused,
but he could not help it.

The Head gave a slight sigh.

“Redfern minor, I supose you know
why I sent for you?”

“No, sir!” said Redfern firmly.
don’t, sir”

“You are unaware of what happened
last night?”

“¥es, sir! I have heard that some-
thing happened, but I do not know
what it waz. I have not the faintest
idea.”

“Were you out of your dormitory last
night?”

Redfern hesitated. It was the same
question that Arthur had asked, and it
placed him in an awkward position.

“ Answer my question, Redfern!” said
the Head sternly.

Redfern cast an appealing glance at
Mr. Ford, whom he felt instinctively
would understand. The master of the
Fourth nodded slightly.

“It is possible, sir, that Redfern may
have left his dormitory without know-
ing anything of what happened in this
room,” he suggested. “It might be ad-
visable to assure him that any boyish
cscapade will be overlooked if he is
guiltless of the serious charge.”

The Head's brow cleared a little.

“Y¥ou are quite right, Mr. Ford. Red-
fern, you may answer me with confi-
dence. I will {ell you what has hap-

“y
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pened. You are aware that this gentle-
man, Mr. Craven, was coming this
morning {o examine the anonymous
letter, with a view to discovering from
the writing the real identity of the
writer?”

“Yes, sir,”

“It was discovered this morning that
the letter had been removed.”

Redfern stared blankly.

“Yes. The drawer of my desk, in
which it was kept, was wrenched open
with a chisel, or some such instrument,
and the letter was taken.”

Redfern could only stare, The news
was utterly unexpected. Who could have
broken open the Head's desk to take the
anonymous letter? Like a flash, the
answer to that question came into his
mind. The writer of it, of course—who
knew that the expert was coming, and
was terrified at the idea of discovery.

“Now, Redfern, if you had nothing
to do with taking the letter, you can
speak without fear as to your move-
ments last night. ¥You understand that
suspicion fixes upon you in the first
place. You had been accused of writing
the letter. An expert was sent for to
establish the identity of the writer
beyond doubt. The natural conclusion is
that you were afraid of the conse-
quences, and, consequently, purloined
the letter. But I will condemn no one
unheard. Did you take the letter?”

“No, sir.”

“¥ou do not know who has taken it?”

“No, sir. I had no idea it had been
taken.”

“¥You were out of your dormitory last
night?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you enter my study?”

“T did not.”

“Why did you leave your dormitory?”
“To go to the village.”

The Head started a little. It came'as
a little shock to him to hear the junior
so quietly confessing that he had not
only left his doermitory, but had broken
the school bounds after lights out, But
Redfern realised clearly that complete
frankness was the best course now.
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“For what reason?”

“7To fetch a parcel that was sent to
the station for me from London.”

“In that case, the officials there will
bear out your statement?”

“Yes, sir, certainly,”

“Very gocd! Did you go alone?”

“Oh, nro, sir! Skelton and Brown
were with me,”

“They will bear out your statement, I
suppose?”

“Yes, sir. Ask them, and see.”

“Mr. Ford, will you kindly summon
Skelton and Brown?”

Mr. Ford left the study quictly. He
was looking much relieved. He had
evidently believed Redfern minor guilty,
but was changing his opinion now.

“I am aflraid, Mr. Craven, that your
journey has been iaken for nothing,”
said the Head courteously. “The thief,
I imagine, has undoubtedly destroyed
the letter. Of course, you will not be a
loser, but I am very much disappointed.
I had hoped to clear up this painful
matier.”

“I am sorry, too,” said Mr. Craven.
*“1f I may offer an opinion, Dr. Cran-
ston, I should say that that lad is quite
innocent. I am accustomed, in my pro-
fession, to read faces as well as hand-
writing, and I am sure that he was
genuinely surprised to hear that the
letter had been stolen. If it should be
recovered, of course, you have cnly to
call upon me for my services.”

And the expert took his leave. The
Head remained with a deeply thought-
ful frown upon his brow. Mr. Craven's
words had impressed him very much.
They coincided with his own opinion.
He believed that Redfern minor was
innocent. But who, then, was guilty?
The Head was aroused from a gloomy
reverie by the return of the Fourth
Form master. Skelton and Brown, both
looking very much alarmed and uneasy,
followed the Form-master into the
study.

The Head fixed his eyes upon them.

“¥ou were both with Redfcrn minor
last nizht when he quitted the dormi-
tory" asked Dr. Cranston abruptly,
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Skelton and Brown gave a simul-
taneous jump.

“Speak out, kids,”
is all right.”

“Yes, sir,” slammered Brown,
were with him.”

“You went to the railway-station with
him to fetch cerlain parcels?”

“Yes, sir,” said Skelton, in his turn.

“Where arc the parcels now?”

“We—we hid them in the wood-shed,
sir, among the faggots.”

u an

sald Redfern. “It

“ye

“It’s a—a wheeze, sir.
jape!™

‘A what?”

“A rag, sir, I—I mean a joke on the
Modern cads—kid:: sir,”  stammered
Skelton. "We're gettmg up a little sur-
prise for them, sir.”

The Head smiled slightly.

“The parcels are still there, I pre-
sume?”

“Oh, yes, sir! We were going to get
them up to the box-room after morning
school.”

“Ah! Mr. Ford, will you send Phipps
to bring the parcels here?”

“Certamly BT

“I1—I say, sir, it's not a feed,” stam-
mered Skelton. “It's only roller-skates,
sir.  It's a rinking wheeze, and weTe
keeping it dark.”

“If your statement is quite correct,
Skelton, your secret will be kept, as far
as I am concerned,” said the Head,
smiling. “It was very wrong of you to
go out and fetch the skates at night;
but I have decided to pardon this
escapade for the sake of getting at the
truth of a more serious matter. Were
you with Redfern minor all the time he
was out of the dummtory last night?”

“Certainly, sir.”

“You did not lose sight of him for a
single instant?”

“Not a second, sir,” said Skelton won-
deringly.

“Did he enter my study?”

“Y.y-your study, sir? Why, you were
here all the time yourself,” snid Skelton.
“We caw vou at the window once.”

I—-I mean a
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“You are sure he did not do so?”

“Quite sure, sir. We kept as far
away from your window as we could.”

“At what time did you leave the
dormitory?”

“About ten, sir.”

“And when did you return?”

“I remember hearing the school clock
sirike eleven just after I got into bed,
before I went to sleep, sir,” said Brown.

And Skellon nodded corroboration.

“Very good. Ah, Phipps, I see you
have the parcels!”

"¥es, sir!” said Phipps, the house-
porter, grunting as he came in carrying
the three heavy parcels. “’Ere they
are, sir.”

“Very good. You may leave them
here.”

Phipps set down the parcels. and
departed. The paper of one of them
had burst at the corner, and the wheel
of a roller-skate was sticking out—an
ample proof of the junior's statement
as to what the parcels contained.

The Head was looking very much
relieved.

“I am quite satisfied, Redfern,” he
said. “'You certainly did not take the
letter. The theft was committed between
a quarter to eleven and eleven o'clock
last night, while I was temporarily
absent from the study. After that the
place was locked up, and no one could
have entered. Had I glanced at my desk
when I returned to my study, I should
have seen that the drawer had been
wrenched open; but I did not, and it
was not discovered till this morning.
You have succeeded in proving an alibi;
but I may point out to you the unex-
pected dangers you may run by an
infraction of the school rules. Had you
been alone last night, the inevitable
conclusion would have been that you
left the dormitory to steal the letter,
and you could have produced no wit-
nesses. You may go. You may take
¥our parcels with you.'”

“Thank you, sir!”

And the three juniors left the study.
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CHAPTER 25,
The Rinkers!
. O the letter's been stolen?” said

S Skelton breathlessly.

“Yes.”

“The chap who wrote it, of course?”

“1 suppose 50.” )

“«Jolly lucky for you we were with you
last night, Reddy,” said Brown, with &
deep breath. “You'd have been nailed
this time.”

Redfern nodded.

His heart was still beating hard. He
realised fully what a narrow escape he
had had. He was thinking, too, of that'
dark shadow he had twice scen cross
the light of the Head's window the
previous night. It had not been a
prefect on the watch; it had been the
anonymous letter-writter, on the watch
for a chance of stealing the letter before
it could fall into the hands of the
expert.

Redfern minor understood that now:
1f he could only have seen who it was!.

A suspicion was forming in Redfern's -
mind. But it was vague, intangible, and
he would not utter it even to his chums.

Without a shred of evidence to go
upon, it was not fair to mention Ran-
some’s name.

The juniors carried the parcels o the
box-room, and locked them up in an
empty trunk. Skelton chuckled as they
made their way to the Form-room.

“We've been lucky all along the line,”
he remarked. “This has given us a
chance of getting the skates into the
house while the blessed Moderns are all
in the Form-room grinding Latin., It's
ripping!”

“Yes, rather!”

The three juniors entered the Form-
room and took their places. The rest of
the Form looked at them with great
curiosity. They were simply burning to
know what had happened, but they had
to contain thelr curiosity till after morn-
ing lessons.

But when the Fowih Form were dis-
missed, and the juniors crowded out
into the passage, there was a perfect
hail of inquiries.
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Redfern minor concisely explained.

“My only hat!” exclaimed Tafly.
“The letter stolen! Poor old Reddy!
You'll have every ass in the school bray-
ing out that you tcok it now.”

Redfern grinned.

“I've proved a giddy alibl,” he said.
“Skelton and Brown and Miller all
know that at the time the letter was
taken I was getting into the dormitory
window, after going to the village.”

“Good! But, I say,” exclaimed Taffy,
“what did you break bounds for?
What's the wheeze?"”

“Oh, nothing!”

“What are you Classical worms up
t0?” demanded Taffy. "I know you've
had some silly wheeze on for the past
week,”

“My dear chap, don’t ask questions,
and I won't tell you any whoppers!”
said Redfern serenely. “If it’s a wheeze,
I dare say yowll hear all about it soon.”

“Look here—"

“Rats!™

And Redfern strolled away with his
chums.

Taffy & Co. locked at one another in
great exasperation.

“There's something on, I know that,”
said Taffy.

“Just what I was going {o say,” re-
marked Rake, and Vernon nodded.

“It must be a big feed,” said Taffy.
“They went out last night to get in the
grub, That's the only possible explana-
tion.”

“Yes, rather, chappy!” said Vernon.

“We’ll jolly well give them a lock-in
in their dormitory to-night,” said Tafly
“If there's a feed, there’ll be a

“Good egg!”

Meanwhile, word had been passed
round among the Classicals. In twos
and threes, or singly, they made their
way to the big box-room, which Red-
fern minor had selected as the scene of
the commencement of the new scheme.

In ten minutes after morning classes
were dismissed the Classical half of the
Fourth Form were in the box-room, and
the doer was locked.

67

It occurred to Tafly & Co. that they
might as well keep an eye on the rival
juniors to ascertain where the supposed
“feed " was hidden away. But when
they started looking for the Classicals
they found them missing. There was
not a single Classical Fourth-Former to
be discovered in the quadrangle, in the
passages, in the gym, or in the play-
ing-fields.

Tafly & Co. were amazed. B

“Where on earth have the bounders
got to?” exclaimed Taffy.

“Hallo, you youngsters!™ It was
Arthur Redfern’s veice. “ Have you seen
my minor?”

“Oh, he's disappeared!” said Taffy
crossly. “So have they all. The Fourth-
Form Classicals have all bunked.”

“I want to speak to Sidney,” said
Arthur anxiously. “Sure you don't
know where he is?”

“Haven't the remotest idea.
locking for him ocurselves.”

Arthur walked away with a troubled
look. He wanted to speak Lo Sidney, 1o
tell him how glad he was he had been
cleared. and how sorry he was to have
doubted him.

But Redfern minor was not to be
found.

The reason was simple. The Classicals
were at that moment in the box-room
—"putting in practice,” as Redfern
minor expressed it, for the great skating
exhibition to come.

We're

CHAPTER 24.
The Vow Renowcd!

N the whole, in Redfern minor’s

O opinion, the practice had not been

altogether a failure, in spite of

the limited space afforded by the box-
room.

Some of the Classicals showed signs of
being really skilful on wheels, though
others would need a good deal of prac-
tice yet.

Redfern minor was satisfied.

Rake, of the Moderns, met him in the
passage, and eyed him curiously.
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“Your major's asking for you, Red-
fern minor,” he said. “I say, what have
yeu been up to, you bounder?”

*Thanks very much, Rake!” returned
Redfern affably, apparently not hearing
the question. “I’ll see him now.”

And he passed on, with a beaming
smile, leaving Rake both mystified and
annoyed.

Redfern minor leoked into his
brother's study. Arthur made an eager
step toward’'s him, his face flushing.

A p told me you wanted to see
me,” sald Redfern minor briefly.

“8o I do, Sidney. Come in.”

Redfern came in, His manner was
somewhat different from usual. It was
easy for Arthur to see that his minor
had not forgotten his suspicion and dis-
trust.

“First of all, Sidney, I want to tell
you I'm sorry,” said Arthur abruptly.
“I was a fool to doubt you for a
moment. But—but it did not seem so
clear.”

Redfern minor smiled dryly.

“It wouldn't have seemed clear to me
if you had been accused of writing an
anonymous letter and then stealing it
from the Head's desk,” he said.

Arthur flushed.

“T know I ought to have had more
faith in you, Sidney. But—but you see
how it was. The letter being written on
s sheet from your exercise-book—the
hand being disguised—and yet like
yours; and then the letter being taken
from the Head’s study late in the even-
ing, and your being out of your dormi-
tory at the time—"

“It's jolly lucky for me I was out of
the dormitory at the time,” said Red-
fern. *‘If 1 had been asleep in bed, and
all the others asleep, who could prove
that I had not sneaked down to the
Head’s study and taken the letter?”

Arthur started.

“By Jove, you're right, Sid!"”

*“The fellow counted on that when he
took it,” said Redfern minor. “He
meant to put it on me. He never knew,
and never calculated, that I meant to
break bounds that same night, and go
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down to the village with Skelton and
Brown, Now, as it happens, Skelton and
Brown and Benson and Miller can prove
how I was engaged at the time when the
letter must have been taken, and the big-
gest ass in the school can’t imagine that
I took it. And as it’s clear that the chap
who took it was the chap who wrote it,
because he was afraid of the expert see-
ing it, T suppose the asses will leave off
braying out that I wrote the blessed
thing. I've been jolly lucky—the fellow,
whoever he was, planned it carefully
enough, and I've escaped by a fluke.”

“Who do you think it was, Sid?”

“Who do you think?” said Redfern.
“The chap who wrote the letter in the
first place wanted to give you away to
the Head, and get you sacked from the
captaincy if possible. He wanted fo
make trouble between you and me. He
wanted, if possible, to get me kicked out
of the school, because I back you up:
There's only cne fellow in St. Dolly’s
who answers to all that, and who's cun-
ning enough to work it, too.”

“¥You don’t mean Knowles?”

“Of course not. I mean Ransome.”

Arthur wrinkled his brows thought~

fully.

“Tt’s horrible to think that he would
be guilty of such treachery,” he said.

“Well, somebody was guilty of it,”
sald Redfern minor practically.

““Yes, that’s so.”

“There's no atom of proof, and we
can't say a word, but you ought to keep
your cye on Ransome. He has deter-
mined to clear you out of the captaincy
of St. Dolly’s, because you've set your
face against blackguardism in the
Upper Forms, and he's using Knowles as
a tool. That's as clear as anything. You
would never have fought with Knowles
at all but for Ransome making trouble
between you, from what I can see.”

Arthur nodded. He felt that his
minor's quick, keen brain had grasped
the position just as it stood.

“aAnd he’ll begin again,” said Red-
fern minor. ‘‘He has saved himself by
the skin of his teeth in getting that
anonymous letter destroyed before the
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handwriting expert could see it and
trace it heine to him. But you've got
Ransome sgainst you all the time, until
you lose the captaincy and he wins, or
else till he's shown up and sacked from
the school, It will be a fight to a finish.”

Arthur's face hardened.

“I'm afraid you're right, Sid. Good-
ness knows, I wanted to be at peace with
evrybody when I became captain of St.
Dolly’s, and to do my best to make up
differences between the fellows. But I
. know there’s going to be trouble, and it
:looks as if Ransome is at the bottom of
it all. Well, if he wants war, he chall
have it.”

*“That's the idea—let him have it
hot!” said Redfern minor. “It's no good
- taking it lying down—hit out every
time, that's my motto!”

Arthur smiled.

“We're together in this, kid. I'm
sorry I allowed myself to think for a
moment-—-"

“Oh, never mind that now!" said
Redfern minor cheerfully. “Don't let
that worry you. It’s all over now.”

Arthur held out his hand silently and
his minor gripped it for a moment, and
,then he leit the study., But that hand-
grip told of renewed confidence and
comradeship, and the cementing of a
‘faith that would never admit of a doubt
again, And the time was coming when
the tie of comradeship between the
brothers would be put to a terrible test.

CHAPTER 25.
The Moderns Fathom the Secretl
“ OLLER-SKATING !
R Taffy, of the Moderns, said
the word as if he were not sure
of it, and stared vaguely at his chum,
Rake.

The latter was looking quite excited.
. “Yes, rolle ting!” he
vehemently., “Roller-skatingl
what they were up to!
room, you know. My hat!»

Taffy and Vernon exchanged glances.

“You're sure that's it, Rake?”
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“Of course T am! There was a terrible
racket going on in the box-room, and I
thought I'd hang around for a bit. T
couldn't for the life of me make out
what caused the row at first. Sounded
like wheeling tables about, and banging
them into things, you know—-"

“Then how—"

“Half a minute!” said Rake. “Pre-
sently the sounds slopped, and a tribe
of Classicals trooped out. I stopped

Redfern, and told him that his major .

wanted him—he does, you know—-"

‘““‘Less gas!” said Taffy tersely.

Rake grinned.

“Then I asked him what the game
was, but he wouldn’t split. Then he
walked off to his major's study—"

Taffy groaned.

“I can see this lasting the whole
blessed evening! Go on!”

“And as he went,” said Rake, slowly
drawing something from his pocket,
“there was a clink—"

“A whatter?”

“A clink! The sound of a metal thing
falling. And this is what I picked up!”

And Rake displayed the article he had
taken from his pocket. It was a skate-

key!

Taffy rubbed his hands with satisfac-
tion.

“That settles it!" he said. “We'll see
what we can do about those skates—this
very evening!”

. i i B 3 H i

“ Quiet !

Taffy muttered the word in cautious
{ones.

He was creeping up the stairs to the
top box-room, with all the stealth of a
Red Indian on the war-trail. Behind
him came Rake and Vernon, equally
cautious, equally excited, breathing
hard through their noses.

Taffy & Co. were on the track!

The finding of the skate-key had
made all clear to Tafly. He understood
the meaning of the bumping and swish-
ing heard outside the locked door. The
Classicals had spent hours in the box-
room in practising roller-skatlng. And
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as the roller-skales were never
in the school, it was pretty clear
each time the practice was over
were hidden somewhere in the
room.

Taffy & Co. were polng to look for
them. Not a word had they breathed
of their discovery, even to the Moderns.
It was a dead secret among the three,
till they were ready to carry out their
plans and “dish” the Classicals.

“Quiet!”

It was evening, and the junicrs were
mostly at prep. in their studies. It was
a favourable moment for exploring the
box-room without discovery, for there
was small chance of anybody being
there or coming there at that hour.
But Taffy & Co. had to be very carctul
that the Classicals did not see them go,
or hear them on the creaky old stairs.

“It's all right,” muttered Rake.
“They can't hear us.”

“Don't jaw, old chap!”

“Look here, you—"

“Not a word! Tread on tiptoe.”

“ Really, chappy—"

“Do ring off, Vernon, old man, and
be quiet!™

“Youre saying a blessed lot yourself,
anyway,” said Vernon. “Why don't
you sel a giddy example cf shutting
up?”

“Just what I was going to say,” re-
marked Rake.

“Well, of all the asses!” said Taily.
“If they're not stopping here, at a time
like this, to begm a blessed argument!
My only hat!”

“¥ou began it, chappy!”

“Just what I was going to——"

"Iﬁush! Cave! Somebody’s coming

There was the sound of a foolstep in
the Fourth-Form passage, from which
the narrow staircase to the top box-
room ascended. The three Moderns
crouched in the dark shadows of the
unlighted staircase, and walted
anxiously. The footsteps paused at
the stair, and they could dimly make
out the form of Benson, of the Fourth.
Benson had apparently heard somo

seen
that
they
box-

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!

sound, for he glanced up the stair-
case.

The Modern chumns scarceiy dared to
breathe.

But Benson gave the stairs only a
casual glance, and then passed on care-
lessly, The Moderns respired again.

“That was a blessed narrow shave,”
murmured Taffy. “I suppose even you
fellows will be willing to stop jawing
now for a bit.”

“Look here—-"

“QOh, come on!"

Taffy trod cautiously up the stairs,
and reached the small landing outside
the box-room. He opened the box-
room door, and the three passed in,
and Taffy carefully closed it. Then the
Modern chums breathed with relief.

“Well, we're safe here, chappies,” re-
marked Vernon.

“Just what I was going to say.”

“Now were going to find their
blessed skates,” said Tafly. “Theyre
hidden in this room somewhere. We've
seen them come oul after their meet-
ings, and they never have any skates
with them.”

“No; they're hidden in this rcom,
right enough.”

Taffy lighted the gas, turning it just
high enough to show a light for the
purpose of searching the box-room. He
did not want it fo attract aitention
from anybody who might happen to
look up from the guadrangle outside.

In the dim light the three Moderns
searched diligently through the box-
room.

It was a very large room, and there
were several capacious old cupboards in
it, and in these, and among the boxes,
the juniors hunted, but without dis-
covering any trace of the skates. Taffy
examined the wide old chimney, and
even the ivy outside the window, but
without result. But one thing was
clear to the juniors, now that thefr
attention was directed to it. The floor
showed signs of scratching and scoring,
and was sufficient to prove that roller-
skates had been continually used there,
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even il Taiy had had any doubts other-
wise.

After a quarter of an hour of diligent
search the Moderns peused.

“They're hidden in one of the boxes,”
sald Taffy decidedly, *There’s a good
many to look through; but here goes!”

“Right-ho!

They began to search inside the
stacked Dboxes, trunks, and packing-
cases. Most of them were cpen to the
touch, and could easily be examined.
In none of these was found anything
like roller-skates. There were a dozen
or more locked boxes, and any of them
might have contained the skates.

Vernon cyed them doubtfully.

“Are we going to bust them?” hc
asked.

““We're going to bust the right one.

“But how are we to tell which has
the skates in it, till we've opened it?”

Taffy smiled compassionately.
“I's a jolly lucky thing for you,
Verney, that your pater is a jolly Tich
man,” he remarked. “If you had
to make your way in the world w;m
your brains you'd be in an awful fix.’

“Look here——"  began  Verncn
warmly.
“Oh, don't begin to argue! I su

pose there are about twenty pairs of
. roller-skates, and they weigh scmething,
I suppose. These boxes are empty.
Let's lift them one after another, and
the one that weighs heavy has the
skates In it.”

Rake looked at his leader in great
admiration.

“By George,” he said, “that’s aw-
fully cute of you, Taffy! I should
never have thought of that, you know.”

“Go hon! Lel's try it before any of
iho:2 Classical rotters come hothering.’

The juniors lifted the locked trunks
in turn. The fAfth that they essayed to
lift was decidedly heavy, and when they
rolled it from side to side there was a
rolling and a clinking within it,

Tafly's ¢yes gleamed with triumph,

“Theyre here!”

The Lnree Moderns gathered triumph-

n

antly round the trunk. It was locked,
but the lock was a common one, and
Taﬁy had no doubi he would be able
to find a key to it.

“ This is where we gloat!"” murmured
Taffy. *“Aha, sha! There's a giddy
surprise in store for those innocent
Classical chicks!’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And the Moderns choriled in chorus.

CHAPTER 25,

Somcthing Like a Row!
EDFERN MINOR jumped up.
R He was sitting in the study at
work at the table, getting
through his prep., and Skelton was
opposite him, dividing his attention be-

tween work and roasted chestnuts,
Brown III, was not there, He had
suggested that prep. was dull work, and
that a cup of tea would help them
through it. Redfern had cordially
agreed, and suggested in his turn that
Brown should go and fill the kettle and

light the fire when he came back.
Brown did not seem eager to adopt
this suggestion; but finally he departed
with the kettle, remarking that he ex-

- | pected to find the fire lighted when he

came in again. His expectations were
not likely to be realised, as neither
Redfern nor Skelton had stirred from
the table while he was gone.

But Redfern jumped up as Brown
came in.

He came in in the most unexpected
manner. There was a patter of rapid
footsteps in the passage, and the junior
came dashing in at top speed, the
kettle held before him, and liberally
splashing its contents over the floor.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Redfern. “What
the—— Look out!* b

But Brown was going too fast to
stop. He rushed right into the table,
and the table simply staggered. Brown
clutched at it to save himself, deposit-
ing the kettle fairly on top of the work
that had taken the juniors the last
half-hour o get through.
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Skelton gave a yell.

*Oh, you giddy ass!®

Redfern minor looked round for the
cause of Brown's frantic haste. It was
soon apparent. Knowles, the Medern
prefect, looked into the study, with a
red and angry face. Behind him was
Ransome, also looking ¥ngry.

“Here he is!” exclaimed Ransome.

Redfern stepped in between the gasp-
ing Brown and the two senlors as the
latter entered the study.

“What's the row?” he said quietly,

“Mind your own business, you cub!”
said Ransome.

Redfern’s eyes sparkled.

“Let Brown alone!™

Knowles snapped his teeth.

“I am going to lick him! The young
cad shoved his kettle on my clothes in
the passage—"

“It was an accident,” sald Brown,
gasping for breath. “I didn't know
you were just going to turn the corner,

Knowles. How should 12"

It was not an accident. Ransome
saw you—-"

“Oh, Ransome!” said Redfern minor
contemptuously. “Ransome would say
anything.”

The cad of the Sixtn flushed with
rage.

“I saw Brown do it, and it was not

an accident,” he said. “If I were
Enowles I would lick him for his
cheek.”

“I'm going to!”
prefect savagely.

The prefect stepped across towards
Brown, who promptly put the table be-
tween him and his pursuer. Knowles
ran round the table affer him, and
Brown dodged, and Ransome sprang to
stop him.

That was enough for Redfern minor.

He put out his foot, and Ransome
tripped over it, stumbled headlong, and
rolled on to the hearthrug.

“Oh!"” yelled Ransome.

He sprang up in a fury
at. Redflern.

said the Modern

and rushed
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In a moment more the study was a
scene of wild confusion,

The uproar was at its height when
the form of the captain of St. Dolly's
appeared in Lhe doorway.

“What's all this confounded nolse
about?” exclaimed Arthur Redlern
irritably.

He looked at the scene in astonish-
ment.

“Enowles!"”

The scuffle ceascd. Knowles, red
and dishevelled and angry, glared at
the captain of the school.

“What on earth does this mean?” ex<
claimed Arthur. “I came up to stop

the row, and didn't expect to find a
prefect scuffling with juniors!™
“Mind your own business!” sald

Knowles hotly. “Do you think I'm
going to be cheeked by the cads in this
study, because you've taken them under
your wing. There’s been enough ot
rotten favourilism since you bccame
captain.”

“There's been nothing of the sort,”
said Arthur, flushing. “¥You Kknow
]olly well you've no busmess here.”

“T'll do as 1 like!”

“you won't bully us in our own
study,” said Redfern minor, between his

eeth. “Nor that cad Ransome,
cither!” He plcked the poker out of the
grate. “Now, begin again, if you like,
and you'll get some of the cracks.”

“What's it all about?” demanded
Arthur. )

Knowles growled.

“Find out!™

“Then you'll get out of this study!™
said Arthur decidedly.

“I'll please myself about that.”

Arthur’s face set grimly.

“You'll get out of this study, and
Ransome, tool” said. ‘You seem
to forget that I am captain of this
school, Youll go!™

Knowles Ionked alt him. Ransome
looked at him, too, and quictly stepped
out into the passage, The Modern
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prefect saw that he would have no
help from his friend, at all evenis. He
bit his lip and stepped out.

Arthur Redfern looked severcly at
the juniors.

“I don’t know what thls row was
about,” he said. “But you heard what
Knowles said. If I stand up for this
study I get accused of favouritism, be-
cause my minor's here. When you
start these rows I think you ought to
remember that.”

“But we dido’t start it, Arthur,” said
Redfern minor earnestly. “It was
Ransome at the bottom of it all. T be-
lieve he’s at the bottom of every
blessed atom of trouble that ever hap-
pened here. He put Knowles on to
rag us, and, of course, we weren't going
to stand it from 2 Modern.”

Arthur nodded shortly, and quitted
the study. The three juniors looked
round the room, and then looked at one
another.

The study was simply a wreck,

Everything was broken and upset,
and the juniors themselves were in a
dishevelled and dusty state, and aching
all over from the hard knocks they
had received.

“Well, this is jolly!” said Skelton at
last. “Still, I'm jolly glad we stood up
for our rights.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Phew! What's this?”
Brown suddenly.

He stooped and picked up a crisp and
rustling slip of paper from the floor.
It was a banknole for five pounds.

Skelton and Redfern minor stared at

exclaimed

it.
“My hat!” exclaimed Redfern.
“Which of you chaps has been robbing
a bank, and shedding his ill-gotten
gains over the floor?”
Skelton chuckled.
“Knowles or Ransome
dropped it in the row.”
“Ah, of course! I didn’t think of
that.”
“Somebody had better take it and in-

must have

3

quire,” said Brown. “Blessed if I
want (0 go lo Knowles’ study just noew,
though. He seemed annoyed at that
kettle bumping on his waistcoat in the
passage.”

‘“Ha, ha! I'll take it!" said Red-
fern. ‘It wouldn't do to leave it hang-
ing about. Knowles may miss it, you
know—ocr Ransome—whichever it be-
longs to. Tl ask them both, and find
out the owner.”

“Right you are!”
And Redfern minor took the bank-
note and left the study.

CHAPTER 127.
The Five-Pound Hotel
ANSOME was standing in his door-
R way in the Sixth-Form passage.
There was a cloud upon Ran-
some's brow, and a very unpleasant
glitter in his eyes. Ransome had had
some hard knocks in the scuffie in the
junior study, and Ransome was &
fellow who never could stand hard
knocks.,  Alihough he had been the
means of bringing about a fight be-
tween the captain of St. Dolly’s and the
head Modern prefect, it was noticeable
that Ransome never entered into a fight
himself, If he had a score to pay oil,
he generally found a quicter and a
safer way., There were bruises on Ran-
some’s face, and one of his eyes showed
a strong tendency to close. But that
was probably not all that was troubling
the ead of the Sixth. The deep wrinkle
in his brow seemed to indicate some
trouble more deeply seated.

He was evidently waiting at his door
to catch somebody as he passed. He
looked up quickly as a door opened up
the passage, Courtney of the Sixth
came out of Arthur Redfern’s study.
He came down the passage, and nodded
to Ransome in a distant way; but Ran-
some made him a sign to stop.

“Come (o my study a minute, will
veu, Courtney?”
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“Yes, if you like.”

The good-natured Sixth-Former
stepped in. He wondered what Ran-
some could want; for they were not on
the best of termss. The cad of the
Sixth coloured a little as he met Court-
ney's eyes.

“Well2” said Courtney, in wonder.

“Look here, Courtney, it’s an odd
thing to_ ask, but—will you lend me
some tin?”

Courtney stared.

“Certainly!"” he said. ‘“"How much?”

“Five pounds.”

Courtney looked at him, and laughed.
“You're joking, I suppose?”

“I'm not,” said Ransome. “I've

allowed a bill to become overdue—it's
for some things I ordered last—last
term, and I've got to meet it. As a
matter of fact, I had forgotten it. It
has come on me suddenly, with a note
to say that if it isn't paid it will be
sent to my father.”

“Phew! That’s rough!”

“I shall have the money next week,”
said Ransome. “I know you some-
times have big tips, and I thought you
might help me out.”

“I would if T could,” said Courtney.
“But, my dear chap, five pounds is a
big sum. I don’t think I could ralse
more than fifteen bob till Saturday, and
then not more than thirty. It's be-
yond me.”

“Oh, all right!”

“Why not try Enowles?” suggested
Courtney.

~I will. Of course, you won't mentjon
this?”

“Of course not,” said Courtney, and,
with a nod, he quitted the study.

Left alone in the room, Ransome
clenched his hands hard, and bit his
thin lips.

“What the deuce shall I do?” he
muttered. *“It's the chance of a lifetime.
Ben Bolt must carry off that race, and
I can't lay without the ready-money.
With a five-pound note now I could
raise a hundred pounds next week, It's
a dead, sure snip, and it's the chance
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of a lifetime. Courtney can't lend me
the tin, and Knowles can't. I've asked
him already. What the dickens—"

He paused, and uttered an angry ex-
clamation. A boyish face was look-
ing in at the open door of the study.
It was Redfern minor's.

“You cub!” he cxclaimed savagely.
“What do you want there?”

“Nothing,” said Redfern,
“Get out!™
“Certainly. I logked in to ask you

if you had lost a five-pound note?”

Ransome started violently.

Redfern’s words chimed in so curi-
ously with his thoughts, that for the
moraent he could not help thinking
that the junior was mocking him, He
started forward.

“You young cub!
neck!”

Redfern retreated warily in the pas-
sage

“Keep your wool on,” he remarked.
“If you haven't lost the note, you can
say so, I suppose, and I'll go and ask
Knowles,”

“What do you mean?”

“ Somebody dropped a five-pound note
in my study,” explained Redfern. “It
doesn’t belong to Skelton or Brown or
me, so I suppose it was you or Knowles
dropped it there.”

Ransome’s face changed. There was a
steely glitter in his eyes as he fixed
them upon Redfern minor.

“Oh, I see! Come in!”

Redfern came into the room again.

“You picked up a five-pound note?"”
said Ransome.

“Well, Brown picked it up. Some-
body dropped it in the row,” said Red-
fern calmly. *As it doesn't belong to
us, we thought it must belnng to either
you or Knowles, a.nd I've brought it
along to see, you see.”

“Let me see.”

Ransome felt carefully through his
pockets, as if to ascertain whether
there was a _bank-note there. He knew
perfectly weli that there was not. He
uttered an exclamatmm

“By Jovel!™

I'll break your
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“¥You've lost a note?” asked Redfern
minor,

“Well, mine's gone!”

“Then this is yours?”

“I suppose so0.”

“Look at the number,” said Redfern
minor. “Do you take the numbers of
your notes? I never do. I never have
any notes.”

Ransome took the note, and made an
claborate pretence of comparing the
number with an imaginary number in
gii pocket-book. He nodded as if salis-

ed.

“That's all right,” he said.

“It's your note?”

“Yes”
¥ "‘Guodl" said Redfern minor.
al"

« “Thank you for bringing it to me,”
said Ransome. “If was very honest
of you.”

Redfern’'s lip curled.

“Thank you for nothing” he re-
torted. “I suppose anybedy who
wasn't a worm would return any money
he found, wouldn't he? There are no
thieves in my study.”

Ransome changed colour al the word.
Redfern minor walked out, and re-
turned to his own study.

“It's all right!” he announced. “The
note belonged to Ransome, and he had
the number on his pocket-hook. That's
settled.” .

“And so is our blessed study”
grunted Skelton. “I wonder if we shall
ever get it in order again.”

Meanwhile, Ransome had placed that
banknote carefully in his pocket-book.
His actions for the next few minutes
were curious. He stood for a while
in deep thought, and then he opened
the pocket-book, took out the bank-note,
and went down the passage to Knowles®
study. He stopped outside the door,
the banknote crumpled in his hand,
and his brows knitted. But he did not
enter. With quiet steps he returned to
his own study, and once more the five-
pound-note was placed in the pocket-
book.

“Ta-
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Then Ronsome donned his hat and
coat, and quietly left the house.

He turned his back upon St. Dolly’s,
and strode away swiftly through the
gloom, The bank-note was in_his
pocket. But did it, as he had told Red-
fern miner, beleng fo him? Ransome,
the black sheep of St. Dolly’s, had gone,
pretly near the limit many times in his
career as a ‘‘sportsman.” He had
passed it now!

CHAPTER 28.
A Surprise for the Classioals!

# Y only hat!”
M Redfern minor utiered the
ejaculation,

He was passing through the hall
when the sight of a crowd of juniors
round the notice-board drew his atten-
tion in that direction. He strolled up
to join the group, wondering which of
the various papers pinned on the board
was exciting so much interest among
the Lower-Form fellows.

And then he ejaculaled.

Ameng the various notices on the
board was one that could only have
been written by a junior. It wasin a
big, sprawling hand, which Redfern
minor recognised at once as Tafly’s.

There was nothing surprising in the
leader of the Modern juniors putting
up a notice on the board. But the
notice itself!

Redfern looked at it, and ejaculated,
and rubbed his eyes, and locoked again.

He could scarcely belicve it.

There were Modern juniors chuckling
round the notice-board, and Classicals
with amazed faces and dismal looks.

For the notice ran as follows:

“NOTICE!

“On Saturday afternoon the iSt.
Dolly’s Rink will be opened. The under-
signed have decided to introduce
roller-skating to St. Dorothy’s, and as
a preliminary an exhibition of roller-
skating will be given by the Modern
juniors. The evm, will be used as &
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rink from three o'clock to four on
Saturday afternoon.

“Signed,
“D, MORGAN.
“H. VERNON.
*H. RAKE."

No wonder Redfern minor
scarcely believe his eyes.

The great rinking wheeze, which had
been thought out by the Classical
juniors and kept so dark—the great
surprise they had been preparing for
their rivals—everything was known,
apparently, to Tafly Morgan, and the
?godelzms had calmly appropriated the

ea!

How did Taffy know?

Redfern felt a tap on the shoulder,
and he turned round dazedly, to find
his chums, Skelton and Brown, looking

at him.

“What do you think of that?” asked
Skelton,

“I—I can't understand it!”

“They've got on to the wheeze,” said
Brown III bitterly. “Some ass has
been jawing, I suppose.”

“I don’t think so0,"”

“Well, they've got on to it somehow.
And—and they've collared the idea.”

“Boned the wheeze!” sald Skelton.

“ How on earth did they do it?" ejacu-
lated Redfern. “I—I never expecled
this, even of Taffy. They've got on to
the wheeze, and they've obtained per-

. mission to use the gym as a rink, just
as we were going to. And theyre
giving their show first.”

“The cheek of it1”

¢ We're done!™ said Skelton.
brown!"”

“Looks like if.”

“But—but have they got the skates?”
said Redfern. ““This may be only a
bit of bluff, after all. They can't have
taken our skates—they don't know
where we keep them.”

“Trust Taffy to find cut when he's
once got on to the wheeze,” said Skel-
ton gloomily

“Let’s go and see.”

The three juniors ran upstairs at

could

“Done
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once to the top bed-room. They
reached it in a few minutes, and Red-
fern ran to the trunk in which the
roller-skates were kept locked up when
the Classicals were not using them for
practice.

“It's all right!" he pgasped.
slill locked.”

Skelton looked doubtful.

“Easy enough to get a key o a lock
like that if they once knew what was
in the trunk,” he remarked.

“Well, T'll jolly scon see!”

Redfern groped in his pocket for the
key of the trunk, and soon unlocked it.
He threw the lid back

“Great pip!”

The trunk was empty!

The roller-skates were gone!

Twenty pairs of roller skates had
reposed therc when last Redfern junior
had looked into the trunk, and now it
was empty.

There could be no further doubt on
the subject. The Modern juniors had
not only borrowed the idea, but they
had borrowed the tkates as well.

The Classical skates were to be used
to give the Classleal show—by the
Moderns! It was as clean a sweep as
the Moderns could have made.

The Classical chums stared at one
another helplessly.

“My only hat!” said Redfern.

“It's rotten!”

“We're done!”

“They've got our skates!” sald Skel-
ton wildly. “Why, it was only last
evening we were practising with them,
too! They must have taken them last
night, and then they shoved up the
notice on the board this morning—and
the show’s to come off this afternoon!
Why, we've got no chance!”

“Let's go and see Taffy.”

“Good! We can scalp those rotters,
anyway!” :

And the chums of the Fourth rushed
downstairs again. '

It was Saturday, and the morning
school was over. ‘The juniors had had
their dinner, and there remained only
an interval of an hour before the rink-

“Ii's
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ing exhibition commenced. Tafly &
Co. had not given any information
away till almost the last moment.

Redfern kicked open the door of
Taffy's study, and the Classical chums
strode in. Taffy and Rake and Vernon
were there, but they had evidently ex-
pected a visit from the Classical leaders,
for several other juniors were In the
study with them.

Taffy loocked up with a genial grin
as the Classical chums came in.

“Hallo!” he said affably.
naotice?”

“Yes!” said Redfern wrathfully.

“Good ! Are you coming to the
show?”

“Well, you cheeky ass!”

“All are invited,” said Tafly blandly.
“(Classicals will be expected to wash
and put on clean collars, that's all.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled the Modern
juniors in the study.

“You—you worm—""

“¥ou—you burglar!” roared Skelton.
“It was our wheeze—""

“Ha, ha, ha!®” yelled the Moderns.

“We thought of it—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've boned our idea—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've boned our skates—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Moderns rocked with laughter—
all excepting Taffy. He maintained an
expression of mild surprise.

“ Anybody know what these chaps are
talking about?” he asked.

“T 00k here, you Modern worm——"

«ye thought of the wheeze,” said
Taffy. “It was finding an old skating
key knocking about that really put it
into our heads. Then we happened to
find a set of roller-skates locked up in
an old trunk in the box-room——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Moderns.

«“They're our skates!” shrieked

Brown.
“Oh, rats!”
“ You—you—you worm-—"
“Well, if you can prave your owner-

ship, you shall have the skates back
after the show,’ said Tafly. “We're
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giving it this afternoon, you kiow, in
the gym.”

“You Modern sweep, well jolly well
wreck it! ell—"

“Now, don't lose your little temper!
You Classical chaps can't expect to
keep:,youx' end up with us, you know

“Why, you—you—"

Words failed the Classical chums.

With one accord they rushed at Taffy.
They collared him and dragged him off

s chair.

“See the | hi

“Ow!” roared Tafly. “Rescue!”

The crowd of Moderns closed in-
stantly upon the three Classicals,

Redfern, Skelton, and Brown were
selzed at once, and one after another,
struggling desperately against the odds,
they were hurled forth from the study.

Then the door was slammed after
them.

Within the study the Moderns roared
with laughter. Outside, In the pas-
sage, three dusty and dishevelled
juniors picked themselves up and
looked at one another ruefully.

“wWell,” said Redfern minor, at last,
“this is a gol”

CHAPTER 29.
Outgenoralled |

RTHUR REDFERN stopped in the
A hall to look at the notice-board:
He smiled as he read the an-
nouncement there in Taffy’s sprawling
hand. And the crowd of juniors round
the board, seeing the captain of the
school smile, chuckled gleefully. Red-
fern major's smile was taken as a proof
that the thing was really funny.
Arthur knew something of his
minor's plans with regard to the St.
Dolly’s rink, and he saw at once that
the Moderns had discovered the scheme
and forestalled the Classicals, It
really looked as if Redfern minor was
“done” this time. Arthur had just
finished reading the Modern notice,
when Knowles came up to the board
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with a paper In his hand. Knowles
face was gloomy and troubled.

Arthur glanced at him.

“Anything wrong?” he asked, im-
pelled to ask the question, though he
had hardly been on speaking terms
with the Modern prefect of late.

Knowles nodded shortly.

“Yes; I've lost a bank-note.”

“Phew!"”

“It was a fiver, and I don't know
where I dropped it. I suppose I must
have dropped it somewhere. I've
hunted all over my study. I can't
think where it's gone.”

“How long have you missed it?”

“I only missed it to-day, but I saw it
for the last time yesterday, just before
that row in your minor's study.”

Arthur's face grew very grave,

“Then surely it ought to have been
found by this time, Knowles!”

“I should think so.”

Knowles pinned the paper on the
board. It was a brief announcement
of the fact that a five-pound note had
been lost somewhere in the House, or
the grounds, and that the finder should
take it to Knowles, of the Sixth.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Ransome, look-
ing at the notice over Arthur’s shoulder.
“What's that?”

“Lost a fiver,” said Knowles briefly.
“Great Scott! Where—and when?”
* Yesterday—somewhere. Dropped it,
suppose.”

Ransome looked thoughtful.

“It might have fallen out of your
pocket when you had the tussle in
young Redfern’s study,” he remarked.

“Yes, I shouldn't wonder.”

“In that case the juniors would have
found it, I should think,” said Arthur
Redfern, with a glance at Knowles.

“well, it would be a good. idea to
ask them.”

“I will,” said Knowles.

The Modern prefect walked towards
Redfern minor's study. Arthur fol-
lowed him, and Ransome stood looking
after them, with a peculiar glitter in
his eyes.

His face was a little pale.

™
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“If Ben Bolt wins,” he multtered—*if
he wins, it will be all right. If he
loses——"

Ransome shrugged his shoulders and
walked slowly away. He stopped to
speak {o Phipps, the housc-porter, in
the passage.

“1f a telegram comes for me, Phipps,
you'll see that I have it at once?” he
said. “Ii’s important.”

“¥Yes, sir,” said Phipps.

And Ransome went to his study.

He sat down there, and took up a
book., Tn a couple of minutes he threw
the book aside, and lighted a cigarette.
The cigarette went outf, and he grunted
and threw it into the grate.

Then he thrust his hands deep into

pockets and started pacing the
room.

At intervals he paused at the window
to glance out towards the gates of St.
Dolly’s, in search of the familiar uni-
form of the telegraph boy.

Meanwhile, Knowles and Arthur Red-
fern reached the study in the Fourth
Form passage. They found it empty.
There was no sign of Redfern, Skelton,

or Brown.
Arthur glanced in, and shook his
he said

head.

“They're not here,"

“Later will do,” said Knowles. “ After
all, if they've found the note, they’ll
see the notice on the board, and will
know whom it belongs to, I suppose.”

“I suppose so.”

Knowles looked at him quickly.

“You don't think I'd suspect your
minor of keeping the note, do you, Red-
fern?” he exclaimed abruptly.

“I hope not,” said Arthur, his brow

clearing. “But—to speak plainly,
that's what Ransome meant.”
““Surely not.

“If the note has been found, it's
curious that if has not been returned,”
said Arthur, A junior would naturally
take it to his Form-master.”

“¥es, it's curious. But I know Jolly
well if Redfern minor found it, he
would restore it to its owner,” said
Knowles, “Hang it! You can't think
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I'd suspect a chap of being a thief, he-
cause I'm on—well, bad terms with his
major. I can't think that Ransome
was intending that, either.”

Arthur nodded shortly and walked
away.

His brow was troubled. Where was
the bank-note! It was careless of
Enowles to have lost it; but surely

someone must have found it by this
time. Why, then, had nothing been
said upon the matter?

Arthur looked round for his minor.

But Redfern was not to be found. As
& matier of fact, Sidney Redfern was
very busy at that moment.
- The triumph of the Moderns was not
likely to be taken “lying down " by the
Classical juniors. Redfern & Co. were
busy. As the time drew near for the
rinking to commence in the gym, the
Moderns poured into the building, and
the Classicals galhered there, too.
There were no roller-skates for the
Classicals; but they all lcoked as if they
meant business of some sort.

**The bounders! " said Redfern minor,
as he watched Taffy and Rake and Ver-
non unfastening parcels containing
skates. ‘“Look at them! Our skates!”

“Our wheeze!” growled Skelton.

“Our idea entirely!” said Brown.

“And now they're going to have a
ripping time,” sald Benson. “That's
because we've gob such jolly good
leaders.”

‘“Oh, shut up!”

“Well, what I say 15——-”

“Na need for you to say anything!"
said Redfern crisply. “IT do the talk-
ing. I—"

“Look here—-"

“QOh, ring off! Look here, you kids,

we're not going to take this grinning.
As soon as those asses are on skates,
we 're going to rush them!”
“Good!” said a dozen voices.

“They can't have had much practice,
- at all events, and theyl be as clumsy
3s a lot of geese on skates.”

‘“Yes, rather.”

“We shall knock them into a cocked
hat. collar the skates, kick them out

of the gym, and carry out the rinking
scheme as, nngmally arranged.”

”Bra.\.o

“Good e

“You Ielluws stand ready!” said Red-
fern minor.

“*What-ho!"

And the Classical junicrs walched
the Moderns with keen, warlike eyes.
But Taffy was not quite so trusting as
Redfern gave him credit for.

‘While the Modern juniors were put-
ting on their skaies two prefects entered
the gym, and nodded to Tafly, and
strolled up and down chatting. The
Classicals glared at them.

“What on earth do those duffers
want here at this parucular moment?”
grunted Skelton.

Redfern snorted.

*“Oh, that's Taffy's little game!”

‘What is?”

““He's got those blessed prefects to
stand by while the skaling goes on, so
that there can't be a disturbance.™

“My hat!”

The Classicals bristled with wrath,
There was no doubt that Taffy had
done them all along the line. It was
impossible to rush the Moderns, and
collar the skates, while a couple of
prefects were strolling abou: the gym
to keep order.

Taffy had nutgenern‘l]ed the Classicals
in every way.

Wilh glum brows the Classical
juniors watched the Moderns put on
their skates, and commence rinking,
on the smooth floor of the gym.

Some of them could skate well, and
some couldn't, and all of them enjoyed
it, whether they could skate or nof.

A crowd of fellows strolled info the
gym to watch them, and {he gloomy
looks of the Classical juniors evoked
much merriment.

Redfern was pink with wrath. Ha,
felt that he was called upon to do.
something to retrieve the honour of the
Classical side; but while the prefects
were there there was nothing to be'

done. 1
“Hang it!"” mutitered Skelton. "Lel’s
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get out. If I see those Modern worms
grinning much longer, I shall go for
them, prefects or no prefects!”

‘“Hold on, Skelton!”

“Oh, let’s get out!™

“I've thought of a dodge,” said Red-
fern minor, with a gleam in his eyes.
“If we could get those blessed prefects
outside the door and lock it, and dechne
to hear ‘em if thcy wanted to come in.”

“Yes; but—"

“Well, listen!”

Redfern minor whispered rapidly,
and Skelton and Brown chuckled. The
other Classicals put their heads to-
gether to hear the scheme, and there
was a general grin,

Benson and Fatty Spratt strolled out
of the gym.

The Moderns were skating now in
full swing. Some of them tumhling
over, some staggering about drunkenly,
and others gliding to and fro with grace-
ful motion. Suddenly there was a wild
velling from the outside of the building,

“Heip—help! Oh, help!”

It was Fatty Spratt's voice.
son’s was heard in response.

“I'll pulverise you! I'll smash you!”

“Oh! Help! Ow!”

The two prefects who were keeping
order in the gym looked round. The
cries outside redoubled in violence, and
the prefects stepped to the door and
looked out. Fierce exclamations rang
from the combatants round the corner
of the building.

‘The preftci‘.s hurried out of the gym.
Redfern minor was close to the door.
In a twinkling it was shut behind the
two seniors, and Redfern minor had
locked it and taken out the key.

The Classicals exchanged a glance of
triumph,

“Il,s done!”

Ben-

muttered Redfern

“Gﬂod‘ 2

“Hurrah!”

“Now for the Modern worms!"”

There was a loud knock at the door,
and the handle was, tried.

“Open this door!’

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!"

It was Arthur Redfern’s voice, Skel-
ton and Brown looked dismayed.

“It's your major, Reddy!”

“Can’t be helped. I'm deaf this
afternoon,” said Sidney.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rap, rap!

‘Sydney, I “ant to speak to you, if
you are there!"

Redfern minor hesitated a moment.
But half a dozen Classicals dragged
him away from the door.

“He can speak to you presently,” said
Brown. “Now, to business!”

“What-ho!"

“Down with the Meds!”

“Sock it to 'em!"

“Come on, then!”

And the Classicals rushed
alttack.

to the

CHAPTER 30.
Turning the Tahles!
AFFY & CO, were not prepared for

I that sudden outbreak. Tafly, by

a master-stroke of generalship,
had secured the presence of a couple
of prefects to keep order during the
rinking exhibition, and he had dis-
missed the Classicals from his mind.
Redfern’s ruse had passed unnoticed,
and the Moderns were rinking away
without a thought of danger.

The rush of the Classicals took them
quite by surprise.

Right among the roller-skaters came
the vengeful juniors, sending them reel-
ing and staggering right and left.

“Oh!" roared Taffy, as he went head-
long, and sat down, with Rake across
his legs, and Vernon clinging round his
neck. “Ow! What the—-"

“Yarooh!”

“Oh!”

“¥ah!”

“Sock it into ’em!”
minor.

“Hurray! Down with the Mods!"

The Moderns were down with a ven-
geance.

roared Redfern



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN

Every fellow on skates was on the
floor now, and on cach of the fallen
rinkers a Classical junior sat, to keep
him there.

There was a yell of frilumph from the
Classicals.

“Hurray!”

“Hip, hip, hurray!”

“¥You Dbeasts!”
“Lemme gerrup!"

“Yow! I'm hurt!”

“Geroff me chest!”

“Ha, ha, ha! This is where we
smile!” yelled Skelton. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“What-ho! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah! Cads! Ow!”

“Rescue!”

“Help!™

There was a hammering at the door
of the gvm. No one took any notice
of it. The crowd of onlookers, taken
by surprise at first, were roaring with
laughter now. No one dreamt of inter-
fering in the internal battles of the
Fourth Form. They looked on and
laughed; and, as there were no pre-
fects present, there was no one whose
special duty it was to interfere.

The Classicals had it all their own
way now.

They were man io man, and they
had their rivals down, and the Moderns
had little chance of getting up, with
skates fastened on their feet, and Clas-
sicals sitling on their chests.

The triumph of the Classicals was
complete.
© “Now, then,” said Redfern, “are you
going to make it pax, Taffy?"

“No!” roared Taffy.

“You'd better!”

“Rats! I won't! Kl lick you—"

“Ha, ha, ha! You don't look like
licking anybody at present!” yelled
Brown.

“Very well,” said Redfern minor,
,#if you won't make it pax, we'll tie you
up with your own braces, and sit you
in a row to watch us skate.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you Classical beasts "

“Bezin with Taffy,” s=aid Redfern.

gasped  Taffy.
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“Tie his wrists together, and then his
hoofs, and sit him against the wall.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here—-"

“Will you make it pax?”

“Nol»

“That seftles it.”

The Classicals wasted no more time
in words. They proceeded, quickly and
effectively, to carry out Redfern minor's
instructions.

Taffy, struggling desperately but un-
availingly, was bound first. His wrists
were secured with a knotted handker-
chief, and then his ankles with his ovn
necktie. Then he was helpless.

He was rolled to the wall, and placed
there in a sitting position, wriggling
like an eel in vain attempts to get free,
and that left Redfern minor at liberty
to deal with the other Moderns.

He went from one to anolher, while
the Classicals held them pinned down,
and secured them as he had secured
Tafly.

The crowd of fellows, of all Forms
but the Fourth, looked on with shricks
of laughter. The knocking on the door
had ceased, the prefects apparently
having given it up as a bad job.

Tafly & Co., and all the Moderns,
were seated along the wall like a row
of trussed turkeys in a market, and
their skates were taken off.

Under the fire of fierce glares from
the Moderns, the Classical juniors put
the skates on.

Redfern minor was the first to glide
out into the rink. The others followed
him, one after another.

The practice the Classicals had had
in the secrecy of the top box-room had
stood them in good stead, and there
were few of them who could not skate
really well.

Taffy & Co. watched them in black
wrath.

“The beasts!” said Tafly.
done us!”

“Just what I was going to say"
groaned Rake.

“By Jove, -I feel awfly uncomfy,

“They've
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chappies!” mumbled Vernon. "It
would be a good idea to make i pax,
und get out of this fix.”

Taffy snorted.

“Rats!”

“Yes, but—"

“Rats! We won't give in!”

“But "

“Bosh!"

“ Just ‘what I was going to say.”

Swish, swish, swish! went the roller-
sikates on the level floor of the gym.

‘The Classicals were enjoying them-
selves in their turn.

And, in addition to the joys of roller-
skating, and of giving a really good
exhibition to an interested audience,
was the exhilaration of a iriumph
over their old rivals.

“Go it!” said Redfern minor.
is ripping!”

And Skelton and Brown said:

“What-ho!”

Redfern, Skelton, and Brown were
certainly the best of the roller-skalers.
‘They glided backwards and forwards,
they skated together, arm in arm, wind-
ing and turning, and then singly, danc-
ing and keeping time on their skates to
a tune they whistled as they went. And
a loud cheer came from the onlookers.

“By George,” exclaimed Taffy, in-
terested, in spite of himself, “that’s
jolly good! Reddy is a marvel!”

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

“QOh, let's make it pax!” said Vernon.
“Make it pax, and we can look on with
a little more comfort. It's worth
seeing, too.”

“All right.”

And pax it was made accordingly, and
tive Modern juniors were released. But
the skating went on gaily till the time
allotted for the rinking exhibition was
over, and the Classical juniors one and
all agreed that they had seldom had so
g0od a time in their lives.

“This

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!

CHAPTER 31
A Terrible Accusationl
EDFERN MINOR came out of the
gym, with a flush on his cheeks
and a sparkle in his eyes. Taffy
tapped him on the shoulder. |

“You did us, Reddy,” he smd genially.
“We nearly did you, though.”

. “Very nearly,” chuckled Redfern,
“but not quite.”

“No, not quite. Look here,
going to take this thing up.
skating is jolly good fun.”

“Ripping!”

“Buppose, instead of ragging one
another, we go into the thing together
for once,” suggested Tafly. “We're
willing, if you are.”

Redfern minor gave him a slap on
the shoulder.

“Good! We're on!"

“Then it's agreed.”

“Yes, rather.”

““Sidney!”

Redfern minor was entering the
schoolhouse when his brother's voice
called to him, Redfern minor looked
quickly round. There was a tone in
Arthur’s voice that startled him a little.|

“Yes, Arthur.”

“I want you.”

“I—I say, Arthur, I'm sorry about
not opening ihe door of the gym,” said
Redfern minor. “¥You don't mind, do
you? ‘There was a rag on, and that
would have spoiled it all 1 didn't thmk
you would mind much.”

" 'I‘ge captain of St. Dolly’s shook his
ead.

“No, that's all right, Sid. But—" |

He paused. Redfern minor looked at
him curiously, and so did Skelton and
Brown. The look of the captain of,
St. Dolly's surprised them. It was ev 1-'
dent that Arthur Redfern had some-
thing on his smind.

“Knowles has lost a bank-note,” saldl
Arthur abruptly. “He thinks he may
have lost it durmg the scuffle in your
study yesterday.”

“Oh, that bank-note!" said Skelton.,

“It \was 't Knowles', was it?

we're
Roller-
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“We [ound one,” sald Redfern, in
wonder. "It couldn't have been
Knowles', though, because when I took
it to Ransome, he found out by the
number that it was his.”

“Ransome?”

“Yes.”

“Do you mean to say that you found
a bank-note in your study, after the
scuffle, and took it to Ransome, and he
said it was his?”

“Certainly.”

“Did he keep it?”

“I left it with him,” said Redfern
minor, in wonder. “I suppose it was
his, or he wouldn't say it was, would
he? He had the number, too! What's

+ the matter, Arthur?”

“Here’s Ransome!” said Redfern
major abruptly. “Ransome!”

The cad of Lhe Sixth was entering the

ouse. He had a telegram in his hand;

e had gone to meet the messenger, and
had opened the telegram in the quad.
His face was white, and the felegram
was crushed in his hand.

He looked absently and irritably at
the captain of St. Dolly's.

“Eh, what is it? Did you speak to
me?”
“Yes. Did you lose a bank-note in

my minor's study yesterday?”
Ransome started, and drew a quick,

deep breath. It had come at last!
“No,” he said quietly and deliber-

ately.

“Sidney said he found one, and
brought it to you, and you declared
It was yours.”

“If he found one, I should say it was
Knowles'."”

“He hroucht it to you—"

“To

“Yes sald Redfern minor warmly.
“You remember. You looked in your
pocket-book and found out the
number.”

Ransome gave him a hard look.

“¥You are dreaming, or lying,” he
said. “You brought no bank-note to
me. I never lost one. I never had one
to lose!”
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“But—but you said—"
“I said nothing. If you found a
bank-note in your study. I know

nothing about if!”

“Do you mean to say that my minor
did not bring it to you, Ransome?”
asked Arthur, in a curiously strained
voice.

“ Certainly!”

“But—"

“It is no business of mine,” said
Ransome, with a shrug of the shoul-
ders. “But if Redfern minor found a
bank-note, and told a yarn about hand-
ing it over to me, I should =ay that he
could only have invented such a flinisy
varn for one reason.”

“And that?”

‘‘He has kept the bank-note!”

Redfern minor looked alb him almost
vildly. In an instant the hideous
position he was in flashed upon his
mind. If Ransome denied taking the
note, who was to prove that Redfern
had even given it to him?

It was as if a flash of lightning had
suddenly revealed to him a yawning
gulf at his feet. Redfern was quite
giddy for the moment—his head seemed
to turn round—but his brother's strong
arm caught him as he staggered.

“ Steady, Sid!”

There was no doubt, no hesitation, in
Arthur's voice or look. In that terrible
moment there was at least one who
would be staunch and true to Redfern
minor, and that was Redfern major.

CHAPTER 32.

Under Suspicion!

EDFERN MINOR'“
R

“Rats!"

“So say I”

“And I!”

“Same here!”

“Well, that's what theyre saying,”
sald Benson of the Fourth, to a group
of excited and greatly interested Clas-
sieal youths. “They say he found a
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pank-note in his study, Knowles had
dropped it there. It seems there was

a scrap in the study—Knowles and
Ransome had gone there to bully
Reddy.”

WWell, that was like them.”

“That part's irue enough, very
likely,” sald Fatty Spratt. “But about
the banknote—"

“Reddy might have found it; but
if he did, he took it back to the owner,”
sald Miller.

“1 should say so.”

«yell, they say he kept it.”

“It’s gammon!”

“Sheer Tob!”

“Hallo, here’s Skelton and Brown;
let's ask them!”

Skelton and Brown were surrounded
by a rush of the excited juniors of St
Dally’s. Both of them looked white
and savage.

“What's the truth of this yarn about
Reddy?’ demanded Benson. “You
ought to know, Skelton.™

Skelton glared at him,

“go ought you, Benson. You ought
to know as well as I do. You know
jolly well that Reddy isn't a thief.”

“Phew!"”

“Did you see him?”

“No. Reddy told us when he came
back to the study.”

“And now Ransome denies having
had the note,” said Skelton flercely.
“1i's just a plot to get Reddy into
trouble—like the anonymous letter
business. I jolly well know who wrote
that letter, and who stole it from the
joctor's desk afterwards.”

“Who, then?”

“Ransome!"”

“T say, you'd better be
Bensen, with a nervous
I ;

“I'm not going to be careful, I
don't care who hears me. I say that
if there's a thief at St. Dolly’s he’s not
In the Fourth, he's in the Sixth; and
his name’s not Redfern, either, it's
Ransome!”

careful!” said
glance round.

THE CAPTAIN'S ENEMY!

Skelton almost shouted out the
words in his excitement and indigna-
tion. Mr® Ford, the master of the
Fourth, stepped out of his study.

“Skelton!™

“youve done it now!”
Benson. ‘‘Ford's heard you!”

Skelton gritted his teeth,

«1 don't care! If they expel Reddy
they can expel me, 100, for all I care.
T'm going to stick to Reddy. Yes, sir!
Did you call me?”

“Come into my study, Skelton!”

“Yes, sir!”

Skelton followed his Form-master in,
and the door was closed. Mr. Ford
looked attentively at the pale and ex-
clted face of the junior.

“you were speaking In a most wild
and reckless way just now. Skelten,”
said Mr. Ford quietly. “‘Have you
anything to back up the statements
you were making?”

“1 know that Ransome’s a cad and a
liar, sir,” said Skelton grimly. “If he
says Reddy never gave him the bank-
note it's a lie! He's destroyed if, per-
haps, to get Reddy into trouble with
that yarn. He hates Reddy. He's al-
ways hated him, ever since Redfern
major got in as captain of St. Deolly’s.
I shouldn’t wonder if he's kept the
bank-note himself and stolen it.”

“That is a very serfous thing to say,
Skelton.”

“Not any more serious than what
he's said about Reddy,” said Skelton
fiercely. “¥ou don’t know Reddy as ?
do, sir. He's as open and honest as -
the daylight—one of the best chums a
fellow could have. And now to see
him accused of such a dirty, mean
thing as stealing, and to think he may
be expelled all through that cad—""

Skelton’s volce broke.

“J can understand your feelings,”
said Mr, Ford quietly. “1, too, find it
very hard to credit this accusation
against Redfern minor. 1 can assure
you, Skelton, that the matter will be
carefully investigated and sifted out
thoroughly before any decided step s

muttered
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taken. If necessary the aid of the
police will be called in.”

Skelton gritted his teeth.

“All the better, sir. I know Jolly
well that Reddy’s innocent, and a de-
tective might be able to find out the

th.

“1 trust so.”

Mr. Ford dismissed Skelton with a
gesture. The Fourth Form-master re-
mained some moments in deep thought.
Then he left the room and took his
way to the Head's study.

Redfern minor was waiting in that
room. Knowles, Ransome and Red-
fern major were with him.  Arthur
had decided that the matter must be
at once laid before the Head—it was
all over St. Dolly’s already. The three
seniors and Redfern minor were wait-
ing for the doctor to come in. They
all looked round as Mr. Ford entered.

Arthur Redfern was looking pale and
haggard. But his trust in his brother
nad never wavered for a moment. He
knew that it was a plot against
Sidney, and he knew very well that if
Sidney had spoken the truth Ransome
must have lied. He had not, there-
fore, very far to look for someone to
suspect. But how was he to prove that
his suspicion of Ransome was well-
founded? Where was the bank-note?

Redfern minor was looking stunned.

He had had a narrow escape in the
affair of the anonymous letter, but he
had escaped. Now it seemed that the
toils had closed in upon him for good
and all. There was only his statement
that he had taken the bank-note to

- Ransome. Ransome denied it. The
boy could see no light.

“poes the Head know you are wait-
ing for him?” asked Mr. Ford.

%1 have sent word to him, sir,”
said Arthur. “I sent him a note by
{he page explaining the circumstances,
and asking him if he could look into
the matter now.”

“Very good. The sooner it Is settled
the better.”

A few minutes later Dr, Cranston
entered the study.
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He was looking very disturbed, and it
was evident that Arthur's note had
shaken him a good deal.

He glanced round at the faces of the
waiting boys, nodded to the Fourth
Form-master, and took his seat at his
writing-table.

“Your note amazed me, Redfern
major!” he exclaimed. *It seems to be
impossible that there can be a thiet
at St. Dolly’s.”

“I'm afraid there's no doubt about
it, sir. But the thief is not my
brother.”

“Tell me the circumstances.”

“gpeak out, Sidney!™

“There was some trouble in our
study, sir,” sald Redfern minor in a
low, but steady, voice. “EKnowles and
Ransome were mixed up in it. We
found a bank-note afterwards, and
thought that one of them must have
dropped it. I took it back to them,
and went into Ransome’s study first to
ask him—"

“It is false,” said Ransome.

The Head made a gesture.

“Let Redfern miner finish, Ran-
some. I will hear you afterwards.”

“yery well, sir.”

“I took it to Ransome, and ex-
plained how I came by it,” said Red-
fern minor, his voice shaking a little
now. “He told me it was his, and
said he knew by the number. He
kept it. I never thought any more
about the matter.”

“Is that all?”

“That’s all, sir.”

“Now, Ransome, what is your state-
ment?”

“Very simple, sir. Redfern minor
may have pretended fo come to my
study for the sake of throwing dust in
the eyes of those who knew he had the
bank-note, but he certainly did not
come here. He did not hand me a
bank-note, and if he had I should cer-
tainly not have kept it, as I had not
lost one.”

The Head's face was deeply lined
with trouble.

He had hoped that there might be
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some mistake in the matter—some
terrible mistake which might be recti-
fied by striet investigalion.

hB;.]b evidently there was no hope of
that.

One side or the other was deliber-
ately lying. Either Redfern minor or
Ransome was a thief, and was relat-
ing a cunning falschood to cover up
his guilt.

But which?

Of Ransome’s real character the
Head knew nothing, He certainly did
not fill a very high place in the esteem
of the master at St. Dolly’s, but his
ways were little suspected. He was
generally cunning enough to cover up
his tracks, whatever he did.

Redfern minor's record was as clean
as neced be. Yet the Head knew how
possible it was for a lad to yield to
{emptation when he found a large sum
of money in his hands.

Had Redfern minor retained the
bank-note and invented the story of
handing it to Ransome?

“T might add, sir,” went on Ransome
guietly, *that I have been for some time
on bad terms with both the Redferns,
and that that is probably the reason
why 1 have been picked upon for this
ralse accusation. Redfern minor pro-
bably depended on his brother to back
him up against a fellow poth of them
dislike.”

Arthur’s eyes flashed.

“That is enough, Ransome,” he sald.
«pr, Cranston, 1 have a confession to
make. I should never have said a word
about that villain—"

“Redfern!”

«7 repeat the word, sir—he is a villain
if ever there was one!” exclaimed
Arthur passionately. *“I should never
have said a word about him but for this
wicked attempt to ruin my brother. But
now I will tell the truth.”

Ransome’s lips went paler, but he
shrugged his shoulders. He was play-
ing for a desperate stake, and he was
prepared to play it out to the end with
cogl effrontery.

¥You know, sir,” went on Aithur,
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speaking hurriedly and passionately—
‘“‘you know what I was mixed up in last
term—what you kindly forgave, and
what I have tried to atone for—"

“There is no need to speak of that
now, Redfern. You have more than
atoned for the follies of the past.”

“But I must speak of it, sir. I never
told you, but all the time that I was
mixed up with those betting rascals I
had a companioh—a companion who
first introduced me among them—a com-
panion who sneered and mocked when-
ever 1 made an attempt to lead a better
life—a companion who always dragged
me back Into that if I escaped from it—
a companion who has ever since been
my bitter enemy, because I have been
determined to do my duty, and fulfil the
vow I made when you allowed me &
chance to retrieve my mistakes. That
companion was Ransome, the villain
who is now accusing my younger brother
of theft. You believe what I say, sir?
Is he the kind of fellow whose accusa-
iions should be credited?”

The Head glanced sternly at Ran-
some.

“yhat have you to say to this, Ran-
some?”

“Tt, Is false, sir!”

But while his lips framed the denial,
the Sixth-Former's ashen cheeks and
lowering eyes told only too plainly of
the truth of Arthur's words.

There was silence in the Head's study
for some moments, Dr. Cranston spoke
at last.

“1 certainly believe every word you
say, Redfern major. At this time of day,
however, it is too late to refer to Ran-
some's actions at that time, so long as
he has been more careful this term. Bub
what you say certainly throws great
doubt upon_his statement. What to
believe I do not know; bui I can
promise you that the truth will be dis-
cavered. I shall send for the police at
once, and the belongings of both Ran-~'
some and Redfern minor will be
searched immediately, Neither boy will
enter his study again till after the
search.”
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Ransome turned paler. He had mnot
expecled so drastic a step so suddenly
taken. The whole thing had come upon
him suddenly before he had time to pre-
pare for it. He had no fear, of course,
of the bank-note being found in his
study.

That bank-note had long been passed
into the hands of Jimmy Crew, the book-
maker in Okeholme. But in his desk in
his study were various papers that
would throw only tco plain a light upon
his way of life—to say nothing of boxes
of cigarettes and the bottle of whisky
in his locker.

But there was no help for it now. Dr.
Cranston touched a bell and Phipps the
house-porter appeared.

“Phipps, you will lock the doors of
the studies belonging to Master Ran-
some and Master Sidney Redfern,” he
said. “Take care that no one enters
elther room on any prefext whatever.”

“¥es, sir.”

“I ghall now telephone to the police-
station in Okeholme,” said Dr.
Cranston quietly.

The boys left the study. Ransome’s
face was like chalk.

CHAPTER 33,
Brought to Light!

" HIPPS!™
P ““Yes, Master Ransome.”

“Will—will you lend me the
key of my reom for a minute or two?”

The house-porter stared in amaze-

“1 can't, Its
against the Head’s orders.”

Ransome forced a laugh.

<I don't want to do any harm there,
Phipps. You can come in with me i
'you like. But therc are some papers I
don't want the Head to see, that's all—
only some private papers.”

“The ‘Ead wouldn't be likely to look
into your private papers, sir,” gald
Phipps, with strong suspicion written in
his face.

4‘Look here, Phipps——"

f | window-sill.

87

Ransome showed a ten-shilling note in
his palm, but the house-porter did not
make a movement to accept it. He was
generally easily to be tipped, but on the
present occasion he dared not. He knew
that it might be as much as his place
was worth.

“Thank you, sir—no!”

“I will let you go in with me, Phipps,
and you shall see everything I take.”

I dare not, sir!"”

“But— "

“It's no good, sir. I dursn't doit!”

Ransome gritted his teeth and walked
away. He had hardly expected Phipps
to do as he wished, but it was a chance.

How was he to get the beiting-boolk
and the whisky and the smokes out of
the study in time? And the lettcr, he
remembered, from Jim Crew on the
subject of the Burford stakes—the very
race on which he had lost the five
pounds!

It was ruin if the Head found them.
Ransome thrust his hands deep in his
pockets and strolled out into the dusky
quad. He glanced up at the window of
his study.

He had climbed into that window
before when returning from some
excursion out of bounds afler “Lighis
out.” He could easily do it again,
but— ‘

What if he were caught? It would be
taken as a plain proof of his guilt. Yet
otherwise—if he did not move the tell-
tale papers, at least—was not his guilt
certain to be taken for granted?

is resolution was taken. He grasped
thé rain-pipe that ran up the wall
beside the window, and clambered up,
and in a few seconds was on the
The window was partly
open, and it was easy for Ransome to
open it farther and jump in,

The moment he had disappeared into
the room several dusky figures loomed
up in the gloom of the quadrangle.

There were Redfern minor, Skelten
and Brown and Taffy & Co. all together.

“#He's gone in!" said Taffy.
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Tafly, Rake and Vernon seemed to be
on the best of terms now with their old
Classical foes. As Taffy nobly said, at a
time like this it was the proper caper
for the Fourth Form to stand by one
another. As for believing that Redfern
minor was a thief Taffy was ready to
punch the head of any fellow, Classical
or Modern, who suggested it.

“I thought he would!” said Redfern
minor between his teeth. “I guessed
that he would have something .in the
study he wouldn’t like the Head to see,
considering his habits. The bank-note
itself may be there. When I spolted
him talking to Phipps I guessed what
he was after.”

“Well, he's fairly In
chappies!” remarked Vernon.

«Just what I was going to say,” said
Rake, with a nod.

“Fetch a prefect, one of you,” said
Redfern minor. “We've got to have
proof that Ransome has gone into his
study, and he would deny it if we
accused him.”

“Right-ho!"” said Brown.

And he disappeared into the darkness.
In a few minutes he returned with
Courtney, who was looking a little
excited.

“Do you mean to say that Ransome
has climbed into his study?” demanded
Courtney.

“Yes, rather! He’s in there now!”

“By Jove, that looks like—-"

“Look!” exclaimed Redfern
clutching his arm. .

Courtney looked up at the window.
The face of someone within was seen
for a moment as a sash was raised. It
disappeared in a moment. Ransome had
caught sight of the juniors and the
prefect below.

The cad of the Sixth drew back into
the study, his heart beating like a
hammer. He was caught—{airly caught
at last.

‘He could not leave the study by the
window without detection; he could not
leave it by the door at all.

He could only wait there till the Head

it mow,

minor,
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came with the detective from Okcholme
to discover him.

His brain swam as he thought of it.

His desperate attempt to retrieve his
position had made matlers worse. How
could he explain that surreptitious
entrance into the study?

There was a sound of fcolsteps in the
passage as the cad of the Sixth stood
hesitating. A hand tried the door; a
key grated in the lock.

Ransome panted for breath.

As if he had seen it done, he guessed
all. The prefect below the window had
sent the news within that Ransome was
in his study, fearing that he might
destroy the bank-note, perhaps, if it was
there. The Head, instead of waiting for
ihe police, was coming instantly (o Ran-
some's room. As clearly as if he could
see him, Ransome knew that it was the
Head who was at the study door.

He looked wildly round.

Under the window in the gloom he
could see the group of dark, indistinct

ures.

There was no escape that way.

The study door was opening.

Was there a chance of escaping past
the Head as he opened the door, of
do&gl‘ng away in the darkness?

0!

The porily form in the rustling gown
filled the doorway, and Phipps, the
house-porter, was behind.

There was 110 escape.

“Phipps, light the gas.”

It was the doctor’s deep voice.

‘“Yessir!"”

A match scratched out.

Phipps stepped into the study. and
there was a faint smell of gas as he
turned the burner on, and then & flood
of light.

It made Ransome blink in his hiding-
place behind the wardrobe.

Dr. Cranston glanced round the room.

A look of relief appeared upon his
face.

“He is not here.”

“The winder's open, &

*Ah, true!™

" said Phipps.
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Ransome bit his lips till the blood
came. In his haste and terror he had
overlooked that. The lower sash of the
window was still up, just as he had
raised it to get out, before he discovered
that the study window was waiched.

Dr. Cranston stepped to the window
and glanced out.

“Are you there, Courlney?”

The prefect looked up.

“Yes, sir.”

“Has anyone descended from the
window?”

“No, sir.”

“Very good.” :

Dr. Cranston turned back into the
study.

-“Close the door, Phipps,” he said.

* Yessir!™”

Ransome's heart was like lead as he
heard the door shut. This could only
mean that the study was to be searched,
that he could count the lime to his dis-
covery by seconds.
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“Look about the room, Phipps, and
see if Masler Ransome is concealed
here.”

“ Yessir.”

Ransome, with a face like chalk,
stepped out from behind the wardrobe,

“I am here, sir!” he said.

The Head turned a slern glance of
inquiry upon him.

“Ah, you are here, Ransome, in spite
of my positive order that you were nct
to enter the study!”

“I am sorry, sir. I—I came to re-
move some privaie papers—papers of no
importance to the matter in hand, sir,
but—but concerning somecone else.”

“You lay yourself open to the sus-
picion of having come here to remaove
the stolen bank-note,” said the Head
sternly.

Ransome almost smiled—a ghastly
smile. The stolen bank-note was far
cnough away.

““Oh, sir, nothing of the sort! Merely
some private papers.”

“I am afraid it will be necessary for
me to see those private papers,” said
Dr. Cranston grimly. “Kindly hand
them to me, Ransome.”

“ If—if you please, sir—" stammered
Ransome,

* The Head's brow grew very dark.

“You will either hand them to me,
Ransome, or Phipps shall search you.”

]

“Enough! You will kindly examine
Master Ransome's pockets, Phipps, and
lay on the table whatever you find in
them.”

“Yessir."”

Ransome submitted, with a whirling
brain.

All was lost now; he knew that. His
career at St. Dolly’s was drawing to a
close.

Phipps commenced his task, The first
thing he brought to light was the
whisky-bottle, which was bulging out of
one of Ransome's pockets. The Head
started as he saw it, and then started
agaim as a box of cigarettes was laid
beside 't
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“Arve these the private paners you
were removing, Ransome?” he asked
bitteriy.

The cad of the
words to reply.

Phipps’ groping hand came upon a
bundle of papers in Ransome’s inside
breast-pocket, and he laid it on the
table.

Dr, Cranston took the papers In his
hiands.

“It is my duty to examine these,
Ransome,” he said. “Do vou give me
youir permission to do so?*

No!™ muttered Ransome, through
lips.

Then I can only conclude that they
contain some proof of your guilt.”

“1 am nob guilty!”

““We shall see. With or without your

i shall examine these
said Dr. Cranston sternly. “If
they bhould indeed, prove to be private
papers, concerning cnly yourself, I am
sorry; but T cannot accept your state-
'nmt without proof.”
“I:

B R D

Sixth could find no

Ransome’s voice died away.

‘The Head was already examining the
DI pers.

The cad of the Sixth stood like one
stunned, waiting for the blow to fall.

Dr, Cranston's brows were darkening
more and maore.

The first paper he took up and
separcied [rom the rest was a coarse
sheet, with stains of liquor and a smell
of tobacco about it.

It was written in a rude, crabved
hand, which the Head had some diffi-

culty in deciphering, and signed
“Jimmy Crew.”
“This letter is signed by a man call-

ing himseli Jimmy Crew, Ransome.
Who is he?”

“A—a chap in Okeholme.”

“Thers is a bad character in the
village, who does bookmaking, known
by that name.” said the Head. “This is
the same, I supnose?”

Ransome was silent.

“I take it that it is the same, as vou
do not reply. He makes reference in
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this letter to five pournds which you
handed him fo be laid on a horse
called Ben Bolt for ihe Burford Stakes.”

Ransome licked his dry lips.

“From the date, it appears that you
laid this large bet cn the same day that
the bank-note was found in Redfern
minor's study. Are you prepared fto
explain and prove how you came into
peossession of that sum of money?”

Ransome did not speak.

“Pive pounds is a large sum, even for
a senior,” said Dr. Cranston. “You
could not have such a sum without re-
membering perfectly clearly how you
came by it. Are you prepared to ex-
plain?*

Still the unhappy Sixth-Former did
not speak.

Of what use was it to speak? The
truth was known; lies could not save
him now. He stood with downcast eyes
and throbbing heart.

He was lost!

“Very well,” said the Hend quietly.
‘“As soon as the police arrive from Oke-
holme, I shall direct them Lo visit this
man Crew, and charge him with being
your accomplice in the theft of the bank-
note. If he did not krow that you came
by it dishonestly, be will be_able to prove
it; but I suspect that he did know. In
any case, the truth will come to lizght.”

Ransomz groaned aloud.

CHAPTER M.
Tha Smart st Loses its Leader!
HAT Jimmy Crew would give him
I away without a single scruple to
save himself Ransome knew only
too well.

The game was quite up!

“Have you anything lo say, Ran-
come?” said the Head. “If you have a
confession to make, and choose to make
it to me now, I will send the police
away when they come. For the sake
of the school, and of your people, I will
avoid making the matter public, and
content myself with expelling you from
St. Dorothy's.”
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“I-—I confess!™

“¥ou admit that Redfern minor
brought the bank-note to you?” said the
Head sternly.

“Ye-es!”

“You pretended to recognise it as
your own, and Kept it?”

“¥es,” said Ransoine, with livid lips.

“And you dehberateiy accused an in-
nocent lad of theft in order to cover up
your own wickedness?”

Ransome did not speak.

“Very well,” said Dr. Cranston
quietly, “I am glad you have con-
fessed, at all events. I did not imagine
that any boy of your age cculd be so
wickedly unscrupulous, and I was far
from dreaming that such a boy was at
St. Dorothy's. I am glad that I have
discovered the truth. You will be ex-
pelled, Ransome!"”

“Oh, sir!”
“ Any other punishment I shall spare
you. The truth will be publicly

announced to the whole school, to clear
Redfern minor, and you will be ex-
pelled. That is all. I only hope that
the lesson will not be lost upon you—
that its severity will lead you to aban-
don your pursuits, and turn to better
ways.”

The Head quitted the study.

Ransome threw himself into a chair,
his face ghastly. The door closed. The
cad. of the Sixth was left alone with
his miserable thoughts. All his plotting
—all his cunning—all his cynicism and
his world wisdom, had led him to—this!

In the ruin of his wretched schemes
the cad of St. Dolly’s realised—too late
—that it would have been better for him
if he had “played the game.”

‘There was a thrill of suppressed ex-
citement in the crowd of boys in the
great Hall at St. Dolly's.

The whole school was assembled, and
the morning sunlight, streaming in at
the windows, gleamed on excited faces.

All knew the cause of the assembly.
Ransome was to be expelled,
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The boys listened with almost painful
attention as the deep voice of the Head
rolled through the silent Hall.

With clear and concise words Dr.
Cranslon told of the discovery that had
been made—that Redfern minor was
cleared of all suspicion—that Ransome,
of the Sixth, had confessed his guilt,
and was to be expelled from the school.

Ransome stood there—silent, shiver-
ing,

Then the Head turned to him.

The cad of the Sixth shrank under
his scornful glance,

“You are expelled, Ransome! You
will leave St. Dolly’s this morning, never
to return. And I trust that the other
lads, whom you may have attempted
to initiate into your own wicked ways,
will take warning by your fate.

At which the members of the Smart
Set looked very uneasy and sheepish.

Ransome went slowly from the room,
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and disappeared. Ten minutes later
there was n sound of wheels in the
cuadrangle. Ransome was going to the
station.

There was no one to bid him fare-
well.

In the quadrangle, Redfern minor
was surrounded by a crowd of con-
gratulatory juniors. Classicals and
Moderns were vying with one another
in making much of him. Arthur Red-
fern glanced at them, and smiled as
he twned away. There was & touch on
his arm; he looked round; it was
Knowles,

The Modern prefect looked curiously
hesitating.

“yes?” sald Arthur inguiringly.

“I—I've something to say to you,”
said Knowles slowly. *“I hardly know
how to put it. I've been against you
ever since you were elected captain of
St. Dolly’s.”

Arthur nodded, with a look of wonder.

“¥You know ii?” said Knowles
abruptly.

“¥Yes, T suppose so0.”

“I don't want to say anything against
a fellow who's down, and who's gone
now,” said Knowles, knitting his brows
a little. “But—but I can see now that
I played the fool.
used by Ransome.

I was only being
He played on me
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as he might have played on a fiddle, and
I never saw it till now.”

“p'm glad you see it now.”

Knowles laughed rather ruefuily.

“{Well, I should have to be blind not
to see it now, now that the fellow has
been shown up so thoroughly. Of
course, I know now that he wrote that
anonyinous letter, I can see that he
was at the bottom of all the trouble
we've had this term. It was his game
{0 set me against you, and I was wax
in his hands. I—I wanted to say that—
that now I can see how things were, I—
T am willing to make a fresh start, If
you are.”

“Good!™ said Arthur heartily.

«ghat do you say, then?” said
Knowles, colouring a little, “Shall we
try—ta pull together, to sink any little
private differences we may have, and—
and try to undo the rotten work Ran-
some has been doing here, and stand
together for the honour of St, Dolly's?”

Arthur Redfern held out his hand
silently, and gripped that of the Modern
prefect. That was his answer, and it
was o sufficient one.

The two seniors went into the School
House together, and more than one
glance of surprise was turned upon
them as they chatted on the best of
terms. And as they went in, a shout
rang out in the quadrangle:

“Furrah for Redfern minor!”




A Spl

93

did Yarn of the Rookwood Chums.

"TROUBLE FOR TWO!

By OWEN CONQUEST.

L ANCY meeting you!”
Tubby Muffin, the fat junior
of Rookwood, was strolling
acrcss the quadrangle, when the figure
of another fat junior appeared at the
gates—the figure of Billy Bunter of

Greyfriars.
up to the Rookwocd

Bunter strode
junior.

“Thought T'd give you a look up,” he
said. I always like to keep in touch
with my best pals. I simply can't stand
those chaps at Greyiriars—Wharton
and his clique, you know.”

“Really?” said Tubby Muffin.

“Yes,” said Bunter, “It's quite a
treat to get away from them for one
day, and get in the company of some-
body you really like. Now, youre a
good sort, Muffin, one of the very best,
and generous and open-hearted.”

“On!” muttered Tubby Muffin,
simply overcome by Bunter’s flattery.

“It’s quite true,” continued Bunter.
“yharton’s a rotter, and so's Cherry,
1 asked the beasts this morning to lend
me five bob. What do you think they
did? They turned their noses up and
walked off. With you, Muffin, I know
it will be different.”

“Eh?” ejaculated Tubby Muffin in
surprise.

“Well, I suppose you won't refuse to
lend me five bob?” said Bunter.

“Er—er—the fact is,” replied Tubby
Mum,n hesitatingly, “I've not got five
bob.”

“You haven't?” roared Bunter indig-
nantly.

“N-n-no!* stammered Muffin,

Bllly Bunter snorted.

“Why didn’t you say so_before?” he
demanded unreasonably. “ What do you
think T've come all this way for?”

“Tg gee me, I thought,” answered

Muffin.
Bunter sighed.
“To think I've got to lose a hundred

quid,” he moaned, “just because no
one will be generous enough to lend me
five measly bohbs!”

“What's that?” exclaimed Muffin, “A
hundred quids, did you say?"”

“Yes,” explained Bunter, “ Here have
I got, the chance of winning a hundred
quid, and not a single chap will put his
hand in his pocket to help me. Any-
body would think I wanted to pinch the
five bob.”

“How are you going to get the hun-
dred quid?” asked Muffin,

“It's a competition.”

“A  competition?” echoed Tubby
Muffin, interested at last. *Can any-
body enter for it?"

“Oh, yes, anybody can go in for it!
But the average chap doesn't stand an
earthly.”

“Could I enter?”

“you could, of course,” said Bunter
airfly. ‘“‘But it would really be a waste
of time. You must be good-looking—in
fact, handsome.”

Tubby Muffin looked up in surprize.

“well, how is it you can enter?” he
inquired.

“Because I'm good-looking,” sald
Bunter conceitedly. *There isn't &
fellow in England who could come up
to me as far as looks are concerned.”

“Phew!” gasped Tubky Muflin.

“Look here,” continued Bunter. “I
tell you what this competition is. The
editor of the * Weekly Scrag’ is offering
a prize of a hundred pounds to the most,
handsome-looking chap at any Public
School in England. All you've got to do
is to send a recent photograph to the
editor, and the best-looking chap carTies
off the oof. Why, I'm bound to win
that hundred quid!”

«T don't think!” snorted Muffin indig-

“well, I do!” exclaimed Bunter.
“And just because I can't get five bob
to have my photograph taken, I've got
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to lose a hundred blooming quids, I—
Halle, Silver, old chap!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. had just passed
through the gates, and, having spotted
Bunter, were just edging off in another
direction when Bunter caught sight of
them.

The Fistical Four stopped.

“ Flow-de-do?” asked Bunter, extend-
ing a fat hand.

“I'm quite fit, thanks,” said Jimmy
silver politely.

“Gocd! I'm glad to hear that!”
replied Bunter. “I say, Silver, old chap,
don't go away for a minute. I wanted
to spezk to you about something very
important.”

“yharton sent you with a message
for me?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, no!" replied Bunter. “I've
come on my own business, The fact is
—er—er—— I say, Silver, you'd be
awfully pleased if I won a hundred quid,
wouldn't you?”

“¥ should,” said Jimmy Silver coldly.
*Perhaps then you'd repay that five bob
you borrowed last time you werc over
here.”

“Really, Silver,” said Bunter, “I'd
quite forgotten about that, doncher-
know, You see, I've so many financial
matters to attend to that these little
jtems are apt to slip one’s memory.”

“That's all right,” said Jimmy.

“I'm beastly sorry, Silver,” sald
Bunter. “Bul I'll promise you this:
When I get that hundred quid, I'll repay
every penny of that five bob im-
mediately, with interest, too!”

““That’s ripping of you!" said Jimmy
silver. “But you needn't trouble about
the interest. Just the five bob will do
me. Gocd-bye, Bunter!”

“QOh, I say, don’t go yet!” begged
Bunter. “You're sure you'd like me to
win that hundred quid?”

“Most decidedly,” replied Jimmy
silver. “I said so, didn't 1?”

“Well, vou might lend me five bob,”
said Bunter.

“Five bob?”

“¥es. You shall have it all back the
very day I win the hundred quidlets!”

Jimmy Silver looked amazed.
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“¥ou seem pretty sure of gelting it,”
he said. “ Where're you going to get it
from?”

“It's a compelition,” explained
Bunter.
“What sort?”

Billy Bunter explained at great
length, and Jimmy Silver, to the amazc-
ment of his chums, listened eagerly to
every word.

“It’s a jolly good iden!” said Jimmy
Silver, when Bunter had concluded his
explanations. “There’s no doubt that
you'll win, Bunter, but I reckon Tubby
ought to enter. He might get a conso-
lation prize, you know.”

“I can’t,” said Muffin.
photo.”

“Why don't you get one taken?”

“Haven't got any money,” said Tubby
Muffin regretfully.

Jimmy Silver dug his hand into his
pocket.

“I suppose yowll go to Mr. Dip, in
Coombe?” he asked.

“Oh, yes!”

“well, here's seven-and-sixpence,”
said Jimmy Silver. “I reckon that ought
to be enough for both of you!”

Bunter’s eyes glinted.

“Quite enough,” he said.

“Right-ho!" said Jimmy Silver. “You
can buzz along with Muffin and tidy
yourself up. Don't be in a hurry to
relurn the money. When you get the
hundred quid will do.”

“Thanks, awfully!”
“You're a sport, Silver!”

“Don’t mench!” said Jimmy Silver.

Billy Bunter ambled off with Muffin,
and a moment later they had disap-
peared into the House.

“1diot!" exclaimed Lovell, addressing
the Classical captain.

“Ass!"” ejaculated Newcome.

“Keep smiling!” urged Jimmy Silver,
“That seven-and-sixpence will scon
come back. Bunter's going to get the
biggest surprise of his life before long.”

“How?"”

T've got no

said Bunter,

Jimmy Silver explained, and Lovell
and Raby and Newcome' roared when
they caught on.
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“We'd belter buck up,
Newcome,

“ Yes."

Arrived in the little village, they made
straight for the photographer’s, and
Jimmy Silver went in to interview Mr.
D

then,” said

Having seltled his business with Mr.
Dip, he went upstairs to see the dentist,
who had his rooms on the first floor.

He emerged at last from the dentist's
rooms and called down to his chums.

‘“ All serene, you chaps!” he shouted.
“Come on upstairs!”

Lovell and Raby, Newcome and Jimmy

Silver went up, and were very busy dur-
ing the next five minutes. They changed
into some different clothes, and put on
some false beards and wigs. Jimmy
Silver added a pair of spectacles to his
disguise,
At length they finished, and then the
only occupants aof the dentist’s room
were four short men of about forty
years of age—in reality, Jimmy Silver,
-Lovell, Raby, and Newcome.

“Put all our clothes behind that
screen,” said Jimmy Silver, “and we’ll
wait for Bunter and Muflin to appear.”

“Here they are!” announced Lovell.

“ All right,” said Jimmy Silver, “I'll
go down and see them.”

Jimmy Silver went downstairs.

“ Er—good-afternoon!” said Bunter.
“I suppese you're the josser who takes
photos?”

“I do take photos,” said Jimmy Silver
in a deep voice. “Would you like yours
taken?"

“I would,”
would my pal.”
“Good! " Come upstairs, will you?”

Billy Bunter and Muffin strutted
upstairs in the wake of Jimmy Silver.

“Come in, will you,” said Jimmy
Silver, “and take your seats?"

Bunter and M took their seats,
and, at the request of Jimmy Silver,
handed over the seven-and-sixpence.

Bunter gazed round the room won-
deringly. Somehow he did not care for
the look of it. Whenever he had been in
photographers’ shops befare, he had
remembered seeing cameras and photo-

gaid Bunter, “and so
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graphs lying about, but in this room
there was an entire absence of them.

Jimmy Silver and one of his
“assistants ¥ came in and made
towards Bunter. Lovell and Newcome
devoted their attention to Muffin.

Jimmy Silver put a (lewel acrcss
Bunter's chest.

“‘Here, what are you doing?” ¢x-
claimed Bunter, *I—I—"

“Be guiet, my good fellow,” begged
Jimmy Silver. “ You mustn't gel excited
at o time like this. Just lay back
quietly.”

“B-b-but—" stammered Bunter.

Jimmy Silver brought out a pair of
dentist's pincers.

“Just hold his head back, will you,
Mr. Snooks,” said Jimmy Silver, “while
T draw this troublesome tooth for the
patient?”

“Ow! I ain't got no toothache!”
roared Bunter,

“Dear, dear, how neoisy this patient
is!” murmured Jimmy Silver, placing
the pincers inside Bunter's mouth,
whilst Raby did his best to keep it open.

“Ow! Yow! You Dbeast! Youre
hurting me!”
“What a troublesome tocoth, to be

sure,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Ow! Groogh! Yow!”

Bunter squirmed for all he was worth,
but there was no getting away Ifrom
Raby's grip.

Jimmy Silver seemed to be making a
stronger effort to get the tooth out, but
without success. -

“You reter!” roared Bunter. “I—-
Ow! Yow! Youre hurting me!™

“At last!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
drawing his pincers away.

Bunter staggered te hiz feet, 2nd,
placing his fingers in his mouth, feit
ell round.

“¥ou rotter!” he exclaimed. Il sue
you for heavy damages for this! I—
Why, you haven’t taken one out at all!"

“No, Bunter, old chap,” said Jimmy
Silver, taking off his disguise, “I've not.
I didn't intend to. I wanted to give
you a shock for being such a conceited
bounder, and I've succecded, I think.”

THE END,




96
OUR MAGAZINC CORNER

i FAMOUS FIGHTS FOR |
] THE CUP. i
s - &

O go back through the English
Cup’s half-century of history—
that is, since it was last played

for as a purely amateur trophy in 1883
—and select the Cup Final that could
be described as the greatest of them all,
is a next to impossible task. Few of
those filty hard-fought battles for the
“Magic Pot " have provided classic ex-
hibitions of the game, yet fewer still
have failed to supply the nerve-tingling
excitement, the drama and thrills that
make the story of the Cup an enthrall-
ing one from the first page to the last.

The Triumph of the Unknowns,

If ever there was a Cup Final that
seemed “all over bar shouting,” it was
the last of the all-amateur contests,
between Old Etonians and Blackburn
Olympic, in 1883. That the famous
aristocrats of football from the playing-
fields of Elon would be conquered by an
almost unknown team_ of Lancashire
millworkers, no one in the South seemed
to consider possible for a moment; yet
the incredible happened. The football
skill of the Olympie, their wonderful
dribbling and perfect passes from wing
to wing, kept London gasping and their
opponents guessing. Only lack of inches
and weight prevented them from secur-
ing a winning lead early on in the game,
but their stamina was as great as their
skill, and the winning goal came after
a few minutes of extra time. It was
the first, but by no means the last, of
Lancashire's triumphs in the Cup.

Five years later, after Blackburn
Povers had set up their amazing record
of three successive wins in the Final—
never since repeated—another foregone

conclusion “went west” when West
Bromywich Albion, a team of Stafford-
shire lads whose total wage list

amounted to no more than £5 10s. per
week, defeated the all-conguering
Preston North End by the odd goal of
three. So confident were Preston of
returning home with the Cup, that they
asked Lhe referee’s permission to have
their photographs taken with the trophy
before the match. “Hadn't you belter
win it first?” was the official’s common-
sense retort, though Preston didn't see
the point till afterwards,

Preston’s Proud Record.

But the “Invincibles,” as Preston
came to be known, had iheir revenge
the following year, when they overcame
the Albion in the Semi-Final and went
on to win the Cup without having a
single goal scored against them. In this
season they also carried off the League
championship without lesing a match—
a wonderful record that still stands,
although Aston Villa won both honouts
in 1897T.

It was a great day for London when
Tottenham Hotspur brought the Cup
South after a lapse of twenly years.
That was in 1901, end two years later
the Crystal Palace crowd was treated to
the greatest scoring feat in Cup history
— Bury’s defeat of Derby County by six
goals tonil. Bury, like the great Preston
North End before them, had achieved
the well-nigh impossible by keeping their
goal intact through every round, but no
one anticipated their sensational
triumph in the Final, for Derby were a
fine team, and at the interval only one
goal had been scored. In the second
half, however, Bury simply ran riot,
piling on five more goals in the space of
fifteen minutes! Few of those who wit-
nessed that astounding Final are ever
likely to forget it.

Space prevents more than a brief
mention of the other outstanding events
in the history of the Cup. Among them
can be counted Newcastle's four appear-
ances in the final stage in five years
with only one victory—and that in a
replay—&nd  Aston Villa's sixth Cup
victory in 1929, a record shared only
by Blackburn Rovers. acd
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