Nﬂ D0PIAIN/

B
OWEN CONQUEST

: *-v‘ﬁa'i;;-‘{;r%';; @%‘*ﬂ%’%

SCHOIBOtS WY,



An Encyclopedla of Hobbies
. for 6 shillings

Youwill ind every favourite spare-
tme et el with i thia
aad book of modern habbiss,
TF'you are looking for & new hobby
you won't better it. re are

Tl on ships, Tailways. and
molorcar, sprts, camping and
g, s by xperon e

Bow o make and fly model
s e B e
Eirman, another on swimming the
crawl . . . there's no end to
the tings you can’ leae from
MODERN 'BOY'S BOOK ' of
HOBBIES. By swurscl s cony
S e e

THE MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF

HOBBIES

On sale at all Newsagents and Booksellers -




No.

317.--THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY.

NO GOOD

VALENTINE MORNINGTON is very pleased to bag the junior captaincy

of Rookwood from JIMMY SILVER.

—but once in the c ve!ed position,

> it soon becomes obvious that he’s not fit for the job

CHAPTER 1.
A Very Pressing Invitation!
TEP in, Morny!”
“Trot in, old scout!”

and Jimmy Silver, who had Icrmerly
held that position, seemed to be

the best of terms with one ammer—-
a circumstance that was not at all a

“We want to speak to you,|DPleasing one to Lattrey & Co.

Morny!”

Lattrey, Peele, and Gower, of the

Classical Fourth at Rookwood, spoke down to the fo
)

tage er

Morny paused a moment.
“Can't stop!” he sald.
oter.
han't keep you a few minutes,”

“I'm goin’

ington was going towards the|said Lattrey.

stairs with Jimmy Silver, when the
trio called to him from the doorway
of_the first study.

Mornington, the new junior captain,

“Well, what is it?”
“Step into the study!”
“Oh, rot! You can speak to me

(All rights re
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hore, T suppose?” ansviered Mornington, “Not &t all” he said.  “Nothing
mpsilently. of the kind. = Won't you sit down,
You . toming, Jimmy?” bawled | Morny?”
“No time!”

Arthur Edward Lovell from the stairs.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
Waiting below.
“I'm coming!” answered Jimmy.
And he went on. Mornington
made a move to follow him, but
La«trey L‘Eught him by the sleeve.
“Look here, Morny—" he began.
“Oh, let me go—I've no, time to
waste!” said Mornington. “If you've
got anythlng to say, say it, and have
done
"Ca.n'b yell it out in the passage,”
said Lattrey sulkily. “Why cant you
step into e study for a ainite
Valentine Mornington made an im-

Tigl

He Camme o the study, and Lattrey
closed the door. Mornington stood
looking at the trio with impetient in-
quiry. There had been a time when
Morhy had been on good terms with
the three black sheep of the Fourth,
but that time was quite past.
since he had become junior captain,
Morny had hardly spoken to the trio.

“Well, g0 ahead!” he said. - What
is it? You three slackers thinkin’
takizy up footer?”

No!»

“Well I knew that!” gmnwd Morny.
“Too much like work—what

“You haven't always been so jolly
keen on footer yourself!” said P
tartly.

“Not unless there was a bet on the
game,” ndded G

Morny

He dﬂd noi like being reminded of
the time when he had been one of the
blackest of the black sheep. That
time was past, and Morny wauld have
been glad for it to be forgottes

“Is that what you bmugm me in
here to listen to?” he snapped.
mé-abltrey gave his comrades a warn-

“This isn't chummy, you know——"
« o

Well, I'm not. ehuiimy with this
tudy,” n  coolly.
*Whavs the gocd o7 boatin: sbowt.the

“We used to be pally!” said Peele.

“We will be agam, if you like—if
you give up playin’ the goat an’ take
to playm the game,” said Mornington
with a laugh.
“Oh draw it mild!

* growled Gower.
“Spoof you?” repeated Mommgtan.
“What do you mean, Gower

You can't spoof

“Shut up, Gowerl!” mid Lattrey
hastily.

Cuthbert Gower gave a grunt.

“Well, look 'here, Moray,” sald
Lattrey, a conciliatory _tone.
“You're junior captain now. You've

got Jimmy Silver’s job, and you're
head of the Lower Schoo!

“That’s no news!”

“I mean, yowre in a different

d | position from what you used to be in.

You've got power in your hands now,”
said Lattrey. “Junior captain has @
lot of influence, and can do pretty well
as he has a back-
ing among the fellows, and doesn't kick
over the rules too much. You've been
on the Good Little Georgie stunt for a
long time now, haven't you?”

Morny's eyes gleamed a little.

“You must be getting fed up with
it,” pur su"d Lattrey. “Now, why not
chuck it?”

“Chuck it?” repeated Morny.

“Yes; and have a good time like
you used to. You can do it now, Wﬁ.h—
out fear of anybady. nuw you're junior
captain. Jimmy Si n't
coum no\v—Lhey can be as goudy»goody

s they like by themselves in the end
study LEL ‘em rip! They can't in-
terfere with you, and you can have &
jolhi gnmli time! See?”

W1 Seel”

. i



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 3

“You haven't realised what a
difference it makes, being junior cap-
tain,” continued Lattrey, encournged
by Morny’s placid tone. “You're
really monarch of all you survey in
the Fourth, you know. Jimmy Silver
couldn't keep his end up against you
now, if he chipped Why, with you
as leuder. we could hﬂvc no end of a
good i you must be fel.-!mg
the “ant nf a little e\mtemem by this
tim

Momy nodded.

“Such as breakin’ bounds at night,
and goin’ to the little parties at the
Bird in Hand?” he suggested.

“That’s it!”

“Backing gee-gees, and handin’ over
my pocket-money to a boozy bookie?”

“ Anem!”

“Spoili’ my wind by smokin’
cigarettes

“Oh, Tot!"

“And accnsmnally makin’ myself
sick with a cigar?”

“Look here, Morny—

“It's o delightful prospect * said
Morninglon,  “Especially the cigar.
I remember seein’ Gower tackle a big
cheroot once. It doubled him up, an’
he was groanin’ with anguish for hours
afterwards. Weren't you, Gower?”

“Oh, rats!” muttere Vi

“It must have been a hnppy cxperl-

merry recollecnon isn't 1t?”

"’I'hanks fm' the offer!” snld MM‘!\V

“Declined \Vlth thanks Anyth

more to say?’

mttrey & Co. looked ab one another.
Oh don't talk out of your neck,

old man,” said Lattrey uneasily.

"‘I 11 tell you what; we've got a little
smokmg party on after tea.”

“’Dowmj * Toppy are comin’, and
Smythe and 'I‘rncy of the Shell,” st
Lattrey. “We invite you, Morny

- | said Peele temptingly.

“Do come, old scout!” murmured

Peel

a er afterwards, if you hl.e."
sald Lattrey. “But, anyhow, come to
the smokin® -party, Morny. It will buck
you up 1o en

Murmngbon looked cuﬂously at the
black sheep of the urth.  There
was no doubt about the engemess of
he d Goats of Rookwe o
welcome him back into (.he f(l]d W‘th
the junior captain of 001
the head of their select lmt.emity, thn
Rookwood Goats felt that they would

be able to “spread” themselves wm\

much more freedom. e
Silver was junior captain they hnd
been under a cloud and had been sub-
:ect to ragging

Mor mngton seemed to hesitate,
the lcuks of the black sheep became
brighter and more confident.

Not one of them believed for a
moment in the genuineness of Valen-
tine Mornington’s reform. Their view
of it was that it was pure humbug, and

now that Morny was captain of the
Lower School, not see any
‘m’ther usefulness in the humbug. 1t
had been useful, no doubt, in help-
ing Momy into the coveted position.

Now it was time to “chuck it,” and
they felt that Morny as a sensible
fellow, ought to see thaf.

ood
‘Turkish clgnl’ene&—youl mvourite old
bmnd. You remember.
“ And plenty of them. added Gower.

“We're doh’l’ it in good style, Morny.”

Morny grinned.

“Regardless of expense?” he asked.

“That’s it!”

“You'll enjoy yoursel, old chap,”
murmured Latirey.

Mornington reflected, and the shady
three watched him eagerly,

“Could I bring a friend or two?”
asked Morny, at last.

“Certainly, old topl”
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“J don’t suppose Erroll would care
to come,” remarked Pecle, with a grin.

“Oh, he’ll come if I ask him!”

The trio looked doubtful. Kit Erroll,
of the Fourth, certainly’ was not &
fellow in their line at ai

On, bring him, if he aves for it
said Lattrey.

“And Jimmy Silver?” asked Morny.

Lattrey started,

“silver wouldn't—>"

“Well, can I ask him? TIl tell him
s 2 smokin’ party, of course, an' he
can suit himsel

“That’s a gul” sald Lattrey. “If
silver likes to come to a smokin’ party,
he’s welcome.”

“Done, then!”
“What time?”

said Mornington.

“Tl be herel”

And_ Mornington, with a genal nod,
left the study, and sauntered away
down the passage to the stairs, whist-
ling cheerily.

CHAPTER 2,
" Nice for the Nuts!
UR win!” chuckled Mark Lat-
trey, in great satisfaction,
when the junior captain was

gone,

“Good!”

“Rippin’t»

Labtrey laughed.

course, I knew he was only

pooﬂn with his blessed reform, an’
all that!” he remarked. “It puzzled
me a bit at first, but I soon spotted
the little game. He was aiming at the
captainey all along. There’s too many
goody goody fellows at Rookwood for

Giddy Goat to set up for the cap-
taincy, he couldn’t have got elected.
So Morny lay low—till he bagged the
place away from Silver. That was the
game.”

Plain enough,” assented Gower.

“He's kept, the spoof up longer than
‘was necessary,” said Lattrey. “But I

was pretty sure he w
Well, we've got Morny bacl

“Bravol”

“This means that Jlmmy silver &
Co. take a back seat for good. As for
Silver comin’ here to a smomn party—
that's all rot! He won't!”

“Morny's goin? to ask him.”

“And hell refuse—and that may
mean trouble between them, which is
all the better. That solemn old fogey,
Erroll, won't come, cither. And if he
gives 'Morny lectures, Morny may get
fed up with him, too. Tm surprised
that they've been pally so long.

“Morny’s rather a swankin’ cad,”
remarked Peele. “But he will be jolly
useful to us—that’s a cert!
loses money in this study—

“And ho willl” said Lattrey.

“He ain't so rich as he used to be,
but he can always borrow money from
that scrubby cousin of in the
Second Form. But it will be a big
thing for us to have the junior captain
one_of our set.”

“Yes, rathor!
chap

Let's go and tell the

Dlirey & Co. left the shidy, and
walked slong cheorly 0. Shudy I
Townsend and Topham, the dandxes DI
the Fourth, were there at tea, with
Tom Rawson, the scholarship junior.
Towny and Toppy were chatting to
one another—without addressing any
remarks to Rawson, Rawson was not
sufficiently “class” for Towny and
Toppy to have anything to say to him,
Besides, Rawson had put a very firm
foot down on smoking in the study.
And he was so “hefty ” a youth, that
Towny and Toppy, after having had
their heads knocked together once or
twice, loftily and disdainfully let him
have his way.

Townsend was telling his chum about
what his aunt, the countess, had said
to his elder brother, the baronet; it was
quite a_high-class’ conversation, and
intended to impress Rawson with

udy-m:

superim‘lty Un(o:t\mﬂldy, lt faﬂed m

And if he
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its effect, as Rawson was “sapping”
Virgil over his tea, and was too deep
in Latin verses to heed what his lofty
study-mates were saying
“Trot in, old scouts!” sald Town-
send, as Laftrey & Co, appeared in the
doorway.
"Tip black sheep came In,
Laitrey lighted a cigaretie.
ve a fag?” he asked.
“Ahem! No, thanks!” said Town-
send hastily.
Not just now!” murmured Topham,
Lattréy blew out a cloud of smoke,
Tom Rawson coughed and looked up
from P. Virgilius Maro.
“Chuck that!” he said tersely.
Lattrey appeared to be deaf.
Although by no means so aristocratic
as Towny and Toppy, Lattrey made it
a point to be “down” on Rawson,
and_to ignore his existence.
“You fellows—" he began.
“Did you hear me?” asked Rawson,
“You fellows will trot along at six?”

said Lattrey, still unheeding. “Morny's
comin’.”
“Oh, good!”

11 you've got fags about, you might
bring ‘them along—it's
Tegular orgy, old tops,” said Py

“Rely on us!” smiled Townsend.

Rawson rose to his feel

“I can't stand smoke in the study,”
he said. “You've no right to smoke
here Lattrey!”

TBid you address me?” asked Lat-
trey disdainfully, becoming conscious
of Rawson’s existence at last.

“Yes; put that smoke out, or take it
out of the study!”

Lattrey’s reply was to blow_out a
cloud of smoke, which made Rawson
cough again.

There vas ‘a chuckle from the nuts in
the study.

% Phats enought” grovled Rawson.
He came towards Laftrey, with his

®

hands up.
“ Get out!” he said.
“Look here! You leave Lattrey

alone!” said Townsend. “Shut up, an’

behave yourself, Rawson. You're. not
in your paters workshop now!”

“Mop up the cad!” suggested Pecle.

“Yaas, so we will, if he don't
behave!” said Towny, feeling stmug in
numbe; it down, Rawson

e Arﬂ you gmng, Lattrey?”

t: W)'l yml put that smoke out?”
uTh

here goes!” said Rawson.
He collared Lattrey promptly, and
spun him towards the open doorway.
“Back up!” shouted Lattrey.
Pecle and Gower seized Rawson at
once, and Towny and Toppy jumped
up to help.

Rawson went spinning back across
the room,

“Now come won again, you cadl”
panted Gower.

Rawson did not answer; he picked
up a big cushion, and came on again
with a rush. The cushion swiped right
and left, and Gower went spinning in
one direction, Peele in another. Then
Lattrey caught it with his face, and
went bumping into the passage.

The cushion swept round, and Town-
send and Topham captured it together
and tottered b

There were ﬂve of the nuts; but the
burly Rawson seemed to have it all
his own way with the cushion to help.

Lattrey was gasping in the passage,
showing no_inclination whatever to
come in again. He was also in difficul-
ties with his cigarette, which had
slipped into his mouth, and felt warm
there,

Peele and Cower, dodging the
swiping cushlon, scrambled into the
passage aiter

Rawson ue\'oted his attention to his
study-mates then. Towny and Toppy
dodged and twisted round the study,
yelling, as Rawson chased them with
the whirling cushion.

“Stoppit!® yelled Townsend.
horrid rufian—stoppit!”

“Get out, then

“Do you thmk we're goin' to get

“You
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out of our own study to please you?”
shricked Topham.
“Yes, unless yo\l want some more,”

said Rawson coolly.

Swipe, swipe, swipe

“Townsend spt'w\led on the carpet,
and Topham jumped over him, and

dodged into the passage, with the
cushion behind,

Four furious faces glared in at Raw-
son—hut they stayed in the passage.

Rawson o.umed round to Townsend.

That breathless youth was stagger-
ing to his feet, when the cushion
caught him agaln, and he sprawled
doorwards.

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

“Yow-ow! Stoppit!
17 wailed Towny.

And he went.

I'm goin’, ain't

Slam!

‘Tom Rawson returned to his tea and
P, Virgilius Maro, keeping the cushion
hondy in case it was Ws.nbed again,

But it was not wani

Outside the study ﬂve bres,f.hless and
furious nuts uttered blood-curdling
threats, but there seemed a general dis-
inclination to put them into effect.

“ Let's rush the rotter, an’ smash him
up!” gasped Pe

“Let's rag hlm black and blue!”
ln<sed Gower,

“After all, we don’t want to be in
the study with that cad!” ss.id Ceci ll
Townsend loftily. “I'm really
of havin’ laid hands on the law ro(.ter.
Let's go an’ see

“Yaas, let's!” gasped TO

“Oh, come on!” gmwled Latuey

“He, hE. he! He, he, hel”

Thaf offensive cachinnation came
from Tubby Muffin, who was watching
the dusty and breathless nuts from the
door of Study No. 2.

Lattrey gave the fat Classical a
savage look.

He feared Rawson; but he did not

fear Tubby Muffin—which was rather
un!ortunatc for the fat Tubby,

“Collar that fat owl!” snarled
Lattrey,

“Yaas, give the fat cad a lesson!”
said Towny.
, he, he! Ch, my hat!

—— Yarooooh!” roared Tubby Muffin,
as the nuts rushed on him and collared
him, sending him spinning into his
study.

Crash!

There was a sound of a table that

1 say

went_whirling over, and a crash
crockery.
“¥00000p!  Yow-ow-woop!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lattrey.

“Let’s ga in and give him another!”
exclaimed Gower.

Gower made a step towards the door-
way; but he suddenly halted as Putty
of the Fourth, Jones minor, and Higgs
looked out. Tubby’s study-mates were
at home,

“What are you up to?” roared Higgs.
“You've upset our tea! Come on, you
chaps, and wipe up the passage with
them!”

Lattrey & Co. fled.
Higgs and his comrades chased them.
to the head of the stairs, down which
they ran; Gower, unfortunately last,

being rolled down after the res

It was rather a breathless y that

arrived at Adolphus smyme s study,
in the Shell quarters.

CHAPTER 3.
The Call of Duty!

OT finished, Morny?”
Sy “Silver & Co.
mproving the shining

with footban practice.

The match with Bagshot School was
comin : and the Rookwood foot-
ballers were very keen on beaung Bag-
shot, their old rivals. was

giving @ greas deal of sttention to his
foam, getting them into. shape

Which he had the hearty support bl
Jimmy Silver.

Whether Jimmy Silver was exactly
pleased by his fall from the junior

were
hour
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captamcy was a question; but cer-
tainly he owed no grudge to the new
skipper. Morny’s_career as_captain,
so far, had not been an unqualified
succesé; but o was doing his best
and Jishmy Silver was backing him p.
oh-Morny was duly gratetul, for
B s well_ muare. that Fiz position
would have been extremely uncomfort-
able if Jimmy had gone into opposi-

tion.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome,
though they “groused ” at the change
of skipper, followed Jimmy’s lead; and
in addition to Morny’s own chum,
Eroll, the Fistical Four were the new
captains chief suppor!

ry had come off tho fild, vhen
iy eatiod 53 Him He moddsed i
Teply.

“Yes, I've got an cngagement for

six,” he answered.

“Oh, bother your engagements!™
said Athu. Edward Lovell “Stick
to footer!

said

“But it's rather important,”
Mornington. “And I want you four to
come, and Erroll, too.”

“Well, T was going to put in some
more practice,” said Jimmy Silver.

“You can practise some other time,
old scout.

“Well, what's on, anyway?” asked

Raby.

“A little party in Lattrey’s study.”

Lovell glared,

“Blow Lattrey! Bother Lattrey!
Bless Lattrey! I wouldn’t be foun
dead in Lattrey's study!” he snorted.

.. “I don’t want you to be found dead
there, old top. I want you to come to
the party.”

“I don't quite catch on,” said Jimm;
Silver. “You're not pally with Tat.
trey and his set, Morny.”

“Lattrey’s extended the olive-
branch,” explained Mornington. “His
idea is that now I've bagged the cap-
taincy, I can give up playing the ox,
and take to my merry old manners and
customs. I'm offered the distinguished

A

rank of great chief an' leader of the
Giddy Goats of Rookwood.”
“Morny!” exclaimed Errol
“Lattrey's laid in supplies of expen-
sive smokes, and I'm asked to the
party” said Mornington, while his
companions stared at
“T've got leave to bring my ritas, 5o
it's all right.”
“Yowre asking us to a smoking-
party!” ejaculated Newcome,
“Yaas!?

“You cheeky ass—"

“My dear man, it’s a great occasion.
1 tell you Lattrey’s got no end of ex-
pensive smokes, and there’s to
banker afterwards, if we care for it.”

“Look here, Morny—" began
Jigumy Silver.

very distinguished company,
T n. “Smythe

on Mornin;

of the Shell—the nobby Adotphus; the
glass of fashion an' the mould of F
$ou Know-—arblier of clegance to he
Lower School. Tracy, too—very enter-
talnln’ chap, ‘Tracy; knows ail about
the races—

“Are you pulling our leg?”
manded Jimmy Silver restively,

“Not at all. There'll be Towny and
Toppy, too—to give the party a tone.
Towny will tell us about his aunt, the
countess’

“We know all about Town's gnidy
aunt,” said Jimmy Silver. “And I’
not coming.”

“Same here!” said Lovell emphatic-

de-

lly.
“Oh, do come!” urged Mornington.
“I Want you to bring cricket-stumps,

© Cricket-stumps!” yelled Raby,
“Certainly! They may be needed.”
“What on earth for?

“In case the merry smokers cut up
rusty at what I'm goin’ to

“Oh!” said Erroll. “You menn—

Mornington laughed.

«I mean that I think it’s high time
the junior captain took a hand in this
smokin’ and card-vlaying and so on,”



8 NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

said, “That kind of merry-makin’
s Snder the weather when Silver was
captain. Now it seems to be flourish-
in’ again no end. I think it’s time it
was sat upon. Are you fellows comin’
to help

“Oh, that's all right,” said Lovell.
I didn't catch on—

“You seldom do, old top.”

“Look here, you ass—"

i Come on!” said Mornington. “It's
nearly six, and it's manners to
keep a party waitin’. Adolphus won't
be able to keep away from the smokes
and there won’t be any left for us.”

Jimmy_Silver chuckled as he fol-
lowed Mornington from the footer
field. Six juniors headed for th
School House, Bulkeley of the Sixth,
the captain of Rookwood, was heading
for Big Side, and he stopped to speak
to Mornington.

““Mornington!”

«Hallo, Bulkeley!”

“T've gob a bone to pick with you,”
said Bulkeley quietly. It scems that
you're junior captain now. It’s not
my business to interfere in the
arrangements of the juniors, but it
may have occurred to you, possibly,
that the junior captain has some
duties to perform, as well as the
senior captain.”

“What's up, then?” asked Morny.

“Im afraid that there’s several
things up, that wil have fo be put

down,” wered  Bulkeley grimly.
““There’s beon Tag-ends of cigarcties
picked up in the Fourth

passage. A playing-card was swept
up by one of the maids, and Mr.
Bootles has spoken to me about it.”
“Oh gad!” murmured Mornington.
The other juniors stood silent.
They were well aware that since
Jimmy Silver had ceased to he c'ipnam
the Giddy Goats of

had | Morny.

“So_far as possible”
Bulkelty, in the same quiet tone,
think ii’s & goed idea to let the junior
ceplaln kecp order. Silver always
seemed to mansge fai 1. I

have to chip in vmcmlly, Towin fead
to some trouble—serious trouble.
don't seem to have realised, Morning-
ton, what it’s up to you to do. That’s
all, for the present.”

And Bulkeley of the Sixth walked
on, leaving Morny with a rather dis-
mayed look on his face.

“Bulkeley’s got on it,” said
Lovell. “Ii’s about time you made up
your mind to take a hand, Morny.”

Mornington nodded.

“High time, it seems,” he remarked.
“Wwell, let’s go_ahead with our giddy
duty. After we've done there will be a
scarcity of cigarette-ends in the Fourth
Form passage, I really think.”

Morny & Co. entered the School
House, and proceeded upstairs to_the
Fourth Form passage. They met Torn
Rawson at the top of the stairs, and
Morny called to him.

“Join up, Rawson,” he said.

“What's up?” asked Rawson.

“Smokin*-party in Lattrey’s study.”

“Go-and eat coke!” retorted Raw-
son. “No time for such xot, or inclina-
tion, either.

“There seems to be a_lot of misun-

in’ about,” said i

went  on

o1

laughing. “We're going in as execu-
tioners, dear boy, and we may want
help.”

o, I seel
case.”

“Follow your leader.”

There were seven sturdy juniors now
heading for Lattrey’s study. There

ere an equal number of the noble
fraternity known as the Giddy Goats
in that select apartment, waiting for

T'll come, if that’s the

become more reckiess and Xnmudent
The restraining hand was gone,
looked now as if they had heen a little
00 reckiess

ng had said that he
would bring his friends. But it was

ertain that Latirey & Co. would be
4 pleased,
Yy Areived it i Triande
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CHAPTER 4.
Doggish!
O Morny’s comin’!”
Ad lphus Smythe laaned
in

bac} armcha

Lattrey’s study e blew ot & it
cloud of smoke,

The smoking-party had gathered.

Smythe and Tracy of the Shell were
there, and Towny and Toppy, as well
e the three owners of the study.

¥, Gover, as a

et P tact, were a good deal keener
on banker and nap than on the
emokes. ‘They had an eye to busi-
ness, The three young rascels vere
black sheep of a_rather deeper dye
Uhan thels puces. But, for the present,
cigarettes were the order of the
It was not quite six, but the ks
were “going.”

oYes, hes coming”
“Promised to_com

'Y Taneicd he would come round in
time,” Temarked Adolphus sagely. “In
fact, I told Tracy as much, didn't I,
Tracy?”

“You did,

said Lattrey.

old sport,” answered
Tracy.

“Hallo! I hear footsteps!” smiled
Lattrey. “Here comes our dear Te-
(ormed Morny.”

, ha, ha!”

Foot,steps approached the door of
the study, and there was a tap and it
opened.  But it was the fat face of
‘Tubby Muffin that lool

The Giddy Goats smred at, him,

Get out!” snapped P

“Travel, you fat rotcer)" growled
Lattrey.

'I\lbby Muffin blinked in at the smok-

ing: Y.
“l thought it was a feed,” he said,
in a tone of deep dxsappomtment
“Well, it isn’t. Get out!”
“Shut the door after you, fatty!”
“Oh, I dont mind foining you!”
said Tubby Muffin geniall, “I'm a
bit rorty myself, you know—quite a
rorty cld dog, in fact. I'll come in,
LY

with

By gad!” said Smythe of the Shell.
"Really Lattrey, if you infiict that faé
bounder on us—"
Mark Latrey starled to his feet.
“T1 clear him off fast enough, if he
doesn't go!” he exclaimed. “Hand
me gver that ericket stump, Gower!”
““Here you are, old tol

Tubby  Mufln  backed into the
Dassage

say, Lattrey—" he began
1epxl‘eac>1mlly
S

“Lattrey returned to his seat. The
next minute the study door reopened,
and the fat face of Reginald Muffin
appeared once more.

“Get out!” roared Latire

“You don’t want me to joi‘] your™
asked Tubby.

“No, you fat porpoise.”

“Oh, very welll” I suppose wu
fellows know that you are breakin,
the rules,” said Tubby Muffin lcitﬂy
“I'm sorry, but I feel bound to men-
L!on )L to Bulkeley—-"

ha-a-at!”
Smym

“You f&t sneaki”
furiously.

“I'm not a sneak” said Tubby
Muffin warmly. “Ive got a sense of
duty, that’s all. Some fellows have.
I'm shocked at youw, Lattrey—sur-
prised and shocked! Smoking m the
sLudy, like a gang of topers in

This isn't good enough for
Rookwaod, 1 ean tell you!”

And Tubby Muffin shook a fat fore-
finger acclmmgly at the merry blades

of Rookwood, who gave him savege

“I heard Mr. Bootles speaking to
Bulkeley this morning,” continued
Tubby.  “Old Bootles suspects that
smoking goes on in the Fourth Form
studies.  He told Bulkeley so. Now, I
really 'think ivs my duty, havin

aght you T the ach. to mertion 1t to
B.llke!ey What do you think?”

You fat rotter!”

“If you treated me as a pal” said

Tubby, “I should be bound to keen

taoulated  Adolphus
shouted Lattrey
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dark, out of friendship. But youre
not treating me as a pal. Now Iput it
to you, TLattrey—are you treating me
as a
“Latirey grasped a stump.
Tubby Mufin eyed him very warily.
“Hold on, Lattrey,” said Gower
hastily. “Wo don't want Bulkeley of
the Sixth brought her
“By gad, no!” cancmed “smythe of
the Shal. 1t that fat little beast Is
goin’ to sneak—"
“Some fellows have a
said Tubby Muffin
T ashamed, of you chaps!
let this €0 o
ttre

sense of
loftil
I can’t

1aid down the stump with a
savege Jook. Tha fat Clagsion) had the
upper hand. Latirey & Co. dared not
let a Sixth Form prefect be brought to
the siudy, already reeking with smoke.

“Let the fat brute come in!” mut-
tered Peele.

“You can come in, Muffin,” said
Lnttrej‘ between his teeth.
M shook his head

Having gained an advantage,
e meant to make the most of it.

P afraid T couldn’t accept an in-
that, Lattrey,” he

thuvw said Lpbtrey
his teeth.  “We—well be
you!”

gritting
pleased to have
Tuoby Muffin smiled beamingly.
“surg §0u’d hke me to join you, old
LODS”' h"
““Oh, yes, yes‘”
“Then Tl come in,”

said  Tubby
cheerily. And he came in and closed
the door after him., “Of course, with
matters on a friendly footing—
What did you say, Smythe?”
“Nothin'l” muttered Adolphus.
th“I thought you called me some-

“l\-n-not. at all.”
right! ~ Any  smokes
with

gomg. asked Tubby ’\lumn,
quite -a  doggish air. “Any whisky
about?

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“On, my aunt!” mwmured Tracy.

There was no whisky, even in
Laf study. But_the fat Tubby,
having Started as a Glddy Goal, evi-
dently felt that it was up to him fo.
2o the whole hog, 50 Lo speak.

“Nunno!” stuttered Lattrey.
help yourself to a fag!”

He pushed the cheapest hox of
cigarettes towards Tubby, with a far
from_ hospitable expression upon his
thin, hard fac

Tunby selected a smoke with & very
doggish air. He lighted it at
Smythe’s cigarette, and Adolphus con-
irived to lel his lighted end touch
Tubby’s fat little nose.

‘Thers was a fendih el from Tuinby
as he jumped back, an
laughLer ﬁom the Rook wood Goats

“Yarooooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“YOW-0W-W000p ! You rotter!”
howled Tubby. *You did that on pu
ose!

“Quite an accident, T assure you,
degr boy!” smiled Adolphs

“ Wow-wow-wow |

Tubby Mufin rubbed
rugfully.

“Let me give you
grinned Latrey.

“Ow! Yow!

Tubby, having with  his
nose, struck a i light_his
cigarette. He blew out a cloud of
smoke with an air of great enjoyment.
Tubby rather fancied himself as
“dog,” and he was determined to he
as doggish as any other fellow in the
study.

o

‘‘Here,

his nese
a light, Muffin,”

pull 1‘&\,(3 a match.”

efore he was half-way through
the cigarette he wes smoking very
wly. He coughed several times
o grunted expressively. Doggish-
ness of the smoky variety did not
quite agree with the ample supplics
Tubby had taken in at tea-time.
“Time Morny was here,” remarked
Pecle. with a glance at the clock.
“ Here comes somebody.”
There were footsteps in the passage
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again—a good many footsteps. Then
there came a rap at the door.
‘T in, old sport!” called out
Lattrey.
door open, and Mornington's
smiling face was seen. The nuts of
Rookwood gave him a cheery grin of

welcome, and Tubby Muffin bestowed a
genial nod upon him,

But the grin died’ away a little as
Erroll and Jimmy Silver were seen
behind Morny.

e junior captain entered the
<tudy Jimmy Silver and Kit Erroll fol-
in. And Lattrey & Co.
Iooked quite grave as Lovell and Raby
and Newcome and Rawson followed.
Y Ra:xuson was the last, and he closed
hi
‘The study was pretty well crowded

now.
“Well, here we are!” smiled Morn-
ington.
o ¥aawas, oo you are!” stammered
Adolphus Smyth
““You said T might bring my friends,
Latirey” |

i Wel] Ivc brought them.”

“Squat down somewhere, old tops,”
said Tubby Muffin. “Join us in a smoke
—no end ripping, I assure you!

’em the cigarettes, Smythe. Try these,
Momy—you’ll like ‘em!”
Tubby’s joined the Goats, has
he" ’ ejaculs.ted Arthur Edward Lovell,
astonishment.

Eegln 1d Mumn gave a fat chuckle.

““What do ink?” answered
jauntily. “I’m a b!c of & rorty dog, you
know! " A short life and a merry one!
He, he, he!”

“Weu. your life as a Giddy Goat ls
golng to be a short one, Tubby,”
Jimmy Silver, “I don't it Wlll
be a very merry one, thoug!

“Not very,” grinned Raby.

“May as wcxl lock the door,” said
Mornington. e don’t want to be
interrupted; a.ud we don't want any of
our rorty friends to bolt.”

Turn the key, Rawson.”

OWN LIBRARY 1

Rawson turned the key, and put it
in his pocket. The Giddy Goats viewed
that proceeding with growing alarm.
Maik Lajtrey’s face was dark and ap-
prehes

ST you fellows ha\'e come here to
kick up a row—" he began.

Mornington nndded

“Exactly!” he answered. “We've
come to kick up quite a shindy! But
don’t mind us—get on with the smok-
ing! Well watch you.”

“Keep ou it the smoking! So long
as you're smoking, we won's touch you.”
“Morny—" began 11,

“Leave it to me, Lovell, please. We'd
better open the window mxd sit round
it—I'm not used to tap-rooms. Don't
gninl(,l us, my nutty friends—go on smok-

The Giddy Goats blinked at Morn-
ngton in astonishment, and went_on
mechanically puffing at-their cigarettes.
Mornington opened the study window,
and he and his companions st Tound
it, keeping as close to the fresh air as
possible. Then, with smiling faces, they
watched the smoking Goals of Rool

wood.

CHAPTER 5.

A Pecullar Punishment!

ARK LATTREY'S teelh closed
hard on his cigarette.

The cad of the Fourth under-
stood well enough now that Mornington
had not come there to join the smok-
ing-party.

It was evident that Morny had been
pulling the Giddy Goat’s leg when he
accepted the invitation.

Whether  Valentine Mornington’s
reform was genuine or not, he was still
“'keeping it up.’

The fact that Erroll and Jimmy
silver were with him was a_pretty
plain proof that Momy had not come
there to be “rort;

'All the nuts realised that, and they
were puzzled and alarmed. Even
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by Muffin realised: that there was
’SI(;Lx\nefhmg wrong, and hé blinked at
Morny & Co. uneasily.

Exacly what Mornington intended
was rather a puzzle.

In the days when Jhmy Silver was
¢ r would
ldmg and

“smoking-

2hi o
raggms{ a st\*dy \\hen. a
party ” was going .

But Momy was leader now, and the

Fistical Four were following his lead,
as well as Erroll and Rawson.

A scemed clear that Morning-
ton was not intending a ragging.

He sat by the open window, with a
smile on his face, watching the Giddy
Goats; but the smile was a rather
wicked one, and did not reassure the
Goals.

stmospiere of the study was
rather thick by this time, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. were glad to be by the open
window. door had been un-
locked {here would probably have been
a rush of the Giddy Goats to get away;
but the door was locked, and the key
was in Rawson's pocket. There was a
long silence, while the Rookwood Goats
smoked, the unwelcome  visitors
watched them smoking.

Lattrey broke the silence at last.

“Look here, Morny! ‘What’s this
game?” he aiked in a low voice of con-

262" repeated Mornington,
“¥es. You haven't come here to join
us?

“Not exactly.”

“What do you w‘mt then?”

“To watch you.”

“You silly tm]’” broke out Lattrey
savagely. “What do you want to watch
us for, you idiot?”

oL ﬁnd you rather amusin’.”

P I ” began Adolphus
Smytue

“I'm lookin’, dear old Smythey.”

“I-T think we'd better be goin’,”
murmured Tracey. “I'd be obliged if
yow'd unlock the door, Rawson.”

*Oh, yaas!” murmured Townsend.

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

Tom Rawson looked at Mornington
for orders.

“Keep the key in your pocket,” said
Morny.

RABht you are!”

“Look here, Rawson!” broke out
Topham. “¥ou just unlock that door!
We don’t care for your company, and
we're goin’!”

“I don't care for yours” said Raw-
son cheerfully. “But yowre not going
till Morny gives the word.”

“Morny’s skipper, you know,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver. “Thcrc 's such a
mmg s discipline, Toppy.

have you plnmed yourselves
in ths study for, you rotters?” muttered
Lmtrcy, hls eyes burning.

y, have a smoke, Morny, an’
leb be pnhy,” said Peele, extending
a box of cigarettes to the junior captain.

Valentine Mornington shook his

2

ad.
“Thanks, I've given up smokin’ long
ago!” he answered.

*Oh, put on a smoke!” urged Gower
uneasxl

My dear man, you'll want all those
smokes before you're through.”
“Not a bit of it! We shan’t be smolk-
in’ half this lot!”

“You will!”
coolly.

“Eh?”

“Tubby, your smoke’s gone out,” sald
Mornington, with & stern look at the
fat Classical.

“That's all right, old chap!” said
Tubby. “I dont believe in overdoing
if, you know. Fact i Ire been smok-
ing an awful 10t & Y

& ouss golng to mmoice an awful 1ot
more, too. Light another cigazete!”

“Wha-a-at?”

Do you hear me?”

answered Mornington

ek
“Do 8% youre Ure told!”
“I—I don't want to, Morny,” said
Tubby, in alarm. “I—I—T'm feeling a

bit queer inside now, I am really.”
“You'll feel a bit queerer before this

smokin'-party is over,” answered Morn-

ington, “Put on another fag at once.”
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*Wha-a-at for?”

Because you're told. Rawson, you're

nearest the fat bounder. lee him a

dig with your stump, will you?”
“Qertainly!” said Rawson.

«I—1 say— Yarooh! Stoppit!”
yelled Tubby Mufin, as he duly
1ecened the dig—rather an energetic
one. “Yow-ow! Chuck it! I—I—T1

smoke snozber fag if you like, Morny!
I—I want to.”

Whether you want to or mot,
you're go to!” said Mornmgtm
“Now, then, sharp’s the word!”

Slowly and unwllllngly, Reginald
Muffin lighted another cigarette. He
smoked it slowly—very slow!y indeed.
But he smoked if. nwsc-n was ready
with his stump, the cigarette
seemed the lesser evﬂ—m. present. The
time was soon to come when a mou-
sand stumps would seem a lesser evil
than a cigarette to the hapless Tubhy

Lattrey & Co. looked at one another.

They understood N
Mornington’s llﬁ.le game was not a
ragzing, It was somezmng ‘more severe
lhan a ragging. Giddy Goats of

kwood had ga.thered there to smoke
—&nd Mornlngton was going to make
them smoke—till all the smokes were

stopped  smokin’
Smythey,” remarked Morny, & v

minuf
“T've finished,” said Adolphlm
"Noe quitel Light u
—I'm not goin’ 'A)»

xl] ym.l glve Smythe a dig with
your stump, Lo
“Won't 12" gﬂlmed Arthur Edward.
And he did.
There was a howl from Adolpht

Haye another smoke, Smythey?”
“I—I—don’t mind if I do!” gasped
mythe,
“Go 1™
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And Adolphus Smythe went it, with a
face that was a picture of fury and
hormr—&nd that was gradually nssum-

a complexion of various colours, in
whlch a sickly green predominated.

“M fﬁnh’l’ rapped out Mornington.
“‘Iau're not smokin’!”

“Ow! I—I can’t! I—I'm not one of
lh)s Xot reﬂl]y Morny,” pleaded Tubby.
“I—I just looked in to—to speak to
them abgub—nbout footer, you know—-

—an

““Give him your stump, Rawson.”

“Ow! I—I'm just going to begin!™
howled Tubby.

“Buck up, Lhen"‘

Two cﬂgarettes had had a most

ming u] the inward

regions of Rethld. Muffin. But he
started on

“You're not !mokln Gower.

“I—I'm just

With a face llke a demon, Cuthbert
Gower lighted up again. In a dismal
crowd, the unhappy Glddy Goau ol

the ready stumps kept them at it. There
an interruption at last, from
Tubby Muffin. That plump youth rolled
suddenly from his chair, unpsed
g, with his head in the
1ender And the sounds that followed
from the hapless Tubby resembled the
weird sounds heard on a Channel

. | steamer on a stormy day.

CHAPTER 6.
Awfull
ATTREY!"”
‘‘Hang you!”
“You're not smokin".”
“I won't!” hissed Lattrey betw
clenched teeth. “Hangyou! I woutl i
‘‘Oh, what a falling-off waa there!”
grinned Jimmy Silve You
blad- gathered here to xmoke That
as your special object.
you}\!vun 't, ]ust as if you dtd.n’t HkE lt ”

“Give lnm wur stump, Erroll.”
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Erroll laughed, and gave Lattrey the
business end of his stump. Latirey
uttered o pecutior gurgle as ho tried
g Then he sat very stil
ave off, sou Totler 1 he panted.
"1—1— fnoke.””
i

Morningten cncourag-

108 trey, with a fiendish face, lighted
another cigarcite, He was mote hard-
ened to smoking than his comrades,
and he was standing it better; but he
was fecling threats of upncaval \vithm_
Tracy of the Shell had joined Tul
M i ot bsad ot fondor Thp
rest kepl their places, smoking—slowly.

But they had to smoke.

There had been many o smolking-
party held in Mark Lattrey’s study, but
certainly there had never been such a
dismal one as the present party. The
Giddy Gonts of Rookwood Were going
through i, ad never had they 5o sin-
cerel; heir giddy goatish-
nes. A nckmp or a ragging woud have
been a joke to this.

lornington watched them fmplac-
il

as high time the smart set of

Rooh\mon had a lesson, and they were

getting a lesson now, and a severe one.
Adolphus Smyl.he dropped a hau

smoked  ci;

}‘e]aned his hr‘ad upon his hands, gm'\n~
g d
‘Ym\ Te POL smokin’, Smythey!” said

Morningten
Groan!

"You hcx\r me, Adolphus?”

Ac.ulphus couldn’t answer; he could
only groan, and the groans ‘were both

loud and dee
“Fancy Sm) they getting fod up with
'd

va.)kmg'v ned Lovell, “Who
haye Lho\lght it
Ar' ha, ha "
e vou enjoying
there, Tubby?’ Fouet oyn
“Grooogh! "
“Having a guor\ time, Tracy?”
Gux -gug-guy
Groan t‘lom Adolphus  Smythe,

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

‘Fownsend and Topham had their heads
on the table now, groaning in chorus
with  Adolphus. Lattrey, Peele, and
Gower were still smoking fecbly; they
were the toughest of the Giddy Goats
of Rookvood, Bui it was not long now
before Cyril Pecle collapsed. He rested
his hands on his knees, groancd, and
rocked himself in anguish.

Lattrey staggered to his feet. His
face was white from rage, and the
influence of the cigarette

“You rotters!” he muitered huskily.
“You rotters!  Ow! won't touch
another! I—T womn't!”

“Prod him, Erroll!”

“Don't you think he's

Morny?” murmured Errol

lm d enough,

“Not till he collapses.”
“Let him keep it up,” chuc Sd('d
Lovell. “It may e quite a long

before Lattrey gives another smok mq-

rted operations with
his stump. Lat ed and twisted
—and the qulck moti wu completed the
work of many cigarett He collapsed
into a chair, overcome.

Gower was the last, There was
still a cigarette between his pallid lips,
but he had ceased {o smoke. He sat
quite tbtﬂl hls glassy gaze fixed before

im stor

“Go it, Gower!” said Morny.

Gower did not answer, or look at him.
He seemed Lo have been turned to stone,
if by the glance of the fabled
Gorgon,

Mornington looked round at the un-
happy crew. The cigarettes were not
finished yet—there were plenty more,
But it was pretty evident that they
would never be smoked by Lattrey’s
smoking-party.

“Have they had enough,
felluws? quex-ied Mornington,

Owl Grooogh!™
Gug-gug-gug-gug!
“Well they sound as if they've had
enough,” said Jimmy Silver, laughing.

you

“ Ow 1
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“We'l give them a larger dose next
time they have a smoking-party.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“That’s a good idea. We'll clear off
now—it’s a bit thick in here. I hope
\ou fellows have been enjoymv your-
selves,” said Mo: i ngum looking at the
hapless Goats. % Tind & Teally
good time—a rr?lly mrty time. You
wgl‘t to have enjoyed yourselves no
end.  Come on, you chaps!”
Tom Rawson unlmked the door, and
Mornington & Co. walked out of the
Y, TheY ke followed by a

Ann the door closed upon the suffer-
of the Giddy Goats.

That night there were pallid faces
among the Giddy Goats of Rookwood
they went to bed. In the dormi-
'orv of the Classical Fourth, Lattrey
Peele and Gower, Townsend and
Topham, leoked as if they were not find-
g life q\ute worth living. In the Shell
uarters, Smythe and Tracy gloomed
upon the darmﬂbor), from the deepest
depths of pessimi
And the suf!erers received no sym-
Their pallid locks only excited
ltl)) ‘essible merriment of the other
Rookwood fellows, Lettrey did not
answer when several juniors inquired
hen he was giving another smoking-
party, It was very probable that while
Mornington remained :\ptam ihe
SMoking-) pames of the Giddy Goats of
Rookwoo be few and far
bd\veem

CHAPTER 7,

“N [ ORNY!”
Mornington of the Fourth
was sitting in the window-
seat in SLudy o6 0bhe oot St e
quedrangl

1%

The sun was seiting, and the old
beeches were c&:ting long shadows in
the quad. Morny's handsome face was
dark and thcughtful as he gazed from
the \‘«h‘ld(}‘:, and he did not turn his

‘hum spoke,
d been silence in the study

me

Kit Erroll was working at the table,
but at intervals he raised his head, to
glance towards his chum. Seversl
times a shade of anxiety had crossed
Erroll's face as he looked at Morny's
thoughtful profile. At last he spoke.

Mornington cvnciuued to stare into
the quadrangle as if deeply absorbed
in watching Lhe lenglh cning shadows
of the beech-t

“ Morny, ok d (‘hap' -

Morny heard then, and he looked
rfund, with o slightly irritable cxpres-
slon.

“Hallo!"”

“Hadn't you better begin your prep,
Momy“”

“ Oh, bother prep!”

“Better get on with iL,” said Erroll
wmildly. “You don't want any trouble
with Mr. Buchlesx te-morrow.”

“Blo

“Its Lhe Bagshot match to-morrow,
Morny, you know 1If you should get
detained-

Morny yawned and rose from the
Wmdo\l -seat.

“I suppose I'd better begin grind-

!n' - ‘1e said d.\swnxcntndly ““Bootles

orry; he's always findin’ fault,

t llke him to detam me for !he after-
Poon when there's a msltch on.”

u've been a of a worry to

Bootles, you kno w"

“‘Bless Bootles! Still, I suppose I'd
better toe the line, or there will be
trouble, Buf{ if anythin’ happened,

Jimmy Silver could captain the side
sgainst Bagshot all nghc 2

*You're captain now, Morny.”

“I'm blessed if I know what I was
so keen about it for!” yawned Mord
ington. “It takes up a lot of a fellow's
time, and there’s always somethin’ to
worry about.”
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Err brow clouded, but he did
not answer. It was evident that ms
chuin’s ood troubled him, and {
he did not quite know what to make cr

Valev ine Mornington d‘Ongd into

s chalr at the table, and drew his
books towards him.

Te began to work with a listless and
dissat eda
T a fow minutes, however, he threw
his books aside, and rose to his feet
restlesaly.

if I can put my mind into
that stuﬁ'” he grunted. “T'm fed-up,
Erroll!”

“What with?”

“Everythin’|” said Mornington com-
prehensively.

“You needn’t worry sbout the
match, 1f that's what youre thinking
of. ‘e in great form for
morrow, and I think we shall beat Ba"-
shot. Jimmy Silver is at the top of his
form; his play to-day was simply
ripping.”

And what was my
grinned Mornington.

“Not so good as usual;
be,all rivh‘ fomorrow.”

play like?”

but yowll

“Toon lmrc Morny-
abmntly

» said Erroll

& have you got on your mind?”
Mmmnmn did not answer imme-
ely. He had turned to the window
again, and stood staring out into the
2 dusk in the quad. When he
spolke, s over his shoulder, without
Tooking At
“What makes you think T've got
omethin’ on my mind?” he asked.
Jays for some time past”
Erroll quietly. “You seem to
have 10t intercst i things. You're not
50 keen on footer, for instance——"
“Footer's verythin’
il a bore, like everythin
“You were no end L pleased at becom-
ing ‘junior capta okwood, and

R
now’ you don't see r ,
Bow o Seom to care. angtiy ng

¥O GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“True. I dont!”

“You've -taken to slacking at work.
Mr. Bootles and Mr. Cardwell have
oth heen down on you a dozen times,
you can't say it was without

okles 578 fussy old dcnkey

“Well, he’s a good sort in hls \\n,,
and, after all, Morny, we cong
work, you know. School
lm\ﬁn" about the passaf'es and S~r011-
ing in the quad.”

“You come here to work, old chap,
511(1 Mornmﬂto1 looking round at lait

't! I work when the spi
movcs me. At bottom, I'm a rocten
slacker, and you know it as well as I
do. T started here as a_slacke
I should never have tried anything
different, but for you. You turned me
into a worker. But it won't ans ver,
I'm not your sort, Erroll, and i
had any sensc you'd give me up as 1
bad job.

“Something’s come  over _you,”
Morny,” said Errol anxiously. “You've
taken' to mooching out of the school by
yourself, toco.  Solitude 1snt a good
Lhm: for a chap like you.”

“Solitude!” repeated Mornington,
with & very curious look at Erroll.
It's not goed for anybody,
und bad for a chap of your sort,

orny. suppose your health is all
r)ght, isn’b it2”
“Never better.”

But you must admit that yowve
changed in the last week or so. ~ Now,
tell me what you've got on your mind.”

Mornington laughe
“wh-n should I have on my mind?”
swered.  “It's my character
Lh"t S'at auit, old scout, I get 100 Up,
I was as keen as a razor to get in as
junior captain, and I was pleased when
I bagged Jimmy Silver’s job. But I'm
not much like Silver.  I'm tired of the
stunt_already. Everything I take up
a stunt, and I get sick of it
hen the novelty’s worn off. _ When
I used to go the pace with Lattrey
and his set, I got fed up with that, and
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Jow Ive got
he line,
s anatnd every-

turued aaay from it.
slck of sw

n,

thm"

«1 was afraid it Wn! Sﬂmef,hmg like
that, Momy." said Ei “But
that's a frame of mlnd ycu ouzm to
fight againsl. 1It’s not good for you.”

Morny shrugged his shoulders.

“You see, we're different,” he said.
“you're a steady old codger, and what-
ever your hand findeth to do you do
it with all your might. I'm like
Reuben—* unstable as water, thou shalt
not excel,' you know. That's me all
o

it b
'm made like that!” said Morn-

ington restlessly. “Besides——besides
—" He hesitated.

“Go on!" said Erroll quietly.

“I'm poor!” said Mornington, with

a flush. “I was rich once—the richest
leuow at Rookwood. 1y col

a
howl about it, but I've felt it, all the
same. T've missed il

OWN LIBRARY 17

it'’s rather hard to understand in a
(enow like you.”
se2, I'm a good deal of a cad

yse!f explained Mornington, with
cynical candour. “That’s where the
trouhle ls *

¢ rot!”
’1 so, old scout.. And—and like
& fool, I've landed myself in a position
I'm not fit for. Why couldn’t I leave
the captaincy alone?” roing
gave a restless shrug

me; and I'm too conceited and
swankln' 0.0 let 'em think so. Bu
—but—] stickin’ to the }ob but I'm
not fit Xor it. A captain has dutics
—and there never was a less dutiful
Iellow in existence than I, I xuppﬂse.
made me ill to hear the
talkln about me Bngshot match t.o-
MOITOW. it would shock
you to hear Lhab 1 don't care two pins
bou'. lhe

“Bccnuse I haven't got any bets laid

Fourth, I want
and banknotes in my pocket; 1 want
l;&l;ﬁy to burn, and I haven't got it

“That’s not very serious, Morny.”
“Not to a chap like Jou. but ﬂwfully
senous w a chap like
care what clothes you wear 50 chg u
you're decen ! I care no end. I hate
wearing a  collar and
necktie three times.

Wi
SaldIMornmkton.
“in fact I've got
all the tastes of a gentlemax’s gentle-
man, and that's what I ought to be, I
EHDWSE I belong to the vulgsr rich,
and I can't get out of it. Aud you
ﬁonlt understand ib a little bit.”

could understand it in a cad like
Lattrev. or Peele.” said Erroll; “but

it all. I want to “Morny! %
the best-dressed fellow in the I knew I should shock you!
grinned -~ You'll be drop-

pin’ my friendship so:

like a hot potato, when
at last what I'm really
“That will never happen, nnyhnw."

d top,
mu undersband

Why

a chance comes my
way?  And—and like a fool, I land
myself into a job where I know I ought
straj a die, and set an

Erroll stared blankly at his friend.

“You're talking in riddles, Morny.

You speak as if you had a chance of
eetting Tich.”

ppose I hnve?"
“Not mi supposing that, ns
it's impossi lblc” B’roll rose to
1 "Look here, Morny, you alurm

eet.
. What is it you have got in your
head now?”
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Morny did not answer for a moment.
But ‘he met Erroll's
anxious and alarmed gaze.

“It's all right,” he said carelessly.
“Qnly blowin’ off steam, you know. l’m
a discontented ass—that’'s what's
matter. I've got all I want; and I'm
ookl over (e things 1 don', veally
want, Only gassin’, old chap; don't
take any notice of my nonsense.

Dk T take a tumn in the
qua,” said Morny abruptly. “A listle
esh air will do me good—afier the
way 1\’6 been swottin’!” He laughed.
“You, slick fo merry old Virgil—T'm
goin’ for walk.

Morringion | left the study before his
chum could r

The door clcrsed sharply on him; and
Erroll sat down at the table again,
with a distressed cloud upon his face.
The sirange mood of his chum troubled
him deeply. Morny's nature was not
superficial by any means—but it was
volatile, and his changefulness had

often troubled his chum. That there
Was Something wrong with Morny now,
Erroll knew well, though he could not
guess what it was.

He did not resume his work. He
sat in deep and painful thought for
some time, and then rose and crossed
to the window. Outside, the dusk was
deepening into darkness. Under the
old beeches Erroll caught sight of a
moving shadow—and he rmew that LL
was Mornington, pacing to
the gloom, & phoy to restless. discon:
tent.” And Ertoll, with a heavy heart,
waiched him till the deepening dark-

ness hid him from sight.

CHAPTER &
A Very Mysterious Rooument!
IMMY!”
prJ)mmy tShmer & Co. were at
ep in the
"Tubby Muffin rolled Enx;\d e
Jimmy  Silver had

just. finished;

AS CAPTAIN!

but Lovell, Raby and Newcome were
still hard at work, and Lovell waved
2 impatient hand 2t the fat Classical,
Shut up!” he said politely.
“I say, o know-
“Dry u
“Teys over and done with, Tubby,”
said Jimmy Silver, with a laugh. “¥ou
are too late!”
“Oh, I knew you had only sardines
r tea, and noi much of them,” an-
swered Tubby. “Blow your tea, Jimmy
Silver! 'Tain't that.”
1, if it's supper, there isn’t

going

supper!” roared Tubby
“What the thump is it, then?” de-
manded Jimmy Silver. “If you're
going to offer your services for the
Bagshot match to-morrow, Morny’s the
man to go to. He will jump at the
offer—I don’t think!”
“T bet T could pla foothall = well
as Morny was playing it to-d:
chance it!” said Muffin (hsdamfnlly

“Never saw a chap in such rotten
fcnn But it isn't that. I've found
something.

S that fat idiot going to shut up,
or am I to take the poker to him?”
inquired_ Arthur Edward Lovell

“Look here, Lovell—

“If you've found Somsthing, take 1t
to Mr. Bootles, if it's any value,
Tubby,” said Jimmy Silver.

Tubby Mufin had a sheet of paper
in"his fat hand, and he held it up.
Evidently there was something inter-
esting on that sheet of paper, from
Tubby Muffin’s point of view.

“Well, what is it?” asked Jimmy.
aodbs Jolly queer!” sepeated Tubby
fiin, “I've never seen anything like

I picked it up on the landing.
Some chap must have dropped if,
mustn’t he? I was coming upstairs,
when that beast Morningion camé
down in a hwry and ran into me
Knocked me over, you know,” said
Tubby Mufin indignantly. “TLuckily,
I caught hold of his collar and pulled

it
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him _over,

bumped me on the
“Mustn't pull juni

by their collars,”

Silve
¥ Wbll he’s a beast!” said Tubby. “I
wish you were captain again, Jimmy—
Jou were never quxu mh a beast as
Morny. B

too. And he actually
ding.”

lor captains over
grinned  Jimmy

ut I und this paper

on the landing, and sts Jolly queer. I

can’t make it out.”

“Some deep arithmetical problem,

as twice one are two?” asked

Lovell. “That would be a bit above
powers, I suppose?”

“It’s a lot of numbers,” said Tubby,

“and some letters, and it don't seem to

al really extra-
ordinary, so I brouxht it here to show
you fellows.”
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rub their e} ‘There was nothing in
thzmatics that they knew of that
bore any resemblance to this. What
the letters meant, and what the
numbers meant, was a deep mystery to
the end study.
Tubby Muffin blinked at dum, evi-
dently pleased at the im) n he
had produced. There was no doubt
that Lh:dl;‘l!llﬂ] Four were puzzled and
lex
“Well, what does that mean, Jimmy
Silver?” asked Tubby Muffin,
Jimmy shook his head.
“ Ask me another,” he
make head or tail of it.
seem to mean , 80
can see.’
“Some joke, I suppose,” said Raby.
-Did you make this up, to puzzle us,

“Well, let's see it!” yawned Jimmy | pyphy?

Silver.

‘I‘ubby had_succeeded in mtemmnz
Fl.ltlcnl P'o I. last; and all of
them I paper as the m

Cl&&l(:ll llld it on Lhe table,

They looked at it, and stared. It
certainly’ was an extraordinary pnpe_r
and the Pistical Four, ugh co!
ﬂderab!y bl‘lghmr intellectually than
’nl-bh}’. d make no more of it than

n Tan:
R. N
7
2
30
23
4
17
20
23
5
10
27
7
19
24
1
36
That was all;

but if
ake the Pistical ot o ton ot

“No!” howled Tubby. “I tell you I

found it on the , after Morny
Iud knocked me over '

hap In Fourth must
have dmpped it uxere th " said New-

come. “Youd better inquire up and
down the p-mge,u you want to find
e owner.
“I don't speclnlly wnut to ﬂnd the
owner, that I ki
know what it menm. mld tha lnqu!sl
e Tubby.
you kna
“Well, I su p wouldn't
take the u'ouble to wﬂw lt down for
nothing,” said Ji y Silver, rubbing
his nose moughuully. “But I can't
make it out. Might be some sort of
cryptogram.  The fist loon bit lec

nmu.
figures in yle 'x‘ake it l.long to
No. 4. and see if it's
course!” exclaimed Tubby.
“He dropped it when T pullod him over,
I expuc! Tl ask Morny what it

Tubby Mufin yolled out of the

with the mysterious document

in his fat fist. Lovell Raby And
Newcome resumed ir  work; but
Jimmy Silver sat with a somewhat

study.
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thoughtful expression on his face. He
was thinking of the mysterious paper.

“Done!” yawned lﬂvell rising from
the table at last. “Hallo ‘What are
you lookmg like a bo)!cd owl about,

(o8

Jimmy'
“1 was thinking—"

Penny for 'em, if they're worth it.”
“It's jolly queer about that paper,”
sald Jimmy, “It puzzled me at frst;
but, now I think of it, I've seen some-
nifg like it before.”
Te

“In a book,” said Jimmy, “Last vac
I was looking over a book at home
about holidays on the Riviera, and

there was a description of Monte
Carlo.”
“Monte Carlo!” repeaﬁed Lovell,

with @ stare,  “That’s the gambling
place, isn't i

“What’s that got to do with Tubby's
paper?”

“Nothing, of course. But I remem-
ber, in the description of the place,
they mentfoned a spoofing game that's
played there; red and black numbers
on a wheel, There was a specimen list
of numbers, and it ran like that list
Tubby showed us. If that paper means
anything at all, it's a list of numbers
kept by Some person who's been play-
ing roulette.”

“Roulette!” ejaculated Lovell.

“That’s the name of the game—some
sort of spoof for faking in sirangers

suppose,” said Jimmy. “But—but it’s
ll]egal in' England.  It’s not possible

7 H_a, ha, ha!” roared Lovell, in great
merriment. “Do you think that some
chap in the Fourth has been tripping
across to Mont,e Carlo on a Saturday
afterncon?”

Raby and Newcome chortled.

“‘Fathead!” said Jimmy.
the game’s illegal in England. But T
read in the newspapers that it's pldyed
at some places illegally.  Silly fools
80 there to be swindled, and the police

i1 say

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

come down on them every now and
then,  But—"

“My dear man, yowre dreaming!”
grinned Lovell. “There isn’t anything
of that kind anywhere near Rookwaod;
and, if there was, no Rookwood ¢hap
would know anything about it! My

at! I can imagine how the Head
Jrould look if he heard anything about

ijmy shook his head.

i 3 suppose there’s nothmg in it, of
course,” he assented. But it struck
me- Never mind.
if youre finished.
ngmg on with Tommy Dodd & Co. in
the gym.

‘ome ,

The F‘Jstlcal Four left the end study;
but Jimmy Sll\er was still in rather
a thoughtful e was pretty
certain that the mysterious paper be-
longed to Valentine Mornington. And,
though Morny was as straight as a
die, and Jimmy had no doubt about
it, he could not help rcmembering that
in Morny's early days at Rookwood he
had been the wildest fellow in the
school, and had come very near to
being expelled. And the bare pombxmy
that Morny—now junior captain of the
school—was returning to his old Wlld
ways, was very discomfiting to Jimmy
Silver.

GHAPTER 9,
Morny Loses His Temper!
ORNY here?”
Kit Erroll was in the
window-seat,  plung: in
thought, when Tubby Muflin came mto
His unfinished work w:
or onee, Erroll was Sack-

No. 4.
the table.
bt

ng.

He looked up, with less than his
usual kind patience, as the fat Classi-
cal rolled in.

“Morny’s gone out.”

“When will he come back, then?”
asked Tubby. “I've got something
here. that belongs to him

“Put it on the table, then,”
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«But I want to know what it means.”
“what?”

?

“Look at it, old top!” said Tubby.

Erroll glanced at
Tubby held it up.
came over his face

He rose quickly m his feet, and caught
the paper from Tubby's fat

Wh e did you get this?” he asked

sharp!

“Pickcd lt up on the landing,” said
Tubb; I think Morny dropped it
after bumplng over me.
to me, you know.

Erroll dld not answer. His eyes were
glued on th and he plainly did
not mbend. tu thd it back to the fat
jun;
: “You know what it means?” asked
‘Z‘ubby inquisitively. “It must mean

me , you kn ow. Jimmy thlnu
u 's Mamy 's fist. say, is it something
ahout bal;klnz horses?”
hat!

Yoty Taed to BACK. hockes & ok
y. _“That was

1 say, give it

my
you know," said Tubby.
when he was thick with Lattrey and
Pecle and Gower, and that lot. I be-
lieve he's given it up since he lost his

He
.y Hook,

Erroll, he did, you
the Fourth

in
knows it, and knows ,about his break-
ing bmmd.s at
dxy up!” mapm
Klt Erroll knew more than Tubby
did about his chum's lomer habits,
but he did noc like to hear the sub-
Ject spoken
ell, you ‘know what it means,”
sald Tubby. “I can see that in your
face. 'Why can't you tell a chap?”
You can nut n.\ong - mld ].L ! l'll
glvc this to M

But Derhnpl it isn‘t Momys nnd the

I wnnt to know what it means.”
WI's not your business, Muffin,
Well it isn't yours, either, lx 1t

the paper as
A startled lock =

a
comes to that,” retorted tlu fat junlur.

and dissaf
had left. He glanced at Erroll and
Tubby Muffin,

"Hnlla‘ What's the trouble?” he
asked.

“I want to know what it means!”
howled Tubby.

Inquisitiveness was almost a disease
with Reginald Mi and his appetite
for information was fairly whetted

now.
“What what means, you fat idiot?”
“That peper with the numbers on

it

Mornington utarbed. d’ his

flew to his pocket. It did not need

more than that action to reveal the

owncrs.mp of the mysterious paper

““¥ou dropped it on the landing,”

grinned Tubby. “Now Erroll's Kot it,

and he won’t give it m me. I say,

Morny—— Yarooooop!”

Tubby Muffin, much to his astonish-
ment nnd indignation, Xo\mﬂ himself
suddenly seized by his fat shoulders.
m;lext]kéoa spin, Morny sent him whirl-

e passage.

Tubby Muffin spun round like n
very fat top, and was across the co
nd:ir I;eroxk—lei he knew what was hap-

humped on the opposlte wall, and
ikt i

“Oh! Ah!

'rubby breathlessly.
Mornington’s eyes glittered after him
from the study doorway.
Cut off, yoll flt lool'" he ml}e’ed
t me m Hck you nlong
Mornington, be-

lehl ‘Yooop!” roared

on his chum’s arm
from within the study., Morny gave
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him a flerce look for a moment, but
he allowed himself to be drawn
into the room, and Erroll closed Lhe

door

Tubby Muffin scrambled up, and
rolled uwny down the passage, smp!y
palpitating  wi
‘What was the cause of Morny's audden
outbreak of temper the fat Classical
could not, even guess.

In Study No. 4, Mornington and his
chum looked at one another rather

arimly. len Mornington held out
bis hand for the paper
mine,” he sa.

“I know it's yvurs, Morny.” Erroll
passed mysterious paper to the
Junior capmh) of Rookwood. “will
you tell me w

“Oh, it's nothln ; Said Momlngkm

“What_the th\\mp does it matter?”
exclaimed Morning irritab)

are jolly curious all of a sudden, Kif
Erroll!”

“I'm not curious, Morny. You
have never Iound me cuncus about
your affairs, I think” Erroll
quietly. “But I showld l.\ke to know
what that means.”

“I tell you it’s nothin’!”

Erroll drew a deep breath,

“You've nothing more to tell me
than that, Morny?”

“Nothin'!”

Very welt!”

Erroll did not say ancther word. He
sat down at the table and resumed
the work so lcmg interrupted. Morn-
Ington look m with a clouded

shrugged "his shoulders im-
mt(enny and quitted the study. There
Was no prep for Valentine Mornington
that evening.

CHAPTER 10,
Mornington Missing |

IMMY SILVER wore a pleasant
mile as he came out of the School
Houso after dinner the ronowmg

day. There was bright sunshine in

ly. "You had

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

mc quadm.ng]~ n.nd the old red roofs

ookwood glimmered in the sun.
The footer ﬂeld looked like emerald—
a pleasant sight to the eyes of a
footballer. Jimmy Silver was feeling
fit and cheerful, and quite well satis-
fled with himself and the universe
generally.

‘Bagshot was coming over that after-
noon, and Jimmy was looking forward
to the match. €, he was no longer
junior captain. He tained
Rookwood in the last match with Bag-
shot, but this time Valentine Morn-
ington was in command. But Jimmy
did not mind much. He was the
champion forward of the Lower School
—and services could not be dis-
pensed with in any important match.
Not that Morny showed any desire to
dispense with them. The new captain

and the former captain pulled together
remarkably well, end Jimmy's name
gone down in the list as a matter
of course.

Silver was going to enjoy
himself that afternoon in his own wny,
whl h was by klukmg goals for

ped that Mo
would pmve t.he good player he had
always been, in spite of the fact that
the new skipper had heen rather off-
colour lately.

He caught sight of Mornington head-
ing for the gates at a rather rapid
Wnlk and called to him.

Going out, Morny?"
Tornington glanced rolmd

B Yes!” he answered sho:

“Bagshot get here at two—tmrty, you
know,” said Jimmy Silver, rather sur-
prised that the skipper should be golng

out so soon before the match. “Not
going far, I suppose?”

“Oh, bother Bagshot!”

Mommglou coloured under Jimmy's
Bsmnlshed look. Then he smiled. To

Jimmy Silver, the Bagshot match
loomed large that afternoon, and

Jimmy would have been more surprised
still if he had known how liitle Morny
was thinking of it just then,
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“I—I mcm, it’s l.\.l right,” said Morn-
ington hestily.  “I shall be back in
plenty of time for Bagshot, Jimmy. I'm
going a little way—not so far as
Coombe, in fact!”

“Right you are!” said Ji

Valentine Mornington cht “out at
the gates, not seeming to see Kit Erroll,
who was coming towards him across the
quad. Erroll hastened steps and
then slackened again. It was prev.ty
clear that his chum did not want his
company just

Jimmy Silver glanccd after anys
disappearing form, and then at Erroll.
It occurred to him that there was some
rift in the lute in Study No. 4. That
was not his business,
sauntered away without a remark.
Lovell and Raby aud Newcome joined
him in the quad.

# Momy gone out?” asked Newcome.

“Sll)y ass! He ought to be here.
lessed if I know what the fellows
elected Morny skipper for,” said

23
he said. “I'll take u stroll this after-
noon, I nk, on the botany stunt.
I'll be back berore tea, and then you
can tell me how Bagshot walked over
you.”

“They won't-walk over us in your
lifetime, fathead!” sald Lovell. “I
think we're gomg to mop 'em up. I
must say Morny has looked a
bit off colour lately, but everybody
else is in great form. was play-
and

for a Modern. We shall be ﬁll nghtl i
“Best of luck, old top!” said New-
come. And Newcome strolled away

as his chums headed for the footer

however, and he | ground.

After two, the Rookwood juniors
began to gazher on the ground. = ‘There
represent Rmk.

wood Jimmy sum'. Lovell, Raby, Co!
roy, Erroll, Van Ryn, Grace, Momlng-
ton—Classicals; and Dodd, Cook and
Doylc~Moderns Ten of the eleven
gathered on the gro in their neat
shorts and &hlm hut anemme Morn-

Wwas nof
Bulkeley of the Six?-h, the captain of

come. ‘“You used to leave me out of
the matches sometimes, Jimmy. | ington
Morny does it all the time!”

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“Footer comes before friendship, un-
less you're chucking away matches,” he
remarked.

“True, O king!” said Arthur Edward
Lovell. “Morny isn't doing so badly.”

“You mean he hun‘t left you out!”
rcma:ked New

“Ahem! Wel] I suppose that's it!”

sald Lovell, laughing. ‘“‘Never mlnd
you shall watch me and Jimmy ki
the goals.”

Athur Newcome grunted. He was
a cheery and contented youth, as a rule,
but his three chums were in the Rool
Wood junior team, and he was (eeluzg
rather “left ” that afternoon.

“Let's hope one of the Modern
Players will fall downstairs and break a

eg or Lwo, suggested Raby. “Then
you'll g Newcome.”

Nev\come laughed.

« “I don't think Il depend on that,”

Rookwood, gave them a look-in on his
way to Big Side for practice, The big
ixth Former glanced over the juniors
with an approving eye. Jimmy Silver
& Co. looked very fit and businesslike.
eady for business, what?” asked
Bulkeley, Wlth a smile.

“Quite!” said Jlmmy "Were ex-
eve

the Shell, WhD waa lumgmg about the
Davlhon
d walkin’ a qulner of an haur ago.”

Bulk.eley looked surprised.

“He will be back for the match,”
said Jimmy Silver hastily.

“I should hope so0,” remarked the
c':gtam of Rookwood in rather a dry

e.
‘There was a squeak from Tubby
Muffir.
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- Hete comes Bagshot!”
e visiting team had arrived.

Silver and the other loot,-
balle)s exchanged glances. Pankley
Co., of Bagshot, had arrived, but t.he
Rookwood captain was not on the
gmumii to greet them. Morny had not
come 1,

“This is rather curlous of Morning-
ton isnt it?” said Bulkel
“I—I suppose he’s delﬁyed some-
how,” said Jimmy Silver. “He will
turn up all right. id
Bulkeley shook his head and walked
on towards the senior ground. It was
his duty, as captain of the school, to
keep an eye on junior foothu.ll and he
no means sati Morn-
mgtons peculiar conduct cn this
occasion.
.hmmy Silver greeted the Bagshot
fel\ows ﬂnd Lovell cut off w the

if there was any sij Mum-
mgum returmng But he o Mooked o=
Moy in va

came back and found Jimmy
chatting with Pankley and Poole, of
Bagshot. He shot his head in response
uiring glan

to Jimmy's inqt ce.

Jimmy called to

“Know  where Momy‘s gone,
Erroll?”

“No."

“or when he'll be back?”

“*Sorry, ne

“ We!l my hﬂt"‘ said Jimmy Silver,
in

“Anythlnz up?” asked Cecil Pankley.
The Bagshot skipper could see that
there was something amiss.

“‘Well, our skipper hasn't come in,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Morny’s skipper
now, you know. Mind waiting a bit?”

“Not at all!” said Pankley politely-

But the Bagshot fellows were smil-
ing. They did not quite know what to
make of a footer captain who was
absent, without explanation, when the
match was due to begin.

Erroll ran down to the gates and
looked out on the road. But there
was no sign of Mornington there, and

‘NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

he returned to the ground with a
knitted brow.

Mornington's inexplicable absence
was generally known now, and it was
the subject of animated discussion
among the juniors gathering round the

)
o

Tommy Dodd was heard to inquire
what fellows could expect when they
elected a doddering Classical g5 cap-
tain.  Tubby Mumn suggested thﬂﬁ
Morny had o ped into the Bird-in-
Hand for a game of billiards, and for-
gotten all about the match—a sugges-
tion which very nearly earned him
lunge from Erroll’s boot.

How to account for Morny’s peculiar
proceedings was a mystery, and it was
a mystery the Rookwood fellows had no

time to solve, The minutes Were pass-

lng, and polite as the Bagshot

ders were, they were showing

signs of impatience. The Rookwood
held a hurried

“We can’t keep Bagshot mmgxng
about much longer, said
Suver. ., “They're

grinning nt us
alread;

“We shall have to play w)thout
omy"‘ grunted Lovell, t the
thump does he want to take hxmself
oﬂ just before a match for?”

“ Goodne ows!”

“He—he may have had some—some
accident!” said Erroll hesitatingly.

“Walked under a market cart, per-

haps!” - suggested Arthur Edward
Lovell, with deep sarcasm.

“Well, he hasn't come back—"

“More likely some of his cheek!”
growled Lovell. “He’s just gone out
and let it slide.”

“He wouldn't do that.”

“Well, he's done it. The question
is, are we going to play Bagshot, or
ain't we?”

“You're vice,

aby.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“As Morny isn't here we're
to play the match,” he said

Jimmy,”  remarked
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fellcrws agree we'll get on. I suppose
et

ke Morny’s pl
“And if the fellows had any sense
they'd make you keep it!” growled
Lovell.

“Never mind that. We shall want
anothex Silver
briskly. “Where's Newcome
The silly ass has gone oue botanis-

i T'b:Lt‘s racten '
Pons wi

We can’t wait any
1 Al the bill. Know

y?2”
old top!” said the
voice of the Canadian junior behind
Jimmy. “Ready if you want me.”
“Yet iggo your things, then, sharp!”

Pons was ready very quickly. Jimmy
Silver, taking his old place as jumor
captain for the nonce, tossed
Pankley for choice of ends.

‘The game began, nnd every fellow on
L!L(Ie Side was asking himsel
tion: “Where
out being able to find an answer

CHAPTER 11,
A Surprise for Newcome!
‘OOL!"

Arthur Newcome jumped.
Newcome was rambllng through
Toombe Wood, and, in his botanical
zeal, he had gone a good C

trees, interlaced by creepers and
;hluk ferns, with the sun glinting over-

Newcome was in B. quite contented :

mood. He would ve been
-playing football at Rookwood but he
was enjoying himself in his own way.

The junior had supposed himself to
be alone in the depths of the thick
Wwood, seldom trodden by anyone. The

sudden sound of a voice close at hand
1

startled him.
was not only the voice suddenly
breaking the deep stillness of the wood

25
that had a startling effect. It was the
fact that the lce was that of
Valentine Morni ng

Newcome had supposed that Mormy

was on the football field at Rookwood,
deep in tch, He stared
round him in amazement.

Mornington was not to be seen. but
the underwood was so thick that Ne

come could not see more than a yﬂl‘d
or two. As he looked round him he
hes;%oMnmy's voice again.

Newcome
e Momys bemg 1olly polite bo some-
* he murmured, Then he called
out: “Hallo, Morny!”
There was a rustle in the under-
Newcome pushed his way
thr(&l;gh and came on Valentine Morn-

‘The dandy of the Fourth was lean-
ing against the trunk of an old oak,
his hands driven deep into his pockets,
;lunsdtn black and moody expression on

IHG gav& Newoome a far from
Ppleasal

“You!" he ejaculated. “What the
dickens are you doin’ here, Newcome?”

“Botanising,” answered Newcome
cheerfully.

Morny gave a scoffing laugh.

“Thankx"' &id Newcome,
turbed. “But what the dickens sre
you doing here, if you come to that?
1 thougm Xou were playing footer?”

You haven‘t forgotten the match,

led.

“Football! The match! What rot!
T'm not thinkin’ of foocball"'

“It's a footb: tain’s bizney to
think of football, isn't it?” asked New-
come dryly.

“Oh, rot!”

“Have you left the fellows in the
urch, then?” exclaimed Newcome
warmly.

"Oh “thevll et on all right with-
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out me! I dow’t care a rap whether
they do or not. Hang them! Don‘t
talk rot!”

“You seem in a jolly nice temper
this afternoon, Morny!” said New-

NO GCOD AS CAPTAIN!

off, Newcome; let me alone. Hold on,
though!” Morny came nearer to New-
come, with a gleam in his eyes. “Can
vou Tend me any money?”

“Moneyt" ropeated  Newoome, in

come, with
“If that's the way you treat footer fix-
tures you won't be captain long!”

“Do you think I care?” snapped

Mornington.  “I've somethin’ else to
think about.”
"lhﬂ fellows will want to know

 Gonfound ihe fellows!”

“You seem to be alone here,” said
Newcome, glancing round. “Whom
were you calling a fool? I heard
Vo

“Whom do you think?” sneered
Mornington. “I was speakin’ to my-
self, 1: you want to know!”

Isee! Well, if that’s the case,
Jou it the. right mail on the head,
and got the right word.”

“on, shut up!”

Arthur Newcome's eyes _gleamed,
and he took a step nearer to Valentine
Mornington. He was @a  peaceable
fellow, but Mornington’s manner was
very hard to bear peaceably.

Miozay xegarded him With o sneer ing
oo

“Hunlm for trouble?” he asked. “If
you are, T can give you all you want,
Newcome, I'm just in a mood to smash
somebody !”

“You cen try your hand on me if
you like,” said Newcome. “I'm feeling
quite inclined, to damage your nose for

u, you cheeky cad !’

“Momington clonched his hands hard,
with & glitter in his cyes. But be
clenched them again, and shrugged s
shoulders,

Whal's he good?
th

he muttered:

“I've played the fool! Football! I

suppose I'd have done better to play

football. But it wes a chance—a
'mdA:m —"

, nothin’! Youd better clear

he sudden change of
topic aswmehed him.

“Yes, money! I—I'm hard up. I
—I want some tin, “said Mornington
eagerly. “I'm mot a chap to borrow,
as a rule, you know that. But—but
T'm in trouble for want of some money,
and that's the fact.”

Newcome’s face softened. He knew
all_about Morny's fall from fortune,
and he would not have been surpris
to hear that the once wealthy and
extravagant dandy of the Fourth had
plunged into some expense he found
it difficult to meet.

“Oh, if that's it—" he said.

“That’s it! Can you lend me a
few quids?”

“My hat!

Im not a giddy
lionaire!” said Newcome, smiling.
can lend you a quid if you like.

“That all?” asked Morny, his face
falling.

“It’s all I've got, y)v see.”

“Shell out, then.”

Newcome took & cuwrency note
from his pocket, and handed it to
Mornington, whose fingers closed on
it greedily. He hardly stayed to mutter
a word of thanks, bul darted off
through the wood.

Well, my hatl”
co

The sound of hrushing foliage and
hurried footsteps died away, and
Arthur Newcome was alone. Morny
was gone, but he had not gone in the
direction of Rookwood.  Newcome
stood for several minutes, staring
blankly in the direclion Morny had
taken, before he turned £
the spot, Ho shook his head seriously
as he turned away. There was some-
thing wrong with Valentine Morning-
ton—something very wrong indeed—
and Newcome wondered what it was.

mil-

ejaculated New-
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CHAPTER 12.

Mornington's Return!
" Rookwood the football match
A was nearing its end. At half-
time the score had been 2—1 in
Rookwood's favour. Then Bagshob

equalised, and the match became a 4

ding-dong struggle.

Morny had not put in an appearance,
and in the keen inferest of the game
the Rookwooders had almost forgotten
him,

Almost in the last minute of the
game Jimmy Silver led a desperate

attack on the B ot goal. The Rook-

%
“My hat! Morny never turned
up, after alll” exclaimed Lovell, re-

membering the existence of Valentine

Mornington. “What do you think of

that for a skipper?”

Newcome nodded.

“I knew,” he said. “I met him in
he wood this afternoon.”

“Then he's had no accident?” ex-
cleimed Raby.

“He aidn't look like it

o it worties, that was 41"

“He'll get some pl:llu English when

he comes back to Rookwood,” said

Jimmy Silver quletl

He seemed

wood forwards swept dO\Vu the ﬂeld the| After the Bagehot Tellows were gone,
ball at Jimmy Silver's feet. t the J\mmy Sllvcr repaired to Study No. 4.
crucial moment Jimmy passed to Kit | He knew t Kit Erroll was anxious

Erroll, who shot hard and true, glvmz
the Bagshot goalie no chance.

“Goall”

*Good man, Erroll!”

Jimmy Silver mshed up to Erroll and
gave him a tremendous clap on the

shoulder.
“Good man!” he gasped. ““Oh, good
ma
Our win!” chﬂrﬂed Lovell. “Rook-

wood wins! Hurrah

Pankley mmned at Jimmy Silver as
he came of

“Jolly near thing!” he remarked.
“That was a good shot—or was it a
glady fluke?”

“No fear!" sald Jimmy, laughing.
‘It was a ﬂukﬂ your getiing so near
a win, old top!”

w-wow!”  was Bagshot
skipper’s reply to that.

There was keen satisfaction among
the Rookwooders. The end had been
very close, but the win was all the
more satisfactory on that account..
Only Kit Erroll's face was clouded as
the rootbnllers came off the field. He
was thinking of his absent chum.

evcome came in as Jimmy Silver
& Co. were heading for the School

House.
‘‘How did it go?” he inquired.
‘CWOn by a last-minute geoal!”
“Good!”

the

about his ch\lm He found Erroll mov-
ing restlessly about the study. Erroll
looked up quickly as Jimny appeared
in the doorway.

“Has he come in?” he asked
eagerly
Not yet.”

1% Hink there must have been
some accident,” faltered Erroll. “It's
unaccountable, otherwise.”

“That’s what I came to tell you,"
said Jimmy Silver. “There’s not been
any accident.”

“How do you know?”

“Becouse Newcome met Morny in
the wood, when he was out on his
botany stunt. Morny simply let the
match slide.”

“He—he couldn't!” muttered Erroll.

“Well, he did.

“But—but why should he?”

Jimmy's face set griml

“That's what he will have to ex.
piain when he comes in. Fhe football
club can't be treated in this way.”

“I think he must have a good reason,
Jxmmy Give him ‘a chance, you

‘n he had a good reason he can
tell us what it was,” said Jimmy Silver.
and he left the study.

Erroll, with a troubled brow, went
downstairs. He could not account for
Morny's conduct, but there were dark
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forebodings in hls mind. He had not
forgotten tl of numbers dis-
covered by Tubby Mumn of which he
knew the meaning far better than
Jimmy Silver did. And there was a
deep fear in his heart that evil had
befallen his chum.

A good many fellows gathered in
the big doorway, to wait for Morn-
ington to came in. It was close on
locking-up now, and his retwrn could
not long be delayed. Tubby Mufin’s
fat squeak was heard at last from the
dusky quad.

“‘Here he comes!”

A figure loomed up in the dusk.

Valentine Mornington came striding
towards the School House, and he came
up the steps with a set face and a
black brow. His look was not pleasant,
and one or two fellows who had in-
tended to “jaw ” him decided not to do

t Morny’s black look had no
ten‘ars for Jimmy Silver, and he spoke
at once as Mornington entered the

House.

“You've missed the match, Morning-
ton.”

“Eh? Oh, yes!”

“You're supposed to be junior cap-
tain!” exclaimed Lovell. “What the
thump do you mean by it?"”

“Find out!”

“Wha-a-at?”
"MOITAyI” muttered Erroll, in dis-

Mommgwn did not even glance at

his cl
“D(m't you even want to know how
it went, Morny?” exclaimed Raby, in
engry dlsgus!,
t in fhe least!”
rnington strode on towards the
smmce leaving the juniors gazing.
Mommgton'” exclaimed Jimmy

o Go and eat coke!”
Mornington tramped up the
S‘aus without another word.
Jimmy Silver made a step after
Mornington, but he stopped. There

'NO GOOD.AS CAPTAIN!

was nothing more to be said just then.
But it was pretty clear to all that
Mornington's days as junior captain of
Rookwood were numbered.

CHAPTER 13.
The Vials of Wrath!
» E'S got to resign!”
rthur Edw:trd Lovell spoke

Jimmy Silver was. silent, with a
rather troubled wrinkle on his brow;
but Raby and Newcome rodded a
hearty assent.

‘The Fistical Four were dlscu&img
Mornington of the Fourth, the new
junior captain of Rookwood; or, rather.
three of them were dxscusing him, and
Jimmy Silver was listening patiently.

“If he donc resign,” went on Lovell
zmgrlly, 's got to get the order of

5—'

“Hcar‘ hear!” said Newcome.

“And the sooner the better!” re-
marked Raby. “We don't want him
to play the fool with any more of our
mafche:

What do you think, Jimmy?” de-
manded Lovell.

Jimmy Silver’s wrinkle deepened, but
he did not answer.

“He left us in the lurch over the
Bagshot match yesterday,” continued
Arthur Edwnrd Lovell, with deep indig-
nation. “Walked off without a word
ol’ expl:mauon, and simply cut the

the right thing
fur a football captain to do?”

““Hardly!” said Ral

“When he came in, and we tackled
him, he told us to go and eat coke!”
said Lovell, breathing hard. “That's
all the explanation he’s given! The
Bagshot fellows were kept waiting,

and finally we had to play without
Momy. pumng in another man ut t
last minute. ~And he’s captai
tell you Rnokwood won't stand that sort
of thing

“No fearl e
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“Morny was elected skipper in your

place, Jimmy, and Dow you've only got
to raise your finger to get the captaincy
back again,” said Lovell. “After all, i
xeally beloigs tQ this study.  It's up to

you, Jimmy. You've got to put up
c.gam, and Morny's got to go!”
No_answer.
“Why

don’t you speak?”, exc!mmed
the exusperated Lovell ou
agree with what I'm saymg, you dumb

mage?”
Jimmy Silver smiled faintly.
“To some extent,” he admitted.

“Only to some extent!” snorted
Lovell.

“Yes. I'm not putting up against | hi
Morny. The fellows mﬁde the change

of their own accord—'
“If you're going to sulk—"
“I'm not sulking, ass! But you

. Morny's a bit
uncertain, but n.Il the fellows knew
that before they elected him. They
took him with their eyes open. I'm
as waxy as you can be about the
match yesterday; it was simply rotten
to cut 1t Bs he dld But I'm not start-
ing against Momxngmn
I told hlm Id bacl k him uj

going to do it. If he's booted out of
thtuxapta.mcy 1 decline to have a hand
inipl”

“Rot1”
“Rot or not, that's how I look at
it, and that's what I'm stic klng to,”
said Jimmy Silver. “If I up
against him it would look ot i T8
been on the watch to catch him trip-
ng—"

“What does it matter how it looks

if it isn't s0?”

“Well, it doesn’t matter. If the
fellows aren’t satisfied with Merny a8
captain they can drop and find
somebody else; but I'm noz the man,
Leave me out!”

Lok here—" roared Lovell.

“Jimmy. egan Raby.
“Trathend!” sald Nowoome.

Jimmy gilver strolled out of the

drop

gan't put in a skipber one dy, and |&
him next,
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end study, as the easiest way of put-
ting an end to the discussion.
Lovell & Co. looked at one another

in great wrath.

“Obstinate ass!” growled Lovell
‘“He means that, you know. Blessed if
T haven't a jolly good mind to put up
for skipper myself!”

“Well, you wouldn’t be much good
as skipper, old chap,” remarked Raby,
with friendly candour,

“Better than Morny, ass, anyhow!”

“Well, Morny isn’t much good, the
‘way he's turning out; but he's a jolly

Ood sklppe!‘ when I.he u'it moves

hat
he dld yesterday Thnt s the limitl"

“There’s something queer about 1t,”
said Newcome thoughtfully. “Erroll
thought Morny must hlve some ﬂwfully
0od reason for cutting the match as
he did.”

Lovell snorted.

“Erroll backs Morny up through
thick and thin, because he’s
chum!” he growled.

“Well, he was mistaken, anyway, for
I met Morny loafing about in Coombe

Wood while the match was on,” said
Newcome. “He seemed upset about
something; but he was only lo:
around. It's a bit too thick for a foot-
ball captain to go loafing round and for-
getting matches!”

“Never heard of such a thing! But,
unless Jimmy backs up against him,
I don’t know that the fellows will turn
him out. I suppose theyll get fed-up
in the long run. Jlmmy ought to take
the lead and down him.”

“He ought. But—"

“But he won't!” said Raby.

“Obstinate ass!”

“Morny’s got to explam to the coms

mittee,” said Newcoms But he will
pull through if Jim.my Silver doesn
take a hand against him. It's all ver
well to be loyal, but Jimmy pushes that

00 far.”
“Much too far, o
“Anyhow, m Jouy wel} tell Morny



* marched into the smdy,
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what I think of him!” growlecl Lovell,
o and see

i-ho
I.ovell & Co. left the end study, and
proceeded along the Fourth Form pas-
y No. 4,

Edward Lovell opened the
door of Study No. 4 by the simple pro-
cess of jamming his boot against it with
a crash.

He was in rather u Wﬂrl!ke mood.

The door flew and Lovell
But Valentine
Mornington was not there. His study-
mate, El’roll looked up from a book
in surp:

- Hallo'
air-raid?” he

Lovell glmed mund the study.

“Where's Morny'

“Downstairs, I think,” answered
Erroll. “He had a paper he was going
to,_ pub on the board.

Are you understudying an

Invel\ & Co. went downstairs, and
they und  Valentine Momingtou
sLandmg beforc the notice-board in
hall. The Jjuniors glanced at the
paper Morny had pinned up. It ran:

“BICYCLE FOR SALE.

“Cost fifteen guineas. Ten pounds
cash—Apply Study No. 4, Fourth
Form.”

“My hat!” emcu!ntcd Iﬂvcll “Sell-

ing your bike, Mornington?”
Mornington nodds

aas, if 1 can find a purch%sex,

he answered. “Like to take it on
“T've got a btke. And I haven't
got ten pounds” answered Lovell

captain of kW
“About your playing me goat yes-
terday!” snorted Lovell. ~“You de-
serted us over the match!”
m

“Is that what you call playing the
gnme?" demunded Love!

Y
NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“Oh, you admit that!” ejaculated

Luvell rather taken aback.
ertainly!”
“gro you going to resign?”

“Youre sticking to the capiaincy,
after what youve done?’
Yaa:
o Well youll be turned out!” bawled

“My dear man, Im ncL deaf!” said
with

“No need to shout. All the county
doesn’t want to kn

“Why, you

“You can rnise the matier in com-

mittee, if you like,” said Mormugl.on
“Leb it cht M. that, old top. Ta-ta!”

And_Valentine Mornington strolled
away, leaving Lovell in a state of almost
speechless wrath,

CHAPTER 1.
The Chance of a Lifetime!
“y TS liskyl” said Adolphus Smythe.

I Smythe of the Shell was re-

clining gracefully in a luxurious

rmchair in his study, and he made

hat remark ugh a cloud of
cigarette-smoke,

Howard and Tracy, his chums and
study-mates, were smoking cigarettes,
too. e Giddy Goats of wood
were eehng no end doggish. The door
had been carefully locked, however, be-
fore the cigarettes were lighted.
Doggish as the nuts of Rookwood were,
there was a certain amount of fear
and trembling essociated with their
doggishness.

“I don't deny that it's risky,” con-
Mhued Adolphus “But it's no end

in.”

“g:r, whﬂt‘s the game?” asked Tracy.
“Phew!

“That swindling game they play at

casinos on the Continent?” asked

oward.
“That's 1t1™
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‘My hat!’ 1t’s risky enough. Why,
it's against the law in England!”
“This old country is rather slow,”

yawned Adolphus Smythe. “I had

Yoo i Emieriand. once_with | my
ople when I was a fag. I remember
v the punters goi’ in a casin
there—a game of the same kind. T'd
have tried my luck, but T couldn’t do it
under the pater’s eye. This is really
the chance of a life-time.”

Howard and Tracy looked a little
uneasy, and Adolphus smiled a superior
smile as he noted it.

Adolphus Smythe was a great sports-
man—in any sport_that was not of a
maniy character. e o 1o love. for
cricket_or football, or for rowing or
swimming; but a considerable amount
of his pocket-money went in backing
“gee-gees "—strictly under the rose, of
cou

Tse.
“I got the tip from Joey Hook,”
he went on. “I was seein’ him about
a horse. He (Aﬂd me about this man
‘tickey Tapp.

“Ye g t a name!”
“rd hemd of him befme,” said
Adolphus. “A chap at St. Jim's told
me about him. He started his prc\_iou
game near that school once, and gof
lot of the fellows there. Made lots of
money out of them, I've no doubt. Chap
named Merry—you've heard of Tom
Merry?—took some frlends there and
snas‘xed up his game.

“Like his cheek"’ said Tracy.

“Oh, yes, rather! But he did it. But
I dare say Tickey Tapp made more
than he lost. Well, the long and short
of it is that Tickey Tapp has pitched
his giddy tent near Rookwood, and he'’s
open to receive custom. He’s got one
of those bungalows on the moor—not a
Inile from Coombe, just off the edge of
Coombe Wood, you know. Quite a
solitary spot—and the bobbies won’t
tumble to his game in a month of
Sundays.”

“The police?”

“You see, it's against the law, and
the pdlice mop up such places when

OWN LIBRARY

they get to hear of them.
Tapp is wide—very wide!
get mopped in a hurry.
e besn thersin asked Tracy.
“Not yet; but I'm goin’. I'm Lakm
you two fellows, if yowll come. Of

But Tickey
He won't

course, it's risky, and it’s got to be
kept awfly dark. No good tellin®
Peele, or Lattrey, or Gower. Can't

trust such a secret with those Fourth

Form kids. It's strictly among our-
selyes.”

“But, T say—"

“Of course, the rigk isn't really so
great as long as we're careful” said

Smythe. “And it's the chance of a
life-time. _ Just the same as goin’ to
Monte Carlo, you know.”

“People don’t generally bring any
money away from Monte Carlo, I
believe,” remarked Howard.

B e don’t generally have any
sense or nerve,” answered Adolphus
ssplently. * "I believe {here’s lois of

mey fo be made af the game if &
‘ellow keeps his wits about him.

G0 24 Pskin’ hirses savhow. Yo
atch the Tun of thé mumbers, you
know, and lay your money accordingly.
T'm awfly keen to give it a trial.”

“It's frightfully risky. It would
mean bein’ expelled from Rockwood
i o Head gof to know.”

“He won't get to know.

“Suppose the police nided the place
while we were there?”

“They won't! But Hook tells me
that thares & way out if they did, and
we should walk off safely enough.”

There was silence in Smythe's

“The thought of the Toulette-wheel

and the forlume that might be made
pon it, perhaps, was @ sirong sttrac.

{om to the thted young rasoats.

they could not elp thinking of the

“And other Ruokwood fellows go
there?” asked Howard at

“I asked Hook, and he sald there
were one or two,” said Smythe, “He
wouldn't give me their names, though.
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Lye ot a suspicion that some of the

ixth drop in there in the evenin'—
Eobows ke Carthw and Trampton,
I fancy. We're not to go in the evenin’.
Tickey Tapp runs his game twice a
day, afternoon and evenin’. We're
booked for the afternoon.”

“In case we see 00 much, T sup-

5e?”

“Very likely.”

There was another pause. Adolphus
Smythe finished his cigarette.

course, 'we shall have to be
careful,” he said. “We've got to be wary
of the beaks. nd Morny seems to

have taken a leaf out of Jimmy Silver's
book, now he’s captain, and he's liable
to interfere if he knew. We won't go
there in Etons. We can change our
clobber, and mobody there will guess
that we belong to Rookwood. It will
be quite an adventure, by gad, you

o

"Ial suppose we might win some-
thin’,” murmured Tracy, with a greedy
gleam in his eyes.

“I hope s0.”

“Whnt time do we start?”

Adolphus Smythe looked at his big
gold watch.

“Any time now,” he said. “In fact,
the sooner the better, now we” ve had
tea. We shan’t stay there long.”

“I—I say, it might attract attem
tion if we went out in other clobber.”

Adolphus smiled his superior smile

again,
“We don’t,” he sai
“But you were sayin’
.“What’s the matter with takin’ our
lounge clothes in a bag
Lhem on in the wood? We have to go
ough. he wood to get to the
bun 10w,
“Oh, thut's a good stunt!”
“You rely on me for stunts,” said
“Im rether wide, I
think, Now, are you fellows comin'?”
Howard and ‘Tracy exchanged
from their seats.

coming. The appeal of the green table

and puttin’ of

ﬁO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

was too strong to be resisted by Howard
and Tracy.
Ten minutes later the nuts of the
Shell strolled out of the School House,
imythe carrying a valise in his hand.
Jlmmy Silver & Co. were chatting on
the steps, and they noted the valise.
Goin’ off for the week-
end?” asked Lovell.

Smy! smiled.

“Merely a little run to Monte Carlo,”
he answered.

“En9”

Smythe & Co. walked on, grinning.
leaving Arthur Edward Lovell con-
siderably mystified.

Velentine Mornington was heading
for the gates, and he turned out into
the road BL the same time as the nuts
of the

glanced at them, but walked on,
be. .

wn.hout speaking, towards

“Walk a bit slowly,” murmured
Adolphus. “Let that cad get ahead.
We don’t want him to spot where we're

Wha ~ho!”

The Giddy Goats slacked down, and
Mornington ared round a turn-

ing of the lane nhe

He was out of sight when the nuts
of the Shell came 'round the turning,
much to their satisfac

the & Co. umed mto Lhe foot-

paf/h though the wood, and a
tain point left the path and followed

scarcely marked track that led
through the wood towards the open
eath.
The sight of a Rookwood cap ahead
f them on the track startled them
suddenly. They could only see the
back of a head beneath the cap, but
they knew that it was Mornington's.

“That cad again!” muttered Smythe.
heath, I suppose.

“Slow down!” said Tracy.
The Shell fellows slowed down

once more, and Mornington’s head dis-
ppeared among the underwood. They
Changod clothes in @ thicket, and went
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on. It was some time before they came
out in the open heath, where it was
bordered by Coombe Wood.

At a lhort distance lay the wooden
bungalow, one of several that had been
erected on the heath for summer

visitors, ere was no_other building
in sight of this one, however.  Mr.
jug a very

for

eading
the b\mgulow. when. they spofted a | o,
It

Rookwood junior on the heath.
Mornnlt

was

y Was to and fro, with
his hnnds in his pockets, his eyes fixed
on the  groun There was a deep

wrinkle in his brow. He glanced up L

as smythe & Co. stared at him and
gave a he strode quickly
towards the nuts of the Shell.

““What are you doing here?”

CHAPTEZR 15.
Nipped in the Bud!
ALENTINE MORNINGTON
\/ rapped out the words sharply,
ith a glitter in his eyes.
sm the & Co. stood silent, taken

back.
Mornys eyes scanned
'he valise was still ln Smy\‘.he s

hand, but it was packed now with the
Etons the juniors had worn when they
quitted Rookwood. y were clad
now in grey lounge clothes, and looked
very different. And Morny was far too
keen a fellow not to be aware that the
change of clothes signified a good deal,
Unless the Shell fellows were bound

upon some exiremely surreptitious ex-
pedition, they would certainly not hnve
gone to the trouble of changing th
clothes in the wood.

“What are you doing here?”

Mornington's tone was almost fierce.

Smythe pulled himself cogether
Tickey Tapp's bungelow was in sight,
and he wondered uneasily whether the
Junior skipper guessed his destination.

’Eut he told himself that Morny could
possibly know anything  about
Tlcky ‘Tapp and his llme game.

“Eh, what are you so jolly curious
ebout, Morny? yawned Smythe, affect-
ing an ease he was far from feeling.

“Yes, what do you mean, you cheeky

ass?” exclaimed Tracy. “I suppose
we can take a stroll after lessons if we
0™
“I should think so!” chimed in

ward.
Morny's eyes gleamed at them.
“You've changed your clothes since
1 saw you leaving Rookwood,”
”Can’t we change our clobbc.r if we

"Whﬂt have you done it for?”

“No bizney of yours!” said Smythe.
“8till, I don't mind tellin’ you that
we've put on some old clcthes because
we're goin’ for a ramble on the heath,
loo! at the old uum‘ﬂn&

“Don't tell lies!

"Whn—ut?"

“Do you think you can take me in

with a silly yarn like that?” snapped
Mornington contemptuosly.

Smythe flushed.
don't ask queshons!"
said savagely. “Then youll get n
ues toxd you, you cheeky. mtermrm'

he

Mum raised his hand.

“Youll go back to Rookwood!” he
said.

“We jolly well shan't!"” exclaimed
Smythe hotly. “Who the merry dickens

are you to [\u us orden?”

“Im jon Rookwood,”
said Mammgwn qulctly. “l’ve dropped
on you fellows before for plnying the
goa don't know why

Smy! e Jum
TWhoacat ab you u know sbout Heath

somethi

“Well, know said
“Iknow that your

Mornim:ton grimly.
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bookmaker friend, Joey ‘Hook, goes,
for one thing!”
“I don't know anythin’ about it if he
does!”
“Yowre goin’ there to gamble!”
LT’

Ot douwt spin me any mor¢ yems
snapped  Morningly 3
much about it as you could tell me

“And how do you know, hang yuu?"
said Smythe between his teeth.

“Never mind that. Perhaps I've
been keepin’ my eyes open to prevent
silly fools from playin’ the goat &nd

gettin’ themselves sacked from the
school. That's my bizney, as junior
captain, _you oure " goin’

back to Rookwood at once, all three of

you!”
uts of Rookwood looked
Mornington as if they could eat him.
This was rather a “facer” at the
begmmng of their sportive expemho‘)

at

“You interferin’ cad—" bega
Tracy.

“That’s enough! Are you goin’
ack?”

“No!” howled Smythe.

“Then yowll be reported to the cap-
tain of the school!” said Mornington.
“Ivs my duly to stop vou, an’
goin’ to do it. If you don't go back
at once you'll be called upon to explain
to Bulkeley—after I've fold him all T
know about that bungalow!”

Smythe & Co. stood rooted to the
ground.

They exchanged glances, and then
turned back towards the wood.

There was no help for it.

Mornington, if he knew the character

the place they were iftending to
b t, was certainly doing his duty as
junior captain in keeping them away
from it. He was acting as Jimmy
Silver would have acted in his place
had be still been junior captam and

"m | now, that I know of. Hook ca:
1d’him.”

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

in their hearts, they turned back to
the wood and entered the trees. If
they had any hope of dodeing Morning-
ton and re t it was soon
Tonochod ‘on. the ead, Tor Morny fol-
lowed them to see them through the
WOO

Smyme & Co. looked savagely back

¢ him

“The cad's watching us!” muttered
‘Tracy.

“ Another time!” murmured Smythe.

~On, Tl mako that meddlin’ ead pay
for this somehow

“You can Lhange your clobber here,”
said Mornington.

Without a word, but with black looks,
Smythe & Co. changed into their Bions.

Then they resumed their way.

Valentine Mornington followed them
until they crossed the stile into Coombe

. Then he turned and went back
into the wood and disappeared.

With feelings almost too deep for
" | words, Smythe & Co. tramped back
to Rookwood School.

“How did the cad know?” muitered
Smythe again and again. *How did he
know anythin’ about Tickey Tapp and
his game? e never sees Jocy Hook

t have

g

“Well, he does know, an’ he knows
Rookwood fellows go there!” growled

acy. “He’s on the watch there for
them, thai’s plain enough!”

“Hang him!”

We'll go another time, when that
cad isn't spyin’ round!” said Howard,

And the disconsolate nuts tramped
into Rookwood. Lovell caught sight of
them as they crossed the quadrangle.

“Hallo! Youre soon hack from
Monte Carlo!” called out Arthur
Edward,

O, rats!” grunted Smythe.
it brroll met them as they entered
the

there was no
The bare thought. of belng brought b
fore Bulkeley of the Sixth for llql ry
made the_nuts feel cold all oves

e irtiat Iooies and decp bitferncss

tOpDCd to speak.

“Becn out of Ea.t(‘s? he asked,
“Yes,” growled S;
“Seeh anything of ®sor He

to have gone out.”
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“Hang Morny!”

With that pollte reply, Smythe &
G, veat on, leaving Erroll surprised.

Mor: walked down to the
caten ang Jooked Iato. the Toad, and
then strolled in the quadrangle with
& thoughtful brow. It was not the first
time, of late, that Valentine Morning-
ton had gone out without a word to his
‘Best chum; and without a word of
explenation when he refurned. And
Tirroll's uncasiness for his chum was
deep and increasing.

CHAPTER 1.
Trouble for Morny!

IMMY SILVER had much food for

J thought during the next few days.

1 of Lhoughc to

e did not often

He gave a good
Mornington; though
speak o him.

The affair of the Bagshot match had
blown over. ‘The resentment of mo
Rookweod juniors had been
only because he had treated the wm)lc
matter witl huut a Word of explanation,

but beea: ated the whole
matter wit ppmt disdain _when
taxed with his conduct. If Jimmy

Silver had chosen to make the least
effort, he could, without question, have
recaptured the position he had lost.
His chums urged him to do so; Arthur
Edward Lovell being esp(}clally em-
phatic on the subject. And a good
many fellows were of anells opinion.
But tmy had marked out the
course he ended to follow, and fol-

ie Lower School had chosen their
captain, and Jimmy Silver had pro-
mised (o support him. And Jiminy Leld
to tl

Mornington resigned, Jimny
intentlon of accepting the cap-

B it it were offered to him.
e lnﬂd’: IL very plain that if there was
ﬂx‘mlhkvl election he would not stand as

rn fellows were in favour of
ion, in the hope that their
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leader, Tommy Dodd, would get in. For
that very reason the Classicals were
opposed to i, unless Jimmy would
stand; Jimmy Silver being the only
Classical candidate who could hope to
beat Morny’s supporters at the same
time.

As Jimmy Silver distinetly refused
to move in the wmatter, the subject
dropped after a day or

Jimmy felt that he was acting
rightly; that he was bound to give
Mornington every chance of “making
good.”

But he was rather exercised in his
mind on the subjec

“There could be no Goubt that the new
junior skipper was losing his keenness.
He did not tmn up rcgu!arly for prac-
tice as of id not teke his
former interest in the affairs of the
Fourth Form, or of the Lower School
generally. He had begun a campaign
against the manners and customs of the
Giddy Goats; but that had dropped,
and Peele & Co, of the Fourth, weni
their own shady way without any inter-
fereace from Morny.

The junior captain wes,
slacking down all round. Bulkeley of
the Sixth, who had a fatherly eve to
kkecp on the juniors and their affairs,
an once gave Mornington a very
bressive 1ook When he came. across
m loafing in the quad or about the
pa But as yet Bulkeley had not
seen {il {o interfere.

More football matches were coming off
soom, and if Rookwood Juniors were to
comé through the season with credit, t

necessary for the  funior
put into the busl-
B Vatonting | Morninaton

showed
Jimary wondered

no sign of doing so. And
hether he had been
i too punctilious on a point of
Honour, and Whethor he ought not to
have pushed Mornington aside, for
sakte of the school.
vas preity clear, in fact, to all
in the matter,
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heart that he did not communicate to
the other fellows; that his thoughts
were set on matters not connected with
football or the school at all.

His frequent absences from the school
after lessons and on half-holidays, and
the secrecy that atcendca them, were a
pretty plain proof of tha

And Jimmy could not help wondering
whether the dandy of the Fourth was
falling into his old ways again.

Morny, in his wealthy days, had been
a blade of the blades, and the most
reckless fellow that cver entered the
gates of Rookwood School. 3
his fal from fortune, he certainly coud
not afford to “ play the giddy goat ” as
of old, even if he had the desire. Bul
it was very possible that he might do
it without being able to afford it.

If Morny's shady past was being re-
vived, it Was a bad look-out in many
ways, and he certainly was not fitted
to hold the junior captaincy. And thai
he was hard up was proved by the sale
of his bicycle. Tor several days Morny's
notice had remained on the board, s
finally he had parted with his machine
to Leggett of the Modern Fourth.

1t leaked out that Leggett had given
him only seven pounds for it—less than
Dalf its value; a proof that Morny was

very pushed for money. Why was he so
pushed? His allowance from his uncle
was not exactly ample, but it was as
large as Jimmy Silvers—and Jimmy
certainly was never under any nec
to sell his bike.

He had expensive tastes, but he d
not scem to have been gratifying thel
lately. was not seen spending

ey; indeed, of late he had several
Timos. iaken his. tea in Hall.another
sign of shortness of cash. Erroll would
willingly have “stood ” tea in the study
for both; but Morny’s touchy pride
would not permit that. And he did not
seem so chummy or confidential with

Erroll as of old.

immy Silver was not exactly friendly
ornington; but he had a regard

ce Morny's reform; and he

NO GCOD AS CAPTAIN!

was very serlously sory to think of him
going on the shady path again, which
could only lead him to trouble, and
probably io disgrace and disaster. But
Morny was not the kind of fellow who
could he advised or remonstrated with.

Moreover, if his own chum failed to
influence him, it was not likely that
Jimmy Silver would succeed in doinig

“So simmy held his pesce; but he
was _troubled. With Morny in this
peculiar mood, Jimmy was . worried
about foothall prospects, and he could
not help secing that Morny was not
giving_much thought to football, if
any. On Saturday there was a House

t | mateh between Moderns and Classicals,

and Jimmy wondered whether Morny
would even take the le
present at it. He felt that th
affairs could not last.

On Saturday morning, Mr. Bootles,
the master of the Fourth, was very
sharp with Mornington in clas
Marny had omitted hIS prep the eve:
ing before—as he had done a good
many times lately.

Mr. Bootles had no idea whatever of
Morny’s preoccupations; his view was
that_junior schoolboys were at Rook-
wood to learn—rather a natural view
for a Form-master to take. And that
especial morning he gave Mornington a
very severc lecture on slackness and
carelessness.

Mornington listened, with the eyes of
all the class upon him, some of the
Fourth Formers grinning,  His cheoks
were a little flushed, and there was a
sullen expression on his handsome face,

“The report your uncle will rec:
at the end of the Lerm,“ Mr. Bootles

s state of

wmm up, e very unfavourable
indeed, Mornington, if you do not mend
your ways”
“I don't care!”
“What!”

Mr. Bootles almost jumped as he
heard that disrespectful reply. He
came closer to the desk, his eyes glear
ing over his spectacles. -
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The kind liftle gentleman was not
often angry, but he was very angry
now. Erroll gave his chum an anxious
Jook; Morny's eyes were fixed sullenly
on his d

\Mormington!” said Mr. Bootles,
with ponderous indignation. “You in-
form me that you do mot care what
report your conduct is given to Sir
Rupert Stacpoole at the end of the

term.
< Wol! Idon't!”
“Is that dutiful, Mornington?”
runt!

“Well, Mornington,
care, I am afraid you must be made

if you do not
to

care,” said Mr, Bootles sternly. “I
have attempted to appeal,to ynm better
feelings. I have fail nington,
you will be detained t] nn and

you will do the work you hnve neglected
under my supervision.”

Mornington gave a start. His manner
changed ot once:

“Oh, sir] I—I—"

“Enough"’ said Mr. Bootles majestic-
ally.

Valentine Mornington sat in dismay.
‘The juniors supposed that he was think-
ing of the afternoon’s football match;

but Jimmy Silver had his doubts.

When the Fourth Form were dis-
missed that morning, the junior cap-
tain paused on his way out, and after
a rmoment or two of hesitation, he
approached Mr. Bootles' desk. ~His
manner was very submissive now.

“Well, Mornington?” said Mr. Bootles
severely.

“I—I am sorry, sir, that I answered
you as I did this morning.

“I am glad of that.”

“If you would kindly let me off de-
tention this afternoon, sir—"

“I am glad, Mornington, that you
have repented of your impertinence,”
said Mr. Bootles, “That, however, does
not alter the fact that you have
neglected your work, and that it must
be done. Iam a(mld Mormnglcn, that
I cannot S5t 3ol

“But,
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“That will do!” said Mr. Bootles, in
» tone of  Snallty.
entine Mornington, with a
Aok brow followed the rest of the
juniors from the Form-room.

CHAPTER 17.
Given a Chance!
ND that’s our skipper!”
Arthor Biward Lovell made
remark in contemptuous
and rather loud tones in the corridor
as Morny came out.

Mornington gave him a dark look.

Lovell went on, unheeding:

“Detained now! And we're playing
the Moderns this afternoon! Detained
because he hasn’t done his prep. Why
hasn’t he done his prep like any other
tellow?”

“He wa$ out till calling-over last
evening!” said Tubby Muffin. “I say,
‘Morny, where did you go?”

“There was plenty of time after
call-over!” said Lovell. “Other fellows
fmd Lime to do their prep. Why can's

“Mind_your own business, Lovell!”
snapped Mornington savagely.

Lovell gave him a- glare.

“This is my business, and every other
fellow’s!” he d.  “If you're
skipper you ought fo be in the match
this afterncon. If yowre not in the
match you oughtn’t to be skipper. And
if Jimmy Silver had the sense of a
born, iaiot, he would boo you out of
the job you're not fit ¢

1O, ehees i, ld chap"’ sald Jimmy
Silve

'You know you could do it1” roared
Lopell. “Why don't you do if, then?”

w-wow !

ot that 1t makes much difference
whether Morny’s detained or not,” con-
continued Lovell hotly. “He might go

ve| out for a walk and forget the match,

if he \msnt dctmned That’s his sl}le
as captain!”
“Oh, shut up!” said Mornington.
«Perhaps yowd like to shut me up?”
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sugaesccd Arthur Edward Lovell aggres-

Narmnglon clenched his hands.

Lo wed his cxample, and
hero woulg. ccrm.mly have been trouble
if Jimmy Silver had not intervened end
dragged Lovell away alinost by main
orc roll slipped Dis arm through
Morny's and led him into the quad.

“What are you chippin’ in for?”
growled Momnington, though i allowed
his chum to lead him away. “It would
o that chesky ool gcod to have his
mouth shut up for him.

ood fighting with

Lovell,

“Well 1 suppose not; but I feel
well 1ncl)ned to ﬁghc hhn all the sgne
Confound his chee
Erroll did not reply, and Mornington
jerked his arm away and gave him a
sullcn 1ook.
“You agree with bim, I dare say?”
he sneer
el you ought to have been
careful, Morny, not to get detained
when there's a match on.
“How could I help old Bootles got
ting his ls.g ou
i R yesterday,”
answered Errcli quietly.
“I had other things to think of.”
“¥ou can't expect Mr. Bootles to look
nL )t like that.”
hang Bootles!” said Morning-
ton mxtabl
Whit, other things, after all,
had you to think of?” exclaimed Erroll,
speaking warmly for once. “You
DL ome tnto-the Study at all Tast
evening. I don’t see how you could be
so very busy, mooching about the
passages.”
11 was thinkin'”
“Of what
“Lots of mmgs » answered Morning-
ton sourly. - How to raise the wind was
one thing. I'm hard up.’
But vouwve just sold your bike.”
“That thief Leggett gave me only
seven quid for it, and it's gone!”
Tirvoll compressed his ips.

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“Better not let the Teilows hear you
say that you've spent seven pounds in
one week, Morny!” he said in a low

P
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“And why not?” snapped Morny.
They may bogin to make surmiscs
about what you've spent i
“That's my business!”

“1¢’s not mine, I suppose,” said Troll,
withasigh. “I'msorry to see you like
this, Mony. But about this afternoons
I dare say Mr. Bootles will let you off,
if its put to him that therc’s o mateh

He doesn’t know about that, and
Be's a kind hearted man.”

“T shall cut detention, anyhow!”

“You can’t, and play feotball in sight
of Mr. Bootles' window. _¥ou vould be
fetched in by a prefect. But I think Mr.
Eootlos will et vou eft it s pit to him.

Il speak to Jimmy Silver, it you like,
and we'll b

Mornington opened his Hps to speal,
but closed them again. There was
rather a peculiar glimmer in his eyes s
he looked at Erroll.

Then Tl speaks to Jimmy,”

said
Erroll

And he proceeded to look for Jimmy
Silver, leaving Mornington “mooching’
under the beeches by himself in a
sulky mood.

Erroll found the Fistical Four in the
quad, three of them talking wrathfully
on the subject of Morny, Jimmy Silver
silent and thoughtful, Kit Erroll ex-
plained his idea, and Jimmy nodded

‘I dare say Bootles will see reason,”
he assented. “We'll tackle him ’lItLl
dinner, and we may get Morny off.
cerm!.nly want him in the match Witn

Tommy Dodd'’s crowd.”

And after dinner Jimmy and Erroll
Dtroceeded together to Mr. Bootles’

study.

They found the Fourth Form master
in a good temper, under the ameliora-
ting influence of & good dinner. Ha
gave them a gracious glance.

“If you please, sir— began Jimmy

“You may proceed, Silver.”
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“1t's about Morny, sir—I mean Morn-
ington.”
14r. Bootles frowned.
“We're playing a football match this
afternoon, sir,’ said Erroll hastily.
¢ omny i5 capiaining our side againdt

sa:d Mr. Bootles dryly.
“If you'd be kind enough to let him
oft detcxmon sir—"

Oierwise 1t may mean the loss of
the match to us, sir” said Erroll
meekly. It means a lot to us, sir.”

!\1!‘ Bootles coughed.

ornington has_been very remiss

lately,” he said. *He seems, indeed, to
b refurning o his old ways, when he
‘was the most troublesome boy in my
Form, However, I do not wish his
punishment to fall upon others. You
may tell him that I will give him
another chance.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” said Erroll
gratefully.

“You may tell him, Erroll, that he is
excused from detention this afternoon,
only on condition that he displays more

industry next week,” said Mr. Bootles,
“Yes, sir,” faltered Erroll,
‘The two juniors left Mr. Bootles’

study, and Erroll went at once in search
f his chum. He found Mornington
under the beeches, Witk a sulky brow.

“It's all right, Morny!” said Erroll
cheerfully.

“Im let off detention?”
b | S

“Oh, good! Many thanks.”

“Iys on condition that you buck
up next week, and stick to your work
a bit better, Old chap.”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“Next week can take care 0( itself,”

he said carelessly. “I'm off this
afternoon, so that’s all right!”
“Kick: at half-) paSL two,” said

Erroll, rather abruptly. “We may as
well get along to_ the ground.”

“No hurry! Tl see you later.”

And Mornington lounged away to the
schoo]house, and Erroll, with a rather
grim look, was left alone.

CHAPTER 15,
The Downward Pathi
ILVER!”

“Hallo, Morny!”

Jimmy Silver had come out of
the schoolhouse in his football rig. He
was_looking very cheerful, as he was
feeling, Mr. Bootles had let Mornington
off, so that matter was settled satisfac-
torily, and Jimmy hoped that he would
put a little heart into the House match,

Jimmy greeted Morny quite cordially.

“Ready for the match, what?” said
Mornington.

“Quite ready!”

“Tm goin’ fo ask you a favour. I
want you to captain the side.

Jimmy started.

What on carth for? Youre play-
ing!

Bt happens, I'm not!

Jimmy Silver’s lips set.

“Look here, Mornington, this won't
do,” he said quietly. “Erroll and I
went to Mr. Bootles and begged you
ofi—to play footer. Bootles let you off
on the understanding that you were
playing.”

“T can't help that.
gagement——""

“You had the engagement, T suppose,
before I went o M. Bootles?”

I've got an en-

Well, yes
“Then you ought to have told me
before I 'went to him!” exclaimed

Jimmy Silver angrily. “You've put me
into the position of spoofing him.
only let you off detention to play foot-
ball”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.
“T wasn’s askin’ you for a sermon,”
he said. “The question is, will you take
my place and captain the side? You

can easily find another man,”

“I can do it easily enough, of
cou I captained the side against

Bagshot, as you were not hére. But if
T'm to captain the eleven, I don't sce
why you were 5o keen to shove yoursclf
in as junior skipper

“There are lots of things you don’t
sce,” answered Mornington coolly.
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Jimmy drew a deep breath,

“Look here, Morny, this is beginning
to look @ bit too fishy,” he said. “I'm
beginning to think that you're at your
old games again!”

“You're at liberty to think anythin’
you please. It's a free country!”

“If you are playing the goat again,
and dropping into the Bird-in-Hand to
play billiards with the sharpers there,
when you ought to be playing footer

“om nott”

“Well, I take your word, of course;
but it 1éoks fishy, and the sooner you
stop it the bette

Friatat " Now, to, coms ack 1o
e point, are you goin’ o captain the
aﬂde. or shall 1 ask Conroy?
my Silver p:

pn you tell e What your engage-

ment is?”

“It’s one that  won't bear iha ight

I'm afraid, Morn;
"o kind of you to take an interest in
my ok shid Mommimgton, Wit 8
“Does it concern you in any

does! If youre really playing
the giddy goat, like Smythe and Peele
and that crowd, you're not nr. t
junior_captain of Rookwood,
know it! And if T benevm it, Id take
measures to put you out of the job fast
enough!”

“Yon think you could do it?” sneered
Mornington.

L now T could.”

“Well, we'te wanderin’ from the
point. Are you goin’ w  captain the side
against the Modern:

“No; not unless you explain candidly
why you can’s play this afternoon!”

“Then Tl ask Conro;

immy Silver joined his chums, on
o.hexr Yoy to Little Side, with a frown-
ing b

% Wherefore the giddy scowl?” asked
Raby. “Not been rowing with Morny?”

“No; but he’s not playing this after-
noon. ' Conroy’s going to captain us!”
grunted Jimmy Silver,
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Arthur Edward Lovell gave a’loud
snort.

“This is getting rich!” he said. “Is
he ever going to play football again?
‘Why can’t he resign, and have done
with it?”

Conroy came on the ground with his
chums—Pons and Van Ryn. All three
of the Classicals were playing in the
Classical team. Conroy had cheerfully
taken on the captaincy for the occasion,
but there of surprise
amongst the Classical footballers when
they knew. 1 looked dismayed.

“Isn't Morny playing, then?” he
exclaimed.

“No—some important engagement,
he told me,” answered the Australian
Jumor carelessly. “I'm putting in Raw-

‘e shall lick the Moderns all
nght '

“Not in your lifetime!” grinned
Tommy Dodd as he came along with
his merry me:

“Hallo, wherc are you off to, Erroll?”
called out Conroy.

Erroll glanced back.

“I'm going to speak to Morny—I'l
be back in a Jiff

“Well, buck up, thcn
to_start.”

Kit Erroll hurried off the football
field. He met Smythe of the Shell in
the quad, talking to his chums. Smythe
& Co. were d.\scussing the idea of a visit
to Mr. Tickey Tapp’s bungalow that
afternoon, and debating the pros and
cons When Erroll interrupted them.

n Morny?”

“Isn‘t he playm football?” asked
Smythe,

“Noj goinf’ cut I think. Haven't
you seen him'

“No; and don’t want to!” grunted
Adoly h

Erroll hurried on to the School

House.

“So he’s cuttin’ footer, an’ goin’ out!”
growled Adolphus Smythe. “I wonder
whether he’s spyin’ round the bungalow
again, to catch us trippin’?”

“Shouldn’t wonder,”

we're going

said Tracy.
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“Better cut it for the afternoon. Im
not goin’ to run any risks!”
“Same here!” said Howard. “Let’s

g0 80" waich the footer.”
dolphus gave a sniff.
e e Tooter - Tet's go and get
some banker in Peele’s study if we can't
g0 to Tapp's!”

And once more gwmg up their pro-
jected visit ‘Tickey Tapp,
Smythe & Co. Iiade thelr way 10 Pecies
study, where they were soon deep in
banker with Peele and Lattrey. Mean-
while, Kit Erroll was looking for Morn-
ington. He hurried down {o the gates,
and spotted the dandy of the Fourth
just starting towards Coombe,

“Morny!” called out Erroll,

Valentine Mornington looked round.

His brow darkened at the sight of
Erroll; and he quickened his pace.
But the next moment he stopped, as
his chum came running after him.

“Well, What is it?” ked Morning-
ton curtly, *¥ou ought to be on. the
footer field!”

“I know that; I'm aﬁ‘aid I'm keep-
\ng the fellows waiting

Well, don't keep thém waiting any

longer.”

“Where are you going, Momy?”

“What, does it matter

“Won't you come backs with me?”
asked Erroll, in a low, earnest voice
“Morny, old man, I'm not a fool—
T've seen things, though T haventt told
you so. I what you're going to
J5¢ that Tist of mumbess T saw in the
study was enough for me.’

“I didn’t know you were so well up
in roulette—a stodgy old fogy like
you, Errolll”

Tve had some experiences you
bayen't had, Morny,” answered Erroll
quietly. “My past isn’t quite the same
as yours; and I've seen things I should
Bave been the befter for not_secing.
Morny, hap, youre playing the
fool, ahd you know 3, Youre the foot-
ball’ captain, and your place is in the
field with us. Come back!”
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“Too late; I've asked Conroy—"

“Ill stand out and give you my
place, then—-

Mornington burst into a laugh.

“Many thanks; but I've got an en-
gagement.  Hallo! There’s Jimmy
Silver looking for you.”
“Erroll!” shouted Jimmy Silver from
the gates. “Conroy wants to know
whether you're playmg or not.”

“Yes, ye

“Then come along, you ass!”

“Cut along, old chap!” said Morn-
ington. “T'll see you later. My dear
chap, I've raised five quids, and it's
burnin’ a hole in my cket. You
shouldn’t have chummed with me, old
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scout. 1 warned you, you know. ' Go
and play footer, while He broke
off abruptly. *Good-bye!”

2Morny! said Erroll miccrably.
Mornington strode o
Erroll stood looking mer him for a
momenc or two, in as
y Silver called to him again, he
tirnes badk Withcot 5 nord be
burried to the football field with
Jimmy Silver. His face was full of
trouble—and Jimmy Silver’s of anger.
Mornington strode on, with a knitted
row.

His ctun's volce s il ringing in
his ears—and in his heart. As
reached the footpath in the wood,
Then he pause

For several mmules he stood there,
undecided, a_struggle in his_breast.
Once he made a step in the direction
of Rookwood; but he stopped again.
Then, with a sudden movement, as if
flinging all thought to the winds, he
plunged into the wood.

CHAPTER 19,
Trouhle Ahead!

“ AS Morny come in?
H Jimmy Silver Tooked in at
the door of Study No. 4, as he
asked the question. There was rather
a grim expression upon Jimmy's face,
Kit Erroll was alone in the study
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looking out of the window into the
dusky quadrangle He glanced round
and shook his he

“I think not, & hc answered. “He's
noL here anyway!”
missed calling-over,” sald

Jimimy

bt 4 kno\v."

“You don’t know when hell be
back?”

e R wait for him, 1t you domt
mind.”

Eiroll looked worried, but he nodded
BSS

St down, thent” he said.

Jimmy Silver took 2 seat on the
corner of the table. Erroll resumed
staring out of the window, evidently in
& glum mood. There was silence in
Study No. 4.

A fat face looked in at the doorway
a few minutes later, and_the silence
was broken by Tubby Muffin’s fa
chortle.

“I say, Morny’s come in!” chuckled
Tubby. “Bootles Is jawing him no end
for missing call-over! He, he, hel”

‘That's nothing to cackle at, you fat
duffer!” snapped Erroll

“Tubby Muffin seemed to think that it
was, however. He chuckled again.

“We could hear Bootles in the pas-
sage,” he said, “and Morny was cheek-
ing him! Morny’s come back in a jolly
bad temper. I say, Erroll, why did

orny miss the footer match this
afternoon?”

“Go and eat coke!”

“I believe he's gob the cane!” said
Tubby.
1 heard, a swishing in M.
study, He, he, hel- Yarooooh!” roared
Tubby, alt'of & sudden, his fat chortle
¢hanging into a roar of anguish,

A grip of iron was laid on Regineld
Muffin’s neck from behind, and he was
gpun away from the door of Study

Bump!
Tubby Muffin sat down in the pas-
sage with a loud concussion. and a
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louder roar. Valentine Mornington,
who had pitched him out of the way
so_unceremoniously, strode into No. 4.
Mornington’s handsome face was
ark and sombre, his eyes glistening
under his knitted brows. He gav
Jimmy Silver a far from cordial look.
Tubby Muffin blinked into the study.
“Yah! Rotter!” he howled.
Then, as Mornington swung angrily
zound, "Tubby took to his heels and
hed.

HBd your tea, Morny?” asked Erroll

mildly.
“No—I don't want any. Do you
want anything here, Silver?” asked

Mornington abruptly. “I'm not In
much humour for company.

“1 suppose you've been hcked for
cutting call-over,” said Jim

et i yave been licked, T
speak to you another time”  said
Jimmy, slipping from the table, taking
no notice of Morny's unpleasant man-
ner. “I'll look in again, Morny.”
“You needn’t!” said Mornington.

1 Jou'vo gof snything to say get 1
off your chest, and have done with it.
I warn you that I don't intend to be
lectured, though, if that’s what yourve
got in your mind. I'm 1ot inclified 0
B trified with Just now

Jimmy Silver HoBeaa ts shonlders,

Valentine Mornington was plainly in
the worst of tempers; but his black
looks had no terrors for Jimmy Silver.
In fact, Jimmy’s own temper was rising
a little ab Morny’s mode of address.

s wd rather have it now,
Morny "’ he bemn quxet]

“Oh, get it over!

“I will, then,” sa)d Jimmy Silver,

“You cut the match with the Moderns
this afternoon, Morny. It's the second
match yowve cut since you were
clected junior captain.”

“Is that your business?”

“Yes, rather! TI've stood aside to
give you a chance to make good as
sklpper” said Jimmy Silver, “but
there’s 'a limit! There was & time.
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Morny, when you were about the
blackest sheep at Rookwood—

“Wo nll thought that was over and
done with. Now it looks as if you're
Gropping into Sour old ways again

“It’s kind of you to take such an
interest in me,” sneered Mornington,
“but I think I mentioned that I don't
want any sermons!

“I'm not going to pive you a ser-
mon; but to talk plain sense. If you
choose to play the goat, it’s your own
affair, and you can go to the dogs your
own ay, T suppose?

St s not good_enough for the

junior captain of Rookwood,” said
Jimmy Silver calinly. “I needn't go
into deteils, Morny; but it’s plan

enough that youre playmg the goat
again, end under the circs, vou o ouzm
to resign the captainey. A
plunger isn's good enough for the job
and you know it!

“You mean that you want the job
again?”

Jimmy flushed,

“Imeant to stand as
aside,” he answercd “T've backed you
up, and you know it! But when youe
throwing your duties aside in the most
flagrant way, for the sake of playing
the goat, it’s time somebody put his
Do you think I don’t know
that you went out to gamble this after-
noon?”

“I don't care what you know!”

“Very well. I want to ask you one
question—are you going to be junior
captain, or are you going to be a giddy
goat? You cnht be both!*

“I'm goin’ to please myself!”

’I‘h t isn't an answer!”
“It's all the answer you'll get from

&

ide, and I've stood

me,” said n, throwing him-
Sdl: into the nrmchmr. “Go and eat
0l

Jimmy Silver compressed his lips.
“I don’t want to_quarrel with you,
Morny,” he said. “T'd be only too glad
to see’ you playing up, and T'd back
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you up no end. But I can't stand aside

and see everything going o pot whﬂe
you play the goat. If you won't do
decent thing, it's up to me to sce thab
you dom't do any more harm. You
know your duty as skipper, and you
don’t do it. You don’t even twrn up
to football practice now, and you're
getting into rotten form, so that you
wouldn't be much good even if you took
the trouble to play in the matchcs. and
you've stopped doing even thal It
can’t

“Is that EH° ” yawned Mornington.
“If it is, will you give me a rest?”

“Morny!” murmured L

Jimmy Silver looked at the new
junior captain, and his look was very
expressive.

“You mean to keep on like this,

hen?” he asked.

“I don’t mean to give an '\ccuunb of
myself to anybody—least
you!” answered Mornington.

Very welll Then I'm up against
you!” said Jimmy Silver. ‘‘Thal’s a
plain warning, Mornington!”

“Rats!”

Jimmy Silver clenched his hands.
Morny's manner was very hard to hear
with patience,

“And now,” continued Mornington,
rising to his Teet, “I've heard enough;
and you can get out, Jimmy Silver!”

“You cheeky cad!” exclal
Jimmy. “I've a jolly gund mind to

punch your head before I e

“Go ahead, if you prefer to leave this
study on your neck!” answered Morn:
ington, with a sneer.

“By'Jove!”

Jimmy Silver made a stride towards
the dandy of the Fourth, and Morny’s
hands went, up prouptly enoush to
meet him. Kit Erroll rushed between
before a blow could be struck on cither
side,

“Stop it!” exclaimed Erroll sharply.
“Clear_off, Jimmy—and you, Morny,
don’t play the IDDI'”

“Look here, Er

“Oh, dry up!” snapped Erroll.
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Jimmy Silver left the study qu)OLly
enough. He did not want a fight
Mornington; he had come there lo
warn him, and he had warned him.
The dandy of the Fourth threw him-
self into the armchair agnm‘ his eyes
fixed loweringly on Kit Ei

“So youre takin’ Sﬂvers slde
wu?" he sai

“Oh, t lk sensel? said Erroll.

“Silyer's right in every word he’s
uttered, and you know it. You're not
doing your duty.”

“By gad!”

are

Mornington burst into a laugh. It
was unusually plain speaking from his
chum, and it rather amused him,

“If you don't want to do a captain's
duty, 'you can resign” said Erroll.
“Why don’t you do 1t?”

“No fear! T'm sticking to the job.
Swank, you know,” said Mornington
coolly.” “It's my weakness, Besides,
Tm Bot goin’ to bo pullics, And T'm
B0f goy’ to be preached af. That’s &
tip for you, Erroll.”

“I'm nof thinking of preaching at
you, Morny; I know it wouldn't be any
good,” said Erroll sadly. “I wish you'd
be more sensible. What's the good of
playing the goat as you're doing now?
Im quite sure that you've lost your

“Well, that must be an end. Now
yowve sold your bike, you won't be able
%o raise any more funds.

- Phe with 15 Tather o tho thought!”
srinned Mornington

“Well, yes; T'd rather see you stony
than Dlaying the goat ks thy

“Well, T'm stony—no mistake about
that,” said Mornington, with a shrug.

“Luck has been against me. Butb I
gan aiso the wind right enough, Yo

forget Tve got a cousin in the
Seopnd Form here, and young ‘Erbert
yould lend me the boots off his feet
if I asked hi

Errol started,

“You're not_going to borrow money
from 'Erbert, Morny?”
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“Why shouldn’t 19"
”You couldn’t repay it, for one thing,
if you lose it.”
“’Erbctt won't dun me for it, if I

)

OBl sasew a deep breath. The
shocked expression on his face drew a
mocklng lavgh from Mornington

ed—what?” he asked,

"Yes,” said Erroll quietly. “I never
thought yowd have fallen as low as
this, Morny.”

“Well, yowve found me out, then,”
sneered  Morny; “and now you've
found me out, the best, thing you can
do is to drop my acquaintance.”

shan’t do that.”
“You will if you can’t keep off
sermons,” said Mornington. “Im fed
with you as much as with Junmy
Silver! Tang you both!”
“Morn;

“Oh, nts'”

Mornington strode out of the study,
and closed the door with a slam.

CHAPTER 20.
The Lowest Depths!
# , Master Morny! 'Course I will

O hing you like!”

immy Silver started.

It was the following morning—Sun-
day—and the Fistical Four were saun-
tering in Little Quad after service,
Lovell, Raby, and Newcome were talk-
ing—at the same time—and my
Silver was listening. The opinion of
the Co. was that it was high time that
Mornington was “shifted » out of the
Jumor captaincy, and they were glad
to see that Jimmy Silver showed signs
of coming round to their opinion.

From under the trees by the arch-
way came the voice of 'Erbert of the
Second Form—otherwise Mornington
II. The chums of the Fourth could not
help hearing it as they strolled by.

“Can you manage ten quids,
’Erbert?”

“Cert'nly, Master Morny,”
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“Don't call me Master Morny, you
ass. Don’t you know that youre
the rich relation now, and I'm a dashed
oor relation?”
“Oh, Master Morny! I never
wanted the money,” said 'Erbert. “I'd
'and it all over to you with pleasure, if
I was allowed. And I've got a lot saved
up, sir, and it’s all yours if you want
it, and I'm only too glad.”
“Youre a good kid, ‘Erbert” said
Valentine Mornington, Yith a touch of

remorse in his fone. '“T'm a beast to
takte. your money.”

“It’s yours, sir.”

“But Tm goin’ to settle up, 'Erbert
— Hallo!”

The Fistical Four came in_sight

through the trees,
stopped abruptly.

Jimmy Silver & Oo. walked on,

pressions on their faces showed
Tiainty encugh what hey were think-
mg—md eed, the c mpt in Arthur

Edward Lovell's spoaking countenance
would have pierced the shell of a
tortoise.

Morny turned crimson.

His recklessness had brought him low
—so low that he despised himself; but
the contempt of the others was still
more biter,

h!  Eavesdroppin'—what?”
Sxclatined.
Lovell turned shasply.
he answered. “You
oo T emundnt help hearing, as I was
passing close to you. Now you're
borrowing that kid’s money to lose in
gambling.  Youre a hopeless cad,
Mornington. You ought to be kicked
out of Rookwood !

“Hear, hear!” said Raby.

“You let Master Morny alone!” ex-
claimed 'Erbert of the Second, firing

and Mornington

The

he

up at once. “!Tain't your business,
anyhow.”

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver
quietly.

‘The Fistical Four went their way,

and d's”ppn;\red through the arch into
Big Quac
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Mornington looked on at the fag
Wxth a gloomy brow.

you mind them, Master
Vlmny e "a)d 'Erbert.
“T don't 1” muttered | Morny. “But—
but—  Oh, dash if
“I know it's all rot » cont

ed
"Erbert. “You ain’t going to gamble,
are you, sir?”
There was an anxious note in little
‘Erbert’s voice, however,
o i Suppose I am?” snapped Morning-
on

“You d bettcr keep ymu moneyv kid.»

“No fear, sir! why
shouldn’t you ‘ave z. ﬁutca: 1f you
want?” said ’Erbert loyally.
tleman like you, sir, ain’t like the othcr
blokes.”

Momingtcn winced.

Lovell was right!” he said moodily.

“T ought to be kicked out of Rookwood,
I should be if the Head knew. But—
but I shall settle this up, kid—luck
can’t go against me all the time. It
can't! I shall screw out of Tickey
Tapp all I've lost, and more.”
“Xll fetch the tin now, sir.”
“A!Ler di.nncr will do.”
“orl ri
Valentme Mornmgton nodded to the
2, and walked away, his hands driven
deep into his pockets,

His face was moody.

e were excuses for the reckless
fellow, in some ways. Morny had been
the richest fellow at Rookwood before
his_fall came—before his lost cousin
had turned up, and the great Morning-
ton property had passed to him as the
rightful heir. And a chance had come
ab Morny believed to be a chance

—of restoring his fallen fortunes.
AL ‘the secret gaming-den, run
Tickey Tapp in the bungalow on
Coombe Heath, the infatuaf

lusive hope that hias led many o reck-
less plunger to ruin. It was wrong—-
Wiekhdly Srrong— i the ‘old Tedkices
instincts had revived in Mornington
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at the thought of it, and all other con-
siderations were thrown to the winds.

And instead of winning he m lost

table—as he might have d,

he'd known more of the shady side of
the world. Mr. Tapp was not in the
business for his “health,” it was
not L ey that he could live upon
losses. the ible

Swindling is
mocmw of gambling, and, although
Morny was not aware of it, Mr. Tapp's
roulette-table was arranged to bring up
the numbers at Mr, Tapp's own swect
will. Roulette was supposed to be a

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

CHAPTER 21,
Tracy Makes a Discovery!
ASH it all, not on Sunday!™
Adolphus Smythe of the
Shell made thnt nbsenntlon‘

if
And Howard nodded ass:

“My dea
“there’s a llmlt
cheese. we've becn gom'
snmph the roulen,e at Ticl ‘Tapp's
bungalow, and twice we've bccn sheered
off by that cad Mornin, id

sa

game of chance; but it may safely be | Tracy.

said that roulette never is, and never
wes, played as a game of chance. It
is played to win money from foolish
punters, nmi it answers pimpase
admirably. Morny's eyes would have
been considerably opened if he could
have examined th construction of
‘Tickey Tapp's roulette-table.

But he was not thinking of that.
He was thi how cruelly luck had
been against him—how his most care-
ful calculnuons had come to nothing.

Mornington’s brow wu moody when
he came in to di

Erroll looked at hlm rather anxiously
across the table, but Morny dld not
catch his chum’s eye.

. AIlcr dmner Erroll Joined h.lm in

“Cnming out?” he asked.

With that Abmpt answer Valentine
Mornington turned away, and went to
Jjoin "Erbert. A few minutes later, with
the fag’s savings in his pocket, Morn-
inglon started for the gate.
vs vnr&co nwmmga

“Perhaps be blowedl You know
what he's going out for. And that cnd'
Jjunior captain of Rookwood—that’s
fellow! He's got to be sacked om. of

hat, anyhow!”
ABd Jimmy. Silver was silent,

’u:m

gton.
“The coast’s clear to-dly,
"Vary X‘Lely, but, dash it all, there's
not goin' there on

ny »
“Oh roi!” sald Trocy sulkily.
“There’s such a thing,” said Adol-
phus loftily, “as good form, Tracy. I
like a flutter as well as the next man.
But gnmb‘m on a Sunday dashed
bad form, and I'm not goin in for it.”

“I must say I agree with Smythey,’
remarked Howard. “It will keep,
Tracy.”

Tracy grunted.

“Since that cad Morny's been cap-
tain, he's meddlin’ mm everythm of
m Kkind,” m nm ﬂa schxally

ped us 's pl

the other dﬂ!’. an sent us back threat~
enin' to report us to Bulkcley Now
we've got a chance—

“Chuck it!” sald Adolphus.
“And T've got & suspicion,” went on
“Tracy. '
about Morny lately. While he's dnwn
on the Giddy ts, ooks a greaf

deal as 1f hes plnyln the Giddy Gont
himself. T half suspect that when we
found him near th bungalow the
other day, he wasn't lookln for us, but
was going tbete himself!”

Smythe w
“That's mther thick!” he said,
“Well, I suspect it. It's just in

Morny’s line, as be used to Now,
I'm go‘\’\ to risk a visit to-dny." said
Tracy. “If I find Morny hangin'
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about, Il tell him what I think—and

sharp, too! Will you fellows come7”
1 Not on Sunday.
“Oh, rats!”

Allat Tracy turned on his heel, and
went out of the gates by himself.
Even Smythe of the She]l had his
limits; but Tracy did not agree.
w kcen to try his luck at Tickey
p's table, and he was determined
that it should not be put off any longer,
He walked away down Coombe Lane,
and turned into the footpath through
the wood.
As he entered the pum in Coombe
Wood he gave a star
Ahead o] 5 under the trees, was
a well-known figure—the elegant figure
of anentme Momingfbn. Morny was
standing, n expression of im-
patience on his handsome face, in talk
with Kit Erroll. And Tracy stepped
from the path into the trees at once.
He did not want to be observed.
There was a hmer expression on
the Shell fellow's fac
He more than half suspected that
Mornington was a visitor at the bun;
luw ‘himself, while exercising his ﬂutho—
y as junior captain to turn b
Gldd Goats from such pursuits. And
that thought made Allan Tracy feel
very bitter indeed.
Keeping away from the path, Tracy
of the Shell moved on quietly through
e trees, B.nd drew near me spot where
Murnl were standing.
He was cnrmus to hear what was being
said, for the attitude of the two juniors
was a plain indication that Erroll was
seeking to restrain his chum, and that
Morny's impatient temper was rising.
As he came behind the bushes close
by the Tracy caught Morny's
vomc, ralsed ‘a little in anger.
dan‘t know anythin’ about it,
! e talkin' out of your hst
Give us n mzst.v for goodness’ sake!”
“List to me a minute or two,
ted

-
&

Morny,” came Erroll's quiet tones.
know more about it than you fancy.”
“T don't see how you can,” sneered
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Mornington. “You're too good to have
played roulette, I suppose?
M never pla.yg it, certainly, But

A pained look came over Erroll's face.
Through the interstices in the bushes
Tracy was watching them curiously as
he listened.

“You know I had some rather
strange e: ces before I came to
Rookwood, Momy" said Erroll. “I
don’t like speaking of that time, or

it. But now—" He

thinking of it. W-
paused. “You know, old chap, that for
a time I was rascal

Wi a led
Gentleman Jim, who had taken me
away from my father. The man w:
a rascal in every way—a thief und a
gambler.
lette
secretly, of course, as it is illegal in
Emg]and &

* ejaculated Mornington,

“Fcch!h fellows used to come to him
to play,” continued Errol “I have
seen them, sometimes. I've seen them
cn\culntmz the run of colours and
numbers, and so forth, the fools! For
knew the secret, Morny. I've seen

the roulette-table ‘when it wasn't in
. And I tell you, old chap, that the
cioupxer can bring up any numbers be

“It's impossible!”

“Not impossible, Morny—easy! I've
seen Gentleman Jim practising with
the wheels when the punters weren't
there. He used to make me call out
numbers for him to turn up on the
whcel, as an exercise of his skill.”

““Oh, gad!” muttered Mornington.

“But even swindling to that extent
was not enough for him,” said Erroll,
“and he had a contrivance fixed under
the table, worked by the foot, to Smp
the wheel any moment he chose.
rule, he depended on his skill in tum-
ing the wheel. But in exceptional cases
—when there was a heap of money on
the board—he used that contrivance to
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make sure of a win. He was afraid to
use it too oﬁ.en, lest it should be de-
tected; but it was always there if he
neede d it.”

“And you've seen it?”

“Ive seen it. I tell you, Murny. if
a player could dodge the cheating of
the croupler, by placing m.; takes
after the wheel has stsrted he can
always be beaten by secret trickery.
Dash it all, old man, do you think that
prcfesslonul gamblers can afford to
play fair? A run of luck on the side
of the player might break the bank at
any time, if they played a square game.
;l‘hey couldn’t afford to, if they wanted

“I've heard of the bﬂnk bein’ broken
at Continental casinos.”

“You mean you've read cunning ad-
vertlscmems, for that is all such re-
ports are.”

Mornington was s&lent

“Apart from its b wrong and
rotten, Morny, you’ re throwing your
money away,” said Erroll.

*Oh, hang it all!” exclaimed Morn-
ington irritably. “The man you speak

f v have been a swindlin’ hound,
hey're not all the same. Tickey
TnDDS hauk isn’'t the same.”

g “going to try my luck, anyhow.
I :lon‘t believe half you say, Erroll;
you're prejudiced. Look here, come
with me. It isn’t far. It's the first
bungalow past the. wood— Heath
Bungalow. I can get you in. Come
With me, and try your luck, t0o.”

“I wish youwd come with me, Morny
—back to Rookwood. is sort of
dingy fooling lsnt good enough for
ey’

“Oh, rats!"

Mornington turned and strode away
up the footpath, to end the discussion.
Erroll looked after him with
troubled brow, and walked slowly in

the same direction.

In a few minutes Mornington was
out of sight.

Behind the bushes, Tracy of the
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Shell grinned, and resumed his way
through the wood. He was sure now of
what he had only suspected before.

Mornington was a regular visitor at
Tickey Tapp's gaming table, and that
was why he had turned the Giddy

Goats back from the bungalow—be-
cause he did not wish them to discover
him there,

B would ot turn Tracy back this

'rhe cad of the Shell hurried on, and

game out mto me footpath Sgsin when

well ahead of and

humed along the footpath tov.nrds the
heath.

As he emarged fram the wood, at
last, upon the open heath, in sight of
the bungalow, he saw Mornington.

footsteps caught Morny's ear,
and he turned, a dark look coming
over his face at the sight of Allan

Tracy. He strode up to the Shell
fcllow
“So yoLre here again!” he said
“Clear off
Tracy smﬂed evilly.
“I'm goin’ in,” he answered. “Let's
2o in together, old top! I know what

you are here for I'm on the same

game,
“What!” 2
“Coming?” grinned Tracy.
anemme Mornington  did  not

l'!e scemed taken aback, and his eyes

gleamed at the Shell fellow with
menace in them.
“You're goin‘-\vhere?" he ex-

claimed at last

Into the n-mgulow
“Youre not!” said Mornington
quietly,

‘Tracy laughed.

“I ‘think I am,” he answered.
“Don't come the captain with me now,
Morny; it won't work. That chicken
won't fight, old top. You've been there
yourself—many a time. You were goin’
thers when I met you here the other
day. I suspected it afterwards, an'
know it now. Report me to Bulkeley
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« I've come to warn you, Morny 1" sald Erroll, pulling at his chum’s arm.
« Come—come—the police] There’s not a moment to loss!” * By gad 1"
muttersd Mornington. “So we've bsen g way, have we? ' growled

“Tickey Tapp, sav:
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n’ you like—or to Mr, Bootles—or the
I report you at the same
See?”

And Tracy laughed again, quite en-
joying the situatio:

Mornmgwn did nos speak.

is eyes were glltteﬂng, but the Shell

fcllow did not heed hi eatening
look He felt that he had the whip

tlme

P uve been playin? us for fools,”
he said; “playing in and keep
us in order—by gad! And all the e
youve been gamblin’ in Tickey Tapp's
den yourself. My word!”
“Not all the time,” said Mornington
quictly. “Only the last few days,
acy.”

“I don’t care! T'm goln’ to do the
same, and I defy you to interfere with
me again.”
Morny’s hands clenched.
“Will you let me pass?”
“Pracy.

asked

“You're goin’ to try to stop me?”
e (-

Tracy set his lips.

“I know your game, and you've ad-
mitted it,” he said. “Yet you think
you're cvmlng the captain over me, all
the same.”

Mormngmn nodded,

“Why, you—you cheeky hound!”
shouted Tracy, in rage E.nd indigna-
tion. “Get out of the wa

“You're going back, ‘I‘racy 8

# Nu fear,”

s junior captain, I'm bound to
keep you out of such a den as Tickey
Tapp’s,” said Mornington coolly. “I
may let duty shde in some ways, but
not in every way. See? Youre goin’

ack.”

i 3 won't! And if you interfere with

ington,” said Tracy venom-
uuslv nru go straight to Bulkeley of
the Sixth, and explain to him.”

“What proof will you give?”

“Prool?” repeated Tracy.

“Yes: Bulkeley will want some proof

fNO GOOD AS CAPTAINT

})”e;fole he tekes any notice of a yarn

“v*hy.
Trac;

“Youre known to be a liar,” said
Mornington.  “Bulkeley hims2lf has

punished you for lying. Your word
m:‘t worth much, old scout.

Tracy trembled with rage. He
realised that if Mornington chose to
deny his accusatior, he had no proof
of it to offer. He did not hold the
whie%hand so effectively as he had sup-

you—you—"  stammered

oS
“Mind your own busmess Lhcn, ha
muttered. ‘You're goin’,
shouldn’t I go?”
“Because I won't let you,” answered
Mornington.  “Never mind whether
I'm goin’—I shan't take the trouble
to argue with you. But yowre going
back to R()okwood you measly cad—
and sharp!”
'I‘racy clenched hls hands and strode
n. as I t a rage to
Cel at t’le momem his usual fear of
Morning
ShMcrny caugm him promptly by the
‘Whether it was a lingering sense of
duty, or simply his repugnance to have
Trecy’s eyes upon him while he was
standing at Tickey Tapp’s green table,
the junior captain was quite resolved
Lh]at Tracy should not enter the bun-
galow.
“Let go' i panted Tracy thickly.
“Get back
Tracy'’s furi fist crashed into
Mornington’s rsne, and the jumar cap-
tain staggered back with a
The next moment he Stla_\ghte ned up
and was springing forward.
The mark of Tracy’s blow showed
his cheek, and his eyes were
gmmmn with passi
Mornington’s temper, never perfect,
had been screly tried during the past
few days, and now it was at its worst,
And Tracy’s blow bad stirred up all
the bitterness in his heart.
He attacked savagely
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1racy, almost equally enraged, gave
blow for blow, and for a couple of
minutes he held his ground.

But there was no resisting Morning-
ten’s furious attack.

The Shell fellow was driven back
and back, till he was under the trees
of the wood again, end all the time
Mornington was raining flerce blows
upon him.

powerful drive sent Tracy spin-
ning at last, and he rolled ;gasping at
the feot of a tree. Mommgtons eyes
gleamed down &t
“Get up, you cndl !
Tracy groaned.
you want any
l\Iormngtan between hls

“Hang you!  No!” gasped Tracy.
“I'll make you suffer for this!”

“Gct up and go, or I'll begin on you
with my boots,” answered Mornington
Cbnvempﬁuo usly.

his feet.

'y dra ged ‘himself to
'VVAth a look of bitter malice at the
Junior captain he limped away up the
{footpath.

Mornington watched him till the
thicket hid him from sight; then, with
a contemptuous smile, turned on his
heel and strode swiftly towards the
b\m"s\lo‘ﬂ

h, gad! ~ Ow!” mumbled Tracy,
as he dngged hlm.scu along the foot-
DMXL “Oht gad

pent mls—nnd I know a way. Ow!”

‘Hallol ‘What—-"

acy halted as he met Kit Erroll
face to face on the path. Erroll stared
at his brulsed face.

more?" asked

“Your pal did this” muttered
Tracy. “Morny, by gad! But I'l
wake him sorry for it. Oh! Ow!”

“}Vhexe is Morny?” asked Erroll un-
cas

“Gone tnto Tickey ’rapps bungalow
10 £omble.”

"o, the cheeky Yoad! Bt

Tl matg hhn sit up for it! Let him
wal a little,

You're not going to sneak at Rook-
w00d!” exclaimed Erroll,

I'll make him | hi
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Tracy gave 8 bitter laugh.

“No; Morny’s pointed out that that
cock won't fight. I've thought of
something better than that, I'm going
to the police-station.”

“What!”

“Do you think the police wouldn’t
like to know what’s going on at that
place?” sneered Tracy. “ Morny’s there
with a gang of gambling outsiders,
breaking the law. Let him wait a bit,
I'll make him sorTy he’s laid his hands
OI:I“X\\E the cnd caull

Wlth a sneerlng laugh Tracy turned

off the footpath and plunged through
the wood, tt\king the shortest cut to-
wards Cool

Kit Ermll stood moted to the ground.

ere taking  the
malicious de!erminatlnn of the caﬂ of
the Shell. What a more decent fellow
might have done from a sense of duty,
Tracy intended to do from malice;
but it came to the same thing.
It meant a police raid on Tickey T&DDE
headq'\mners—and Mornington  was

Erroll felt his brain whirl as he

thought of it.
Mornington—taken by the police in
the midst of a gang of shady, disre-
putable gamblers at an illegal roulette
! The thought almost stunned

im.
It meant disgrace, ruin, certain ex-
pulsion from Rook , with every
circumstance o and ignominy!
It meant that, wm\out the shadow of

2 doubt, to any Rookwood fellow found
5t Tickey Tnpps den.

‘nington had gone his way with
wilful ohstmscy, flouting his chum,
scorning ceunsel, reckless of
the consequences But he was still
Ermll' chum nnd 1t was of his g
f his reckless folly, that
Kit El oll though: then.

His mind was quickly made up. Of
the danger to himself he hardly
thought; his only thought was to save
Morninzton, if he was vet In time.
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And as Tracy of the Shell tramped
away through the wood, Kit Erroll
broke into a run along the footpath,
and he was heading for Tickey Tapp’'s
bungalow on the heath.

—_—

CHAPTER 22,
The Green Tablo!
» AKE your game, gentlemen!”
A iat, coarse-featured man
dr out the words as he
sat before Lhe roulette-wheel.

. Mornington of Rookwood pushed
aside the hangings in the doorway, and
entered the roulette-room as Tickey
Tapp was speaking.

Tickey Tapp glanced at him as he
came in, and gave him a friendly nod.
He recognised one of the best cus-
tomers of his peculiar business.

There were a dozen punters in the
room already, gathered round the
green cloth, and the game was going
erong when Morny entered.

andy of Rookwood came up to
the table

“Make your game, gents!”
Coins and currency notes fluttered
on the board. With a twist of his
hand, Tickey Tapp sent the wheel spin-
ning, and_spun the little ivory ball in
the opposite direction. Most cyes were
fixed on the spinning wheel, growing
more eager as it slowed down, and the
ball spun past the little numbered
pogkets
n the green cloth of the table were
ycl.\aw Dumbers, corresponding fo the
numbers on the wheel. mber
of the ‘pocke, 1n Which the ball finally
rested was the winning number, and

the unthinking  punters fondly
imﬂgined that rested there by
chan number—17—a

n
Wealthy punter placed a  fivepound
note, and, if 17 came up, Tickey Tapp
was bound to pay him £175 by the
Tiles of the gamethiriy-Aye times the
amount of the stake. And, as a fc
such coups would have cleared
Tapp out of all his resources, it
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pretty certain that such a win would
not happen often, if it happened at
11,

all.

Mornington, mindful of what Erroll
had said, in spite of himself, watched
the turn 'instead of playin

‘The wheel slowed and slowed, and
the ball dropped into a pocket. It
dropped in at 5—a good distance from
17 on the wheel, Tickey Tapp had not
run the remotest risk of 17 turning up
a winning number.

Morny's brow clouded.

The incident bore out Erroll’s statc
ment that the croupier was able
turn up whatever numbers he chose,
from skl]l and long practice ab spin-

ning the w Sometimes, doubtless,
he hlundered but, as a rule, he could
Tely upon his He did not need
to exert it always. ‘When most of
the numbers were covered, it was
enough to let the ball run by chance,
for it was certain then that, whoever
won, the bank would win more. There
could only be one winning number, and
there might be thirty-five losing ones,
as well as zero, But when a large and
reckless stake portended danger fo the
bank, the croupier called upen his skill,

Mornington’s hand was in his pocket
on the banknotes little "Erbert had lent
him, or, rather, given him. But he
did not draw out the money.

In spite of the fever of gambling that,
burned in his veins, Errol's warning
weighed upon him. = To play and lose
was one thing, but to throw his money
into the grasp of a swindler was quite
another; that was not even gambling—
it was sheer imbecility.

And Morny resolved to watch the
game & little before he played. It was
the dawn of returning good sense.

“Make your game, gents!”

TleEy Tapp had taken in his win-

nings—a considerable sum, including
the five-pound note of the wealthy
punter. He ha d me ball in hand,
ready for a new
“Mornington stood motionless, wateh-
ing.
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The room was hot and stuffy, the
windows covered with dark curtains to
prevent possible observation from with-

out. There was a cloud of cigarette-
smoke in the air. _Somechow it was
borne 1n upon Mormy's fastidious mind,
as never before, ¢ dingy sur.
roundings he was ﬁndmg himself. Next
to him stocd a fat man, evidently a
bookmaker, who was warm with whisky
and perspiration. Morny moved
little away from “Ine. scales
scemed to be failing from his_eyes.
Somehow the roulette-table was losing
its fascination already.

Money showered on the green cloth
again,

Tickey Tapps patrons evidently had

“money to bur Without it, I was

10t Tiach use visiting Me, Tap
The romiette-tabie only Teady oagh Was
admitted.

The wheel was spinning again, and
the ball revolving.  Amon:
stakes, there were three fives
tablo—on numbers 17, 18, and 36.
it was zero that came up.

Mornington’s frown deepened.

In the next round the fat bookmaker
placed a five-pound note on zero, And
zero came up again, and Tickey Tapp
passed a bunch of banknotes to the
winner.  There was & murmur round
the table, and Morny started.

But at the same time—his eyes
ODened Bow. A8 1f Ware—-ho caright. ta
furtive smile that passed between
Tickey Tapp and the bookmaker.

And he understood.

The two were confederates in the
game, and the prefended punter
allowed to win to encourage the others.
Tickey Tapp’s banknotes had been paid
over fo an_sapparent winner, but they
were still “in the business.”

Mornington determined
not to listen to Erroll’s counsel; he had
mined to fling consideration
But he could not help

And

The warning had taken effect, and
he could not help it; his natural strong

spite of themselves,
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sense would not allow him to be de-
ceived now that his eyes were opened.

He felt a sickening at the heart.

The glamour of the game of chance
was gone now—now that he knew it
was nob a game of chance at all, but
a deliberate swindle which was worked
as an absolute certainty—for the bank.

He felt disgust and contempt for the
obtuseness of the punters, who could
not: see Wwhat was so plain to him, for-
getting that a very short time before
he had been as blind as the rest.

He still watched, without playing.

Some of the punters, he noted,
seemed to have lingering doubts, in
for they were
careful to place their stakes aiter the
wheel had started. and the croupier
had taken his hand from it. There was
only one reason why they should do
so—a lingering doubt that the crouplcx
could control the wheel. After he had
taken his hands from it they felt safe
to stake.

Morny found himself watching one
of those cautious punters. He was a
young man with a vacant face, a fair
moustache, and an eyeglass, evidently
wealthy. 'He had lost sgain and
again, and now he was playing for
larger stakes, and carefully refraining
from placing them till the wheel had
started.

But he continted to lose.

Once or twice, when he threw on a
pound note, he won. | Bub when he

played with fivers nd tenners ho had
Yo luck. Tho cxplanation was simble
eno'\"h Tickey Tapp could afford to

pound stakes to chance, but
ne Gouid not sfford to pay ou’ hun-
dreds of poun

Some secret comuvahce invisible to
the players, existed, W cnabled
Tickey Tapp to control the wheel sur-
eptiously up to the very moment that

I\’D:mngtor s lip curled.

ined in his pocket.
i gamble, not to
his bankuotﬂs away; and now he
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knew that by placing them on the

green cloth he was throwing them | p:
ped

away as surely as if he had drop
them into oné of the old quarries on
the heath.

‘The knowledge that the game was
“rigged” did what appeals to hig bettel
na.ture hﬂd failed to do. Morny W

“fed up.”

But with that feeling there came
shame for what he was dnmgAshnme
at vile surroundings
wretched greed that had brought hlm
there.

And this was Sunday!

A hot flush came into Mornington's
cheeks. He made a step towards the
doorway. And as he did so there
smmded through the room a loud
knockin,

Knock kncck, knock!

GHAPTER 2.
Saved by His Chum!
ICKEY TAPP started to his feet.

Knock, knock!

‘The wheel was revolving, but
no one regarded it now. For at the
sound of the loud and insistent knock-
ing one alarming thought was in all

“The lice
‘The hB.n t the door were pulled
hastﬂy aside, nnd a startled face looked
the face

bungalow.

“What is it?” muttered Tickey Tapp.

“The police!” muttered Mornington,
and his heart was like lead within him.

Tickey Tapp hurriedly followed the
man_from the 1oom. Mornington
the doorkeeper’s hurried
whispe

T Thele sa yaung gent, sir. He says
the po)

'I‘Acke'y TB.DD looked back from the

door
Cﬂl ourselves, gentlemen!
There’s a way out in case of need. No
one need be alarmed.”
Then he disappeared.

of the doorkeeper of the | oo
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Mommgwn followed him down the

in the little hall of the bungalow
a junior in Etons was standing, and
Mornington uttered an exclamation as
he saw him.
It was Klb oll,

What the—" Tickey Tapp was
beginmng.

Mornington ran forward.

‘“Erroll, you here? Are you mad' 43

“ came to warn you, Morn;

“But the police— For goodness

“l ve come for you—-"

“Look ‘ere! Wot does this ‘ere
mean?” interrupted Tickey Tapp.
“You've been hammering on the door
till you was let in, young feiler. Now,

wot do you want? You've come to
glve us the office—""

Erroll gave the sharper a stare of
contempt.

“You!” he said scornfully. “I'd be
glad to see you in the hands of the
police, more than glad! I've come to
warn my friend. Morny, come with
me at once. Tracy's gone to the
police-station, and they may be here
any minute now

“By gBd"' mutbﬂ‘ed Mornington.

e been given away, have
we?” muf.tered Tickey Tapp, savagely.

“You have, and serve you right!™”
answered Erroll coldly. “I hope the
police will be here before you can
ape. lorny; come—come; there's
not a moment to 10501"

He turned to the d

e doorkeeper had put on the chain
sfcer admitting Erroll, and the Rook-

ecp in cover if the cops
are about!” smd  Tickey Tapp. “There’s
another way

“Keep if lor your rascally associ-
ates!” Sald Erroll. “There’s still time.
Morny, come—come!”

He threw open the door.

Mornington followed him from thz.
bungalow without a word. The
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was slammed after them, and the
chain rattled into its plac

Erroll's eyes swept over the open
heath that glimmered far and wide in
the afternoon sunshine. From the
direction of the village two or three
police helmets could be seen bobbing
amidgt the gorse. The police were
coming already!

“You fool, Kit!” muttered Morning-
ton. “You fool! Do you know what
Joiwve risked by comin’ here? -

“I know!  Come, Mcmy!"

Erroll took his chum’s arm in his
crasp, and started towards the wood,
Morny ran with him, without protest.

Every minute was precious now, for
il the police arrived it was certain thag
they would stop anyone seen leaving
the bungalow

there was still time.

The two juniors plunged info the
wood, and the trees swallowed them up
and concealed them, Then Valentine
Mornington stopped.

“Come on, Morny!” urged Erroll.

“Rookwood’s the safest place now.
Some of the cads there may talk if the
police—"

“They won't be nabbed now,” said
Mornington coolly. - Thete's & scoes
way ouf, and they've Dad wamin”

Erroll bit his lip hard.

“It was for your sake I cam

Moiny,” he sid. *For the rest, Td he
slad fo see them taken!”

They're no worse than I was.”

“I don’t agree with you, Morny. But
come on—come on—

“Let’s walt and see what happens.
Wero safe here, old top.

Mornington _ clambered upon a
brane, 25d looked out over the heath,
In the distance, towards the village,
appeared a policeman’s helmet Morn-
ington drew a deep breath.

The police had lost Little time in act-
ing upon the information given them.
A dittle later, and all would have been
lost—for Mornington! Erroll's warning
had come in time to save him!

He dropped from the tree.
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“Come on!” he said abruptly.
The chums husried along thie foot-
path. What was happening at the
bungalow they did not know, and they
cared nothing, Whether Tickey Tapp
his honourable company
escaped in time, or whether they were
rounded up in the gambling den, was a
matter of small moment. e two
juniors were thinking of their own

narrow escape,

They hurried on in silence.

Not a word was spoken till they
reached Rookwood, Jimmy Silver was
Standing in the gafeway, chatting with
‘Erbert  of  the  Seco Form.
*Exbert looked up quickly e atontine
Mornington.

Morny came up, unheeding the dark
frown that gathered on Jimmy Silver's

“I‘I'VB been waitin’ here for you to
come in, Master Morny,” muttered
'Erbert. “I—I—

Mornington smiled.

“I've got something here for you,
kid,” he said. “I find I shan’t want
your banknotes after all. Thanks all
th 3

Oh, Master Morny! But—o"
Mornington thrust the notes into the
fag’s reluctant hand.

“It's all serene, kid. I shan't want
them,” he said. “Go and lock them
up at once!”

“Orl right, Master Morny!”

Valentine Mornington walked on
with Erroll, leaving Jimmy Silver star-
ing after him blankly,

ere Was a_curious expression on
Erroll's face. Morny's action had sur-
prised him, as well as Jimmy Silver.

oTimo for tea, I think, old topt”
yawned Morningt

“Yes, old chaj

The chums did not speak again till
they were in Study No. 4. Erroll
lighted sticks in the grate, and shoved
the kettle on them, \Iornmgton watch-
ing him with an old smile.

“Well2” he said, as Erroll looked up.

“Well?” sald Exroll,
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Do you know that you're a thump-
in’ fool?”

“I hope not.”

“You are, an’ no mistake about that.
Suppose the cops had been a little
quicker, and you'd been nabbed at

Tickey Tapp’s show along with me?
We should both have been expelled
from Roolmcod

know,” said Erroll, in a low voice.
"And set you risked it?”
“Yes

“Well you're a thumping ass! And
a jolly good pal!” said Mornington, his
tone changing. “Erroll, old chap, I've
Dbeen a beast—a regular beast! There’s
a bad strain in me somewhere, and it
works out at times. I suppose I can't
help it.”
“Try‘” suggested Erroll, with a

mile.

“Everythin’ you told me about that
rotten game is true, and even if it
wasn't, what was I doin’ there, any-
how?” muttered Mornington. “If it's
any satisfaction to you, Kit, I'm
ashamed of myself.”

“If that's all over, Morn:

“It's all over, Kit. = Honour bright!

“Then theré’s no reason why you
shouldn’t make a Jjolly good success
as junior captain,” smd Erroll brightly.

Mornington shook

“I've been thinkin’ abo\lt th% he
said. ki what I ought fo do,
and I'm goin’ to But never
mind that now. Let's have tea.’

And Mornington and his chum sat
down to tea in a more cheerful mood
than either had known for some time

‘The clouds had rolled by in
Study No. 4 at last.

CHAPTER 20,
Morny’s Last Chance!

HE hest match of the season!™
exclaimed Arthur Edward
Lovell impressively.

“We want to win!” remarked Raby.
“And we don’t want St. Jim’s to beat
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us on our O\H‘A ground,” added New-
come.

Jlmmy Snlvel was silent.

The Fistical Four, of the Roow\cod
Fourth, were at tea in the end
Jimmy Silver attended to tea Almost m
silence. But Lovell, Raby, and New-
come put in enough convérsation for

our.

And all their remarks were on the
same subject—Valentine Mornington,
the junior captain.

“It’s time,” said Lovell, with increas-
ing impressiveness, “to put our foot
down. Mornington doesn’t care a two-
penny rap for footer; he’s shown that
plain’ enough, He’s hanging on to the
captaincy out of sheer obstinacy. He
don’t want it, but he won't part with
it. Dog in the manger, you know. And
Morny won't heat

“Not likely!” agreed Raby.

“With a skipper like that, the team
is simply going to the bissed how-
aid Lovell. *You know that.

Jimmy.”

“Um!” said Jimmy Silver.

“It's all very well to say ‘um,’ bui
you know it as well as we do,” said
Lovell warmly. “Yowve got to raise
the matter in committee, Jimmy. When
we meet St. Jim's on Wednesday, we've
g0t to have our old skipper, and that’s
you! Morny's got to stand down! We
can't lose matches because he’s taken
to playing the goat.”

“um!
“Other " hooted Lo\dL
kh.ill e °n Trom the team.”

&

“y

“You ought never to have stood aside
for Morny. You were an ass—in fact, a
silly chump!” Lovell. *All the
chaps want you back. You know you
ought to push Morny out, and let us
win the most important match of the

. Don't you, you silly ass?”
Umt”

“If you say ‘um’ again, T'll shy the
teapot at \0\\' roared Arthur Edward
Lovell, speration.
ed open at that
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point, and the fat face of Reginald
Muffin looked in.

“Morny here?” he asked.

“No, blow Morny!”

“Where the thump is he, then?”
demanded Tubby Muffin,  in  an

ved tone.  “Bulkeley's sent me
or him, and I can’t find him any-
where, He's not in his study, and he’s
ot in the quad, and he's not anywhere.

And Bulkeley's waiting for him.

Tovel gave a snort.

“Inquire af some blessed pub where
they play billiards!” he answered.
“That’s most likely where yowll find
Morny.”

mild, old chap,” murmured
er.

“Draw
Jimmy Sil
Another snort from Arthur Edward.

“Isn't it 50?” he demanded. “Doesn’t
he clear off every day after lesson:
Does anyone know where he goes? He
doesn't even _tell his own chum, Erroll.
Morny’s at his old games again, and
you jolly well know it, Jimmy Silver.”

“I suppose I aint to tell Bulkeley
{hat?” grinned Tubby Muffin.

“Looks to me as if Bulkeley suspects
it,” grunted Lovell. “I know he’s had
his eye on Morny lately. What's he sent
for him for?’

“Blessed if I know; but I can't

find him,” said Tubby. “I'd better tell
Bulkeley he’ s gone out. T suppose he
has gone out.”

And the fac Classical rolled away.

“At it again!” said Lovell savagely.
“He cut footer practice to-day, and now
he’s out of gates, nobody knows where.
And yowre sitting there like an

Egyptian mummy, Jimmy Silver, and
Jetting school matches go to pot,
because you won't do what you know
you ought to do.”

“I've been thinking it out,” said
Jimmy Silver quietly.  “T've made up
my mind, Lovell. I'm going to take a

and.”
time you did!” grunted

"Mornys simply thrown football
over lately, and he can’t expect us fo
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sit_down while he Joses maiches for

us” said Jimmy Silver slo

he don’t want to do a camam s duty, he
should throw up the captaincy. :
got to beat St. Jim’s, if we can.
nNot going to suffer defeat to please
Mernington.”

“Hear, hear!”
great safisfaction.

Jimmy Silver had come round to his
comrades’ way of thinking at last; and,
as Lovell said, it was high time.

“Jimmy!*

It was Kit Erroll's quiet voice in the
doorway. Morny’s chum had a troubled
wrinkle in his brow.

“Hallo, Erroll!

said the Co., with

’Ilot int”

“I suppose you don't know where
Morny is?”
“Not likely fo, if you don't,”
.mss\cred Jimm;
think he went out after
lcssonﬁ,” said Euo]l “Buhﬁb I
can see what you fellows think; huL

Morny isn't pla} ing

you's x ® mlsr’lkcn
roat.”

“Youa stand up fur him whatever
he did!” growled Lovel

““ Well, perhaps I shculd. But it's the
truth. Morny has been a bit reckless
lately, as I suppose most of the fellows
know,” said Erroll colouring. “But he’s
chuckcd that v

How do you know?”

““Well, I do know. Idon’t know what
he's gone out for now, but I know it's
x\oLﬂmg of that kind.”

OW' ” said Lo

ety ket abot e 8, dixs
match,” aid Ervoll

“It doesn't look much like it,” said
Jimmy Silver dryly. “He's cut prac-
tice again, and he's off colour at footer,
Now he’s cleared off again, as usual.
Bulkeley wants him, and he can't be
found. 1t's close on locking-up, but he's
stil out of gates

& Im “bound to take the matter up,”
sa.ld .nmmy Silver. “‘Somebody’s gob
n't let . Jim’s beat
because Momv ‘s tired of foothall.

‘Tha
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fact is, Brvoll, everybody is fed‘up with

“I m sure that Morny could explam,
if he liked, when he comes in—
Erroll paused, and glanced along the
passage from the doorway of the end
“H(i\xl'leohe is‘ ” he said. “Come along
Valentine Mornington came along
the passage,
Hxs hsndsome face wore a very
ression. He glanced into the
md Study, and nodded to the Fistical

“Anythsn up?” he ssked.
Yes!” growled Lovel
“Yd better tell you, " said Jimmy
Silver. “I told you the other day,
Morny, that I'd made up my mind that
éour way of handling things wouldn't

“I remember.”

“I've stood aside to give you a
chance as captain,” continued Jimmy
Silver. “You can’t say you haven't had

ST can't,” agreed Mo
“And you can't say that I haven't
backed you up, Morn;
“Right on the chkec And now
)ou’l‘e fed-up?” asked Mornington

“That's it,” assented Jimmy, rather
surprised at Morny’s way of taking it.
“That’s how it stands, Morny.”

“You want me to resign?”

“Yes.”

"Im not goin’ to.”

Then I'm afraid yow'll have to be
ma.de to,” said Jimmy Silver. “I'm
sorry, but there’s a limit, and you've
reached it. But I'd rather give you
every chance, if yowd only play the
game. So would all the fellows.”

“Rot!” came from Lovell.

“‘Shut up, Lovell, old chap! Look
here, Morny, it’s pretty well known that
you've been kicking over the traces and
bla; ‘«ixng the goat In your old style.”

suppose
#0h, you Bdmit it?” ejaculated Raby.

h

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

Momlngmn nodded.

W] not?” he answered coolly.
“It's true’ 1 had an idea in my head
—the fat-headedest idea that ever
came into anybody’s head. I went on
a flutter. Result—stony! It serves me

right. I've got what I deserve. Erroll
has been talking to me in his celebrated
seventhly manner—
“You ass!” exclaimed Erroll.
“And I've been brought round,” con-
tinued Mornington, unheeding. “Now,
like the johnny who chin-wags on a
ub at the street-corners, I can say that
I used to be everything that was bad;
and now I'm as good as gold, and call
on other feuows to follow my shinin’
example. See!
““If that's the fact—'
‘“‘Are you understud.vm'
Thomas?”
- Well
Where. ave you been now?” asked
Lovel! abruptl
's my bizney, ol
ou're gosng to captain
us against St. Jim's. If you haven't
been playing the goat, say where you've
been. No reason why you shouldn’t, if
it Wlll bear the light.”
gt.an flushed,
“ your point,”
“le‘rc right, in a way.
tell you, as it happens.”
“Why not speak out, Morny, old
fellow?” muttered Erroll. “You've only
been down to the village.”
“That's s0.”
“Well, then—"
“I'm sorry. I can’t go into par-
ticulars,” said Mornington. “I admit
Tve he ox, and given you
fellows a right to question me. But, as
it happens 1 can't tell you anythin’”’
not?’ B.sked Newcome.
"Because I can'’
’I'ubby Muffin Cume rolling along the
passags
“Comoy says Morny has com
Oh, here you are! Bulkeley wan?s
ycru in his study, Morny.”
“All serene!”

doubtin”

he admitted.
But I can't
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Mornington  walked away, and
Erroll followed him slowly, leaving the
ical Four looking very grim. Jimmy
Silver's face was set. Every junior foot-
haller at Rookwood was thoroughly fed-
up with Morny and his ways, and it
needed only a word from the former
skipper to bring about the new cap-
tain’s fall. Hitherto, Jimmy had
refused to utter that word, But he had
made up his mind about it now.

CHAPTER 2.
Mysterious!
gt OME in!”
Bullteley of the Sixth, the cap-
tain of Rookwood School, spoke
very quietly and gravely as Valentine
Mornington appeared in his doorway.
Mornington was looking - a_little
grave, 100, as he entered the study.
_ Bulkeley’s expression was a warn-
in,

You wanted to speak o me, Bulke-
ley?” said Morny.
“Yes,

“Well, here I am.”

“You can sit down, Mornington. I've
2ot to speak to you seriously,” said the
c;\pta.in of Lhe’schccl.

b Some time ago,” continued Bulke-
ley, “the juniors Clectcd you sldpper.
in Silvers place, I did uite
approve of this, Mornington; b\lb I d.ld
not interfere. -But you're probably
aware that if's my duty, as Head of
the Games, to keep an eye on junior
football. I've been taking some notice
of youedlnte]y, Mornington, and I'm not

“I'm sorry for that, Bulkeley,”
Morny, with unusual ‘meekness.

“You seem to have neglected your
duties very considerably, even to the
extent of failing to attend matches,
and leaving it to others to act in your
place. You generally get out of gates
as soon as lessons are over, and sf
out as long as you can, You've been

said
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late in for call-over on several occa-
sions.  Yowve given orm-

master a good deal of trouble lu L’lzss
—neglecting your work, and cl &

Mr. Bootles, instead "of - expressing
regret, Tve not forgotten, Mornington,
that you had a very bad reputation

When S0t first, eame hers, st ere
very near getting expelled from Rook-
wood. It 10oks to me as if you've hegun
again in your old sty!

“Oh!” said Morny.

‘“This won't do,” went on Bulkeley
quietly. “Apart from your position in
the Lower School, you can’t go on like

his. As Head ItheGD.les 1 have
to see that you don’t play the fool with
Junior football. As head prefect, I'm
bound to see that you keep the rules of
the school. I require to know now,
Mornington, where it is you go after
lessons, that keeps you out of gates so
constantly.”

Mornington drew a deep breath.

His chief feeling, at that moment,
was one of relief—deep relief—that he
had listened to the wise counsels of his
chum, and had of his own accord
abandoned the folly into which he had
Dbeen drawn.

‘To-day, as usual, you have cleared
off, and nobody seems to
you have been:’ said Bulkeley. “I won't
go into the past. But you are to tell
me where you have been to-day.”

“I've been down to Coombe.”

“There are places in Coombe,

mington, where you are not
allowed t0 go, any more than any other
Rookwood fellow. Have you heen to
one of those places?”

“Veiy good. Then you can tell me
where you have been.”

Mornington was silent.

“I'm waiting for your answer,” sald
Bulkeley

“Ive done no harm.”

©1 hope not. Bu where have you

stay | beel

No answer.
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The Rookwood captain’s face hard-

S ou had your allowance on Satur-
day I Lhm

NQ GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

Tubby Mufiin roared, as the angry
junior smote him, and hc sat down
with a bump m Lhe pas g
rode on vu*h knitted

Have you the money now?”
“Nno”

“Where is 167"
Silence,
“How much monny did you receive
from your uncle?
quid.”
e you have spent it, what have
you spet ot

By can refuse to answer me, if you
choase," sald Bulkeley. “But you can-
not refuse to answer the Head, if the
matter goes before him, Mornington.”

“The—the Head!” stammered
Mornington,

“It’s my duty to place the matter
in his hands unless you satisfy me.
To be plain, Mornington, you are
generally suspected of having fallen
into your old ways, for which you came
within an ace of being expelled from
the school at one time. If you are
innocent, you have only to explain. I'm
ready to hear your explanation.”

Morny's face was red, but he did not
s
pBulkc,ey waited a few moments,

and then rose from his chair, his face
vers ster

iven you a chance” he said.
«f shall have to consider what stop
to take next, Mornington. For the
plesem you can go.”

Wi a word Mornington turned
to the siudy door and opened it,  The
next moment there was a gasp in the
passage, as Tubby Mufiin jumped back
from th

Mornington gave him a furious
1ook.

“You eavesdroppin’ cad!” he

snout d.
#I—J—I wasn’t listening!” ex-
indignantly.

clmmed Tubby Muffin
—1 just _coming to speak {0
0

wa
Bulkelcv ! Yaroooh.

'rubb;, staggered to his fect,
r!” he gasped.

Mommgmn e o the stair-
case without heeding. f
Fourth watched him rather cmlouslv
as he went upstai

“What did Bulkeley want, Morny?”
called out Flynn.

Morny did ot seem to hear.

“I know what he wanted!” howled
Tubhy ‘\mi“m coming up breathlessly.
“He's Teport Morny to the
Head, for pm,mg the goat! I heard
him.

In about five minutes nearly all the
Fourth knew what Tubby Muffin had
heard at Bulkeley’s door.

Valentine
ad gono to his study.
7, and
savazely into a chair.
ku.ex Erroll came in.

He found the
ung  himself
A few minutes

“On, you're here, Morny! Do you
xnow what the fellows ave saying?”
“Hang the fellows!” growled

Mornington.

“Tubby is spinning a yarn—->
“Hang Tubby!”

That’s all very well!” cxclaimed
with 2 touch of impatience.
refused totell Bulkeley
ere you had been
t's so!” -

“That
“Why?
“I had my reasons.”
“You know what he must think,
ot hink it!”

“And the fc]lows. too—

“Blow them!”
hen you won't explain?”

fraid it's all up with you about
the capiaincy, then, Morny, 1t only
ry for Jimmy Silver to say a

2 B!ess Jimmy Silver!”
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Erroll compressed his lips and was
silent. Valentine Mornington gave him
a dark and bitter look.

“You think the same as the others,

then?” he snapped.
“No!” said Erroll, after a pause.
“You told me you'd given up playing

the fool, and I believed you—1 belleve
you now! But you can’t expeet of
fellows m have the same faith in you.
Why can't 30\) explain?”

ton Al hed. “It's not as they thin

but T can't explain! 3

camt! There’s o reason! For good-
51

ness’ sake, giv
Yoy welll” said Frroll quietly.
And the subject aropped.

CHAPTER 26.
Coming to a Crisis!

¢ GAIN!”
A Arthur E 'd Lovell made
—or, rather, snorted—that

|

ical Four were strolling in

the quadrangle after lessons the n

day, when Mornington came in sight.

heading for the gates.

He saw the dhums of the Fourth, but
m. dld th 1o ok at i

o b chiseks Showed

e
that he Aew thelr eyes. were upon
him, He swung out of the gateway and
vanished.

“He, he, hel” came from Tubby
Muffin. “What a nerve, you know!

At What Bulkeley’s said to him!”
17 growled Jimmy Silver.

'I' bby Mufiin rolled away to the
gates after Mornington. Tubby was
intensely curious; it was his besetting
sin. Morny's mysterious excursions
excited Tubby’s inquisitiveness to a
point that was almost painfal. And
the Paul Pry of Rookwood méant to
find out,

“That prying rotter is going after
Morny!” growled Raby.

“Oh, bother him!”

sald  Jimmy

5%

“Let’s get along and get some
practice while there’s some
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Silver.

1] .

“What are you going to do about
Morny?” snapped Lovell,

“He's got to go, I suppose,” said
Jimmy uneasily. “I hate taking a
hand gaingt him, but its past tho
limit now. But—but it’s rotten to turn

a felloy qut e captaincy, and—and
T shan's fake 1 o oEain SAyeels
S against him, T can't o that! T
back u Tor

“Rot!” roaved Lowll “You're
going to De skipper again, Jimmy
Silver! None of your silly pifile!™

“Tet's get down to the footer!” was
Jimmy Silver’s reply.

y went.

ADl the members of the Rookwood
junior eleven were at practice, with
the exception of Valentine Morning-
ton—and his absence was very freely
commented upon. Bulkeley of the
Sixth came by while the footballers
yere going stong, and he called out to
Jimmy Silve

“Iswt ‘memgton at practice?”
“N-no!

“Where is he?”

think,”
Jimmy Silver reluctantly.
Bulkeley compressed his lips, and
ked on without any further
The practice went on, and it
[/ k when the juniors came back
School House, Erroll, somewhat
%o B sionisc. fonnd Moraington in
sStudy No. 4 when he came i
Morny nodded to him with a smile,
“Had some good practice?” he asked.
wish you'd been there,

answered

“Yes, I
Morny?”

“It wasnt possible.
pointment.”

Erroll made no reply to that.
two_chums sat down to tea,
them silent and thoughtful.

“I borrowed two quids of you before
I went out,” said Mornington, breake
ing the silence at last.,

“That's all right.”

I bad an ap-

The
both of
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“Don't you want to know whn Tdid
\thh Lhe ‘money?”

& You den't think I've been squ.l
derin’ ‘it in riotous livin'?” as!
Mornington, with a rather snee:
smile.

“I don’t know what you've been
doing, Morny. think you’ re, malking
a lot of mystery over nothing.

There was a tap at the door, as the
chums fin tea, and it opened (o
disclose Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Conroy,
Van Rynn, and Dodd, all members of
the Lower School football committee.
They came into the study with rather
grave faces,

Mornington looked at them with a
mockmg expression,

ni” he said. “Don’t mind
me' »

“We've come to say something
rather uumensznt, I'm afraid, Morny,”
said Jlmmy Silver

“Fire away!”

“well, the long and the short of 1‘_1“
matter is, that we want you to resign.”
said

Mornington, witl
want me to Cz\p!mn you in the St. Jim's
mnwh Lo-morrow?"

‘Thﬂts rather complim %

Oh, cut the cackle!" Eald Arthur
rdward Lovell gruflly. “Is the order
of the boot for you, Mommgmn. and
you know vou've asked f

“I'm not resignin’l”

“1t will come to the same thing,”

! . “But everything is
going to be fair and square. A meeting
of the wholc club Wﬂl be held, and the
matter put to the vot

“I shan't call a meetln’!”

“It will manage to meet Wﬂ.hout your
calling it,” remarked Tommy Dodd,
th a sniff. “We're fed-up with you,
Morny.”

You want to be present, I suppose?”
sald Jimmy Silver.

“Not pnxucu!arly'
“Well, the meeting's at seven, in t!

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

Common-rootn, if 3011 want to come;
but please yourself!

“Shut the door after you!” Was
Morny’s unmoved reply.

‘The visitors left the study with rather
angry faces. Mornington’s manner of
treating thefr serious decision did not
gratify them. The dandy of the Fourth
shrugged his shoulders as the door
closed behind Jimmy Silver & Co.

“How do you think the vote will go,
Erroll?” he asked.

“You will get one vote, Morny.”

‘Yoms"' said Morny, laughing.

“Yes.”
“I could bag Muffin’s, too, by stand-
ing him some tarts!” said Mornington,
with a grin.  “Not worth the tﬂrts
though, as the matter stands.
wonder what those asscs would say ﬂ'
they knew the facts?”

“Why not tell
Morny?”

“Can't!”

“You‘ll come to the meeting, I sup-

“Oh yes; may as well see the thing
th‘mugh"’ ya\\ncd Mornington. “Its
rather a pity—I was going fo play a
really great game to-morrow against St.
Jim's. Now I suppose I shen’t even be
in the team. y gad, it’s rather a
tenlzptatlon to give uckey Tapp another
1ool

“ Yon won't do that!”

Oh, no; I'm done with that rot!
I'll come an
cheer when
against St. Jim's, old scout!

Mornington’s manner was light and
careless; bul Erroll could see well
enough that it did not indicate his real
feelings. Morny felt the blow to his
pride keenly enough.

“It’s rotten!” he said, after a pause.
‘Altcr—'\!tm the way I've played the

feol lately, Erroll, I was beginnin’ to
\"‘delstnnd that I'm not the man for

he job I've taken on. But—but the
o.v e boot—and it’s odd, too,
as it hapnens, I don't deserve it on

them  the facts.

er
that,
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this Can’t be helped,
thou;

And Valentine Mornington shrugged
his shoulders again, and dismissed the
subject.

His face was smiling when he left
the study to go down to the Common-
room with Erroll. It was rather past
seven then; it was just like Morny to
be late for the meeting that was to
declde so much for him.

All the merry family there!” he
remarked, as there was a buzz of voices
from the Common-room.

The room was crowded with juniors,
Classicals and Moderns. To the sur-
prise of the two chums as they ap-
proached, the voice of Tubby Muffin
was_heart
“Fairly knocked me into a cocked
hat, you know, it did, really!
never went to the Bird-in-Hand.
wasn't meeting a,ny old book-es'
tell you_ wherc he

gave a vlolent start.

occasion.
ugh.”

He
Ican

"By g
“Well, where did he go, you blessed
Peeping Tom?” grunted Lovell,

Tubby Muflin chuckle

T¢I surprise you! He—"

Tubby broke off suddenly as Morn-
ington strode into the crowded room
and grosped him by the shoulder.
rascall” he exclaimed

fa
ﬂe\'cely. “shut up!”

CHAPTER 27.
Wiat Tubhy Knew!

12 'AROOOH!”
“Le roared

make him leggo,
immy Yow-ow!  Youre
chook chook-choking me! Oooooch!”
“Morny!” exclaimed Erroll,- follow-
ing his chum quickly into the room.
The juniors crowded round, in great
curiosity and excitement. Peep-
ing Tom of Rookwood had watched
Mornington that afternoon, and he

was about to relate his discoverics, when
the dandy of the Fourth interrupted
him. And Mornington's action made
the very worst impression upon the
Rookwooders.

Arthur Edward Lovell caught Moy
by the arm.

“Let go!” he said curtl

“Mind_your own husmess, Tovelll”
snapped Mommgton savagely.

el

Lovell gnpped hard, and Morning-
ton was swung away from Tubby
Mu

He turned on Lovell fiercely, but two
or three fellows interposed.

“Easy does it, Mornington!” said
Jimmy Silver.

Mornington panted.

t fat cad has been watchin’

“That
He mc‘” he exclaimed.

Ow, ow!” gasped Tubby Muffin.
“Wharrer you making such a fuss
about, you silly ass? Ow, ow!
‘Oocooch !

“If youve been spying on me, hold
your tongue about it, you fat rascall”

“I haven't been spying!” e\c‘nxmed
Tubby Muffin indignantly.  “I hs

pened to walk down to Coombe.
suppose I can walk down to Coombe i
I like? Ow!”

“Well, what did you find out?” in-
quired Peele of the Fourth.

“Yes; tell us that!” chimed in Tracy
of the Shell. “It ought to be in-
terestin’.”

“chy' ’ retorted Tommy Dod

We don’t want to hear Tubbys smy
yarns!” said Jimmy Silver, “Shut uj
Tubby, and toll away! Let's get '
business!”

“Let Tubby speak out!” exclaimed
Lovell.  “We know pretty well what
Morny’s been up to; but if Muffin
knows for certain, let him speak out.
Nev%r mind how he found cut. Go it,

y

as just going to!” gasped
Thbby \hm“m “I don’t know what
hMmuys so waxy about. How, keep
im
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Two or three fellows grdsped Valen-
tine Mornington as he made another
movement towards the fat

u keep quiet, old top!” said
Conroy. “Let Tubby go ahead!”

“Lei go, hang you!”

“Rats!

Mornmg\,on breathed hard _with
anger; bub there was no help for it.
Tubby's yarn was to be spun, and
Morny could not stop him. The fat
Classical grinned at Mornington as

three or four juniors held him back.
“You needn’t mind, Morny!” he
grinned.

“You fat rascal!”
“Oh, go ahead if we've got to listen

it!” “exclaimed Jimmy Silver im
patientl, “Get it over, for goodness’
sakel”

1 s I followed Morny—I mean,
I didn’t follow hnm of course—""

“Ha, ha, ha!

“I mean, I happened to walk in the
same direction, you know, and spotted
him in the High Street at Coombe. I
didn't know what to make of it,” said
‘Tubby ingenuously. “He passed the
Bird-in-Hand without even looking at

“You fat idiot!” growled Morning-
ton.
“yWell,
Jimmy Silve

“No foar! Where do you think he
went?” said Tubby.

“I don't know,
pence! If you've got anything to ge
off your chest, get it off and give us
a rest!” said Jimmy gruffly.
“I've o jolly good mind not to tell
you at alll” exclaimed Tubby Muffin
indignantly.

“Don’t then! Roll aw:

“Well, T don’t mind telling you, old
chap,” said Tubby, who was evidently
ot fo be deprived of the pleasure of
making o sensational announcement.
“It was no end surprising, you know.

is that all?” demanded

and don't care

You could have knocked me down with
a feathery”

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“Ill knock you down with my
knuckles if you don't come to the
pomu " growled Arthur Edward Lovell

say,

G fo pointL” roar e Lovell,

“Well, I'm getting (o it as fast as
I can, only you keep on interrupting
me,” 'said Tubby in an injured tone.
“Morny turned out of the High Street
into Water Lane—o""

“No pubs there,” remarked Tracy,
and Lheve was a latigh.

“He 't go into a pub,” said
Tubhv “He went into a house, and

he:

of this!” said
Mornington savagely. “Let me go!
T won't touch the fai cad! I'm goin’.”
“Let him go if he likes,” said Jimmy
Silver.

Mornington swung savagely out of
the Common-reom.  Kit Erroll, ho
ever, remained.  Erroll was the only
fellow present who believed that
Tupby’s fale would disclose nothing to
Mornington’s discredit.

“Geton with the wash

@

“I've had eno

1g, Muffin,

if you must wag your chin” grunted
v “Cut it short!"
“He went into a house,” said
ubby.

" asked ’Dac"
" hou

aculated Jimmy

1 chuckled.

s Just as surprised as you are,
you bk ho “T thought he was
e ot o the ramle. Td have
sworn to it. I was awfully disappointed

—I—I mean T was jolly pleased—"

“Ha, ha, ha

“iniab on earth did he want in Mrs,
Wick koia' | Bols e?” exclaimed Lovell

Most of them Kriew Mrs, Wickers, a
soldier’s widow, of Cecombe. Since her
husband had fallen ol. the North- V\'z.st
Frontier in a_ski
tribesme g of the di

g

needlework, and

Mrs.
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Heads vnfc had shown her great kind-

juniors had sometimes seen
liftle Mrs. Wickers coming to the Head's
house, and they had always “capped”
her with deep respect. What Morning-
ton should have visited Mrs. Wickers
for wes a deep mystery.

Tubby's yarn was listened to now
with much more mterest. . Evidently | &
it was not to be a tale of wild “razzle.”

#Mrs. Wickers hasn't started poker
parties, T suppose?” remarked Tracy
of the. Shell,

“Shut up, Tracy!”

“Go on, Tubby!”

“Mis, Wickess let him in" con-
tinued Tubby, evidently elated at, the
impression he was creating.
only went into the hall, and the door

was open, £o I sneaked up—I—I m
T though, T'd like o have a closer look
at the marigolds near the door, so I
went to look at them, and while T was
lookintg at the marigolds I saw Morny
give her T (w0 pound-notes—"

“Great Scott!”

“And I heard him say that would
make up what she needed, with the
one yesterday—”

AR Myn. Wiskers sald Hisi s b
good young gentleman—

“And she wouldn't take it; only if
the man turned her out there was no-
where for her children to go.”

e atath

“She said 1t was noble of a rich
young * gentleman to think of the
poor,” _ grinney “She_don't
know Morny isn't Tk o, Blessa
if I know where he got the money
from. Borrowed it of Erroll, I dare
say. Anyhow, he had it, and he gave
it to her, and never let on a word
that it was all he had. Then I cut
off in case the beast should see me—I
mean, T'd finished looking at the mari-
golds.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Queer, aint it?” said Tubby
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Muffin. “Fancy Morny handing out
his cash for a wxdow to pay the rent,
when we all thoug]

“Well, my only hat,"' gaid Tommy
Dodd blankly.

Jimmy Silver coloured.

“We've been rather hard on Morny,
I think,” he sald. “I- ink there's

a lot that wants explaining abqut his
doings lately; but he’s certainly been

misjudged this time. That fat rotter
ought to be kicked for v»abcllmg him—
but I 'm giad it's col t.”

knew he wﬂs Bll right,” said

Er 'rol! whose face was very bright now.
“It was just hls pride that wouldn't

allow hlm to lain,
blow his pride!” growled
Lo“eil “He could have explained.”
Well, I don’t know,” remarked

Jimmy Silver. “If Morny had told
the yarn it would have sounded a g
deal like blowing his own trumpet.
Still, I'm jolly glad we've got the facts

—in time.”

+In time?" repeated Lovell

“Well, know
thery's fo Tusthier idea of b ning him
out,” said Jimmy.

lmmy Silver took Tubby Muffin by
one fat ca
“You prying worm!” he said.
oo

“You ought to be kicked for watch-
mg and listening.  Go to Bulkeley of
he Sixth and tell him what you've
mld us.  Otherwise, you'll get the kick-
ing vou ve asked for!”
All right! TLeggo!”

Klb Erroll started for his study, nnd
several of the juniors followed
there. Valentine Mornington gave
them a very unpleasant 1ook as they
came in.

“It's all right, Morny!” said Jimmy
Silver. “The mecnngs called off.”

“Blow the meeting

“We seem to havc misjudged you
m

Yot——?
e B\ll lt was all your own fault; you
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tainly asked for " said Jimmy. “But
the maiter stonds, it's cleared up,
and you're captnmmg us to-morrow
against St. Jim's
“I don' know that I want to!”
grunted  Mornington. “Like your
thumpin’ check to take an interest in
my pri lV’l(D a

' Look began Lovell hotly.
“Oh, go an' eat coke!”
“Shush!” gaid Jimmy Silver.

“You're going to have another chanc
Morny. For goodn: sal ms’{c
the best of it, and nobody here
say another word about clectmz a new
captain. Come on, you chaps.’

And Jimmy Silver & CO left the
study. Kit Erroll looked at his chum
with a smile,

“I'm E»Rd Its out,” he said.

“I'm _nof wled Mornington.
“I1l jolly \wll kick that prying fat
rascal!

“xcs done you good!”

“On,

Erroll Smhed again, but said no more,
And Morningten, upon reflection, was
probably not sorry that the junior
meeting had been interrupted by T\\bby
Muffin with his surpnsmg yarn.

e morrow, when the Rockwood jnmor
team went into tlxe field against St.
Jinv's, Valentine Mornington went with
them as their C&D(mn

The match was one which will live
long in the memories of all who saw it,
and most of Rookwood, seniors as well
as juniors, was on the touchline to
cheer Morny’s men on against their
deadly rivals of St. Jim's. Tom Meny's
team was in great form, and, being
& rather heavier side, looked at first
as if they might overwhelm the Rook-
wooders. But Valentine Mornington
soon showed that he was in irresistible
form, and under his inspired leadershin
his team worked like Trojans. After
ten minutes’ ding-dong play Tom Meiry
put the ball into the Rookwood net, and
there were long faces on the touchline.
But two minutes later Mornington

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

equalised with a shof, that gave Faity
Wynn, the plump Welsh junior who
was keeping goal for St. Jim’s, simply
no chance, A beautiful pass from
DiArcy on the right wing enabled
Monty Lowther to score again for St.
Jim’s; but Jimmy Silver replw\i with a
regular pile-driver into the St. Jim's net
which put Rookwood level again.

Two all at half-time!

The second half was even more excit-
ing than the first. ‘Tom Merry and his
men started off with a rush, with
evident determination to settle the issue
beyond doubt. Two quick goals Te-

warded their efforts, scored by Jack
Blake and Bernard Glyn. Rookwood
fought back gallantly, and Jimmy Silver
headed the ball past Wynn into the net
from a corner kick. ~With only six
minutes to go Mornington, tired but
undefeated, led a desperate raid on the

St. Jim's goal which gave Tommy Dodd
a chance to equalise—and he took it!
As the teams lined up again Buikeley,
who was refereeing, was looking at his
watc]

It's now or never, you men!”
brenmed Mornington.

m Merry secured the ball
Kidkoff and. whiDed b, (a6 o1 with
1t; hie passed out to D'Arcy, but Tommy
Cook was a shade too e for that
elegant youth. With a long
Tommy punted the ball down the ﬂeld
and the Rookwood forwards raced for
it, Vel Mornington in the lead.

There was 2 roar from the touchiine.
rmy |

“Go it, Mor

“On the ball |

Down the field raced Mornington, to
reach the ball a split second before
Herries, the burly St. Jim’s back. Amid
shricks of encouragement Morny sped
straight for goal, the ball at his feet.
Conroy, the other St. Jim's back, was
racing to cut him off, but Mornington
seemed fairly to fly. Ten yards from
the goal he steadied himself for a
moment, and then the ball flew strmght
and trug into the corner of the ne
just as Morny crumpled up under .
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heavy charge from Conroy. It was one
of tlie finest individual goals ever seen
at Rookwood, and there was a roar of
applause m\md the ground.

“Hurrah!’

“Rookiwood wins!”

“Well played, Morny!
indeed!”

The referce’s whistle blew for time.
Rookwood had won on the stroke of
time!

Mornington was borne off the field in
triumph by his elated team amidst the
cheers of the spectators and of the St.
Jim's side as well—the hero of the
hour!

Well played

CHAPTER 26,
Morny Steps Down!
the thump—-"

b HAT
\xl Lovell.
“What's on now?”

“It’s Morny’s flst!”

immy Silver & Co, and a crowd of
other fellows, were gathered round the
notice-board. It was dark in the
quadrangle now. Tom Merry & Co.
had long since departed. On the board
there was a notice in Valentine Morn-
ington’s well-known ﬁst ” and it
ordained a meeting of the Rookwood
Junior Football Club for that evening
in the Common-room, on a matter con-

nected with the ~captaincy, and
“urgent.”
“Blessed if I can see snyuung to

meet about!“ said Lovell. “I suj
we'd better give Morny his head aftex
the rmpu.g game he put up to-day.
¢l give him his head, cer-
taml}," Said Simmy Siver, laughing.
“Must be something on,” remarked
Tommy Dodd. “Blessed if I know
whot it 11.5 all about, though. ¥ou know,
rroll

Erroll was coming along, and he
glanced ot the Hotite as the Modern
junior celled to him.

“Tve an idea,” he answered,

“Well. what's it about, then?”
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“I think I'd better leave it to Morny
to tell you that!" sald Faroll, and
he ‘went on towards the Common-room.

“Jolly mysterlonsl” yawned Lovell.
“still, we'll

“Oh, \ve'l\ go, rathex j2

‘There was a considerable amount of
speculation as to what Mornington had
called the meeting for; and there were
very few fellows, Classical or Modern,
who did not decide to go.
mon-room was crowded before the time
appointed for the meeting, and there
was a buzz of discussion. And there
was a general movement of interest as

alentine Mornington entered the

m-

gton was cool end smiling,
apparenly wnconscious of the curiosity
bout ozen volces greeted

said him.

“What's the game, Morny?”

“What's it all about?”

Mornington glanced round.

“I'm just gomz Lo enlighfen you,
¢ boys.” he answered.

cad!”

Valentine Mornington mounted upon
2 chair, and looked over the crowded
meeting. There was a rather peculiar
smile upon his handsome face. Erroll
stood by his side, looking a little grave.

“Gentlemen—-" began Morny.

“Hear, hear!”

“Gentlemen, you have been called
tozether to hear an important com-
munication.”

“Go it!”

“On the ball!”

“Some time ago,” continued Morn-
ington, “you did me the honour to elect
me junior captain of Rookwood in the
place of Jimmy Silver, whom I am
havppy to see present.”

“No nced to yarn about that now,
that I can see,” remarked Jimmy
Silver, rather uncomfortably.

“I was very honoured by the selec-
tion,” went on Mornington. “It was
really a big compliment to me, to make
out that I was a better skibper than
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Jimmy Silver. At the same time, I
can't help thinking that you made a
mistake”

“My hat!”

The Rookwood juniors stared at
Mornington. They had not known
what he wias going to say; but certainly
they had not expected him to say that.
4nd they wondered what was coming
“In fact,” said Mornington, “with
all respect to the honourable gentle-
men present, I think not only that you
made a mistake, but you acted in a
at can only be justly described

“You had a ﬁrst-class skipper, and
you got tired of it,” said anmvt,on
with all eyes fixed on him.
turned him out in favour of one not
nearly so good—not a patch on him, in
fact.”

b G)ent Scott!”

“I—I—I'm dreaming th\s'”
tcred Arthur Edward Lovel

Jimmy Silver fairly blinked at Morn-
ington.

“You—you ass, Morny!” he ejacu-
Jated. ‘“What the merry thunder are
you driving at?”

“I'm coming to the point. It’s
lately been borne in upon my mind
thet I'm not the junior skipper that
Reokwood wants—or needs! I'm not
cut out for the job. Having made up
my mind to be candid, I'm goin’ the
whole hog. The fellows who voted for
me played the silly ox!”

“‘Oh, crumbs!”

“I'm much obliged to them, person-
ally; but I cannot help regarding them
s a set of silly asses!”

“Phew!"”

“We\l of all the checky duffers

stut-

Hes llght all the same!” grinned
Tommy Dodd.

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

““Hear, hear!” chuckled Lovell. “Go
it, Morny!  This is better than your
football, old top!™

“silence for the chair!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

As soon as there was an interval of
silence Valentine Mornington resumed,
in the same nonchalant tone:

“Candidly, that’s what I think. I'm
not a bad captain, but rather like the
egg in the story—good in parts. I do
not keep up the consistent level of high
quality displayed by our honourable
friend Jimmy Silver—Uncle James of
Rookwood !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, Cheese it, you ass!” growled
Jimmy Sil

“Id llk LO say that I've done my

best,” resumed Mornington, “but

u | with proper regard for the facts, I

can't say it. I haven't done my best—
only sometimes, when the spirit moved
me. At other tlmes T've followed false

I feel that I'm
ihe man for the'job, and have conser
quently decided to resign.”

“Great pip!”

“I'm very much obliged to the fellows
who put me into Jimmy Silver's place,
without having any great admiration
for them intellectually. Finding that
the job doesn’t fit, I'm steppin’ out of it.
My last act as junior captain of Rook-
wood will be to advise you to vote for
Jimmy Silver, I'm not standing again

as a candidafe. Yowve got a chance

now of gettin’ back the captain you
really want—as a common or garden
member of the club, I'm goi’ to vote
for him! That's

There was a huzz of voices in the
Common-room, mingled with a_good
deal of laughter. Morny was always
Morny; it could always safely be pre-
dicted that he would never do anything

quite like any other fellow. And cer-
tamly he had chosen a rather unique
way of handing in his resieation.
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Lok ere,” began Jimmy silver.
“pm

”Yuu P grinned Lovell. “Shut
Jimmy!”
Pind Jismy Silver gave in. Mo

ington’s was the first vote for him, and
when the meeting broke up Jimmy
Silver was once more junior captain of
Rookwood School. Which, as Morny
declared, and as most of the other
gellows agreed, was exactly as it should
e.
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Tommy gave a jump and started back
ia alarm.

That, however, was not fortunate for

him. He had forgotten the beech-
trunk just behind him.

Crack!

“Yow!” hav.led Toramy Dodd.

The back of Tommy's head ‘had
sxnition the beecls with & Suddch gnd
painful smite. Jimmy Silver & Co.
bu"s(, into a roar.

“Ha, , ha!™

— “Ow, ow!” Tommy Dodd rubbed
the Datk of his head. and  glared ab
CHAPTER 2. the Classical juniors. “You silly
The Widow of Coombe! chumps! You startled me! OW, Wow,

OMMY DODD, of the Modern|yow!”
T Fourth at_Rookwood, wore a| “We were only going to wake you
worried 1ook. up, old_top!” said Jimmy Silver.

was leaning against one of the
old beeches in Big Quad, with his hands
driven deep into his pockets, and a
deep wrinkle in his brow.

So immersed was he in reflection that
he did not even observe Jimmy Silver &
Co. as they came sauntﬂr'mg along from
the School Hous

Jxlx;my Sﬂver ‘glanced at him and
smj
Lovell and Raby and Newcome smiled,
too. They found something rather
comic in Tommy Dodd’s attitude, as he
stood with his eyes fixed on the ground,
unconscious of their proximity. It was
a very unusual thing for Tommy Dodd
to be so deeply buried in meditation.

“Halt!” murmured Jimmy Silver.

The four Classncul Jumors halted

“Something’s it} mmy,
grinned the cuptam of the Fourth “He
must be thlnklng of his sins, to :]udge

«Hear, hear!” mur el
‘And the Fistical Four trod softly to-
wards_the junior, with~ the

layful intention of waking him up by
ollaring him suddenly and sitting him
down in the quad.

Fortunately for Tommy Dodd, he ob-
served them as they came closer, and
Arthur Edward Lovell's outstretched
hand was almost upon him when

“What do you mean by going to sleep
in the quad, standing up like a horse?”
“I wasn't asleep, you Classlcal
chump! Ow! I was thinking
“ Gammon !”
“Fathead!” growled Tommy.
“Anything up?” asked Jlmmy Silver.
‘H'ts Mr, Mﬂhders been going for you?”™

-'De;r i Knowles on the warpath
agai

" Nu ass! Ow! I've hurt my napper
“Lucky there’s nothing in it!” re-
marked wvell.  “You lght have

damaged it x( there had been!”

“Ass!” Tommy Dodd rubbed his
head again. “Well, I suppose it’s no
good thinking! I can't do anything.

» | It scems a shame, though

The Fistical Four looked at him.
Tommy Dodd's remarks seemed rather
cryptic to the:

“Of course you can't do anything,”
agreed Jimmy 1lver * 5
chaps never can.
matter? Wha.L'S a Shamc°
Uncle James!”

«About Mrs. Wickers!” said Tommy.

“Wwell?”

“You remember her—the littie widow
at Coombe, who does sewing and things
for Mrs. Chisholm?” said Tommy.

Tell your
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“You've seen her commg Jhere to the
Head's house, I dare
“Lots of times,” said Jm_n, Silver.
“Anyuung wrm g ther
cs,” Tomm Dodd. “I
was {rying to ¢ Ty Whether I could do
anything to help. But where'’s a chap
to raise pounds and pounds? Can't be
jone !
“Well, it wouldn't be easy!" said
Lovell. " “If it Was bobs and bobs, or
tarmers and tanners—"

“Oh, don't bc flmnyl " growled
Tommy Dodd. is serious
matter. I say it's a '!mmc Her hus-

nd was killed on the North- \’Vcsb

Frontier of India, and it doesn’t see
fair to me someliow, thak e should
to suffer for it. It was bad enough
T Hamtr, i thont 16eins b hotb. 650
But a chap can't do anything. 1 was
thinking, pernaps, T could cati on her
landlord and give him a pink eye. But
I suppose that wouldnt do any real
Zood 1"

good !
“Not to him, anyway,” said Raby.

“It is 2 shame, really. How do you
know abou it?”

“I was down in Coombe befom
dinner,” explained Tommy Dodd.

met one of the nippers there, and asked

the kid how they were getting on. And
little Franky told me. It's a shame.
Of course, people have to pay rent for
their houses; thats all right. But it's
a roiten case, ause old Grubb, the
landlord, is a rich man. He's got lots of
oof. He could afford to let it go!”

“And he won't?”

“No, he won't! He ought to. Poor
old Wickers lost his life, and I don't see
why old Grubb can’t lose his money.
That “ould make it fair Bll round. Buf
—hut—>

“Well, what's going tn happen?"
Eﬂﬂlﬂs"’ grunted T

'l'he Fishcs.l Four looked very scrious
10

v had a very dim and far-away

1dea of the mysterious processes of the

law, but they knew there was some pro-

NO ‘GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

cess by which a tenant's guods and
chattels could be seized if the rent was
not paid, and that the baililf and the

bailif’s man were the instruments
thereof.
“Poor woman!” said Newcome
softly.

“I—I say, how much is it?” a:
Raby. “If a chap could help—"

“I don’t know how much, but it's
pounds ﬂnd pc\xnds " said Tommy

ki trying to think it out,
but—but Ive Only got twopence—"

“If we had time—" began Jimmy
Silver.

Tommy shook his hcad

“It's got to be paid by two-thirly
this nrmnoon—thats the last chance,”
he sald.

“My hat! It’s two now!”

“And if it isn't paid, the bailiff takes
possession of the place,” said Tommy.
“Puts a man in, you know. Old Shingle
is the bamﬂ»cxusty old beast! I re-
remember his slanging me last winter
because I knock ed his hat off with a
snowball—awfully crusty old beggar! I
jolly well wish now it had knocked his
head off. Fancy poor little Mrs. Wickers
with a man in possession— y
bounder mooching around the house.
And the poor little woman with two
nippers—and her husband buried in
mdia.x'oh, it’s too bad! It makes me
eel 11117

Tommy Dodd gave a loud
expressive of a variety of

there was time—" said
“But there isn't!”
Jlmmy Sﬂver knitted his brows.

“This is too jolly rof tten'” he ex-
clatmed, K 1t's got to be stopped!”
“Got any tin?” asked Tommy.

“About five bob—"
“Then you csn‘t do anything, any
more than I can!

“My dear chap, consider the differ-
ence in intellect!” said Jimmy Silver
reprovingly.

“Fathead!”
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“It's up to us, somehow,” said Jimmy
Silver. “We haven't any money to
speak of, certainly, but—"

“It's money that’s wanted, ass!”

“But sumeth!ngs gomg to be done!”
said Jxmmy Silyes

“Poor Kﬂ'lckers is going to be
done, and yau're a silly ass, Jimmy
Silver!” grunted Tommy Dodd, and he
walked away, evidently in a very de-
pressed frame of mind.

CHAPTER 30.
Up to Uncle James!
IMMY SILVER wrinkled his brows.

His chums looked at him silently.
The Classical quartette were all

deeply interested in poor Mrs. Wickers’

misfortune, and they would gladly have

done anything they could to help. Buf

certainly they were not in a position

to hefp in a financial way.

Given time, they ouid “possibly have
raised the required money somewhere,
somehow, and they would have spared
no exrort to do so. But there was no

Th heayy hand was about to fall
‘upon Mrs, Wickers’ little home.

But Lovell and Raby and Newcome
watched Jimmy Silver’s thoughtful face
‘with a faint hope. They had g!eat laith
in “Uncle James,” of Rookw:
and often Jimmy Silver had risen to 8
difficvlt occasion when nobody else
could see a way ou

But this time it real!y looked as if
Uncle James was power)

“It’s rotten!” said Lovell breaking
the silence at last. W Mrs.
Wickers that Mumington took some
quids to last week, you know, when the
lellcms thought he was blowin’ his cash

he Bird-in-Hand. It came out

thraugh ‘Tubby Muffin watchin’ him. I

suppose he just helped her to tide over
ime.

for a ti But the chopper’s coming
down now, and no mistake. We can't
do_anything, Ji %

iy mads & gashure,

“Tm thinking,” he said.

1

“Well, what about?”

The junior captain of Rookwood drew
a deep breath.

“It’s up to us

“Bu Wha

u chaps know anythmg about the
lawO' asked Jimmy Silve

Lovell shrugged his shou]dexs

“Blessed if I do, or want to!” he
answered. “I only know it's something
the lawyers live on, to save the trouble
of working. What—"

“Well, I don’t know much about it,”
admitted Jimmy Silver; “but I've heard
about cases like this before—read ’em
in the papers. Now, if Mrs. Wickers had
time to pay, we could rally round, and
see her through—somehow. The ques-
tion is, to gain time.”

“But that’s the point. There isn't
any time,” said Lovell. ‘‘The man will
be in possession in half an hour!”

won't!” said Jimmy.

“What'll stop him, then?”

* he said.

lsicer

“Us! i echoed .nmmy llver 's chums.

“Little us!” agreed Ji

“Well, if giving tho bailit a thick
ear will do any good, I'm your man!”
said Artaur Edward Lovell at once. “I
could knock out old Shingle. I've seen
him often enough, :md I know I could.
But would that stop him?”

“No, ass! ud be landed in
chokey for assault and battery! Dot
you know the law has to be respected
in this country?” demanded Jimmj
severely.

“on, blow the law!”

“Why, youre a blessed Bolshevik!”
exclaimed Jimmy indignantly. “The
law's all right. There’s always two
sides to a question, and the law takes
notice of both sides. Now, I tell you
T've read about these things.
law for Shingle to put his m
Mrs, Wickers’ house i1l the rent is pald
or the goods and chattels sold. Bub
it’s also the law that Mrs. Wickers can

s 1

Certz\m‘)
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“Then what the thump’s the good of
the law if it can be walked round like

that?”
“Well, lawyers must live!” said
Jimmy tolerantly. how, what

we've got to deal with is the matter as
it stands, If Mrs. Wickers don't let the
bailiff in he can’t get in, can be 2"
“Couldn’t he bust the door
“No that's against the law "'
rd!"” said Lovell, in
walk in if the

' NO! GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

! We can, and viee going tol Come
and get the bikes

e s

“No time for ‘buts, old chap. You

can understudy a billy goat another
time, when it's not so pressing. Get
a move on!”

And, without waiting for further dis-
cussion, J_mmy suver started for the
Dike-shed at & Tw

His chums blinked at one another.

b Well of all the stunts!” ejaculated

door’s not Iocked but if it is locked he | Lovel

mustn’t bus

“Exactl; ‘

“Well, the chap who said the law
was an ass knew what he was talking
about!”

“Never mind that; that's the law!
To shove & way into the house they
have to get an order or an injunction,
or something, from some old johnny
in a wig, and that takes time. Every-
thing conn the law_takes
time; that's the beauty of it. There’s
no hustle about the lsw Now do you
see?” asked Jim b
bailiffs are kept out that gains the tlme
we want, and, somehow or another, the
old hunks can be paid.”

“But—but little Mrs. Wickers
couldn’t stand a siege in her house!”
ejaculated Raby. “The bailiff would be
mooching round all the time, looking
for a chance to dodge in if the door was

“Then it must not be opened.”

“But Mrs. Wickers couldn't. ‘The poor
little soul hasn't-the nerve—

“Probably not; but we have. The
end study is famous for its nerves!”
said Jimmy Silver ca

“We—we— But we—— stuttered
Newcome.

(a¥ere going to be the gamison,”
sa)do.lun.my

oh

“Dagh it al] old Wickers stood up
for us on the F‘ronuer"’ said Jxmmy
Silver warmly. “It's up to us to
up for his little home :md his widow"‘

“That's all right; but can we—-"

i3 mncy we're going to look for about
the bixgest scrspe we ever landed into!”
observ

Lovell d

“'Well, let's go and look for it!” he
said. “Anybaw, Jimmys going, so we've
got to go, too. Com

d the Co. ran aﬂ.er their leader.

In very short time the Fistical
Four were wheeling their bicycles out of ,
the gates.

‘Tubby Muffin of the Classical Fourth
met them in the gateway, and planted
his fat person in the way.

“You fellows going ont Ao 3 spin
this afternoon?” Tubby inquired.

“Yes. Jump away!”

“Hold on. Jimmy! I ve nothing
speclal m do tlgs B,ft,ernoo

“ m spend the Lmu holiday W)th  you
chaps, if you like,” said
generously. “You can take me up on
your blke behind, Jimm;

bike doesn’t carry cargo by the

“I know a place where we can _get
some tarts” said Tubby. “TIl show
you where,” I'm rather short of money
to-day, but you

“Will you get out of the way?” roared
Lovell. g
“But I was Just saying—
Yaroooop!”

or three front wheels collided
thh Tubby Muffin’s fat Iegs at once,
‘Tubby gave a roar, and sa
“yarooh ! Why, you
000000p 1"
Ha, ha, ha!™

rotters !
0o
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“Don’t you wheel your beastly bikes
over my trousers, you rotter: Why,
you awitl cads! Oh, keyl“

‘Tubby Muffin sat, looking rather
dusty, after the Fistical Four had
passed, and shook a fat fist after them.
Unheeding the fat Classical, Jimmy
Silver & Co. mounted their mamln&,
and started for Coombe and the pedals
fairly flew.

CHAPTER 31,
Rookwooders to the Rescue!
IMMY SILVER & CO. put on a speed
J Coombe Lane that was almost
reckless, but their excuse was that
they were, 50 to speak, riding to the
rescue.

In a very brief space of time they| to,
were in the old-fashi High Street
of Coombe, and thera they had to
s!acken a little. They turned fmm the

High Street into Water
strsgglmg street that led dc‘Vn m\wmds
the

jator Lane was not a wealthy
quarter. Little detached cottages stood
in little, trim gardens, poor, but neat
and clean and homely. Half-way down
the street a crowd was gathered out-
side poor Mrs. Wickers’ cottage. The
news that the “broker’s man ” was com-
ing had spread, and neighbouxs had
gathered round, to ex ympathy
and mdignmlon, or to look on and talk.

Lovell uttered an exclamation, as he
made a gesture towards a fat man, who
‘was marching along towards the cottage
on the pavement.

“That’s old Shingle!” he said.

‘The rescuers were only just in time.

Mr. Shingle, the bailiff, was a stout
and rather important gentleman, with
a red face and thick side-whiskers. He
‘walked with his fat chin well up, per-
haps from a consciousness of his own

portance, or perhaps to give room
lm‘ his double chin to expand over his
collar.

Behind him, a shabby man, with a
hungry !ace, was shambling humbly.

3

This, evidently, was Mr. Shingle's
factotum, the “man ” whom he put in
possession when hapless tenants did
not pay their rent

Mr, ‘Shingle S not deign to walk
with his “man.” He kept ahead, and
affected to be ignorant of the “man’s”
existence,

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed the pair
on the way and shot ahead, reaching
Mrs. Wickers’ cottage a gooll distance
ahead of them.

The crowd cleared back a little as e
four bikes came buzzing on, and
junlors Jumped down &t the  garden

was a Rookwood feliow
cwmlng down the street—Rawson of
the Fourth—and Jimmy Silver called

to him.

“Hallo! What's the row here?”
asked Rawson, crossing over.

“Take our bikes, old chap, Wﬂl you?”
said Jimmy Silver hurriedly. ‘e may
be staylng here I’ll explain latcr Do

o

“Certs.m]y "’ saiﬂ Rawson, vely much
surprised, but willing to oblig
He took the four bikes in charge, and

the Fistical Four entered the garden.

“You stand at the gate a blt.
Lovell,” murmured Jimmy. “If thos
cads come up befoxe we're ready, Lcep
’em back somehow !”

oWhatniol” sald Arthur Edward,
clenching his
P oune hot to-hit them, you ess!

Thats against the law
here, I'm l’lOL a dashed
la growled Arthur Edward.
“How am I to know what’s against
the law and what isn’t? What’s the
matter with hitting Shingle in the eye?”

“Ass! You come in with me, then!”
said Jimmy, catching Lovell by the arm,
“Raby, you stay at the gate, and keep
them in talk somehow. Give us time to
get ready for the cads!”

“Leave it to me!” said Raby.

George Raby stationed himself at the
gate, and the other three ran up to the
house. Master Franky's chubby face
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was giued to a ﬂ-ont window pane, and
he ran to open the door.

Mrs. Wickers came down the little
hall—or, rather, passage—as the juniors
entered.

The poor widow’s face was pale, and
wet with tears.

“Oh, Master Silver!” she exanmed

said
his cap. “We've

“Oh, but—but—"

“Mr. Shingle is jusf. down the
street. I'm e every minute,”
faltered the widow. “It is terrible!
My poor 1 little home and the children

Mrs, Wickers’ tears flowed afresh.

Whac can I do? I could pay my way.
with the pension and the -den
the sewing, only it's what I owe tor S0
long! It was because little Alice was

i, and Lhe oy Went then.  But, of | the

ung gentlemen’ wouldn't
{derstand about that.”
“we jolly well do underst.md " sald
Jimmy

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

included in the curriculum at Rook-
wood. But Jimmy was willing to let
it go at that. He was sure of his
ground, and it was necessary to reassure
the widow.
‘Wil you leave it to us, ma’am?” he
sked W ul see you through. Wi
know just ders can do,

and whxt they can't do. You can rely
on us

“lm sure I trust your judgment.
Master Silver, and it's very kind
you! But what can we do?”

“Fasten all t.he doors and windows,
and tell them to go and eat coke!”
answered Jimmy promptly.

: Mrs, Wickers smiled through her
ears.

She was not likely to tell ,Mr.
immy’s tio
“We'll helpl” Eﬂid Newcome. “You'l] %

low us,
“Y?, yes. yal Anything you think
”

‘'re going to see | best!

you throt e

The widow 5hook her head.

“But I mean it!” exclaimed Jimmy.
“We're sﬁ g to raise the tin somehow
~you take my word for that!”

"Bub I—I couldn’t—I couldn't let

“Yes. you could, and youre going
to,” answered Jimmy. “That's all
right! But we've Eot to get the time to
ickers? szg;l‘re not

. arted.
“But theyll come in!" she said.
“They can't, if you keep them out.
They have to start another process or
something.  It's t.he law,” explained

Jimmy.
Sli !(-xf ynu‘rb sure it's the law, Master

ver-

uite sure.”

“Well, I suppose you knnw, up at the

bls Bchool ’ sald poor Mrs. Wickers.
Silver suppressed a smile.

anuame a knowledge of the law
undoubtedly was, that was not a subject,

The little cottage contained only
four rooms and & passage, and it was
not a lengthy task to secure the
and windows. T

and bolted it. Lovell fastened the
windows of the sitt room and
kitchen. Jimmy Silver remained at the
front door, o

“Right!” called out Newcorne

“All serene!”—from Lovel

Jimmy shouted to RBby Et ‘the gate:

“This Wﬂy, Raby!”

From the gate there was a sound of
voices In dispuu Mr. Shingle and his
factotum were there.

[u—
CHAPTER 32.
No Admittancel
EORGE RABY had his foot against
G the gate. There was no lock on
it, only a latch, and it could not
be fastened.
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Mr. Shingle laid a fat and hclvy
hand on the gate to open it. As Raby's
boot was in the way, naturally it dld
not apen

Mr. Shingle frowned at the Rook-
wood junior.

“Are you holding the gate, boy?” he
cexclaimed.

“Not at all, old top!”

“YO“ have your !oot against it!”

claimed Mr. Shingle

"Weﬂ that isn't holding it, is 142"
asked Raby, with a sweet smile at the
bailiff.

“Open t' 1 gate at once!”

“My dear man, I'm not a gate-
opener!”

Let me pass
Shingle BngrllyA

Raby cast a glance behind at the

house. He was there to keep the
bailiff and his man back until Jlmmy
Sﬂver hx\i made the preparations for
a

in!” shouted Mr.

The question is, who are you, and
what do you want?” he said. “I'm
doing the lodge-keeper stunt at present
for ickers, and I can't let in
suspicious characters!”

There was ° giggle from the crowd
in the road, and Mr. Shingle’s fat face
became purpl

"Mrs. Wickers knows pel’lectly well
who I am, and what come
for!” he snorted. “I am here to put
a man in possession for the rent!”

“Got_any credentials to show?” in-

quired Raby.
“I ghall not show them to you,

“I am
until I'm sure about y¢
still with his foot p!a
gate, keeping it shut. “Yau may be

a burglar, for all I know

“Boy!” roared Mr. smnm.

“Man!” replied Raby.

“Will you release th&t gate nt

once?”  thundered
“Otherwise I shall bo: yaur ears! '"
“Look out for your waistcoat if you

afraid I can't ‘lee yau pass

5
do!” retorted Raby undauntedly. “I
shall biff you on th Wntch chain!”
Ha, ha, ha!” the road.
Mr. Shingle Khred at RB.DY, but cer-
tam]y he could not box the ROGL
wood junior’s ears without expos
his ample waistcoat to attack. So h
refrained. He

"Yea, sﬁr!“ 3
te open, Smunk, you
Iooll What do 1 pay you for?”

Smunk grasped the gate in his turn,
and the bailiff and his man shoved
together. It was u'. that moment that
Jxmmy Silver’s call came from the

"Thls way, Raby!”

It was only just in time, for the
pressure without was too strong for
the junior. by made a sudden jump
back and ran for the house.

Mr. Shingle and his man were press-
ing with full force on the gate when
Raby jumped away from it. flew
wide open with startling suddenness,
and the two men sprawled headlong

upon the gravel path inside.

Crash!

Bump!
"Ynooooooooop"'
“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from

the deligh!ed crowd in the roadway.

Mr. Shingle and his man
were sprawling, Raby reached
house, and ran inside. Jimmy Silvex'

slammed the door, locked and bolted

‘Raby, | it; and put the chain on.
o| “Done 'em!

Raby.
S‘“Good man!”  chuckled Jimmy

He looked through the keyhole.
le an it

Mr. Shis stag-
gered to their feet red and
breathless and g‘rave“y The bailiff

e. | was relieving his feelings by “slang-

ing” the hapless Smunk. He talked
to Smunk with great emphasis for
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several minutes, while the crowd out-
side chortled. At length, however,
Mr. Shingle came back to the business
in hand, and walked up the garden
path to the house, Smunk following
at_his heels like a bullied dog.

Rap, Tap, Tap!

ingle gave three terrific

k_tmcks at the door, which could have
been heard as far as the High Street.

“Oh, dear!” gasped Mrs. Wickers.

She made a movement as if to open
the door, overawed by the truculent
Shingle, and the unknown and mys-

terious powers of the law that he was i

supposed to wield.

But Jimmy Silver mterposed.

“Leave him to us,

“If—if you're sure,

—" faltered Mrs. Wicke

“Quite sure, ma'am!”

“Very well, Master Silver,” said the
widow IesxgnedlyA

Rap, rap, rap!

“Will you let me in, Mrs. Wickers?”
thundered the bailiff, in a voice that
rang thxough the little cottage from
end to end.

'l'hera were startled gasps
“Alice and and Alice begnn m
cry. Mrs. Wickers trembled but Jimmy
Silver did not falter. It required more
than a loud and bullying voice to dis-
turb the serenity of “Uncle James ™ of

Ma,ster Silver

Rookwood.

“Hallo! Who's that?” he inquired
thtough the keyhule

e door!”
“Is Lhat sh\ngle?"
“Yes"’ roared the bailiff.
“Then you can go and eat coke!”

“What?”

“Coke!”

“Why, you—you—what—who—"
spluttered Mr. Shingle. “I demand
ndmﬁttance to this house at once!”

s Smunk!” howled Mr. Shingle.
“Sir!

“Don’t stand there staring like
fool! Go round and get in at the back
door, and open this door for me.”

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“ Yessir!”

Smunk went round the -cottage.
There was a chuckle from the Fistical
Four inside, as_they heard Smunks
trying over the back door. He came

back to his master in a few minutes.

Tt won't open, sirl”

Wha
“It’s locked inside, I think, sir!”
“Fooll Find an open window,

then!”

‘The hapless Smunk went round the
house again. But he came back after
a fruitless quest.

“All Lhe v.mdcrs seem to be fastened

Mr. s‘hmgle gave a snort. He was

growmg intensely exasperated. - He
a busy man, and this was wasting

his time. He had other homes to
break up, and he felt indignant at
being delayed in carrying out
happy task.
He rapped fiercely on the door again.

“Mrs. Wickers, if you do not admit
me at once you will take the conse-
quences!” he thundered.

“Oh, dear!” gasped the widow.

“All right, ma’am; he’s only blow-
ing off gas’" said Jimmy Silver reas-

suringly. “There aren’t any conse-
quences.”
“Will you let me in immediately—

immediately?” raved Mr. Shingle.

“Not this week, old top!” answered
Jimmy Silver through the keyhole,

«I give you one minute!” thundered
Mr. Shingle. “If the door is mnot
opened in one minute I will have it
broken ln Smunk get an axel”

“ Yessir!

‘There was a wail from litﬁe Alice
and a sob from Mrs. Wicker:

“Oh, Master Sllvsr, if Lhey Te going
to break in—'

“Only spoof, ma’am!” answered
Jimmy Silver. “He dare not do it.
Even bailiffs have to obey the law.”
And Jimmy called through the key-

hole: “Mr. Shingle, if you do any
dumage to this door you will be held
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responsible. Youll be prosecuted, you
Totter! Understand

e wad o foioua stioit from MY,
Shingle. He was quite aware that he
dared not carry out his threat—at
least, if there was anybody in the
place who was acquainted with the
Jaw on the subject. With poor people,
ignorant of the law, Mr. Shingle some-
times took cha.nces, but he was aware
that it would not’ pay him to take
chances Ix

o minte clapsed, but there was 1o
attack on the door; neither had Mr.
Smunk fetched an axe.

Outside, in_the little wooden porch,
Mr. Shingle fomed and snorted. ~ He
was quite at a los

“Smunk!” he Tapped out at last.

“Yessir!"

“Stay here. Enter the house as
soon as the door is opened, and do
not leave it again!”

“Yessir!

And Mr. Shingle whirled round and
strode away, still snorting with fury;
and his fat form disappeared up the
street, followed by a loud and pro-
longed hiss from the crowd
lookers. The faithful re-
mained on guard, sucking at a tobaceo-
less pipe in the porc

CHAPTER 22.
Besioged!
“ RYP - grinned
v Edward Lovell
rrah
“Ho-ne 1 geret
Wickers breatniessy.
“He's gone, mumi” howled Master
Franky, from the front wmdow “3
see him go. He's mizzled, mum!
“Onh, dear! Oh, dear!” said the
widow.
“Of course Lie's gone!” said Jimmy
sitver cheerfully.  “Nothing for him
o here. He's left his man, but it
Soonth Bart. o If the man stands in
the porch for a bit, will §
“Not at all!” smiled M Wickers.

Arthur

exclaimed Mrs.

kid
“well stay on, if you don’t mind,”

said Jimm; They may come back
and iy some dodges. 1t's a hall-
holiday at Rookwood to-day. ~Mind,

after we're gone you're not to open
door or window. They can’t do any-
thing so long as you keep them shut
out. They've got to get some authority
from some old donkey in a court some-
where. I don’t know how many days
it takes, but i’s a good many. Before
the time's up well mnnage to square
the rent with Mr. Grubb.

“Oh, sir!”

“You won't be able to go out and
do any shopping,” said Jimmy. “But
that’s all nghh We'll do some shop-
ping for_you.”

“But—but I—>

“This is our treat, Mrs. ‘w‘ickers!”
said Jimmy Silver firmly. “ You're to
ve me a list of things you w: 'mt, und
we'll get them—grub and so on. Shell
out, you chaps!”

‘On, rather!”

Jimmy Silyer held out his cap, and

the chums of Rookwood “whacked ” in

contributions as far as their limited
financial resources allowed. Fifteen
shillings reposed in the cap. It was
all they had.

“BuFbuL I can’t allow——" gasped
Mrs. Wicker:

ST said Jimmy. “Ain’t we ir

charge of this fort, holding it against

enemy? You're only a member of

the garrison, Mrs. Wickers. You place

the matter in my hands just as if 1
were your father, you know.

Mrs ‘Wickers laughed. She could not

it.

P wver, Jimmny Siiver had his wey,
and Mrs. Wickers, having made up the
list required, it was handed to Lovell,
Who was to do the shoppin,

“Now, we mustn’t let Smunk get
while Yok getting aut, old topt said
Jimmy. “You get out of the back door,
and Raby's to_bolt it immediately
you're outside. T'll talk to the Smunk-
bird through the keyhole here, and
ke him busy.”
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“Right-ho!”

Jimmy Silver looked through the key-
holc of the front

Smunk wns uumng from one

leg m the ather, apparently growing
tired

“Hn.lla old manl" said Jimmy. “Do
Fou ¥ wum to comc

"lG‘CAtélnR Lh'ed of waiting?”
“My Tatt Yaure more likely to be
hanged than I am,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Why can't you show your face like
an honest man, instead of coming here
with a mask on?”

“Eh? Wotcher mean? I ain't got
a mask on!”

“What?  Isn't that a Guy Fawkes
mask you're wearing?” asked Jimmy
Silver, in surprise.

“You—you—you young rip!” roared
Mr. Smunk, greatly enraged at having
his features mistaken for a Guy Fawkes

M mistake!” said Jlmmy Slhe’r
"N-Lural mistake, under the cir
Smunk—don't you think s0?”

“I wish I "ad "old of your hear!” was
Mr, Smunk’s reply.

“Hard lines on you, waiting here
like this, Smunky! at will they do
wnhoub ynul nblthc pub?” =

failed Mr. Smunk, and he began to
kick iuxlously at the door by way of
cexpressing his feeling:

“Go it, o}d bird!” sald Jimmy Silver
encouragingl

Mr. Smunk went it.

He was thus engaj hen Arthur
Edward Luvell came round the cottage
from the back, grinned at him, and
passed on to the gate. Mr. Smunk

door must have been opened, and he
rushed round the

But the back door was cl
bulted and at the kitchen wlndow
nis hand to the enraged

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

Mr. Smunk shook his fist in re-
sponse, and retired to me from porch

again, in a very surly te
bailifi’s man was not nn!oymg hls
afternoon.

Mrs, Wickers made tea, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. started a game with Alice

and Franky to kcc
Newcome displa; een
sustained Xntercsl m Alices doll, and

did not seem to tire of seeing it open
and shut its eyes—indeed, he displayed
wonder and delight every time Alice
made the doll move its optics—and
Alice was quite happy.

Frenky rode about on Jimmy Silver's
shoulders in a state of greut delight,

oblivious of bailiffs and m POS-
session. There was qulm B happy
family in t.he cottage when lnve]l Te-
turned with a bag crammed with pro-
vender of various kinds.

Mr, Smunk blinked at Lovell with
beery eyes as the junior came up the
garden

He undcrsmoﬂ that the Rookwooder

had brought provisions for the siege,’
and he grinned at him evilly.

“So youre a-going agin, are
you?” he said. “Well, when you goes
in, in I goes, and you can put that in
your o pxpe and smoke it, young feller-

’l'hn I don’t smoke,” said
Lovell po'ute]\

“You jest loc-
Smunk.

“I'm here,
Lovell,

“I know you are, old top!” called
back Jimmy. “I could hear your
Inh'y fbotsteps a mile off!”

‘Faths

out!” sald Mr.

Jimmy!” called out

“QGot nm provender?”
Yes, ¥ it is; but this bat-eyed
s he's coming in when I

watch!”

sneered  Mr.

mmy
emergency, end he was ready for it.

Silver had expected this



THE SCHOOLEOYS' OWN LIBRARY ki)

“Bring it round to the kitchen
Wmdow. Lovell,” he called out.
Right you are!’
Mr. Smunk followed Loyell round to
the kitchen window with a ver

Ty
vengeful expression on his face. Jimmy | Y00«

Silver’s face appeared at the little
window. Behind him was R.nby.
a garden-broom in his hane
Smunk had a rather dubious expresnon
as he looked throug]
saw that broom.
Jimmy opened the lower sash of the
little window as Lovell put the

h the glass and

P
Lovell roughly aside, and shoved his
bead and shoulders in at the window
after the bag.

“Now, then!” he said triumphantly.

The little window was just about
large enough for Mr. Smunk to crawl
in through—if he was not stopped.

But he was stopped

Jimmy Silver d.ra.gged down the sash
d Mr. Smunk’s triumphant
remark was cut short, and turned into
a howl of anguish, as the sash caught
him on the back of the neck.

“Y00000p!"

The expression on Mr. Smunk’s face
was extraordinary as he stood pinned,
with his head inside, his body outside,
and the sash jammed on the back of

gol" he howled.

"Net a bit of it!” answered Jimmy
Silver cheerily. “I'm holding this
sash for the present.”

“You're a-breaking of my neck!”
wailed Mr. Smunk.

“Yes? Is it of any value?”

“Why, you—you—you—"

“7 dare say we could sctew the win-
dow like this” remarked Jimmy
Silver thoughtfully. “Would you mind,
Smunk?”

“Yaroooooh!”

“Let me give him a oner on the
napper with this broom!” said Raby.

“He’s nicely leed He won't want
than “one

more
“Yoop! You keep broom
away!” shrmked Mr. smunh 111 "ave

S’ou up for ’'sault and Dbattery!

"Better (nsten him in as he is!”

with sald New:
ha!" rua.red Love] out-
side. “Sha'll I spank hi
“Yow-ow-ow! You kee]

eﬂl” yelled
nk,h)k‘lﬁ_klnz out wﬂd'ly behind.

1 tell you what!”
Jimmysi}ver “I'l push up the sash
his_head out

and you knock
um “that braam, Raby. Catch him
rué{g‘gn the boko with it, and he’ll go,
”

“Leave it to me!”

“Yow-ow-ow—'elp!”

“Ready?”

“Go it!” answered Raby.

Jimmy lever pushed up the sash
again. ‘was brandis!
broom, and Mr smunk did not wxlt
for his head to be knocked o
Jimmy fully expecwd he wouldnt' He
withdrew it quickly.

Slam! went the window agal.n and
Jimmy fastened it, grinning through
the panes at the infuriated Mr Smunk.

Mr. Smunk shook an enraged fist at
him. He came very near smashing
the glass in his wrath, but he did not

venture to go A
“Well, mming in?” cnﬂ!d out
Lovell, as M.r stood rut
his neck and mi twrln

Jimmy Silver shook h]s head.

“No need, old chap. You get
home, and ask Rawson for the bikes,
and bring them as far
and wait for us there.
out at dusk, you know.
aren't allowed to nct
thats the giddy law

‘Well, t.hat’s rsther a sensible laW"'

remarked “I'm off, then

And Arthur Ed\vnrd Lovell v\alked
away whist]

Mr. Smunk eyed the juniors grin-

said

These rotters
after dark—
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ning at the window, with feelings too
deep for words. Lovell ‘was not

going in again, after all, Mr. Smunk's
chance of getting in nlnng wn.h him

vanished. Jimmy Silver kissed
his hand to the enraged bamﬂs man
and smiled sweetly. Mr.
scowled and tram round w the
front of the houdie again to resume his

Vigil in the por
I
cheery that afternoon—it was a
rather unusual and rather exciting
way of passing a half-hollday, and they
had the pleasant comdoumess that
they were doing good. Little Alice
and Franky Xorgot all their troubles in
thc merry company of the Rookwood
Jjuniors, and even poor Mrs. Wickers

CHAPTER 31,
The Vietor!
MMY SILVER & CO. were very

difficult situation had astounded th!:
poor woman; but his success was very
encouraging, and the widow had the
firmest faith in “Uncle James,” of
Rookwood.

During the afternoon Mr. Shingle
rmppeared, made some excited
remarks when he Iaund hls man still
outside the house—like a very shabb;
and beery Perl at the gnte of Paradise.

“Haven't you got in yet, you fool?”
inquired Mr. Shingle.

“I ain't 'ad a chance, guy'nor!”

“What do I pay you for?” roared
Mr. Shingle.

Smunk did not answer that question.
He asked anoth

“'Ow am I to get any grub, sir?
I'm ‘ungry.

“You have to get into the house.
The tenant has to keep the bailifl’s
man while In possession. You've been
in ex‘o:lgh houses to know that, you
ldxot

But I can't get in, can I?” wailed
the hapless Mr. Smunk.

smiled. .hmmy d

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“That’s You should
geb in.”

“Am I to stay 'ere without nothlnz
to heat?” demanded Mr. Smunk,
showing signs of rebellion. Even the
worm will turn; and undoubtedly Mr.

your business.

munk | Smunk was a worm.

Mr. Shingle snorted.
"You nught to have got in, some-
don’t pay you to loaf around
ln 1rom gardens admiring the land-
scape. Get in, and they have to feed

yor
howled Mr.

ut I can't get

Smunk.  “There’s a gang of young
rips in the ‘ouse, a-keeping of me
hout!”

“That’s , your look-out! Get in,
somehow!”

And Mr. Shmglc stalked away In
great dudgeo

Mr, sm\mk groaned.
He had to keep up his vigil till
and he was hurm—y. nnd mu
thirsf ty than he was
t‘lought of the tap-room at lhe Black
and groaned again. Then he
shook a dirty fist at a grinning face
that looked hom a window, and settled
wn to his
/A.ﬂ.er dnrk, he woulrl have to retire
—as the bailiff’s delightful occupation
cannot be carried on after sunset—but
it was not dark yet. But Mr. Smunk
was aware that the schoolboys would
have to get awny before dark, and he
still hope: dodge in when they
dodged - out Once inside, he was a
re. The poor widow would have
to provide tor his wants, and 3
Smunk meant to be very exacting as
&Ifgmpens:\lmn for the troubles of the

But he was not inside yet.

Jimmy Silver was thinking over the
question of retreat, as the dusk began
to fall over Coombe.

At the end of the street Lovell was
waiting with the bicycles for the gar-
rison of the cottage to return to Rook-
wood. The Co. had to join him wi
out letting Mr. Smunk into the house.
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“You'll remember, Mrs. Wickers, to
keep doors and wmdows fastened all
day to-morrow,” sald Jimmy Silver.
“After dark they can't do
50 you'll be all nght when we're gone.
To-merrow we're goi to raise
wind somehow to see you clear, but
until we've done that, you've got to
keep those rotters outside. You catch
on?”

‘The widow smiled faintly.
“Yes, Master Silver, I'm leaving it
to you. I don’t know how to thank

“Don’t trouble,”
“We'll chance it about call-over for
once, and not leave till it'’s quite dark.

d we'll manage all right about that
beery old bird outside. You're to bolt
Lhe dzmr nxwr us, you know!”

"And H (hey give you any trouble
after dark, you'll only have to go to
the police station, but they won’t dare
“do that;. they know too much about

_ the law!”

Jimmy looked from the window.

It was growing dark now, but Mr.
Smunk’s weary form could still be
seen shifting from one tired leg to the
other and back again.

r. Smunk ceased to be a blot upon
the lxndscape. however, as the dark-
ness deepened.

But he was still there!

“Now, we've got to be jolly: careful,

ou chaps,” said Jimmy, in a low voice.
“Strlcbly speaking, the man can’t enter
when we open the door, as it's after
sunset, but, as a matter of fact, he
‘would rush in and make out afterwards
that it wasn’t quite dark if he was
tackled over it. We've got to see that
he doesn’t.”

“You bet n

“He's waiting there—ready to rush,”

id Jimmy. “If we get the back door
open, he may nip round in time before
it's. closed ugaln‘ ‘We'll go out by the
frtl)ng d

"And we’]l do the rushing,” said

the | him, w

answered Jimmy. | Mr. Si
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Jimmy coolly. “If we rush into
Smunk and bowl him over, that's his
loo;:ut he shouldnt be in the way.”

“1f he fﬂlls down, and we fall on
e needn’t be in a hurry to get
up; theras no law about tha

Mrs. Wickers wlll have tlme to bﬂlb
the do?r.d after us.’

it was arranged.
y Silver withdrew the bolt on
the front door, and he heard a heavy
breathing outside, which showed that
munk ha the sound, and
was close at hand and on the alert.
Then he rattled the chain off.
"Good byc, Mrs. Wickers!” he mur-
ured. 're going. Youll re-
member to fasten the door at once.”
“Yes, yes, M: Silver.”
“And don't lct anybody in on any
account -

0.
“I'll run down on my bike to-
morrow, and see how you're getting on,
and to see if you want anything. Keep
your pecker up, you know.”
“I will remember, my dear—dear

boy,” said the widow.
“Goodnight, then! Now, ready,
you chaps?’

Jimmy Silver turned back the key,
and threw open the door; and in an
instant, the three juniors rushed out
n a b

Mr. Smunk had his foot on the
doorstep, his hand outstretched.

Crash!

‘The collislon was terrific.
But_three bodles are heavier than
one. Mr. Smul went staggering
bundly back from the shocl
e landed on his back in the porch,
umd the three juniors of Rookwood
sprawled over him.
‘The door closed.
From the hapless Mr. Smunk,
sprawling breathlessly under three
Rookw Juniors, there proceeded n
series of remarkable sounds.
three juniors seemed, to him, to h:we
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at least half a dozen knees and elbows
apiece, and all that formidable n er
1 d  elbows seems be

o
“Hallo! We've run into someth.ng,"
said Jimmy Silver coolly “I've fallen
oxe something——
‘So have I!” chuckled Raby.

“There's something wriggling under
my elbow,” said Newcome.

“Get your elbow outer my eye, you
‘orrid young willian!” shrieked the
suffering Mr. Smunk.

“Why. it's Smunk!”
‘Dear me!” sald Jimmy Silver.
“Is that you, Smunk?”

“Which you know it is'" raved Mr.

Smunk. “ITl 'ave the lor on yer!
‘Sault and battery, Lhuts wot it is!

3P

“My dear man, how could you expect
us to see you in the dark?” remon-
strated Jimmy Silver. “You must
haye been in the way. Are you hurt?”

w
The key bad. turned in the lock, and
bolt was shot. Jimmy Silver
plnked himself u
“Come on, you d-mps, he sald.
e walked down to the gate, fol-
Iowed by his chuckling chums.
But Mr. Smunk did not rise so
There was no breath left in his beery
carcase, and he remained sprawling on
the ground for several minu
he picked himself up, he beswwedn
final kick on the door, by way ol l
parting benediction, and limped a
'rhe siege of the r,otuge had ended ror

{NO GoOD AS CcAPTAINI

“Never mind; keep smiling.”

And the Fistical Four rode home
cheerily to Rookwood. Roll-call had
long been over; and the four had to
present themselves in Mr. Bootles'
study to cxplain. Needless to say,
they did not mention that they had
been doing garrison duty in a be-
slaged cottias: expressed meek
regret for being late; and Mr. Bootles
gave them a hundred lines each and
dismhsed them.

Prep in the end study was mmer
neglected  that Jimmy
Sllvﬂ' & Co. had somezhlng more im-
portant than prep to think of—how to

X‘ !se the wind” and see the widow
thr ugh her lro\lbles And
“Unnle James” of Rookwood set his

active wits very seriously to work on
that subject.

CHAPTER 35,
A Very Important Meeting!

ouU let me in!”
! Tubby Muffin’s voice
loud s.nd indignant.

‘The fat Classical was mndlnz at the
door of the box-room, and thumping
on it with a fat fist.

box-room was at the end of the

Fourth Form passage, which was
deserted, save (or Reginald Muffin.
‘The buzz of voices in the room s!mwed
that a good many of the Cla:

was

Naturally, Muffin  was
‘wrathful and i it. He was locked
out of the box-room, and the only con-

xmmy Silver & Co. unwred n1on8 clusion he could possibly come to was
Water Lane, to the corner of the High | that a apread was going on, from
Street, where t.hey found Invell with | which he was to be excluded. And
the bicycles. the bare chnught of being excluded

“Oh, here you are!” yawned Arthur|from a spread threw Reginald M
Edward. “You've kept me waiting 2 |into a state of the deepest Xndlzmnem
Jolly lcng time.” ‘Thump, um

Il serene! He also serves who| “Jimmy Lovell! I say, old
only stands and waits, you know.” aps! You mttersl Let me in!”
Thump! Bang!

‘Bow-wow! We shall be jolly late
for ealling over!”

“Cut off. you bothering barrell”
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came the \vm.thful voice of Arthur
Edward Lovell from within '.tu box-

“Shan (1 rewrtcd hyMumn. em-
boldened by the fact that there was a

solid oaken door between himself and
Arthur Edwar

“Ill come out to you!”
Jimmy Silver—I

roared
Lovi
“You let me in!

Jimmy—

0 ‘Clear oft, ’leb

“You let me lnl"

“It’s not a feed, you fat chump!"
out Jimmy Silver. “It's

“Fou can't pull my leg, Jimmy!”
“Why, you—you—-"

“You let me in, said
“I've a right in the box-room,
1 suppose. In—in fact, I want to look
for some-—some banknotes I left in

co

unyhow,"

‘There was a howl of merriment

from the box-room. Tubby Mufin’s
~1mmment did not find any believers
the;

‘Thump! Kick
‘Look here, lm coming in!” shouted

Tubb;
“Batter let the fat duner ln." mur-
red Raby.

mu If this on
e shall hlve some of Lhe Modems
noxlng round.”
“Bless him!” growled Jimmy Silver.
'lhekey:dl‘unﬂdmme lock, and

el'llllm i J ked
grasped him by the halr, and jerl

th headlong inside. n  Jimmy | col
Silver closed and locked the door

again.
Tubby. _“¥ah!

““Yooop!”
g,cno my hm' Oh, my hat!

“Wwell, you wanted to come in,” re-
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marked Lovell. He released Tubby's
hair, and sniffed at his hand. “I forgot
the fat beast uses hair-oil. Grooogh!
You fat porpoise—"

“Look here, do you call it pany w
leave a chap out of a !eed'l” deman

Muffin replvlchmlly lurpﬂ.scd nt
you, Jimmy Si
“Fathead! There isn't any feed.”

‘Tubby Muffin blinked round the box-
room,

There were more than a dozen
juniors present, seated on boxes or
trunks, all of them belonging to the
Classical Fourth, But there was cer-
tainly na sign of a feed. The fat
Classleal’s face fell.

“What the thump are yuu doing
here, if there isn't any feed going on?”
demanded Tubby, with an lnjured ex-

ression.

g

“It’s & discussion of ways and means,
fnthtudl” answered J. Silver,
“and it’s got to be kem dnrh or the
Modems will be chippi See?
That's why you were lelr. out ' because
you're such a chatty chatterbox. See?”
“If you think I can't keep a secret,

“well, if you don't keep this one
youll be scalped!” growled Lovell.
“Shut up, now, and let's get on with
the washl

“But, T sny »

“Xick him whenever he opens his
mouth,” said Mornington.

“Good egg!”

“Yah!” growled Tubby Muffin.

The fat Classical dodged mvell‘
boot, and sat down on a trunk.
was disappointed indignant. 'l'here
was no feed, evidently, and to Tubby
there were only two pleasures in life—
en]oylng a leed or anticipating one to

me.  But now he was in the box-

room cnrlos!ty lep! him there. He
nted to know all about it. He
always did.
"NOW " said

Jimmy Silver, resum-
ing the remarks which had been in.
tcmmtcd by the fat Muffin. “it’s
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settled that we, the Classicals, take up
this stunt_and see it through,

“Hear, hear!”

“No_good letting the Moderns into
it. Tommy Dodd & Co. wouldn't be
any use.”

“Hardly!”

“Besides, they can come in as audi-
‘when the concert comes off,”

ver. “They'l have {o
pay_for admission, of course”

“What-ho

“Now, some of you fellows know how
the matter stands,” said Jimmy, “some
or you don't. T'll explain in’a few

ords—

“’['he fewer the hetter,” remarked
Putty of the Fourth, with a nod of full
agreement,

“Dry up, Grace! You sil know
Mrs, Wickers, who sewing for
the Tead's wife—a nice liitle body,”
said Jimmy Silver, _“She’s a widow,
You know, and does not live o tho fag
of the land on her magnificent pension.
One of the nippers was ill, and Mrs,
Wickers let the rent run—I supposo
she couldn't help it.  Landlord comes
down, demands payment, which isn't
forticoming, and shoves @1 a bailif

“Shame!”
“Rotten
“Yes, it’s a
Jimmy Silver.

rotten shame!” said
1d_Grubb is a_hard
nut to crack. But that's where Rook-
wood comes in. We went along, and
chipped in, kept the bailiffs out, and
we've left Mrs, Wickers full instruc-
tions for keeping the enemy at bay.”
“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mornington,
““As the matter stands, Mrs. Wickers
will be besieged in her cotfage every
day by the bailiff Shingle and his man
Smunk,” said Jimmy Silver. “That's
only to gain time, of course, The rent’s
got to be paid. Ive got the particu-
Jors, and it comes to six pounds up to
. Tve persuaded Mrs, Wickers to
e i matter (o us. . The poor soul
doesn't know which way to turn,
and it's up to us to see her through. i

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

queshon is, where is six pounds coming
fro

“Echo answers, where?” remarked

“Ti, doesn't. Ive got a stunt for
ralsing the wind. _We'e going to give
a con he Form-room, charging
for admission. We've got 1ots of talent.
We charge a hob a time, two hob for
Teserved seats, five bob for special seats
for, msstels zmd prefects—-"

“Fellows wll] come, and Day; for the

gccd of the cause, you kn
“I suppese they woumm hzve any
other reason,” assented Putty.

“And to see the show, of course,”
sald Jimmy Silver, frowning. “Don't
you be funny, Putty. Funny merchants
are liable to ‘get sat upon. Now, we
want the concert to be a success:

a

“ W gcn'plcmy of talent in the
Classncal I‘our

“Yes, rather!”

“And we don’t want any a:
from lhi‘ Mcdel‘ns‘—

ance

I 1mnoltant to keep this fr m
Tommy Dodd’s crowd. You see, it v
Tommy Dodd who found out that Mrs,
Wickers was in sucn a scrape after
Morny here had her once.
Tommy coulan't think of sy thing, of
course,” said Jimmy Silver, “All the
thinking " that's dohe in the TFourth
Form at Rookwood is done on the Clas-
sical side. We took the matter up,
and the enemy’s being kept out of Mrs,
Wickers’ house—all us! So the Modern
bounders ain’t entitled to take a hand.
They can come in as audience on fhe
dayof the concert, if they like; but
that's all.  We'll post up an announce-
ment at the last minute. This is en-
tirely a Classical stunt. If the Moderns
knew, they'd come chipping in—they
might even try to get up a rival show.
Of ‘course, it would be a failure——

ear”

“The Lhmg's in our hands, however,
and it's got to stay there. Now, if all
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vou fellows are agreed, we'll set to work
making up a programme.”

“Passed unanimously,” said Lovell
“I'll do a tenor solo myselL.”
1 say, the audience bay at the door,
I suppose?” asked

s Gaod’ Tt will be necessary to mak

sure of the money in advance, if
Lovell is going to sing a tenor solo.”
“You silly ass!” roared Lovell.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I've .got an ldeﬂ, Jimmy!”  ex-

claimed Tabby Mufin
doing a turn for you.”
“But we mind!» grinned Newcome.

“But I've got & jolly good wheeze,”
said Tubby Muffin eagerly. “Tll give
& recitation as Hamlet—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. “ Better
male it Falstafl.”
Look here, Lovell—'

“Recitations are oﬁ,’ said Jimmy
silver, laughing, “and you'd better bs
off, too, Tubby. Youre dead in this
act, you know.”

Tubby Muffin rose from the trunk
with a_sniff.

“Youre a lot of asses!” he said.
“You're leaving out your best man
just_as vou do e footer. I'm
afraid your concert is going to be a

“I don’t mind

your bended knees, and T shall decline
to appear on your silly stage at all”
“Look here, Tubby—"

“No good, I tell you,” ‘nterrupted

Tubby. “I simply decline to appear.”
“You silly ass!” hovled Jimmy
Silver.

“Tmts enough' » said Tubby. loftily.
“You can muck up the concert your
own way, aﬂd I shall simply laugh at
you. Yah!”

And with that cxushmg observation.
Tubby Muffin rolled out 0x-
room. He paused in the doorway to
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gxmk back and discharge a Parthiaa

“I wash my hands of the whoie
matter!” he said, with an air of finality.

“Well, it's about time you washed
Lhem' ol rcmharked Putty.

R i

“¥aREY Sbrted Tubhy Mumn, 16
was the most crushing retort he could

think of. And rolled out and
slammed the door.
And Jimmy & Co, proceeded to put

their heads  together over the pro-
gramme of the Classical concert, quite
undismayed by the fact that Reginald
Muffin had washed his hands of tha
whole matter.

OMMY DODD looked suspicious.
It was the following morning,
and Tommy Dodd, of the Moders
Fonrlh had come upon Jimmy Silver &
Co. in the quadrangle.

The Fistical Four were standing in a
group, in very deep and earnest discus-
ston, as the Modern junior came along.
But’ at sight of Tommy Dodd they
ceased speaking very sudden

Tommy Dodd looked at o,

“Well, what’s up?” he demanded.

“Up?”  repeated Jimmy  Silver
vaguely.
" Yes. You Classical _duﬂex's were

confabbing about something, and you
shut up mighty sharp when I came
along,” said Tominy Dodd suspiciously.
“Dumb all of a sudden’

“Wwell, old chap, your merry
features are liable to produce thaf
effect on anybody,” argued Jimmy
Silyer. “Be reasonable, you know.”

“Brrrr!” grunted Tommy Dodd.
And he walked on, still looking sus-

sercne,” said Jimmy  Silver.
“The Modern bounder doesn’t guess.
I don't see how he could, without being
a merry magician. Hallo, Tubbyl
Pining for your dinner?

“Tubby Muffin rolled up {» the Fistical
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Four, with a very sevious expression on
his fat face. n looked as if he
haa been doing some thinking  He
blinked solemnly at the Classical
quartette.

“1 say, Jimmy, I was just thinking
that I'd like a snack before dinner,”
said Reginald Mufiin seriously.

“And dinner’s in twenty minutes!”
snorted Lovell. “Yowll burst your crop
one of these days!”

e, Tm hunzy! I say, Ser-
geant Kettle has some lovely little
calkes at sevenpence each—"

“Well, roll away, and blow your
sevenpence!”

“But I haven't got sevenpence,”
plained Tubby Muffin

“Well, roll away, anyhow!”

‘Tubby Mufiin did not move. It looked
as it he had business with the Fistical
Four, mcugh they could not guess what
it w

TSevenpence ist much!” he re-
marked. “I suppose you could lend
me sevenpence, Jimmy?”

“T1l lend you a thick ear, if you like,”
answered the captain of the Fourth.

“I said sevenpence.” An ageressive
note_crept into Tubby Muffin's voice,
which made the Classical four stare at
him. “I said sevenpence, and I mean
sevenpence.”

“Money's_tight,”

ex-

explained _Jimmy
Silver “We had to spend some
yesterday on Mrs. Wickers' account.
There isn’t moze than a bob left in the
whole firm. So roli away, and bC quict.”

“A bob would do, of C

“What he really wunts 15 a good,
hard kick,” said . “We want
to keep in form for s, Lot begin

on Tubby Il take the ﬁrsb kick
and see how far I can land hl
= Go !” said Lovell’s chum

Hc had

Tubb;
no desire whatever to figure as a

“Yaroooh! You keep off!” he
roared.

“Where will you have it?” demanded
Lovell,

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“The sevenpence?”

“No, you ass—the kick!”

“Oh, all right,” smd Tubby Muffin,
backing away “I dare say

'ommy Dodd will lend me sevenpence
if I ask him. I dare say hell be in-
terested in something I can tell him.
Yah!”

And Tubby Muffin rolled away.

The Fistical Four stood transfixed
for a moment or two, staring after
Reginald Muffin. They understood now

the note of truculence in the fat Classi-
cal 's manner.
Why, the—the—the fat traitor!”

howled Lovell.
He made a rush after Tubby, and
grasped him by the collar and spun

him round. There was a terrific roar
from Tubby.
“Yooop! Leggo!”

“You fat rotter—"

“Yow-ow! I was only gt
gasped Tubby. “Of course, I wasn't
going to tell Tommy Dodd anything

about this concert—>

“Shurrup!” muttered Jimmy Silver,
as Cook and Doyle, of the Modern
Fourth, came along the path under the
beeches.

Cook and Doyle glanced at the
Classicals.

wat's that about
hedad?” exclaimed Tommy

Jimmy Silver did not reply.

The Fistical Four grasped Reginald
Mufin  together, and marched him
away, wriggling and gasping through
the archway into Little Quad, and
there they jammed him up against a
stone wall, spluttering.

“Grooogh!”

“You fat raseal!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Youwve jolly nearly given the game
away alréady. I've a jolly good mind

a concert,
oyle.

“Ow! Leggo! I—yaroooh!—I say,
leggo, you know! I won't say a word
if you stand me the sevenpence!”
What?” roured Jimmy Silver,
= 1 mean I wo say a ‘word al

't s any-
wayin gaemed Tanby S,

“I-1
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suppose you know I'm an honourable

chap.

“There's honourable chaps like you
in chokey!” growled Arthur Edward
Lovell ~“Let’s bump him! If we
burst him, so much the better.”

« ]

“Hallo, what the thump’s the row
about?” demanded three voices at once,
as Tommy Dodd, Cook, and Doyle came
through "the archwe hree
Tommxes were evxdemly interested.

<Silver & Co. released the
spluttermg Tu by,
N-n-nothing!” stammered Lovell

“You Modem bounders mind your own

allow  bullying
Classical side!” said Tomm;
shakmg his head senously
Why, you cheeky
“It’s all right, DDdd N Smd ‘Tubby
Muffin. “Only fun, you know. These
Tellows are really going to lend me
, sevenpence—ain’t you, you fellows?”
The Fistical Four looked at Tubby.
Tubby’s eyelid qulvered in a fat wink.
He held out a podgy hand.
“I'm waiting, old c.haps'” he said.
The three Moderns were looking on
curiously.  Jimmy Silver drew a deep
breath.  The unscrupulous Tubby held
the whip-hand. Slowly—very slowly—
Jimmy Silver slid his hand into his
pocket, and extracted Lherefrom a six-
pence and a penny.
Thsnks. old fellow!” said Tubby
M\lmn affably.
the, fat

on
iy Dodd,

Classical _scudded
chmugh the archway, heading for
Sergeant Keftle’s little tuckshop—
where he Was quickly enjoying the
sevenpenny cake, as an appetiser
before dinner.

CHAPTER 37,
Tubby Muffin Makes a Discovery!
"THE importa.nt thing is, to keep it

o Yes ather!”
“Falth and ye're right
darling

Tommy,
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It was tea-time in Tommy Dodd's
study, in Mr. Manders’ House, on the
Modern side of Rookwood.

The three Tommies were discussing
iried kippers and tea, and als stm
more important mmers

d’s chums fully agreed w:m et
le'\der that it was very important to
keep it dar]

“So far,” continued ‘Tommy Dodd, “I
suppose a chap must admit that those
Classical bounders have - played up
rather well. I found out what was
the matter at Mrs, Wickers’;
I admit I didn’t get on to anything
be done to help. Of course, it was
sheer check of thase Classical duffers
to hike along there and keep the
b.ixhrfs out. But—but they did )L,”

“Sure, they did it!" assented Doyle.
"Fmth B,nd I wish T'd been with thim
intirg

“Sl)!.l that only gains time,” said
Tommy Dodd. “Poor old Mrs. wxckers
can't stand a siege for long. I've
down there on my bike to-day, and le
bailiff’s man, Smunk, was sitting on the
front gate, watching for a chance to
dodge into the house if the door was
opene:

“Rotten!”

“Old Grubb has got to be paid his
rem. ” said Tommy Dodd, “and it

mes to six pounds. I don’t deny that
thc Classical chumps have done a good
turn for Mrs. Wickers so far; but
they’ve only gained time. The chief
thing is to pay, the bill, and see the
poor lady clear.”

_“Yes, ‘rather!” sald Cook. “But

. If we do that, we scolc, and no mis-

about it,” said Dodd.
”Ib's the chief thmg, smd it’s up to us.
Those Classicals very well for
a row with a baili s bub that's their
limit. Now, there’s no reason at all
why our concert shouldn’t be a suc-
cess.”

“Hear, hear! Pass the kippers!”
“It’s a stunning idea, though I say it
myself,” said Tommy Dodd modestly,
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“To be quite candid, I don't say that the
chaps would pay two bob a time simply
to see us give & concert. But it’s the
cause that will do it—the good cause,
you know We shall have a notice up
that it's for the benefit of a soldier's
widow, and that will do the tri ol-
wood's patriotic. The fellows will roll

“Sure to!” sald Cools.
kmpers are good.

h, bother the kippers! But it's un-
dclst,ood from the beginning, that it's
a Modern concert,” said y Dodd
fmpressively. -~ That's. important. We
can’t have the Classicals bragging that
they did the business. We do the whole
thing; but you know what rotters they
are—they’d think nothing of starting a
rival concert to give us the kybosh. Not
that it would be any good, of course.”

‘Tommy Dodd paused; not, like Brutus
for a reply, but to tackle his kipper,
which was getting cold. But he was
soon_going strong again.

“We can give a good concert. Put-
ting up a play would take time—re-
hearsals, and all that. But we can
give a concert on our heads. I will
sing the Toreador song from + Carmen”

“You will!” ejaculated Doyle.

“Certainly; why not?” asked Dodd,
rather warmly.

“But—but will the fellows stand it?”
asked Doyle_thoughtfully,

Tommy Dodd gave his chum a
withering 100

“If you're going to be & funny idiot,
Tommy Doyle, you may as well shut up
at once  Is this a serious discussion,
or is it a time for idiotic jokes?”

e ure, I thought it was a
serious discussion, till you said you
would sing the Toreador song from

“Carmen '—

“I say, these

“Look here——» began Tommy Dodd
wrathfully,
He siopped suddenly, and fixed bis

eyes on the door.  With a rather grim
ey Guictly Trom his chair,
stepped quietly to the door, and threw

it suddenly open.

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

There was a startled gasp outside.

The fat face and plump figure of
Tubby Muffin, of the Classical Fourth,
were Tevealed by the sudden opening of
the door. Tul se in o bending
position—and it was pretty evident
that his fat car had beeh very near the
keyhol

“You fat rotter!” roared Tommy
Dodd. “Listening, by Jove! I thought
I heard a grunt like a pi

“I—T wasn't!” stuttered Tubby, i
great alarm. “I—I was simply bend-
ing down to—to—to look for a—a pin
T'd dropped— I—I never heard a
word, and—and I don’t know anything
about you rotters—I mean you fellows
—giving a concert. I—I never heard
a word, and I think yowd sing the
Toreador song rippingly, old chap!”

“Howly Moses! It's all out now!”
ergancd Doyle.

my Dodd grasped the fat Clas-
st "by” the collar and dragged hin
info the study. y Muiflin had
apparently come thoro oo a visit to
the three Tommies; but he seemed
very reluctant to enter their quarters
now.  He felt a good deal like Daniel
entering the lion’s den. But he had
1o choice about the matter, with Dodd's
grasp upon him,
Modern junior kicked the door
st st grosping Tubby’s collar. Ho
looked a rather alarmed

The hapless Peeping Tom oI Rook-
wood grinned feebly round at the three
Moderns, as if seeking to propitiate
them.

“I—I—I'm going to keep it dark,”
he murmured. “I haven't heard a word,
you know—not a single word, and I
Jon't repcat it.  Honour bright, you

< Scalp Xum"' growled Tommy Cook.

“TH bey ihe fat beast has been
lisiening before,” said Tommy Dodd.
You know those Classical chumps
were snumbling something about 2 con-
cert in the quad to-day——
“I haven't!” howled Tubby Mufin.
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“And I didnt listen now. I was
simply stooping to look for & sovercign
°d, dropped——

“A what?”

“I-1 mean a currency
CO\H‘S(}—'Y

bby Muffin “mgxcd painfully iy

0l Modern Junior's ¢

“ What did you came nere for, you
fat Totter?” domanded Tommy Dodd.
- “Because it was tea-time—I—I mean,
because you—you fellows are such good
company, you know, I—I thought per-
haps yoh“wouldn’t mind_singing “the

note, of

Toreador song from ‘Carmen, old
chap—"

oHs, s, hal”

“Serve him right if you did,
Tommy!” femarked Doyle

"You silly ass!” howled Tomm:

Dodd.
idiot—"
“I say, I'll stop and have tea with
you, if you like,” said Tubby Muflin,
“You leggo my collar, Tommy Dodd.”
“I'm going to smash you—-"
“.¥You'd better not, if you don’t want
me to tell Jimmy Silver about the
Modern concert!” grinned = Tubby
Muffin, recovering courage a little. “ As
a pal, I'm willing to keep it dark. But

Tommy Dodd
Classical’s collar.

“Will you keep it dark, you fat
rotter?” he asked dubiously.

“Of course, if you treat me decently.
I heard it quite by accident, while
was stooping down to look for a ‘hali-
crown I'd dropped. Of se, an
honourable Chap wouldn’t rcpeat what
he heard by accxdenb—n t if he was
treated decently, I mean,” added Tubby
M - “Did’you say you
wanted me to stay to tea?

Tommy Dodd did nat answer., He
was a prey to very mixed feclings. His
strong inclination was to seize the
happy Tubby and dust the study with

him. But it was only too clear that
if he did so, the secret would be out,
as soon as Muffin escaped from M,

“Look here, Doyle, you Insh

released the fat
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Manders' House. The question was,
whether the secret could be kept by
making terms with Reginald Mufiin. And
that came to a question of feeding him.

‘Tubby dropped into Tommy Dodd’s
chair at the table, grinning affably ab
the company. He had quite recovered
his assurance ne

In fact, ho was congratulating him-
self.  He did not intend to breathe a
word respecting the Classical concert,
Being in possession of the secrets of
both " sides, Reginald Muffin looked
forward quite a happy txme
till the rival concerts came off.
ing the secret for two parties was quite
a_ baying proposition, and the happy
Tubby already looked upon himself as
after an inward
struggle, sat down quietly,

His chums lcoked at him, and he
looked at his chums. And there was.
silence.

But Tubby Muffin did enough talk-
ing for three,

Tubby was in a very cheery mood,
He cleared the tea-table in great style
and volunteered his services to
into the cupboard and see if there was
any more. There was more, and Tubby
industriously handed it out—all of it.

And he did not rise from the table till
(he last crumb had vanished.

‘Then Reginald Muffin looked round
him, like Alexander, for fresh worlds to
conquer.  But there was nommg left,
nnd Regmald took his le:

‘Ta-ta, you fellows,” hc sald with a
cheery wink, “Rely on me, you know.
T'll drop in to supper if you like.”

“Oh, do!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Have it a bit early, will you? Im
going to have supper with Jimm;
Sllverl as 1L happens, and I don’t V.,anb

te.

to bi

“Oh! Ah! All right!”

And Tubby Muffin, with a friendly
nod, rolled out of the study. The three
Tommies sat in silence for some
moments after he had disappeared.

‘Well—" said Tommy Dodd at last.
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“Faith, and how I kept me hands off
the baste I don’t know!” said Tommy

Doy

“We»we—we\vn got fo toe the line
tﬂl after the concert!” said Tommy

Dodd. “But when it’s over I—I—Iﬂ
burst him!*

Tubby Muffin strolled away from Mr.
Manders’ House, feeling quite satisfied
—unconscious  of a dreadful fate
which was hanging over his head.

GHAPT
Great Preparations!

“FRIDAY EVENING AT 7!

A GRAND CLASSICAL CONCERT
will be given in the Fourth Form-
room by the Classical Playcrs

SPLENDID PROGRAMMI
The concert will be given fol' the
benefit of a soldier’s widow in Coombe,
and all patriots at Rookwood are
expected to
R Y ROUND'
arer: J S
NO EXPENSES‘ All mkmns will go
to the FUND!”

“There, I think that sounds all

right!” said Jimmy Silver, with con-| go¢

Sldl‘xab!e satisfaction.
1 agreed Lovell. “Bu,
T sed oo maatits wather. Soom,
iswt 169
“The sooner the better. We can't
leave Mrs. Wickers besieged in her
house over the week-end,” said Jimmy.
“We've got to raise the wind, and take
the money down to old Grubb and pay
the rent. After all, we don’t need a
Is.”

lot,of xchearsal

“W on't,” agreed Lovell
Lhoughtfully “I can turn on my tenor
solo at a moments notice.  But the
other fellows—"

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Thai’s all right; T've had a lot of
ofters, and I've only got o draw up the
programme,” he “If the thing
isn’t exactly classical, 1t really doesn's

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

matter~the Ncat object is to raise the
wing

Jlmmv old chap—" came a faf
voice in the doorway of the end study.
The captain of the Fourth lookec
round with a, frowning brow., Tubby
Muffin had been to supper in the enc
study—after supper with Tommy Dodé
—and the delights of his society hac
palled upon the Fistical Four. But thost
delights were not easily to be got ric
“We Well, you cormorant?”
Jm)my silver.
I say, a_chap’s asked me for the
half -crown I owe mm,” said Tubby.
“Pay him, then!”

X ha,vent got a half-crown.”

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed har¢
through his nose. His hand strayed
towards a ruler.

Tubby Mufiin watched him warily.
The path of an amateur blackmailer
was beset with perils—though Tubby
was quite unaware th was a black-
mailer. He simply considered that he
was “on” to a good thing, which it
behoved him to make the best of. He
was not given to deep reflection. If
he had been, he might have reflected
upon what was likely to follow, on both
side: ox Rookwood, once the concert

gruntec

IV fold you T'm stony, Jou fat
worm!” grunied Jimmy Silve

“ Awfully sorry for you, old chap 1
know what it’s like.”

“Well, cut off I”

“Raby had a remittance to-day,”
remarked Tubby Muffin casunlly

“And Raby’s keeping it his
trouserspockcet, remarked the owner
of that name grimly.

“Oh, all right! 1 dare say Tommy
Dodd will lend me a half-crown, if 1
ask him!  Don’t you worry.”

Raby looked at his chums. Tubby
Muffin gave them all o lofty blink,
and turned away.

“Hete's—here’s your half-crown!”
said George Raby, in a suppressed
voice.
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“Thanks, old chap—sure you
spare it?” asked Tubby genially.

“Oh, get out!”

“If you can't be civil, Rahy——

“Get out!” roared Lovell

And as Lovell was starting towards
him with the ruler, Reginald I\IHfﬂn
deciged to get out—espe
had annexed the half-crown.

“I—I—T1l burst him, after the con-
cert!” breathed Lovell, little guessing
that Tommy Dodd, on the Modern Si ide,
had the same feocious intentions for
the same reasons.

“Must keep the fat beast’s mouth
shut till afier the concert to-morrow,
though,” said Jimmy Silver. “Then
you can burst him as soon as you like.
We'll get on with the programme.”

‘“‘Have you asked Mr. Bootles—"

“Yes, that’s all right. We can have
the  Form-room M
Bootles has given us his bcst wishes.”

“Has he given you the price of a
~ticket?”

““Well, no! Still, we've got the Form-
room. And we'll sell plenty of tickets.
We start canvassing to-morrow.”

And the Fistical Four bent their
heads over the task of drawing up the
concert programme; somewhat to the
detriment of prep that evening.

Little as they guessed it, another
programme was being drawn up in
Tommy Dodd’s study, over in Mr. Man-
ders’ House. The three Tommies were
very busy ‘upon it, after prep—prep
having been finished rather hastily on
1hlS occnsiun,

ust get all !he arrangements
ihmugh thxs evening,” odd
remarked. There won't be much time
for practice—but every fellow must do
his best, that’s all. We've got to put
the thing through on Friday, so as to
get Mrs., Wickers’ rent paid on Satur-
day. Can't leave her in that uncom-
fortable state over the week-end.”
D "Faith, and ye're right,” said Tommy

yle.

can

nt to the Head abouc the
room,” continued Tommy Doyle. “The
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Head was very kind when I explained
that the concert was for the benefit of
2 soldier’s widow, and we weren't keep-
mr' anything for expenses. I dare say
he’s heard of those giddy benefit con-
certs where the people who geﬁ ‘em \XD
kecn nine-tenths of the
xes, He was really symp'mxcn aua
thquh he said he couldn’t be prev‘nt
he took a two-shilling twkcb Rather
brickish of him, what?”

"' Good old Head!” said Tommy Cook
approvingly.

“That’s the first two bob,” said
Tommy Dedd, with satisfaction. “It'll
be six pounds by to-morrow, you see!
And we ve got the Form-room from
seven.”

“Good!”

“The programme will be really
topping—Toreador song from * Carmen,’
suﬂg hy Thomas Dodd—

“VVhEt did you say ‘Oh!’

THE BEST SCHOOL YARNS
FOR CHRISTMAS!

THE SCHGOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Noa. 319, 320, and 321,

“THE PHANTOM OF THE
TOWERS !”
By FRANK RICHARDS.
“A LION AT ST. JIM'S!”
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“THE GHOST OF BANNINGTON
GRANGE !”

for,

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

On Sale:
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 2nd.
Don’t Forget to Order Early!
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Doyle?” asked 'I'hums.s Dodd in a dan-
gezously calm {o

! Go on old chap

“If you're going to say ‘Oh,’ I‘m quite
ready to give you samethmg to say
‘Oh for, Doyle.”

Order!” murmured ‘Tommy Cook.
“Let’s get on with the washing. What
am I down for, Tommy?"

“But )f Doyl

“My dear chap, you can sing the
Toreador song from * Carmen * till you
burst _your crop,” s&:g Tommy Doyle.

<I ca n't say n
my sniffed, Bnd the painful
subjecf- was ] ut the three
‘Tommies were quite amicable again as
they went on with the work of drawing
up the Modern programme. They fin-
ished it to their sans!mmon, about the
same time that Ji Silver & Co.
finis the Classical programme to
their snhsf&whon
parties were satisfied, which
really does not often happen in this
dissatisfied world.

CHAPTER 39.
A Little Surprise!
'HERE were (.hought(ul faces in the
T Fourth Fo: at Rookwood the
following d

Quite a numher of the Jjuniors, both
Classical and Modern, seemed to hav
plenty of food for thought.

That the extra thinking they were
putting in was not on the subject of
their lessons was pretty clear., Never
had Mr, Bootles had such an absent-
minded class, and never had lines
fallen so thickly at Rookwood as they
did in the Fourth Form-room that day.

Leaves in Vallombrosa were not in it,
as Puity of the Fourth remarked, in
comparison with the lines showered
around by Mr. Bootles.

But everything comes to an end, and
so did lessons on that great and im-
Nﬂan day. The ju.niors v\ere relieved

Mr. Bootles at last, and he was re-
heved of them, and over tea there was

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

deep and earnest discussion in nearly
every Fourth Form study, on both sides
of Rookwood.

Tubby Muffin had kept both secrets
so far, and nobody else on either side

was likely to let it out. So the rivals

of Rookwood were going ahead cheerily,
prepnrmg a great surprise for one an-
other, end preparing different perform-
ances which were m mke place at the
same hour in the spot, prepara-
tions wmch could Scarcely fail to end
in_troubl

‘That nen.her party had any suspicion
of the other’s intentions was natural
enough, as both had permxsuon to use

rm-room. Jimmy Silver
had asked the Form mastv_r for per-
mission, while Tom had
app! lied to the Hea,d And neither
gentleman had the remotest idea that
the Form-room had been asked for by
another party.

A_ter Lea Jimmy Silver & Co. were
very

Tk:kets, marked with various prices,
had been written out on impot paper,
and scissored into neat little sqmu‘es‘

took a bundle to the Sixth-
Form passage, for the prefects fo_pur-
chase, while Raby canvassed the Fifth
with another bundle. ~ Newcome, with
a third stack, started operations with
the Shell and the fags.

Jimmy Silver was left in the study
cutting up a fresh sheaf of tickets, with
which he intended to visit Mr.
Manders’ House. Now that it was too
late for Tomm; ld & Co. to devise
any rival stunt i
of the benefit concert, an
invited to attend as audlence'

was Jimmy’s intention, but his
intentions were never carried out. For
he had not yet finished cumng the
tickets when there was a tap at the
door of the end study, and Torumy
Dodd came in.

Tommy Dodd nodded smilingly to the
captain of the Fourth.

“Busy, old scout?” he asked.

“Oh, yes, rather! In fact—"
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“Well, I won't detain you. TI've

“Read it over, old man! Tickets can
be had in advance, in my study, two
bob_each.”

“Tickets!”

“Yes; anhemse you pay at the
doors, you

"Th&the doorsl" stuttered Jimmy
Silyer.

“Exactly |

Tomm

D¥dd threw a sheet of impot | Tubby

Lhc table, and walked out of
Tt study, still smiling.

Jimmy Silver Tmechanically picked up
the shee

And he read:

3 “IMPORTANT NOTICE!
GRAND MODERN CONCERT

will be given in the Fourth Form-room
“this evening, at seven o'clock precisely.
# The most talented artists on the
Modern Side of Rcokwood have con-
sented-to appear.
THIS GRAND CONCERT is_given
for the beneflt of a soldier’s widow in
Coombe, and expenses - will be

_ in your thot
PATRONISED BY THE HEAD!"”
programme followed; but Jimmy

Suver d.\d not read the pmzramme He
erested in the ro-

deducted from the takings. Roll up
usands! T

‘when Lovelx and Raby and Newcome
came back info the study.

o Hn.llol What's up?” inquired

Wl'-hout a word Jimmy Silver held
up the paper. His chums lnkly blinked

“Mud -Mud- Modern concern” bawled
Lovell. “Ohb, tl ‘Then—then
they knew, a.(ter

"Thﬂb fat vﬂlam"’ roared Raby.

'rubby,
I’ll—l ll—We'lI——
“Buc we've got the Form-room!”
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howled Lovell. “They can't give a
concert in our Form-room. Bootles
gave us permission—-

“‘ Patronised by Head! Does
that mean hes gone to the Head?”

“It's Tubby—that awful rascal,
Tubby!” Lovell lplul‘tercd with rage.
“Why, I—I—]

‘Hallo, J!mmyl"

the ‘mellifluous voice of

Reglmld Muffin at the door. Lovel
broke off, on the point of choking,
Muffin was Jjust the (euow he
wanmd to see at that moment.

Tubby came smilingly into the study.

As the concert hour was now close
at hand Tubby considered it judicious
to reap a last harvest, before it was
too late. But as a matter of fact, it

was t00 Ia
Welio said Jimmy Silver, with a
deadly look at the fat Classi
Could you stand me ﬂve bob,
iy

"XOh, is the price, going up?” asked

Jimmy sacasticaly.
“I don’t understand you,” answered
Tubby, with a great deal of dignity. “I
you for & small loan,

H
o)
2

‘marrer
What the—how the— Yamoooh!”
Arthur Edward Lovell’s grasp was on
the fat Classical.
‘Tubby Muffin was swept off his fe
he came down on the study carpet
with a mighty bump and ﬂ terrlﬂ.r: roar.
eazp nl:z:';” yelled Ri

He!pl

“You fat rotter!” roared Lovell.
“So you gave us away to the Moderns,
after all!”

“I—I didn’t!
‘Yooooop!”

“Roll him over!”
“Bang his napper!”

Geroff!  Fire!

I npever! I wasn't—

“Yoop!  Helpl  Oh, v
shricked the unhappy Tubby. “Leave
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BI\L the Flshcal !-‘our did not leave
off till they were tired, which was not
till after Reginald Muffin was tired.
When they had given Tubby enough,

L(‘ggo 1 tell you I didn't—never

or, perhaps,
Classical wei
sage, with four pairs of

him to help him on his way. Reginald
Muffin was feeling as if he had been
under several motor-cars in succession
by the time he scrambled awey and
fed.

“Oh!” gasped Lovell breathlessly.
“I'm fecling a little better now. But
what the thump's going to be done,
Jimmy?”

Jimmy Sitver knitted his brows. He
was feeling rather breathless, too, after
his exertions on Tubby Muffin’s

ing to be done, unless we're
Jolly sharp"' he said. “Never mind
about selling any more tickets. We've
got to get into the Form-room, or those
Modern rotters will be collaring it over
our heads!”
“My hat!
anell in alarm.,
F ist cal Four raced down to the
orm

But the room was not empty.

‘There were six or seven Modern
Juniors there, and they were making
preparations for the evening concert.
Towle of the Modern Fourth grinned
at Lhe exclted faces in the doorway.

‘Too early!” he called out. *“Con-
cert heglm at seven.”
Turn them outx" roared Lovell
Classic:

Come on!” exclaimed

“Back up, als!”  shouted
Jimmy Silver.
Conroy and Van Ryn and Pons came

running up, and then Momlngwn n.nd
Erroll, Rawson and tty.
quite a little army that rushed 1nt0 the
Form-roow, led by Jimmy Silver.
They smote the Moderns hip and
thigh, and bundled them out of the
Form-room in a sprawling heap in the
passage,

NO GOOD AS CAPTAIN!

“We'll give you Modern concerts!”
gasped Lovell, as the last Modern went
whizzing. “You come to the
cla:;xcsl concert, if you like—if you

pay. at the doors! Scat!”

W-0W-0W-0W-0W !

The hapless Moderns “scatted "—
there was no help for that. In a dusty
crowd they fled to the Mo d ™
acquaint Tommy Dodd wi
And Jimmy Silver
breathless, but
the preparations started by the
Moderns, transforming the Form-room
into a conceri-hall, ready for the per-
formance of the Grand Classical
Benefit Concert,

Co.

a little
victorious, continued

GHAPTER 40.
Disconcerted Concarts!
OMMY DODD breethed wrath.
T Achilles of old, in his hour of
most destructive wrath, was “not
a (u‘cumslzu‘ce » to Tommy Dodd at
that mo:
“Coﬂalcd thc TForm-room,” stut-
tered "Tommy, “when we had permis-
sion from the Head! Collared it—
bagged it! Why, I—I—Tll—"

“It's a put-up Job, you know!"
gasped Towle. “They must have
known of it long ago, because I saw one
of them sticking up a bill on the door,

with a programme all finished! They
had it all ready!”

“Mufin!” yelled Cook. “Muffin
gave us away, after all!”

Tommy Dodd clenched his fists.
The three Tommies had been making
up for the concert, but all thought of
hz\ was thrown aside now.
Come on!” shouted Tommy Dodd.
"we’ll see whether they’ll bag our

concert-hall!  Call the ~fellows!
Every chap’s got to roll up!”
‘‘Yes, rather!”

In a very few minutes nearly every
member of the Modern Fourth was
speeding across to the School House on
the warpath,
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They came down the passage to the
Fourth Form-room with a war-like

whoop.
"erk out!” shouted ‘V‘ ‘nnton at
the door. “The giddy e

“Back up!” shouted oy Silver,
The Classicals crowded to the doo
way in defence of their quart
“Now, then, let us in, you Classical

rot\cra—” began y]

“Bow-wow!”

“The Head's given us permission to
use this oom for our concert!” howled
Tommy Dod:

“Mr, Bootles has given us permis-
sion!” retorted Jimmy Silver,

But ve got permission yosterday!”
roared ’I‘on nmy.

“ And you've only bagged our wheeze,
or tried to! You got it out of Tubby
Muffin

“What!” yelled Tommy Dodd, “You
mean you're bagging our stunt, and
Fou, got it out of Tubby Muffini”

“\‘I’lll yau give up this Form-room?”
Lo?red Tommy Dodd.

“No fear!

“Then youll be hoofed out!”

i Nuﬁ' said!” sbouted Doyle.
for the spalpeens!”

“Charge!” yelled Tommy Dodd.

“Back up, Classicals!”

‘The Moderns nhatged but the
Classicals  stood
moment there was a ten:lﬂc cumbat in

“Go

progre
Tramp, tramp! Crash! Bump!
Crash!
“Bless my soul! What—what—"

It was Mr, Bootles’ voice. The master
of the Fourth came up with whisking
gown, his eyes almost. s(artm“’ through
his spectacles. * t—what
is this unseemly d.lsturba,ncﬂ “about?”

A dozen voices were raised in ex-
planation at once. Mr. Bootles put his
fingers to his e

“Silence! YOU E‘{plaln. Silver!”
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Jimmy Silver explained with n\eat
heat, but he was soon interrup
Tommy Dodd. Mr. Bootles lis n
perplexity, but he had an idea how
matters stood at last.

“My dear boys,” said Mr. Bootles
kindly, “you must join together to
carry out this excellent scheme, and
on that condition I will overlook this
—this riot]  Otherwise T shall forbid
& concert o be held at all

o

“We—we'll do as—as you say, sir!”
gagped Jimmy Silver
S

s~sus—nertmn]yl” stuttered
Tommy Dod
“Very good"‘ said Mr. Bootles.

The concert was an hour late, and
the programme was rather miked, bub

was a great success. Modern juniors
crowded er the Modern per-
formance; Classicals came in Groves.to
shout for the Classical. And between
the two, the takings were very consider-
able.

After the conten Jimmy Silver and
id_quite amicably counted
Lhe takings, whlch came to the sum of
five pounds, nineteen shillings and six-
pence. And the rivals of Rookwood
tossed up who should add the final six-
pence requu'e
And the next morning Mr. Bootles
kindly gave both of them leave from
lessons to cycle down to Coombe and
call on Mr. Grubb with the money.
On their way back they looked in at
Mrs. Wickers' cottage. Mr. Smunk,
the bailifi’s man, was leaning on the
ga.tc, but he gave 2 snort of disgust
d retired when Jimmy Silver flour-
)shed the L'mdlord’s receipt under his
beery nose. that receipt brought
g}g’o to the home of the widow of
The widows home had been rescued
y the juniors of Rookwood, though
they had been rival rescuers!

THE END.
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SCHOOLS IN REVOLT!

LT

EADERS of school stories have
vivid remembrances of the way
Grevir!m’s or St Jim’s have

resorted to a barring-out when some
big lnjustice $ias hiad 6o be fought. The
same thing has happened in real life.
The year 1889 stands out as the
memorable date.

Schools On Strike !

Shorter hours, fewer lessons—ihat
was the slogan of the strike move-
ment. It was not a question of one
school rising against tyranny or over-
done enthusiasm for work on the part
of some unpopular master. It was a
carefully planned and organised affair
among several schools, and the news-
papers gave it much publicity.

Schocl after school all over the
country threw in its lot with the move-
ment for easier times, but certainly
there was no spirit of slacking in the
manner in which the strike was carried
through, and evenmally the schools
won the day.

In Revoli!

‘Winchester was not in the strike, but
that famous school has had its share of
rebellions. The biggest was in 1793.
‘The others took place in 1303, 1818, and
1848.

The struggle in 1793 was serious.
started use of a refusal to allow
fellows to listen to the band of the
Bucks Militia in the Cathedrnl Close
It seemed a modest enough req:

The scholars put Lhell' gﬂevance into
first-rate Latin prose, and presented
the decument to the warden. The
warden hardened his heart like
Pharach of old. He would have no
Bucks Militia music. The fellows of
Winchester were stung by the c
temptuous silence with which their
protest was received.

0D- | soldie:

The masters were bluntly informed
by the boys that their services would
not be needed. There would be nothing
doing in schapl. Dr, Warton, the Head,
bowed to this order, but Mr. Goddard,
the warden, declined to submit. When
Goddard turn as usual, he was
met, with missiles and torrents of abise,
But he succeeded in gaining entrance
{0 the schoo! and escaping the rebels.

Stormy Scenes !

The boys then secured the. porter's
keys, burst into the School House,
battered their way through rooms

which had Leen hastily barricaded, and
made for Goddard’s headquarters.
raced for safety to the big dining-] hall
and there, along with one of the
fellows, he was imprisone

ere were stormy  scenes.
rebels had gone too far to recede.
was all or nothing.

The warden escaped from his prison
in the dining-room and made a dash
for the sheriff. He found that official,
and once the powers of the law were
invoked, it was bound to be all up with
the rebels. Yet, though knowing what
was commg they did not give way.

There was a determined attempt to
hold the school against the forces of
law and order. Flagstones * were
dragged up from Chamber Court and
hurled down from the outer gate. The
defence was a stout one. It was so
stout, indeed. that peace terms were
discussed, and order was restored. But
there was some hitch after the peace.
Thirty-five of the boys were expelled.

Twenty-five years later there was
another  big at  Winchester.
Prefects’ privileges had been curtail
and the liberty of commoners en-
croached upon. The fellows rose
against it to a , and charged
through the old city, a tumultuous,
shouting, excited pack of enthusiasts
all out for their rights and for liberty.
They were company of
ers with fixed bayonets, and the
rebels had to surrender!

The
It

ss.
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TWO MORE TIP-TOP SCHOOL TALES TOO
GOOD TO BE MISSED!
NOWN as the “ Wizard " in the

underworld, Dick  Lancaster
came to Greyfriars to carry on his
activities as a cracksman in the security
of the school. But a new environment
and honest companions have a strong
influence on his character, until . . .
Well, read this powerful long yam.
You'll enjoy every word of it.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

SCHOOLBOYS wg,

LIBRARY Ne3i6

KIDNAPPED by  unscrupulous
enemies to force him to reveal
the plans of his new invention, Dick
Goodwin, the newcomer to St. Frank’s,
is up against it to keep his secret safe.
But Nelson Lee, the schoolmaster-
detective, is on the trail—a trail that
leads him and the chums of St. Frank’s

into many thrilling adventures in 7 -
London and Lancashire. mmm%
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS. LIBRARY Ne 518

On Sale Now - - - - Price 4d. each
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Make sure of this month’s issues of the

No.507. The Mystery of THE AFRICAN
EXPEDITIO!
7 REX HARDINGE
A groud fall novellongth story ot thrilling ad-
pontire and mystery 'in_the ‘wilde or Alrica
Featuring tho Tamous private detestive of Bake
' his assistant.
No.598. THE CRINE REPORTIR'S
By GEORGE DILNOT,
2 wondertul Gple by s popular author, and
et writer of % of Tnk and Scotland
Yard of Diystars. adventure,

04 sound dekootty
No.599. Tho Case of THE BLACKMAILED
Y ALLAN BLAIR.
praicnneit of & min_congaied o gud
00,000 within " te "laya, " otherms

3 earning
Diackmail could ne
do'1t. Bat Scxton Blake stops into the breac

No.600. THE PAVEMENT ARTIST
mysTE
By Mmrrx JARDINE.
The murder of & poor old pavement artiat loads
fo umaring ‘tnations. and Sexton* Blake And
ke are faced With the solving of a most

!‘XOW 'ON SALE And don’t miss these fine numbers of the
Price 4d. per Volume  BQYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY

(10¢. 4n Canada)
No.597. PIRATES OF THE PACIFIC
HAMILTON.
pirates: are abrosd in the

ES
Ihgtelanted S BEhE T marnuders. X preat
* Vata of the South Scs

No.508. GMEN OF THE RANGES.

FORD.
and"Jolnny Romar.-te

Richmond  Olty.  Maxie

- Public Enemy No. 1, i in ihe Relgh
bonrbood, and these two cops halve sworn to gt
fm. i Chrilling SRy of tho apges in
differenty from  the tisual Western yarm, but 18
packed throughout with adventure ad exeite:

No.599. CAPTAIN VENGEANCE!
By JOIN BREDON.
mort, ferrible conviot sottle.
at

naing and owertul story. that grie
frok royer to-cover.
No.600. SPARKY DRIVES O
CAPT. ROBERT IA
Samiel Park is smployed at a ga
s & bit Rwitt for 1

£

to The most

In ‘modern fetion,

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY

cunning, terrifying plot. ‘Do ot miss the grand
yarn. -
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