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The 1st Chapter.
Just Like Jimmy.
“Jimmy 1
“UCome ony Jiramy 17
Jintmy Silver hesitated,
I'here wus a thoughtful wrinkle in
Jimmy Silver’'s brow, -«
Apparently he was in the throes of
celiection. :
“1f we're poing down to Coombe

before lessons, we've got to hustle, ™
suid Tovill,
" “Yhat are vou scowling abont,
Jimimy 2" Ankpaiecd Ruby,

4 wasghinking. ™

“Well, don'f. vernaiked  New
come. *‘Clome und get your bike

out, iustnad,”

Jimmy Silver shook his head,

“You fellows get off.” e said. ' 1
wits thinking of dropping in to see
Laottrey.” d

Ol bother Lattrev!™

“The chap's been in sanuy for
weeks,” suid Jimmy Silver. “He
can receive visiters now. I don’t

think he’s had many, so fax.”

“Well, ngbody wants to gee him,”
said Arthur Fdward Lovell practi-
callv, “ Why should they?"

“Eeho unswers why!”  grioned |
Newcome.

“Well, he's daown on his lnck.”
said Jinmy slowly “Yes, I know
what yui're going to say, Loyell—

he's a shady rotter, and he's been
savked from * Rookwood, and he's
going as soon as he comes out of
sanny.  But-——7"

Lavell gave a deep groan.

“And T know what you’re going to
say, Jimmy, you ass! Just because
the chap’s'down on his luck, we're
to forgive everything, and forget

what a beast he i#, and take him to |

dur walstcoats, and weep over him!
Br-r-prt¥

“Just like Jimmy !" grunted Raby.

“Well, the poor beast has been
through it,” said Jimmy Silver
defensively. “And you can't deny
that he did a jolly plucky thing in
getting Mornington out of that rail-
way accident. It was a surprise to all
of us; but, there you are, he did it.”
. I should think he owed Morning-
ton that much!” snapped Lovell.

“Well, perhaps so; but—"

“PBut the long and the short of it
is that yet're going to fool over him
ipstead of coming out for a spin!”
growled Lovell. “Well, go and do
it'.i 'u”ss: don't ask me to come. I'm
off !

“Same here!” said Raby and New-
come, e

“All serene! Cut off!” said
Jimmy. “I think 'l drop in and
speak a word to the chan.”

Lovell & Co. walked away to the
bike-shed, and Jimmy Silver, his
mind made up now, started for the
school sanatorium,

Jimmy had heen thinking a good
deal about Mark Lattrey lately,

The fellow was a rank outsider, |

there was no mistake about that.
Nobody at Rookwood had been
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CONQUEST.

Jimmy, least of all, had any
reason to freel kindly towards the
felluw.

Lattrey had always been his enemy
—and a bitter, unscrupulous enemy.

But one aet of bravery outweighed
many sins, in Jimmy's opinion; and,
hesides, Lattrey had been lying il
for weeks,

He Lad “been through it,” as
Jimmy .said. v

It couldr’t be pleasint to lie in
gy, il and restless, knowing that
to be
carticd ont as soon as he was able to
move,

It fact. it must have been distinctly
unpleasant.

Jimmy wondered, too, whether he
had* been a little hard even upon
Lattrey.

A fellow capable of even one act
of unselfish courage could not be all
bad.

And it would not be o trick, this
time—one of Lattrey’s many tricks.

He had run a fearful risk to save
Mornington of the Fourth in the rail-
way accident, and he had received
injuries that had laid him up for
vweeks afterwards.

That connted in his fayour,

Jimmy Silver was thinking it out
a# he let himself into the garden and
walked towards the sanatorium—at
some distance from the rest of the
school buildings. 2

Lattrey was a bad egg, but———-

There wus a “but.”

By an act of sheer ruffianism he
had  blinded Mornington of the
Fourth; an accident, certainly, but
Lattrey had acted like a reckless
ruffian.

No doubt he owed Morny what he
had done for” him since.

Still, that did not detract from the
credit due to him.

Valentine Mornington had  re-
covered his sight, and, although no

| credit was due to Lattrey for that, it

seemed to make ‘his offence less,
somehow. 3

Jimmy was admitted to the
sanatorium at once to see the invalid,

He found Lattrey sitting up in
bed, propped on pillows, wit% a Eook
open on the counterpane.

He was not reading, however.

His eyes were lixed upon a window
that gave a view of the garden, where
the trees were showing the green of
spring. :

He started at the sight of Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy started a little, too. Lattrey
was much changed.

His face was thin and worn and
pale, his eves hollow, and the hard
lines of his face scemed to have been
almost effaced by illhess.

It was not easy at lirst to recog-
nise the cool. cynical blackguard of
the Fourth, whom Jimmy had known
and disliked.

“Youl” said “You've
come 'to see me?”

“Theéy told us you could have
visitors to-day,” said Jimmy, colour-

Lattrey.

%,
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Lattrey. ¢ 1 thought |1 was the sharpest chap at Rook~

1 used to laugh at you, Silver, for being such an
W ass, and—and look where it’s landed me !
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ing a little. “I—I thought I'd look
in, Lattrey.”
“You're very good!
there.”
The captain of the Fourth
down. d
“You're my first visitor,” said
Lattrey grimly. *T'didn’t expect any

sat

| at all,"as a matter of fact.

“1—1 hope you're better.”

“QOh, I'm mending !” said Lattrey,
with a shrug. "It will be another
week or fwo befere I'm well enough
to be kicked out. But don‘t be afraid.
I'm going.”

T dic it ARl 5o é A

“Horry I'm going?” asked Lattrey,
in  his old sardonic manner.
“ Thanks!”

Jimmy did not answer. 3

He was feeling the awkwardness of
the interview, and was beginning to
wish. he had not followed his kindly
impulse. .

But Lattrey’s manner changed the
next moment. ;

“(Oh, what a fool—what a fool I've
been!™ he muttered. “I thought'I

was the sharpest chap at Rookwood, |

I used to laugh' at yom, Silver, for
being sych an. ass, and—and look
where it's landed me! Look where

you sre, and where I am! What a
| fool I’ve been!”
Jimmy Silver lcoked hard at
Lattrey.

That outburst evidently came from
his heart; the ontcast of Rookwonil
wag not playitir a part now.

During the long wecks that he had
lain there he bad had time to think,
and it had been borne in upon his.
mind that the game of rascality did
not even pay.

1t was an obvinlis enough reflection,
for, as Lattrey said, he could see
whore all his sharpness and cunning
atd unserupulousness had landed him.

“Tm glad——" began Jimmy, and
then he paused.

He did not want
“preaching.”

Luattrey gave him a gloomy lock.

“¥'ve had time to think,” he said.

to seem to be

There a chair,

“Groodness knows, I've had precious

little else to do. I thought 1 was so
jolly elever,  And here’s the net re-
sult of all my daghed cleverncess!
Kicked out of the school—and serye
me tight! T could have come to that
without taking so much trouble about
it, couldn't 177

Jimmy hardly knew what to say.

e was glad to see that change in
Lottrey’s views, tholigh whether it
woitld be a lasting one he could not
even guess,

* Morpy’s, back?”
suddenly.

“Yes.”

“ How did he get on with the opera-
tion ?”

“Splendid! He's all right now,”
said Jimmy. **Not quite all right,
perhaps. He’s got to be careful for o
time.  But he’s recovered his sight,
and that’s everything.”

“T'm glad of that!”

“We're all jolly glad 1™

“1 never meant to hurt him  like
that,” eaid Lattrey, his. pale cheeks
reddening. ‘1 know I was a brate.
But I never meant that. 1°d have
given anything to undo.it afterwards.
But what’s the good of mnking ex-
cuses? I know what you all think of
me, and you ean’t think worse of me
than I do myself, I—I wish some-
times thai—that I'd been finished
under that train.”

“Pon‘t say that,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You did a splendid thing!
You've made it up to Morny !”

“Does he think so?”

“T think he does.”

“Well, I'm glad that’s set right.
But——"" Lattrey’s lips curled. *1I¥
suppose it was a surprisc to you,
Silver, when you heard what ¥d
dene? You didn't think I was the
kind of fellow to risk my life for any-
body ?”

“Well, no,” admitted Jimmy.

“Wou were astonished, of course?”

Jimmy was silent,

“And you were rvight,” said Lat-
trey. “I’'m not that kind of chap.”

“But you did it!”

“Yes, I did it. And while I was

asked Lattroy

33

-doing it, it was in my mind that it

might make a differcnce for me here
—might malke the llvad change his
mind, and let me stay,'’ said Lattrey.

* But you might have been killed 1
exclaimed Jinmny.

“1 know that, It wasn’t all selfish-
ness. I wanted to save Morny., It
was an impulse, and it surprised me,
myself.”  Lattrey grioned. K
have laid ten to one, myself, ugainst
my doing such a thing. But when I
did it, 1t was partly because I was
thinking that it might pay. That’s
ny way.”

Jimmy locked at him curiously.

Lattrey’s confession was evidently
true.  But why was he making it?
Why wuas he detracting from the
credit he had earned by devoted
courage !

It was a sign that the chiange in hiin
had gono decp.

“You're surprised to hear me tell-
ing the truth?” said Lattrey.

“Well, I—I——"

*“T’ve had time to think,” said the
outeast juniar. “ When I get out of
this I'm going to make a fresh start.
I'vo gob a cheery time to look forward
to. My pater’s hard as nails, and
he's frightfully down on me for get-
ting expelled. I shall have to go
through it. But I’'m going to play
the game on different lines in  the
future. I can sec now what a fool
I’ve been."” g

“¥-—I wish you could stay here,”
said Jimmy.

Lattrey shook his head.

“No chance of that. The Head’s
too jolly glad to get rid of me. I
don’t believe ho half liked my being
brought hefe when I was hurt. He
couldn’t refuse, that was all. Ie’s
anxious for me to be gone. I don’te
blame him, cither.”

“Well, 2

“I don’t know that I want to stay,
either,” said Lattrey moodily. I
was thinking of that whan I saved
Morny in the railway accident. But
I've Leen thitking since then, while
T've been lying- here. The fellows

. (Continucd on the newt page.)
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are all down on me, and they've gob

reagon. I—I can't go back to my old
life. 1 haven’t got the nerve, somehow.
I can't stay here with all the fellows
looking down on me, and wishing I was
gone. L couldn’t!” Ry

Jimmy was more and more gurprised.

“1f I had to decide I'd let you sbtay,
Lattrey,” he said.

«After what 1've done!” asked Lattrey,
looking at, him curiously. “Y know whil
T've done. 1 can see it clearly emough

now. There's your gousin, young Algy,

He is a rascal, and I made him_worse.
aid it deliberately, because I was a
rotter. It amused me. I never got much
out af him. It was ome up against you.
No good saying I'm sorry now, 1 sup-
pose.”

“T believe you are,” said Jimmy, much
moved, *“1'm glad you can look at things
like that now, Lattrey.”

“Not muclh use now, as far as Rook-
wood 14 ceneorned.  What a thumping
fool 1've been! And I thought myself so
jolly clever!" said Lattrey miserably. “I
was too clever by half. I could have
gone in for games like you. 1 could do
T:could have got prizes like Rawson,
if 1'd liked, ‘Lots of things I could have
done. I've got brains. And I chose to
‘play the silly fool, and get a rotten repu-
tatlilc;n, and the boot at the end of it.
Pah!”

He hroke ofl suddenly.

“]—I didn't mean to jaw to you like
this, Silver. It's béen bottled up, you
sée, i long time, and I've just let it go,
Tiut, of eourse, you think I'm spoofing,
same as before.”

“1 don’t ! said Jimmy earnestly. “You
are w elever chap, in your way, Lattrey—
clever enpiigh to see when you've made
a bad break., You gould do better if you
had o dhanee.”

“\Wall, I sha'n't have a chance here,
and I don't specially want it. When they
gent me to Coventry before I just sneered,
and stood it. I couldn't do that again.”

(o7 yer s

“You'd let me stay if you could,” said
Lattrey, “und you had a barring-out, to
foree the Head to expel me.”

Jimmy smiled.

“Yes, I know. Bul that was befors
you risked your life for Morny.”

“A lot Momy eares!” sald Lattroy.
1M bet you you're the oaly chap at
Rookwood who'll take the trouble to give
me a look-in!"

There was a step in the ward,

‘:!llullo, old scoub! How are you gettin®
oni"”

'
It was Mornington of the Fourth, as
he came in with Erroll.
Jimmy 8ilver rose, with a smile, to
make room for the new visitors
Mornington and Brroll came to the bed-
side, and Jimmy Silver left quictly.
He was thinking deeply as he walked
back to the schoolhouse.

He wondered whether, after all, there |

was & chance for Mark Lattrey at Rook-
wood.

———

The 2nd Chapter.
Jimmy Takes the Plunge.

“What’s on?”

“What's the little game?”

A number of juniors were gathered
round the notice-huard, the day after
Jimmy Silver's visit to Lattrey.

_ There was & new paper on the board,
in the handwriting of the captain of the
Fourth. It ran:

“Form-meeting in Common-room at 5.20.
All members of the IVth Form are ex-
pected to attend. Important.

“J. BILVER.”

“Blessed if I know anything to call a
Form-meetin’ about!” yawned Townsend.
“Somethin’ to do with footer, I suppose.
Yaw-aw!”

“Then they won’t see me there!” re-
marked Cyril Peele,

“Can’t be footer, or Silver would say
s0,” said Conroy. “Hallo, Lovell! What's
the merry meeting about?”

Arthur Edward Lovell stopped.

“What's that about a meeting?” he
asked.

“Haven’t you seen this notice?”

Lovell looked at the paper.

“Not before. What is Jimmy calling a
meeting for, I wonder? Do you know,
Raby?”

“No more than you do,” answered Raby.,

And Newcome shook his head.

Jimmy 8ilve
the dark as the other fellows.

“The Moderns will be coming, as it’s for
all the Fourth,” remarked Van Ryn.
“Something awfully important, I suppose.
We'll turn up.”

Lovell went on up
his chums.

Jimmy Silver was in the end study,
very busy.

There were kippers for tea, and Jimmy
was cook.

He turned a ruddy face to his chums
as they éame in.

“Just in time!” he said cheerily.

“By gad, you're doing well!”
Lovell. “8ix kippers!”

“ipwo visitors,” explained Jimmy Silver,

“Who are the happy guests?”

“Mornington and Xrroll.”

“QOh, all serene! I suppose you've told
them to bring their own war-bread?”
sald _Lowell, with a grin.

“Yes, ass! Don’t fellows always bring
their own bread? Lend me.a hand dish-
dng yp«mese kippers.”?

the sta‘tircase' with

said

ilver's chums were as much in |

“What's that on the board about a
meeting of the Form, Jimmy?” asked
Newcome.

“I'll tell you over tea.”

:‘Why ean't you tell us now?”

“Little boys shouldn’t ask questions,”
answered Uncle James serenely. “

“You cheoky nss!”

“Shush! Lend a lhand with the kip-
pers.”

“But look here—" hegan Raby.

“Wait and see, old chap!”

Jimmy’s chums had to wait and see,
though they ‘were feeling very curious.

Erroll and Mornington came in, the
latter looking very bright.

Since the recovery of his sight Morny
had looked the happiest fellow at Rook-
wood. Just to be able to see the sun
again made him happy.

“1 see you've got a notice on the board,
Silver,” Mornington remarked as he sat
down.

“Somothing awfully important—what?”
asked Kit Erroll, with a smile.

“Well, yes, rather,” assented Jimmy.
“I hope you fellows don’t mind the tea
being rather weak."”

“Not at all!”

. “lTea!“ said Lovell. “Where's the
en?”

“Isn’t it in your teacup, fathead?”

Lovell stared abt his teacup.

1t was full of liquid, certainly, bub ib
didn’t look much like tea,

“Po you mean that the tea's weak, or
that the water’s rather strong!" he asked
surcastically.

“Whichever you like, old sgout!" said
Jimmy cheerfully. “What's the good of
tea, anyway? 1t’s not necessary. I sup-
pose you don't want sailormen to be sab-
marined bringing tea into the country?
Mop up your hot water, and be happy!”

“Well, there’s no shortage of hot
water,” said Erroll, langhing. “And it’s
betber for you than tea. Doctors say

5O. ]
“But what about the meeting?” asked:

Lovell. “Jimmy's making a giddy mys-
‘lt'r_\"}’lbnllt it.  Blessed if I can see
why !”

“Tt’s rather important,” said Jimmy
Silver. “I want you fellows to come, all
of you, and back me up,”

“Rely on that!” said Erroll,

“Not  another barring-out?” grinned
Mornington.

“Ha, hal No."

“Then what on earth is it about?” de-
manded Lovell restively. “You've got

something up your sleeve, Jimmy 12t
Arthur Bdward Lovel was looking sus-
picious.
“You're going to back me up,

yoRe !
: «T guppose so,” said Raby. “This study
always stands together.”
woh, vertainly !” sald Newcotne.
But Lovell looked obstinate.

I sup-

is first,” he said.

#“Can't you trust your Unéle James?”

“That depends. Uncle James is a bit
of an ass,” said Lovell. “Unele James is
liable to have his leg pulled by any fel-
low who takes the trouble to pull it.
Uncle James is rather soft.”

“Look here, Lovell—"

“Let's know what the game is before
we say we'll hack you up, If it’'s any-
thing to do with Lattrey——>"

“You've hip it!”

“] thought so said Lovell grimly.

“And 1 can tell you, Jimmy, I'm not
taking any. Scat!”
“Hut what's a Form-meeting got to do
with Lattrey?” asked Mornington, look-
ing curiously at the captain of the Fourth
ucross the table.

Jimmy Silver coloured, and seemed to
hesitate.

His friends regarded him very oddly.

Jimmy appearéd to have some difficulty
in breaking the news, as it were, to the
end study.

“0h, I can tell you!” exclaimed Lovell,
with a snort of disgust. *Jimmy went to
see Lattrey yesterday, and the cad’s
talked him over and got round him. I
knew how it would be. Jimmy's got some

hecause he's taken the trouble to pull
Jimmy’s leg. Pooof!”

"Well, you see—-" said Jimmy halt-
ingly.

“Ves; I see—and I'm not taking any.”

“Lovell, old chap, you talk too much!”
said Raby. “Let Jimmy get it off his
chest, anyway.”

Lovell sported again, and devoted him-
self to his kipper.

But his look was very uncompromising.

“Well, I—-I want you fellows to back
me up,” said Jimmy Silver. “I'm going
to put it to the Form! I-I think the
Head might be asked to let Lattrey stay
at Rookwood."

The cat was out of the bag now,

That was what Jimmy Silver had had
“up his sleeve.”

And there was a silence of astonishment
in the end study, while Jimmy's friends
stared at him blankly.

The 3rd Chapter.

% Hands Up!»
“My hat!” ejaculated Raby at last,
breaking the silence. !
“@Great Scott!” murmured Newcome.
_ Snort from Lovell. He bad suspected

it.

“I—I talked to the chap yesterday,”
said Jimmy. “He’s changed—changed a
Jlot since his illness,” ;

Snort! .

“T want to know what the little game |

scheme for backing up that worm—just |

“You can trust my judgment, and take
my word, really. He's not spoofing this
time. He's really in earnest,” said Jimmny
Silver, his own veoice very earnest now.
“I believe he would do better it he could
sbart fresh. He's had a lesson. . Alter
all, it isn't a light thing to gebt expelled
from school. He's been (Il a long time,
and he's  thought over things.”

“He's told you so,” grunted Lovell.

#1 believe him.”

“Well, 1 don't!”

Raby and Newcome were silent.

They were more inclined to agree with
Lovell, than with Jimmy Silver, however,
ag their looks showed.

But Jimmy found support, rather unex-
pectedly, in the visitors,

Erroll gave an approving nod,
Morny spoke out cheerily:

“] think the same as you, Silver, /1 had
a jaw with Lattrey yesterday. lle's uot
like the same fellow at all.”

*1 agree,” said Brroll quietly.

“ After all, it’s possible for a fellow to
reform,” went on Mornington, with a
laugh. “Look at me! Consider what 1
was, and conslder what I've become under
Erroll’s benign inflience — a regular
model! Why shouldn't Lattrey follow in
my footsteps, and become a model, ton?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

1 don’t think Lattrey's likely to be-
eome a model,” he sald. “But I think
he’s had his lesson, and that he’s going
to try to do better if he's given a chance.
His pater was very rough on him when he
went home—1 know he’d rather be ill
here in sanny than go home again. Dash
it all, he would be a fool if he hadn't
learned, by this time, that being a rotter
doesn’t pay—and he’'s no fool, whatever
he is!l”

“Ahem !” murmured Kaby.

“My idea i5 for ali the Fourth to ask
the Head to let him stay,” continued
Jimmy Silver. “He's dont a plucky
thing——"

“Once in his life!” snapped Lovell.

“Well, that's a beginning, 1 think the
fellows would be willing to give him a
chance, and I'm sure he would do better
next time, "1 the Bead won't agree, that
settles it, of eourse; but I think he would,
very likely. After what Lattrey did in
the railway accident, Dr. Chisholm can’t
want to be hard on him, and if he knew
we were willing to receive him bac 2

“We're not willing,” said Lovell grimly.

“Now, look here, old chap—" said
Jimmy Silver persuasively.

“Let me speak!” roared Lovell, laying
down his fork, and fairly glaring at his
study-leader, "1 don't agree. I think
you're an ass. Labbrey did a plucky thing
once, That's so. But one swallow doesn'l
make a summer. He's a sneaking cad and
blackguard, and a diggrace td Rookwood.”

“Yes; but—->"

“0Oh, don’t start butting! He's talked
you round, laughing at 'you in his sleeve
all the time; he's done it before. Didn't
you go easy with him, aid take him home
for the Cheistmiag vac? [What did Me do
? 'Took your young cousin Algy under
his wing, and gambled with him, and so
on, and you had to turn him out of your
hbouse.”

“I—1 know. But—-"

“He's simply fooling you, as he's done
before. If he stays at Rookwood, Le'll
start his old' games again. Sneaking and
lying, and breaking bounds at night, und
gam ling and smoking—sameé old game.

e's a disgrace to the school.”

B

" And there’s your young cousin, too,”
snapped Lovell. “You'd like to see him
under Lattrey’s influcuct again—what?
Don’t you think he’s a horrid enough
young waster without that!"

Jimmy reddened.

“1 tell you Lattrey’s changed!”

“And I tell you he hasn't.”

“1 know——"

and

“You can't know. You only know what |

he's told you, and he was lying, as usual,”
said Lovell angrily. “He's trying to work
it to stay at Rookwood, and then he'll
begin again—get the name of the school
into the newspapers, very likely, in the

{ long run. How would you like that?”

“But suppose ‘he has changed,” said
Erroll mildly.

“Rot!”

. Lovell took up his fork again, and
jabbed it at ‘his kipper, as if the fork
were a bayonet and the kipper a Prussian.

Arthur Edward was very angry.

His anger was really not without reason.

He had seen Jimmy Silver taken in
before by the cad of Rookwood, and
matters had turned out just as he ex-
pected.

It was really too exasperating to see
Jimmy walking into the same trap again
—for that was how Lovell regarded it.

“Well, if you're against it—" said
Jimmy at last.

“1 jolly well am!”

“Then you won't back me up?”

“No; I won't!”

“Order!” murmured Newcome.
rags in the family circle.”

Jimmy Silver rose.

Tea was finished, and it was time for
the meeting.

Lovell gave him a glare.

“No

“You're going to hold the meeting?” he |

demanded.

“Yes.”

“Well, I sha'n't come. I won’t stand
up against you, but you can leave me
out of it.” i

“PBetter come,” said Newcome uneasily.

“I won't; and that’s flab!”

Yovell ended the discuesion by striding
out of the study in great dudgeon.

Mornington coughed:

“Let’s go down to the meeting,” he
suggested.
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“(ome on,” said Jimmy, rather rufiled.

The juniors descended to the Common-
TOOIN.

That apartment was already filling,
Moderns as well: as Classicals coming in,
curious to know what the gathering was
about.

Smythe & Co. of the Shell had looked
in, too, and Algy of the Third had turued
up with some of the fags.

The room was getting crowded when
Jimmmy Silver & Co. came in—without
Lovell.

Jimmy Silver was not feeling wholly
easy in his mind.

He was well aware that Lie erred g lttle
on the side of good nature, and that he
had a disposition to forgive a fellow any-
thing if the fellow was down on his luck.

Lovell's determined opposition wearied
him, and he could pot help seeing that
Raby and Newcome were only giving him
a very lukewurm support.

But Jimmy remembered Lattrey's
earnestness in that talk in the sana-
torium, and it made him firm.

He felt that he was doing right.

“Here's the giddy oracle!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd, the Modern. “(iet up on
vour high legs, Jimmy, and tell us what
it’s all about!”

“All  here?”

round.

“Nearly all, bedad!” said Tommy Doyle.
“(3et on with the washing, Jimmy darling,
and cul, it short!”

“The shorter the better!”
Tommy Cook.

Jimmy Silver mounted upon a chair.

Townsend & Co. lounged in at the lash
moment, and nearly all the Fourth were
present.

“@Go ahead, Jimmy!” sang out Conroy
encouragingly.

Jimmy Silver went ahead.

‘;I(;;;ls"@bout Lattrey-—" he began.

“What on earth about Lattrey?”
yawned Townsend. “Is he well enough to
be kicked out yet?”

There was a laugh.

Jimmy Silver went on speaking quietly
and earnestly, and the Fourth-Formers
listened in astonishment when they saw
his drift.

Jimmy told concisely of his view of
1attrey, and the change that had taken
place in him.

He dwelt at some length on the act of
courage by which he had saved Morny's
lite; and he expatiated, too, upon the
fact that Morny, the fellow Lattrey had
most injured, was willing to give him
another chance.

But there was a buzz of surprise when
he came to the point: the suggestion of

asked Jimmy, looking

remarked

a petition to the Head to allow Latirey

t5 remain at Rookwood. \

Tzlere were a good many grim looks at
that.

But Jimmy BSilver was a great power in
the Rookwood Fourth; the fellows were
accustomed to Iollowing the lead of
Uncle James.

‘And there was no tloubt that Lattrey’s
one generous act hind made a great i
pression. upon his schoolfellows.

Conroy & Co. started & cheer as Jimmy
Sitver concluded, and it was echoed by
the three Tommies of the Modern side.

Jimmy had succeeded, after all, in
carrying the meeting with him.

Jimmy’s face brightened. |

“Hands up for giving Lattrey another
chance!” he exclaimed.

Mornington’s hand went up first, and
Erroll’s next.

Raby and Newcome followed, and the
three Colonials.

Then there was a whole forest of hands.

Jimmy Silver looked over the crowd
quite elated.

There were not more than three or four
dissentients in the Common-room. '

“Passed unsnimously-—or nearly,” said
Mornington. “It’s a go!”

“It's a go!” said Jimmy Silver, step-
ping down from the chair, with great
satisfaction. “We'll put it to the Head”

“Suppose he won't listen?” suggested
Oswald.

“Well, if he won’t, he won’t. Bubt I
think he will. Anyway, we shall have
done all we can.”

And so it was settled.

Many of the fellows agreed with Jimmy
silver, and those who were indifferent
were ready to leave it to his judgment.

But when Arthur Edward Lovell heard
the verdict he gave a suorf like an angry
war-horse.

'Fhe Fourth Form might be satisfied;
bug. Arthur Edward Lovell certainly was
not,

‘The 4th Chapter.
Lovell is Not Surprised.

“About again, what?”

Lattrey looked round as Algy Silver of
the Third hailed him.

The invalid was out of the sanatorium
for the first time, walking in the sunny
garden, still looking very pale and weak.

Algy gave him a nod and a grin, but
Lattrey did not seem specially pleased to
see the enterprising Third-Former.

“Gettin® well?” demanded Algy.

“Yeg; I'm mending at last.”

“You've had a bad time?”

“¥es.?

“Have you heard the news?” grinned
Algy. “My cousin Jimmy is getting up
a petition to the Head. It was passéd by
vobe in the Common-room a few days
ago.”

Lattrey sturted.

* A pefition! What for?” he asked.

“To ask the Head to let you stay.”

“0Oh!” exclaimed Lattrey.

“You're deep,” grinned the fag—
“awfully deep! How on earth did you
manage to talk Jimmy round, when he
knows you so well, too? You've made
him believe that you're turnin’ over a
new leal, an® growin’ a spotless character.
Ha, hal"

“T've changed a good bib, Algy,” said
Lattrey quietly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the fag.

“Look here, you cheeky little beast,
don’t yell at mel”

im- |

. “Ha, ha! What's the good of keepin’
it up to me?” chortled Algy. “Do you
think I'm as simple as Jimmy? Keep it
for Uncle James, old scout!”

Lattrey gave the fag a dark look.

“I was goin' to call on you ‘in sanny,
but I haven't had time, somehow,” con-
tinued Algy. “I've missed . you, you
know, really." I say, I shouldn’t wonder
It Jimmy works it - with the Head,
They're takin’ no end of trouble ahout
tacklin’ him just in the right way, at the
right moment. Lovell’s as wild as any~

thin’.”

“Oh, TLovell's wild, is he?” said
Lattrey grimly.

“You bet! You can't spoof him, you
know.” .

“It doesn’t oceur to you that I’'m not
spoofing, Algy?”
“Ha,'ha, ha!”

“Well, cut off! I'm fed up with your

cackling!” growled Lattrey. I don't
find it amusing.”
“Qh, come off!” said Algy. “I suppose

you don’t want me to pretend that you're
turnin’ into a shinin’ character, do you?
I say, I've had news! My old pal, De
Vere, at High Coombe School, is comin’ to
Rookwood. He's written to tell me. He’s
never got on well there, since he was
found in a pub last term, an’ reported to
the Head. He’s comin’ here. You’'ll like
him, Lattrey.” i

“All the worse for you, if he comes
here,” said Lattrey gruffly.

Algy winked.

“Keepin’ in practice—what?” he asked.
“My dear man, I'm mum; I'm not goin’
to give you away. Are you allowed to
come to the School Houge?”

“1 suppose 50.”

“Well, come up at tea-time,” said Algy.
“Peple’s study—your old study, you know.
I’ll mention it to Peele an’ Gower, We’'ll
have a bit of banker, and I want to ask
your advice, too, about a geegee.”

Lattrey gave him a grim look.

“] shall never play banker again for
money, and I've got no advice to give

you, or anyone, aboubt geegees,” "he
answered.

“Look here, will you come?”

“Not”

“No need to be afraid that Jimmy will
spot you. He's goin’ over to Bagshot
with his pals.”

“QOh, dry up!” b

Allgy puve him a far from pleasant
look.

When Lattrey was first in disgrace, Algy
had thrown him over, like Peele and
Gower and the rest of the nuts.

But the fag was prepared to renew his
friendship now ; he had, as he said, missed
Lattrey.

If the expelied junior stayed ab Rook-
wood, Algy was looking forward to the
old times over again. v

But, in spite of his cynical ‘disbelief,
Algy was beginning to think thatiLattrey
was in earnest, after all. .

The thought had a most exasperating
effect upon him, i

For a fellow like Lattrey to fake up a
superior- moral standpoint was, from
Algy's pont of view, a little too much.

“You want me to believe that you mean
business?” he sneered. }

“T don't care a rap what you believet
1 want you to let me alone.”

“I'll ‘do that fast enough!” growled
Algy. “Confound your cheek! What are
you, anyway? A fellow who's expelled-—a
fellow nobody will speak to! You ought
to ible jolly glad to be taken notice of, by ,
gadt” b

Lattrey’s pale cheeks crimsoned,

That’s enough!” he gaid. “Clear off!”

“I'll go when I choose,” Baid Algy.
“Counfound your clheek, I say! You're
goin’ to suck up to Jimmy, an’ throw over
your old pals—what? Cheeky cad!”

«“I don't want anything to do with
you,” said Lattrey. “You're a young
rascal, Algy Silver, and [’ve gol appear-
ances Lo consider, too, If I stay ab
Rookwootl &

“Oh, youre countin’ on that already,
are you?” sneered the fag.

“Yf I stay here, I'm going to stay on
quite a different footing. I shall try te
change out of Peele’s study, and you can
tell him so. And you’ll oblige me by now
speaking to me,” said Lattrey grimly.

Algy's eyes glittered. t

“You cheeky cad!” he exclaimed. “I11
see whether I can put a spoke in your
wheel. You're not so jolly certain of
staying yet.”

Lattrey dropped a hand on his shoulder,

“Get out!” he said briefly. “Oh!”

Algy, with a passionate exclamation,
struck full at his face, and Lattrey's
cheek burned red where the blow fell.

“Tgke that, you cad!” shouted the
fag. “Now take your paw off me!"

Lattrey grasped the fag with both
hands, and shook him roughiy.

Algy yelled and struggled in his grasp.

Weak as Lattrey was, he was too strong
just then for Algy, and the fag had the
shaking of his life.

“Let go, you rotter!” shouted Algy
Silver furiously. “I’ll kick your $hins!”

“Hallo! What’s the row?”

1t was Lovell’s voice.

Lovell came quickly up the

path.

Mark Lattrey released the fag, breath-
ing hard.

Algy squirmed away,
furious fist at the invalid.

“You rotter!" he panted.

garden

and shook a

“You dare

to lay your paws on me, you—you
ganblin’, blackguardly outsider!”
“What's the trouble, kid?” asked

Lovell, staring at first one and theh the
other. “Don't mind him. D'l handle
him fast enough if-he touches you again!”

Lattrey gave him a look, and, without
2 word, turned away and walked towards
the building.

Algy panted.

“What, was he handling you for, kid?”

“RBecause — because ” — Algy’'s  eyes
glistened — “because 1 wouldn't piay
cards with him!”

“0h!” exclaimed Lovell.

He strode after Lattrey, his eyes
gleaming; and Algy, with a sneering
grin, walked away towards the quad.
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Lattrey turned as he heard Lovell's
lh'lftsty steps grinding op the path behind
im.

He eyed the Fourth-Former calmly.

“You shady rotter!” hurst out Lovell.

“What's the matter now?” asked Lat-
trey calmly.

“You worm!” shouted Lovell. “You
got round Jimmy, becanse he’s a silly
uss, but I was against it. If you weren't
ill, I"d give you the thrashing of your
life, here and now.”

“You can begin, if you like,”
Lattrey, compressing his lips.
Lovell looked very muc

begin, but.he refrained.

Lattrey was in no condition to stand
up to the burly Lovell,

“I won’t touch you,” said Lovell
thickly. “But I'll jolly well tell Jimmy
Silver what his cousin’s just told me,
and I fancy that will make him see
sense. You worm, you're not fit for
Rookwood; a reformatory is nearer your
mark.” |

And with that Lovell strode savagely
away, leaving Lattrey staring after him
blankly.

said

inclined to

The 5th Chapter.
Morny Takes a Hand.

“All  together, I think,” remarked
Jimmy Silver thoughtfully. “We'll catch
him «in the corridor, when he’s coming
away from the Sixth.”

“Any old thing!” yawned Raby.

“Ain’t we going over to Bagshot to-
day?” said Newcome.

The chums of the Fourth were dis-
cussing the question of the petition to
the Head, or, more correctly, Jimmy
Silver was discussing it, and Raby and

+ Newcome were yawning.

“No hurry,” said Jimmy. “Lovell’s
not heve yeb.” )

“Here I am!” said the voice of Arthur
Edward, in the doorway.

“Time we got off,” remarked Raby.

“Anything the matter?” inquired New-
come, staring at Lovell's thunderous
brow. “Been rowingt"

“I've just seen Lattrey,” said Lovell
grimly. *“He’s out in the garden now.
Your cousin was with him, Jimmy.”

“No harm in that,” said Jimmy, a little
uneasily.

“Lattrecy was pitching into him.”

“What?”

“DBecause Algy wouldn't play ecards with
the cad!” shonted Lovell, with a red face.
“How. do you like that? Still want to
petition the Head to let that blackguard
stay at Rookwood?” L&

Jimmy sat very still, and Raby and
Newcome grinned a little.

They were nob surprised at the news.

“How do you Lunow?” Jimmy asked at
last.

“I came on them. I heard Algy yelling
from the quad. le told me.”

“Oh!”

“Bhiadl we go and petition the IMead
now?” asked Lovell sarcastically. * Young
Algy has improved a bit while Lattrey
was away from bim. Now you want to
shove them together again. Let's go and
jaw the Head, by all means.”

“1f that's true—" began Jimmy
slowly.

‘Lovell crimsoned,

“Can't you take my word?” be roared.

“Yours, yes; but Algy might have been
pulling your leg. He's rather a young
spoafer.” ‘

“Well, that's so,” agreed Rahy.

Lovell gave an angry snort.

“You mean, you'd believe or dishelieve
anything rather than admit that Lattrey
has fooled you, Jimmy Silver!" he said
bitterly. “You're wrong. and you know
you're wrong, and you won't own up.”

“I don’t know L'm wrong, Lovell. T’I1
see Algy, and hear what he has to say,”
said Jimmy, with a worried look.

“What's the good, if you're not going
to believe what he says? I knew it all
along!” exclaimed Lovell. “I knew Lat-
trey was spooling. Now he’s out of
sanny he will be at his old tricks again,
though any day he may have to go.
tell you——-"

“Ahem!” 1

It was Mornington's polite cough in
the doorway.

Lavell broke off, and gave Morny a
grim look. {

“Sorry to interrupt,” smiled Morning-
ton. “If you're havin’ a row, I'll lpok
in again.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!”

“EKrroll wants to know whether we're
bikin’ it over to Bagshot,” yawned Morn-
ington. /

“Tell Morny, and see what he thinks,”
suggested Raby. ! ;

“Tell him, Lovell,” said Jimmy.

Lovell burst out again with his story.

Mornington listened with a slight smile
on his handsome face.

“What do you think, Morny?” asked
Jimmy Silver uneasily. “I'm sorry to say
that my young cousin’s word can't always
be taken.”

“T was aware of that, dear boy. But
it looks Probable enough.  The merry
leopard chn’t changé his spots—and Lat-
trey was a very pretty leopard. Still, I
believe in givin’ every dog a chance.”

‘Mornington knitted his brows thought-
fully. .

“1f the fellow’s the cad he used to
be, und he’s fooling me, of course, I'd be
glad to see him kicked out,” said Jimmy
rather glumly. “But—but 1 certainly
believed he was telling the truth.”

“Ohi, you'd believe anything!” snorted
Lovell. ;

“You certainly ain’t descended from
doubting Thomas, Jimmy,” said Rahy,
with a grin. “I tf]ink your ancestor must
have been Simple Simon,”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“Qh, don't Be funny,” said Jimmy
Silver' gruffly. “As likely ag not young
Algy was spoofing. He knew Lovell
woultl believe what he said, as he's down
on. Lattrey.”

“Yon were down on him enotgh at one
time!" snapped Lovell. “You were the

leader in a barring-out, just to get rid
of him,"

“That’s ancient history,” said Jimmy
impatientiy. 1 believe he’s made up his
mind to be decent, if he’ gets another
chance. At least, T did believe it. Now
I don't know what to think; but it’s got
to be settled somehow beforc we put it
tc the Head.”

“Well, I'm glad you've got that much
sense, at least,” commented Lovell.

“Let’s have a pow-wow over it this
evening,” said Mornington. “I've got an
idea in my head; it will want thinkin’
out. It's time we got off tg Bagshot
now, if we're goin’ to tea with Pankley.”

" Right-ho!”

The matter was shelved for the time,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. went out for
their bicyeles.

But Jimmy Silver was very thoughtful
during that visit to Pankley & Co. at
Bagslot.

The thought that he might have been
the victim once more of Lattrey’s cun-
ning and duplicity was a troublesome one,

And yet, if the rascal of Rookwood had
really repented, as Jimmy hoped and
belieyed, it was hard that he should not
be given another ‘chance. {

How the matter could be settled beyond
doubt was a puzzle, and Jimmy was
anxions to hear Morny’s idea, whatever
it was. 5

Jimmy could not dismiss the matter
from his mind, on the ground that it
was, after all, no business of his what
became of the outeast of Rookwood.

He had taken up Lattrey’s cause, and
he: was bound to see it through.

Yet the bare thought of Lattrey be-
ginning his wiles again, and resuming
his old evil influence over Algy, filled

Jimmy with bitter resentment.

He almost wished that he had not
paid that visit to the sanatorium, after
all, and had allowed the outcast of Rook-

“ If—if you please, sir, we want to make a petition,” faltered Jimmy Silver.
“f About Lattrey, sir,” continued Jimmy,
Morny, sir, you—you might let him stay at Rookwood ! "

the Head.

wood to go his own shady way without a
helping hand, h

But he could not guite. wish that,
either.

He was glad when the pacty returned
to. Rookwood, and gathered in the end
study for the “pow-wow.”

Lovell eame in last, "and he brought
Algy of the Third with him, the fag
looking very sulky, with Lovell's hand
on his shoulder.

Evidently Algy did not want to come.

“Here's Algy, and he can tell you him-
sélf!” said Lovell.
fJimmy looked very earpestly at the
ag.

“Tell'us the truth, Algy,” he said.

“Don’t I always tell the frozen truth?”
demanded Algy, a grin dawning on his
face. “Ain’t 1 Georgie Washington over
again, only more so?”

“No,” said Jimmy. “You've told me
whopipers often enough. Did it happen as
you told Loveli, Algy?”

“Whut’s the merry good of tellin’ you,
unless you're goin’ to take my state-
ment as true?” grinned the fag.

“Tell me, anywiy.”

“Rats! I'm not tellin’ you anythin',”
said Algy coolly. “Go. ahead an’ per-
suade the dear old Head to keep Lattrey
here, if you like. I wish you success.
He'’s a sportin’ chap, and we shall have
some good times. Ta-tal!l"

And Algy, dodging Lovell, seutiled out
of the study and fled.

Lovell ‘made an angry movement after
him, but Algy was gone. Lovell kicked
the door shut.

“Nnterprisin’ youth, that cousin of
yours, Silver,” grinned Mornington.

Jimmy grunted.

“I can't help thinking," said Trroll, in

his quiet way, “that Algy was spoofing
Lovell, and don't like to. tell a lie out
direct. But he won’t own up.”

“Oh, rot!" said Lovell,

“You said you had ‘an idea, Morny,”
said Jimmy Silver,

Mornington nodded, ;

“Yaas, 1've been thinkin’ it out. Lend
me your ears, and I'll explain, ~I think
I know the way to get at the facts."

Mornington went on to explain.

Jimmy Silver & Co. listened quietly.

There was an expression of distaste on

.l!iuémy's face at first, but He nodded at
ast. g

“We'll try it,” he said. “Under the
cires,. it seems to bé the only .way.

There’s a doubt, and we can't afford to
give LEattrey the benefit of the 'doubt.”

“I. should jolly well say not!” hooted
Lovell..

“Well, it’s a go,” said Jimmy, “It will
prove the matter one way or the other.
That’s, settled.” !

And the “pow-wow " in the end study
broke up. X

»
The 6th Chapter.

Put to the Proof!

“Merry an’ bright—what?”

Lattrey was coming down the garden-
path from the sanaterium the following
afternoon, - when  Mornington’s  voice
greeted him. .

Morny -was seated in a little summer-
honse beside the path. -

Lattrey halted at the trellised doorway.

“Yes, I'm gettin’ on,” he said.

“Come’ in and squat down. I want to
talk to you, old scout.”

Lattrey sat down' in the summer-house.

Mornington opened a cigarette-case, and
Lattrey started a little.

“8moke, old man?”

)

mlfr i
il

“We must work it for you to stay at
Rookwood,” he said. “We can't spare
you, Lattrey. Joey Hook has been in-
quirin’. after you--there's a merry : little
cirele at the Bird-in-Hand will be gfad ‘to
see you again.” A

Lattrey's face clouded.

“I shall never go to the Bird-in-Hand
again, Morny,” he said quietly.

“Eh? Why not? It's a hall-holiday
to-morrow,” said Mornington. *You could
slip away—1I'd pick you up in a trap out-
side. What do you say to a joly after-
noon? It will buek-you up no end.”

“Thanks, no.”

“You reully wouldn’t care for it2”
© eNo.” 5

“Well, tastes differ,” said Mornington,
blowing out a little cloud of smoke. “I'm
simply longin’ to get on the warpath
again.” 1

Lattrey, did not answer. )

The dandy of the Fourth slipped a pack
of' cards~from his pocket, and begun to
shuffle them carclessly.

Lattrey’s eyes rested upon the shining
cards, and his eyes glistened.

It was evident that the cards had not
lost their old attraction for the black
sheep. of Rookwood. ;

“Nap ?” asked Morny, looking at him.

“I won’t.play, Morny.” ° .

. “Oh, come! It's safe enough here.”

“I wasn’t thinking of that.” :

“What the dickens are you thinking of,
then?” "asked Mornington testily. “You
used to be keen enough on a little
flutter.” 5

“1t-would have been better for me if
I hadn’t heen,” answered Lattrey moodily.
© *Oh, don't moralise! Tt's safe enough
here, I tell you; and I'm not likély to
give.you away, like young Algy,” grinned
Mornington. - Pall

“Algy! What do you mean?
could he give me away?”

How

“No, thanks."

“'Poo soon after your illness?” queried
Mornington, *You don't mind if I do?”
“You can doras you like, of course.”

“Thanks; 1 will.,”

Mornington l.ghtetf his cigarette, and
smoked for some moments:in silence.

Mark Lattrey seemed to-be in an uneasy
mood. : wh :

“I suppose yon're rablier surprised at
my bein’. friendly,” smiled  Mornington.
“You served me a rotten trick, Lattrey.
But what' you did in the railway aceident
wipes that out. - Bygones are bygoneg, as
far as I'm concerned.!

“I'm glad of that, Morningtou. You'd
hardly understand how glad I was when 1
heard you'd got your.sight back,” said
Lattrey, in a low- voice. |

Morny gave him a rather curiousilook.

“Well, that's all over, now,” he said.
“T had a bad time; but 1'm goin’ to make
up for-it. My uncle came down handsome
in the way of tips, and I'm well-heeled—-
jolly well-heeled. How do ydu stand?”

“I've some money,” suid Lattrey.

“If yon stay at Rookweod, I don't see
why we shouldn’t be friends again,” re-
sumed Mornington. »*1'm goin' to make
up for lost time—I’ve béen pinin’ for a
little excitement long enough. It will be
like old times again—yon un' I together,
an’ Peele an' Gower, an' the rest.”

“I thought you'd chueked all that.”

“80.Y had ; but what's bred.in the bone,
you ' kuow,” smiled Mornington. “What’s
the good of strugglin® with fate? 1. tell
you I’'m simply longin' for a burst, on the
old tines. That doegn't surprise you, .
surélyy®

“Well,, no,” said Lattrey.
thought it would Jast.”

“1 never

““We hope that, considering how he risked hislife for

Mernisgton laughed.

“ Bless my 'soul‘! " gaid

“He told Lovell what
him for yesterday.”
“No harin in that, I suppose. The
young rotter got my wool off,” suid
Lattrey. “Perhaps I oughtn't’ to have
touched him,.but a fellow don’t like being
called names. -1 :suppose I can't expect
anybody' to- believe me ;.but—-" Y
‘“‘He.told Love]l you:were handlin’ him
bécause he wouldn't play cards with you.”
“Oh!” exclaimed Lattrey, with a start.
“Then that was why—why Lovell—" He
broke. off.. “Does Jimmy Silver know ?”
*Naturally.” .
“And—and he believes——"
“What ‘do you think?” laughed Morn-

ington. -
Lattrey sat silent for some moments,
his .face. darkly clouded. <

““Then Silver won’t. try to do anything
for me, ufter. all?” he. said, in’ a ‘low
voice. '“He won’t believe me if I explain.
I can’t expeet him .to. 1—I‘did. hope.he
would——-" He paused again.

“Do you mean.that young Algy was
lyin’2” s s

“¥es.” -

“You “can’t’ expcet Jimmy Silver to
thinl so.” 7

“I dom’t,” said Lattrey miserably. “ Why
should he take my word—against: his
cousin, too? VYou wouldn’t, either.”

*Ahem! 1t iz rather thick, -isn't 1t?”
grinned Mornington. “But we'll manage
it jwith the Head somehow. Now, then,
shall T.deal?” ’

““Dan’t deal to me, Morny. Look here!”
Lattrey paused, a moment. " Put those
rotten cards away, Morny! It's a mug’s
game, and a cad’'s game, and I've done
with, it. It's brought me -pretty low—
about as low as I can get, I think Why

you. were Landiin’

don’t you chuck it? What's.the geod,

V

anyway? You'll end up as I've ended—

it’s bound to come, in the long run.”
“Preachin’—by gad!” said Morpington.
“I don't mean to preach,” said' Lattrey,

ﬂushing. “But if you'd been through
what I’'ve been through, you'd see it for
yourself. You have made a fresh start.

Why don't you stick to. it? Play the
game, and keep straight. I only wgsh I'd
had sense enough to do it myself, when
1 had the chance.” His voice faltered.
“It’s all over now, and I can't grumble.
If ever a fellow asked for it, I did.”

Mornington quietly slipped the "cards
into his pocket, and threw down his
cigarette, crushing it under his heei.

Lattrey's eyes were moist.

Mornington had never seen the outcash
of Rookwood moved like this before, and
it moved him, strangely, himseli.

“Show up, you fellows!” he called out
hastily.

Lattrey started, as there was a rush
of footsteps round the summer-house.

Jimmy Silver stood in the deorway, with
Loyell and: Raby and Newcome and
Erroll behind him.

Lattrey stared at them blankly.

“Excuse this little game, Lattrey,”
chuckled Mornington. *“Only a little
game, to see whether dear Algy was lyin’
or not, an’ to put you to the proof, old
man. I'm not a giddy gay dog. I'm not
goin’ on the tiles, an’ [ only wanted to
know whether you were. Savvy?”

“Oh!” gasped Lattrey. .

He rose unsteadily to his feef.

“You—you heard?” he stammered,

“Yes,” said Jimmy Silver quietly. “ And
we know now that you're true blue, Lat-
trey, and we're standing by you.”

Lovell's expression was very curious.

Mornington's “wheeze ” had worked
like a charm; its results had fulfilled
Jimmy Silver’s hopes, but it had been a
great surprise to Arthur Edward Lovell.

He -blinked .at Eatbref.

Buf .Lovell was convinced now, and he
was feady to own up.

“I'in sorry, Lattrey,” he said frankly,'
“You can’t quite blame a chap for not
believing in you, considering., But—well,
I'm sorry.”

“ Morny, you—you were leadiog me ont”
gasped Laturey.

“Mea culpa!” said Morny.
scout! Puttin’ you to the proof, you
know. 1'm sure you'll overlook it, under
the peculiar cires.”

e P

“We're going to seé the Head to-day,
Latbrey,” said Jimmy Silver quietly, “and
all we can do is going to be’done.”

Lattrey did not speak; he could noi.

But his look was eloquent.

Angl when Jimmy Silver & Co. left him,
the heart of the outcast of Rookwood was
ldlghter than it had been for many.a long

ay.

“1 was, old

% * L 8 .

“If you please, sir ad

Dr. Chisholr stared.

The corridor was crowded with Fourth-
Formers, all of them looking decidedly
nervous.

* Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head of
Rookwood. -'*What does this mean?”

“Go it, Jimmy!” murmured several
voices.

Lovell nudged his chum encouragingly.

“Go it, Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver cleared his throat, and
“went it.”

“I—if you please, sir——"

“Well, Silver?”

“We—we want to make a petition, sir.”

“Bless my soul !”

“Abeut Lattrey, sir. We—we hope
that, .considering how he risked his life
for Morny, sir, you—you might overlook
some things, sir; and—and let him stay ab
Rookwood, sir!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
"I you please, sir-—-" chorused the
juniors.

_“He's changed a lof, sir,” went on
Jimmy Silver hurriedly, before the Head
could speak. “He’s goifig to play the
game, if he gets a chance—we all believe
him, sir. If you could give him &
chance——-"

Dr. Chisholm's expression was very
indly. :

ki

"“As a matter of fact, Silver, I have
been thinking about Lattrey’s case,” he
said. “He acted very bravely, and very
generously, in rescuing Mornington from
danger; and he has suffered severely for
his courage and devotion. I was, how-
ever, very doubtful as to_how he would
be received in his Form, if I allowed him
to remain at Rookwood. I am glad you
have spoken fto me. I will consider the
matter.”

The Head made a gesture of dismissal,
and the deputatioch of the Fourth disap-
peared.

“That means that it’s all right!” Jimwmy
said confidently.

"And it was!

The next day it was known to all the
school ‘that Muark Lattrey's sentence of
expulsion had been rescinded, and that
he was to be given another chance:

It was glad news for the outcast of
Rookwood, and most of the fellows were
glad to hear it.

Lattrey of the Fourth had another
chdnce; and it remained to be seen what
he would make of it.

But Jimmy Silver had no doubts, sizece
that little sceme in the summer-house,
when the outcast of Rookwood had been
put to the proof.

THE END,

" NEXT MONDAY.
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The 1st Chapter.

Taken In!

Seratch !

The only sound to be heard in Study
No, 2 ab Wedgmore School was the sound
of ‘two refractory pens being driven at a
fast rate over sheets of foolscap paper.

Serateh, seratch, serateh! |

Had they been trying to see who cofild
finish his lines first, neither Dick Erring-
ton nor Tom Warren could have written
much faster.

At length, however, Errington sat back
in his chair, and, with a doleful look on
hig face, flung his pen down on the tahle.

“Took here, Warren, old scout!" he
said dismally. “I'm fed up with this!"

The other junior stopped work.

%S0 am I,” he replied. “But what the
diekens are we to do? I've only done
about a hundred, so that leaves another
four hundred to be done.” !

"“An angry frown spread oyer Dick Br-
rington’s face. |

“It's a bit too thick!” he grumbled.
«Just because we buzzed a footer into
his blessed old study that rotter Dicken-
son landed us with five hundred lines!
11 he wasn’t our Form-master I'd sock
liim no end!” {

Tom Warren laughed falnbly.

“That’s wlere the rub comes,” he re-
marked. “You can’t tell a master what
you think of him. I was looking forward
to a row on the river.,”

“So was 1,” agrecd Errington sorrow-
fully. “Jiut that's off now—dead off.
We've got to turn these beastly lines in
by tea-time. By the way, 1 wonder where
Waller has got to. He hasn't done a
single line yet, and—-" 4

Dick Brrington paused as there came a
tap at the door.

“Come in!” he sang onut. 4

The door opened, to reéveal the form of
a weedy, crafty-looking junior in the door-

way.
Tyhe {wo chums glared at him savagely.
«He, he!” giggled the new-comer.
#8taying in—what?” |
“Ify y%u are not blind you'll see we
are!! snapped Dick Errington tmpatiently.

“You can buzz’ off, Norton. We're not
desperately keen om sharing your com-
pany.”

Norton was the spneak of the Fourth,
and as such e was nob popular with tho
juniors.

He stepped into the study.

“Look here, Brrington," whined the
sneak. “I've gob a proposition fio make.
Supposing—"

“loh 9" : .

«Qupposing 1 do your lines for you?'

“You cam’t!”

“«QOh, yes, 1 could!” wurged Norton
quickly.  “I'm_a dab at copylog any-
body’s handwriting. I'll do the whole lot
+this afternoon for thirty buh.'

*What!”

ST do fifteen hundred lines for thirty
bob,” reiterated the sngak, “and I reckon
1 should be letting you down.lightly.”

Dick ¥rringbon gave the fellow a deter-
mined look,

“Lpok here, Norton,” he said firmly,
“you're too fond of copying other people's

handwriting. 1t you take my qdyice
you'll drop it.  You'll get yourself into
trouble, sooner or later, if  you're not
careful.”

“I suppose I know my own business
best!” protested Norton. % .

“And I know mine!” said Dick Erring-
ton promptly. “I'll do my own lines, and
you can take your offer elsewhere.”

“But 1 say, Errington,” said Norton,
«“I'm in need of cash, .and I should be
glad of the money! Buppose we say
twenty-five bob for the job!"

“Suppose you clear out?” -

“A pound!”

Dick Errington rose quickly from his
whair and picked up a cushion.

“If you don’t buzz off I'll—"

“Pitteen— Yow! Yarooogh!”

His patience spent, Dick lirrington had
hurled the cushion with unerring aim at
the sneak’s head, bowling bim completely
aver.

He landed with a bump in the passage,
and next instant Dick Erringfon oclosed
the door with a bang.

“Thank goodness that bounder’s gone!”
he said.~“He’s too fond of trying to imi.
tate another person'd handwriting.”

“Yes; I saw him copying Dickenson’s
signature the other day,” remarked War-
ren. “I— Hallo! BSurely he hash't
the sauce to come here again?”

Tom Warren had heard gomebody turn
the handle of the door,

The two chums waited for the door to
open.

They had not long to wait, for next
instant a man of middle age, of stocky
build, with a short beard and bushy mous-
tache, stood revealed in the doorway.

“My hat!” exclaimed Dick Errington in
ssurprise. “It’s the guv'nor! 2

“You didn’t know I was coming—eh?”
interrupted the new-comer in a deep voice.
“Well, Dick, I hope it's a pleasant sur-
prise. I've come to take you out for the
afternoon.”

“(1h{” gasped Errington.

“Don't look so miserable, my boy!”
uwrged the man, with a kindly smile.
“Pan’t you wunt to come?”

- “Yes, dad; but—-"

“But what?”

“We’re detained for the afternoon,”
explained  Errington quietly. “We've
each got five hundred lines to do.”
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“Who gave them to you?”

“Mr. Dickenson, our Form-master.”

“0h!” said the man, knitting his hrows,
“I shall have to call upon Mr. Dicken-
son, and tell him the lines will have to
wait. 1 can't have you boys staying in
here all the afternoon.”

“Do ypu think you can work it, dad?”

“8ure of it, my boy!” said the man con-
fidently, “I'll go along to Mr. Dicken-
son's study at once!”

The man took his departure, and
wended his way towards the Form-
master’s study.

He’ was just approaching Mr. Dicken-
son’s study when the door was suddenly
opened, and a junior came rushin%out.

It was Norton, the sneak of the Fourth,
He gave the man a frightened glance, and
then tore down the passage as fast as his
legs could carry him.

The man-gave him a curious glance,
and then walked on and tapped at the
door of the master’s room.

There came no inswer from within.

Tap!

He knocked again, louder this time, but
still there was no reply.

Then he turned the handle of the door
and pushed it slowly open. To his amaze-
ment the room was empty. A fire was
burning low in the grate, hut there was
no sign of the master.

‘Huddenly the door was flung open, and
in strode Mr. Dickenson.

" What—what——  Ah, Mr. Errington,”
#aid the master, “how do you do?"

“Yery well, thanpk you!” replied the
man genially, “I hope you do not mind
my enluring without your permission,
I quite thought you were in your study,
and—and-—"

“I don't mind at all, Mr. Errlnaton!”
replied the master. - “¥You would have
been welcome to have tuken a sent. 1
am very pleased to #ee you. It is a long
time since you paid us 4 visit,”

“Quite go!” sald the man, in deeper tones
than usual. “1 rather wanted to tike
the boys oub this afterncon, 1 find they
are detained, hu——"”
 Mr. Dickengon ‘adopted p, sevious expres-
sion.

“Yee,” he suld slowly. “They have five
hundred lHoes exch to do. It is a pit{'
they transgrossed the rules of the gchool.

“THoys will he boys, you know!” suid
the man, with o broad fwogh,

“Yes; but | hive to cofores discipline,
Mr, Brrington!” suid the master firmly.
“But if you arg partlealarly anxious to
taky them out this afternoon——"

“1 am most anxions !

“Very well, 1 will excuse thems” said
the muaster. “Perhaps If you ate going
along to their study you will infgrm them
that they can bring me their lines first
thing in the morning, instead of this |
afternoon.” |

¢ Very good.”

The man. left the master's study and
returned to the two {unlm-s. who were
gaging moodily out of the window of their
study.

“U've worked the oratle, boys!"
gild, as e entered the study.

In an instant the cliums' fuces becaine
wrenthied in smiles,

he

“Oh, good!” said Dick FErrington
alieeriiy.

SPuck up amd get your things on,” |
sald the man, “We must fiot waste any
bime."

“No, dad; but, 1 say. Where the
dickers can that tss Waller have got to?
We can't go without him.”

“Ha, Ha, ha!" The man laughed
heartily. “You nsédn’t worry about him,
my oy, he said. “He'll be with you
all right.”

“Have you seen him, dad?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Once again the man burst into & roar
of laughter.  Dick Errington looked at
him in surprise. He had never heard his
father laugh like this before. i

“Uh, you noodles!” said the man; bub
his voice had last that deep tome.

The two chums started, for the voice
sounded familiar to them=-like the voice
of their chum Waller.

The next instant the man had put his
hand to his chin, and when he pulled it
away his beard and moustache had dis.
appeared,

“Waller, you ass!” gasped Dick
Errington in amgzement, for it was not
his father who stood before_ him, but his
chum Waller.

Waller had always been fond of
amateur theatricals, much to the annoy-
ance of his echums, who had no enthu-
siasm for acting.

They had re‘ga'rded acting as a waste of

time. But pow—
“Well, I'm blowed!” muttered Tom
Warren, dumbfounded. *“Whogver put

you up to this?”

“Perhaps you'll admit that acting is
worth while now?” asked Waller calmly.

“My hat!® exclaimed Dick Errington.
“1 ghould think so. I could have sworn
you were my guv'nor.”

“And so would old Dickenson,” said
Waller, with & grin. “I've arranged
things. with him all right. Now, get a
mave on. 1 shall have to come out with
you in this elobber, in case Dickenson
~s;ml.iq us going ount. It won't matter
much,
just as much in these togs. At any rate,
I've got my Etons on underneath, and
I can do this other stuff up in a pareel
when we get well away from the school,

I shall have to tell Dickenson in the

—
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I shall be able to enjoy myself |

| he's

e

e Tales, Told

morning that it was nobt your father who
called on lhim. He'll probably pile into
me, but it won’t matter to-morrow. It's
to-day I'm thinking about.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dick Errington.
“This is ripping! We shall have a Jjolly
time, after all!”

And the chums left the study with the
intention of enjoying themselves, never
realising that Waller’s disguise would
bring ahout strange results—results which
would cause them many anxious moments.

The 2nd Chapter.
Finding the Culprit.

Dick Errington & Co. spent a most
enjoyable afterncon. The spring sun was
shining forth in all its glory, and, hiring
a hoat, they rowed down the river as far
as the market town of Wedgdales.

There they left the boat, deciding to
walk back to the school.

Yhey set off at a steady pace, and were
passing  throuigh the village of Hud-
lersley, when they observed a junior
emerge from a disreputable-looking inn
catled the Five Feathers, and start run-
ning down the road.

“My hat!” exclaimed Waller.
see who that is?"”

*“ Norton {”

“I wonder what he was doing in there?”
asked Dick Werington.

“Ap to no good, you bet!” exclaimed
Tom Warren emphatically. “I've had my
stgpicions of that kid lately. 1 believe
getting mixed in with a rotten set
at tuat place.”

“Shouldn't he at all surprised,” agreed

“Do you

(lous on half-holidays, You never see him
on the footer-ground,” .

“Well, it’s his own funeral,” said Tom
Warren. “He's sure to be bowled out in
the end, and if he gets the sack I sha'n't
shed any tears.”

“No jolly fear!”

By this time, the sheak of the Hourth
was out of sight.

The three chmms tramped on towards
the school, Waller hiolding a parcel under
his arm, whi¢h, of course, contained the
things he had worn to disguise hilmself
as Dick Errington’s Jather.

As they entered the school-house, they
stopped before the notice-board.

A fresh notice was pinned there, and

they were anxious to see what it was
about.
“Look

“By Jove!” exclaimed Waller.
at this, you fellows!” s

The chums stared at the notice, which
read as follows:
“LOST!
note. No. xy 247589.
“Herbert Dickenson.”

“Serves him right!” said Dick Erring-
ton umsympathetically. “He' ought to
look after hig five-pound notes.”

“Rather!” agreed Waller. “1 expect
he’s put it somewhere, and forgotten
where,”

“He never forgets when he gives us
lines,” said Dick Errington.

“Not he.”

The chums went on to their study,
thinking little more of Mr. Dickenson
and his five-pound note:

They were soon brought back to the
matter, however.

Tea was over, and they were sitting
at ‘the table doing lines, when the door
was opened, and in strode Torrance, the
captain of the school.

“Cheer-ho, Torrance, old man!” said
Dick Errington jocularly.

The captain smiled genially.

“I understand your guv’nor's been down
this atternoon, Errington,” he said.

“Ahem!”

“He’s gone now, I suppose?”

“A five pound

Dick Errington looked round the study.

| to

fOThgnks véry much, Nerton,” sald the disguised junior, in kis natural

“Can’t see him knocking about any-
whete, Torrance,” he said. “I suppose
you wouldu't like us to start a search for
him?” '

“T‘his isn’t a laughing matter, Erring-
o

“Not at all,” sald Dick, adopting a
solemn expression. “We're dead serious,
old man.”

Torrance was looking serious, too, as
he went on:

“I suppose there isn’t any likelihood
that your guyv'nor picked up anything by
mistake when he was waiting in Dickens
son's stuay 7

“Why—what—--"

“Qh, it’s nothing to be startled about!”
said Torrance dquickly. “I don't like to
mention the matter personally, but you
know what a curious chap Dickenson is.”

“Yery curious,” agreed the chums.

“Well, he’s lost a five-pound note,”
said the captain slowly. “He hunted
high and low for it after your guv’'nor
had gone, but couldn’t find it. 1f the
truth's known, lie's spent it; but all the
same, he thinks your guv'nor might have
picked it up by mistake."”

“0h, rot!” said Dick Errington. “The
chap’s a fool. What should my guv'nor
want with a five-pound note of Dicken-
son’s? He’s not a thief.”

“I don’'t think Dickenson means to
suggest that he is,” Torrance hastened
to expllain. “But he’s a funny chap,
and-—" -

“Well, we don’'t know anything ahout
it,” said Dick Errington disgruntledly.
“Dickenson’s got a confounded sauce to
be so jolly suspicious.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, it’s no good discussing the
matter further,” said Torrance.

The captain of the school departed,
and the juniors turned solemn faces to
one another.

“Look here,” said Waller slowly.
“There’'s more in this than meets the
eye.”

“What do you mean?”’

“Why, when I was making for Dicken-
son’s study, a kid came out with a
startled look on his face, and tore down
the corridor”

2 Oh s

“1 didn't give the affalf & thought
then, but now-—"*

“ What—

volde. ‘'l return this fiver to Dickenson [0 the morning.”
what-—— faltered the sneak of the school.
Waller. “I've often wondered what he

Waller paused. He was thinking deeply.

“Who was the kid?” asked Diek
Errington.
“Norten!”
“Phew!” gasped Dick in surprise.

“HRurely, he couldn’t——"

“(louldn’t have pinched the fiver,” con-
cliled Waller, looking up.

“Yes; that is what I was going to say.”

Waller knitted his brows thoughtfully.

“1 shouldn't be at ull surprised,” he
said. “We saw him come oub of the
Five Feathers this afternocon, didn't we?”

“Yes.”

“Well, fsn't it quite possible that he’s
heep getting in debt there with that
bookmaker rascal, Jerry Hope, and that,
being unable to pay, he’s robbed old
Dickengon ?”

“More than likely,” said Dick Erring-
ton. “But-~but how the dickens could
we_ prove ib?” y

Waller did not reply. He was thinking
the matter out.

“We shall have to find out where the
fiver’s gone,” said Dick Errington. “Other-
wise, that silly ass Dickenson will con-
tinue to suspeet my guv’nor, and T

“Qh, we'll find out where it's gone,”
said Waller, a smile spreading over his
face.

“How?”

“You leaye that to me,” said Waller
promptly. “I'm going out mow. Sha'n't
be long. You chaps get on with your
Illnﬁis" I'l tackle mine when I come
ek,

Before the others could protest, Waller
had slipped on his hat and coat and left
the study.

It was a full hour later when he re-
turned. Mis face was wreathed in smiles,
and his chums looked at him question-
ingly. Lok

ely2”

“I'm prebty sure that Norton pinched
that fiver,” said Waller firmly. “I’ve
made inquiries at the Five Feathers, and,
‘to all accounts, Norton is in the habit
of paying surreptitious visits to the

»

“He owes money all round,” went on

Waller slowly. “He owes that rascal Hope
some, and, irom what I can gather, that
bookmaker villain has threatened to come
up to the Head unless hie receives three
pounds, which Norton owes him, by to-
night.”

“But what about the fiver?” said Dick
Errington. *“Has he changed, that yet:?”

“No,” said Waller quickly, *Nobody
at the Five Feathers Has seen him playing
with. a fiver.” .
,t"WeIl, wé can't prove that he's got
{6

“Can’t we?” exclaimed Waller, with a
shake of the head, You wait and see!
1 suppose you chaps will admit now that
I'm a pretty good actor?”

. “H’'m! You disguised yourself pretty
well as my guv’nor,” admitted Dick
Errington.

“Well, do you think I could disguise
mysell as Jerry Hope?”

“How the diekens do I know?” asked
Dick Errington non-committally. “I'm no
judge of that sort of thing.”

“I'm going to have a jolly good shot,
at any rate,” declared Waller enthu-
siastically. “One thing, it will be dark
when I meet Norton, and—"

“You're going to meet Norton?”

“Yes; but I shall be disguised as Jerry .
Hope.”

“On

Waller sat down at the table, and

drew pencil and paper before him.

“First of all,” he said, “we've got to
send Norton a little note.”

He commenced ‘to write in a sprawling
hand.

“Listen to this, you fellows,” he said
at length. *“* Dear Norton,—Please meeb
me by the side of the fountuin at eleven
o’clock to-night. If you don’t come——
You know what will happen t‘,l}(}n.H e

“Sounds all right,” said Dick Errington;
“but supposing Norton sees through it?”

Waller wagged a warning finger at his
chum.

“T.ook here, Errington,” he said, “don't
you supposc #o much. Notton's not going
to sce through it.”

“0Oh, all right,” said Errington re-
signedly, althongh he was still doubtful,

Waller left the study, and made
arrangements for the note to be handed
to Norton.

When the c¢hums went up - to the
dorglitory that night, Norton was already
in bed.

The junlors tarned if, and scon the
majority of them were fast asleep.

Ten o’clock chimed out from the old
tower, then half-past, and at a quarter
to eleven Norton slipped quietly out of
bed, and, after donning his clothes, left
the dormitory.

Two minutes later Waller followed suit.
He made tracks for his study, and hastily
donned his disguise.

Then he nrade his way to a window at
the other end of the passage, and' let
himself down into the quad. .

In a few. moments he was outside the
school, and walking down towards the
village of Huddersley.

When he had travelled about two
hmndred yards away from the school, he
turned, and slouched back along the road
in the direction of the school.

As he drew near to the fountain, he
observed that a junior was waiting there,
stamping his feet impatiently.

Waller drew up to the sneak of the
Fourth, ¢

He grunted in the way in which he had
often heard Jerry Hope grunt.

Norton stepped forward.

“I've got It," sald Norton slowly, as he
held out his hand.

Waller notieed that it contained a erisp
piece of paper, and, quite unnoticed by
the snedk of the Fourth, his eyes lighted
with satisfaction.

“Waccher got there?” said Waller, with
a grunt.

“It’s a five-pound note,” said Norton
quietly. “Yowll have to give me two
quid change.”

“Hoh!” grunted Waller, in a rasping
voice, “Where did yer get this from?”

“That's no business of yours!” said
Norton boldly. 5

“Well, "let’s look at it,” said Waller,
striking a mateh.

Norton allowed the other to take the
note. Next instant he received the sur-
prise of his life, for the voice of his
companion underwent a complete change.

“Thanks very - much, Norton,” said
Waller frmly. “I'm much obliged to
you. I’ll return this to Dickenson in the
morning,”

“What—what-—-—"

"You're bowled out, my son,” said
Waller, “and the best thing you can
do is to get back to the dormitory.
I'll look after this note.”

Norton laid a shaking hand on Waller’s

rm.

“Waller!” he begged. *“Listen—-"

“Can’t be done,” said Waller, dragging
his arm free. “It’s too cold out here.
I'm going back fo the dormitory!”

And he went, leaying the sneak of the
Zg‘qurth shaking and gasping by the foun-
ain. i ¢

The next morning Waller managed to
slip unnoticed into Mr. Dickenson's study.
He placed the fiver between a sheaf of
papers, hoping that the master would
find it, and come to the conclusion that
he had mislaid it.

That was exactly what happened. Mr.
Dickenson came across the note directly
after breakfast, and a little later the
notice was removed from the board.

For the next few days Norton bore a
strained, anxious look on his face, and
when, at the end of the week, the news
was spread round the school that he was
leaving Wedgmore, Dick Errington &
Co. knew the reason. Jerry Hope had
cHarrzle:i out his threat, and gone to the

ead!

THE END,
(Next Monday: “A Traitor to His
Side!” By Valentine Mornington. Don’d
miss it!)
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‘THE LEADING CHARACTERS IN

THIS AMAZING STORY ARE :

CAPTAIN HANDYMAN, who is com-
mander of the Bombay Castle. 4

CY SPRAQUE, the famous American
detective.

LAL TATA, a fat, genial Hindu, who
is 4 master on board the Bombay Castle.

TOM and FRED MORTON, CHIP
PRODGERS, DICK DORRINGTON,
PONGO WALKTR, and the SKELETON,
high-spirited juniors, who belong to Dor-
mitory No. 8 of the flonting school.

BULLY FLASHMAN and STOAT, two

bullying juniors, in Dormitory No. 1.

Last week's instalment concluded with
Cy Sprague cleverly defeating a cunning
scheme on the part of p rascally Turk
named Ali Pasha, for kidnapping Dick
Dorrington & Co.

(Read on from here.)

The Pillow Fights.

If Ali Pasha had been in power, instead
of heing in disgrace, the Bombay Castle
woukd never have been allowed to pass
peacefully through the Sea of Marmora
and the narrow passage of the Dar-
danelles, with his Jjewel-crusted sword
hung on fhe hulkhead of the Glory Hole,
and his pot nigger, Slook, lubouring down

Tin her stokehold.
Blook whs set to work on No. 3 furnace,
the hardest stoking furiace on the ship,
dinte it was farthest from the sbunkers.

And, to make muntters more unhappy
for him, there was s bad streak of coal
going through the furnive just then.

8o Slook, stripped to ‘the waist, and
trembling in the unneccustomed sights of
the stokehold, lnhoured like a navvy to
keep up the requi\tx:d head of steam.

How the perspiration poured off 8look,
accustomed as he

was to fat and
luxurious Iving!

How he tretnbled al the roar of the
furnaces, and the vibrations of the ship!

The wild figures of the stokers fright-
ened him.

He stared ab them with wiidly rolling
eyes as, with their sweat rags caught in
their teeth, they flung wide the firnace
doors and raked and sliced at tlieir fires,
trimming the glowing beds of burning
coal, and breaking up the elinker.

“That's where you deserve to be,
Slook-ho!” said Umply Ginsen cheerfully,
as he prodded Slook in the ribs. “You've'
been a naughty boy, Slook, and you
don't desetve u beautiful trip down to
Alexandria;, same as you are goin’ to
have!”

Now that the stokers had got Slook

down, they hore him no malice.

Captain Handyman had sent word to
the stokehold that he was to work his
passage, and the stokehold crowd meant
to see that this order was obeyed.

I'ney chased him in and out the bunkers,
and set him coal trimming till he was a
blacker nigger, if possible, than he had
ever been in his Iife.

Then they showed him how to slice and
trim fires, and how to Keep a head of
steam on. the gauges.

“Don't you m any mistake about
it, 8look-ho!" said Umpty kindly. “By
the time we've finished with you, you'll
be fit to earn your four-ten a month
and your tucker as good as any fireman,
An' that's better work than ‘angin’
round tryin' to pinch British schoolboys.
You won't pineh any more British school-
boys, will you, Slook?”

Slook made mno answer, #s he panted
and perspired till he shone like a web,
bropze figure in the arc lamps,

It was not until four o'clock In the
morning that the relief came on, and
Slook’s gang was off duty.

“Now you come along o' me, ole Cete-
wayo;” said Umpty amiably, “and Il
show yer your kip!”''

Slook *did not know what a kip was.

He slunk after Umpty tremblingly, and
was led thirough all sorts of queer pas-
sages and steel-walled chambers, lined
with pipes big and small.

Coal-grimed men laughed as he passed,
and thumped him on his fat, quivering

back. "’
#*Allo, Umpty!” they asked. “Who's
your friend? Is he the nigger prince

that tried to pinch the boys? Must have |

heen off ’is napper to think of collaring
those young imps!"”

Slook fully expected that a kip was a
headman’s block, anid that his head
would be sliced off now that he was in
the power of lis enemies.

But it turned out to be a fairly com-

0YSom:BOMBAY CASTLE

A Magniticent New Serial, dealing with the
School Afloat, and introducing Cy Sprague,
Lal Tata, Chip, and Captain Handyman.
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fortable bed and an oileloth table, where
a mug of coeon und o ship's biscuit were
awaiting him.

He drank the cocoa, und erept into the
Irunk, aching in every limb and muscle
of hig fat, pumpered body.

In four hours Slook had put in more
solid work than in all the forty years
of Lix life.

It was one thing to be spy and factotum
to a Turkish prince.

It was quite another thing to work
in the stokehold of a modern liner.

He slept soundly, though, and would
have gone ot sleeping, bub at seven in
the morning he wag awakened by being
shuken violently.

He opened his eyes with a start and
w cry of fear, and was hardly reagsured
by secing Umpty’'s grim face bending
over him,

Slook was sure now that his Jast hour
was come.

They were probably going to throw him
overboard, he thought.

His fat face turned the ashy-grey colour
which is the necarest a nigger ecan do
to turning white, and so great was his
fear that it was apparent even to Umpty.

“Don’t get in a sweat about it!” said
Umpty. “They ain't goin’ to chuek you
overboard, ole Sweeney Tod; but the
young gents are jest a-goin’ to take their
bath in the fore well deck, and it's
Master Dick Dorrin'ton that set ’em
callin’ for you. They wants you to go
an’ join the festive wash!”

Half of this was thrown away on Slook,

He was mystified when Umpty produced
a pair of school hathing-drawers.

“Put these on!” he said,

Slook thought that the hathing-drawers
must be some sort ol ceremonial cap
which the vietim ‘fof execution was ex-
pected to wear.

He had never seen a pair of bathing-
drawers in his life.

Ho he tried to pull them over his
woolly head with trembling hands.

Umpty roared with laughter,

“You are a4 one, you are!” he exclaimed.
“Youll want to wear your bools on your
'ands next!”

And he showed the mystifiad
tremabling Slook how to get into a
of bathing-driwers.

Then he led him along eountless steel-
walled passuges, and up stalrways and
ludders to the deck.

Slook saw that the ship was passing
out of the Dardanelles into the Medis
terranean, and
the vessel he heard his own name called
in o monotonons chant by elghty shrill
voices.

" We-—want—&look I

Divk Dorrington & Co. had got the
fellows well on the shout.

The groat canvas task was slung in its
place on the fore well deck, and was
filled with six feel of clear, blue sea-
water.

But the boys would not get into it.

They sat dlong the edge of the tank,
wripped in towels and dressing-gowns.

“Hus Stook pussed this way?" shouted

10K,

“No-0-0-0!" yelled every boy, with great
delight.

“ ’I‘,l’}en he must have gone the other
ay

and
pair

way!
“Hoo-ray !” roured the whole school.
Then they took up the menotonous
chorus:

“What's the matter with Slook?
Hue's all right!”

and
“We—want—8look 1

A perfect roar went up when the
great space of the fore well deck.
Slook was shaking like a jelly.

to tuke vemgeance on him.

They were going to drown him or tear
him to picces.

But the boys, especially Dick Dorring-
ton & Co., seemed to show no malice
for the events of the previous night.

They cheered Slook wildly when he
made his appearance.

Slook made up his mind that they
were all mad.

He was sure that everyone on the ship
was mad.

Chip danced up to him, wrapped in a
towel, and addressed him in pure Arabic.

“Have no fear, hubshee ” (black, man),
said Chip cheerfully. “The boys will not
harm thee. They do but make merry
jest.  Dick Dorrington effendi would
pillow fight with thee!” A

Slook understood this all right.

It was enough for him that he was
not to be killed, and the mafter of pillow
fighting was soon made plain to him.

A bhuge, padded spar from one of the
boat-davits was laid across the tank, rest-
ing on its edges.

Dick, sitting astride of this slender
perch, held a googd, hefty pillow.

Another pillow of the same sort was
thrust into Slook’s hand, and it was
indicated to him that he was to sit
astride of the slippery, varnished spar
facing Dick, with his legs dangling over
the tank in the same fashion.

Slook meekly did as he was told.

The boys gathered round the fank

from the fore part of |

prisoner was shoved by Umpty into the ‘

He was sure that the boys were going

with eager interest, as the two combat-
ants faced one another, walting for the
word to strike. .

They roared with lagghter as Slook’s
huge, black body wobbled on the pre-
carious seat like a jelly.

“Go!” shouted Porkis, who wns con-
ducting the fight, - :

S8look hung on to the spar with both
hands, grubhing his pillow tightly as Dick
raised his weapon.

Whiz !

Dick’s pillow swung through the air,

At the same moment Slook ducked his
head, and Dick, hitting the thin air,
nearly lost his seat.

He just managed to save himself from
rolling inte the tank by a clever twist.

Slook looked round in mild astonish-
ment as the crowd shouted “Good old
Slook ! with great approval.

Slook had never met British sports-
manship hefore.

He could not understand why these
bays, who, aceording to his Turkish lights,
must be thirsting for his death, were
now shouting for him.

Neither could he understand why Dick
Dorrington, the very boy he had sought
to injure, should be calmly seated across
that absurd pote, facing him and smiling
cheerfully, telling him that it was his
turn to take a whack.

Truly, argued S8look, all the British
must be mad! 3l

There was the tetrible Captain Handy-
man himself, leaning on the rail of the
bridge, grinning down at the sceme.

8look bucked up.

He steadied himself on the pole, and
let fly o blow at Dick’s head, which was
cleverty stopped in mid-air.

Then both combatants got a good grip

.of their seats, and the fun grew ifast

and furious.
Whaek, whack, whack! went the pil-
lows.

| sehool !

i
With his ugly jaw shoved forward,
Flaghman edged out on the spar, pillow
;31 ?‘and, waiting for the word to go for
ick.
The Bully calculated on #a easy vie-
tory.

At the word "Go!" he launched a
vicious blow at Dick’s head, working up
as close as he could, with his usual
notion of foul practice, hoping to get in
some of the weight of his arm. I

But Dick, instead of ducking, leaned
back sharply, and before the Bully could
recover down came Dick’s pillow on his
neck, sending him with a splash into
the tank.

Then what a yell went up from the

The Bully, with a face as black as
thunder, swam to the side of the tank
and olimbed out. :

What annoyed him more than anything
was to see Slook, whom he had supposed
to be the arch-enemy of Dick Darrington
& Co., clapping and laughing his nigger
laugh with the rest of the crowd.

“ Yaw-haw-haw-haw-haw !” roared Slook.

His laugh was infectious.

It spread to the boys around him.

They roared with Jaughter as Chip,
challenging Dick, slid out on the spar,
pillow in hand. .

“Great Scott!” said Captain Handyman
on the bridge. “Hear that nigger laugh!
lIi)fidz you ever hear such a smile in your

T

And the laugh spread to the bridge.
“Yaw - haw - haw-haw-haw-haw-haw-haw-
hawl”

Dick and Chlp were facing one another,
ready to let go.

Slook’s luugh had spread all round the
tank now.

“8top that nigger laughing!” gasped
Porkis, with tears running down his
cheeks. “He’s like a laughing jackass!”

Dick was laughing now, so was Chip.

“Go!” yelled Porkis.

But_Chip was helpless.

Slook’s laugh had got him,

Doubled up, Ire hung with both hands
to the spar, laughing till the tears ran
down his face.

Dick feebly swung his pillow, but the
laugh had spread to him also.

The pillow missed, and both com-
batants, unable to keep their seats a
moment longer, rolled; langhing, into the
tank,

“My win!" gasped Chip, as he came t6
the surface.

“Oh, rats!" laughed Diek, spouting
water like a dolphin. “¥ou didn't knock
me off the pole. I laughed mysell off.

How can 4 chap sit on a spar with a
nigger laughing like that?”

il

you and sofne of your pals laugh on the
other side of your face before I've done
with you!”

Cigars for Two.

“I think it is mosb re&;rehcnsible," said
Mr, Puarkins, the chemistry master, at
hunchi-time that day, “that this negro
fellow, who has endeavoured--ahem !—to
kidnap some of the brightest—ahem !~
spirits of our little community, shotld be
taken by the boys and treated almost as
a dear, old friend, I distinctly saw that
curions boy, the Skeleton, press a bun
on him this morning 'in ‘the friendlicst
possible manper. Furthermore, imme-
diately after morning school Skeleton’
stole off to the cookhouse and obtained a.
whole bag full of raspberry-puffs, which
he bestowed upon this nigger.”

.. Captain Handyman, who was lunching
in the saloon that day, laughed.

“You leave that rascal Slook to me and
the boys, Mr. Parkins,” he said. “I’ll
sweat the wickedness out of him in the!
stokehold, and the boys will teach him|
fair play and good sport on deck. 1

“And mark you, Mr. Parking,” added!
Captain Handyman, with a twinkle in hisi
eye, “boys are sometimes wiser than their
masters. I have always leld that the boy
is. the schoolmaster of the boy—the real.
schoolmaster. He's got his own ideas of
right, and justice, and generosity; and I
don’t mind betting you a hox of cigars
against your Sunday hat that Slook ‘will
leave this ship at Alexandria a better
and a wiser nigger than when he came on’
board. Even Dick Dorrington & Co?
won't make a white nigger of him in two
days. But they’ll make s whiter nigger
than he ever was as a Turkish Pasha’s
slavel!”

Mr. Parkins stiffened a little as Cy
Sprague smiled and nodded his head in
agreement with the little captain.

Then, by way of changing the conversa-
tion, he remarked: .

“What about this new boy who is going
to join us at Alexandria?”

“Ah,” exclaimed the captain, “that re-
minds me! I received a letter from his.
mamma at Constantinople, putting him
especially in my charge. She says that he.
is very delicate and sensitive—her °little
Arty,' she calls him. I must see Master
Dick Dorrington about him after lunch.
1 think I'll put him in that Glory Holg
crowd. They are a decent lot of yaung
rips, and they’ll look after him.”

So it happened that after lunch the
ca)latain's steward came to Dick, with a
polite request that he should attend the
captain on the bridge. ;

Dick was a bit perturbed.

Bending almost to the spar, Dick Dorrington let the pillow whistle over his head, and before Slook could
regover himself the pillow crashed into him, bowling him completely over.

Dick lurched in his seat and recovered.

8look rolled half over, and managed to
save himself in a most extraordinary
fashion, whilst the school yelled with
delight.

“Sock him, Slook!”

“Slam him, Dick!”

Thus yelled the boys.

Slook, getting the hang of the thing,
played up for all he was worth.

With a mighty swing he gave a side-cut
at Dick’s head.

This was the chance that Dick was
watching for.

Bending almost to the spar, he let the
pillow whistle over his head, and before
Stook .could recover himself he let go
a back-handed slosh, which fetched the
nigger well in the neck. ;

Slook gave a yell as he rolled over.

Then the yell ended with a gurgle as
his fat legs flew up and he plunged into
the clear water of the tank like a hippo-
potamus.

A tremendoug cheer went up from the
boys as they fished Slook out of the
tank; whilst Dick, sitting astride of the
spar like a victorious knight, waited for
the next challenger.

This was nonc other than Bully Flash-
ran.

“Yaw-haw-haw-haw-haw-baw !
Slook. ]

The boys hammered him on the head
with sticks to make him shut ap.

But Slook’s head was like an anvil.

You could have hit it with a hammer
without disturbing him.

yelled

He kept on laughing till Umpty, yell- |

ing to him that it was the stoker’s break-
fast-time, came and hauled him off.

And even then Slook did not spop laugh-
ing. ,

The boys heard his “Yaw-naw-haw!”
dying away down the passage of the ship,
and floating up through the ventilators
and skylights, till it died away in the
stokers’ mess.

The boys straightened their faces and
dried their eyes. J
“Crumbs!” exclaimed Porkis, who was

a boy of imaginative ideas. “If you
could just get Slook-ho to come on and
laugh at a music-hall he'd bring the
house down!”

But there was one hoy who had not
langhed.

Thie was Bully Flashman. !

He took all the langhter to himself,
and marched off to his cabin to dress,
muttering under his breath:

_ “All right, Dick Dorrington, T'll make

A little before lunch-time, he and
Porkis had painted the overalls of
Slushy, the cook, with big broad-arrows
all over in orchil dye that would not wash
out.

Slushy had heen at his dinner at the
time, and Blushy was a bit queer-
tempered.

So he might have gone to the captain
and made trouble ever it.

So Dick was a little bit anxious when
he stepped up on the bridge-deck, and
tapped at the open door af the captain's
cabin. v

The little captain was reclining at his
ease in a big cane chair, smoking one of
the blackest cigars that Dick had ever
seen.

“Afternoon, Dorrington!” said the
captain, with a nod. “Take a seat!”

Dick took the edge of a chair, feeling
rather nervous. g

“0Oh, Dorrington,” said the captain
casually, “I have noficed Flashman and
Stoat, and some of that crowd, smoking
about in corners of the ship on the sly—
some of those nasty, scented fags that
they picked up in Constantinople. Now,
though I am captain of this ship, I am
not the schoolmasber; hut if those chaps
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want to smoke, let them smoke something
thay js a real smoke. ;

“@ive 'em one of these cigars aplece
from the captain, and téll them that if
they can smoke -a man’'s smoke I'lget
permission for them to smoke in the open.
ilere you are! ‘These are the real, old-
fashiioned Maltee Tail-Twisters!”

And Captain Handyman, reachipg his
hand into the cigar-box, gave Dick two
of the black cigars for presentation to
the bullies.

* But that’s not what I have called you
up here to talk to you about,” said the
captdin, producing a letter from his
pocket—a letter written in a lady’s hand-
writing.

“We've got a mew boy joining us at
Alexandria,” contihued the captain,
“MHe’'s coming across by the Brindisi
packet-ship, and we shall about meet her,
for we are timed to reach about the same
hour. 'The boy's name is Arthur Dove,
and it is plain from his mother's letter
that he ig a *mammy’s darling,” who's
father has gent him to sea on this cruise
to make a man of him. Here is his
maother’s lebter. You cin read it,”

Dick tookrthe letter,

“iear Captain Handymaun,” it ran, “my
darling little boy Arty will join your sliip
at Alexandria: As you will have heard,
his father insists that he shall go in this
gelioul-sliip, as Lie thipks that the lite will
haye a bracing effect on him.

“Arty is & very timid und gentle boy.
%le is (uite unused to rough, school life,
so | am writing to you, as captain ‘of the
ship, to beg that you will take the utmost
care of him.

“ Please be careful that he does not get
hig f wet, and that his underclothing
well aired; and do sce that the
10t unkind to him. Put him in
the charge of some dear, noble boy who
will protect him, and fight his battles for
hima, v

“Will you see that his. servant, or
steward, airs all his things as soon as be
gets on your ship, anidl that he is ‘not
allowed, ynder any account, to eat tinned
Iphster, whicn always disagrees with him?
Thus you will earn the everlastihg grati-
tude of his weeping mother, 3

i “Lilian Dove.”

Captain.  Hapndyman's Iips  twitclied
under big moustache us he watched Dick's
{ace whilst he read tlie letter,

"[t’s no good pulling faces aboul it, my
hoy,! he sawd. 1 am.gning to harth Arty

in the Glory Hole; and Diek Dorrington |

& (o, are going to look after
miake a man of him!”

Y But, sir,” pleaded  Dick,
niust: be & regular milksop!”

“leads like it, doesn’t it?" agreed the
captait, “1 expeet we shall find him
togeed out in a velvet suit with a lace
collar, and sausage curle all down his
hack. But you've got to take him in, and
méke & man of him. I know sometliing
of. his father. He's u hig man i -the iron
trade, and a bit of a hdrd nut. That's
why hie's sent him to sea, to _get him away
frons 1 {oo loving mother, who is. probably
duing her best to spoil him.”

* fBut, sir-—" pleaded Dick,

“There aren’t any *buts’ aboub it, niy
huy,” snapped the little captain. = “I've
wol great faith in you and your friends.
1've seen the way you've toned down that
nigger, Slook. What yow've got to do is
to tone this hoy up, and get a hit of
ginger into him! Il het by the time he's
been round with you and Porkis and
Pongo Walker an’ his pal, the orang
autang, for a fortniglht or so, thers won't
be much curls and lace collar left!

“!lg‘ow get!" added the little captain

him  and

“the chap

«And don't forget to give those smokes
to Flashman und Stoat, with the captain’s
compliments, mind. ‘Take the letter with
you, and show it to your pals.” ’

Dick slid off, and dropped down the
stairs from the bridge in no very amiable
m

ood. v
Plie Glory Hole gang were m top-hole
form.

They were just a nice little cligue,

thofoughly shaken down.

They played the best cricket. They
headeii the list in deck sports, and wrre
the lardest-pulling boat’s crew in. the

ship. : '
The ivtroduction. of this milksop would
upset everything. ¥

 Hallo, Dick, my young friends! What
is the matters?” asked the voice of Mr.
L4l Tata, who was leaping on the rafl
watching the hlue sea, nud smoking his
s€ter-Junch cigar. * Your hrow is cloud-
some, and you louk as if you had got
severe humps'” 7
“Matter enough, sir,” replied Diek
sorrowfully, “The captain wants to push
a new partner into Dorrington & Co.
And read that letter!” %
Lal Tata took the letter and read it.
“This little fellow appeurs to _he some
mitkslops,” he said. “And you, Diek, are
to be the dear.noble boy who will make
greab fights for him!” :
“He'll spoil everything, sir!” said Dick
rucfully. :
liut Lat shook his fat head wisely.
“Iio ot pav money till you have tried
the horse,” lie said, quoting the old
Atghan horse-dealer’s saw. " Perhaps this

©

| the bully rudely.

(Continyed from the previous paye.)

coddlesome fellow is not such a -simple
f6ol as affectionate mother indicates.”

But Dick saw no comfort in Lal's
wisdom.

He went off 'down the deck to look for
Tangn and Porkis and Chip, that he
might warn them of this great trouble
that was coming to Dick Dorrington &
Co.

In a4 cross alleyway
Flashman and Stoat.

They were ostentatiously puffing at
some of the cheap-and-nasty cigarettes
they had purchased at Constantinople.

" Hallo, Mr.. Funny Dorrington!” snarled
Flashman. -** What have you got in your
hand there? I- thought you bpever
smoked ; yon are such a virtuous youth!”
sometimes I do,” said Dick casually.

he stumbled on

“Tut when I smoke I don’t smoke kids’

smokes, 1, like something more nutty
and fuli-flavoured—a man’s smoke !'#

“Well, give us up those cigars!” said
“We'll smoke ‘em for
you!”

. “As a matter of fact,” replied Dick,

“they are for you, with the captain's
compliments, He says that he’s seen you
and Stoat pulling those scenty Turkish
fags round the decks, and thinks that you
ought to try something a  bit more
manly."”

“We'll smoke ’em  all right,” replied
Htoat boastfully. “X like a good, full-
flavoured cigar. My governor smokes the
strongest. Havanas, and I sneak 'em out
of his box at home. I'ye smoked
hundreds of cigars, I bave., I'm not
afraid of cigars!”

*“Well, you try those,” said Dick, hand-
ing over the two evil-looking Maltee
Tail Twisters.

The bullies fell into the trap, took the
cigars, and lit up.

Mr. Parkins wag ont of the way, taking
an afternoon siesta in his eabin, for le
was very tired with his sight-seeing in
Constantinople,

8o the bullies had the deck all to
themselves,

As the captain had sent.the cigars, they
did not see why they should not smoke
them openly. y ;

8o they strolled boldly up and down the
deck, courting the admiration of the
smaller boys, who looked on them with
awe,

“ Awiully kind of the captain to send.us,
these smokes!” said Bully Flashman, in
a voice that all could hear. *There ia
nothing I like better after a meal than a
good, full-flavoured ecigar.”

“They are a topping flavour!” agreed
Stoat, who had mever dared to smoke a
cigar before in his life. It is just how I
like themn—well kept and dry.”

The pews goon flew round the ship that
the bullies ‘were reguling themselves with
choice Havanas, and Chip and Pongo
Walker mude their appearance.

“Hallo, Flashman!” sajd Chip cheer-
fully. “Mind you don't’ make yourself
Ppra

sic

“T'll make you siek if you don't look
out!” growled the bully, in reply.

Aud he waved his cigar in the fashion
of & hardened smoker, and blew a cloud
of hlue smoke into the air,

s Phew!” said  Chip, sniffing the air,
“Where = did you get that TFlor de
Perisgher ?”

ptain .sent them to Stoat and
Flashin said Dick Dorrington, with a
wink, " Ii they can smoke thiem he says
that they are men enough to be allowed
to smoke when they want to.”

“Bmoke them!" said the bully, who
cought this remark. *“Why, I'd smoke a
box of them before breakfast!”

“He, hel” tittered Stoat, puffing
vigorously. “I helieve you could, Flashy.
n

“The i

I wish ‘I could get hold of half a dox
of them every day!"”

But, all the same, there was a hollow-
ness in Stoat’s laugh, and Chip noticed
that lie was turning pale round the nose

and mouth—a sure sign that the Maltee
’1’:.111}l Twister was getting in its deadly
WwWoOrk.

Now, the Maltee Tail Twister is a cigar
that lights up mildly.

. It does not begin to kick back #ill an
in¢h or so has becn smoked.

. Then it begius to get stronger as the
rich juices of the coarse leaf of which it
is made begin to accumulate in the leaf.

And the bullies had by now .reached
the inch mark.

“This cigar dees not draw quite so well
as’it did,” said Btoat, pulling hard on his
smoke. '

“T'he flavour isn’t quite us goed as when
we started,” agreed Flashman, “All the
same, they are prime smokes!"

Stoat grew paler.

He ‘took his cigar out of his mouth
more frequently, and did not puff so
majestically. .

He-was beginning to feel a queer dizzi-
ness and a sinking feeling in his heart,
with a rising feeling in. his stomach.

The Tail Twister .that the bully was
smoking now began to talk back.

The ‘saine yellowish paleness showed
round his mouth.

But he still talked loudly as the bullies
turned to and fro on the deck, walking
arm-in-arm before long lines of admiring
small hoys.

Half wne school was lined along the rail
watching the'cigar-smokers. -

“It'e heginping to catoh Stoat in the
neck, now!” muttered Chip to Dick Dor-
rington,  “See how he is turning pale?
See how wild he is getting in the eye?
He'd ke to chuck that cigar away, but
he varen’t!”

.“Bully‘Flash:nan is beginning to look a
bit' glazy in the eye, too,” said Dick.
“He’s not talking quite so loud now.”

*No,” ‘agreed’ Chip; “it’s the cigar
that's doing all the talking!”

Stoat bad let his cigar sut.

The paleoegs had spread all over his
face now, and a cold perspiration bedewed
s brow.

But hwe hung doggedly to the smoke
which was upsetting him.

He could not go back with half the
schidol. looking omn, .and that wretched Dick
Dorrington & Co. watehing him narrowly.

“My whiff. has gone out, Flashy, old
chap!” he said. “Lend us a light out of
that timber-yard of yours!”

Flashman produced a box of matches
from his pocket, and Stoat struck.a
lucifer, and applied it to his Maltee Tall-
Twister. »

It was the lighting of the cold, dead,
flabby cigar that broke him up.

All of a sudden Stoat's arms dropped to
his side, and the cigar fell to the deck.

“1 say, Flashy, old chap, d'you know
I'm [éeling jolly queer!” he said suddenly.
“1t must ha’ been--it must ha' been the
sardines, it must—"

Stoat said no  more.

fe just made a straight bolt to the
rail, and leaned over it in anguish, look-
ing down into the blue depths of the
Mediterranean.

‘I'ne bully luughed loud.

It always pleased Flushman to see any-
one suttering, éven if the sufferer was one
ol his cronles.

“Why,” he exclaimed, “1 believe the
cigar's konocked you! Well, Stoat, you
are a duffer to allow a little light smoke
like that to stir you,up! Why, I could
smoke a box of these—I could smoke a
hox- of these—I could smoke a box of
these~——7= .

The bully broke off short.

He had turmed a pale green, and he
swung unsteadily on his feet, whilst his
greasy forelicad grew damp with perspira.
tion.

The bully was stronger than Stoat, and
the “cigar”had taken a few seconds more
to get in its deadly work on him.

But it got there, all the same.

He reeled unsteadily on his feet as he
vialifed over to where the unhappy Stoat
was leaning over the rail.

% What are you looking down into the
sea for, you silly ass?” he demanded.

“Ho!”, moaned Stoat.

The bully dropped his cigar into the

| over Arty!”

‘ boy,” laughed Tom.

scuppers.

“He’s looking for said
Pongo Walker.

“What I like,” said Porkis slowly, and
in a cledr, distinet: voice, addressing no
one in particular—“what I like is a good,
fat, rich, juicy Havana cigar after my
lunch I

-Buily Flashman, who had mow -dropped
his head on his arms, lifted a pale and
anguish-gtricken face,

-“You shut, up, Porkis,” he snarled, “or
I'll punch your jaw! 1 Ow-yow!
Crumbs!"

And he doubled up on the rail, leaning
over the side of the ship alongside Sfoat,
gazing miserably into the depths of the
blue sea, and wishing that e were buried
a thousand fathoms deep.

1t was just at this moment that Captain
Handyman came strolling along the deck
with a twinkle in his eye and another
black Maltee Tail-Twister held unlighted
between his fingers. .

He marched up to where the two un-
happy bullies were leaning over the rail.

* ti1,. you sinokers,” he said, "1 want a
match!” !

But neither Bully Flashman nor Stoat
could turm,

They were doubled up in-anguish.

“Ah, I see what is the matter with you
two conps!” sald the captain, addressing
their heaving shounlders. “You've been
trying to tackle those cigars 1 sent you.
That's just what I wanted! You've been
hanging round the ship setting a bad
example to the kids, puffing those
migerable little Turkish scented fags.
That's why 1 sent you a couple of mian's
smokes. ' Now you have set an example
to the kids of what happens when a chap
smokes real tobaeco hefore he is old
enough. And-1 hope the kids will take
the lesson.” |

The- captain stood for a moment survey-
ing the backs of the two unhappy youths.

“When you've finished looking at the
gen, young gentlemen,” he added, “you
had hetter go and lie down in your berths
till you are feeling betier. And, since
you can't smeke without making your-
aelves sick, and showing yourselves up as
a moral example to the youngsters, you
had better not let me catch you puffing
gaspers. agnin, or I'll clap you in iroms.
Now, be off with you!”

The captain turned én his heel, and the
two wretched bullies stunk off to their |
cabin, each silently registering a vow
that he would never smoke a cigar again,
especially u Maltee Tail-Twister!

mermaids!”

Arty Dove—New Boy.

As the Bombay Castle drew near the
Egyptian coast, the spirits of Dick Dor-
rington & Co. steadily sank as they
perused amd re-perused the letter which
Captain Handyman had given Dick, and
contemplated the introduction of Arty
Dove, the milksop, inte their company.

“Crumbs! Isn't it tpo awfull” ex-
dnimed Ponpo, reading bits out of the
Jetter as it was handed round. **Please
be careful that he does not get his feet
wet. - Pub him in charge of some dear,
noble boy who will protect him, and
fight his battles.”” 5

~1 know exactly what he’s like,” said
Porkis miserably. “He’s a wrefched little
henst with a suub nose and long, cork-
screw golden curls and a velveb suit—a
regular mammy's pet! And as like as not
he’ll be a rotten little snmeak! Look at
his name! Arty Dove! That's enough to
tell you what sort of. a ¢hap be'll het”

“We shall never have any fun,” agreed
Dick sorrowfully.  “We shall alwiys be
told off-to see that Arty don't get his feet
wet. And the bullies have got wind of
pim at once. Dully Flagshman has got
over his cigar now, and swears that he's
going to give Arty a hiding as soon as he
comes on hoard. We shall have a jight
on with some of that crowd every day—

# And you'll have to be the dear, noble
Tt was just at sunset that the Bombay

Castle, steaming in from the north-east,
made the low-lying Egyptian coast.
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fALAY'S PAL!”
By Owen Conquest.

Readers of the Boys' FRIEND will
remember that Algy Silver came from
High Coombe School. At this school
Algy's closest chum was a tellow named
De Vere, a thorough little rascal. Now
you can guess who Algy's pal is.

Algy waxes very enthusiastic over
Algy's arrival at Rookwood, but his
cousin, Jimmy, is not nearly so enthusi-
astic. Jimmy knows too well the
character of Bertie de Vere, and realises
that his influence over the sclf-willed Algy
would not be for good.

Algy and his pal are determined upon
having what_ they term *“a good time.”
Jimmy is equally determined to nip the
fags’ plans in the bud. Jimmy goes to
work in a resolute manner, hut Fate is
very umnkind to him, Algy is allowed to
carry out his intentions, but——

After the feast comes the reckoning.
Jimmy Silver is not the sort of fellow to
thirow up the sponge because of a slight
sethack, 'as ‘Algy Silver learns to his cost.
At the beginning of the story Algy and
De Vere are the best of iriends, but there
is a rift inh the lute, and féelings are
somewhat. strained between them at the
end of the yarn.

AN AFFAIR OF MYSTERY !*
By Martin Clifford.

In next Monday's magnificent tale of
Frank Richards & Co. we find Vere Beau- |
clere back at the school in the backwoods.
But as the son of the remittance-man is
returning to his shack after lessons, he
meets with a strange adventure.

Vere goes to tlie rescue of a man who
is being Tobbed by 'Frisco Jo anda couple
of rustlers, but he arrives too late to be
of any assistance. The man has been
carried off by the rustlers, Beauclerc
almost forgets about the affair, but it is
brought back" to him in a peculiar
manner. |

A mystery centres round the man who |
was heing robbed by the rustlers and a
new master who arrives at Cedar Creek—
a mystery which completely puzzles Frank
Richards & Co. I shall be surprised if the
mystery does not puzale you, too.

“THE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE!”
By Duncan Storm.

Arty Dave, the new, boy, is very -much
to the fore in next Monday’s, instalment
of our amazing serial. Arty hits upon a

wheeze for taking down. Flashman & Co.

Arty does not do things by halves, as you
will see when you read about the manner
in which he carries out his wheeze.

Utterly unconscious of the new boy’s
real character, Flashman and his cronies
are hent upon ragging Arty, but the
bullies have a nasty fall, a fall that is
brought ahout entirely by the cleverness
of the new boy.

“A TRAITOR TO HIS SIDE!”
By Valentine Mornington.

In next Monday's tale of the dormitory
Mornington describes -how a junior at St.
Wode's School was left out of the Junior
Eleven, how he set to work in a
troeacherous manner to prevent his side
from winning a big match, how his scheme /
was neatly, defeated by a loyal page-hoy, §
and how in the end the schoolboy traitor
Jearned that caddish tricks do not always

pay.

As she made for the anchorage a
smudpe of smcke showed on the horizon
to the westward, and soon a smart little
steamer, little larger than a cross-
Channel boat, came tearing along in fine
style, heading for the port.

This was the Brindisi mail-packet, the
famous Osiris of the P. & 0. Company.

Trovelling like a destroyer, she soon
overhauled the Bombay Castle, and was
in at her moorings by the time the
Bombay Castle was ready to drop anchor.

As soon as the port doctor had paid his
visit, the steam-pinnace of the Bombay
Castle was lowered to the water, and
Captain Handyman sent for Dick.

“Hallo, Master Dick Dorrington!” he
said. “If you want a little run before
supper, you and a few of your pals can
co over to the Osiris, and bring that little
boy aboard. I've spoken to the ship, and
told them to keep him on board till he is

sent: for, And mind you are not rough
with him. Remember his mamma's
letter!”

Dick ran off. ;

It was jolly to have a trip over to the
other steamer. to collect. the new Loy and
his luggage.

But his heart was heavy at the intro-
%urition of the new fellow into the Glory

ole.

He called together his chuins, and they
tumbled into the stern-sheets of the pin-
nace, which dashed off through the glow-
ing Egyptian twilight to the mail-packet,
which was already glittering with lights.

“I expect the little brute has been sea-
sick all the way,” said Pongo, in depressed
tones. “Why on carth didn't they send a
nurse and a pram with him?"

The men in the pinnace laughed.

They, too, had heard all about Arty
Dove, for somebody lhad whispered it to
VUmpty Ginsen, and Umpty had told the
joke to the stokehold.

“Brought ‘is bottle, Master Dorring-
ton?” asked the engineer of the pinnace,
rubbing his forehead with a piece of
greasy cotton-waste, as he stirred up his
little fire,

“You'll be able to take little Arty for
a ta-ta to-morrer, young gents,” said the
helmsman, with a laugh, as he swung the
pinnace round the stern of the mail-
packet. “Here we are, young gents!
Tell the baggage-officer on board to swing
down the pram gentle like, an’ to see that
he ain’t lef’ ’is Mellin’s food on board!”

The boys jumped on the ladder as soon
as they were alongside the mail-steamer,
and ran up it to the companion, where
an officer with a gold stripe on his
shoulder was standing. ¢

“Hallo!” said the officer. “Yon are
from the Bombay Castle, aren’t you?
‘We've got one of your chaps on board!”

“Yes; we've called for him, sir—him
and his luggage. Arty Dove, his name
is,” replied Dick, with a long tace.

“Weil, you don’t seem to be very
pleased to have a new shipmate,” said the
officer, laughing.

“Well, sir, we are told that he's an
awful milksop, sir, and our skipper wants
me to look after him and act as nurse-
maid; and we've got a very jolly little
party, and it looks as if he's going to
spoil it for us,” replied Dick ruefully.

The officer laughed.

“That’s all right,” he said. “You go
and ask the deck-steward for Master

| Dove. He's got his luggage ali roped-up
ready. DIl see that it’s put in your
pinnace,” L

And the officer turned away, laughing.

Dick went up to the deck-steward.

“We've called for a little chap called
Arty Dove, one of your passengers. Will
you tell the kid to hurry up?”

The deck-steward grinned.

“Come along, sir,” he said. “He'll be
done in a minute. He’s just pullin’ off
the last round in the stewards’ boxin’-
tournament: They let him in ’cause he
was such a nib, an’ blowed if ’e ain’t
polished off the lot of ’em!”

“Polished oft the lot of them?” gasped
Dick, in wonderment, for the stewards of
the Osiris were known as a boxing crowd
of great quality.

“This way, young gents!” said the deck-
steward, leading the way to the break of
the well-deck.

. They reached the end of the deck just
in time to look down into a crowded ring.

They saw, in the half-light, a boy—a
huge boy, wearing their own school cap,
driving a stiff punch at a fat steward.

The punch went home, and the steward
was counted out, and a tremendous yell
of congratulation went up from the on-
lookers.

The victor hastily slipped on his coat
antd dodged out of the ring, answering
the call of the deck-steward.

“Master Dove,” cried the dedk-steward,
“you are called for!"

“Right-ho!” replied a deep, booming
voice, as the boy ran up the ladder.

“Young gents from the Bombay Castle
called for you!” announced the steward.

Dick stood speechless at the head of his
fittle group.

Arty Dove was a boy right encugh.

But he was a boy nearly six feet high
and four feet wide, with a chest like a
bullock, and * voice like a bassoon.

He had a black eye, and a bright,
%)1easmg smile on his, somewhat heavy
ace.

“We are Dick Dorrington & Co.,”
annonnced Dick almost timidly. *“But
surely you are not Arty Dove?”

“That's me all right!” said the new
boy, in his deep voice. “I’'m little Arty!
I suppose my dear old mother's been
writing to the captain of your ship?”

“Ye-es!” replied Dick.

“Never mind. She always writes letters
like that, wnbout me,” replied Arty.
“Well, you chaps, I’'m little Arty—and
how are you?”

And he held out a hand like a ten-
pound ham, giving Dick such a tre-
mendous, hearty grip that he winced with
pain.

(Another magnificent long instalment
of this amazing serinl in next Monday's
issue of the Boys' FRIEND., 1 should be
glad if readers would write and let e
know what they think of this new story.)
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The 1st Chapter.
The Lasi Day at School.

“Cheer-ho, Franky!’

Bob Lawless clapped Frank Richards on
the shoulder as he spoke, riding close to
him on the trail through the timber, and
Frank wnearly pitched on to his horse’s
mane,

The chums of Cedar Creek were on their
way to school, in the bright, sunny
morning, and Frank Richards had sunk
into a deep reverie,

That  learty clap on the shoulder
effectually roused him from it.

“On!" he ejaculated.

Bob luughed.

“T'wenty-five cents for them, old chap!”
he suid.

“Bh! For what?"

“Your thoughts, of course, They must
be worth it, to judge by the way you've
been scowling for the last ton minutes.”

“Have I been scowling?" askeil I'rank
mildly.

"Well, perhiaps you'd call it a thought-
fal frown,” grinned Bob, *I know you've
been staring at your gecgee's cars, with a
face tied up in a knot, You don't seem
to notice what u gorgeous morning it is.
Can't you smell the scent from the pine-

But I was thinking of old
Frank.,
Bob's . cheery face became grave at
onee.
“Well, I've been thinking about him,
too,” he suid, “Il's pretty rotten, old

caring off, and leaving us in the
lurch, Franky. I guess I shall miss the
Cherub. We hegan our acquaintance by
punching each other’s noses, but—-"

“1 suppose it's better for him to £0,
Bob,” said Frank, with a sigh. “His
fabher’s right, | suppose. But we shall

misg him, "¢ will miss us, too.”
“I guess s0. Can't be helped,” said
Bob. “There's a few days yet.”

*1—T wish——r"

Bob Lawless gave his English cousin o
quick look.

“You wish yon were going back to the
0ld Country with him?"' he agked.

*I wasn't thinking of that. I wish he
gould stay here.”

“But it was a change for you, coming
outi here, Frank. You were at a puhlic
school in England before you came to
~Lunada, 1 should think it was ripping!”

“80 it was,” said Frank. *“Hut I should
not like to leave Cedar Creek now. Beau
doesn’t want to leave, either, though he'’s
going to what would be called a much
tiner gort of [ife."”

. “Fancy the Cherub being the nephew
of an Euglish earl!” said Bob, “Rome
fellows would swank on that, It doesn’t
count;, for anything out here, but I sup-
Pose in the Old Country it means an
awful lot. The Cherub will grow into a
ferrific dude, and he will wonder that he

e¢ver managed to put up with Cedar
Creek and the backwoods.”

Frank Richards shook his head.
. “You don’t think that, Bob. « Hallo!

Here he is!”

Vere Beauclere, on his handsome black
horse, was waiting at the fork of the
4rail,

He smiled fuintly as his chums joined
him, and they rode on together.

Beauclerc’s landsome face was very
grave.

It was ovident that the coming depar-
fure did not make him happy, though he
Avas little Accustomed ‘to betraying his
Hdeelings. ;

Wealth and distinction awaited him in
England; but it meant a break with ail
‘he had known, and, above all, with his
two loyal chums, and with his father, the
‘remittance=man of Cedar Camp.

Lascelles Beauclerc, the wastrel of the
family, was not wanted at home.

« His brother was willing to provide for

“Vere, but-it was upon the understanding
that the wastrel remained where he
Was.

Vere felt the slight to bis father, and
hie had passionately refused to accept his
uncle’s offer, but Mr. Beauclerc had
aceepted: it- for him.

The die was cast now, and in a couple
of days more Vere Beauclerc was to take
the post-waggon to Kamloops, the nearest
railhead town, to start on his long
journey.

"~ “Looking forward to i, Cherub?” asked
Bob Lawless, breaking a long and grim
sitence, ‘only broken hitherto by the
‘tattoo of hoofs on the hard trail.

. Beauclerc started.

5 “:l‘o what? Going home, do you mean?

0,

A

“Not to the baronial halls?” asked Bob,
with a smile.

Beauclere smiled, too, but very faintly,

“I'd rather stay here,” he said. "I
was brought up here—tlis is my home.
And—and I don’'t want to leave my
tather. I-—I can't help thinking—" He
broke off.

“Your pater’s all right?” agked Frank.

“Oh, yes; better in health, I think,
than he has been for a long time,” said
Vere. “But—but there’s something I
don’t quite understand about him. I
know it will be a blow to him when I
go, but he thinks it his duty to send
me. But—but he will miss me; he will
be all alone at the shack, and—and—"

He broke off again, his brow clouding.

His chums were silent,

All three. of them felt keenly the
shadow of the coming change.

Bob and Frank, too, could not heip
wondering that the remittance-man, the
hopeless wastrel, had found firmness
cnough to do his duty in that respect,
for they could guess what a loss his son’s
departure would be to him.

Vere was all he had.

0f late, the -waster had seemed to
change his ways.

He had not been seen at the camp
saloons, or in the poker-parties at Gun-
ten’s store in Thompson.

The once familiar sight of the remit-
tance-man zigzagging home in the small
liours of the morning had not been seen
for some time past. ;

It was as if the unfortunate waster
wighed his son to take away with him the
hest recoliection possible of his father.

. But after Vere was gone, would the
change last?

The boy would have been
80, but—— There was o “b

He could not think so.

When Lascelles Beanclerc was left quite
alont, was it not only too likely that he
would sink deeper than cever into the
mire he had lately emerged from?

That thought bhaunted Vere, and em-
bittered the parting, shadowing whatever
anticipations he might have had of his
new life.

With a clatter of %oofs, the three
chums rode up to the lumber-school.

They were early for lessons, and a good
many of the Cedar Creek fellows gathered
round them in the playground.

The news about Beauclerc was known
it excited a

glad to think
ut,”

at the lumber-school, and
great deal of interest there.

At one time Beauclerc had not been
popular in the school.

The cheery, hearty young Canadians
hardly understood his quiet reserve, and
were inclined to attribute it to snobbish-
ness, on account of his great vonnections
at home.

They understood lim better now, and
Beauclere was very well liked.

“8o" you’re going home, Beauclerc?”
said Chunky Todgers. “Gunten says
you've got a place in the post-waggon for
Wednesday.” .

Beauclere nodded.

“Yes, Chunky.”

“1 say, is your uncle really a noble-
man?” %sked Chunky inquisitively.

“Does he wear a crown?” inquired
Chunky.

“A what?” ejaculated Beauclere. -

“Don’t they wear crowns?” asked
Chunky innocently.

"Coronets,” said Eben Hacke, with an
air of superior wisdom, “Coronets, you
young jay! How much did your uncle
give for his coronet, Beauclerc?”

“Ha, ha! I don't know.”

"'Ever seen the old sport?”

“Yes, when I was a little kid,” said
Beauelere. !

*“Was he wearing his cornet then?”
asked Chunky.

“Corpet!” yelled Hacke. “Not a cornet
—a _coroned !’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No; he was wearing a bowlér hat
when I saw him last,” said Beauelerc,
laughing.

“Oh, my!” said Chunky, evidently dis-
appointed. A nobleman in a bowler hat
did not fit in with Chunky’s previous ideas
of peers of the realm.

“What's his title?” asked Hacke.

“Lord 8t. Austell.”

“My! That sounds tiptop!” said
Hacke admiringly. “I suppose you're
feeling simply glorious at going?”

“Not at all," said Beauclerc quietly.
“I'd rather stay here, if T had my
‘choice.”

“Well, carry me home to die!” ejacu-
lated Eben Hacke. *“Look here! I guess

A Magnificent Long Complete
Story, dealing with the
Schooldays of Frank Richards,
the Famous Author of the
< ‘Tales of Harry Wharton & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

PP P

Tl do a trade with you, if you like. Let
me go instead of you. I dare say your
uncle will be just as pleased—more, very
likely.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

#We're all sorry you're going, Beau-
clere,” said Tom Lawrence.

“Me solly, too!” said little Yen Chin.
“Me miss nicey ole Chelub. TPool Ll
Chinee cly.”

“We'll come and see you off in the
waggon, if Miss Meadows will let’us oft,”
said Dick Dawson.

“And I've got a box of maple-sugar
for you to take with you,” said Chunky
Todgers. “I don't helieve you can get i
in England,”

“You've got it, Chunky?” asked Bob
Lawless,

“Yep.”

“Then I'll het you ten to one that it
doesn’t last till Clhierub goes!” g

“ Huy, ha, hal!” ;

The bell rang, and Cedar Creek went
in to lessons.

The 2nd Chapter.
Father and Son,

It was Beauclerc’s last day at (edar
Creek.

The next day was to be spent in the

final preparations for his journey.
After lessons ho walked about the schoal

He came in sight of the shack, and saw
his father at work in the field close by
the littls home.

Lascelles Beautlerc was delving induse
triously, and Vere watched him curiously
as he rode up.

In former days he had not often seen
his father work.

Sometimes the remittance-man had
turned to in a desultory way, but always
with grumbling and repining. :

His thoughts were always with his old
life, and the pleasure of labour was
unknown to him.

In breaking up rew ground, and forcing
the wilderness to yicld a golden harvest,
there was & keen pleasure to the settlers
of the Thompson Valley, a pleasure far
greater than anything offered by the arti-
ficial life of cities,

But it was in the great city that most

of Mr. Beauclerc's life had been passed, |

and it was there that his hopes and
dreams ever turned. i

But now, for the first time in Vere's
remembranee, a (uiet contentment scemed
to have come to the remittance-man.

The e¢learing round the shack was grow-
ing more trim than it had ever looked
before, though the boy’'s labour had
always kept it in something like order.

Lascelles Beauclerc looked up, and stood
leaning on his 'spade, as he heard the
clatter of hoofs.

Vere jumped down.

His father gave him a kind word of
greeting, and then, leaving the spade
jammed in the earth, went into the shack.
.. Vere put up his horse in the shed and
followed him in.

Since the decision that Vere was to go
he had received nothing but kindness
from his father, and it went strangely to
the boy’s heart.

They sat down to the evening meal,

Vere could eat little.

His heart was heavy, and his attempt to
keep up a cheerful appearance was not
very successful.

After the meal
lighted his pipe.

Father and son sat silent for a long
time.

1t was Vere who broke the silence.

“Father!”

“¥Yes§, lad.”

“I—~1 dont wunt to oppose yeur
wishes, faltered Vere; “but—but if you
would let me stay—7

“That is all settled, Vere.”

*“I—Y know. But—"

“I suppose you feel it a little parting
from what you have been accustomed to,
my boy,” suld Mr. Beaunelerc. “But you
can trust your father’s judgment that it
is for the hest.”

“I do, father. But—-"

“You will miss Richards and Lawless at
first, but you will make other friends in
England, Vere.”

“Y wasn’t thinking of that just then.

Butes”

Lascelles Beauclerc

'.;5 'i: '
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no good to remain with your father, Vere.
I have thought of that very much lately.”

“Father!” murmured the boy.

“You are going to a new life,. a life
suitable for one of your name and
family,” went on the remittance-man.
“You will feel a wrench at first, but that
will pass. You will have every chance,
and you will make more of life than ¥
could make of mine. You are differently
built. I was déomed from the beginning
—a bad training, early seli-indulgence.
So long as my father lived I was denied
nothing, and I denied myself nothing,
and the end of it you see.”

He made a restless movement,

“I've been a waster all my life, Vere.
I've fought against it sometimes—never
for long, and never effectually. I have
to drag it out to the end. Drink and
gambling have been my bane, but I can«
not give them up.” ‘

“Bute

“As I have lived, 1 must live. I am
too old to change. Vere, if you remained
with me you would sée me sinking lower
and lower,”

“Don’t!” muttered the boy miserably.

“This is the truth, Vere. You are
young now, and you do not fully under-
stand. And you are an affectionate son,
and you make allowances that others will
not make. ‘But as you grow older you
will grow to despise your father.”

“Never I” &

“Even now, Vere, you have felt the
stigma of my reputation,” sajd the re-
mittance-man coldly. “You have never
told me so, but I am well aware that,
even at the backwoods school, you have.
had to listen to sneers and hints.on the
subjeet of the remittance-man, the
loafer——-" s .

Vere Beauclerc crimsoned.

“All that must end,” said Mr. Beaus

clerc. “Now it is ending, Vere.”

“But—hut, father, since the flood you—
you have heen different!” faltered Vere
timidly.  “Why not—-"

“The leopird cannot change his spots,’
nor the Ethiopian hig skin,” said the re-
mittance-man moodily. “I have made an
cffort, for your sake, Vere, but that effort
will not last. 2

“Then—then, after I am gone—"

“There is no need to speak of that,
my boy. The best thing yoli can do, when
you get to the Old Country, is to forget:
that you ever had a father,” |

“You know that couldn’t be, father,
But—but I will not go!” exclaimed Vere,
“1f it is as you say, you need me, and
I shall stay.”

The remittance-man rose to his feet.

“No more of that, Vere., You must
go; that is settled wund irrevocable!!
And I have my own plans, after you are,
gone, and your presence here would|
seriously interfere with them.”

Vere compressed his lips, bitterly
wounded, ¥ i

“Then you do not want me, father?”

Vere Beauclerc’s groping hand caught something that floated, and with feverish, almost mad energy, he

dragged his burden shoreward.

grounds with his chums, taking his last
look at Cedar Creek. [

His face was ¢louded,

He was surprised himself to find how
attached he had grown. to the school in
the backwoods. "

When the chums left at last Miss Mea-
dows and Mr. Slimmey bade a kind fare-
well to Beauclerc, and gave him their
good wishes. ‘

In the setting sun the three chums rode
on the homeward trail.

All three were silent.

At the fork of the trail they halted.

“We shall see you to-morrow, Beau,”
said Frank. 7

“For the last tihie,” said Beauclerc, his
lip trembling a ljtile.

“No fear!" said Bob. “We're going to
see you off on Wednesday morning when
the waggon goes. I believe some of the
fellows are coming, too.” ’

“It’s jolly good of them!” said Beau-
clere. “I—I never thought anybody at
the school would cdre if I went, excepting
you fellows, of course.”

Frank and Bob trotted onwards towards
the ranch, and Beauclerc followed the
branch trail towards Cedar Camp.

The black horse proceeded at a walk
in the gathering dusk, the rider remain-
ing plunged in thought.

“But what?”

“You’ll miss me, dad?”

“Naturally.”

“But—but do you want to be left alone,
father?”

A strange smile flickered over the re-
mittance-man’s face for a moment.

Vere hardly knew why, but it gave him
a vague alarm.

Mr. Beauclerc smoked in silence for
some minutes. &

He spoke at last.

“Now that you are going to leave me,
Vere, I will speak plainly. Your uncle is
quite right in thinking that you will be
better away from me. What am I? A
waster, a loafer, a man at whom the
finger of scorny 18 pointed even in this

. rough country!”

“Father!”

“I am not of their kind,” said the re-
mittance-man, shrugging his shoulders.
“They are right, Vere. In their place I
should feel the same contempt for a re-
mittance-man that these Colonials feel.
1 am no father for a lad like you, Vere.
What are you to learn from me? To
lead an idle life, and to live as a pen-
sioner on the bounty of a relation! If
your character had not been a strong
one you would be ruined by such an
example hefore your eyes. It will do you

‘s Father ! * he gasped.

i Father ! 7

“No,” said the remittance-mdh steadily.
“My plans could not be carried out if
you remained, and therefore you must/
5.7

“I ghall not speak of it again, father,”™
said the boy bitterly. !

He went to his room, with a leaden
heart. .

Hig father did not want him; that was
the beginning and the end of it.

What “plans” were they which conld
not be carried out in his presence at the
shack? .

Well he knew that once his father’s
shady associates had nearly succeeded im
drawing him into crime. :

Was it that—was it that when.his son
was gone, Lageelles Beauelerc would throw
aside the last restraint that had hitherto
held him in check?

Verc Beauclerc slept little that night.

e
The 3rd Chaptor.
. The Parting.

“Hallo, Cherub!*

There was a clatter of hoofs outside
the shack in the sunny morning, and Rob
Lawless shouted cheerily as he rode up.

Beauclerc came out to meet his chums.

The remittance-man was not fe be
seen.,
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