
























































oood to me. My aunt, what a hole I'm in.”

The porter made a sympathetic and
interrogative noise! at the back of his
throat, as if inviting him to confess all.

But Charteris felt unequal to the intellectual
pressure  of conversations with porters.
There are moments when one wants to be
alone.

He went down the steps again  When he
oot into the road, his small cycling friend had
vanished. He envied her. She was doing
the journey comfortably on a bicycle. He
would have to walk it.  Walk it! He didn’t
believe he could. The Strangers’ Mile, followed
by the Homeric combat with the Hooligans,
and the ghastly sprint to wind up with,
had left him unfit for further {feats of
pedestrianism.  And 1t was eight miles to
Stapleton, 1f 1t was a vard, and another mile
from Stapleton to St. Austin’s.  Charteris,
having once more invoked the name of his
aunt, pulled himself together with an effort
and limped gallantly 1n the direction of
Stapleton,

But Fate, so long hostile, at last relented. A
car approached him from behind. A thrill of
hope shot through him at the sound of the
engine ; here was a prospect of a lift. He
stopped, and waited for the car—it was a two
seater—to arrive. Then he uttered a vell of
triumph, and began to wave his arms like
a semaphore. The man in the car was
Adamson.

* Hallo, Charters,” said the doctor, pulling
up, * what are you doing here? What’s
happened to your face ? 1t’s in a shocking
state.”

“Only mud,” said Charteris; *“ good,
honest Knghsh mud, borrowed from a Tocal
ditch. It's a long yarn. Can you give me a
lift ‘il

“ Come along. Plenty of room.’

Charteris climbed up, and sank on to the
cushioned seat with a sigh of pleasure. What
glorious comfort. He had seldom enjoyed
anything so much 1n his Iife.

"I’'m nearly dead,” he said, as the car
went on again.  “° This 1s how 1t all happened.
You see, it was this way i

And he began forthwith
synopsis of his adventures.

upon a brief

(

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
An Interview With the Head
BY special request the doctor dropped
Charteris within a hundred yards of
Merevale's door.

“Good-night,” he said. “I don’t sup-
pose you value my advice at all, but you may
have it for what 1t 1s worth. I recommend you
to stop this sort of game. Next time something
will happen.”

“ By Jove, yes,”
painfully from his secat.

sald Charteris, climbing
“TIl take that

advice. I'm a reformed character from now
onwards. 1t 1sn’t good enough. Hallo, there's

the bell for lock-up. Good-night, doctor, and
thanks most awfully for the ift. It was awfully
kind of you.”

““Don’t mention 1t,” said Dr. Adamson.
“It 1s always a privilege to be in your com-
pany. When are you coming to tea with me
again ?”

“ Whenever you'll have me. I shall get
leave this time. 1t will be quite a novel
experience.”’

* Yes. By the way, how's Graham ? It is
Graham, 1s0’t 16 ? The youth who broke his
collar-bone.”

“Oh, he’s getting on splendidly.
must be oft. Good-night.”

" Good-night. Come next Monday, if you
can.”

“ Right. Thanks awfully.”

He hobbled in at Merevale’s gate, and went
up to his study. The Babe was in there talking
to Welch. You could generally reckon on
finding the Babe talking to someone. He was of
a sociable disposition.

* Hallo,” he said. ** Here’s Charteris.”

“ What's left of him,” said Charteris.

“How did 1t go off ?

“ Don’t talk about 1t.”

“ Did you win ? ” asked Welch.

No. Second. By a yard.
dead.”

“ Hotrace 2 ”

" Rather. It wasn’t that, though. I had to
sprint all the way to the smtmn and missed
my ll‘imln. by a couple of seconds at the end of
1t all.”

" Then how did you get here 2 ”

" That was my one stroke of luck. I started

But [

Jove! I'm

69 )



f(fuawslk back,‘ and after I'd gone about a
- arter of a mile, Adamson caught me up in

. ulscﬁ“fﬂ-_seater. I suggested that 1t would be

2 ]ilstlflll act on his part to give me a hft,

will fie did. I shall remember Adamson in my
X How did you lose ? * inquired the Babe.

. The other man beat me. But for that I

Should have won hands down.

guEss who I met at Rutton ? >
Not a master ?

Almost as bad. The Bargee man who
Paced me from Stapleton. (Have I ever told
you about that affair ?) Man who crocked
TU}}% you know.”

Grfzat Scott,” said the Babe, “did he
Tecognise you ?

Rather. We had a long and very pleasant
conversation.”™

* If he reports you

“Who's that 2 *

:fﬂlly had entered the study.

" Hullo, Tony. Adamson told me to remem-
ber him to you.”

“ So you've got back 2 ”’

Charteris confirmed the hasty guess.

“ But what are you talking about, Babe ? ~
said Tony. “ Who's going to be reported, and
who’s going to report ? ” | |

The Babe briefly explained the situation.

““ If the man,” he said, ¢ reports Charters,
he may get run in to-morrow, and then we shall
have both our halves away against Dacre’s.
Charteris, you are an ass to go rotting about
out of bounds like this.”

“ Nay, dry the starting tear,” said Charteris
cheerfully. * In the first place I shouldn't get
kept in on a Thursday, were 1t ever so. I
should get shoved into extra on Saturday. Also
I shrewdly conveyed to the Bargee the
impression that I was at Rutton by special
permission.” _

““ He’s bound to know that can’t be true,”
said Tony. '

“ Well, I told him to think 1t over. You see,
he got so badly left last time he tried to drop
on me—have I told you about that business, by
the way ?—that I shouldn’t be a bit surprised
if he let me alone this trip 2 ™

““ Let’s hope 80,”” said the Babe, with gloom.

“ That’s right, Babby,”” remarked Charteris

r

” began the Babe.

Oh, I say,

enco_uragingly, “you buck up ar
10015111_;; on the bright side. It'1l be all 1‘1}?]1}("_ :
see 1f 1t won’t, If there’s any running {}
done, I shall do it. I shall be fl‘iﬂmmlly r
morrow, after all this dashing about t0-CA) ;H‘-
haven't an ounce of adipose deposit O ilhlu
Upu_n my word, 1t seems to me 11‘11]7'“1‘{10{1‘1[111}
vamty, and worse than that, to call one = '111”
dn adipose deposit. I'm a fine, St ”'uﬂ'f
specimen of sturdy young English manhoo
And I'm going to play a ?cry selfish gam®
morrow, Babe.” ‘

" Oh, my dear chap, you mustn’t.” a1l

The Babe’s face wore an OZ{]]I‘CEEiOH of P&,

e 1)
and horror. The success of the house tealll

, 1l{l
the final was very near to his heart. He L?t.«;t
not understand anyone Jesting on the SH]J]L”;H

Charteris respected his anguish, and relieh
1t speedily. N

“1 was Olll’f racome.’”’ he said ; .
. > co e ) . T, lll{r
mg that we've got no chance of wini .
except through our three-quarters, ['m ]1,0!’
likely to keep the ball from them, if 1 get ][
Challce of getting it out. Make youl M1«
easy, Babe.”

The final house match was always =
warmish game. The rivalry between the vari-
ous houses was great, and the foothall cup
especially was fought for with immense
keenness. Also, the match was the last IXTU®
of the season, and there was a certain ff‘f??l“f-;
in the teams that if they did happen to mjur®
a man or two it would not much matter. The
disabled sportsmen would not be needed 1or
school match purposes for another six months.
As a result of which philosophical reflection
the tackling ruled slightly energetic; and the
handing-off was done with vigour.

This year, to add a sort of finishing touch,
there was just a little ill-feeling betweei
Dacre’s and Merevale’s. The cause of it was the
Babe. Until the beginning of the term he had
been a day-boy. Then the news began to
circulate that he was going to become &
boarder, cither at Dacre’s or at Merevale's.
He chose the latter, and Dacre’s felt aggricved.
Some of the less sportsman-like members of
the house had proposed that a protest should
be made against his being allowed to play, but,
fortunately for the credit of the house, Prescott,
the captain of Dacre’s fiftcen, had put bis

‘s CDI]Si{lCr-
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A straioht left between the eyes staggerad Charles, then Charteris let him have a beautiful right to
the “mark.” The hooligan gasped and then collapsed like an empty sack—after which Charteris rolled
him into the ditch out of the way. (See page 67.)
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f at the
f.:10t dCan with an emphatiC oA gt ‘:1 out,
;' ‘8gestion. A5 he had sagely POl Pl form,
> ’

'CTe were some things which Werc bat

A one of them. If the team W?lne{;:}
'0 eXpress ther disapproval, qaid he, let r11= :
do it oy the field by tackling their very ]]?r{t‘ils'lg
He Personally was going to do his best 1n tha

, : qaIme.
thrpctm“, and he advised them to do the sa

The Tumour of this bad blood had got abou?

t:.hﬂ RaNo0]: and o ks Swith, Merev_alc-s only
Nrst ﬁft{‘{‘]‘]_ for‘war(L l{i{}l{@d off up hllL : ]{Irgi
Crowd was linine the ropes. e
from the first tl:ftt it would be a good gaine.
Dacre’s were the hetter side as a team. T 1ey
had 1o really weak spot:. But M_Grevalels
f‘l’i'f-r&ordinarilv strong three-quarter line m?; {13;
Up for an inferior sc?um. And the fact t {11
the Bahe P -Emrt-h 11111{3 1.
D&CI’B’S prESSEd at first. Thelr ]_}aCk “-.{19;
unusually heavy for a house team, and the;
made full use of it. They took the g
the field in short rushes till they Were 3
Merevale’s twenty-five. Then they begﬂli} s
!mol, and if thines had been more or less EEONe-
ing for the Merevalians before, they became
fl{_}ubl}? SO now. The ground was dr}-", aﬂd SO

was the ball, and the game consequently

waxed fast, Time after time the ball wen:{
along Dacre’s three-quarter line, only to en
by finding itself hurled, with the wing Wl}'llo
as carT}’ng 1t, into touch. Qcca§1011311}* t 13
centres, instead of feeding their wings, Wou
try to get through themselves. And t-hflt ‘i\afi
where the Babe came in. He was admlttedl}
the best tackler in the school, }?ut on this
occasion’ he excelled himself. His nm:mal]l}'
placid temper had been ruffled earl},; in the
game by his being brought down 13_\' Prescott,
and this had added a finish to his _methods.
His man never had a chance of getting past.

At last a lofty kick into touch over the heads
of the spec’rato}s gave the teams a few seconds
rest. |

The Babe weift up to Charteris.

* Look here,” he said, ‘‘it’s risky, 1)11,13 I
think we’ll try having the ba!l out a bit.

*“In our own twenty-five?”

““ Wherever we are. 1 believe it will come

54 all right. Anyway, we'll try it. Tell the

{orwards.”
3o Charteris informed the forwards that

(72

they were to let it out, an operation which, for
forwards playing against a pack much heavier
than themselves, it is casier to talk about than
perform. The first - half-dozen times that
Merevale’s serum tried to heel, they were
shoved off their feet, and it was on the enemy's
side that the ball came out. But the seventh
attempt succeeded. Out it came, cleanly and
speedily.  Daintree, who was playing half
instead of Tony, switched it across to Charteris.
Charteris dodged the half who was marking
him, and ran. Heeling and passing in one’s
own twenty-five is an excellent habit if
indulged in in moderation. On this occasion
it answered perfectly. Charteris ran to the
half-way line, and handed the ball on to the
Babe. The Babe was tackled from behind, and
passed to Thomson. Thomson dodged his
man, and passed to Welch. Welch was the
fastest sprinter in the school. It was a

- pleasure—if you did not-happen to be on the

opposing side—to sece him race down the
touchline. He was off like an arrow. Dacre’s
back made a futile attempt to get*at him.
Welch could have given him twelve vards in a
hundred. He ran round him in a large
semi-circle,. and, amidst howls of rapture from
the Merevalians in the audience, scored be-
tween the posts. The Babe took the kick, and
converted without difficulty. Five minutes
afterwards the whistle blew for half-time.
The remainder of the game was fought out
on the same lines. Dacre’s pressed nearly all
the time, and scored an unconverted try, but
twice the ball came out on Merevale’s side
and went down their line. Once it was the
Babe, who scored with a run from his own
goal-line, and once Charteris, who got it from
halfway, dodging through the whole team.
The last ten minutes of the match was marked
by a shight excess of energy on both sides.
Dacre’s forwards were in a murderous frame
of mind, and fought like demons to get

- through, and Merevale’s played up to them

with spirit. The Babe seemed continually to

be precipitating himself at the feet of rushing
forwards, and Charteris felt as if at least a

dozen bones were broken in various parts of
his body. The game ended on Merevale’s line,

but they had won the match and the cup by
two goals and a try to a try.

)



Charteris limped off the field, cheerful but
damaged. He ached all over, and there was
a large bruise on his left cheek-bone, a souvenir
of a forward rush in the first half. Also he was
very certain that he was not going to do a
stroke of work that night.

He and the Babe were going to the house,
when they were aware that the headmaster

was beckoning to them.
“ Well, MacArthur, and what was the result

of the match ? 7

“ We won, sir,” beamed the Babe.
goals and a try to a try.”

“ You have hurt your cheek, Charteris.”

“Yes, sir.”

“ How did you do that ?”

“T1 got a kick, sir, in one
of the rushes.”

“ Ah. I should bathe 1it,
(Charteris. Bathe it well, I
hope it will not be painful.
Bathe it well in warm water.”

He walked on.

“ You know,” said Charteris
to the Babe, as they went

‘Two

into the house, ‘“ the Old Man
isn’t such a bad sort, after
all. He has his points, don’t
you think so ?

The Babe said that he did..

“T'm going to reform, you
know,” said Charteris confi-
dentially.

“Tt’s about time. You
can have the first bath, it
you like. Only buck up.”

Charteris boiled himself for
ten minutes, and then dragged his weary
limbs to his study. It was while he was
sitting in a deck-chair, eating mixed biscuits,
that Master Crowinshaw, his fag, appeared.

““ Well 2’ said Charteris. .

«« The Head told me to tell you that h
wanted to see you at the School House as soon
as you can go.’

““ All right,” said Charteris;  thanks.”

““ Now what,” he continued to himself,
“ Joes the Old Man want to see me for?
" Perhaps he wants to make certain that I've
bathed my cheek in warm water. Anyhow,

I suppose I must go.”

the  porter

(

He was in time to see the
tail end of the train dis-
appearing round-the curve.
* You’ve missed 1t!?” said
cheerfully.
(See page 68.)

A few minutes later he presented himself
at the head-magisterial door. The sedate
Parker, the Head’s butler, who alwavs filled
Charteris with a desire to dig him hard in the
ribs just to see what would happen, ushered
him to the study.

The headmaster was reading by the light
of a lamp when Charteris came in. He laid
down his book, and motioned him to a seat.
After which there was an awkward pause.

““I have just received,” began the Head at
last, “a most unpleasant communication,
Most unpleasant. From whom it comes I do
not know. It is, in fact—er—anonymous. I

am sorry that I ever read it.”

He paused. Charteris made no commens
He guessed what was coming. He, too, was

sorry that the Head had ever read the letter.

“ The writer says that he saw vou, that he
actually spoke to you, at the athletic sports at
Rutton, yesterday. I have called you in to
tell me 1if that’s true.” !

He fastened an accusing eye on his com-
panion.

“It 18 qute true, sir,” said Charteris
steadily.

“ What,” said the Head sharply, “* you were
at Rutton ? ™ :

“Yes, sir.”

3 )
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X ou were perfectly aware, 1 suppose, that

1)) : :
}dh: Were breaking the school rules by going
b “I'e;_ Charteris 2 ”’

es, sir.”’
:I:hﬂl‘e was another pause.
8 his is Very serinu.-::” sald the headmaster.
Annot overlook this. 1 2

There was a shght scuffle of feet outside 1n
the Passage, and a noise as if somebody were
gr%PIng Yor the handle. The door flew open
VIEOrously, and a young lady entered. Char-
terls recognised her in an instant as his

ACqUaintance of the previous afternoon.

. Uncle,” she
531(].._, &4 hﬂve }"011.
SNl my book any-
where 2 Fallo /'

she broke off as she

- Head was silent, for

e
. - jarteris
DOTOH‘F nodded onorgot'mﬂ”} . Cl

hegan to feel exactly like a side-show: e
cc Domthy,” ﬁuid'h{rr aole. ¢opun AWaY-
Dnroth}? retired in good order- fter

a few minutes ﬂtl;eri%

Then he turned t0 ( baxy=_

You must understand,

that you have committed a serious for

ol school rules, and I must P“":'E‘h yor out

1t.  You will, therefore, write ™M° rowl

—er—ten lines of Virgil by i

she had cone.
again,

evening, Charteris.”
b Y 2 |22
€3, Sir !

caught gsight of f'&
Charteris, - / ‘\.(‘.-J
" Hallo,” said (3
Charteris  affably, ) A
not to be outdone 1ﬂf~i.-r=,

n the courtesies.

& o
" Did you catch
your train ? ”’

. :-‘.“..‘ v .“ -. . ; .;'a
AR \
) >, I‘t..q 'y 1’\‘1?‘ “ L) J : -
] -.l 'i‘ \ -

J‘:‘:"‘..
€¢ e
N Missed T
i o. Misse - //?f.;
-‘ L]
" Hallo, what’s e
the matter with ===

your cheelc ? 7

“ 1 i &
pot a kick on P A T 2%
lts:- T - Sy o / // - = _r._.;-f'--
(11 - . S < 2 . % B . i
h Oh, does 1% 1t 15 very sermus,: said the Head sternly, as he ¢azed at Charteris. |
urt ?2 7’ y

cannot overlook——
“Not much,
thanks.” | |
Here the headmaster, fecling perhaps a little
out of it, put in his oar. |
“ Dorothy, you must not come here now. 1
am busy. But how, may I ask, do you and
Charteris come to be acquainted 7 7 .
“Why, he’s him,” said Dorothy lucidly.
The Head looked puzzled. 1
““ Him—the man, you know.” ,
It is greatly to ‘the credit of the I:Ieads
intelligence that he orasped the meaning of
these words. _
““ Do vou mean to tell me, Dorothy, that it
waz Charteris who came to your assistance
vesterday ¢

He broke off; both turned to the door as it opened
and a young lady cntered.

(See tlis page).

“ Latin and English,” continued the Head.

% Yeas, air.” ’

" And, Charteris—I am speaking now—er
—unofficially : not as a headmaster, you under-
stand—if in future you would cease to break
school rules si‘tll]]l}."ns a matter of principle—
I—er—well, I think we sliould oet, on befgttﬂ_'
together, Charteris. Good-night, Charteris.”

(tfood-night, sir.”

The Head extended a hand. Charteris took
1t, and his departure. The headmaster, open-
ing his book again, turned over a new leaf.

No did Charteris.

THE END

) 3



	IMG_2025_11_24_20_08_55L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_08_55R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_26L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_26R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_34L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_34R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_40L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_40R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_47L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_47R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_53L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_14_53R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_07L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_07R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_12L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_12R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_18L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_18R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_26L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_26R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_33L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_33R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_40L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_40R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_15_46L

