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Rapiers at Rookwood !
N the “good old days” of the eighteenth
I century, when George the Third was
King, it was a fairly common custom,
among the aristocracy, to settle disputes by
means of duels.

Naturally, you would not expect to find
highly respectable schoolmasters indulging
in sword-play to settle their differences; yet
in the summer of 1794 a thrilling duel was
fought in the vicinity of Rookwood School.
The gentlemen concerned in this “affair of
honour ” were Mr. Roger Lynd, the master
of the Fourth, and Monsieur L’Esperon,
the excitable little French master. For
some time the two masters had been bitterly
estranged, and the climax was reached when
Monsieur L’Esperon sent a private challenge
to his colleague. The challenge was
accepted, secret preparations were made for
the duel, and only two other masters (who
agreed to act as seconds) were taken into the
duellists’ confidence.

Despite these precautions, the whisper
passed through the Fourth that Mr. Lynd
and the French master had arranged to cross
swords. When the two masters met, in a
clearing of the wood, a number of juniors
ambushed themselves near the spot. They
were fearful for the fate of Mr. Lynd, their
quiet, studious Form-master ; but they need
not have feared, for Mr. Lynd proved him-
self a master of sworderaft. Monsieur
L’Esperon fought fiercely. In his excite-
ment, he launched a series of wild attacks,
and often recklessly exposed himself to the
rapier of his opponent.

Mr. Lynd could have settled the issue on
several occasions had he chosen, but he re-
frained from taking advantage of the open-
ings with which his opponent presented him.
The boys looked on breathlessly, and pre-
sently they had the great joy of seeing their
Form-master disarm the Frenchman, send-
ing his rapier circling through the air, and
causing Monsieur L’Esperon to topple help-
lessly at his feet.

This ended the matter,
masters became fast friends.

and the two

could have stood that. But the scorn and
contempt that he knew would be his portion,
—the averted, contemptuous faces of the
Rookwooders—he had escaped that! He
drew a deep, deep breath. At that moment,

somehow, everything seemed to become
clearer in his troubled mind. He had

dreaded the condemnation of the fellows
because, in his heart of hearts, he knew that
he deserved it. He had not admitted the
knowledge, but it was there.

“It’s all serene,” said Jimmy. “No harm
done, and nothing to make a song about.”

“«Oh1”

“What on earth are you two fellows bur-
bling about?” demanded Raby. “What has
Lovell done?”

“Oh, nothing to speak of.”

“Look here, you ass, what does all this
mean?”’ exclaimed Newcome. “What are
you making a mystery about?”’

“Nothing much.”

“I locked Jimmy Silver up in the top
attic this afternoon,” said Lovell deliber-
ately. “I’m not afraid to own up! You
can shout it out to all Rookwood if you
like I”

“You—you—jyou locked Jimmy up in an
attic?” stuttered Raby-

€« Yes."

“So it was there you did your giddy Latin
verbs, Jimmy 7"

“A fellow had to do something,” said
Jimmy, with a smile. “It was rather a
bore. No need to say anything outside
this study.”

“But what did the silly ass play such a
kid’s trick for?”’ exclaimed Raby. “Are
you going ofi your rocker, Lovell, with your
sulks?”

“I did it to keep Jimmy Silver out of the
St. Jim’s match.”

“« Eh 1"

“« “Yhat I’)l

“Because he left me out. And I’m not
sorry !” added Lovell defiantly. “You can
do what you like about it.”

Raby and Newcome
blankly. They stared
fascinated.

at him
as if

stared
at him



“You—you—jyou "’ babbled Raby.
“You locked Jimmy up this afternoon to—to
—to keep him out of the St. Jim’s match 1"

“Yes.”

“Qh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Newcome.

The absurdity of it seemed to have struck
him all of a sudden. He roared.

Raby joined in.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Jimmy Silver tried to keep grave. He
could feel for a fellow who had made such
a priceless ass of himself. But the merri-
ment of his chums was contagious and irre-
gistible. Jimmy, in spite of himself, joined

in the roar of laughter that rang through
the end study.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Lovell stared at the three. He simply
could not understand. Anger, scorn, rage,
resentment, he could have understood ; but
not this outburst of uncontrollable merri-
ment.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the three, almost
weeping with mirth.

Lovell set his lips.

“So you think it’s a laughing matter ”
he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, rather,” gasped Raby. “Oh, my
hat! You locked Jimmy up to-day to keep
him out of a match that comes off in a
week’s time! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Newcome. “You
should have kept him locked up for a week!
Ha, ha, hal”

Lovell’s face was a study.

“Hasn’t the match been played?’ he
stuttered.

“Ha, ha, hal” shrieked Raby and New-
come.

“It’s postponed till next Wednesday!”
gasped Jimmy Silver, wiping his eyes.
“That’s why it doesn’t matter.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Pip-pip-postponed !” stuttered Lovell.

I‘Yea."

“« oh l"
“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the three, going off
into another paroxysm at the look on Arthur
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Edward Lovell’s
“Ha, ha, hal”

Lovell, with a crimson face, tramped out
of the study and banged the door after him-
A yell of merriment followed him as he
went. Lovell’s first—and last—essay as a
plotting schemer had had the effect of send-
ing the end study into hysterics. That was
all; and later on, when Lovell’s ears had
ceased to burn, and he thought the matter
over quietly, he was glad, deeply and
intensely glad, that it had had no other
effect.

speaking countenance.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Lovell Sees Light !

« JT was rotten !”
Lovell said that to himself.

Had he said it to Jimmy Silver, as cer-
tainly he ought to have done, all would have
been calm and bright.

But Lovell, though he had reached the
stage of repentance, had not by any means
reached the stage of owning up to it.

Towards the end study he was feeling far
from reconciled. No fellow likes being
laughed at; no fellow likes the knowledge
that he has made a priceless ass of himself.
Especially was this the case with a fellow
whose sense of dignity was so highly
developed.

When he thought of the absurd blunder
he had made and the merriment in the end
study, Lovell’s ears still burned.

Still, he had reached the point of taking
a detached view of his own conduct, and to
himself he admitted that it was “rotten.”
He was deeply thankful that, after all,
Jimmy Silver had not been kept out of the
St. Jim’s match by his trickery. Luck had
favoured him, inasmuch as no harm had
been done. He was glad of that. But he
had intended to play what he now realised,
rather late, was a very dirty trick—a very
scurvy trick indeed. He was ashamed of it
to the very bottom of his heart.

Only he would not say so.

If he said so, the fellows would think
he wanted to make it up, might even think
that he was angling for a place in the team

)



next week; might think all sorts of things
derogatory to his lofty pride.

So he said nothing.

After what had happened he did not, of
course, expect Jimmy Silver to give him a
place in the eleven again. Even Lovell
was able to realise that he had forfeited all
claims to be considered now.

A fellow who deliberately acted against
the success of his own school was not the
fellow to be selected to play for the school.
That became clear to Lovell’s mind.

Jimmy had kept the secret; the incident
was to be allowed to die away and be for-
gotten. That was more than the hapless
Arthur Edward had any right to expect,
and he knew it. I'riendship, after what
had occurred, was out of the question. Trust
was out of the question. Lovell felt a pang
of remorse and shame as it came into his
mind that when the actual date of the match
came round the junior captain would be
taking precautions against him. Naturally
Jimmy would be on his guard next time.
There was not going to be any “next time ”
so far as Lovell was concerned. But he had
parted with any right to be trusted.

It was a bitter reflection.

That reflection led to further reflections.
Lovell’s own conduct, and his tardy realisa-
tion of its rottenness, had given him a
painful shock, and the shock had opened
his eyes to many things. He had a sort of
glimpse of his own headstrong wilfulness;
he even began to understand that he had
been hopelessly in the wrong from the begin-
ning. All through Thursday he had a pain-
ful ache in his game knee, due to his long
tramp on Wednesday afternoon. It was
painful, it was irritating, and it drove into
Lovell’s obstinate mind at last the know-
ledge that he really had been crocked, and
that he had wilfully shut his eyes to the fact.
The leg that would not stand a long tramp
was evidently not a leg to be depended
upon in a hard and fast game of football.
When a thing was absolutely obvious, Lovell
could see it. He saw it now.

Only a deep sense of injury had afiorded
him some sort of justification for his action.
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It was driven into his mind that the injury
was a fancied one.

That completed his sense of shame and
humiliation.

During the following days, Lovell was the
most thoroughly miserable fellow at Rook-
wood or anywhere else.

In his own eyes he stood condemned, and
that made him understand how the others
must look upon him—how all Rookwood
would have looked upon him had not Jimmy
kept his secret. For a fancied wrong he
had played a scurvy trick on his best chum,
and his chum had only retaliated by saving
him from the general condemnafion that
was his due. It was no wonder that poor
Lovell felt wretched about it.

But he was not going to say so.

Repentant and ashamed as he was, he was
still Arthur Edward Lovell, and too lofty
to own up or make the first advances
towards a reconciliation. And his ears still
tingled over his absurd blunder and the
laughter it had caused. He had failed
lamentably in his bungling attempt to act
like a rascal, but he had succeeded admir-
ably in making a fool of himself. So his
lofty back was still up, on that account at
least. The fellows who had laughed at him
should not see him coming round making
it up.

So Arthur Edward Lovell still went on
his lofty way, on the most distant terms
with his former friends, though he was
dropping into the old friendly terms with
other fellows in the Classical Fourth.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver had heard from
St. Jim’s. The influenza scare had turned
out only a scare after all, and the next
Wednesday was definitely fised as the date
of the postponed match.

On Monday, Jimmy stopped to speak to
Lovell when the Classical Fourth came out
of their Form-room.

“How’s your knee?” he asked.

Lovell hesitated before replying, but he
replied :

“Quite all right now, thanks.”

He paused, flushed, and added :

“It was pretty bad. But it’s all right
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oW- Thanks for asking.”
?valked hurriedly away.

Jimmy Silver looked after him with a
curious expression on his face. This was a
reat concession from the lofty Lovell. He
%md actually owned up that his knee had

o a “game” knee.

On Tuesday, when Jimmy was busy with

oncil and paper in the end study, making
3 the football list that was to be posted
that evening, Raby, who had been looking
very thoughtful, made a remark.

« About to-morrow, Jimm

«Yes?” said Jimmy, looking up.

« Better keep an eye open. If that foot-
ling 8ss pluy§ any more tricks, it will be
gerious this time.”

«(Oh, he won’t!” said Jimmy cheerfully.

«He's ass enough for anything, you
know,” remarked Newcome.

Jimmy shook his head.

«Tt’s all right,” he answered.

Jimmy Silver was assured that there
would be no more trouble with Arthur

Then he

»

Lovell blinked.

(

It was rather difficult for Arthur Edward Lovell to believe his eyes.
playing me after alll” he ejaculated blankly,

Edward. And Uncle James, as usual, was

right.
«~\UITE a good lot!”

Q Valentine Mornington made that re-
mark, among a crowd of fellows who were
reading down the list for the St. Jim’s
match, in the junior common-room that
evening. Morny, apparently, was satisfied
with the list; no doubt all the more because
his own name was there.

“Right as rain!” remarked Conroy.

Conroy was down to keep goal.

“Might have been better,” Putty of the
Fourth observed, with a shake of the head,
and there was a laugh. Every fellow whose

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
The St. Jim’s Match !

name was not in the list felt that he could
have suggested improvements.

Arthur Edward Lovell appeared in the
doorway, and glanced at the group of
juniors.

He coloured uncomfortably.

But for his own wrongheadedness, as poor

“J.J.Jimmy’s
(Ses Chapler 14.)
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Lovell was at last conscious, his own name
would have been there. That game knee,
the cause of so many troubles, was mended
at last! It was as well as ever.

Mornington glanced round, and smiled as
he saw him.

“Seen the list, Lovell?” he asked.

“« No‘”

“Take a squint at it.”

Lovell joined the group, and looked over
the list. He looked, and then he stared.
It was rather difficult for Arthur Edward
Lovell to believe his eyes as he read:

“Conroy; T. Rawson, T. Doyle; T. Cook,
J. Silver, A. E. Lovell; T. Dodd, V. Morn-
ington, C. Erroll, G. Raby, Towle.

Lovell blinked.

The name that jumped out to meet his
eyes, as it were, was “A. E. Lovell.”

He stared at it.

“Knee all right, old bean?” grinned
Mornington.

“Qh|” gasped Lovell. “Quite! But——"

He stuttered.

“If you don’t feel quite up to the mark,
old bean, you can leave it to me,” remarked
Putty, of the Fourth.

“Or me,” suggested Oswald.

“Or me,” said half a dozen voices.

“J-J-Jimmy’s playing me, after
ejaculated Lovell blankly.

“Why not?” asked Mornington. “If
you’re fit, there’s no reason why not, is
there?”

“N-n-no. But—but——"

“You don’t think he’d give you the go-
by because you’ve been givin’ him the
marble eye, do you? What’s that got to do
with football 7"

Lovell made no answer.

He left the crowd of juniors, with his
brain almost in a whirl. He made his way
to the end study.

“Jimmy I”

Jimmy Silver was there. He gave Lovell
a nod and a friendly grin, just as if nothing
had ever happened. Raby and Newcome
regarded his crimson face curiously.

“Hallo, old bean,” said Uncle James.

all1”

“]—I—I’ve seen the list,” stammered
Lovell.

“Satisfied with it?” asked Jimmy.

“You’ve put my name down.”

“Naturally.”

“Oh,” said Lovell.

“You’re fit, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Well, when you’re fit, you’re the best
half-back we’ve got—excepting little me, of
course,” smiled Jimmy. “I shouldn’t be

likely to lose you if I could help it. We
want to beat St. Jim’s.”

Lovell stood silent for some moments.

“I’m fit,” he said at last.

“Good.”

“I’ll play—if you can trust me.”

“That’s all right.”

“I'm fit,” repeated Lovell. “But—but—

but the other day, when you played Grey-
friars, I wasn’t fit. I thought I was. I—I
mean, I was a silly, obstinate chump, and I
thought—I thought I was—if you get me.”

“Quite.”

“Bulkeley was quite right to send me off
the field. T ought never to have been there.”

“That’s s0,” assented Jimmy. My mis-
take.”

“It wasn’t your mistake. At least, it wag
I who made you make such a mistake. Play-
ing the fool as I did,” said Lovell. “I know
now that I should have let the side down.
I’'m jolly glad Bulkeley sent me off- I—I
I’ve been a fool, Jimmy.”

“Quite !”

“A silly, fat-headed, unreasonable sort
of ass,” said Lovell. Now that he had made
up his mind to it, Arthur Edward was going
the whole hog. g

“You have,” agreed Jimmy Silver.

“Hear, hear!” said Raby and Newcome
cordially.

“I—I’m sorry,” Lovell gulped.

“Don’t mench, old bean,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Let’s forget all about it. Bygones
are bygones.”

“I—I’'ve been a fool,” repeated Lovel]
“I didn’t see it—but I saw it afterwards,
and wouldn’t own up. I own up now.”

“Better late than never,” remarked Raby.

“I—I own up! I got my back up over
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ing, and then one thing led to another,
no?}[ ‘gﬁd s rotten mean thing. Look here,
§?mmy, you can scratch my name out of the
'lt and I shan’t say a word.”
hsJ'immy Silver laughed.

«1 won’t do that,” he said. -4

«1 wouldn’t grumble.”

«The other fellows would. We want to
peat St. Jim’s, you ass. Greyfriars beat

s because you were standing out. We don’t
want history to repeat itself to-morrow.”

Lovell was silent. His heart was full of an
emotion that he could never have expressed
in words. .

«You’re & good sort, Jimmy, old chap,”
pe gasped at last. “I—I'd do anything I
could to make up.”

“Help us beat St. Jim’s to-morrow, and
we’ll call the account square.”
«And don’t play the

ested Raby.
!u%govell nodded.

«You can rub it in,” he said.
1 deserve it.

e','

«No fear,” said Raby, repentant at once.
«1¢’s all serene, old chap. Look here, it’s
time for prep. Go and get your books out
of the Form-room, and bring them to the
study-”

«1’11 come and help you carry them,” said
Newcome.

Lovell gulped. Sulky resentment, lofty
pride, had vanished now, and Arthur
Edward was feeling all the better for it.

«T—I say, I’'m jolly glad to be friends
agsin,” he gasped.

“And eo say all of us!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“ Hear, hear |”

And all was calm and bright.

The rift at Rookwood had closed again.

Once more the Fistical Four were happily
reunited. The end study was itself again,

and cheery good-fellowship reigned in that
celebrated apartment, not to be disturbed

sgain in a hurry, for Lovell was not likely

to forget the lesson of his late experiences.

In many little ways Lovell showed his

changed mood. Obviously, he wanted to

make up for his shortcomings. He even

(

goat again!”

“I know
Rub it in as hard as you

seemed to have come to doubt whether his
own opinion was really the last word that
could be said on any subject. More than
that could hardly be expected of Arthur
Edward.

Best of all, he made up his mind to
justify Jim’s choice of him to play St.
Jim’s, and to prove a credit to his side, by
playing the game of his life—and he did.

When Tom Merry & Co. came over from
St. Jim’s they found the Rookwood junior
eleven at the top of their form, and uncom-
monly hot stuff to tackle; and there was
one fellow in the home team whom the visi-
tors agreed was regular mustard. That
fellow was the right half-back, Arthur
Edward Lovell.

It was a gruelling game, and in the first
half no goals were scored; in the interval,
both sides were breathing hard and deep.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, of St. Jim's,
shook his head seriously as he sucked a
lemon.

“You fellows will have to pull up your
socks, you know,” he told his comrades.
“We’ve got all our work cut out to beat
Wookwood. I vewy neahly bagged a goal,
but that fellow—what’s his name I—Shovel,
or somethin’, got in the way. He seems
wathah a good man.”

“He does,” agreed Tom Merry.

“We shall weally have to go all out to win
this match,” declared Arthur Augustus
sagely.

St. Jim’s went “all out ” in the second
half. But it booted not, as a poet would
say. Every attack broke up short of success.
Right up to the finish the game looked like
a draw; but then came an overwhelming
attack from the home side, and it was
Arthur Edward Lovell who gave Mornington
the ball he slammed into the St. Jim’s net.

There was a roar from all Rookwood.
“Goal I”

“Rookwood wins |”

Arthur Edward Lovell’s face was bright
when he walked off the field with his friends.
Every cloud had rolled by, and the chums

of the end study forgot that there ever had
been a rift at Rookwood. y

THE END
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