










deal of money, but he was not prepared for the display 
of wealth that met his eye.
He did not look at the ornaments long, however. He 

found the occupants of the room more interesting. 
There were four of them—Stanworth himself, two 
day-boys (whom he only knew by sight), and Aubrey. 
They were gathered round a small table in the middle 
of the room, and on the table was a curious appara-
tus that puzzled him for a moment, and then sent his 
mind back like a flash to his conversation with Fry. 
It consisted of a polished, cuplike piece of wood, in 
the bottom of which was a circle of holes, each with a 
number opposite it, and a strip of green baize, divided 
into numbered sections. There was money lying about 
this green baize, a half-crown, a shilling, and some 
coppers. A small red ball was bumping slowly round 
the circle of holes.
His entry effectually diverted attention from the 

game. All four players faced sharply round.
Stanworth was the first to recover himself.
“And what can we do for our Mr Pearse?” he said.
“What’s all this?” demanded Pearse.
Stanworth smiled, the supercilious smile that was the 

cause of a good deal of his unpopularity.
“Do you remember a little talk we had the other day 

on the subject of minding one’s own business?” he 
said.
“This is my business!”
“How do you make that out?”
“Because you’ve lugged this kid Mickley into it. I 

promised his people that I’d keep an eye on him in this 
place, and I’m not going to have him rooked by the 
first bounder that’s cad enough to take his money off 
him!”
Stanworth rolled the ball gently to and fro with his 

forefinger.
“And what do you propose to do about it?” he said.
The question brought Jack up with a jerk. What did 

he propose to do about it? It suddenly occurred to him 
that he did not know.
“Going to tell West?”
No; he was not going to tell West. Etiquette is rigid at 

school, and a house prefect has to have a contempt for 
it before he reports a matter to the housemaster on his 
own account. Etiquette demanded that he should con-
sider his part done when he had told Fry. And he could 
see Fry handling the situation. There would be an 
unofficial protest to Stanworth, a lazy “I-say-old-chap-
you- know,” and Fry would doze off again, thankful 
that the business was over. To Pearse, in his  militant 
state of mind, this did not seem the ideal method.
“Or are you going to give me a good, hard knock?”
Jack’s eyes gleamed joyfully. An idea had come to 

him.
“The first thing I’m going to do is to ask your two 

moth-eaten friends to toddle!” he said. “This is purely 
a house affair. We don’t want outsiders mixed up in 
it.”
 
 

He looked from one day-boy to the other and back 
again, and opened the door. For a moment they hesi-
tated, but not longer. The fact presented itself to their 
minds that while Stanworth was a school prefect, and, 
as such, sacrosanct, and not to be smitten by inferiors, 
they were nothing of the kind. They had no intention 
of brawling with Pearse. As he had very sensibly put 
it, it was a house affair. They were not needed. They 
would withdraw.
They withdrew.
Jack closed the door gently behind them.
“Now!” he said.
There was a serviceable walking-stick in the corner, 

one of those sticks with a heavy knob for a handle. He 
picked it up, and gave it a half-swing. His eye moved 
about the room till it rested on a bulbous china vase. 
He raised the stick, and brought it down with a crash.
Stanworth sprang forward, with a howl of wrath and 

dismay.
“Get back!” said Jack. “You’re in the way!”
“What the deuce do you think you’re playing at?”
Jack raised the stick again.
“Indoor hockey,” he said. “Society’s latest craze. 

Some people,” he continued thoughtfully, “think it’s 
bad luck to break a looking-glass. I wonder!”



There was a second crash, louder than the first.
Stanworth had seized his wrist, and was trying to 

wrench the stick from his hand. Jack’s left came into 
play, and Stanworth fell back against the table.
Jack looked at him reproachfully.
“I told you you were in the way,” he said, smashing a 

photograph-glass.
“I’m a school prefect!” cried Stanworth. “I’ll have 

you up before a prefects’ meeting!”
“Do!” Another vase burst into a shower of china. 

“And tell ’em all the facts. It’ll keep them merry and 
bright. The Easter term’s always pretty dull.”
Two minutes later Jack looked round him with satis-

faction.
“That’ll do for the present,” he said. “Thanks for the 

loan of the stick. Mickley, come down to my study. I 
want a short talk with you. No; better take this note 
over to the School House first. There’s no answer. 
Come to my study when you get back.”
The distance between West’s and the School House 

was not large, but Aubrey managed to put in a good 
deal of hard thinking while covering it. There had been 
a remarkable upheaval in his mind. Primitive things 
had been happening, and he was readjusting his views. 
A sudden humility competed for first place among 
his emotions, with an equally sudden respect for Jack 
Pearse. For the first time he realised that he was in a 
world where antecedents, however aristocratic, are as 
nothing beside present performances; where muscles 
were more than coronets, and a simple swagger-stick 
than Norman blood.
He entered Jack’s study, walking mincingly, like 

Agag.
“Come in!” said Jack. “Now, then, what about it? 

This is where you make your big decision, my blue-
eyed boy. We have here a handy swagger-stick. Shall it 

be ten of the premier quality with this, or will you lis-
ten to a small scheme I have mapped out? This is the 
scheme: that you stop behaving like a young blighter, 
and settle down to be a credit to the house and your-
self. You’d be a pretty decent weight even without the 
fat, and there’s no reason, if you work hard, why you 
shouldn’t play in the house second scrum in the house 
matches at the end of the term. It’ll mean sweating. 
You’ll have to learn the game, and you’ll have to train. 
Well, which is it to be?”
He switched the swagger-stick meditatively in the air.
“I believe they shove whalebone, or something, in 

these things,” he said pensively. “Awfully supple they 
are!”

Towards the middle of March—Uncle George had 
forbidden her to do it earlier—Mrs Mickley paid her 
first visit to the school, and bore Aubrey off to tea in 
the town.
“My poor darling,” she said sympathetically, “you 

look positively starved! Never mind, the holidays 
will soon be here. Now, shall we begin with muffins, 
my pet? And then you would like some of those nice 
cream cakes in the win—”
A look slightly wistful, but in the main of horror and 

repulsion, spread itself over Aubrey’s face.
“I think I’d like some of those oatmeal biscuits,” he 

said austerely.
“Oatmeal biscuits!”
“Or a rusk or two. I’m in training. I’m playing for 

the house second against Seymour’s on Saturday. And 
Jack Pearse says if we buck up like we did against 
Day’s last week, we shall simply knock the stuffing 
out of them!”


