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~ . How Figegins came to act as he did he fhardly knew, He only knxw that the Continental express was
gliding out of the station, and that Cousin Ethe! was going from him into the unknown perils of a foreign
Jand ! Acting on the blindimpulse of the moment, the junior mage one spring for the guard’s-van as it
flashed past, and scrambied in, feaving Arthur Augusius D’ Arcy standing on the platform, dumbfounded?
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1. Result of 25 years” experience. No dangerfrom flints,
thorns, pins, glass, tacks, nails, ‘ete., whilst cycling.
Guaranteed 18 months,

3, Planes, who cycled 109,366 miles and broke world’s!
recard on a Mead, says : “DEFIANCE TYRES simphywill]
not puncture, are fast and resilient — absélut
perfect.” BRITISH-MADE, STRONG, DURABL:
BASY RIDING, - e 3 ;

Pneumatic, thick, tough tread, pure Pava red rabber,
six layers of impenetrable material. Allsizes stocked,
- Worth 50/- per pair, Sample paiv for 30/-, Order now,
encloge this advert., and we will pay carrviage, Money
back if you are dissatisfied, Send for Oat. T of Cvolet
Tyres, Accessories, Coasters, Speed-gears, at reduced
prices. 3 :

MEAD CYCLE €O., Dept: T. 661, Liverpool.
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Qur easy terms allew
any reader to own a
 Veracity”? Watch.

With a Masters’ ““Veracity’® Watch you have
correct time, not one day gaining or anether
day losing time, but 20 years” true time-
Keeping to one minute a month., Lever
novement, jewelled, compensation balance, J
dust-proof cap, bold or ight dial, Solid Silve:
Cages, Gold Hands, 27/- cash, 30/ easy
payments.  Send 2/6 and we deliver either
Keywind or Keyless 80/- “ Veraeity ' Lever.
pay 2/6 on receipt, and balance 2/6 per month.
Full. Hunting Oases, 35/, Demi-Hunting
40/-,5/- on reeeipt and 2/6 monthly. Send2/G
and ask for 30/- “ Veracity” to-day. 7 years’
warranty. CATALOGUE FREE,

MASTERS, Lid., 7, HOPE STORES, RYE, ENG.
; N

SENSATIONAL REDUCTIONS.

You ean pick any eyele you like from our
ART LEISTS, it doesn’t matter which it is, we
will supply to you direct from our faetorya brand
new, 1012, Coventry-built “ QUABRANT >
at Wholesale Trade Price. You will
save all shop profits and, what is more, we will

¥ gladly arrange easy terms from -
- TH.

We only charge £3 12s. for our Popular Model,

listed at £6 15s., which dealers sell in shops ap
llif the full Jist price, and it s well worth 4t too,
i %ther xtngd?ils at simi!zlu' reduitgons.ar R

] ays roval, give a ©: ’ Warran:

aixdg;\ax:mnge u{:a}g& sa.tiséction or iz‘n(mediately refnug

your meuey in full, 20 Gold Medalsawarded. 5
'l

Thousands Testimonials.
X MONTH

BLUSHING.

T ©YCLE CO., Lid.
COVENTRY.
1o @il sufferers, pé.rticuhrs of a proved home treatment tbat auickly

FRE’E, yemoves all embarrassment and permanently cures blushing ang
ing of the face and neck. Eneclase stamp to pay postaze to Mr. D, TEMPLE
ist), 8, Blenheim Street, Bond Strect, Lendon, W.

\ MOUST ACELE:!

f A Smart Manly Moustache grows very gquickly at any asze by osing
“Mousta,” the guaranteed Moustache Forcer. Boys come  Men.

Acts like Magic! Box sent in plain cover for Td. VSend now to—

# J: A. DIXON, & Co., 42, J Rd., E
- R S—— -
A Real Lever Simulation
GOLD WATCH FREE
)\

@ A straightforward, generous offer from an established firm.

We are giving away watches to thousands of people ail over
the world as a huge advertisement. Now is your chance to
obtain one. WRITE NOW, enclosing P.0. 6d. and 4 penny
\ stanips for postage, packing, &ec., for one of cur fashionable
Ladies’ Long Guards or Gent’s Alberts to wear with the
wateh, which will be given Free (these watches are guaran-
pj| tieed five years),should you take advantage of ourmarvellous
JI offer. We expect you to tell your friends about us, and shew
thein the beautiful watoh, - Don’t think this offer too good |
to be true, but send to-day and gain a Free Watch. You will
amazed. Colonial Orders, 1/-.—WILLIAMS & LLOYD,

" ﬁﬁ&gé-Whitworih

Britain's Best Bicycle !

CONFIDENCE in the motnt is the &
secret of the enjoyment of every rider of
the Rudge-Whitworth. i
The lightness and ease with which
these bieycles are driven make them the

ideal mount for ladies.
¥ou will find many inter-
esting points aboat the .
construction . of the
Rudge-Whitworth des-
gribed in the new 1912
Catalogue. This book is
‘and_will ‘be sent on
rec&ipt 'of 2 post eard.

7

Permanently Cured and Restored to their Natural Colour in a few ﬁ
a simple home trestment, Particulars free. Enclose stampito pay postage.
¥r. B. A Temple (Specialist), 8, Blenheim Street, Oxford St., London, W,

RIDER AGENTS WANTED

arge vrofits easily made'in spare time.
Briti h ASSteel MEAD MODELE SUPERBE

‘COVENTRY FLYERS’

WARRANTED FIFTEEN YEARS.
Defiance Punctire-Resisting or Dunlop Tyres,
Biooks' Saddles, Cuasters, Speed-Geats, “ete.

£2-18 to £6-19-6

CASH. OR. EASY PAYMENTS.
Packed Freé, Carriage Paid, direct from
factory, witkhous Qe Pernsny Depeosil.
TEN DAYS FREE TRIAL ALLOWED.
Winner of CyeZizng's Gold Medal—34,366 miles

in 365 days. World’s Record ! !

Tyres and Aecessories at /l/ 1sHal prices.
Mator® Cycles at Factory prices.  Lists fres,
Wi for Free fArt Catalog

€y Special
7 Sler.

ey Opier, and Record Ride Boo&?

Est. oo ys, \ = =
CYGLE Go., Depi. Z44A

MEA BF 11-13 Paradise St, LIVERPOOL.

IF YOU WANT Seotgucas hotes

and Catalogue FREE —Works:

aphic Material
card for Samples
LY ROAD. LIVERPOOT.

The ““LORD ROBERTS”
TARGET PISTOL.

Beautifully plated and finished. May be carried in the
pocket. Will kill birds and rabbits up to50yards. Noiseless
Ball Cartridges, 9d. per 100. Shot, 1/6 per 160. 100 birds -
or rabbitsmay be killed at a cost of 8d. only. Send for list,
CROWN GUN WORKE, 6, Whittall Strect, BIRMINGHAM |

J A The OId |

FIRM.
CYCLES from §/-

Per Month
or Secondhand

£2 10s. CASH. B
_}Lists?ostFree} ‘s

CO. (1901), Litd.
(Dept. J.K.) 1 & 3, Berry Street, LIVERPOOL., £
57 Toke Tricks, 60 Pasdies, 00 Games,

64 CONJURING TRICKS s, s o

e,
100 Money-making Secrets (worth £203, and 1,000 more stupendous attractions, 7d. lqt—"
J. HUGHES & €0.; 105, MICHAELS, SHREWSBURY. 25 Sereaming Coinie Posteards; 6d.

1/- DEPOSIT 045
- = | 2

8 WEEKLY.
As an Advh we will-send to Srst 1,000 applicants our £8 832
“‘Royal Emblem ” €yele for 1/ DEPOSIT, and on LAST payment o
84 weeks abt 1/, making £4 &s. A HANDSOME PRESENT/IS
SENT FREE. Casn with order, 8 158, only. Write for IL}&};-,

trated Catalogue of Latest Models, ¢

YAL EMBLEM CYCLE WORKS =

T

Royal A

20 Song

= be
Wholesale Jewellera (Desk 16), 89, Gornwallis Road, London, N.

(C80), Great Yarmouth,
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Next Thursday’s
Splengdid School Tale:

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
Order Your Copy Early.

“GUSSY'S CANADIAN GOUSINI”

A Splendid, New, Long

Complete School Tale of

Tom Merry & Co. and

Cousin Ethel, of St. Jim’s.
—: BY :— :

MARTIN CLIFEGRI

i
N

.-

CHAPTER 1.
Disgusted with Gussy !

% OTTEN !” :
W Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, of the Fourth Form

at St. Jim's, was not usually emphatic. Emphasis

did not agree svith that repose of manner which Arthur
Augustus cultivated with so much suceess.

But to err is human, and for once Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy
allowed himself to be emphatic. : : L

*Wotten !”” he repeated. *Simply wotten! I don't like
it “Wats !’ :
. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was standing in the hall of the
School House at St. Jim’s, with an open letter in his hand.
As the letter was from his cousin Ethel, several other fellows
had gathered round to hear the news. For Fthel was one
of the best chums that Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim’s, had.
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther stood looking expec-
tant. Blake and Digby, of the Fourth, waited with more
or less patience to hear the news in the letter. Kven Herries,
who had been going out $o feed his bulldog, paused in the
assage till he should hear whether there was any news from
léousin Ethel. :
- “ Well?” said half a dozen voices at once, -

“Wotten !’

_ “Isn’t that letter from Cousin Ethel?” demanded Tom

erry.
" “Vaas, wathah!”
“Then what do you menn by saying rotten 2
“He didn’t say rotten, he said wotten,””
Lowther, with a grin.
*“Weally, Lowthah——""
“Ts there any news?” demanded Blake.
5 33 Yaas.,Y
“Is Cousin Tithel coming down heve 7’
“Yaas,” said D’Arcy. It's wotben !”
The juniors stared af him.
- “ What did you say ?” exclaimed Tom Merry,
“Wotten I :
“Gentlemen,” said Tom Merry, glancing round the group

said Monty

Jim’s,

of juniors, “I'suggest bumping Gussy, for saying that a
lady’s visit 1s rotten. - He ought to be in the seventh heaven
about it, if not in the eighth or ninth; and he says it's

rotten. I’'m disgusted with Gussy.”

" ““Hear, hear!”

¢ Weally, Tom Mewwy 2

““I'm disgusted, too,” said Blake. “T think Gussy is an
ass, and a fathead, and a chump, and a {:abjous burbler,
and a babbling jabberwock.”

“ Weally, Blake——""

“We're all delighted when Cousin Ethel comes,”” said
Manners indignantly. “ Why, even the New House bounders
are keen about it.  And Gussy says it’s rotten !’

‘“ Weally, Mannahs, I didn’t—"" :

“1It’s rotten of Gussy,”” said Herries.  That’s where the
rottenness comes in. I'm disgusted with him,” :

“So are we all!”

¢ Shame!” said Monty Lowther,

“ Weally, you fellows—""

““Gentlemen, I propose that we bump Gussy for ungentlo-
manly remarks.” s =

““ Hear, hear!” :

¢ Bump him !’ i 3

“ You uttah asses! Stop it! T will explain— Ow, ow!
Yow! Hands off! Leggo! Yah!” =

Bump ! . S :

Half o dozen pairs of hands"had grasped the swell of St.
He was lifted bodily off his feef, and bumped . upon
the floor of the passage.' A shriek escaped from the elogant
junior. It was not the pain he minded so much, but he
trembled for his trousers. His eyeglass jerked out of his

eye, and fluttered at the end of its cord,

**Yawooh! Ow!”

‘Give him another!”’

* Hurrah I”? S
- Bump!

“You uttah asses!” yelled D’Arcy.
simply wuinin’ my twousahs! Oh!”’
~ Bump! : 3 ;

“Yawooh! Wescue!”

2

“Let go! You are
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The juniors released the swell of 8§ Jim’s, leaving hLinmr
gitting breathlessly on the floor,

Arxthur Augustus D’ Arcy gasped [or breath. :

“You—you fwightful asses! I-—DI'll give you a feahful
fBwashin’ all wound |’ he panted. ¢ Bai Jove, I—T'lIl—>

The elegant junior leaped tg his feet. He was dusty, and
Be was dishevelled. His tie had come unfastened; and his
eyeglass was hanging down his back. His collar had burst
- from its stud, and his hair was rumpled. It was no wonder
that he was furious. He rushed at Tom Merry with his

s up.
“You uttah wottah!” he shouted. “JI-JI—FI—2 °
Tom Merry grinned, and dodged behind Lowther.  Arthur

Augustus bit out, and caught Lowther en the side of the

bead, and the Shell fellow gave a roar.
“Owl 54 ‘

—*

You ass !’

“Let me geb at him !

Monty Lowther grasped the infuriated swell of St Jim's,
ginding two very slim but very wiry a¥ms reund him.

Arthur Augustus struggled viclemily, but he could noi
escape from the boa-comstrictor-like embrace.

“ Welease me, you wottah !’ he gasped.

Lowther grinned into the erimson face only an inch hom
Bis own. :

*No, fear!” he said calmly. ‘“You're peiting dangerous.
And we're disgusted with you. You're ungentlemanly.”

D’Arcy glared with ragd. For the swell of St. Jim’s, the
glass of fashion in the lower Forms, the junior whose aim
elways was to emulate that repcse which stamps the caste
ef Vere de Vere, to ke described as ungentlemanly, was tog
bad.. It was insult added to injury. - =

“ You uttah wottah ! I—T—1——"" Words failed the swell
of St. Jim’s, and he struggled furigusly to release himself
from Monty Lowther’s embrace. They waltzed round the
passage, bumping into the other juniors, and into the wall
and the habt-stand. :

Kildare, of the Sixth, came striding down the passage to
gee what the disturbance was about, znd they pumped into
Bim. But that was their last bump. The captain of St
Jim’s’ seized them, one in either hand, by the collar, and
Eeld them with a grip of iron. With a terrific wrench Kil-
dare tore them apar$, and held them so.

“Ow !’ gasped Lowther. Leggoi’”

 “Bai Jove! Pway welease me, Kildave, while I thwash

ghat wottah !’ %
The captain of St. Jim’s sheok them.

““You young rascals I’ he exclaimed. ‘ What do you mean
by fighting in the pasaage? You ought to know better!”
“Weally, Kildare——" : ;

“ We've been bumping Gussy,” Tom Merry explained;
“we’re disgusted with him.”
“*You uttah ass!” S
. “Disgusted with him,”” repeated Blake and Herries and
_ Digby solemnly. ¢ Thoroughly disgusted with Gussy. He's
ungentlemanly.” < 2 ;
“F wepeat that you are silly asses!®” shrieked D’Arcy.
“You are labahin’ undah a misappwebengion. =
Kildare laughed. S =
“Well, don’t let’s have any more of it, or I'll take you
in to your Form-master,” he said; and he released the two
* juniors, so suddenly that they sat down upon the foor with

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ .

Kildare walked away. Arthur Augustus rose slowly to his
feet, and dusted down his trousers, and groped for ILis eye-
glass, and jammed it into his eye.  In his agitation be
jammed it into his wrong eye, and then jerked it ous again
and jammed it into the right one, The jumiors steod round
bim, looking at him with a stony gaZe of condemmation.

“We're disgusted ! said Tom Mersy. :

“You awful ass! Let me explain [’ shiieked D’Arey. I
gaid Cousin Ethel was comin’, and that it was wotten——"’

““Ves, and we're disgusted with you.”

“Pway let me finish!” - E

“jife’s too short,” murmured Meanty Lowther,

“T wepeat——"" S

“ Gussy, we're disgusted with you ! : ;

7 wepeat, I said it was wotten, becanse Ethel is comin’

33

“ Because Ethel is coming to St. Jimt's
sternly. “T'm surprised and disgusted : :

“ No, you ass ¥’ yelled D’Arcy.  “ Because Ethel is coming
to say good-bye.”

“What 27*

“ Tthel's goin’ away, and she’s comin’ to say good-bye.
That's what is wotten, you silly asses!” gasped D’Arcy.
#This lettah is to say that she's goin’ abwgnd for a year, and
she’s comin’ down to S$t. Jim’s on Wednesday to say good-bye
1k : :

LB ;
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¥ said Tom Merry
>
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.other fellow at St. Jim’s can see it at a glance without tha

“think of consulting really sensible and experienced chaps

CHAPTER 2.

D’Arcy Does His Best,
OM MERRY & CO. looked dismayed. = 5
As g matter of fact, they had been quite aware that

3 there was some niisapprehension as to what Arthus
D Arcy intended to say;_but they had not dreamed of this,
; L‘?usm Ethel going away for a whole year—and abroads
00 22

It was, indeed roiten! : 3
- The dismay in the faces of the juniors somewhat mollified
Avthur Augustus D’Arcy. His aristocratic features calmed
down and took on their usual expression of serenitys Ha
cpened the letter again,

“Tt's wotten I he said. “It took me quite by surpwise,
and in fact thwew me into quite a fHuttah, you know! f
wegard ii as uitahly wotten! I don’t appwove of Cousin
Ethel goin’ abwead to finish her education, but her guardiang
bave not econsulted me about it.” :

# Go hon I'" murmured Monty Lowther.

D’Arcy gave him a freezing glare through his syeglass.

“T wegard myseli as bein’ entitled to have a voice in the
matiah,” bhe szid, with a great deal of dignity. ‘‘ Hthel’s
fathah bein’ dead, and her mother an invalid stayin’ in
Ttaly. I wegard myself in the light of bein’ her pwotectah.
Her bwothah is ia Indish, you know. - I wegard this as
wotten, and I shall object I’

“Pile in!” said Tom Merry encouragingly. *We, shall
all object, What about signing a round-robin, and sending
it to Cousin Ethel’s guardians, to show them that all the
St Jim’s fellows object to her going abroad 77’ S
© “Ha, ha, ha ¥ % :

¢ It’s not a laughing mattah, deah boys!” said rey o
“T think it’s a wotten ideah, sendin’ gals abwoad to finish
their education! As for impwoving her Fwench, I should be
quite willin’ to give Ethel some tips myself | -

“Ha, ha, ha I
_ “I wegard this as wotten in the extweme! Cousin Ethel
is comin’ down on Wednesday to say good-bye. I shall
pwotest against her goin’ 1? sl
: ;;Yes ; it's rough on all of us,” said Tom Merry thoughé
ully. i

“ Figgins will be cut up |’ Blake remarked.

“Yes, rather!” :
_Arthur Augustns D'Arcy jammed his eyeglass a little mor@
tightly into his eye, and gave Blake a stony glare. :

1 fail to see how my cousin goin’ abwoad affects Figginsg
of the New House, in any way !” he said icily. : E

Blake grinned. S

 There are lots of things you fail fo see,”’ he remarkeds
“ You fail to see that you are an ass, for instance, and any

help of an eyeglass.”
“Weally, Blake——"? 3
“ Still, I agree that it’s rotten,” said Tom Merry. 1
wish 1t could be stepped. We'd all give Cousin Ethel French
conversation if that’s all that’s needed. Bot these paters
and guardians are all the same, you know. They new

like ua”?
“ Never |7 said Manners solemnly. {
“T object!’ said D’Arcy. ‘Ethel is goin’ abwoad this
week with her aunt, Mrs. Quayle. I know Mrs. Quayles
She is & vewy estimable old lady, and she wespects my
opinion. T am goin’ to send her a wiah.” !
“Why a wire?’ said Monty Lowther, who never could ™
resist making & bad pun. :
Bui D'Arcy was too precccupied to see the pun.
““ You fellows can come along with me,” he said graciously
“3We'll all sign the telegwam, and it’s bound to have some
effect upon my aunt. Aunt Adelina is a weally good sor
vou know. She sends me lots of tips:  Will you fellows
come down to the post-office with me?” =
“What-ho I? et
Tom Merry had his doubis as to whether the telegr,
would make any difference in the plans of Ethel’s guardia
one of whom was D’Arcy’s father, Lord Eastwood. But B
was quite willing to do his best, and so were all the ot
fellows. Quite a little party walked out of the School Ho
with Arthur Augustus, who was looking very determi
indeed. Two or three more fellows joined them in the qu
rangle, and hearing what was on, walked down to the vili
telegraph-office with them. Figgins, of the Fourth,
great chief of the New House juniors, was standing in 58
gateway, and he looked in surprise-at the crowd of § -
House fellows as they came out. ;
i‘ Hallo] Going to invade the Grammar School#®
asked. : 3
“No; the post-office,”” said Tom Merry, laughing.
going to send a wire.”?

@Y
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Skimpole was just delivering a friendly nod, when Blake and Herries and Digoy secized him, and bumped
e We'll stog ‘em, somehow Irom worrying D’Arcy about
“But I only came to tell you it was be (%e

‘““There!”’gasped Blake,

him down in the passage,
the trip to London [**

dtime ! yelled Skimpole, e Chapter 6.)

“My kat! The whole family going to send one wire?”
asked Figgins, in astonishment.

* ¥aas, wathah! We’re all going to sign it, deah boy. I
weally don’t know whether we had bettah send it to Aunt
Adelina or to my patah. You can come along and sign if,
fo0, Figgay, if you like.”

Figgins grinned.

= Well, it would only cost another ha’penny, unless I put in
m‘foChr’istian name,’”’ -he remarked. ‘“Buf what is the wire

ut 77

= About a yard long, I think,” said Monty Lowther.

“ Pway don’t be funny, Lowthah, This is no time for
your wotten jokes,” said Arthur Augustus severely. ““It’s
about Cousin Ethel, Figgay, deah boy.”

Figgins started. He was interested at once.

“ Cousin Hthel coming down again?”’ he asked.

* ¥aas, wathah !’ |

“Oh, good! I-I mean we shall all be glad to see her!”

**She’s comin’ to say good-bye.” :

'Y Eh ?7)

* They’re sending her abwoad for a yeah to finish her
sdueation,”’ explained D’Arcy. :
- NEXT
THURSDAY:

(43 Oh !)’

“I'm goin’ to wire to them not to, you see.
stwongly.”

“Oht” repeated Figgins.

“You can come along if you like.”

And Arthur Augustus marched out of the gates with ths
orowd of juniors. But Figgins did not come along. Ha
remained in the gateway, standing quite still, as if petrified.
The cheerful expression had faded from Figgy's rugged,
honest face, and he looked like a fellow who had received a
sbunning blow,

D’Arcy & Co. walleed down the lane, and arrived at
Rylecombe Post-office. Arthur Augustus stopped at tha
telegram-desk, and took up the pen, and chewed the handls
in a very thoughtful way. The other fellows stood round,
nearly filling vp the half of the grocer’s shop which was
devoted to the post-office.

“ Pway advise me, deah boys,” said D’Arey slowly. “ Shall
I wiah to Aunt Adelina or to the patah? = Pewwaps the
patah would be best, and I could pitch it stwongah to hLim
than to a lady.”

“ Good egg !” said Blake. *Give him socks!”

. Ter Geyu Lisrary.—No. 223.
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& Vaay: pewweps it will be bettah to send it to the patah.
T shall state my opinion yewy fwankly.”
© And the post-office pen spurted and scratched over the
telegraph-form in the manner of post-office pens.
 “Listen to this, deah boys,” said D’Arcy, when he had
nearly covered the form with writing:

«<Dear Patah,—I object stwongly to Cousin Ethel bein’
sont abwoad. a1 wegard it as extwemely injudicious.
wecommend finishin’ her education in England, which is &
much bettah ideah. Pway weply by weturn, as I am vewy
anxious.””’ ;

¢ Ha, ha, ha [’

T fail to see anythin’ to laugh at, deah boys. I have put
that as stwongly as is consistent with the wespect due to
one’s governah, You chaps can all sign it T'll put in a few
words te explain.”’

P’ Arcy finished the telegram. It read

“Dear Pater,—I object strongly to Cousin Ethel being sent
abroad. Icregard it as extremely injudicious. I recommend
finishing her education in England, which is a much better
idea. Pray reply by veturn, as I am very anxious. All the
follows agree with me about it, and are signing their names
to show what they think.”

A dozen names were appended to the form.

The young lady who attended to the telegraph department,
stared ab the telegram—as well she might. Arthur Augustus
had to change a sovereign to pay for 1f, but, as he observed
to Blake, it was money well spent in a goad cause. The
telegram having been despatehed, the party walked back to
St Jim’s. Most of the juniors were grinning, but the swell
of St. Jim’s was very serious. He felt that be had done all
be could, under exceedingly trying circumstances.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy waited very anviously in the

School House for the reply to that lengthy telegram.
* Blake was of opinion that he wouldn't get an answer; but
he was wrong, for as the dusk descended upon the quad-
rangle of St. Jim’s, the telegraph-boy was secen crossing
from the gates with a buff-coloured envelope in his hand,

Arthur Augustus walked in a statély way to the door to
meet him, and a crowd of juniors followed to hear the news.

“Ts that for me, my boy " asked D’Arcy.

“«Master D’Arcy, sir.” s 3

“ Thank you; that’s wight. Give him a shillin’, Blake.”

Arthur Augustus opened the buff envelope. He took out
the telegram and unfolded it. He gazed at it,- and the
other fellows gazed at it. Lord Bastwood had replied, and
his reply was very terse:

“ Thanks 1"

That was all !

There was a ripple of laughter in the erowd.

& Short and sweet 1! remarked Monty Lowther

“Ha,; hg, hat? ;

“ Tord Eastwood is more careful of the ha’pennies than
Gussy ! grinned Dighy.

* Ha, ha, hal? z

“Bai Jove, I wondah what he meaus by that I’ said Arthur
‘Augustus, gazing at the telegram in great astonishment.
“Does that mean that he is goin’ to take my advice, Tom
Mewwy

Tom Merry roared.

& Ha, ha, ha! No, I should take it to mean that he isn’t I”?

¢ But weally, you know——"

Tt means that he thinks it was like your cheek to wire
to him as you did,”’ Tom Merry explained.  “ That telegram
is sarcastic. See?” :

“Bai Jove |

“ Ha, ha, hal? - :

“ Y ses no cause whatever for wibald laughtah,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a great deal of disgust. ‘I
must say that I wegard the governah as hardly playin’ the
game. Howevah, I have done my best, and I wash my
Bands of the mattah. I shall wlite to my patab sayin’ that
1 wefuse to be wesponsible in any way.'! :

*“Ha, ha, hal® :

And Arthur Augustus walked away to his study frowniug,
to write that crushing letter to his pater.

CHAPTER 3.
Figgins Doesn’t Want His Tean
2 IGGY, old man—7" - 5
“Tea’s ready, Figgy—"
Figgins, of the Fourth, did not repiy.

Figgins was seated in the armchair, in his study, in the
Fourth-Form passage in the New House, His hands were

thrust deep into his pockets, and his long legs weve stretched

out, and his chin was sunk upon his chest. He was in an

attitude of deepest and gloomiest thought. It was very

unusual for Figgins to be anything but sunny and good-
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tempered, and his present Jooks surprised Kerr and Fatty,
Wynn, his chams and study-mates. it

Ketr had put away his violin, which he had been prachisi
upon, and had helped Fatty Wynn to prepare an exbr
special tea, with which to tempt Figgins’s appetite. Figging's
appetite did not, as a rule, require much tempting—it was
a very healthy one, and always it good working order.

But just now the tempting viands en the table did no#
appeal to him. A splendid steak and kiduey pie, warmed
up by the fire, and a huge dish of hot buttered toast, andia
cake of unusual proportions, did not even win a glance from
Figging, : .

¢ Figgy, old man—>" yi7

Figgins did not look up. His gaze was fixed upon the five,
as if he were seeing pictures in the glowing coals. Perhaps
he was—perhaps, in the heart of the fire, he pictured what
was to happen, a train gliding out of a station, a young girl
upon the deck of a Channel steamer—himseli standing
forlorn and heavy-hearted after waving a sorrowfal good-bye.

““The pie was warmed up splendidly, Figey,” said Fatty
Wynn, “It's just as good as if it were freshly cooked. In
fact, I think it’s a bit better. I've often noticed that pies
warmed up a second time have a richer flavour. Haven’s
you, Kerr 1’

““Yes, rather !’ said Kerr.

¢ And it’s quite ready, too.”

¢ What's the matter, Figgy 2!

Figgins stirred and grunted.

¢ Anything wrong, old man?”’ asked Kerr sympatheticallyy

Grunt ! g

s o 933

3 ‘{:\Teoe!l’xing seedy ?

““Had a row with anybody 2°* ited

(32 NO 117 2

“ s it old Ratty again??

e NO !!3

¢ Then what the dickens is the matter?’ asked Kern
puzzied. ‘¢ Blessed if I can make you out at all, this evening,
Figgy! It isn't like you to have fits of the blue devils.
What has happened 77’

‘“ Nothing.”

“Well, if nothing’s the matter, cheer up, and grin and
bear it,” said Kerr.

“The pie is simply ripping,” said Fatty Wynn, beginning
to carve. ¢ Shall I give you a big bit, Figgy 1

121 NO !7,

“ How much?”?

“None at all.”?

& Eh ?! 1

“P'm not hungry.™

“But—but you haven’s had your tea!l’ gasped Fatty
Wynn. ;

“1 don’t want any.”

Fatty Wynn almost dropped the knife.

“You don’t want any tea,” he said.

¢ Ti’s really ripping, Figgy I'*

“ Nait
“Then what’s the matter with you 7™
Grunt !

must be either ill or dotty, if he wants to miss a meal.”’

Grunt ! 3

“ Do you know what’s the matter with him, Kerr 2’

Kerr shook his head.

“Blessed if I do!” he said:

“ Figgy, old man—-"

“1 say, Figgins 2

“ Vou chaps go on with your tea,’” said Figgins wearily,
“ P'm feeling a bit rotten this evening, that's all. You'd
hetter leave me alone.” o e =

““Toll us what it’s about, then,” ssid Fatty Wynn, sitbing

“ Vou must be ill,”’ said Fatty Wynn anxiously; “a chap
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down fo the table. “T’ll go on with my fea, as you suggest
35, because I'm jolly hungry. T always get a specially keen
Bpoetite about this time of the year, you know. And this
Steak and kidney pie is really something extra special. Now,
Shat’s the matter, Figgy ?”’

2 * Nothing.”

Kerr dropped a hand upon his ehwmn’s shoulder, and shook
Bim a little. Figgins looked up at him, and there was an ex-

“THE GEM”

pression in his eyes that was strangely like that of a dog -
¥ geiy

:}hattsuﬁers and cannot speak. It went straight to Kerr's
eart.

““What’s the matter, old chap?”’ said Kerr, in a low
yoice. “You can tell me. If you've-had bad news, you
ought to tell your own chums, you know. Is it from your

wn chums, you know. Is it from your father—something
wrong at the bank again?”’

Figgins shook his head.

“Well, jaw it out, Figgy !”

T heard it from Gussy,” said Figging, at last, miserably.

Kerr looked amazed.

“ Blessed if I know what you could have heard from Gussy,
£o get you into this state of nerves,” he said.

Figgins was silent, staring at the fire. Tha colour crept
into his cheeks. :

“What was it, Figgins?”’

*Tt’s about Cousin Ethel 7

Kerr looked anxious.

“ Nothing happened to her, I hope?” he askad quickly.

0L riol”

“Then what is 167"

£ She’s going away.” 3 i

“Going away?” said Kerr. “Well, she’s been away
before, Figgy, and nothing happened.”

““But this time it’s for a whole vear, and she’s going to
Paris,” said Figgins miserably. “ We sha'n’t see her again
for a whole year, Kerr. That’s an awfully long time, isn’t
it? Of—of course, a chap misses a friend who goes away
for a whole year,”’” Figgins went on hastily, his colour deen-
ening. ‘‘Just thle same as we should miss Fatty, if he left
for two or three terms, you know.”

Kerr noedded.

“ Is it settled that she’s going?’’ he asked.

¢ Yes, she’s coming down to say good-bye.”

“It’s rotten!” said Kerr. “ We shall
Fizgy.” :

< VYes,” muttered Figgins. “ All of us, of course. And—
and t,hcre have been accidents to Channel steamers beiors
now.’

Kerr smiled. 4

I think Ethel will be safe enough, Figgy, old man.”’

“ Yes. But—but I don’t like the idea of her living in
Paris,” said Figgins, with a miserable shake of the head.
“Tt ain’t a nice place for a girl to go to, among a lot of
foreigners, to0o.”

“But she’ll be in a school—she won’t see anything of the
giddy foreigners, excepting the governesses,” said Kerr.

“No, I suppose not. Still, I don’t like it. I—I've got a
feeling that something will happen if Ethel goes away fo a
place where we couldn’t possibly help her if .there was any
need,” said Figgins solemnly.

Kerr tried to grin.

“ But what could happen, Figgv?”’ he asked.

€ Oh, I don’t know! I suppose the Eiffel Tower will fall
down some day. Suppose it fell down just az she was
walking underneath.”’

“xVell, if it did, Figgy, I don’t see that you could help her
much, if you were there,” said Kerr, suppressing a chuckle
awith a noble effort. :

1 wish she wasn’t going,” said Figgins miserably, I
shall feel very anxious all the time—just as I should if you
or Fatty were going.”

¢ Just the same, of course,’’ agreed Kerr sclemnly.

“7T don’t know what to do,” said Figgins.

- Kerr started. s

“ You can’t do anything,” he said, “except say good-
bye. I suppose her guardians have thought this out, and
they’re not likely to take any advice from a Fourth Former
of St. Jim’s on the subject. It's a shock to all of us,
Fisoy, but it will be all right. I dare say Cousin Ethel
will send us picture-postcards.”

I don’t know what to do,” repeated Figgins, as if Kerr
“had not spoken.

Kerr gazed at him very anxiously.

“ Took here, Figgy,” he said slowly,  what have you
got ilyl, your noddle? I can see you've got some idea—iwhat
15 it?

Figgins was silent.

“ Qut with i, Figgy!” :

But Figgy did not “out” with it. He remained in deep
thousht, and that evening, while he was doing his prepara-
tion, Kerr glanced several times uneasily at his chun.

miss her,

all
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Kerr was very keen, and he knew that thore was sbine wild
schems working in Figging's brain, and he was Ieeling

¥ery anxious.
(L *
ﬂ Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made that surprising
statement in the junior common-room in the School
House that evening. =

““ Not really?”’ exclaimed Tom Merry in astonishment,

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——" :

“ Whose is it?”’ asked Monty Lowther, with
interest. =

“ Pway don’t be an uttah ass, Lowthali. I wepeat that
I've got an ideah—a weally wippin’ ideah. We'll get per-
mish to go to London and see Cousin Ethel off.”

¢ Hurrah!”’ S : :

“ My patah has diswegarded my advice;” said D'Arcy.
¢ Fthel is goin’. I'm afwaid there’s no help for that. They
will bo startin’ fwom Chawin’ Cwoss Station, you krow,
to catch the boat at Folkestone. I wathah think that the
Head will see the necessity of lettin’ us have a day off ou
an occasion like this.”

* Hurrah !” .

¢ Go and ask him!” said Tom Merry laughing.

“You fellows come with me. Don’t talk you know —you
aro bound to say somethin’ to put your foot in it. Leave
the talkin’ to me, but you can come along and back me ap,
you know.” .

“QOh, we'll come,” said Jack Blake. I fancy the Head
jsn’t very likely to let us go to London to ses Cousin
Ethel off, though.” ; :

T shall point out to him that it is my duty as Ethel's
cousin to see her off,” said D’Arcy stiffiy. I have no
doubt that Dr. Holmes will listen to weasen. He &5 a
wathah sensible old boy.”

“Has ha, hal?

¢ Come on, deah boys.” :

The juniors followed Arthur Augustus, nothing Iloth.
‘Arthur Augustus tapped at the door of Dr. Holmes’s study.
_ ©Come in!” said the voice of the Head. S

Tho juniors opened the door and marched in, half a
dozen of them.

The Head was not alone. S =

Tiggins, of the New House, stood before the Head's desk,
evidently in a state of somo agitation.

Dr. Holmes made a gesture to the new-comers.

“ Wait a few moments,”” he said. ¢ Figgins has come to
speak to me. Now, what is it you wish to say, Figgins?”
Figgins turned crimson as he looked at the juniors. Hs

CHAPTER 4.,
Who's the Friead ?
VI got an ideah!”

E

friendly

‘had been hesitating before, but now he began to stammez

as well.

“If—if you please, sir—""

¢ Ves, Figgins?’ said the Head, kindly enough, as
thatdthe New House junior had something weighty
mind.

“If—if you please

“ Well?7”?

¢ T_T should like to ask a favour, siz.”

¢ Go on, Figgins.”

“1 want a day off frbm lessons, sir 2

“ Indeed, Figgins!” said the Head in surpiise.
you have had no bad news from homne?”

* Oh, no, sir.” 3

“ There is no sick relation whom you wish to visit

“Oh, no, sir,” said Figgins, who was far toc honestly
simple to dream of inventing a sick relation at any time. -

““Then why do you wanbt a day free from lessons, Fig-
gins?”’ asked the Head.

“To—to—to—"" =

“ Please explain, Figgins.”” The Head glanced at the
clock over ‘the bookease. ‘* My time is somewhat valuable,
my boy.”

“T _T'm sorry, sir,’’ said Figgins.

“ Well, go on.”

¢ T_1 want to go to London, sir,” blurted out Figgins.

“ My hat!”’

1t was Tom Merry who uttered that exclamation. He had
guessed Figgy's motive. Figgy had been brought to the
study by the same errand as the School House junic
Dr. Holmes’s glance turned upon the hero of the Shell, and
Tom Merry’s face becamo crimson. -

“You may go on, Figgins,” he said. “What do
want to go to London for?” S

Do see. a—a—a friend; sir, off.” = :

Mo seo a ifriend off?’ said the Head, puzzied. “ Do
vyou mean to say that a friend of yours is going on &
j%'g}xey, and you want a day away from school to see him
off?

he saw
on his
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¢ Oh, no, sir.”

““ What, then?”’

“*Her? off, sin,”” stammered Figgins.
I I mean it’s a girl, sir.”’

Dr. Holmes fixed a very severe
flaming face. . .

“ Figgins,” he said in measured tones, “‘I am surprised.”

“Bai Jove, yaas, wathah!” broke out D’Arey indig-
nantly. “I am surpwised, too. I wegard this as a piece of
feahful cheek on Figgins’s part. If anybody goes to
London to see my cousin off, I'm the pwopah persen.”

“Tt’s—it’s Cousin Ethel, sir,” Figgins stammered. ¢ She’s
going to Paris for a whole year, sir, and—and I wan$ to see
her oﬂ";’ if I may, sir. I think perhaps she would like me
to, sir.

“ Like your feahful cheek to suppose anythin’ of the sort,
Figgins !> said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy warmly. ¢ It stands
to weason that if Ethel would like anybody to see her off, it
must be me. Anybody would think, to hear you talk, that
Ethel was your cousin, and nobt mine.”

“Dry up, Gussy!? murmured Blake, as a smile floated
over the grave face of the doctor.

“J wefuse to dwy up! If you please, sir, we have come
to ask your permish o go to London to see my cousin off,
sir. I twust you will give us permish. If doesn’t mattah
about Figgins., He’s only a New House chap, sir, and my
cousin hardly knows him.”

“ Cheese it, you ass!”’ whispered Tom Merry.

“ T wefuse to cheese it!”’ said D’Arcy. ““If anybody goes
to London to see Ethel off, I insist upon my wights as her
cousin—to say nothin’ of the fact that Ethel, of course,
would pwefer to have me. On such occasions a girl
wequires the attention of a fellow of tact and judgment.”

Dr. Holmes looked from one to another of the juniors.

“Have you all come to ask permission to take a day
away from school?”’ he asked.

“Yes, sir,”’ came a sort of chorus in reply.

“Well, it is impossible. I never heard of anything so
absurd,” said Dr, Holmes. “If leave of absence was
granted for such frivolous reasons, there would be an end
of all school work, I imagine. In the case of D*Arcy, as he
is Miss Cleveland’s cousin, I might make an exception.”

“Thank you vewy much, sir.”’

Figgins looked very miserable.

“ Very well, sir,”’ he said quietly.

And hé quitted the study.

T have your permish to go back to London with Cousin
Ethel to-mowwow, sir?”’ asked Arthur Augustus with great
satisfaction.

“Yes, D’Arcy,”’ said the Head; “I think T can consent
to th’:ztt, if your cousin is indeed going away for a whole
year.

 Yaas, wathah, siv. May I take a fwiend, sir? It will
bf wa’.jzhah lonely comin’ back all the way fwom London
alone.

Dr. Holmes pursed his lips for a moment.

“Very well, D’Arcy,” he said, after a pause.
may choose a friend to take with you, certainly.
expect your return- by the afternoon train.’’

“Thank you vewy much, sir.”

“ Now you may go.”

The juniors quitted the study, Arthur Augustus, at least,
in a state of great satisfaction.

“Sowwy about you chaps,”” he remarked. ““It’s wotten
you can’t all come. But suppose we couldn’t weally
expect it of the Head. Wasn’t that a wotten cheek of

“It’s a ‘her’—

look wupon Figgins’s

“You

I shall

Figgins, to ask for a day’s leave to go and see my cousin
'(7’ 2,

“ Awful!” said Monty Lowther. “I'm glad you asked
permission o take me with you, Gussy.”

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye, and
turned it upon the humorist of the Shell.

“1 do not wemembah askin’ anythin’® of the sort,
Lowthah,” he said.

“ Certainly not!”? said Jack Blake promptly.  “Arthur
Augustus meant to take me, ‘as his best chum. Didn’t you,
Gussy 7’

“ Weally, Blake, I—"

<« QOh, cheese it, Blake!”’ said Digby warmly. “You
know’ jolly well that Gussy was thinking of me all the
time.”

“ Stuff 17 said Tom Merry emphatically. ¢ I'm the man

¢ Weally, deah boys i

“ Of course, I'm going,” remarked Manners.
that Gussy was thinking of me all the time.”

“Oh, wats)’ said Arthur Augustus. “TI wasn’t thinkin’
of anybody in particulah, as a matter of fact. I shall have
to think it over, deah boys, and I will decide the guestion
on its mewits.” !

And Arthur Augustus walked away in a stately manner,
leaving a very warm argument in progress behind him,

Tas Gem Lisrary.—No. 223, °
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CHAPTER 5.
Many Friends.
T HERE was no doubt that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was'

a popular fellow at St. Jim’s. = Many of the fellows

described him as an ass. But they all liked him, But
popular as he undoubtedly was, his popularity increased by
leaps and bounds that evening. Never had a fellow seemed
so thoroughly liked by so many fellows. Without being un-
duly suspicious, D’Arcy might ‘be excused for attributing some
of his sudden access of popularity to the fact that he had a
gift at his disposal, inasmuch as it was in his power to select
whom he chose for his companion in the trip to London to
see CUousin Ethel off. Perhaps Arthur Augustus felt that it
was difficult to decide among so many dear friends. At all
events, he seemed in no hurry to make his decision.

Meanwhile, while the question remained in doubt, D’Arey
was the centre of great attention. In his own study, No. 6,
Blake and Herries and Digby were very nice.. Herries offered
to take him round to the kennels to see him feed Towser; an
offer which Arthur Augustus politely declined. Digby offered
to do an imposition for him, which Herr Schneider had im-
posed upon the swell of 4. Jims, D’Arey, suspecting
ulterior mwotives, declined. Blake asked for some practical
advice on the subject of choosing a mew fancy waistcoat—
but as Blake never wore fancy waistcoats, D’Arcy was not
taken in. ; .

The Terrible Three looked into the study with their best
smiles on. Blake and Digby and Herries glanced at them in
a rather warlike way. They suspected what the chums of the
Shell wanted. 3 : t

“ Can I speak just a word to Gussy 7’ said Monty Lowthes;
with great civility. ;G

D’ Arcy laid down his pen.

‘“ Pway go ahead, deah boy,” he said.

= Tt’s about that little trip to London to see Cousin Ethel
off. Have you decided to take a Shell chap?”

‘¢ Certainly not.” 5

“Tf you have,”” proceded Monty Lowther, unheeding, “I
think that it ought to go by alphabetical order—and L comes
before M——*

“ Oh, rats!” said Manners warmly. “I think that Gussy
ought to take me, because I can take my camera, and take
a snapshot of Ethel in the train, to hang up in the study—""

“ Better take me,” urged Tom Merry. ‘I sha’n’t bring
along a rotten camera to bother you or Ethel, and that’s a
big advantage.”

“ Upon the whole, deah boys o

“ Or wo might toss up for it,”’ said Lowther.

“Upon the whole——"

¢ Odd man out,” said Tom Merry.

“Upon the—"

“ We'll draw lots for it, then,” said Manners.
agrecable, Gussy ?”

¢ Certainly not. Upon the whole, T shall take a Fourth
Form chap. A fellow ought to stand by his own Form.”

“ Oh, rot!” said Lowther. ‘Forms are made to sit on,
not to stand by.”

“ Weally, Lowthah—"

“ Yes, don’t be funny,” said Jack Blake. ‘ Gussy is quite
right—this is really what we should have expected of Gussye
It’s bound to be one of the Fourth.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ But you ought to take an elder chap, to keep you out of-
mischief,”” said Lowther. ¢ You know what an ass you are,.
Gussy. You will put Cousin Kthel and Aunt Adelina in the
wrong train, as sure as & gun.”’

“ Weally, you ass

“ Shall we kick these Shell bounders out, Gussy?” asked
Herries, rising.

¢ Pway do !”? : :

The Terrible Three retired, grunting. But . Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was not left long in peace. Kangaroo, of
the Shell, came in with Clifton Dane and Bernard Glyn. The
three Shell fellows were looking so kind and agreeable that
it was not difficult to guess what they had come for.

< About that trip to London, Gussy——"" began Glyn.

“Wats ! : :

“Tf you want one of us to come—

“7 don’t!?
¢ Hear, hear!” said Blake. ‘‘ You Shell fellows can buzz
off. It’s going to be a Fourth Form chap, anyway.”

¢ Yaas, wathah!™
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*Now, I think that’s rot,” said Kangarco warmly. *If
wou kids zo to London without a senior chap to look after
Fo=, you are bound to get into some mischief. You know

5 Do you see the door 2> asked Blake politely. 2
* Now, look here—"

Blzke picked up a cricket-stump. 3
. The chums of the end study paused a few moments, fo
doliver some honest opinions-on D’'Arcy’s intellectual powers,
&nd then retfired from the study.

dack Blake wore a thoughtful expression,

# There’s something in what Lowther was saying,” he
remarked. :

% What—about faking a  Shell chap?” asked Digby, in
astonishment. 3 :

““0h, no! But about going in alphabetical order.”

“0Oh, rats—unless you begin from the end of the alphabet,”
said Herries warmly. B

“ Now, that would be awful rot, Herries—"*

€ What I think is—" 3 4

*T've got a suggestion to make,” said Digby. ¢ Suppose
Sou split the difference, and decide on a chap whose name
Pesins with D—"" . S

“3ell, of all the asses—"
tozether. :

The study door opened. Lumley-Lumley, of the Fourth,
Jocked in. Three separate glares were turned upon him.

= Well?” demanded three truculent voices.
% T guess I’ve come about that trip to London,” said
Lamley-Lumley a’{,fably. ¢ Gussy being such an old chum of

¢ Buzz off.”

said Blake and H‘erries

mx"ge‘v I guess—— ;

Vou guess wrong this time,” said Blake.
T guess—" X
Three warlike youths converged upon Lumley-Lumley. He

%ad just time to whip out of the study, and the door closed

mpon him with a slam, :

“ We can’t have CGussy bothered like this, by a lot of
Bonnders,” said Blake indignantly. * Dash iy all, we must
1ok after Gussy a little!” r : :

** Quite so!”” agreed Digby.

Arthur Augustus smiled. . -

The door opened again, and Reilly, of the Fourth, came
gheerfully in. S :

# Faith, D’Arcy—"" he began.

e had no time to get further.

Three pairs of hands seized him, and he was lifted bodily
=p, and dropped heavily into the passage, and the door closed
upon him.

Reilly lay for a full minute on the eold linoleum, gasping
£or breath, and wondering whether the occupants of Study
™o 6 had gone suddenly off their rockers. Then he rose to
$us feet, and looked into the study again.

% Sure, you spalpeens !”” he began. :

Tie caaght a glimpse of Ilerries rushing upon him with a
Brandished cricket-stump, and bolted without stopping to
£nish his remarks. o

% They'll stop coming, in the long run,” said Blake.

% Ha, ha, ha!” :

There was an interval, and the chums of No. 6 resumed
$he discussion of who was to go with D’Arcy; D’Arcy grind-

" S away steadily at his German imposifion, and taking no

Then there was a fap at the door, and
It was

§ofevre, of the Fifth, and the juniors looked af him as if they

past in the discussion.

"~ .1d eat him, but they wers a little doubtinl abouf treating
§ efevre as they had treated Reilly.

T efevre gave D’Arcy a gracious nod.

T've just looked in to say that I’ll come to London with
D’ Arcy, if you like,” he said.

= Woally, Lefevre %

% Of course, it’s an honour to you to have a senior go along

said the captain of the Fifth. “ That’s what I

But T don’t mind. Il zee that

saz—it's an honour, D’ Arcy.

. yom come to no harm.”

sl

&« Eh?” . 3

% Upon the whole, T have decided to take a Fourth Form
» %

% Now, look here, D’Arcy—"

& More wats !’ 3 5

S 971 jolly well give you a thick ear, you cheeky young
£ ownder ! shouted Lefevre, advancing towards the table.
# That’s what T say——" :

Three juniors jumped up as if by clockwork in defence of

St swell of St. Jim’s. Three cricket-stumps rose in the air,
mfﬂvef_evre of the Fifth backed away. :
onn—vou voung hooligans !’ he exclaimed.. ¢ I—2

tside 1" said Blake politely.
SWhy, T'I—T'11—"

. = Travel
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‘And Lefevre travelled, as the cricket-stumps came danger-
ously near. He slammed the door after him with a slam that
was heard the whole length of “the Fourth Form passage.
The chums of the Fourth chuckled softly.

¢ We shall have some of the giddy Sixth along soﬁn,” said

Blake, with a grin.

He was right. Just before bedtime, Knox of the Sixth
looked in, Knox was a bully, and most unpopular in Study
No. 6. But he semed to have forgotten all unpleagantness
as ‘lge came in now, and grinned amiably at D’Arey.

" I hear you're going to London for a day,” he remarked.

Yaas, wathah!” = -

“‘ Takm’g a chap with you, eh?”

aas.” -

“ Paying all his exes, of course?’

aas, cerfainly "’

“ Well, I’'lIl tell you what,” said Knox, “ I’ll coms.””

Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass inte his eye and
ﬁxe@wa sﬁ'xro’u}{mn t}ie prefect. : :

“ Weally,” he i Sl — g

Pk h}).: - !”rep ed, “ Il tell you what—you won’t!

Knox scowled. 5

::Look here, D’Arcy, if I have any of your cheek——"

I do not wespect your chawactah, Knox,” said D’Arcy
loftily. - “ You are not the kind of fellow T should choose to
associate with my cousin Ethel. Pway wetire.” :

Knox glared at him. -

““ Why, you—you—-"

¢ Good-bye I’ “said D’Arcy. ) -

Knox stepped quickly towards the table, and D’Arey leaned
his head to go on writing. He caught the edge of the table
in both hands and dragged it over, sending the inkpot and
the imposition upon which Arthur Augustus was engaged to
the carpet together, The swell of St. Jim’s, thus suddenly
deprived of the support to his elbows, fell forward, and
descended upon his knees in the spilt ink. :

There was a ferrific roar from the elegant junior.

“Ow! You uttah wascall’™

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Knox.
~ ‘And he departed from the study-—rather quickly. Axthur
Augustus rose to his feet. - The knees of his elegant trousers
wero dripping with ink.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. *The uttah wottah! The—the
cwiminal! Fancy spoilin’ a fellow’s twousahs like that!
That awful wottah has no more wespect for a fellow’s twousahs
thar Hewwies’ wotten bulldog has ! :

** Ha, ha, ha!? :

Blake and Herries and Digby burst into a roar as they
looked at the inky trousers. They could not help it. Arthur
Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye and glared at
them. Then they remembered, and became suddenly grave
and concerned.

“It’s awful ” said Blake hypocritically.

“ Frightful !” said Digby solemnly. -

¢ QOutrageous !” said Herries.

“ Weally, vou fellows > s

¢ There ought to be capital punishment, or boiling in oil,
br something like that, for crimes. of this sort,”’ said Herriea.

¢ Weally, Hewwies—" >

% As Gussy’s best

2

“ T¢’s simply unspeakable " said Blake.
chum T resent it, and I shall make Knox—— -

7 wegard you as gn ass, Blake. You were laughin’, ‘a.n’d'
now you are twyin’ to spoof me,” said the swell of St Jim’s
severely. : :

“ Laughing 1"’ exclaimed Blake.  WasT laughing ?”

“Vaas, you were !” ; KX

 Oh, it was simply a contraction of the facial museles,”” said
Rlake innocently. ©Or, if I was laughing, I was laughing to
think of the sime that we're going. to give Knox for com-
sitting this erime.” : 1

“ Weally, Blake——"" : =

¢ And T think that we ought to get up a subseription to buy
Gussy a new pair of trousers in the village,” said Blake,
looking round. - : : - .

* Fsar, hear ! said Herries and Dighy heartily.

D’ Arcy sniffed. : -

“7 twust you do not imagine that I. could possibly weah
twousahs weady-made in a countwy village!” he exclaimed
indignantly. : :

< Well, no, of—of course not,” said Blake. © But—but you
might hang them up in the study, you know, as—as a kind
of testimonial.” :

¢ You uttah ass!” : ? =

Skimpole of the Shell looked into the study, blinking at
the chums of the Fourth through his big glasses. Te was
just delivering a friendly nod when Blake and Herries and
Digby rushed upon him and seized him, and bumped him
down in the passage.

“There ’? gasped Blake.
somehow ! - < Saui

Skimpole blinked af him, gasping in utter amazement.
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“Dear me! I—I came to tell you fellows that it was bed-
time, and you surprise me very. much by this unaccountable
conduct, Blake. Is anything tha matter?’”’

~ “You came to—to what?”’ : : i

“To tell you it i3 bedtime, and Kildare will be up in a

inute,’: said the unfortunate Skimpole. “I am very much

LG

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” roared D’Axrcy.

“ Really, D’Arey, it is very unfeeling to laugh when I state
that I am considerably hurt. T regard the conduct of these
fellows as rude and inexplicable. What——""

“ Oh 1”? said Blake. ‘ You didn’t come to tell Gussy you'd
go to London with him, then?” ; Ty

“ Certainly not " said Skimpole, in wonder. ““Is D’Arcy
going ta Liondon?”’

“My only hat!? gasped Digby. ‘“He hasn’t even heard
about it} - Ha, ha, ha!”> -

“ Ha, ha, ha!”> S ey
3 Sli(impolé picked himself up in the passage, breathing in
jerks.

“I regard your conduct as extraordinary,” he said. * Under
the circumstances——""

‘“Under the circumstances, we’d better go up to the dorm.,”
gri?lned Blake. ' “Thank you for calling us, Skimmy ! Good-
night 1 o s :

““Good-night, Blake! But I do not understand—"’

* Exactly! Good-night!”

And the chums of Study No. 6 went to bed.

CHAPTER 6.
A Chance for Figgins.
QUSIN ETHEL came to St. Jim’s the next day.

@ Tt was a Wednesday, a half-holiday at the old school,

and as a rule it would have been devoted to cricket
by the chums of St. Jim’s. There was, in fact; a junior
match fixed between School House and New House for thabt
afternoon. Tom Merry’s éleven on one side was to encounter
PFigging’s team oh the other. But the coming of Cousin Ethel
to say good-bye te the chums of St. Jim’s changed all that.
The chums of Cousin Ethel felt that they must devote the
last afternoon to her, and they wanted to—and did. The
match was played just the same, but it was played by fellows
who very seldom had a chance of playing in House matches.

The Terrible Three scratched their names ouf, and then
the chums of Study No. 6 scrafched, and seven new players
‘were wanted for the School House. They were easily found—
there were plenty of juniors eager for the chance. On the
New House side Figgins & Co. found substitutes. And all
the rival Co.’s of St. Jim’s—all on the most friendly and
amiable terms for once—combined to give Cousin Ethel a
reception when she arrived.

It was agreed on all sides that a really stunning feed should
be stood to give Miss Cleveland a send-off, and Tom Meiry’s
study was fixed upon as the place. Fatty Wynn, of the New
House, was entrusted with the commissariat arrangements.
There never was a fellow better fitted for that duty. Fatty
Wynn was willing to taste everything to make sure that it
was all right, and he could taste dozens of things—to a large
extent, too—without seriously affecting his.appetite for the

- feed. . Funds were pooled for the occasion.. D’Arcy’s
‘“governor” had sent him a fiver that morning, perhaps as
a compensation for taking no notice of his telegram, and the
swell of St. Jim’s announced in Study No. 6 that his pater
wasn’t such a bad sort of an old sport aftah all. The fiver
was contributed whole to the feed, so it was easy for Fatty
Wynn to lay in large supplies of tho very best.

~Ethel was warmly greeted by the juniors, and she had a
kind smile for all. She was graver than usual; she felt the
parting from her old friends as much as they did. Figgins
had a most lugubrious face as he shook hands with the girl.
Figging wasn’t an adept at hiding his feelings, and he was
feehng utterly miserable. In class that morning he had
earned two hundred lines for carelessness. Not that he was
careless, but he was worried, and he could not put his atten-
tion into his work. Poor old Figgins looked with dismay to
a future minus the meetings with Cousin Ethel. The friend-
ship between the two was very deep and sincere,-and though
neither was old enough yet to think of anything but friend-
ship, there was something very special and tender and
protecting in Figgins’s regard for Ethel.

Pithel smiled as she shook hands with Figgins. She under-
stood the feelings expressed in Figging’s miserable face, and
her own heart was a little heavy. -

“When you have finished, Figgay, I will shake hands with
my cousin,” said Arthur Augustus severely. And Figgins
coloured like a beetroot, and let go Cousin Ethel’s hand.
“Jollay glad to_see you, deah boy—I mean deah gal,”
said D’Arcy., ‘“It’s wotten about your-goin’ away. I've
wemonstwated with the governah.” 7
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Cousin Ethel smiled.
‘“Indeed! What did he say >
I’ Arcy coloured. - : B _ i
“Well, I cannot say that he tweated my opinion with mich
defewence, deah gal. My telegwam to him seems to have
made no diffewence at all.”
“@Go hon P! murmured Blake. S A
“Weally, Blake—"’ =
“I wish we could all come to see you off,” said Tom Merry.
“Gussy has got permission to come, and to bring a friend.
We all want to come.” £
* Vaas, wathah ! Pm sowwy I can’t take all the youngstahs,”

_said D’Arcy with a fatherly air that made hig friends lom,

to bump him on the spot, *‘ but it’s imposs.” b

““TPea’s ready,” said Monty Lowther. ;

. Figgins managed to get alone with D’Arcy as the juniors
went into the School House, Cousin Ethel escorted by Blake
and Tom Merry. S

‘“ Gussy, old man——"" began Figgins.

D’ Arcy turned his eyeglass upon him.

“Well, Rigeay 2 . :

“T should like to go to London with you to see Cousin
Ethel off.”? SR S

¢ Imposs. deah boy.”

“But—but I say, Gussy—" : :

“I'm hound to take a School House chap, you know.
That’s only playin’ the game. And weally, Figgins, I don’
think T should take you, anyway. You don’t seem to me to
have & pwopah wegard for the wights of pwoperty.”

‘“ What 2 :

““¥You seem to wegard Ethel as if she were your cousin
instead of mine,” said D’Arcy severely.

“0Oh! You see—-"

“Yaas; I sce that it is 2 gweat cheek on your part, Figgay.
¥ ﬁ(}n’t ]ike”fellows to monopolise my welations, you know.”

‘“Come on !’ called out Fatty Wynn from the study door-
way. ‘‘Tea’s ready, and the ezgs arc simply prime] And
the steak and kidneys 1 : ;

* Yaas, wathah, deah boy 1”" b

Figgins followed D’Arcy into the study, looking very
gloomy. Tom Merry’s study was looking newly swept and
garnished.  Bright crockery. and clean cloth gleamed upon
the table, and there was an unusual number of sound chairs
and whole cups. The study was a little crowded with so
many guests, certainly; but the juniors were used fo a crowd.
Plenty of room was made for Cousin Ethel, and the rest did
the best they could. And so far as the feed itself was con-
cerned, that, as Fatty Wynn remarked, approached very
near perfection.

Cousin Ethel did not eat very much, in spite of the
mountains of good things that were pressed upon her, and in
spite of Fatty Wynn’s anxious solicitude. The fat Fourth-
Former was quite concerned about it. ;
¢ It’s better to lay a solid foundation before you start,” he
said. “T’ve had g holiday in France, and I know what the
grub’s like there. They feed you up on all sorts of mugk,
and you never get a bite at anything solid. They expect you
to have coffee and rolls for brekker—nothing to eabt!
Fancy a chap going all the morning on coffes and rolls—
without any bacon, or kidneys, or eggs! No wonder 'we
licked them at Waterloo, if that’s what the poor beasts wére
fighting on.” Eres

““Yaas, wathah ! : 1225

‘“ And what they call dinners are all piffle,”” said Faity
Wynn. ‘“Any number of courses, certainly, but not a good
mouthful in any of them. I sheuld think it would pay to
open a. place in Paris to sell real meat in pieces big enough
to be seen.” =

Fatty Wynn was quite eloquent on that subject. He had
all the eloquence of a fellow who had experienced and
suffered.

“It’s awful to think of you being in Paris for a whole
year, and perhaps getting nothing but rolls-and-butter in the
morning !” he said. “It’s cnough to put you in a fright-
fully run-down state by the time you return to England. X
believe that’s -why English girls are healthier and better-
looking than French girls—because they have something fo
eat every day. I wonder whether it would be possible te
send you something to eat by post?’>

Cousin Ethel laughed. i :

T dare say I shall get enough to eat,”” she said. “I am
very sorry I am going away from all my friends for so lonz.*
- ““But you’ll like to be in Paris?”’ asked Tom Merry.

Ethel looked doubtful. -

“ Well, yes, I shall like it,”” she said. * Aunt Adelina is
very kind. And if I do not like being away from England:
they have promised to let me return. ~But of course, T must
make up my mind to it.”’

“ And you’re going to-morrow?’’
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and wickets were torn up to be used as weapons.
at all events their strength was superior !

Coker, followed by the Fifth rushed upon the ficld scattering the Remove cricketers.

There was a wild melee,

If the Fiith could mot pit their brains against the Remove,
(An incident in the splendid, long, complete tale of school
L lIife, entitled “FRANK NUGENT’S GREAT WHEEZE,’’ by Frank Richards, which is contained in
= i this week’s issue of “THE MAGNET”’ LIBRARY. Now on sale. Price one Penny.)

§

. " ¥es; the morning train from Charing Cross.”

- = It’s jolly good of you to come and say good-bye to us!”
#aid Blake. “I wish we could all come and see you off.
But the Head doesn’t understand. These headmasters never
&0 understand things, you know.”

*Wathah not !”

“Howevah, I am goin’ to see Ethel off,”’ said Arthur
Busustus, ““so that will be all wight. And I’m takin’ one of
won chaps—I don’t know which. I weally think, upon the
wehele, that you had bettah toss up for it—unless. Ethel can
make a suggesfion.” s

Figgins turned his eyes upon Ethel, and then dropped
them. What he wanted was very clear, but he would not
make Bthel apear to be sclecting him. A thoughtful shade
©ame over the girl’s face.
~ “I should like you all to come,” she said. * That would
e pleasantest. But if only one can come with Arthur,
perhaps it would be fairer to choose a boy belonging to the
New House, as Arthur is a School House boy.”

**Bai Jove !”

**Then both Houses would be secing me off,” said Cousin
Ethel sweetly. ;

“Good egg!” said Blake heroically, with great self-sacri-
See. “Cousin Ethel is right.”

**Quite right,” said Tom Merry, with an effort.

i = ¥a-a-a-as, wathah |”” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, more

. slowly. - :
~ Monty Lowther winked solemnly at the ceiling.
NEXT

¢ Then it’s up to you three New House chaps to decide who
goes with Gussy,” said Lowther, looking at Figgins & Co.

“ Well, I’d like to go,” said Fatty Wynn. °“Besides, the
pleasure of seeing Cousin Ethel off, I could see that she had
a decent lunch-basket to take in the train. You can’t be too
careful when you're starting on a journey. And I say——
Yaro-c-0-oh !”’

Fatty Wynn had not meant to say that. It came out sud-
denly and unexpectedly. Arthur Augustus put his monocle
into his eye, and gazed at Fatty Wynn with great astonish-
ment. 3

““ What do you say yawo-oh for?” he asked.

“Ow! Some silly ass jammed his boot on my toe!”
groaned Fatty Wynn. ‘ Was it you, Kerr, you silly ass?”

Kerr was the victim of a strange facial contortion at that
moment. He was trying to smile with the side of his face
turned towards Cousin Ethel, and to glars with the side
towards Fatty Wynn. The result was so alarming that Fatty
Wynn half rose, thinking that Kerr was having a fit,

‘¢ Kerr, old man, are you ill ?”” he gasped.

““No,” said Kerr. “I’'m all right.” *

“ But you looked——""

¢“ Pass the pickles, Fatty,” said Tom Merry.

‘““Here you are. Kerr looked—"" $

¢ And the salt,” said Monty Lowther, :

““ All right,”’ said Fatty Wynn. “ What are you winking
at me for, Blake?” s
- Blake turned crimson, ¢
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¢ 7T think there’s something in my eye,”” he faltercd.

¢ About going to London with Gussy,” resumed Fatty
_“Typn. And then the coucentrated glares of half a dozen
juniors suddenly enlightened him, and he understood.
*“ About going to London,” he repeated, “ I think that Figgy
ought to go, as chief of the Co.””

 Just what I was going to say,” said Kerr:

Figeins’s eyes sparkled.

* Weally ? hegan Arthur Augustus D’ Arey.

T should be jolly glad to go ! said Figgins. “‘Tt's jelly
decent of you fellows to vote for me! Is it all right,
Gussy 77 3

“Of course it is I’? said Blake.“ Gussy has agreed.””

““Weally, Blake i

“T propose a health to Cousin Ethel, and a prosperous
voyage I”’ said Tom Merry, rising to his feet, with a glass full
of lemonade in his hand.

And bon voyage was drunk with enthusiasm. And if
Arthur Augustus had any private opinions to express about
the propriety of Figgins accompanying him to London, he
did not have any opportunity of expressing them, and they
remained unuttered.

CHAPTER 7.

Off to London,

OM MERRY & CO. turned out in great force to see
Cousin Ethel and Figgins and D’Arcy to the station.
As Figgins and D’Arcy were staying the night in
~ Londen at Lord Eastwood’s house, in order to see Ethel off in
the morning, it was necessary to take some things with them.
Figgins tool a little bag, and Arthur Augustus D’Arey took
g large one—so large that he might really have been going
to Paris himself instead of to Charing Cross Station. The
_Terrible Thres, and the chums of Study No. 6; and Kerr and
Fatty Wynn, and Redfern & Co., of the New House, and
- Skimpole and Kangarco and Dane and Glyn, and Reilly
and Brooks and Thomson, and several other fellows, wallked
down to tho station, and crowded on the platfcrm to say
good-bye and wave their hands. - ;

Figgins found an empty cariage, and put Ethel in a
corner seat, and himself next to her, and the juniors stood
round the carriage till the train started. They had hosts of
things to say, and the{ all said them at once, and Cousin
Hthel smiled as cheerfully as she could, though her heart was
nof light at going so far away from her friends for so long a
time. The train whistled, and the juniors had to stand back.
Fatty Wynn clung to the door as the train began to move.

“ Riggy,”* he shouted—* Figgy !

“ Jump off, Fatty !

““Ves—yes; but don’t forget the lunch-basket when you see
Cousin Ethel off I

Riggins grinned. ;

“ All right, Fatty !”

5 Ar,l’d there ought to be a cold chicken in it, and a bottle

But what there shouid be a bottle of remained untold, for
the Rylcombe porter seized Fatty Wynn and dragged him
off the gliding train, none too scon. Cousin Ethel looked out
of the window and waved her hand. Fatty Wynn was lying
on the platform, and the porter was sitting on him and
gasping, and the chums of St, Jim's were waving their caps
and their handkerchiefs.

“ Good-bye I’

And the train rushed on.

Arthur Augustus settled down in the eorner seat opposite
Cousin Ethel. Politeness was very strong upon D’Arey, and
although he liked the corner seats, he offered his to Figgins.

“You can have this seat if you like, Figgy,” he said.

« Not at all, Gussy,” said Figgins, who was seated beside
Clousin Ethel, and would not have moved for a small for-
tune,

“ But, weally, it’s much more comfy, you Enow.?

“Not_at all{* A

e Well, youw're vewy good, Figgy,” said D’Axcy, his opinion
of Figgins improving. ‘‘ Let me see; we change into the
express at Wayland, don’t we ' :

“Yes.”

“VWell, you shall have the cornah seat in the expwess,
Tiggy, so as to be faih.” : 3

ot a bit of it, old man ! said Figgins cordially. © Make

~ yourself comfy.” ;

The local train did not take long to reach Rylcombe.

There they changed into the express for London, and again -

T’ Arcy offered Figging a corner seat. —Bub the unselfish
follow refused.  Arthur Augustus, having done what was
required by courtesy, settled himself down comfortably. The
train whirled on swiftly through the summer landscape, but
Tiegins, at least, had no eyes for green fields and wooded
hills and sparkling rivers.
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To Figey's mind, Cousin Ethel was going out into the
wilderness, where he would not be near to help her if she
wanted him—not that she was likely to need help of any

kind. But Figgins was very anxious about her far S0me

reason. £
“You won't forget St. Jim’s?” he said, aiter about® an

hour of eloguent silence. A

Cousin Ethel shoak her head.

“ Never !”” she said.

“Fthel is hardly likely to forget St. Jim’s, when her
cousin’s there,” said Arthur Augustus, in wonder, ‘ Besides,
Ethel hasn't a bad memowy, have you, Ethel?” 5

*“ No,” said Ethel, with a smile, i

% You must write to me, deah gal,’”? said D’Arcy, ‘“and
T'1l write to you and give you some tips about seein’ Paivis,
T did Pawis pwetty thowoughly when I was there, and T
know the place, you see. There are two or thwee places in
Pawis where you can get good tea, Ill send you ‘the
addwesses.” 5

“ Thank you, Arthur!’ <

“Not at all, deah gal! T’'ve a jollay good mind to make
a bweak, you know, and come to Pawis with your But I
cuppose the Head would be watty.” <

Cousin Ethel laughed.

T rather think he would,” she replied. : A

“By George!” said Figgins, as if a new idea had come
into his head. <

D?Arcy looked at him.

 Apythin’ the mattah, deah boy?”’ he asked.

- “No,” said Figgins, twrning red. !

D’ Arey took ogf his sille haf, placed it carefully upon ‘the
rack, and disposed a travelling-cap gracefully upon his hiead.

“T forgot to bwing a beok with me,” he said.  Iiiwas
owin’ to the huwwy of startin’. I suppose you haven's a
book about you, Figgy?” =

“Ves, I have,” said Figgins;
of the ‘Magnet.””

And he handed it to the swell of St. Jim’s.

‘““Sure you don’t want to wead?”

< Quite sure.” :

“Thank you vewy much, then.”

Figging and Cousin Ethel talked, while D’Arcy,
other side of the carriage, read. :

Figgins was not eloquent. Fe never was a greas talker,

3

“T've got the last number

on' the

" and when his feelings were moved, he was niore dumb than

ever., And what he said was only to the effect of how utterly
yotten it was that Cousin Ethel was going abroad. But
Eihel seemed to find his remarks interesting enough. i

T wish T could come!” said Figgins, for the twentieth
time. And for the twentieth time Cousin Ethel replied:

“1 wish you could !’ Bt

“We shall all miss you frightfully,’

T shall miss you all,” said Ethel.

“But vou'll write,” said Figgins. And then, fearing he
had putb his foot in it, he added: “To D’Arcy, I mean.”-

“Ves, I shall write to my cousin.”

“You might send some of the fellows a picture-posteard,™®
said Figgins. i

T will send them all a picture-postcard each,” said Ethel
brightly. “ Which one would you like—the Eiffel Tower, or
the Jardin des Plantes, or the Place de la Concorde ?”

“Qh, any one!” said Figgins. * Just say you're all right
on it—if you are all right, of course.”

“(QOh, I shall be all right.”

““Ves,” said Figgins, with a sigh,

Then there was another long silence.
and the carriage was lighted.

Arthur Augustus had fallen gently asleep. Neither Figgins
nor Bthel felt tired. Figgins felt the terminus coming ncarer.
He had thousands of things to say, and yet he did not know
how to say any of them.

1 feel frightfully miserable about your going away,” he
said at last. e

T don’t feel very happy about it,”” said Ethel.

:: I——I,;suppose you must go?”’

“Ves I—T suppose you must,” said Figgins.
were an older chap.”

“ Why 777

“ Because Oh, T don’t know !”

Another long silence.

“We shall be in socn,”

& Vg 1 : ,.

< The journey doesn't seem to have been very long, does
1t 222
- “Simply lightnimg 1’
A long silence again. >
“T_Pve got something to tell you,’

said Figgy.

“T suppose you will.”?
Night had fallen,

= 7
“7 wish I

said Cousin Tthel.

said Figgins.

3

said Figgins.

13 Yes ?3’ ;
I f—I—-TI—7 ol
“Yes??

CII—I-I—"
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. and adjusted his silk topper to perfection.

Every Thursday.

. Arthur Augustus started up.

. " Bai Jove, here’s the terminus !”

. And there it was. They were in London, and whatever it
was Figgins had to say remained unsaid. They turned out
of the train, and Arthur Augustus put his cap into his pocket
Then_a taxicab
carried all three of them away from the station, and Arthur
Augustus was the only one that talked on the way.

CHAPTER 8,
Figgins, Too !

HARING CROSS STATION presented its usual appear-
ance of bustle and animation on the following morn-
ng, prior to the departure of the Continental eXpress.

A mofor-car deposited four travellers at the station entrance,
Figgins and Arthur Augustus D’Arey took charge of wraps
and rugs and bags.

__* Nevah mind about the luggage,” said Arthur Augustus;
“I have given John instwuctions about wegistewin’ it to
Pawis. Would you mind lookin’ aftah Ethel, Figgy, while
L look aftah Aunt Adelina ?”’

“Pleasure !” said Figgins.

Arthur Augustus was distinguished for his politeness to
ladies of uncertain years. Mrs. Quayle was probably quite
as well able to take care of herself as Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy was; but D’Arcy considered it his duty to look after s

s

Ber, and he did it nobly.

Cousin Ethel, as a lesser responsibility, he relinquished to
Figgins, Figgins seemed quite equal o the task imposed
upon him. He piloted Cousin Ethel to the platform where
the Continental express was waiting, and found the carriage
where the two corner seats were réserved, and disposed Kthel
in one of them, long before D’Arcy and his aunt arrived on
the scene. Figgins was trying to look cheerful, in’ order
not o depress Miss Oleveland on her departure from England.
But his efforts were somewhat pathetie. Cousin Ethel was
very grave and quiet.

Figgins disposed wraps and rugs round Cousin Ethel as if
she was going on g Polar expedition. There were twenty
minutes yeb before the train started. Figeins stood dumb
for five minutes, longing to say things, till D’Arcy arrived
with Aunt Adelina.

**Bai Jove, you got heah first !’ said D’Arcy.

“Did we?” said Figgins.

“ Yaas. I thought you were lost. It would have been
howwibly wotten if you had put Cousin Ethel in the w’ong
twain.”

*No fear of that!”

“I am sure Figgins is very careful,”’ said Mus.
= Where is my wrap, Arthur?’’

“Bai Jove, it’s wound Ethel!”

“ And my rug?”’

“It’s wound Ethel, too.
wugs, Ethel?” ¢

= No,” said Ethel, laughing; “I didn’t notice I had two.”

“Well, you are an ass, Figgy,” said D’Arcy, under his
breath, as he relieved Cousin Bthel of half her incumbrances,
and arranged them round Aunt Adelina. ‘“Is that all wight,
Auntie ?”

* Yes, thank you, Arthur.”

. Arthur Augustus consulteéd his watch.

*“The twain goes in fourteen minutes,” he zaid. “ Time
for a cup of tea, if you would like me o ordah it.’’

= I'll buzz off and order it if you like,” said Figgins, eager

Quayle,

Do you want two waps and two

- to do something.

Buf neither Ethel nor Mrs., Quayle appeared to want tea.

= Got the lunch-basket all wight ?”’ asked D’ Arcy.

= It's on the rack,” said Figgins. !

* We sha'n’t need it,”’ said Aunt Adelina, with a smile.
“There is a buffet on the boat, and there is a long stop, too,
at Boulogne.” ~ ¢

D'Arcy shook his head wisely.

= Nothin’ like bein’ careful,”” he said. ‘“ Besides, I pwo-
mised Fatty Wynn that I wouldn’t forget the lunch-basket.
The gwub on the boat mayn’t be all wight; besides, you

. may not be able to eat on.the boat, if the sea is wuff.”

= Oh, dear!” said Mrs. Quayle.

“AMind you don’t forget to send a postcard when you
awwive, Ethel.” :

= ¥es; don’t forget.”

More passengers got into the carriage. The scats were
Siled up one by one, and the last minutes ticked away.
Arthur Augustus departed, to see that the luggage was cor-
rectly registered, and returned with the announcement that
it was “all wight.” Figgins looked at the big station-clock.

“*Five minutes ! he said.

If Figgins had been going to execution in five minutes, he
could hardly have spoken more lugubriously. Mrs. Quayle
looked at hun curiously, and Figgins coloured.,

“1 hope the sea won’t be rough,” he said.

Aunt Adelina shuddered.
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I hope it won’t,” she said. “T am not a good sailor.”

1 wish I were coming as far as Boulogne,” said Figging.
Hl m a Jolly good sailor, you know, and—and I’d look after
you.

Mrs. Quayle smiled.

. Oh, we shall be very well,”” she said.  Bithel is a goed
sailor, and she will look after me—won’t you, Ethel 7’

“Indeced I willI” said Ethel. 3 S

.“Mind how you drive from the station in Paris,” said
Figgins miserably. * Those cab-drivers in Paris are fright-
fully careless!” :

“Yaas, wathah! I wemembah that,” said D'Arcy.

“ By your leave, sir!” ;

The carriage door was closed. Only one minute now! Ii
seemed impossible to Figgins that in sixty short seconds
Cousin Ethel would have vanished from his sight. What had
he done that Fate should be so cruel to him? It seemed fo
the unfortunate junior that black clouds were about fo
descend upon the earth and engulf him, and that the light of
day was going.

D’Arcy pulled down the glass of the window, and they
shook hands for the last time through the aperture.

Figgins held Cousin Ethel’s hand unconsciously.

““ You—you’ll take care of yourself, Ethel 7’ he said. “I—T
feel frightfully nervous abouf your going away like this, you
know—just—just as much as if you were my own cousin, you
know.” -

“It’s all right, Figgins.”

“I—I wish I were coming.

““Btand back, Figgay, old man!” said D Arcy. ““Theve are
other people here who want to say good-bye to their friends,
old chap !”’

* Oh, sorry !” sgasped Figgins.

He stepped back, treading on the toe of an old gentleman,

2

who gaye him a stony glare, that was quite lost and wasted -

upon Figgins. He did not even know that he had trodden
upon the old gentleman’s toe. Figgins had a strange feeling
coming over him as if he were golng fo cry, and he turned
scarlet at the thought. e : -

What would Ethel think of him if he blubbered in public
like a baby? He watched Ethel from among the three or
four people who were saying good-bye to friends in the
carriage, his heart in his eyes, and tears very nearly there.

¢ Stand back, please !’

There was a shriek from the engine.

Arthur Augustus raised his silk hat. S

“ Good-bye, Kithel, deah gal! Good-bye, Auntie!

‘“ Good-bye 1’ : :

‘“Good-bye !’ gasped Figgins, “I——"

The train began to move. : W

Figging unconsciously made a movement towards the glid-
ing carriage, and Arthur Augustus pulled him back by the

arm. ; ‘ : :
“It’s too late, Figgay! Besides, you've said good-bye!
Sky and station,

What’s the mattah with you, old chap 7"’

Figgy did not reply. He could nof. | atio
and train and erowd, seemed to be spinning round Figging
at that moment. Cousin Ethel’s sweet face, and thg. little
gloved hand waving, looked at him as from a mist. Figging
came to himself with a start, and realised that the train was
gliding out of the station, ‘and that Cousin Ethel was going
from him—would be gone in a flash.

The guard was jumping isto his carriage, nearly abreast of
where Figgins stood. ; i d
hardly knew—he never explained. Perhaps it was a sudden
impulse he did not stop to reason with—certainly he had
small time for thought. But in that moment of anguish
one thing stood out clear to his mind—it was quite impossible
for him to let Cousin Ethel vanish from him. He made one
spring, and landed in the guard’s van after the puard, and
that astonished official gasped and slammed the door, with
Figgins inside. ; :

Arthur Augustus stood upon the platform, alone, gazing at
the vanishing train like a fellow in a dream.

“Piggins I’ he gasped. : : :

Figgins was gone. He had gone in the train. Arthur
Augustus stood like a statue, with his silk hat raised, dum-
founded. ’

“Bai Jove !” :

The train rushed out of the station. The crowd cleared
off. Arthur Augustus settled his silk hat on his head, in
utter amazement. Cousin Ethel and Aunt Adelina were gone
~—and Figgins was gone, too.!l S 5

““ Giweat Scott I”” murmured Arthur Augustus, in bewxldeg‘-
ment. “Tiggins must be off his wockah—wight off his
wockah, bai Jove! Gweat Scott!”’ 2

And, still in a state of amazed bewilderment, the swell of
St. Jim’s made his way from the station, wondering how he
should explain to the Head of St. Jim’s; and thq exXpress
thundered off towards the coast, bearing away Cousin Ethel,
and Figgins too.
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CHAPTER 9,
S Across the Channel.
L ELL, ’ere’s a go!'? cjaculated the guard.
igging picked himself up.
e He was quite as astonished as the guard.
Nearly lost it, sir I”? said the guard.

“ Ye-es,” stammered Figgins.

““Got your ticket ?”*

“Ticket? No!”
~ “Oh! You're travelling without a ticket, are you?" said
the man.

Figgins flushed.

“I—1I didn’t get a ticket ! he stammered. “I’ve got the
money to pay for ene, though! That’s all right!”

That was all right. But the other matters were not guite
all right. Figpins wondered why he had done if, and what
weuld happen next. What would Cousin Ithel say when she
learned that he was on the train? He would have to get off
at the first station, of course, and go back by the next train.
His wild escapade could not be carried any further than that.
As it was, he would be late returning to St, Jim’s, and there
would be trouble with the Head. How was he to explain to
the Head ? .

1t would not be easy to explain. And the thought came
into Figgins's mind that he might as well, according to the
old saying, be hung for a sheep as a lamb. He had to face
the musie, at St. Jim's, anyway. Why not go right on to
Folkestone and zee Cousin Ethel into the boat?

The desire to see her again was very strong upon Figgins.
e would be able to satisfy Aunt Adelina. FEthel would be
surprised, but—but would she be displeased? Figgins
wondered. o

_Figgins had not in the least made up his mind what he
should do when the train stopped at a station. . He
hesitated, and alighted. He felt that he ought to return to
S6 Jim’s. The folly of what he had done was clear enough
1o him. He could not go to Paris with Cousin Ethel; or, if
he went, he could not stay there. What was tho use of
prolonging the pain of pariing in this way? He stood on
ihe platform, dubitating. Then the thought that Cousin
Ethel might look out of the window and see him, smote him

with sudden fear, and he made a dive for the train. He took
a seab in a second-class compartment. His funds were
limited, and he did not know how far he might go. So little

did he really, at the bottom of his heart, intend to return to
St Jim's. :

The train rushed on through the smiling fields of Kent.

Figging sat thinking it out.

He thought the matter out in all its bearings, as the after-
noon wore away; and by the time the train ran into
Folkestone, he had arrived exactly at the point where he had
started thinking—that he did not know what he would do.

A great crowd alighted from the train and swarmed down
towards the boat.

Piggine walked with the rest.

He caught sight of Mrs. Quayle and Cousin Ethel, and
dedged out of sight behind a portly, elderly gentleman till
they had passed.

He did not want to meet them just then.
would be too awkward.

Which showed that Figgins, whether he realised it or not,
meant to go on the boat.

Ie went on with the last of the passengers.

He could see Cousin Bthel and Mrs. Quayle in decl-chairs
aft, and he skulked out of sight behind the engines till the
boat had started.

The Channcl steamer moved at last.

It was a sunny afternoon in early swiumer, and the deck
waa crowded with cheerful pasengers, and bright parasols
and hats and dresses glanced in the sun. :

Tigzing remained by himeelf, his hands plunged deep into
his pockets, till he was asked to show his ticket. Then he
purchased one—as far as Boulogre. He had not yet made
up his mind about Paris. 5

He looked at the ticket in amazement. What was he doing
ihere on a Channel steamer, with a ticket to Boulogne in his
hand, instead of speeding back with Arthur Augustus to
St. Jim’s? e

He had run away from school I

That was what it amounted to. :

A feeling of recklessness took possession of Figgins.
Well, supposing he had run away from school? He could
take his punishment afterwards without complaining. For
tho present, he would see the adventure through. He would
seo Cousin Kthel as far as Boulogne, if not as far as Paris.
Then he would return and take his licking like a man.

Explanations

They would not be anxious about him at St. Jim’s, because.

D’ Arcy would explain that he had gone in -the train with
Eshel. ;
Tue GEM LiBrary.—No. 223,
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Tigging was amazed abt himself—but he was quite cool
now.

Having decided to go the whole hog, as he put it to him-
sclf, he made his way along the crowded deck towards where
Cousin Ethel sat with her aunt.

Ethel did not see him coming.

_ She was very busy. For the steamer was now fairly ouf
llflf the chops of the Channel, and Mrs. Quayle was feeling the
effects. ;

The poor lady had turned very pale, and then slightly
grleen, and she asked in a fainting voice for her smelling-
salts. ;-

But the salts did not seem to revive her very much.

An obliging steward brought a large basin, the sight of
which completed the poor lady’s discomfiture.

She was very ill. Consin Ethel, who hardly felt the sea,
attended her with tender kindness. Figgins saw that he could
be useful now.

“ Shall T get some water?" he exclaimed, dashing up.

Ethel gave a little ey

““ Figgins!” she exclaimed, in amazement.

Figgins coloured. He had forgotten for the moment that
Ethel did not know that he was upon the boat.

“ Figgins |7 repeated Ethel blankly.

% Ye-es,” stammered Figgins feebly; ©it—it’s me.” In
his agitation he forgot even to be grammatical.

“1—T don’t understand!”’ murmured Ethel. *“ How did
you come here?”

Poor Mrs. Quayle was too ill to notice Figzins; she would
not have been capable of feeling surprised if the whole Fourth
Form of St. Jim’s had turned up and paraded on the deck
before her eves. -

“ I—T'll explain afterwards,” stammered Figgins, “I-I
came, you know. Let me look after Mrs. Quayle.”

He rushed away for a glass of water.

Mrs. Quayle sipped it, and was a little revived.

¢ Thank vou!” she murmured. :

“TLet me help her,” said Figgins. “Lean on my arm,
ma’am. This wox’t last long; we're past the middle now.”

“ Oh, dear!” murmured Mrs. Quayle.

She leaned upon Figgins's shoulder. She was a good :

" yeight, but Figgins supported her manfully and tenderly.

He was very sorry for her sufferings, and very kind and
gentle. HEthel looked at him over Mrs. Quayle’s bowed head.

The bhoat rolled on. There was wind on the sea, and the
water was a little rough. Sounds of woe were heard from
various parts of the deck. Figgins felt one or two slight
tremors within, but he erushed them down.

“ Figgins I’ murmured Ethel.

Figging met her eves guiluly.

“1—T came,” he said lamely.

It was obvious that he had come, and Ethel smiled a little.

“ But—but I did not see you in the train, Figgins.” )

T jumped in just as it was going.”

“ You might have been hurt.”

¢ 1T didn’t think of that.”

“ Where is Arthur 7’

T left him on the sfation. I suppese he’s gone back to
schoel. He will tell them.”” :

Ethel looked very grave.

“ There will be trouble over this, Figging,’

Figgins nodded. :

“ You don’t care?”’

“No ! said Figgins.

“ Byt why did you do %"’

“T—T—F¥ couldn’t let you go.”

“ Tt was a very wild and reckless thing to do, Figgins,’” said
the girl. “ I—T think I ought to be angry with you.”

Figgins looked alarmed.

% Oh, T wish I hadr’t done it!” he said,- so miserably that

* she said.

(ousin Bthel could net help relenting, and she gave him a

kind smile.

“T_T felt nervous about your going abroad, you know,”
said Figgins, ““ And—and there’s Mrs. Quayle, too.”

“ Mrs. Quayle.”

& Ves. She—she’s a bad sailor, and—and I can help look
after her.” : o ;

i Were you thinking of that when you jumped into the
train, Figgins??’

“Well, ne.”

“T am afraid Dr. Holmes won’t take it as an excuse, that
Mrs. Quayle is a bad sailor, for your running away from
school, Figgins.”

¢ T don't mind a licking, Ethel.”

« Some water |7 said Aunt Adelina faintly.

Figgins had it ready in an instant.

« Thank you, my dear boy. Oh, I—T feel very ill !’ ’

“T'm so sorry,” said Figgins gently. * We shall be ia
gsoon. Rest on my shoulder.”
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" Every Thursday..
. It seems a very long passage,” murmured Aunt

** ¥t's nearly over.”
- was a silence.
- =% What are you going to do in Boulogne, Figaing?” asked

Ethel siowly,

) **See you off to Paris,”
1% And then?”

== Take the evening boat back, I suppose,”
miserably.

*Cousin Ethel nodded.

*That is the best thing you can do,
Fou bave done this.”

“ You—you don’t want me along ?"

*1 don’t want you to get into trouble on my account,”™

“*Oh, that’s all richt ! T don’s mind the trouble.”’

** But I mind—for you,” said Ethel softly.

Ethel’s hand, caressing Mrs. Quayle’s bowed head, came in
£ontact with Figging’s, as he supported the old lady. Figging's
Biz brown fingers closed unconsciously upon the little white

said Figeins,

said Figgins

Figging, T am sorry

“*But—if T had permission to come—you’d be glad to have
- me along with you?” said Figgins, his rugged face lightning

* Ves, indeed.” 2
I shall get a licking anyway,” F iggins said thought-
fally. “ That’s nothing. But—it won't be any worse 1f I
©ome on to Paris.”
- Ethel tried not to smile.
* ¥You mustn’t !’ she said,
= But it won’t make it any the worse for me at St. Jim's.”
Mrs. Quayle raised her head, and their hands parted. The
poor lady was looking very white and weak.
= I-T wish we could come to land !’ she murmnred,
“Figgins pointed. :
““There it is,” he said. ““There’s the quay—you can see
e people on it. That building at the back is the Casino,
We sha’n’t be long now.”
And the Channel steamer bumped on into the French
Bharbour. T

CHAPTER 10,
In the Paris Express.

IGGINS certainly had no right to be in Boulogne-sup-
4 Mer instead of in the Fourth Form-room at St. Jim’s r
- but as he was there, he was very useful to the
|', travellers. He was the right fellow in the wrong place, so
£ put it. His strong arm helped Mrs. Quayle ashore, and
guided her to the train. Cousin Ethel walked firmly on the
other side of Figgins carrying the salts, and the wraps, and
£he rugs, and the various paraphernalia without svhich ladies
#ind it impossible fo travel. Mrs, Quayle leaned heavily upon
$he strong arm of the Fourth-Former of St. Jim’s. Tt was
Fisoins who declared to the officials in the dowans that the
#ravellers had nothing to declare, and Figgins svho found a
Sest-class carriage and placed Mrs. Quayle and her niece in
. The lugeage being registered to Paris did not require
attention, fortunately. : -

Mys. Quayle recovered somewhat now that she was on dry
land, and she began to be surprised at Figgins’s presence
@8 French soil. But Figgins did not give hor time to ask
muestions. He attended to getting the famous Tunch-basket
®pen, and then he rushed off to order tea. Meanwhile, he

a newspaper on the seat next to Ethel, to show that that
=4t was taken. ~ Which was a very queer proceeding on
Fizzins’s part, as he had not vet decided to go to Paris. But
- &l Figgind’s proceedings that day were queer.

- e tea, hot and fragrant, if not strong, had a wonderful
L Efect upon Mrs. Quayle. To get it strong, "as Figgins
- explained, was impossible now that the Channel was passed.
. He was doubtful whether Napoleon, at the height of his
1 T, could have had a cup of really good strong tea if he
wantedsit. Figgins attended to:the wants of the two
- fired fravellers as if he had been a born waiter, and did not
seem fo feel at all tived himself. Indeed, he was not tired; a
. wailway journey and a Channel crossing did not amount to
smuch o a fellow who would feel fit after a slogging game of
3 Sooter, or a whole day’s ericket match.
3 ~ But what are you doing here, Figgins?” Mis. Quayle
asked af last.
- " Just soing to sefile with the garcon,” said Figgins, pre-
fendins to misundarstand.

And he rushed off and did so; and at the same time bought
| & ket fo Paris; which made a very sevious inroad into the
. money he had left. Fioocins was not a rich fellow, but he

Bad several zood tips from kind uncles lately, and he
| Bad put all the money he possessed into his pocket, the day
Before, when he came to London, It was as if he had had
premonition of what he was going to do, though certainly
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he had Iaid mo plans. But his money was at a very low
ebb now. : :

But Figgins did not care for that. He did not care for
anything very much just now, The joy of seeing Cousin
Ethel as far as Paris, and making sure that she was quite
safe before -he left her, was enough for Figgins. An'd
perhaps there was some wild scheme working in Figgins's
mind to stay in Paris; or else to induce Mis. Quayle and
her niece not to stay there. Certain it is, that Figgins had
by no means made up his mind to part with Cousin Ethel,
and it was equally certain that the journey to Paris would
not last for ever—although on Continental railways journeys
do seem to last almost for ever. G ;

“Just going,” said Figgins, stepping inte the carriage.
* You've got your ‘Daily Mail,’ Ethel?”
"~ ¥ Yes, thank you!” ; ; -

“ But how did you get here, Figzins?”’ and Aunt Adelaide.

*“ Crossed in the boat from Folkestone, ma’am.”’

“Yes, yes, I know that; but I mean, how is it you are
not at school 2" :

2 Well, you see—— By Jove, we're off I ;

Figgins drew the carriage door shut, as an elderly foreign
gentleman came along and turned his eyes upon it. ;
 There was no one in the carriage as yet, excepfing the
three English travellers, and Figgins did nob want any
foreigners in 1t. <

Buf that was hardly reasonable; and the elderly foreign
gentleman was quite within his rights in trying to open the
carriage door. - : -

Figgins did not want anybody in the carriage just then,
and this particular foreigner was especially offensive in
Figgins's sight. : :

For Figgins had seen him cast his eye upon Cousin Ethel, and
that was an offence in Figging’s sight which was unpardon-
able. i : 5

An elderly French gentleman might have east an admiring
eye upon @ fresh, pretty English girl without any great
harm done, but to Figgins’s mind Cousin Ethel was a sacred
object which must not be even looked at. =

So he held the door of the carriage fast from inside,

The elderly gentleman looked in at him through the
window, with & gleam in his watery greenish-grey eyes that
was very unpleasant. 2 3

* Ouvrez—ouvrez " he exclaimed angrily, :

Figgins shook his head, whether fo indicate that he did
not speak French, or that he would not open the door, we
cannot say.

“Quvrez !”
demande——"" S

““The refreshment-room is down the platform,” said
_Figgins. - :

“Hein! Vour avez dit—"" =R

¢ Passez down le platform pour le buffet,” said Figgins.

“Ciel! Ouvrez la porte ! e Nk

“ Abont a dozen steps from here,” said Riggins, persisting
that the welderly French gentleman was asking him for
directions to the station buffet,

* Ah, you are English!” said the Frenchman. “T speak,
£00, your tongue. Open zen ze door of zis earrisge, so I
shall enter. I go to Paris.”

*“ Just off,”” said Figgins.

¥ My dear Figgins—"" said Mrs. Quayle. : =

Figgins turned rownd as she spoke, still keeping his grip
on the handle of the door, glad of an excuse for turning his
back on the importunate French gentleman. .

“ Yes, ma'am. What did yon say? We're just off.”

The French gentleman gave another wrench at the door,
and finding that he could not open it, he uttered a word in
French, which it was fortunafe the ladies did not under-
stand, and he hurried down the frain and jumped in at the
next carriage.

Tigging grinned triumphantly. =

“Buf you had no right to keep him out, Figging,”
Mrs. Quayle remonstratingly, :

“ There are a lot of other carriages here,” Figgins ex-
plained. “It will be much nicer for him to fravel with
French people.”’ : s

“ But really——"'

* We don’t want any blessed foreigners in here, do we?!

Mrs. Quayle smiled.

“ But we are the foreigners hers,”” she said.

“Well, yes. Still, it’s better not to have any blessed
FEroggies buzzing about,” said Figgins, *“and I don’t like
that chap.”

The train started,

< Too late for him now,” said Figgins, with a grin.

- But Figgins grinned too soon.

He had forgotten that it was a corridor train, and before
the express had been in motion two minutes, the elderly
gentleman came down the corridor, and looked info tha
carriage from the other side.
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There was a slight grin upon his face. : ;

He deposited a little leather bag upon a seat, with a
graceful bow to the occupants of the compartment.

“La place est libre?” he asked, 2

“1 don’t speak French,” said Figgins grufily.

“Zis place is free 7

“¥Yes,” muttered Figgins.

“Zen I take him.”’

And the French gentleman-took “him,” and sat down.

Figgins grunted.

CHAPTER 11
Figgins Loses His Temper. :
HE Paris express glided on through the dull, un-
mteresting landscape of Northern France. Perhaps
it was because the landscape was uninteresting
that the occupants of that particular carriage devoted
all their attention to one another.

Figgins had placed Cousin Ethel in a corner seat, and
Mrs. Quayle in the other corner seat facing her. He had
seated himself beside Cousin Ethel, By this means he pre-
vented any blessed forgigner from sitting beside
Cousin = Ethel, or opposite  to her. But  the
elderly French gentlenran sat beside Mrs. Quayle, and
ko -he was opposite Figgins, and was quite as well able to
look at Cousin Ethel as if he had been directly opposite.
And he appeared to have selected that occupation as his sole
amusement for the journey to Paris:

Perhaps he was annoyed, as he had a right to be, by
Figging's efforts to keep him out of the carriage. Perhaps
he. was exasperated by Figging’s ill-concealed distrust and
dislike for a perfect straniger. And perhaps in return 16
amused him to make the boy angry and uneasy.

Eertainly he acted as if that were the case.

Figgins looked him over several times. To the healthy,
sturdy British boy, the elderly French gentleman was an
eyo-sorrow. He was certainly elderly. His hair, which was
very scarce;, was- carefully brushed to conceal the fact that
be was partially bald, and the attempt to conceal the partial
baldness only drew attention to it. To make up for the
want of hair on the top of his head, he had a great deal on
the lower part. He wore a thick moustache, carefully waxed
to two points which curled almost to his eyes. He had a
beard which was so black that anybody could have seen that

. i was dyed, and it was frained with the utmost care to a
point, . That a man old enough’ to be the father of a big
family should take such minute care of his personal appear-
anee offended Wigging’s notion of the fitness of things.

The elderly - gentléeman was dressed with the same
gerupulous care. He wore a black frock-coaf, that fitted him

like a glové, and showed off the elegance of a slim figure—a-

figure which Figgins, in his mind, characterised as skinny.
His trousers were creased as earefully as Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy’s best Sunday bags at St. Jim’s. They tapered to

the ankles, where they met a pair of patent leather boots, . .

which were of the most elegant shape, and of the most
aggressive polish, and which were too small for the wearer—
Figgins knew that. That a man of elderly years should
eram his feet into hoots too small for him filled Figgins with
disgust.

The elderly French gentle-
man moved with grace and
elegance, but at the same time

NEXT THURSDAY:

with a slight suspicion of stiff-
ness, and once or twice Figgins
thought he heard a slight creak
—which confirmed him 1 his
suspi¢ion that the Frenchman
wore stays. Figgins had heard
that Frenchmen wear corsets to
improve. the elegance of the
figure, the words could not
adeguately express Pigging’s
opinion on the subject.

The elderly French gentle-
man wore a brightly shining
siilk hat, with a brim of ex-
aggerated curl; and—last and
mest serious offence—an eye-
glass. It was not an elegant
eyeglass like D’Arcy’s, at St.
Jim’s, but a very large one,
with a thiek black rim, held on
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It was evident to Figgins, inexperienced as he was, that th
elderly Freuch gentleman was not at all elderly in his ovwi
opinion—that he was one of the boys, so to speak, and
looked upon himself as quite z gay young fellow—that ko
was, in fact, one of the elderly ‘‘flaneurs’ of the Parig
boulevards, whom Figgins had noticed during his holiday in
Paris some time before, and whose appearance had filled
him with scorn.
- That an elderly gentleman should have no better business
than to get himself up as a young fellow, and walk aboub
making himself obnoxious to decent and sensible people,
seemed an outrage to Figgins. :

And that he should dare to cast his foalish old eyes on 4
girl like Cousin Ethel bordered upon sacrilege. ;

And certainly he did dare. Perhaps it was more to
provoke Figgins than anything else. FHis big black-rimmed
eyeglass was incessanily turned towards Ethel. The girl did
not seem to be conscious of it, but Figgins was very conscions
of it, and it exasperated him beyond words. ]

His growing fury, which, of course, he had no way of ex-
Pressing, probably amused the ancient flaneur. - Ferhaps it
elated him with a feeling that he was not yet out of the
running, so to speak, since he could make a boy of fifteen
jealous and angry. . : =

It was certain that the old hoy was trying to eatch Cousin
Ethel’s eye, and it was equally certain that Bthel did not let
him do it. Which showed that, in spite of her unconscious-
ness, she was quite as well aware as Figgins of the un-
féearsan,t kind of a ‘“bounder” who was travelling with
Aem. L 5 <

Having scanned Cousin Ethel and Figgins to his satis-
faction, the elderly French gentleman turned his attentisn
to Mrs. Quayle. He might have looked at her to his heart’s
content without Figging taking offence at it. :

“ You go to Paris, madame?” said the elderly French gen-
tleman,” breaking silence with an effort at conversation.
Figgins knew that he had selected the widow as the meost
vulnerable point of attack upon the party. :

Mrs. Quayls was recovering from the sickness on the boat;
but she was tired, and she was quite unconscious of the war
of glances that had been going on between Figgins and the
elderly French gentleman. - ;

She gaye a little nod. : :

‘“ Al la belle Paris!”’ said the French_man.' “You know

‘her, madame?’-

; Mrs. Quayle smiled a little, and admitted that she knew
her. :

‘“ You live, perhaps, in my city?'’ said the Frenchma

““ No,”” said Aunt Adelina. ! 3 e
¢ But you go there to live, is it not?”’

“Yes, for some time.”

Mrs. Quayle saw no special reason to snub the polita
stranger, but her replies were cold enough to have frozen off
an Englishman But the elderly French gentleman was of
the kind that can take a great deal of freezing.

“ And your sister, she live in Paris, too?’ said the gentle-
man.

Mrs. Quayle satiled more condially. Figgins kitew n
well that the elderly French gentleman z\?xis only prégerxflfﬁgg
to take Cousin Ethel for Mrs, Quayle’s sister; but the widow
did not know it. How should
she, when every glance in her
glass showed her that she was
very far from looking her age ?
It is not my sister,” she ex-
plained—“ my niece.”

The elderly French gentle-
man was amazed, almost in-
credulous. 80 eminently
respectable and sedate a lady.
as Aunt Adelina could be sus-
pected of bridling, certainly
Mrs. Quayle bridled just a
hittle. v 5

Figgins snorted.

“And the little boy; he is
your niece’s brother ?*” said the
Frenchman.

Figgins ground his teeth.

He was not a little boy. He
was nearly fiffeen, so far as age
went; and so far as size weni
he was taller than that ancient

to a double silk ribbon, also
black.

His eyes were of a greenish
grey, but his eyebrows and
lashes were as black as his
beard and moustache—dyed
with the same dye.
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lounger of the boulevard, And
he had already made a mental
calculation that in case of a
row, it would take him akont
gseconds to kmnock the
Parisian gentleman into a
cocked hat, -
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*‘Hand her up!” said Mr. Harris, leaning over the wrecked carriage-doof to receive the fainting lady. The
exhausted Figgins made a desperate effort, and lifted her up
[ Harris scized her in his fat hands, and d:ew her into safety at last! (See Chapter 15.)

for ihe sporting gentieman to grasp., M,

*“The leetle mees, she go to school in Paris?”’ the polite
giranger went on.
- Wes,” said Mrs. Quayle.
"~ " How delightful for the leetle mees!’?
And the elderly French gentleman turned his eyes upon
2B little miss, but the little miss did not meet his glance.
- " And you live in Paris, too, mon petit garcon?’ the
French gentleman inquired graciously of Figgins, just as if
_iliey were on the best of terms.
~ " No.” grunted Figgins.
~ * But you like to live in Paris?”’
*“No,” said Figgins grimly
" Ah, vraiment! How frank—how delightfully frank is
“2e English nature!” said the French gentleman, with a beam-

ang 8.

Mzs. Quayle looked a little shocked at Figgins’s rudeness.

~ My dear Figgins?’ she murmured.
: ingms coloured. The Frenchman was making him look
wough and boorish, and Figgins had a wild desire to jump up
~and Eick him out of the carriage. In any encounter of that
— Sost Figgins would have had as much advantage as the
= ¥renchman had in the war of words.
" The frain roared and bumped, and for a time talk was
Smaudible. Cousin Ethel took the opportunity of speaking to

R
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Figgins while her voice was inaudible to the others on the
other side of the carriage.

*‘ You must not look so angry, Figgins P’ she murmured.

Figgins made an effort to clear his angry brow. >

:: Was”I looking angry?”’ he muttered.

“Y'm sorry, Ethel!” ;

“ You must not mind that ridiculous old gentleman,
Frenchmen are net like Englishmen, you know.”

Figgins snorted. ;

¢ No, I know that!” he said. “I'm jolly glad to be with-
you, Ethel. It ain’t safe for a girl to travel about this rotten
country !’ S

Ethel smiled. :

* But the absurd old man will not do any harm, Figgins.
He is only-chattering, and strangers do talk to one anaother
in this country, you know. It’s a custom.”

“ A rotten bad custom !’ said Figgins. :

Cousin Ethel smiled again. 535

“But_you must rot look so ferocious, Figgins.
absurd 12

* Ye-es, T suppose it is,”” said Figgins.

‘‘ There is nothing te be annoyed about.” :

-“Oh, isn't there?” said Figgins. ** You're going to be shub

Tar Gem LisrarRy.—No. 223,
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‘up for & wlhole year among these—'"" Figgins -paused just
in time, and coloured. “ Among these foreign people. It's a
wotten mistake to send English girls abroad to finish their
education. This isn’t a country for nice girls to live in,”

“ Fndeed !”” said Cousin Ethel.

. ““No, it isn’t!” said Figgins. ¢ Gussy was quite zight. T

jolly well wish I were your guardian, and I'd rush you baek

4o England by the next train. It's rotten!”

F'“ Fm !f;\.fr-aid I cannot listen to you crificising my guardians,
jgoins !

§Well, thoy ought to know better!” said Figgins reck-

* lessly. To his own amazement he was growing angry with
Consin BEthel, why he could not tell. It was almost as if she
ad somo part in the offence given by the ancient Parisian
andy. He had never been angry with Ethel before—he had
never dreamed that he could be angry with her. But he was
boiling with rage inwardly now, and as polite manners and
customs forbade him to hurl himself bodily tpon the old
¢ hounder” who had provoked him, perhaps it was only
natural that some of his exasperation should turn upon the
unconscious cause of the trouble. =

‘What did Cousin Ethel want to defend the old fool for?
Figgins demanded of himself. One could never understand
girls. Why didn’t she realise, as keenly as Figgins did, that
it was an offence against all nature for that obnoxious old
chump to be breathing the same atmosphere with her ab all?

“Clousin Ethel’s lips closed a little tightly.
}Zeen ‘angry with Figgins before, but she was perilously near

> NOW.

“Indeed !” she said again.

€ Yes, indeed !’ vetorted Figgins,

€ Please drop the subject,” said Ethel.

Figgins glared.

< Perhaps I'm in the way!” he said savagely.

Cousin Ethel looked at him, Figgins could have bitten out
bis tongue the next instant for having said those words; bub
they were said now, and there was no recalling them.” And
he was too angry to do the only thing possible—beg Cousin
Yithel’s pardon on thé spot. He avoided her surprised glance
‘end scowled ab the landscape.

The train buzzed and hummed and roared. Tn the earriage -

there was silence save for the noise and racket of the train.

“Vou had no right to say that, Figgins,” said Ethel at last.
#¢ T think you are silly 1" :

£ QOh1” said Figgins.

¢ And rude.”

¢ Oh 1" gaid Figoins again, more grimly than before.

_“ And you ought to be sorry for being rude and silly.”

“ T'm not sorry.’’

Cousin Ethel's lips hardened again.

€ Very well,” she said; “if you cannot be polite, we had
Petter not talk any more until you are in a better temper.”’

And she drew a little farther away.

Figpins drew in a hard breath. He was turious—furious
with the old fool opposite, furious with himself, furious with
Cousin Fthel, furious with everything and everybody. He
bad quarrelled with Ethel—his first quarrel with her—just
ot the time when he should have been most careful to avoid
anything like a quarrel. Jealousy was cating out his very
heart. Perhaps it was true—perhaps he was in the way, and
she wanted to geb rid of him. He knew thab it wasn’t so,
bub he was not in-a mood to be reasonable; he was in a
sitrange mood, which he did not understand himself, when
f-lhere was a strange kind of pleasure in torturing himself and

er.

She was very quiet. But silence weighed upon Figgins—
weizhed upon him like lead.. He felt a feverish desire to
epeal—to say cruel things—things that would stab him after-
wards when he recalled them—things he knew he should not

=ay.

““ft's not my temper that's at fault!” he growled.

Ethel did not reply. :
 “Tt's my brains,” said Figgins bitterly. “Some of the
follows at St. Jim’s say I am an ass, and I suppose they're
richt. I was an ass to come here—I know that.”

ilence from Cousin Ethel. :
“T'm an ass nob to know when my company isn’t wanted,”
_gaid Figgins. d

Fthel's lips trembled a little, but she did not speak. Figgins
folt the blood mount to his head ; he was very near tears, and
furious with himself for being so moved.

<1l got” he said.

Tf Consin Ethel had made & gesture to stop him he would

have stayed. Butb she did not move or speak. Figgins rose
from his seat, and stepped out into the corridor of the train.
Tio stood in the carriage doorway, looking back at Hthel
Fler eyes were fixed straight before her, and she did not
- seom to be conscious of Figgins’s existence. With min, led
misery and fury in his heart, Figgins ook a pace or two along
~ the corridor. He could not return now unless Hthel asked
Tae Gum Lisrary.——No. 223,

She had never

him to: and evidently she did not intend to do that, -The
oirl’s pride was wounded, and she would make no sign.af jud
The noise of the train died away a little. As it slackentd,
the voice of the elderly French gentleman became audiblefin
the earriage. . Wi
The noise of the train died away a little. As it slackened:
the voice of the elderly French gentleman became audibletint
the earriage. :
< (Vest froid, ici—you permit zab T close ze doort” s
The thin, gloved hand of the elderly Frenchman reached to
the sliding door that was open upon the corridor of the train.
Tt was pushed shut and it clicked fast—and Figgins was shub
out of the carriage. s

et

CHAPTER 12,
: The Cloud Between, :
IGGINS stood in the corridor of the train. :
The Paris express was bumping along towartds

% Armiens,  Flat, uninteresting country lay round the
railway-track; little trees dotted the horizon; here and there,
in the distance, factory chimmneys belched hideous smoke
against the sky. ¢

Figgins stood bareheaded in the corridor, He had left his
cap m the carriage, and he could not go back for it. He
&d not even remember it. IHe stood there, with his hands
thrust deep info his pockets, his face white with anger.
Figgins had never dreamed that there was so much evil in
his nature as now boiled up within him. A picture danced
before his eyes of the elderly French gentleman going down
before his fists, with blood upon his withered, pasty face,
and there was pleasure in that mental picture. Why didn’t
he go back into the carriage, grasp the old fool by the neck,
and sling him out bodily into the corridor? He could have
done it easily. Bub it was impossible. And the boy realised
miserably that in giving way to his temper as he had done,
he had played fairly into the hands of the old “bounder.”
He had stepped out of the carriage of his own accord, and
his pride forbade him to re-enter. And the elderly French-
man, under pretence that it was cold with the door open,
had closed the door upon the corridor, and shut Figgins ou
of the carriage.

He cerfainly could not have pleased his rival better than
by acting as he had done, :

His rival | Figgins laughed aloud at the word. That dyed,
painted, corseted old fool his rival! :

Well, if Ethel wanted to talk to that bounder instead of to
Figgins, let her! How he wished he had gone back to St.
Jim’s with D’Arcy! What a foel he had been!

After all, a fellow never could understand gixls. ; S

He looked through the glass into the carriage. The train
was not making so much noise now, and evidently conversa-
tion was possible. The elderly French gentleman had skil-
fully penetrated Mrs. Quayle’s reserve, and engaged tha}
lady in talk, and he was skilfully drawing Cousin Ethel into
it without excitin% the old lady’s suspicions. Figgins's face,
glaring through the window from the corridor, and scowling
blackly, was quite visible to Ethel; and perhaps it was upon
Figgins's account that she allowed herself to be drawn into
the kalle as the old Frenchman wished. Figging could nob
hear what was said, as the door was closed, but he saw that,
Ethel was speaking. .

So she was talking to the bounder as soon as he was out
of the carriage! She had wanted him to go, of couxse, all
fhe time. She hadn’t wanted him $o come on the boat froin
Tolkestone. And he had run away from school to look after
her, and guard her all fhe way fo Paris, and af the fist
excuse she dropped him, and allowed a beastly Frenchman
to talk to her!

What an idiot he had been!

What an idiot he was, wonld have been a motre appropriate
reflection. But Figgins did not think so just then.

Te would not stay and look on. He would find & seat in
another earriage, and at Amiens he would drop guietly out
of the framn, and wait there for the next train back fo.
Boulogne and England. That was the best thing he could do.

e moved slowly along the corridor, feeling as if a heavy
chain, growing in weight at every step, held him io the
carriage m which Cousin Ethel was. »

The seats in the next carriage were full, filled with a family
of taurists, who were talking and laughing merrily. - :

Their cheerfulness jarred upon Figgins.

e went on to the next carriage, and found that the corner
seats were taken, but the middle seats left. Four Frenchmen
were there, and at that moment Figgins was as desirous for
the society of mad dogs as for that of Frenchmen. He
passed on, and came to the end of the corridor, and passed
over the shaky iron plates into the next car. There he found
a corner seaf, and p}unged into it, and sat down. W

There were two or three passengers in ¢he carriage he ha
entered, and they glanced at Figgins curiously. R
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Be poor fellow was not elever at hiding his feelings. He
=% in his corner seat and scowled at space.
- He was thinking bitterly. :
~ What was going on in the next car? Cousin Ethel was
Salking with the old Frenchman, perhaps laughing at his
- Zﬁfnt Enghsh; and Figgins, growing weirdly suspicious,
- 5ad already made up his mind that the old rascal spoke in
3 English intentionally, in order to raise a smile, and
| thereby insinuate himself info the good graces of Mrs. Quayle
- and her niece.
~ Perhaps he would actually make friends with them. DMus.
ivle might allow him to call upon her in Paris. He would
Cousin Lthel again—sce her, tallkk to her, make friends
1 her, perhaps, after Figgins had gone back to England,
: Swa}gl;inding away at his lessons in the old Form-room
= St Jim’s.

and still with rage and dismay. s
2" Monsieur !’
% Frenchman, seated opposite to Figgins, had been watch-
his face for some time, and seemed kindly concerned by
remarkable changes that were taking place incessantly
2 ns’s expressive features. He leaned forward a lLittle.
Monsieur !”’
gins stared abt him.
a Frenchman.
Lonsieur, vous etes malade ?”” said the Frenchman sym-
stically. ‘ Mal-de-mer, n’est-ce-pas?”’
SN0 17 grunted Figgins.

Vat you call sea-seeck 77’
1 m not sea-sick.”
" Excusez !” said the Frenchman gracefully.
sieur is malade, is it zat I can do somesing ?*?
S T'm not malade.’”
Bien!”
~ And the passenger drew back into his seat, wondering at
eraff manners of those dreadful islanders, the English.
sggins coloured a little. The man had meant to he
sous and helpful, and he had not lecked at Cousin

After all, there was no necessity to be rude because
oid boulevard lounger in another carriage was making
=elf cbnoxious.
“‘T&ank you very much,” said Fiegins; “but Pm all

He was in no mood to be talked

“But if

The passenger nodded.
But Figpins knew that the pasengers in the carriage were
ding him with curiosity, and after a few minutes he
Bdrew info the corridor again. He tramped along it in
direction of Hthel’s carriage, and stopped. He could not
would not go back. And he felt that if he found the
= of them tfalking and laughing together, he would lose
temper completely, and there would be trouble. And
5t R place him in a worse light than ever. What
Mrs. Quayle think if he started punching a dperfeci;
Tange in a railway-carriage? Very likely she would faint.
Cousin Ethel would look at him scornfully.
The train was s}ackening speed. :
"W hat is the station we're coming to?” asked Figgins of
&t man in 2 fancy waistcoat, who was smoking a big black
gar in the cormdor. The man was evidently an English-
and not a very t variety of Englishman; but
i wes beiter t a Frenchman at that moment to

P* said the gentleman with the cigar.

.9’” 5
alone?” asked the man with the cigar, with
at the troubled, bareheaded boy.

‘said hawkwardly.

“oub at Ameong ?”’ asked the sporting gentleman,

in’ on to Paree,” said the stranger, through a

| goin’
of st;?ng»snlelling smoke, “Ever been to the races
g - said Figgins.

< 2t Chanully 1

" " Weu ought to go. You don't see Paris unless you see
ie taees " said the sporting gentleman. “I'm Fred Herris.
Fou Enow that name?”
*Ne"
' S No " Alr Harris locked surprised. * Mighty few gents
Newmarke: and Epsom and Auteuil who don’t knew that
. Ever had anything on a horse?”
= Omnly myself,” said Figgins. -

g satlemm laughed.
3f you're in Paris, and you see me, I'll give you

d thing,” be said. ““Smoke?”’
g, thanks ™

there's your station,” said Mr. Harris.

e
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S Snd at thabt thought Figgins's heart seemed almost to -

finishéd Parisian

‘the journey very much for Mrs. Quayle, at least.
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The ftrain was slackening down into Amiens. Figging
nodded to the sporting gentleman, who was full of good
humour, and evidently longing for somebedy to talk English
to. His talk was not exactly suitable for a boy of fifteen
to listen to, but that fact was quite unknown to Mr. Fred
Hazrris, who never changed his style of conversation, w.ha.t-
ever company he was in. Figgins moved along the corridor
as the train stopped in the station of Amiens, and paused

again. :

He had to go back to the carriage for his cap. He might
have avoided that; after all, he could buy a new cap i
Amiens for a few francs. But—bnt if he did not rejoin the
party—if they did not see him at Paris—what would they
think? They might fancy that he had fallen off the frain
and been killed—that there had been an accident. 1
he be so rude as to go without saying a word? Cousin
Ethel would understand why he went, but Mrs. Quayle would
not. She would be amazed and justly offended if he went
without even a word of farewell; and, indeed, she was certain
to think that something had happened to him.

Figging hesitated in the corrider. 2

The reasons he had debated in his mind for not getting
off the train at Amiens were good ones: but at the bettom
of his heart he knew very well that his real reason was that
he did not want to leave Cousin Ethel with the Frenchman

Doors banged along the train. e

Mr. Fred Harvis paused in the act of lighting a new
‘cigar to call out to the boy along the ecrridor.

“ Hi, kiddy, you'd better hop it if youre going!l”

““All right,” said Figgins absently.

‘“ She’s moving 7

“All right”

The tramn glided out of Amiens station. M.
looked at Figgins with unbounded astomishment.

“ Well, my ’at!’ he ejaculated. z )

Figgins walked along the corridor in the opposite diree-
tion, to escape Mr. Harris. He had to pass the window

Harvis

of Ethel's carriage, and to save his life he ecould not have

avoided locking in as he passed. The elderly French gentle-
man was evidently telling a comic story, with both hands
engaged in illustration, and his withered face full of smiles.
Mrs. Quayle was smiling, and Cousin Ethel was laughing.
Both of .them appeared to have forgotten completely the
fact that there was such a person existing in the wide world
as Figgins. Figgins tramped on past the carriage, with
the bitterness of death in his heart.

CHAPTER 13.
In the Midst of Life—

HE train bumped on under the westering sun. Figging

- longed to walk back along the corridor and glance

in at the carriage. But he would not. If Cousin

Ethel did not want him, he wonld not force himself upon

her. The miserable lad forgot that if Cousin Ethel wanted

him, she could not very well let him know, while there

were two or three carriages between them. Perhaps she

was leaving him alone to get over his temper, but, if so,

he was not succeeding in doing that. He was very angry,

and very nuserable, and probably Ethel in the carriage was
as miserable as ho was. :

The elderly French gentleman had succeeded in ingratia-
{ing himself with Mrs. Quayle. He had succeeded in draw-
ing Ethel into talk, partly beeause she was anmoyed with
Figgins. He was now telling droll stories in mingled French
and English, and generally airing =himself, so to speak,
to show the English ladies what a really entertaining fellow
he was, and how unnecessary it was to think of the sulky
boy who had withdrawn himself from the carriage. That
was the full extent of his offending—probably he had no
thought in his foolish old mind of greater harm than the
desire to spread himself, as it were, and show what a
ian he was. Certainly, his politeness was as
exquisite as the fit of his gloves and the polish on his boots,
and he said nothing whatever that Figeins nced have been
offended at, if he had still been in the carriage. If the
foolish. old fellow had mot locked at Cousin Ethel, and
entered into a ridiculous competition with a boy, to ecub
Figeins out with his companion, probably Figeins weuld
have been there, enjoying his funny stories, which lightened
As it was,
the ridiculous old flaneur had the field to himself, and
Figging was sulking in the corrider, Like Achilles in his
teut, with feelings that rose occasionally to an almost mur-
derous pitch. e :

Cousin Ethe! was weary of it—weary of the journey,
weary of the absurd old man and his absurd elegance and
exaggerated courtliness, and wishing that she had been
kinder to Figgins. He had taken so much trouble for her:
ho had bolted from school because he was so anxious aboub
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her, and she knew that he would have to face a severo
punishment when he returned to St. Jim’s. Certainly, he
ought not to have criticised her guardians as he had done;
certainly his fears for her were ungrounded. But it was
his strong affection for her that had made him offend, and
how many boys would have taken the risk of that reckless
plunge into a foreign country for her sake? Ethel’s heart
was heavy with thinking of ‘poor Figgins shut out of the
Carriage, and yet, if her had entered she would probably
have -averted her eyes from him; such is the peculiar per-
versity of human nature. :

With Ethel miserable in her carriage, and Figgins miserable
outside it, the ancient Johnny of the boulevards rattled on,
charming Mrs. Quayle, and boring her niece ‘almost to ex-
tinetion, thongh she nodded and smiled, in case Figgins
should glance in from the corridor. If Figgins should see
her apparently amused and entertained, she expected him
to know by some mysterious intuition that she wasn’t any-
ghmg of the sort—which is one of the ways that women

ave. :

Three times Figeins tramped back towards the carriage,
and three times he stopped before he had reached it, too
proud to show himself. And Mr. Fred Harris, having
smolked three big, black ecigars, and yawned portentously,
and longing for somebody to' speak to in English, came
along to Figgins, and cornered him, as it were, at the end
of the corridor. =

““Goin’ on to Paree?” he asked affably.

““ Yes,” said Figgins.

 Thought you were getting out at Amecong?”’

““ Well, T didn’t.”

“Got folks in there?’ said Mr. Harris, with a jerk of a
fat and not over-clean thumb towards the carriage in which
the elderly French gentleman was still talking, with the
inexhaustible energy of his race.

“ Yes,” said Figgins. Sl

“Row?"’ asked Mr. Harris sagely.

Figgins shifted uncomfertably. He had no intention
whatever of confiding his secret sorrows to this horsey and
good-natured gentleman in the loud waistcoat and glaring
necktie, with the silk hat cocked on one side of his well-
oiled head. : ; :

My, Harris changed the subject to horses. Figgins was
fond of horses, like most British boys, but Mr. Harris’s
views on horses did not agree with his own. Mir. Harris
only regarded a horse as an object that ran in races, and he
gave Figgins wonderful tips about the form of the gee-gees
at Auteuil that were quite wasted on the St. Jim’s junior.
He ornamented his conversation with = expletives that
shocked Figgins, and the boy would have been glad to
escape from him, yet he was feeling so lonely and ‘“ rotten”
that in one way he was glad of Mr. Harris’s company.
My, Harris might be-a sporting gentleman, and extremely
. loud both in clothing and manners, but, at all events, he
was better than that unspeakable old bounder who had
forced himself upon Ethel and Mrs. Quayle. Figgins wished
from the bottom of his heart that one of the fellows from
St. Jim’s had been with him. Tom Merry or Blake or
Kerr would have been able to advise him what to do.
Figgins felt miserably that old Kerr, for instance, would
not have been done in this way by a rotten foreigner. Kerr
would have turned the tables upon the elderly French
gentléman somehow. How Kerr would have done it Fig-
gins did not know; he only knew that he, Figgins, couldn’t.

¢ Stoppin’ in Paree?” asked Mr. Harris presently.

“I*don’t know.”

“ Young lady your sister?”

Figgins coloured.

(13 o 7y

“Cousin, perhaps?” said Mr. Harris. 3
¢ Oh, no:”

“ Looking after her to Paree—eh?”:

“ Yes.”

Mr. Harris grinned.  Perhaps he thought that Figgins
was adopting a peculiar way of looking after the young
lady. Figgins thought so, too, and he resolved upon the
spot fo return to the carriage. He gave Mr. Harris an
‘abrupt nod, and went slowly down the corridor, and stopped
at the sliding door.

The elderly French gentleman was still going strong.
Both his hands were busy in illustration, for all the world,
as Figgins thought with utter disgust, as if he were
practising some new kind of gymnasties. Mrs. Quayle was
looking interested and amused, and Cousin Ethel was laugh-
ing—positively laughing!

Figgins jammed open the sliding door of the carriage
with a sharp jam. :

He entered. :

He had expected his sudden entrance to have a startling
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effect, like that of the messenger of evil tidings who deew
Priam’s curtains at the dead of night. <

But it didn’t! % )

The elderly French gentleman did not even pause in his
flow of language, and Cousin’ Ethel did not look at Figgins,
Mrs, Quayle gave him a nod and a kind smile, and turned
her attention to the entertaining Frenchman again. Mrs.
Quayle only thought about Figgins that he had been tired
of sitting in the carriage with a girl-and an old woman,
and had gone to wander up and down the corridor to escape
from boredom. It was only natural that it should be so
with a schoolboy full of health and spirits, Mrs. Quayle
thought, and she did not mind in the least. ;

Figgins stood in the corridor, glowering, and feeling him-
self in the way. He tried to catch Cousin Bthel’s eye, but
Cousin Ethel’s eyve was steadily fixed on the landscape that
was passing in dusk beside the gliding train.

Cousin Ethel would shave given anything to make a sign
to Figgins to come and sit beside her, and be good-tempered
again. But suppose he hadn’t noticed it—and he was angry
enough to be rude. So the girl made no sign, and Figgins
stood there, aching with pain and anger, and wishing that
he had kept out of the carriage.

He caught sight of his cap on ihe rack, and reached it
down. That would make an excuse for his having entered
the carriage, any way, and he could retire without con-
fusion. If only Ethel would have looked at him, he would
have taken his old place, and remaihed, but she didn’t.

He grabbed his cap, and stepped out of the carriage
agaln, without having spoken a word. He did not wait for
the Frenchman to close the sliding door after him this time
—ho jammed it shut himself.

He jammed the cap on his head savagely, and strode
along the corridor with his hands in ‘his pockets, and
bumped into the conductor, who was coming along, and
whom Figgins in his blind anger did not see.

The tramn official staggered, and caught at a carriage door
for support. :

¢ Monsieur!” heo ejaculated.

Figgins glared at him instead of apologising. The con-
ductor of the train was, of course, a Frenchman, and all
Frenchmen were to Figeins at that moment mortal enemies.
At that moment Figgins could have led a charge at Water-
loo with eminent satisfaction.

“ M’sieur!” said the little officer faintly.

““Oh, go and eat coke!” snarled Figgins.

 Monsieur—"’

‘“Oh, rats!”’

Figgins tramped on, and the conductor shrugged his
shoulders, and rolled his eyes, and mwmured to himself
remarks about the manners of the unspeakable English.

Figgins halted in the corridor, panting. Mr. Harrls, who
had lighted a fresh cigar, of which he secemed to have an
endless supply, chuckled.

Figgins glared at him. He was as ready to quarrel with
Mr. Harris as with anybody else; but the sporting gentle-
man was too good-humoured to be quarrelled with.

““ We shall be late in Paree, young *un !”” he remarked.

Figgins grunted.

“Lost half an hour when we left Ameeong,” said Mr.
Harris. ‘‘ These blessed French trains! If I was President
of the Republic, I’d send over to London for some business
men to manage the railways! Groo!”

““ Not a bad idea,” said Figgins.

“It’s a geod idea!” said Mr. Harris. “We shall be late
in Paris! Man waiting for me at the Gare du Nord, too,
on business! Pah! They're picking up speed; but when
a French train tries to pick up speed, something generally
happens. Was stuck up for two hours once on this same
blooming route! Fellers got out of the train and gathered
flowers, you believe me! Fancy that on a Henglish railway !
Not even on the South-Eastern! What?”

And Mr. Harris blew out a wolume of black smolke, which
almost suffocated Figgins, and made him beat a hasty
retreat. 5 :

The train was certainly picking up speed. It was bumping
and bumping on through the gathering shadows with some-
thing like the pace expected of am express train.  The
landscape was blotted out now. Only dim forms of frees
loomed occasionally through the-dusk.

Figgins stood in the corridor and pondered. They would
be in Paris soon. The train would not be more than half an
hour late at the Gare du Nord—perhaps only a quarter,
considering how fast she was going now. What was he to
do when the train stopped at the North Station in Paris?
Rejoin Cousin Ethel and Mrs. Quayle? Certainly. Aunt
Adelina would expect him to; and if he didn’t, that insuffer-
able Frenchman might have made himself sufficiently agree-
able by this time to be allowed to escort them to their
future residence. Figgins clenched his fists hard as ha
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% of that. He could imagine the old Johnny, on
occasions, hanging about for a chance meeting with
Eoglish “mees’”; taking advantage -of her English
ess and innocence to push his acquaintance with her;
ps, if her guardian was not watehful, to lead her into
# of the mischief that was always afoot in Paris. Visions
girl being whirled away in a taxicab by a villain with
e% moustaches floated in Figgings mind. He had already
ted the elderly French gentleman, in his mind, with all
‘ lurid colours appropriate to a Mephistopheles.  And
aps Figging's fears were not so absurd as Mrs. Quayle
id have deemed them, for French is French and English
Enclish, and never the twain shall meet. But groundless
t, Figgins’s fears for Cousin Ethel were quite enough
throw him into a cold perspiration of fear and anxiety.
she was laughing and chatting with that unspeakable
tch, while he was suffering these mental tortures on her
£ Piggins was as angry with Ethel as with the
nt ornament of the boulevards, and as angry with Mrs.
vle as with either. If this was the way Ethel’s aunt was
ne to look after her, he was quite vight to feel nervous
t her being left in Paris—that city of all the iniquities.
iggins almost groaned aloud as he thought of it. And he
s 5o helpless. Cousin Ethel would not even listen to him.
would have langhed at his fears, even if she had under-
d them, which was doubtful. And she allowed herself to
amused with that old idiot! She could not see the villain
eeping out from behind the imbecile—as Figgins could, ‘or
gought that he could. Or, perhaps. she did not choose to
for there never was any understanding girls, Figgins
himself sorely. :
And suddenly, as Figgins thought and thought it over till
s brain seemed spinning, there came a sudden terrific
amp, and the speed of the train was checked, and a wild
ell rang from every carriage. -
“Crash ! ;
 Crash !
And Figging, deafened and dazed, found himself lying on
back on a grassy bank, looking dizzily up at the stars,
snd wondering what had happened, while yell after vell, and
Bvick after shriek rang out upon the air of the night.

S

CHAPTER 14,
¥ In Deadly Danger !
) RASH!
4 Crash !
‘ What had happened ? :
. Cousin Ethel started to her feet as the crashing came, and
e train whirled, and rocked, and swayed like a ship in a

1.
“Was it an accident?
" There was not a doubt about that. A cry left Cousin
hel’s lips as she sprang up. Mrs. Quayle fell back in her
, fainting with terror.
Now was the time for the elderly French gentleman to
how the stuff he was made of. And he did.
- Ethel caught one glimpse of his face—white, and stff,
Bd glaring with fear—as he made a wild leap into the
orridor of the train.
He had forgotten the estimable madame and the charming
, before whom he had been spreading his elegant polite-
#ss a minute before.
- Bihel shrieked to him.
¥ Help—help !"?
‘He did not even hear
e was gone in a second, and the carriage was rocking and
wing, the glass crashed, and the lamp was extinguished.
d shouts and shrieks rang along the train, the floor
nbled, screams for help rang in three or four languages.
he train had heeled over on the steep embankment.
a the darkness of the night came a sudden glance of
ng flame. Two of the foremost carriages were on fire.
engine had left the line, and fortunately breaking free,
. tolled down the stecp bank by itself. The train was
o up upon itself, with crashing, and rending, and
sing, amid dreadful shrieks and cries. [thel’s carriage
B 1 its side, and she clung to her aunt and cried wildly
help. 3
elp! Oh, help! Figgins—Figgins! Oh, Figgins!™
t was the name that fled to her lips.
her cry was not unheard. =
ins had lain for gome seconds, half-stunned, upon the
bank. He had been tossed there like a ball from a
. but the thick grass and thie slope had broken
. He bad staggered to his feet, to find the train a
ng wreck, and steam hissing madly from the over-
d engine, and two carriages on fire, and dreadful eries
Toufs from the smashed carriages. -
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That was his only thought. He did not care whether he
—was hurt or not himself, He did not even know that the
blood was running down his forehead in a red stream.
Fthel! Where was Ethel! Oh, what a madman, what a
villain he had been to leave her side for a moment! Ethel!
Where was Ethel? - i

From the darkness and the wreck came her ery.

“ Pigeins ! Help! Figgins!” s :

Thank Heaven she was living yet—even if hurt! Figgins
plunged madly towards the wreck of the traim. Partly on

the line, partly hanging over the steep embankment, the

broken express scemed poised by a miracle, ready to plunge
down the steep slope at a touch. It would go—it must go!
And if the passengers were not clear of it when it went, the
were dead men. For there were a hundred feet to be rolle

to the bottom of the slope—whither the engine had already

gone—and the train and its occupants would be smashed
when the bottom was reached. The passengers were swarii-
ing out of the reeling carriages on the safe side wherever
they could, and crowding upon the down line; but there
were many imprisoned by jamming doors, who could not ges
out. - And that wild cry told Figgins that Cousin Ethel was
one of them. s
. The boy clambered up the embankment again, and
plunged into the wreck. The train had fallen upon the side
‘of the corridor, and the windows on the other side wers
high in the air. Groans came from the unfortunates pinned
under broken seats and baggage displaced from the racks.
Where was Ethel ? : -
‘“Ethel—Ethel! T'm here!
“FRiggins! Help!”
Figgins clambered upon the slanting side of tho carriage.
The windows were smashed,. the apertures jagged with

Where are you?”’

broken glass. Figgins’s hands were cut as he climbed, but =

he never noticed it. Idis fingers dripped red as he held on
and looked into the carriage from the upper side. :

On the far side of the carriage, below him, btwe
huddled figures lay—Mrs. Quayle and Cousin Ethel. They
had been thrown down there as the train whirled over.
There was no one else in the carriage. No sign of the
elderly French gentleman who had driven Figgins forth, and
who was therefore bound by every law to stand by the two
women there. The elderly French gentleman was alrcady in
safety, and it was left to the sulky English boy to save the
girl and the woman—if they .could be saved.

“ Fthel 17’ said Figgins hoarsely. © Ethel, my darling I'” He
ilid n’c;t know what he was saying. “Oh, Ethel, are you
hurt ? :

“No—no! But my aunt is hurt. She has fainted,” came
back a strangled voice. . I—I cannot lift her.””
© “P'm coming in!”

Ethel shrieked. S

“ Don’t! The train will roll down! You will be killed I

Figegins knew that that was likely enough. But he did
not reply. He plunged head and shoulders through the
window, tearing his clothes, tearing his skin upon the jagged
edges of the glass.

Ho came head downwards into the carriage, and there

- was a shoub from the crowd of passengers who had seen the

brave action. But there was only one of them who had the
presence of mind to belp him. In the lurid glare cast by the
burning carriages further on, Mr. Fred Harris leaped
towards the train. = With his black cigar clenched between his
teeth, and his rakish silk hat on the back of his head, Mr.
Harris clambered on the %rain to help Figgine. =

“P'm here, cocky !’ he shouted. “I'm here to lend a
*and I :

And his voice was glad enough music to Figgins's ears.
For he needed help sorely. : :

Ho clambered down info the slanting carriage, and got &
footing upon the door that gave on the smashed corridor.
Mrs. Quayle lay insensible there, and Ethel was clinging to
her and to one of the almost perpendicular seats.

“You first, Ethel,” muttered Figgins. 3

“No—no! Help her—" ;

% Yes, after—but you can help yourself, and you must go
first. - You've got to squeeze through that window—there's
a man outside to help you.”

Figgins caught Cousin Ethel round the waist—there was

‘no time for ceremony—and lifted her up by main strength
to the broken windows above.

“ Mind you don’t cut your hands,” he gasped.

Bthel put her hands up through the broken window., Mr.
Harriy, outside on the side of the carriage, which was now in
the position of a roof,.caught her hands, and pulled her up,
and the slim girl passed through the broken window more
easily than Figgins had been able to pass. . :

Mr. Harris lowered her from the train fo the clear line,
two or three passengers rushing forward to fake her from his

+ hands.

. Among them was the elderly French gentleman, who had
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yow recovered from his terrible fright, and was again as
smooth, and polished, and polite as ever.
“(fel! Ze English mees !’ he exclaimed joyously. “You
are save—let me save you—let me support you
-Hithel, hardly knowing what she did, pushed him away with

both her hands. 3

“ Don’t touch me I’” she gasped.

‘“Mon Dieu! My dear mees—"" 2

“Let me alone! You are a coward!” panted Ethel.

And the elderly French gentleman melted away.

Inside the carriage, Figgins was struggling with the weight
of the fainting Mrs. Quayle. The unfortunate lady was quite
unconscious, and there was blood upon her face.  Figgins did
not know how seriously she might be hurt; but she was
still living, he knew that. She was no light weight, but
Figgins seemed to have the strength of a giant just then. He
dragged her up, and supported her, so that Mr. Harris could
reach down through the broken window and grasp her arms.

The sporting gentleman gave a low whistle of dismay.

¢ She won’t come through this ’ere,” he muttered.

Figgins set his teeth.

It was only too true. The door .iwas jammed, and could
not be opened, and there was no room for Mrs. Quayle to

pass through the window as the slim young girl had passed. .

She was imprisoned in the overturned carriage—on the edge
of the slope down which #he whole wreck might go plunging
at any moment. 3

¢ Get out, kid ! whispered Mr. Harris.

Figgins shook his head.

“Get an axe, or something,” he panted.
door—for mercy’s sake be guick 1”

“Youll go together, if you stay there——""

“Geban axe !’

“T'Hl do my best,” said M# Harris. My ’at, but you're
a good plucked ’un [

He scrambled off the carriage.
there, ‘with clasped hands,
tearless eyes.

“ Figging!”’ she panted. :

“Deon't take on, miss,” said Mr, Harris, ‘‘ we'll have him
out in a jiffy !”

He dashed in search of an axe.

“Figgins ! Figgins [ cried Ethel.

“It's all righv!” came back Figgins’s voice.
from the train, Ethel. Do you hear?
case—""

““ Figgins I”

“T'm all right. We can't get Mrs. Quayle through the
window. We shall have to smash the door in. Don’t be
afraid—I won’t leave her!”

Ethel sobbed with sheer terror. She could not ask Figging
to leave the poor, fainting wornan—she was torn with terror
and anxiety for them both. : * Figging would be killed—
Figgins would be killed—that was the thought that hummed
and throbbed in her brain.

It seemed ages before Mr. Harris returned with an axe;
but it was only a couple of mirutes. The work of rescue was
going on all along the train, passenger and passenger was
being brought out, and laid in safety on the grass. Men had
nlready dashed away for help, and to signal the accident
along the line. Mr. Fred Harris clambered on the train
again, to the ruin of his sporty coat and trousers. His sillc
topper was gone now, buf the cigar was still clenched be-
tween his teeth.

Crash, crash !

The sporting, betting, swearing Mr, Harris, whose
character was decidedly disreputable, and whose language
swvas far from choice, was a hero in these moments—one of
jhe old bulldog breed, in spite of his glaring waistcoat and
his impossible tie. He wielded the axe as Thor might have
wielded his hammer, careless of the fact that every crashing
blow might have helped to send the carriage toppling over,
6 carry its occupants and himself into sudden eternity.

Crash! Crash! ;

Within the carriage, Figgins, white as death, but cool as
fce, held the unconscious lady in his arms. Sprawling on the
garriage outside, Mr. Harris hacked and hewed like a giant.

Crash! Crash!

“Smash in the

Cousin Ethel was standing
and colourless face, and burning,

¢“Stand back
Stand back, in

CHAPTER 15.

Good Old Figgins!

OUSIN ETHEL stood and watched. -

: At moments her heart throbbed and throbbed, and
at moments it almost ceased to beat.

Two who were very dear to her were in the wreck
_there—one unconscious of danger, the other risking his life
every second in the cause of duty.

Oh, if Figgins were killed—
The pain of that grinding anxiety was more than she could
- Tue Gum Lisrary.—No. 223. .
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bear. The girl moaned aloud as she stood and watched,
helpless to aid, able only to suffer. y pea
Crash! Crash! : A
Splinters flew fast under Mr. Harris's doughty blows,  Tivo-
or three of them tore his own purple face as they fle
Crash! Crash! : 2
Would the door never yield? How long was this to last?
Tthel passed through an eternity of suffering in tho:
dreadful minutes.
Crash !
“It’s coming !’ yelled Mr. Harris. : G5
He dropped the axe and wrenched the carriage door open.
Figgins gave a gasp of relief. s
“>And her up!” said Mr. Harris. .
He hung over the door to receive her. Figgins made a big
effort, and lifted the fainting lady up for the sporting gentle-
man to grasp. e
Mr. Flarris seized her in his fat hands, and drew her from
the carriage, and many hands were held out to receive her
from him.  Mrs. Quayle, still unconscious, waslaid in the grass
under the stars, the lurid light from the burning carriages
shedding strange gleams upon her colourless face.
“Now, out vou . come, young ‘un!’ said Mr.
reaching a hand down to Figgins.
And he helped the St. Jim’s junior to clamber out.
They jumped clear of the frain.
¢ Hihel1”
S Ol
Ethel canght both his hands, and pressed them to her
“Tthel! Dearest !’ whispered Figginss )
Then a bright colour flooded into the girl’s face, and she
hurried to ‘where Mrs. Quayle lay in the grass. Figgins-
would have given worlds to follow her; but the rescue work
was still® going on, and every strong and brave hand was
wanted. S ’
There was a sudden yell down the train.

Harris,

lip:s.‘

“ Prenez garde ! :
“Voila! 1l tombe!”

¢ Stand clear I” yelled Fred Harris.

Crash! Rumble, crash! % :

One of the carriages went plunging over the edge. The
couplings held, and the weight of the falling car dragged
the rest of the train over. - .

With horrid crash on crash, the express went rolling down
the bank. :

Fortunately, the passengers were all clear now. Injured
and uninjured, dead or disabled, all of them were on the safe
side of the line. Mr. Harris grasped Figging’s arm, and his
voice was & husky whisper as he muttered:

“If you'd been still in there, young ’un!”

Figgins shuddered. S

He turned towards where the injured lay, sick at heart.
His narrow escape came home to his mind, and it made him
almost sick. Ethel was kneeling beside her aunt, supporting
her head, and erying softly, e

““Is she much hurt?”’ whispered Figgins.

Ethel looked up at him through her tears.

“No !’ she whispered. * They say it is only
saved her life, Figgins.”’

“Thank goodness I had the chance.”

““OCh! And you might—you might——"" 1

“Don’t think of that, Ethel! It might have been worse
for all of us,” said Figgins, with a shudder. There are fwo
poor chaps killed. What became of that old Johnnie who:
was in the carriage with you? I looked for him—he wasn’f
in the wreck. I would have helped him if I'd found him,.
Ethel.” 3

Ethel's lip curled. :

¢ He didn’t need any help,” she said.

““Oh, did he?” : : .

Figgins felt a queer sort of satisfaction on hearing that
the elderly French gentleman had run. Everybody else in
the train had acted bravely enough; but the flaneur of the
boulevards was not of the stuff of which heroes are made.
To Figgins it was incomprehensible that a man could run and
leave women in danger.

Mrs. Quayle opened her eyes.

< Wthel! Oh, what has happened?”’ . )

“Tt's all right!” said Figgins softly. It was an accident
on the line. Something was wrong on the metals, and the
train went over. KEthel's safe—you're safe, ma’am! It's all
right.”

‘ Oh, dear!” ; A :

And Mrs. Quayle fainted again. Figgins was in fear thak
Ethel would faint, too; but she did not. She was keeping
herself under hard control. :

 Tthel,” whispered Figgins, after a pause, * f’ust say that
—that you forgive me for being such a beast! 1 oughtn’t to!
have left you for a single instant. I was a howling cad! Oy}
Ethel, I'm so sorry !” 2

¢ She’s going !”

a cut—you

‘e ran at once.”
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1 was to blame,” said Ethel.

** No, you weren’t,” said Figgins stoutly. ‘I was a rotter!
I—I should never have imagined that I could be such an
awful outsider} I ought to have been with you when it hap-
pened, but T wasn’t. Oh, Ethel! It was my beastly temper!
I—I don’t know what was the matter with me. I'm so sorry,
Ethel.”

Ethel pressed her hand to his lips.

“Don’t!” she whispered. “I—I shall cry if you go on
like that ¥’

Figgins looked alarmed.

“I won’t say another word,” he said hastily. * Only T—
Fm sorry, and I'm so disgusted with myself, Ethel! I wish
somebody would punch my head. I'm an idiot and a brute!
Oh, Ethel! But—but I say, wasn’t it jolly lucky that I came
with you, after all?”’

Cousin Ethel pressed his hand.

s . s s o o s . s

When help came the injured passengers were taken to the
nearest village to be cared for. The telegraph flashed the
news of the accident to all corners of the Continent, and
they flashed the news to England that Ethel and Figgins were
safe, and Mrs. Quayle only slightly injured, and recovering.
The news made a sensation at St. Jim’s. For the papers told
in full of the heroic econduct of the British boy—Mr. Fred
Harris had given all details to the reporters, though
Figgins himself would not say a word. The hero of the hour
was the British boy who had risked his life to save a fainting
lady and a girl—and that British boy was Figgins of the
FYourth Form at St. Jim’s Ficmins of the New House!

No wonder the New House fellows strutted in the old quad.
with lofty pride.

- _All St. Jim’s was looking forward to the return of Figgins.
Dr. Holmes, who had been imfending to give Figgins the
thrashing of his life for his wild esca , was now looking
forward to his return so that he could shake him by the hand,
and congratulate him before the school—an ordeal to which
Riggins would probably have preferred the caning he had
escaped.

But it was some days before Figgins returned. He had
obtained permission by wire to remain with Cousin Ethel and
Mrs. Quayle until the latter lady was quite recovered and
able to travel; and St Jim’s learned with satisfaction that
the accident had made it mecessary for her to return to hor
friends for their care, and that Cousin Ethel was returning
with her. New arrangements would have to be made before
Cousin Ethel was placed in Paris, and perhaps they never
would be made. Arthur Augasius D'Arcy announced his in-
tention of talking very seriomsly with his pater on that
subject.

It was a great day for St. Jim’s when Figgins came back,
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He arrived by the afternoon train, and Dr. Holmes, in the
fulness of his heart, ‘save the whole school a half-holiday
on the great occasion, Half St. Jim’s met Figgins at the
station, and the moment the train came in there was a rush
for his carriage. Tom Merry & Co. struggled for the honour
of lifting him out, and carrying him on their shoulders out
of the station. :

** Chuck it ! roared Figgins, struggling out of their grasp.
“ Don’t play the giddy goat, you know! Chuck it!”’

‘ Hurrah !” roared Kerr. : - 3

“ Huwwah!” yelled Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, tossing his
silk hat into the air, careless of whether it ever came down
or not. ‘‘ Hip, hip, huwwah !’ 2

“We've got a ripping feed veady for you, Figgy !’ gasped
Fatty Wynn.

‘“ Bravo, Figgins!®

¢ Bee the conquering hero comes!” yelled Jack Blake.

Figgins turned crimson.

“ Oh, chuck all that rot!” he said.

‘“ Hurrah !

*“Give us your fist, Figgy!”

* Bravo!”

“T'll give you my fist in your eye if you don’t shut up, you
silly asses!” said Figgins. “Fm glad to be back, I—

“Did you get anything decent to eab over there?’ asked
Fatty Wynn. :

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Blessed if I remember,” said Figgins. *“I say, you chaps,
Cousin . Ethel isn’'t going to Paris after all. Mrs. Quayle is
knocked up by the shock, and Ethel is going to stay with her
to nurse her well again. And—and very likely she won’t go
abroad at all now. Mrs. Quayle won’t be able to go with
her—and she doesn’t want to go! Isn’t it ripping 2’ :

““Yaas, wathah! Wegulah wippin’, deah boy! I was goin’
to tell my governah——"" 2

L old Figgins!”?

And in the midst of a wild and enthusiastic erowd Figgina

was marched to the school. And on the School House steps
Dr. Holmes and the masters stood ready to receive him in
state. Figgins would gladly have dodged mto the New House
and escaped, but there was no help for #. The cheering
crowd brought him up shoulder-high to where the Head of
St. Jim’s stood, and Dr. Holmes shook hands with Figgins
in sight of the whole cheering school. : ;

“ Figgins,” said the Head, ‘“you did very wrong in going
away without leave. But in view of the circumstances, 1 shall
overlook that, but it must never occur again. I am proud
to shake you by the hand, mf boy—I am proud to have you
among my boys at this school. And I am sure that all your
schoolfellows are as proud of you as I am I’

“And the yell that all St. Jim’s gave showed that the Head
was quite right.

THE END:

==
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OUR

GRAND SERIAL STORY.

-

~ The Story of the Most Terrible and Amazing Journey Ever Made By Man, :
Edited from . the Notes of Maurice Fordham, Esq.

By SIDNEY DREW.

MAURICE FORDHAM and -LANCE MORTON—Two
healthy and wealthy young Britons, owners of the yacht
Foamwitch, and the wonderful aeronef, Wings of Gold.

PROFESSOR LUDWIG VON HAAGEL—The famous
German scientist, also noted for his clumsiness.

CROOKS—The ship’s cook. :

JOSEPH JACKSON or SHOREDITCH JOSE—A Cockae
member of the crew, whose constant companion is a
game bantam named the Smacker.

TEDDY MORGAN-—Ship’s engineer.

WILLIAM TOOTER—The hairy first mate.

The Foamwitch is on an expedition with the object of
sxploring the strange land which is believed to lie beyond the
barrier of eternal ice near the South Pole.

As soon as the first land is yeached the construction of the

seronef, Wings of Gold—which has been carried in pieces on
the Foamwitch—is proceeded with, and in it begins a won-
derful woyage into the heart of the Antarctic.
_Fearful creatures, thought to be extinet since prehistoric
times, are encountered when the adventurers reach a mysteri-
ous mountain country never before trodden by the foot of
civilised man.

Once the aeronef is wrecked; but, by dint of much in-

- = THE BEST & LIBRARY @~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. “&"

CHARACTERS IN THIS GRAND STORY.

" to “shoot him two ikky-what-is-"ems for supper.”

genuity and hard work, is repaired, and her head is turned
towards the North. A terrific wind, however, springs up, and &
Wings of Gold is forced through a ravine in the mountains,
and the crew find themselves flying over a large inland lake, -
surrounded by the vast, unknown mountains.. They: en-
counter such fearful creatures hers that they decide tor go.
back and return to the Foamwitch; but investigation reveals .
that the ravine is now blocked up, and they are prisoners
in that vast enclosure. g S
Theiv tinned provisions have all gone bad, and the ad+
venturers are in a bad case, when, cruising gently along,
they come upon first an isolated human being, a jet-black
giant nine feet high, and then upon a whole eity, which they:
name the City of Triangles from the way it is laid out,.
Suspicious at first, the race of black giants and their king
soon become well-disposed towards Wings of Gold, Creoks:
particulerly making a great impression. A nafive servant
is given to him, and i3 at once christened Tarrytop. The
king of the giants, commonly known as Big Ben, arranges a
game-drive on a colossal scale. At early dawn dark masses
move out from the city towards the forests, while *‘ Wings of =
Ciold” hovers ahead. Lance, Maurice, Von Haagel, and.
Crooks land to join in the hunt, the latter promising Morgan:

(Now go on with the story.)

<<
Bizg Game!
: Big Ben laughed when they scrambled up beside him.
All along the cutting spears were flashing. TLance raised his
binoculars. The clamour was much louder. He could just
make out the stems of the towering trees. The moon from
where they stood scemed to be resting on one of the peaks
like a lamp. A few weird shapes circled high in the air.
They looked like bats, but he knew they were huge winged
lizards.
rolling headlong down the sandhill into the cutting.

‘“Hurt, dad ?”’ ‘ :

€ Ach, no, dear boy; but der breath is out of me
knocked !’ sighed the professor’s voice. “I choost save
mine life dot time. I see der rascal come eut of his hole.
Shuf! Der terrible, terrible land ! -

“Tt’s a good job you've got no nmeck to break, daddy.”
said Lance, ‘“ or you'd have broken it five minutes after you
were born. Liet us dust you down. Are you certain you're
not damaged ?” :

Von Haagel looked ruefully at his telescope. He had
bent that almost double.

¢ Never mind,” said Fordham. %1t will come in handy
for looking reund corners. Let me knock the dust off you.
If you will go playing with scorpions, you can’t help getting
into trouble. That’s better !” ; -

There was a crash of sound. Four men dashed forward
and threw up sand and earth with their broad spear-heads.
In three or four minutes they had erected a barricade, form-
ing loopholes by inserting stones. The king pointed to the
loopholes. :

“We can see, and without scaring the beggars when they
begin to arrive,” said Lance. ¥ou come next to me, dad,
for you havern’t got a gun—— Hallo!”

% See anything, old chap?” !

Tance did. Something vast, huge, and lighter in colour
than the background of stems, had moved out of the forest.

“Big game!” he said quickly. ©It's a mastadon!”

* Phew!” v ¢
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‘ The mammoths broke into a heavy lumbering gallop that.

Then there was a shriek, and Von Haagel went -

<>

The brute trumpeted loudly. %

_“ Pull up your socks! Why not?’ growled Crooks.
circus is coming !”’ %

More of the monsters trumpeted. T.ouder and shriller
and nearer swelled the clamour of the beaters. Then Lance
saw a dozen shapes looming against the background of ebony. =

& T}.l.e::r:

seemed to shake the very earth.

“They’re heading straight for us!”’ said Lance. ¢

In his excitement, Von Haagel tried ¢o look through his.
telescope.  The warriors never stirred.  Thud, thud, thudy
thud! pounded the great, elephantine feet, with a fasten
veverberation.” Then the brutes swerved. There was a
scurry in the cutting as the warriors darted right and left:
The mountainous brutes dashed over the hill and pounded
away.

““ Where are they—where are they ?”’ gasped the professor..

The lens of his telescope was pointed at the moon. Crooks
langhed. - : 3

‘“There was a man in the moon,” he remarked,
there was no elephants. Why not?”’

““ Haw, haw!” laughed his Majesty. 53

The mastodons, being vegetable feeders, were not fierce: -
Tvidently they were not what the warriors required, for
they had been allowed fo pass. In any case, could the puny
spears, axes, and arrows have slain them?

The beaters were closing in.

Tance was staring through his glasses.

¢ Greab Scott I’ he gasped. ‘¢ What's this?"

¢ What's what?” S

“To0k for yourself, old chap. Blessed if I can make it
out. I’s just in the corner on the left.”. =

Another terrible denizen of the forest had been scared
from his dark haunt by the uproar. Huge, shadowy, and:
shapeless, it slid away along the edge.. Maurice got a goo
view of it for an instant. It was like a crocodile, with théi=s
neck of a giraffe. Then it emerged boldly into the moon:
light and gave a roar.

“ bup.
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.; _Every Thursday.
£ is it, dad 77
> handed the professor the binoculars.

Sprang ereci. :
Be s Siseesas ™ Be shouted. < Sublime, vondetful,
5! Dex dinosaurus! Ach, look, dear lads

Von Haagel

sle=x grest

;_ ¥ '] &= mene! Ob, suplime! Is he not more
. 25 Sa+e =aid always dot der dinosaur was
> == look und dell me! Oh, glorious!”

: s sagEemare horror, dreadful in its hugeness, and
== S=line== could not have been less than sixty
8. Umece more the warriors scattered. There

¥
—33
=

=y

= 2% was past and gone.
B a= shat good eating? Why not?” inquired the incor-

en came anciher herd of mastodons.  Von Haagel
san harder in his life. Ag they pounded up the slope,
> stood erect. A lean figure bounded up beside him
eook. Snorting and trumpeting, the herd came on,
S the carth. They split asunder. Big Ben dashed the
¥ his axe in the ribs of one.
King and -cook were

still = standing there,

1 grinned the cook, “and feel my pulse!” Why

haw !” said the smiling giant.

arriors laughed again.  The cook’s calmness and

‘had added to his reputation. Bows and arrows were

. A roar like the thunder of angry surf rolled out
forest, and was suddenly silenced.

% 2 man stirred. The aeronef showed no lights. It was
that precedes the gale.  Von Haagel snorted and

violently, for after his run he was very much out of

A little later, Crooks struck a match on the leg of

ers to light a clay pipe.

:}og-apesl” said Lance tensely. ‘“One—two—five

broke from cover and advanced slowly, as if a little
Once or twice they seemed inclined to head back;
5 changed their minds. They came nearer and
. and then the foremost stopped and howled.
ed us!” said Maurice. - =
Ling bent his bow till the barb of a five-foot arrow
the wood.  They saw the shaft go like a grey
There was a hideous yell from the wounded brute.
_ape, at least, was fearless and ferocious. For a
== it was chaos of twanging bows, flying spears and
shrieks, snarls, human cries.
v stars )’ said Maurice, dropping his smoking rifle.
ve wiped ’em out! Anybody damaged ?”’
ey were carrying three men away. Two were dead, the
er wounded. . :
Nhere's the professor ?”’ shouted Lance, startled.
-ro was a bootsole,” growled Crooks, glaring at the
% Sometimes there was feet in boots.  Why—

. Crooks had put his nose too close to the mysterious
hat protruded from the sand. There was undoubtedly
%= in the boot, and a leg behind the boot. With his eye
tears, Crooks held his nose. He had been too
eitive. A very fat calf, clad in grey trouser and a
. sock, waved and wriggled in the morning light.
Lo hasn’t strangled or-suffocated himself this time,
e decently in bed,” said Maurice.
seraped the learned man out. How he had buried
was a mystery. When unearthed he still had his

or the wreck of it.

was looking for worms, to go a-fishing!” said the
ith a groan. “It was unkind to tread omn my poor
Noses do not grow on trees! Why not? DBecause
< not fruip or nuts. Oh, dear—oh, dear! T shall not
= prize at the beauty show now !”
.1 am glad!” said Von Haagel, his face beaming
¥ You are of poking in your mnose too fond. It will
sou a lesson dot if you—->’
+oice was drowned by a sudden din.  The next
“he white men saw a sight which they never forgot.

Royal Hunt—How Crooks Makes Tirrytop Wash
self, and How His Action nearly ends in a
Hideous Tragedy.

wa= alive, surging, teeming,

boiling with

country, indeed. They stared in utter
! he a=imals were mostly deer, but here and there
S Sewered above them. Then a semi-circle of fire
sy s o = S The army of bearers had done theix
Pk Bie sheesand torches slowed luridly, lighting up the

derfal ™™ =aid Bance.

N
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He had little chance to say more. On swept the deer,
terrified by the vellow and whirling torches, The living wall
struck the hill, and surged over it to meet a wall of steel.

They had soon had enough of it. It was butchery. :

“ Pm going aboard, Morry,” said Lance. ‘ This slaughter
is sickening.”

3 ‘(‘I‘I,”m,aboub tived of it, too,” said Fordham. ¢ Come on,
ad !

They turned away.

Teddy Morgan, Tooter, and Jackson
were too deeply interested to notice them at first.

‘At one

" spot the maddened deer had managed to break the line, and

thousands of them had escaped. At length Morgan sank
Wings of Gold. :

“Tt’s just over,” he said; ““ and, by thunder, it was a real
hunt! They got enough meat to last ’em six months.”

“ Unless they play the same silly trick as the Redskins used
to p’l’:sy, Teddy—kill & buffalo for its tongue, and waste the
rest. !

“1 don’t think Benjamin is fool enough,’” said Maurice.

The warriors were collecting the victims. It was probably
the most successful deer drive ever known. The carcases were
laid in rows. Wings of Gold sailed forward. The warriors .
and beaters formed up and saluted her with a clash of spears
and a wave of torches. 5 ;

“ M’yes!” said Lance thoughtfully. *It’s very fine, but a
bit too much of a good thing.”

And all of them agreeéd with him.

“ &haf ! Der city will be like ein buteher’s shop to-morrow,”’
said Von Haagel. * Everybody will be cutting up der deer

tg sal’t and smoke. Ach! It will be one great butcher’s
op'!”’ St
““All the more reason for us to be out of it,” said the
engineer. 2

“ Why wait for morning at all?” growled the cook.
¢ There was meat, and wo ’ag ’ands. Why not?"”

Morgan nodded. A few minutes dater the cool was select-
ing a few of the best carcases. Willing helpers soon had
them on board, and in the store-room.

“ We needn’t say good-bye,” said Maurice. “ We'll have
flodse,e them again, and bring Tarrytop back. Jump up, s

ad 1 : 5

As the acronef rose they gave a cheer. The natives
answered by a vell and a clash of spears. Crooks leaned over
the rail to blow a kiss to the king. They rode above the City
of Triangles, and Morgan steered the wessel to the great
ravine. s

Was there no passage through these mighty walls?

At dawn Morgan scanned the peaks eagerly. It was slightly
misty. He saw nothing except the piled-up masses, the dark
green of the forest below, and the dull browns and greys, and
above them the dazzling snow. ~Wings of (Gold had again
crossed. the lake. Tooter’s voice roaring * Tumble up!
Tumble up !’ roused the sleepers. With a yawn and a lazy
stretch Tooter got out of bed. 3

« William,” he said, as Mz. Tooter appeared, ‘ your voice
wants sand-papering and oilin’ bad. I should call on the
carpenter to look at—""

“Pon’t you worry about my voice,”’
¢ Vou let voices alone and make coffee!”

Crooks winked, and tramped away to the water-tank.,
Presently he was using soap and towel vigorously on deck.

¢ 1 ’opes you slept comfortable, Teddy,” he remarked, with
a grin. .

“T could do with a sleep x’iow, anyhow,” said Teddy Morgan.
i To’s lazing about that tires a chap, and we’ve been taking it
a sight too easy of late.”

“Pon’t worry! Il hustle ’em up. Why not?”’

When Morgan had gone for his spell below, Crooks took a -
long look round. There was a big canoe about a mile away.
Crooks guessed that it contained fishermen. There was little
olse of interest. The glass was steady, and though it was
rather too warm, a better motning could not have been
wished for. ;

“ Hi, you black image!
coolk. ;

 Vissiv, yissir!”? squeaked a voice, and the cook’s slave
bobbed up the ladder. 5 :

““Sluice down!” said Mr. Crooks.

Tarrytop’s smile faded a little. He did not like the sluiecing
down process. ‘ :

“Now, get to it!”’ said the cook.
gave you? Why not?” :

Sighing mournfully, Tarrytop pointed to his mouth, and
patted his stomach.

“ What 2’ roared the one-cyed man,

“ Vissir,”” said the fat native. A

¢ Bill,” called Crooks, “ come along ’ere! Vou see it?
Why not?” Mr. Tooter nodded. “ Look at it well! Why
not? Yesterday I gave it a pound bar of soap. He has
caten it. Haw, haw! That was fine conduct. That was a
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said Mz Tooter.

Haw, Tarrytop !’ shouted the .

“ Where’s the scap I

“ You’ye eaten it?”
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fine way to starh out in life. He ’as eaten the soap. ’Ear,
Jackson ?”’

Little Jackson stared in amaze at the gentleman with the
eurious appetite.

““ His tastes is queer, not ’arf !’ he said, at last.
- ““ He has got to be cured,” growled the cook. * Why not?
He was fonder of eatin’ soap than he was of washing. It

_ was o disgustin’ ’abit! Willie, ge’ me another bar, and T will

leave you a lock of my back ‘air in my will. Haw, haw !

Mr. Crooks took off his belt, and Tarrytop moaned. The
soap was brought, the bucket of water was placed on the
grating, and Jackson swas left to see the washing properly
carried out. : 3
_ *“ Nah git to it,” said Jackson, “or I'll chase yer abart in
no time

Tarrytop very dejectedly began to lather his arms and
hands. Once he managed to take a big bite out of the soap
uvnseen. He did not eat it becauss he relished the flavour,
but he had a vague idea that the supply would scon run out.
and that the more he ate the sooner that happy time wounld
come.

; {x ackson smoked and whistled. Hicher and whiter rose the
ather.
° ““ Put ver head into it; it won’t bite!” he said.

¢ Vissir I’ groaned Tarrytop. £
. He did. Gripping the sides of the pail he very gingerly
ducked his scalp. The bantam was in the wheelhouse. It
strutted out, and crossed the deck. It became very interested
in Tairytop’s little toe. Tarrytop had had the misfortune to
let & saucepan drop on his foot, and that particular tos was
agonisingly painful. The bantam did not mind. Drawing
back its neck it brought down its beak once, and that oncs
was ample. y

There was a smothered yell. For an instant Tarryiop
stood on his head in the pail. Then he turned clean over,
planting both his feet in Jackson's back, A deluge of soapy
water and a bar of soap poured down the ladder, and a voics
from below yelled:

“Himmel! * Spa! I am—dunder! What
Teufel of ein plackguard! Help!” - :

“* There was somebody out without an umbrella.
not 7’ said the cook.

He was perfectly acourate in his statement. The tripod of a
Camera on which was impaled the piece of soap was the fisst
object to arrive. The mext object was Von Haagel himself,
soaled, dripping, and wrathful. Jackson, quite winded, sat
on the deck, trying to recover his breath. Tarrytop was on
his hands and knees coughing and spluttering. :

“ Who—shah! A-aaaah! Ach! Who do dot?” roared
the professor. * Tell wa who do—"*

Then his foot slipped on a greasy step. The slip made him
shoot the tripod forward. Poor Jackson had his mouth wide
open. The soap went into it. Another violent effort of the
professor’s to keep his equilibrium twisted the tripod round,
and placed the soap into the whiskers of Mr. Tooter, who
was laughing uproariously.

He stopped laughing—that is, the soap stopped him.

The plucky professor made a third attempt to save him-
self from falling. On this oceasion the tripod fairly buzzed
through the air. The soap parted company with it, and
Crooks, who was absolutely staggering with laughter, which
?e}% filled his solitary eye with fears, received the bar on his
eft ear.

The whole affair did not last a second. Von Haagel by

haft—chool

Why

8 miracle did not fall. Jackson roared, Tooter coughed, My.

Crooks had his mirth suddenly silenced, and after one Iong
trinmphant crow, the bantam gave Tarrytop another dig
with his toe.

“Wa-aaah!” shrieked the native, nearly jumping out of
his skin.

Von Haagel had managed to get the soapy water out of

his eyes. He saw Tarrytop brandishing the tripod as if to
strike him. The native only meant evil towards the bantan.

‘“Ach, villain, you would strike me, hein?”’ roared Von
Haagel.  Take dot—und dot!”

A blow on the ribs mads the luckless native roar. The
professor was tremendously excited. He snatched up the
weapon. . —
- Tarrytop did not wait; he dashed off.

¢ Whoa I”” shouted Mr. Crooks. “Stop!”

Tarrytop took no notice.

““Stop I’ yelled Crooks, taking aim with the soap.

It was a poor shot. The
The soap, which had been badly treated, was getting soft.
It flattened out and broke infto two weird pieces, thin and
jagged in shape, one of which wrapped ifself over the back
of the professor’s head, while the other spread-itself over
Tooter’s face.
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‘The aeronef dropped over him.

bar struck one of the uprights. -

*

Tarrytop took the thirty feet dive over the sbern pal
and plunged into the lake. ;
In a moment the cook was himself again.
the levers.
¢ Man overboard! Man overboard!” : i
He had a voice like a foghorn. Lance and Maurics ]
up the ladder.. Tooter peeled the mask from his facs, @
seized a coil of rope. ; 2
“Who i3 it?” gasped Lance. 2
“Only the nigger, sir. He'll be all right. Why not??
“There he is!” : E
The native rose to the surface.

e daziad

He was a good swimme

~ “Catch I” shouted Tooter.

- The rope spun down. Tarrytop seized it. Then he uttered
a cry so full of horror and warning that Jackson almios
went overboard. Tarrytop tossed away the rope, and beogas
to swim for his life. ?

¢ Crooks, we're done! Raise her!” o

There was almost the same terror in Lance’s voice. Al
looked round. A great yellow, dripping, rope-like thing
cowered for an instant high above the suspensory screws.

Then came another—a third—a fourth—while they steod
paralysed with dread. :

I can’t shift her! Done!” ecried Crooks. -
- The screws were shrieking, but the vessel did not rise
Crooks dashed Toofer away, and closed the slide just @
time. A wave, that otherwise would have poured tons of
water into her, roared knee-deep over the deck. Anotlier o
those yellow, horrifying ropes dropped down, and the
heard one word from the professor’s white lips.

¢ Octopus !’

€ Axes! Axes!” :

It was Crooks again. Up washed a second wave. Thoss
ghastly ropes hung over the rail, and sagged dowa in
centre to zrip the deck. They quivered and swelled, thin
and swelled again. The body of the awful monster -
hideous, but he had the vessel in his terrible clutch, and wal
sucking her down. : —

“ Axes! Axes!” S )

Crooks was at work already. He slashed with all i
strength, and cut through one of the tentacles. The thing
lashed up like a great serpent, flinging Crooks of his feet, B
and there was a sickly odour of musk,

He was up again

¢ Axes! Axes! Cuf 'em away!”

Lance found an axe. There were no more on deck,
vain the screws whirred and spun and shrieked. Then
slide was shot back, and Teddy Morgan leapt out. Again
vellow rope, studded with enormous suckers, rose out of the
water and fell across the deck.

The acronef was struggling like a water-bird in the clutel
of a voracious fish, but her strugzles were of no avail. Crooks
fighting like a demon, remembered that the galley porthole:
were open, and that Wings of CGold was shipping water al
every plunge. She dipped lower. It was all over.

The airship now lay on the surface of the water. Suddenly
four canoes crowded with men dashed up.

And then black figures came bounding over the rails, haclk
ing and slashing with donble-edged spears. . e

Hercules and Big Ben were foremost among the matives,
the former wielding his great axe like a giant, the latter
showing little less prowess with his spear, which he hel
close to the blade. The yellow ropes were hard, but ona
by one they were slashed through, and, with a jerk, Wings
of Gold tore herself free and darted upwards. Morgan's
fingers tightened on a lever, and the upward flight of the
airship was stopped when she was a couple of hundred feet
above the water.

Lanece and Fordham shook Big Ben eagerly by the hand,
and the natives fully seemed to understand the significance
of ths act. 3

 Why not?” Big Ben grunted, a wids smile showing all
his teeth.

““Blow me if ’e ain’t ’it my sentiments to a capital tee !l
;Tagkson” grinned.  “Why not? Strike it, but it ain's
ar

 Reckon they’re trying to strike a bargain in return, siv,”
Teddy Morgan remarked, leaving his levers for a bit. * Look
zflt th'q’ whole lot of them waving their arms and making

aces !’

¢ You’re right!” answered Lance.

He looked at the score of natives on deck.: Every man of
them, including the- two chiefs, was pointing away to the
City of Triangles.

“T'li be hanged if I see what they’rve at!” Fordham said.
¢“What do you think of it, dad?”

“ How should I to them speak?” Von Haagel answered,
in despair. ¢ They’re not of a Deutch of England.” p

(Another exciting instalment of this story next Thursday,)

how on Sale. Price One Penny,
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CHAPTER 1. !

le Telephone Call—The Strange Cry—At the Offices

of Mr. Roger Burridge,

N UZZ-2-L- 100! . .
S The telephone-bell rang sharply, and Frank Kingston,

= swho had been writing at his desk, laid down his pen and
" placed the receiver of the instrument to his ear. The

& s ahout six o'clock in the evening, and the May sun
s slantingly in at the window.

StV exclaimed the famous detective. ‘¢ Who is thab
Ves, T am Frank Kingston! Eh? I beg your pardon !

S e af once !’ exclaimed a hoarse voice over the wires.

for Heaven’s sake, come—at—once 12

' Calm | yourself ¥ said: Kingston firmly. “ Kindly ex-

There is no time! I am Mr. Rog—

Bhe speaker’s voice suddenly broke off, and a cry of pain
guivering over the telephone-wires. Frank Kingston
move a muscle, but sat ab his desk still holding the

ear.
ot he cried. * Hillo!”
% was useless,  The detective could tell that the

“ - =+ he other end had not been replaced, and, to say

R

3% was sienificant. That strange cry could only
" froms 2 man who had been either violently startled

oa the 3 -
& not wasie any time:

£ was falking to the girl at the exchange.

$=lonea?’ he inquired quickly. ‘ Noj I
be = Can you tell me who that man

= ¢ —eehine to me? An accident has evidently

NEXT
YSDAY

or be could not even tell me his name,

b7
eTe was 3 moment's silence.
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« Soven-five-double-eight-four Eash CentralP? said the
exchange girl. : s

 Thank you, miss!” - :

Kingston jerked the receiver on o the instrument and
rapidly looked up the number in his directory; 75884 Eash
Central proved to be Mr. Robert Burridge, steckbroker, of
Throgmorton Street.

“That's the man, sure enough,” Kingsten told himself.
“Mhis affair looks just a little fishy. When Mr. Burridgs
was speaking to me he was panting as though he had just
fnished a mile vace. The most obvious deduction is that ha
had heen engaged in a struggle with someone else.’”

Tle crossed the room, and less than a minute later was
stepping into a taxi outside. The traffia happened to be
somewhat slack, and the little vehicle made good time. Ib
pulled up outside the offices of Mr. Roger Burzridge, stogke
broker, and Kingston entered the hall of the building. M.
Burridge’s rooms were on the first floor, and the detective
paused before a glass-topped door on which the stockbroker’d
name was painted.
~ A1l the ether offices were deserted, and mot a sound could
be heard in the building, except the hallkeeper below, who
was whistling softly to himself. Kingston tapped on the door,
and, receiving no answer, turned the handle. The dooz
opened, admitting the detective into a rather bare office.

Tie looked round with a quick, comprehensive glance, then
strodo across the office to a door on the other side. At ona
time there had evidently been one large room, but now hal
was partitioned off, providing an inner office. This dooz, 100,
was unlocked, and the next moment Kingston murmured an
exclamation. | :

There, lying on the floor of the inner office, was the bod
of an elderly, grey-haired man, and an ominous stein show
jtself on the white forehead. 3

Tn two seconds Kingston was kueeling beside the uncons

sclous man,
Trr Gem Liprary.—No. 223,

i

at St. Jim’s, By MARTIN CLIFFORD, |

7



i

. Mr. Kingston, but I don’t deserve this.
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A bricf examination told Kingston that no veal harm was
done. Mr. Roger Burridge was suffering from a blow on the
top of the head. which had stunned him. and slightly cus
the skin. A few drops of brandy worked wonders.

In five minutes the stockbroker was sitting in a chair facing
the detective.

‘“Good gracious. Mr. Kingston, I—I scarcely seem able to
collect my thoughts I'* be exclaimed agitatedly. ‘I rang you

- up—— But I had better let you know everything, right from

the first."”

And the stockbroker informed his companion that, years
before, he had defrauded a man out of a large sum of money.
Since then, however, he had made amends, and had lived a
good life for years, giving money freely to charities as a

- means of easing his conscience.

“T mean it, Mr. Kingston!” exclaiued Mr, Burridge
earnestly. ° Before my Maker I swear that I have repented
of my crime. and have done my utmost to atone. I speak
plainly with you,” because I know you will not betray my
confidence, and because a scoundrelly blackmailer has me in
his power !’

The stockbroker went on to say that at the time of his
erime one man, Lewis Tressimer, had known of it. Burridge
had thought Tressimer dead. but now it appeared the man
had been out in America. Lately he had arrived in England,
and had. by pure chance, found out that Burridge was a

rominent stockbroker. Being hard up, he had approached

urridge and threatened him with exposure -unless he
¢ dubbed up." Tressimer was the only man who could expose
Burridge. :

“I’'m absolutely in the ruffian’s hands !’ said the distracted
man helplessly. T admit I did wrong all those years ago,
I have done my
ufmost to make up for my slip, and I want your help, because
ii was impossible for me to go to the police. You will realise
that.” S ety
‘“Of course,"” said Kingston quietly, ** and I know you're
speaking sincerely, Mr. Burridge. I will help you to the
best of my ability to rid you of this rascally blackmailer. But
please tell me what happened when you rang me up.’

“ Thank you, Mr. Kingston—thank you!"™ cried the other.
““But you ask—— Oh. yes! At about a quarter to six, when
the offices were empty, and 1 myself was on the point of

¢ leaving, Tressimer walked in and demanded a bundle of

valuable bonds which I had in my possession. He had already
writben me to say he wanted them, and, to be brief, I refused,
and he attacked me. We struggled, and, by chance, Tres-
simer slipped and caught his head against the fender. In a
moment I was at the telephone, having decided on the spur
of the moment, to ask your aid. :

Frank Kingston nodded. v

 Tressimer came to himself more quickly than you sup-
posed?’’ hequeried. * And sprang upon you while you were
at the ’'phone?”

¢ Exactly—exactly! He delivered a severe blow, and T fell
like a log. The next thing I remember is you bending over
me. Tressimer, of course, has taken the bonds and made
himself scarce. ~ Mr Kingston, I beg of you to do your
utmost! The bonds are of extreme value, and I dare nof say
anything, for fear of Tressimer betraying me!”

* You are in an unfortunate position. Mr. Burridge,” said
Kingston quietly. ““and I can—""

““ Good heavens!”

The stockbroker felt in his pocket feverishly, and produced
a bundle of papers. = A moment’s examination and then
another exclamation burst from his lips.

““ What is it?" asked the detective quickly.

‘“I—I—well, upon my soul!" gasped Mr. Burridge, in be-
wilderment and relief. ~ * The—the scoundrel has not taken
the bonds, after all! Ah, I realise what has happened! A
bundle of bonds, exactly similar to these, were on my table,
and Tressimer has taken them. By George, what luck—
they’re worth nothing 1"

He looked through the papers again, and Kingston smiled
at his very obvious relief and amazement. Mr. Burridge
could hardly realise it—yet it was not at all surprising. In
Tressimer's haste he could easily have taken the wrong
bundle.

Suddenly the stockbroker looked serious.

IHe remembered that Tressimer would discover his mistake,
and, in all probability, would come back for the genuine
articles, ~So he asked Kingston to take charge of them until
the blackmailer was laid by the heels. The detective readily
consented. : !

- “On the whole, 1 think it will be a wise plan,” he
remarked.  “ Tressimer will not guess that I have the papers,
and I can run him to earth with very little trouble, I should
advise you to hurry home, Mr. Burridge, immediately. I

_am going t6 a regeption to-night, and shail keep these bonds

Tuar Gem Lisrary.—No. 223.

on me fhe whole time. I do not think Tressimer will ach
antil to-morrow.’”

“ No, oh, nol” agreed the stockbroker. * Please do nob
upset your arrangements, Mr. Kingston To you my trouble
is but a trifle.  While you have oharge of the bonds I shall
feel comfortable,” ;

Mr. Burridge would not have uttered those words could Le
have seen through the partition which divided the inner office
from the outer. For, crouching close against it, was® Mr.
Lewis Tressimer himself! He had overheard everything.
The scoundrel made no more noise than a shadow, and even
Kingston was unaware of his presence.

When Kingsion hads arrived Tressimer had been on the
point of descending the stairs. On seeing the detective, how-
ever, he had darted up to the second floor and waited for
the newcomer to enter the stockbroker’s apartments. Then,
with the silence of a mouse, he had crept into the outer office.
The knowledge that he had taken the wrong bundle of papers

came as a shock to him, and his face had worked with rage=

for a little time. Then Kingston stated his intention of
Ieeping the bonds on his person while he was at a reception.
Té;‘lessuner’s rage cooled down, and he cautiously left the
OIces.

““ By thunder, what luck !’ he chuckled, as he walked briskly 3
¢ Kingston’s going to a recep-'

along Throgmorton Street.
tion to-night—eh? Well, I mean to have those papers—they’re
worth every cent of ten thousand pounds, and I think I can
see my way clear. It's a big game, and I meah to play it
out. Pity I made such a dashed silly mistake, though; would
have saved a lot of trouble,”

But Tressimer was a happy-golucky individual, and enjoyed
anything risky and exciting. ‘Therefore he wasn’t exactly
sorry that events had taken the turn they had. = But the
blackmailer had been out of England for years, and didn’t
know the reputation Frank Kingston had earned for himself.
Had he been better acquainted with the great detective’s.
history he might have hesitated before proceeding with his
scheme.

““ Teddy Clegge will give me a hand in this,” murmured
Tressimer to himself, as he lit a cigarette and jumped aboard
a motor-"bus. “Gee!l T guess that detective fellow will have
a considerable surprise to-night!” :

Arriving as the Elephant and Castle, Tressimer was soon
talking to his friend Clegge in the back room of a' dingy
lodging-house. Clegge was a Yankee and didn’t believe in
wasting words. He listened to what his companion had to
say, then neatly lowered a dose of whisky.

“Tm on, Tress, ole vard!” he exclaimed heartily.

¢ You'll help me right through with it?”’

¢ Sure !’

*“ Good for gou, Teddy!” cried Tressimer. “ We'll fix up
the details straight away. There’s nothing like being pro-
pared in advance for a job of this kind. What do you say?”’

““Good enough, Tress—let’s get to it !

CHAPTER 2.
Reception—Kingston and Dolores Leave—In
the Old House at Stepney.
G R EALLY, Frank, it is getting late,"” said Miss Kath-

At the

leen O’Brien, as she sat in a quiet corner at Sir

Thomas Inchcombe’s Grosvenor Square mansion. -

Frank Kingston, her fiance, was by her side. The recep-
tion was a brilliant affair, and both Kingston and Dolores
had enjoyed themselves.

““ Yes," he replied, glancing at his watch, “ and several
people are already preparing to depart. Fraser ought to
be outside with the car in five or ten minutes. For my-
self, I shall be quite ready to be off home.” ;

Both the detective and Dolores were in evening-dress, and
the girl had never looked more beautiful than she did to-
night. It is scarcely to be wendered that very many glances
were turned in her direction—glances of admiration for her,
and glances of envy directed ap Frank Kingston.

Five minutes later, just as they were thmking of depart-
ing, a footman approached Kingston. In his hand he held
a tray. :

“YTetter for you, sir,”" he said.

Kingston took if, and saw that it was marked ¢ Urgent,”
and had been brought by bhand. He tore the flap open,
and read the few words which were written on a sheet of
note-book paper.

“QCan you come at once to No. 24, Mountney Lane,
Stepney?  That scoundrel Tressimer has managed to get
me here, and now he threatens me with—— Someone com-
ing! Shall throw this out of the window.—BurrIDGE.”

Kingston re-read the little note with a thoughtful frown.
“Now, I wonder if it’s a fake?” he asked himself. “ Still,
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% can be. Tressimer doesn’s kmow Pm
here, and ha doesa't know that Burridge knows I am here.
Therefore —  ¥es, 1 think I had better run gver o
Stepney. the scoundrel has really got Burridge, things
might go pretiy hard with him.”

The detective, ©f coulse, Was totally unaware that
Fressimer bad overheard his conversation with the stock-

¥ don't see how

;hker He questioned the footman, and learned that a
il boy Bad brought the note.
T olores, who already lmew about the bonds which Kings-

ton had in his pockef, was curious.to know what the note
meant, Kingston explained, and the girl immediately
giated her intention of accompanying her lover to Stepney.

#No, Dolores,” =aid Kingston quickly. “I shall take
sou home now, “first.”

The detective had half an jdea that the note was a decoy
—ho suspected trickery somewhere, and did not like the
idea of Dolores running into danger. If the note was
faked, then it would be a good opportunity of having an
argument with Tressimer.

% Oh, but, Frank—"

s There’s danger, dear, and 3

s Danger!’ echoed Dolores lightly. “ ¥ should just love
. to. go with youl Just fancy talking of danger!” She
‘laughed, “ Why, when TI'm with you, Frank, I feel as safe
‘as_possible

Dolores would not be denied, and at the expiration of
three minutes both. she and Kingston were seated in the
biz Rolls-Royece Jandaunlette, rapidly being driven to No.
~ 24, Mountney Lane, Stepney. Kingston was by now almost
sure that the note was simply a ruse of Tressimer’s to trap
_kim, The detective laughed softly at the idea.

“ Tho car came to a halt about half a mile from the house.

Wingston stepped out of the car, and closed the door,
Ieaving Dalores inside. The streeb was deserted, for the
hour was late—or, rather, ear}y—and the lamp-posts were

: gnrmount‘ed by lights which did nob afford much illumina-
ion

“ Now, you remain here, Dolores, for twenty minutes,’”
said Kingston, buttoning his overcoat over his evening-
dvess. M, at the end of that time; I haven’t returned;
yowll know that scmething is wrong.” ;
w1 ghall call some policemen, and force an entrance 1o

+ho house,” declared Delores. « But what are you going {0 -

o33

do now, Frank? :
3¢1 was thinking of geiting into the badk-yard of No.
24 —provided it possesses a back-yard—and entering the
house by way of a window. 1 shall then be able to explore
at my leisure. Don’t you WOrry, little girlie; I shall -be
all right.” = ;
Frank Kingston walled off briskly. He looked upon the
whole matter as a trifle, which could be dealt with without
much trouble. He had interviewed Sir Nigel Kane, the
Chief Commissioner of Scotland Vard, earlier in the evening,
and now carried a warant for Tressimer’s arrest. Kingston
found that Mr. Burridge would be quite safe, i
Fressimer ‘‘ blabbed’?; that so many years had now passed
+hat the blackmailer’s knowledge was useless. Nobody would
‘have believed his story. X S
¢ The scoundrel has been playing upon Burridge’s fears,”
Kingston told himself. ¢ his warrant I have in my pockeb
will cause him to see things in a different light.”
. Ho walked on swiftly. <
' Meanwhile Dolores sat_in the car, waiting. She didn’t
. much care for the inactivity, but she had been given some-
thing to do, and was satisfied. If, at the end of twenty
‘minutes, Kingston didn’t appear, she was to call the police,
Suddenly there was a sound of running footsteps, and &
man appeared against the Rolls-Royce.
T say, mate!’ he gasped to Fraser. The latter stepped
_into the road, then, like a flash, the newcomer’s arm was
raised, and Fraser dropped to the ground, momentarily
stunned.  With the same swiftness, the assailant—it was
Clegge—wrenched open the side door of the landaulette..
Dolores had seen what had happened, and in a second her
Bittle revolver was ready.
«Stand back!” she eried.
s Pyt that down, or—
Clegge made as if to clamber

¢ into the cary
Dolores pulled the trigger. -

Crack! \
’ A tiny puff of smoke rose, and Clegge gave vent fo a
'l wild yell. The bullet had lodged itself in his left arm.

He staggered back, roaring with agony, then realised.thet
3% was quite time for him to make himself scarce. He made
‘as if to run. : :

P Fracer had come to himself, and the faithful chauffeur
$hrew himself at the injured scoundrel. ;

“ Keep him nntil a policeman comes, Praser,”” exclaimed
Dolores, stepping quicklj to the ground. She could see a
form in the distance, and knew that Fraser would soon have
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assistance. In a moment she was in the driving-seat of thgl -

car, and the chutch slid in. - TR

The motor hummed over the ground rapidly, Dolores
driving with perfect ease. It pulled up outside the house—
a dingy building in a shill dingier street, In the front patch
of *“garden” were several boards to say that the house
was to let. : : :

Dolores leapt lizhtly to the pavement, and opened the
rusty gate. Up the steps she went, and cautiously tried
the handle of the door. She had intended whistling fox
the police, but she wanted to ascertain if any commobtion
was siomg on first. To her surprise, the door opene
and she found herself looking into a dark hall.

Then a hand reached out, and the girl was
ward., Ehe uttered a liltle ery, but the next
door was slammed, and Tressimer SWOI® savagely unde®
his breath. He had sent the note to Kingston, of course,
and had lurked near the empty house uniil the detective
came along. The scoundrel had had no inkling of Dolored
being with him, Ho had followed Kingston, and hed seem
him clamber over the wall info the back-yard. Tressime¥
had then immediately entered the house irom the fronb
Next thing he heard was the car stopping, and, seeing
he had prepared himself.

“ Got youl!” he snarled, and the ominous barrel of a
revolver was placed near her face. Tressimer wore a false
beard, and a small mask obscured the upper portion of his

ace.

“ Upstairs!”? he ordered harshly, and Dolores, just a littls
startled, could do nothing but comply. Bub the knowledge
that Kingston was near was very comforting. An idea had
just entered Tressimer’s head, and he came to a halt at
the top of the stairs, where th light of a street-lamp
streamed in from the landing window.

“Now, then,” he shouted, ¢ I'm going to make you——>

Before he. could say any more a form appeared below,,
and Frapk Kingston placed his foot on the botlom stair
Tressimer had shouted especially to bring the detective.

“Stop ! ho commanded. ¢ My revolver is close against
this young lady’s head, and if you atfempt fo come upstairs
I shall shoot!”

“ You scoundrel!”

“ Very likely,” said Tregsimer, recovering his coolness.
“ Now, throw that bundle of bonds you have on the floor¥
Do you hear me, Mr. Frank Kingston? I give you five
seconds, then again I shall be forced——"

a Kingston produced the bonds, and dropped thein on the
00T,

“ Now your revolver!” i
~ Kingston dropped his weapon. Tressimer cerfainly had
the upper hand for the time being. Dolores’ position wag
far from. pleasant, for the heavy weapon was held so thab
its cold barrel was almost touching her cheek.

«Phat’s right!” chuckled Tressimer, delighted with thel
success of his ruse. :

“ ¥ must now request you fo come upstairs, pass me, and
continue until you arrive ab the attic. And don’t try any
iricks, for this revolver will go off if you start monieyin
around!”

Tn a fow moments Kingston was at the top of the housge,
The scoundrel released his hold on Dolores, and ordered hey
to join Kingston.

& There's a skylight up there,” he chuclkled. * You caxf
escape by the roof.” :

“ By Jovel” ejaculated Kingston under his breath.

He turned quickly, and stepped into a little room. ' Hera
a short staircase led out on to the leads. Kingston’s com-
posure had not left him for a minute; ho still looked npom
the whole affair as trivial. In less than a minute he was
on the roof, and Dolores was by his side. Tressimer had
followed them up, and now he slammed the heavy door- of
the top room, and turned the key in the lock.

“ You're dished nicely I” he murmured.

But Kingston and Dolores bad walked across the leads
for a few paces, and now they could see below, into the
street. Tressimer sb for a moment looking out of tha
attic window, and a snarling oath left his lips as he saw
Fraser, with two policemen, hurrying towards the house.

‘ fere!” Kingston called, *“ Youw'll find your man inside i}

%My goodness!” gasped one of the constables.

“One of you go round the back?” ordered Kingston
sharply. “Tll guard the skylight.” . %

In {lis manner Tressimer was trapped like a rat.

© A iame affair, sir,” said one of the constables.

“Ves, officer,’”” murmured Kingston, as he descended thY
stairs with Dolores. “ Ah, there arve the bonds, lying om
+the floor, together with my revolver. Well, Mr. Burridge,
you will have an early caller to-morrow morning,” ad e&
the great detective to himself. Tl take your property
round. first thing.” :

jerked fore
second’ the
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For Next Thursday,

¢ GUSSY’S CANADIAN COUSIN!”
By Martin Clifford,
iz the title of next Thursday’s amusing complete school fale
of the chums of St. Jim’s. The elegant Arthur Augustus is
‘all agog over the coming of his relative from across the seas,
but he—and all St, Jim’s as well—receives a severe shock
.when the Colonial gentleman actually introduces himself,
and the excitement is gonsiderable. My readers will under-
stand why when they read -

¢ GUSSY’S CANADIAN COUSIN!”
" in next week’s issue of THE GEx Library. Please order this
number in advance.

!Straight Talk Upon a Vexed Question.

At the risk of reopening a vexed guestion, I propose fo
devote a short” space to the question of the closed-down
Correspondence Exchange, which recently formed a feature of
the paper. The matter is still evidently agitating the minds
of some of my readers, and I have had a number of letters,
ag I expected to have, upon the subject. . A few readers have
abused me roundly for my action in discontinuing the
Exchange, while others have reproached me bitterly, and
threatened fo stop reading TeEE GrM Library if I did nob
immediately start the Exchange again. It is hardly necessary
for me to state that I did not take the drastic step that has
aroused my readers’ ire without the most careful consideration
and the most cogent reasons, and that being so, it is nof
likely that even the dire threats mentioned above will move
me from my decision—a decision which I have already ex-
plained was the only possible one in the circumstances. For
my chums’ disappointment. I am ftruly sorry, but I can only
say that I am 1n no way to blame for it, and that all my
honourable readers would have taken the same action as I
did under similar circumstances. I am proud to say thaf in
contrast to the angry letters mentioned above, many loyal
readers have written to assure me of their confidence,
realising, disappointed as they are, that I would never have
discontinued so popular a feature as the Correspondence Ex-
change without the strongest possible reasons, and the earnest
‘convicticn that such action would prove ultimately to be in
their best interests. Below I give the first part of one of
these sensible, sympathetic letters, which is interesting for
other reasons also. - The letter is from H. L., of Sheffield.

¢ Dear Mr. Editor,—This is the first time I have had the
pleasure of writing to you, although it is not the first time
I have attempted to do so. ave been putting it off time
after time, until now I feel so inspiréd by the tales now
appearing in THE GEm and ‘The Magnet’ Libraries, that I
must straightaway write while I bave the opportunity to do
so. As regards the closing of the Free Correspondence Ex-
change, I am afraid it will cause a great deal of disappoint-
ment, I myself being one of the disappointed, but in such a
‘case I quite agree with you. You camnot do better than
close the Exchange down. I have been a loyal reader of your
JLibraries, THE éEM and ‘The Magnet,” for about a year,
‘during which time I don’t think I have missed one number—
in fact, I could not rest without having them every weck, I
‘was employed at a shop where the assistant used to buy these
Libraries. I once asked him to lend me a copy, which he did.
Since then I have always been a reader. I think there is no
nicer reading for anyone. I have only one friend, who one
day chanced to pick up a GeEm that I had been reading.
‘Hallo!” he said. ‘More blood and thunder, Billy?’
¢ Nothing of the kind,” I answered. “Just read that one,
and you will soon convince yourself of that.” He read if,
.and is now, I am pleased to say, a reader. The number hap-
pened to be that of ‘The Schoolboy Nihilist," and he said
‘that the amusing puns made by Lowther and the joke played
on Levison by Kerr made it more and more interesting. The

serial story, Wings of Gold,’

and the Kingston defectivé
story make ing.”

GEM so interesting.

Thank you for your confidence and for a very inberesting

letter, William E. L. Veu say in a postseript that you hope
to have the pleasure of wrifing me again, Please remember
that the pleasure is mine, and that I shall be only too glad
to hear from you at any time.

A Matter of Opinion.

““Nescio "’ (Newcastle)—No, ““ Nescio,” T am afraid I can-
not make a definite pronouncément ‘on so controversial a
subject as to who are the best six goalkeepers in the Southern
League, even to settle your argument. Opinions upon such
a point as this differ very widely, and any amount of argu-
‘ment cannot alter the fact that the solution of the question
must remain a matter of opinion,

—_——

How to Rear Silkworms (continued from last week),

As stated last week, the silk cocoons should be removed
£from the conical paper bags about eight days after the silk-
worms commenced to spin. The cocoons should now. be

divided into two lots—i.e., those to be used for breeding . ;

.purposes—which, of course, must not be interfered with—and
those from which the silk is to be taken. In selecting the
cocoons which are to come under the first heading—that is,
for breeding-—an equal number of male and female schrysali
should be chosen. As a general rule,

THE LARGER COCOONS
will be found to produce female moths, but it is impossible

to be absolutely certain. ‘The safest plan is to reserve a fow .
more of the larger than the smaller cocoohs, so as to be on

the safe side. Each of the female moths will lay about three
hundred eggs. Now, having put aside the cocoons for breed-
ing purposes, the rest should be dropped for a moment or

two 1n boiling water, in order to kill the chrysali. They should-

then be transferred to a basin of warm water, heated to
about seventy degrees, to soak. When soft, the coarse outer
sille must be stripped from the cocoons, exposing the delicate
silk within, The end of a good thread must be extracted
from this, when the silk will be ready for the winder.
THE SILK-WINDER

can be bought from a toyshop, or can be made as followss
Procure two flat pieces of wood about eight inches long and
a quarter of an inch wide, and fasten them to one another
at the centres at right angles. Repeat this process with two
more pieces of wood, so that you have two similar crosses.
Then bore a hole through the centre of each cross, and cons
nect them together with a piece of stout wire; so that they

are parallel to one another, and about three inches apart..

Now cut four smooth, flat pieces of wood about half as long
as the spokes, and of similar width, and fasten them with
glue from the end of the spoke of one cross to the correspond-
‘ing spoke of the other. Next, in a flat piece of board fasten
two upright pieces for supports, and bore holes through these
to take the axle of the wheel, which should be capable of
working freely. A roughly-made.handle fitted to one end of
the axle completes the spinning-wheel. Now for

FHE ACTUAL BPINNING. ;

Tho thread from the inner cocoon should be fastened fo one’

of the cross-pisces of the wheel, which is then turned steadily,
g0 that the silk thread is wound off “the cocoon on to the
wheel. This operation requires some care, and the operator
should move the cocoon about in the basin with his un-
occupied hand as he winds, so that the thread changes ifs
position on the reeler. soon as one cocoon is used up
another can be wound on to the reeler, until a large skein
is formed, when the silk should be removed and drawn:out
into a loop, when it will be ready for use.
‘ ; : THE EDITOR.
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Note thls DATE !

WEDNESDAY MAY 22uw.

| This date has been fixed for the pubhcation of
|me= No. 1 OF A GREAT NEW STORY PAPER.
This monster new production will offer you

|me= THE BIGGEST VALUE EVER KNOWN.

36 pages, including a beautiful coloured cover.j
~ All the best authors and artists.

= No. 1 ON SALE WEDNESDAY, MAY 22u.

For full particulars see this week’s issue of
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3 New Numbers of “THE BOYS FRIEND” 3d Cqmplete lerary

An. Ama.zmg NE.W Story dealing with the Thrilline Adventures of Two Youﬂg
Britishers employed as Secret Servzce Agents in the Far East.

A Splendld 80 000-word Long, Complete School Tale !

“GREEN AS GRASS!]

- By CEDRIC WOLEFE.

ND 192 “THI:. BOYS’ FRIEND” 3d ‘Complete lerary

ON SALE.  PRICE 3%

- ~-you can obtam from - your newsagent to-day: ; 1=
190 SHAN CHUNG'S COVSPIRACY‘

By PETER BAYNE. {

No. 191 :

A Grand Long Complete Tale of the Sea

\To. 192
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IN NELSON'S DAY. . {

By HENRY ST, JOHN

(IRFEN AS GRASS

By CEDRIC WOLFE. 22
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