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CHAPTER 1.
Deeds of Darkness.
(¥4 OM MEWWY !”
“Brrrrt”
“Tom Mewwy!
you champion slackah

Arthur Augustus D’Arey, arrayed in a
weird and wonderful suit of pyjamas, to
which Joseph’s celebrated coat of many
colours would certainly have had to play
second fiddle, stood over Tom Merry's
bed in the Shell dormitory.

The moonlight, streaming in at the
~ high windows, showed that Jack Blake,
Herries, and Digby were also there or
thereabouts, armed with sponges. They
were willing to assist Tom Merry to wase,
if he found it too great an effort to do
so without help.

Arthur Augustus danced to and fro be-
side the bed like a Red Indian.

“Have you forgotten the awwange-
ments we made for lickin’ the New
House?” he shrieked,

* Grooh !’ mumb ed Tom Merry, ““Ger:
raway! How can a fellow sleep, when
on’re making that silly row? Gerraway,
} say !” ;

To drive his remarks home, the cap
tain of the Shell landed out with his fist.
The swell of St. Jun’s, unprepared for
this- surprise attack, received the blow
ot the tip of his aristoeratic nose.

“Yawoooooh ! fie yelled.

Jack Blake strode forward grimly.

“We're nat having our tame Gussy
knocked about like this!” he said. -

“Rather not!” echoed Herries and
Digby.

And the next moment a drenching
avalanche of water, the joint contents of
three sponges, descended upon Tom
Merry’s devoted head.

There was a roar from the victim—a
roar of such volume that it might have
aroused the Seven Sleepers.

“Now,” said Digby sweetly, “p’r’aps
sou’ll turn out I”

Tom Merry had no choice in the mat
ter.  His pillow was like a wet sack ; his
hair streamed limply over his forehead
Choking and spluttering, bhe rolled out
of bed. and blinked his way towards the
nearest towel.

“Now for the other Dbeauties!” said
Jack Blake. ‘“They seem to have for-
gotten there’s a war on, and that we've
got to reduce the New House to a pulp!”

Arthur Augustus clasped his damaged
nasal organ tenderly.

“1 wefuse .to wemonstwate with the
west of the bwutes,” Le sai “If they
all behave like Tom Mewwy, I sha’n’t
Pe in a (it condish to put it acwoss Fig-
gay & Co.”

“That’s all right, Gussy,” said Her
vies cheerfully. “ We'll do the weedfui!
Lowther first!”

But Monty Lowther, with timely wis-
dom, sprang out of bed, and Manners
and Talbot and several mare of the shin
ing lights of the Shell swiftly followed
suit. They bad no wish to be a target
for the little pleasantries of the Fourth-
Formers.

Having dried himself, and come to a
complete state of wakefulness, Tont Merry
rapped out a series of commands.

**Line up, vou fellows! Cet your pil-

Wake up,
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lows ready ! And, whatever you deo, don't
go charging into the New House quarters

like a mob of cavalry vun riot! This is
a surprise attack, mind, and we're not
to give the beggars the shghtest warming
of our approach!”

The juniors—there were about a dozen
in all—armed themselves with' pillows
and bolsters, and set off on their warlike
missiott

Oppeosition from the New House had
been keen of late, and Tom Merry & Co.
felt called upon to keep their end up. It

would never do for St. Jim's at large |

to get the impression that the New House
was cock house.

And so, while the funks and conseien-
tious objectors lay and snored, the com:
bined forces of the Shell and the Fourth
crept over to the enemy’s quarters. It
wad a risky manceuvre, at the hest of
times; but Mr. Ratchiff, the unpleasant
and unpopular New Hoyse master, had
beenr compelled to take & fortnight’s hali
day, owing to a breakdown in health, and
thus the most dreaded barrier to the
juniors’ enterprise wds removed.

In the New House dormitory all was
still and silent. Figgins and Kerr and
Wynn, Redfern and Lawrence and Owen,
and the rest of the mighty men of the
Honse, were in the arms of Merpheus.
There had been no air-raid warning, so
to speak—no policenien with eomic cards
urging them to take cover, and thus Tom

| Merry and his followers had a clear field.

Even when the raidess were actually
inside the dormitory, not one of the
sleepers stirred.

“Now,” muttered Tom Merry,
you ready ?”

There was a low murmur of response.

““All serene, then! Pile inl?

A moment later, it seemed to the be-
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wildered Figgins & Co. as if the earth had,

suddenly visen wp and smitten them in
the face. Bolsters and pillows came thud-
ding upen them as they lay; and as fast
as they tried to rise they were heaten
back again.

“Once more into the breach, dear
friends!” sang out Monty Lowther.
*“Charge, Gussy. charge! On, Digby,
on 1 :

“Ha, ha, ha!>

“ A raid, by Jove!” spluitered Figgins,
caught between two fires, Manners and
Lowther whacking at him from either
side.

Kerr sniffed.

“Has that only just occurred to you,
fathead?”’ he exclaimed.
socks up, for goodness’ sake! It looks
as if we’re in for a thundering good hick-
ing this time!”

“Grooh! » And T was dreaming of pre-
war rations!”’ mumbled Fatty Wyun.

But the School House did not carry
everything before them. They were not
dealing with. weaklings, and in a very
short space Figgins & €Co. succeeded in
getting into fighting trim.

Then the affray commenced in- real
earnest, on longer one-sided. TFiggins,
Kerr, and Wynn were the sort of fellows
who, when bowled over, bounced wup
again like indiarubber balls; and at the
other end of the dormitory Redfern and
his comrades were going great guns,

“Pull your |

The great Gussy had suffeved eapture,
and had been tied to a bed-post; and in
the wild rush to rescue their chum the
School House suffered heavy punishment.
Fhey succeeded in setting Gussy free,
but not until five er six of their number
had been fairly floored. > -

And then, to quote Byron, a changs
came o’er the spirit of the dream.
~ Figgins & Co. had no mind to give the
School House a chance to crow over
them. So they fought like Britons, who
never know when they are beaten.

It was Tom Merry & Co.’s turn to pull
up their socks. Slowly, but surely, the
tide of battle turned against them. The
New House had the dual advantage of
fighting on their native heath and of
being stronger in numbers.

“Sock it into: ’em!” gasped Tom
Merry desperately. “Buck up, Blake!
There’s work to be done at Redfern’s
g He’s earrying everything before
him 1 %

Jack Blake did not rush to obey his
leader’s command, owing to ecircum-
stances over which he had no control.
He was streiched at full length on the
floor of the dormitory, his head being
campletely hidden from view by the
pillows of his apponents.

ey

“Gurrrg, gurrrg, gurrrg!” was the

 only reply he was able to make to Tom

Merry’s remark.

_ Figgins began to crow—too soon, as
it chanced !

“We've got ’em fairly beaten this
time!” he exclaimed. “Hurrah! New
House for ever!”

And then, as if in mockery of his boast,
reinforcements arrived for the  School
House, in the shape of Levison, Cardew,
and Clive of the Fourth.

This cheerful trio staggered in at the
doorway, bearing between them a long

| and wicked-looking hosepipe, which Levi-

son at once proceeded to operate.
Seeing what was afoot, Tom Merry &

- Co. hastened out of the line of fire, and

the New House fellows were left to the
teuder mercies of Levison and his two
associates,

Swish-sh-sh-sh!

A deluge of water shot into the dormi-
tory, and confusion reigned supreme.

The baffled warriors of the New House
darted this way dnd that way; but Levi-
son’s aim was deadly, and there was no
escape for them.

The beds~were drenched; the fellows
who should have been occupying them
were soaked to the skin. It was not
merely a licking for the New House; it
was a rout, thorough and complete.

“Yaroooop!” yelled Redfern, as a

 lively spurt of water smote him under-

neath the chini, causing him to topple
<I)ver. ’.,“Chuck it, you beasts! Chuck it,
say !’

The School House did chuck it—sud-
denly and without warning. The stream
of water ceased; there was a sudden
scamper of feet without, and the next
moment dead silence prevailed.

Figgins & Co. looked at each other in
blank amazement. ]

What did-that silence mean?

/)
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CHAPTER 2.
A Call to Arms.

HE rveazon for Tom Merry & Co.’s
sudden . flight was soon made
known,

There was the sound of a firm
tread without, followed by the appear-
ance of a tall, good-looking young man,
whom none of the juniors had ever seen
before. He carried a suit-case, and a
pair of humorous grey eyes twinkled out
from under his tweed cap.

“ Good-evening, my boys!”
pleasantly.

Figgins gasped.

“Who—who are you, sir?” he blurted
ut.

The stranger set down his bag, and
gazed at the strange scene around him.

he said

“My name,” he said, “is Grenfell. T

have come to take Mr. Ratcliff’s place
during his absence. Excuse me, but are
such scenes as these usual?”

“Nun-no, - sir!” stammered Kerr.
“They only happen—er—once in a blue
moon, sir!”

“I hope so! Nature intended you to
be boys, not water rats. Dormitories,
{00, were made for slumber, not for con-

version into swimming-baths! Who is
the head boy here?” |
‘I am, sir,” said Figging, rather

shamefacedly.

“Your name?”

Figgins gave the desired information.

“Then you will clear up this abomin-
able mess, and wait upon me in Mr.
Rateliff’s studv in the morning !’

“Ye-e-cs, sir!”

Mr. Grenfell picked up his bag, nodded,
~and withdrew, leaving behind him a

" stony silence, which was not broken until
Fatty said, very deliberately:

“Well, I'm jiggered!”

Nobody knew what to make of it. The
juniors had not known that Mr. Grenfell
was coming; and now that he had
actually arrived, it was hard to tell
whether his coming was for better or
worse.  Whether he would prove to be
such another as the much-hated Ratty,
and how he would deal with Figgins,
were questions which only the morrow
could satisfy.

“What do yeu make of him, Reddy?”
asked Figgins.

“Give 1t up. He seems a sport, but
appearances are jolly deceptive some-
times. He didn’t seem to: go' into
hysterics, or anything of that sort, when
he saw that the dormitory was swamped
out; ‘but p’r’aps he’s one of those cold,
cruel beggars, who don’t jaw much, but
lay it on thick. Anyway, in the morning
wo shall see what we shall see.”

It was a very long time before the
New House juniors composed themselves
to slumber that night.

Levison had done his work well, and
it took a good hour to mop up the floor.
When this was done, the juniors scouted
vound for dry blankets, and settled down
to slumber on the hard boards. Sleeping
in the beds was out of the question.

Figgins got up next morning with
many misgivings. He was no funk, and
would have faced the stiffest of lickings
without flinching; but—well, it seemed
vather bad luck, he reflected, to be

caught red-handed, like that.

Figgins had little appetite for break-
fast—a fact which was duly avpplauded
by Fatty Wynn, who sat next to him
and cheerfully disposed of his share.

When the meal was over, the leader of
the New House made his way to M.
Ratcliff’s study.

Mr. Greenfell was there, smoking a
heavy bulldog pipe.

Figgins scanned the master’s face
anxiously, to see if i1t would give some
clue as to the nature of hig punishment—
if any. But Mr. Grenfell’s countenance
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{ Rough on the New House!
} (See Chapter 1.)

was so impassive that the junior didn’t
know whether he was to be soundly
flogged or whether Mr, Grenfell would
produce sherry and cake for the occa-
sion.

*Ah, Figgins!” said the master.
roused from his reflections. ® ¢ Take a
chair, will you?”

Figgins blithely obeyed. This, he felt,
was & good opening, He much preferred
to sit down in a chair to being ordered
to bend over one.

“You are the acknowledged leader of
the junior boys of this House, I under-
stand?” said Mr. Grenfell.

“Yes, sir.”

The master regarded the
steadily for some moments—more
sorrow than in anger, it seemed.

“Great Scott!” he exclaimed, at
length, springing to his feet so suddenly
that Figgins promptly backed his chair
away, thinking Mr. Grenfell had
developed some form of lunar madness.

“I1—I what’s the matter, sir?” he
stammered.

“ Matter? Why, everything! You are
the recognised leader of the New House
juniors, and yet you allow a party of
boys from a rival House to stroll casually
into your dormitory at dead of night, and
fairly mop you up!”

“Excuse me, sit

speaker
in

began Figgins

warmly, -
“Don’t_interrupt! What I say is
correct. You were bearded in your own

den, so to speak, and instead of quelling
the invaders you allowed your comrades
to be swamped out!  Your display—I
only saw the tail end of it, but that was
sufficient—was - feeble in the extreme.
Come, Figgins! Why should the juniors
of this House have to kunuckle under in
this way?”

Figgins turned crimson. He had been
plrepared for many things, but not for
this |

“Jt—it’s only once in a while, sir!”
he blurted out. “When you come to
reckon up all the fussles between the two

Houses, you'll find that honours are fairly
easy.”

Mzr. Grenfell puffed at his pipe.

“I am not satisfied, Figgins,” he said.
“I have only been here a few hours,
yet it has struck me that the School
House are top dogs, if I may use the
expression.”’

“By Jove, sir,” said Figgins, “I should
like to prove otherwise!”

“Then you shall be given an oppot-
tunity of doing so.”

Mr. Grenfell was smiling now, and the
sparkle of enthusiasm in his eyes was
brighter than ever.

“I am not going to suggest,” he went
on, “that you take your revenge in the
form of a pillow-fight. I don’t encour-
age pillow-tighting. Buf I propose that
you issue a challenge, Figgins, to the
School House juniors—a challenge to a
series of sporting events. Football and
boxing and the wsual running races
thrown in.”

“ Topping, sir!”
tarily.

His heart jumped at the suggestion puf
to him by the Housemaster. He grinned
at the mere thought of Ratfy launching
such a scheme. A fat lot Ratty cared
which House ranked highest in sporf, A
victim to indigestion and other ailinents,
he didn't care a twopenny rap aboub
games. But this newcomer—this brisk,
smiling, upright master was quite the
reverse. Iiggins' heart warmed to Mr.
Grenfell.

“Very well,” said the master. ‘Leave
it to me, and I will draw up a programme
of events and exhibit ‘it on the notice-
board, where your challenge will also ap-
pear. Meanwhile, I shall expect you to
get into form. If you don’t put up a
good show, I shall leave St. Jim's with
the feeling that, as a Housemaster, I'm
a dead failure. Do you understand me?”

“ Quite, sir!” replied Figgins.

Mr. Grenfell rose, shook the junior
cordially by the hand, and watched him
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said Figgins involun-
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from the room with an approving glance.
John Norman Grenfell was a man who
“never turned his back, but marched
breast forward,” and his summing-up of
Figgins was that the junior was after
his own heart.

“There’s good stuff there,” murmured
the master to himself. “ We shall see
some Trojan tussles shortly, or 'm no
prophet! And if the New House don’t
win, they’ll do something that’s just as
good—lose honourably!”

stood before
in the
his

CHAPTER 3.
Throwing Down the Gauntlet.
“W HAT cheek!” -
Tom Merry
2 the notice-board
junior Common-room,
eyes nearly Lulging out of his head.

Manners and Lowther, who peered over
his shoulder, simply gasped. They could
not trust themselves to speak.

It was quite a common occurrence for
notices to greet the ga'e ot the School
House juniors in the early morning. They
grew up in the night like mushrooms.
But the latest announcement put all pre-
vious effort entirely in the shade.

The wording was as follows:

“A CHALLENGE
TO THE
¢ SAUCY SCBOOL HOUSE
. HUSTLERS!

““We, the undersigned, on behalf of all
the New House juniors, do hereby chal-
lenge the School House, not to a pillow-
fight in the dark, where the results are
fluky, but to a good, solid, stand-up

series of sports on the playing-fields, in
order to prove to Mr. Grenfell that the

New House is the cock House at St.
Jim’s.

“The School House Hustlers are asked
to hold themselves in readiness for the
following events:

¢“1. Footer match.

“2. Boxing contest.

3. Running races.

“4. Tug of-war.

“Points will be awarded at the discre-
tion of Mr. Grenfell, who will supervise
the sports.

“New House for ever!

¢ (Signed)
“GREORGE FIGGINS.
“GEORGE FRANCIS KERR,
“RICHARD REDFERN,”

. The challenge was certainly an auda-
cious one, but Tom Merry & Co. did not
know that Mr. Grenfell’s influence had
already made itself felt, and that Figgins
was detérmir.ed to move heaven and earth
in order to place the New House at the
top of the tree.

¢ Wherefore these frozen faces?” in-
quired Jack Blake, strolling upon the
scene with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“Have you fellows swallowed your tooth-
stoppings?”

Tom Merry waved his. hand expres-
sively towards the notice-board.

“We live in stirring times,” he said.
“Figgy’s got a touch of madness now—
a sort of war mania, I suppose. It’s the
old, old House rivalry game.”

Jack' Blake read the notice, and nodded.

“We must wade in and slaughter
them,” he said. “ We must drive it home
to them that the School House is the
only House at St. Jim’s that matters—
in a word, that we're IT.” :

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus. “Bai Jove! Whoevah would have
thought the boundahs had such colossal
nerve?”

The cluster of juniors around the
notice-board grew fast, and the crowd re-
solved that they would make the New

TrE Gem Lisrary.—No. 515
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House pay a heavy price for having
gested the sports

** We shall hold our own on the footer-
field all serene!” said Tom Merry.

“True, O King!” said Monty Lowther.
“If you ask my opinion on the subject, I
think we shall reduce the New House to
ashes—yea, even unto pulp!”

“My hat!” said Cardew. ‘“Those New
Hoise beauties want sitting on pretty
badly. This is the extreme outside
edge!” &

“They’ll sing to another tune pre-
sently,” said Levison, with satisfaction.

Levison was a sportsman now,; and he
showed a sportsman’s keenness for the
forthcoming encounter. Time was when
he would have sniffed at it, and filled in
the time by holding a card-party in his
study. But a sweeping change had come
over Levison in this, as in many other
respects. He was fast winning for him-
self a very creditable position at St
Jim’s: in fact, his wild and wayward
past was now quite a back number.

“1 say, you fellows.” exclaimed the
shrill voice of Baggy Trimble, “you
might make room for a chap!”

He jostled Levison with one elbow, and
Cardew with another, and -waddled up
to the noticé-board. A smile spread over
his flabby features,

“This is ‘where I come in!” he re-
marked airily. “Pl make a clean sweep
of all the races, I think, and leave you
fellows to tackle the footer and boxing. 1
don’t want to take too much of the lime-
light, you know. He, he, he!”

“Go hon!” said Monty Lowther
solemnly. :

“And it wouldn’t be a bad move,”
added Trimble, too short-sighted to notice
that Levison was standing near, “if T
wired for Doris' Levison to come along,
50 that she could have an opportunity of
seeing her—ahem !—her hero romp home
in seme of the events. _Of course, she
may have already noticed my form——7

“She couldn’t possibly miss it!” raur-
mured Lo%ther.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And I shall fairly bring the house
down,” went on Trimble, unheeding.
“Doris will grow keener on me than
ever. She’s awfully sweet on me, as it is.
Bus there! How can a fellow help being
a lady’s man? It’s not surprising, really,
that any fapper should want to run after
me 5

Baggy Trimble got no further. There
was a roar behind him, like the roar of
an infuriated bull, and the next instant
Levison’s hand closed in a vice-like grip
on the fat junior’s collar. Trimble was
swung back into space, and, glancing
round, he met the indignant, flashing
gaze of Levison of the Fourth. .

“You cad!” hissed Levison. “How
dare you speak of my sister like that!
Take that, you miserable fool !”

And Levison landed out with his left.
He was in a fuming passion: and Tom
Merry & Co. made no attempt to inter-
fere. Trimble’s remarks certainly
merited a thrashing. z 5

“ Yarooooop !”” yelled Baggy, curling
up under the impact of Levison’s fist.
“Lemme alone! T was only rotting,
honour bright! I——"

Biff !

Levison landed out again—harder this
time. The infuriated junior was scarcely
aware of his own strength. The blow
caught Trimble between the eyes, and
sent him spinning to the floor, where he
rolled over, with a curious groan.

“Draw it mild, Levison,” said Tom
Merry gravely. “He’s not made of cast-
iron, you know!”

At the same instant,
exclaimed :

“Levison—I think your name is Levi-
son, is it not ?—how dare you strike down

sug-

a stern voice
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one of your schoolfellows in that brutal
fashion I :

Levison swung round, and encountered
the aceusing ‘gaze of Mr. Grenfell, who
had come over to the School House for
the purpose of discussing the sports with
Mr. Railton. ;

“ He spoke insultingly of my sister,
sir.” answered Levison. *TI'm not stand-
ing that at any price!”

Mr. Grenfell bent over the prostrate
Trimble.

“You have half stunned him,” he said
quietly. “He must be removed to the
sanatorium at once. Even though you
acted = under = provoeation, Levison,
nothing can justify such a display of
hoolizanism. I shall cane you severely !”

“Mr. Railton is our Housémaster,
w1

Mr. Grenfell flushed.

“Thank you for endeavouring to point
out where my duty lies, Levison!” he
said.  “T feel sure, however, that Mr.
Railton would commend my action in this
matter. You will follow me to my
study.”

For a moment a spark of rebellion
smouldered in Levison’s breast. But
there was something commanding about
Mr. Grenfell—something which stamped
kim as a born leader of men. Levison
saw that he was not to be trifled with,
and reluctantly followed the New House
master from the Common-room, while
Tom Merry & Co. rendered first aid to
Baggy Trimble.

Mr. Grenfell was evidently a man of
action. He wasted no more time in
words, but picked up Mr. Ratcliff’s cane,
and ordered Levison to hold out his hand.

Swish, swish, swish ! :

Levison bit his lip, but betrayed no
sign of weakness.

; 1‘1‘ Now the other !’ panted Mr.
ell. :

Levison obeyed.

Swish, swish——

Then a strange and startling thing hap-
pened. :

A spasm of pain passed over the
master’s face. His hand suddenly re-
laxed, and the cane fell from his nerveless
grasp on to the floor. 3

Levison sprang forward.

“ Are you ill, sir ?” he muttered.

Mr. Grenfell pulled himself together.

“I—I am all right, thank you, Levi-
son,”” he said, though 1t cost him an effort
to keep his voice steady. “ You may go
now. And do not let me have to take
you to task for such conduct again. If
you repeat this bullying, the matter will
pass out of my hands into those of Dr.
Holmes.” : :

Levison turned on his heel, and left the
study. :

His feelings towards Mr. Grenfell were
the reverse of amiable. After all, he had
only championed the cause of his sister
with, perhaps, a little more vigour than
was necessary. What right had this man
—this raw new-comer, and a master of an
alien House at that—to lick him ?

Levison’s first impulse—and perhaps a
natural one in the circumstances—was to
be revenged upon Mr. Grenfell, to do all
in his power to cause him an injury.

But his better nature prevailed, and he
decided to content himself with dropping
out of the sports. He would not asso-
ciate himself with anything launched by
Mr. Grenfell; and he would persuade
Clive and Cardew to do as he did.

Having . arrived at this conclusion,
Levison sought out his two study-matcs,
who, after a brief discussion, decided to
throw in their lot with him, and let the
sports continue without them.

“We’ll wash our hands of Grenfell,”
said Levison. “I don’t like his style. .
He’s not quite such a tyrant as Ratty,

Gren-
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but he was a jolly sight tco high-handed
just now ! ;
“Hear, hear!” said Clive. “ What's
more, I can’t understand why a chap of
his build and age isn’t in khaki. He
may have excellent reasons, of course, or
p’rlaps he’s wangled an exemption of
some sort ; b % ;
“1t looks fishy,” said Cardew. “Eng-
land expects every iman to do his duty.

There’s no savin’ clause for House-
masters. But I don't know that we can
judge.’

Y suppose not,” said Levison slowly.
¢ Anyway, we'll give the sports-a miss.
won’t join in anything that’s run by a
rotten tyrant, who butts in where he has
no right !” :

Clive and Cardew nodded- their agree-

ment.
T attitude he had taken up. They
considered he was making much
ado about nothing, and urged him to turn
out for the School House.  Clivo was
likely enough to be useful, too; and
though Cardew might not be wanted
badly, he was no duffer when he chose to
exert himself.

But the three mutineers remained
firm, and when the House match wae due
to start pn the following afternoon the
School House took the field without Levi-
son or Clive—thongh Clive’s place was
well filled.

“We've got to put up the game of our
lives,” said Tom Merry.

“Wely on us, deah boy!” said Arthur
Angustus. “We won’t be satisfied. with
anythin’ short of a ewushin’ victory.”

**Hear, hear!”

Mr. Grenfell, on the other hand, was
giving Figgins a little good advice, He
didn’t sermonise; he didn’t point out a
host of pitfalls, All he said was thia:

“(o in and win. Remember that
attack is the very best form of defence,
and keep the ball rolling all the time.
Tlold on, and hold out to the finish!”

A moment later the speaker, himself
a footballer with a past, had blown the
whistle for the game to commence.

Right from the kick-off the New
House were on top. They swung the ball
about in great style, and Reilly, who
was keeping goal for the School House,
found himself busily engaged even in the
first minute.

The New =~ House supporters, who
crowded behind the goalp which Reilly
was defending, cheered boisterously.

“Keep it up!” they chortled. “ Bravo,
Reddy! Shoot, man—quick! Herries is
on yout”

Herries was; but he was the fraction
of a second too late. The ball caught
the full impact of Redfern’s boot, and
cannoned full into Reilly’s chest, knock-
ing the goalie backwards into the net.

“Goal ! roared,the New House sup-
porters, in great glee. ‘We’re one up!
Well played, Reddy, old sport!”

“Do it again!” grinned Figgins, “and
half my kingdom is thine!”

Redfern was certainly in sparkling
form, and he wanted watching. The
worst of it was that the School House
had to concentrate on checking him,
with the wesult that they were very
seldom in the picture themselves. Oncs,
however, Arthur Augustus broke away
on the wing, and sent in a rattling
cross-shot; but Fatty Wynn, the finest
iunior goalkeeper St. Jim’s had ever
known, rose to the occasion, and the
New House swarmed to the attack once
more.

Levison, Cardew, and Clive were

“among the crowd on the touchline, and

CHAPTER 4.
An Uphill Game.

OM MERRY & CO. were rather
annoyed with Levison for the
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none of them felt quite happy. Levison
and Clive longed to be in the thick of
she fray. Cardew didn’t long for that
so much, but he was not comfortable
about the affair. :

heep !

It was half-time, and the New House,
leading by a goal to nothing, sprinted
»ff to the dressing-room, feeling that all
vas for the best in this best of all
possible worlds. .

“You've done eplendidly!” said Mr.
Grenfell, clapping Figgins on the
shoulder. “I was a little too hasty in
ny judgment the other evening.”

Figgins flushed with pleasure, and re-
solved to renew his efforts on the re-
sumption.

As for the School House fellows, they
found it difficult to conceal their dismay.

“There’s one mnail in our coffin
already,”
“Barring a solitary spurt by Gussy, we
did no attacking right through the first
half.”

“QOur luck was out,” said Tom Merry.
“Confound that chap Levison! I wish
to goodness he hadn’t got the sulks!”

“Nevah say die!” inferposed the swell
of St. Jim’s cheerfully. “We'll show
beggahs that there’s life in the old
doz yet!”

But luck had forsaken the School
House. No sooner had the game been
resumed than Jack Blake, m a wild
endeavour to get within shooting range,
foll foul of Figgy's boot. The New
House skipper took & large size in boots,
and Jack Blake came up against a nasty
calamity. It was found necessary for
him to retire, and the School House
carried on with ten men. -

One misfortune trod upon another’s
heel. -~ Herries, who had been putting
up a capital display at full-back, slipped
and fell in trying to clear, and Kerr
notched a second goal for his side.

“ Oh, help!” groaned Monty Lowther.
“This is enough to make the angels
weep! I shall crawl off the field and
expire in solemn silence. No flowers, by
request " :

It was certainly a bitter blow for the
School House, who, however, continued
to play with dogged determination.

Manners was prominent shortly after-
wards with a sparkling run, and from
his well-placed centre.Tom Merry scored
2 magnificent goal.. Thrown off his
balance for once, Fatty Wynn had en-
sirely misjudged the flight of the ball,
which crashed past him into the net,
amid a chorus of delighted cries from
the School House spectators.

The closing stages of that great game
were nothing if not thrilling. Time and
again the School House strove to
equalise, and time and again they vwere
driven back.

It seemed a pretty hopeless case; but
Herries and Monty Lowther gallantly
warded off a dangerous move on the
part of Redfern, and then Talbot, who
had been doing a lot of good work
in a quiet way, took the ball the length
of the field, and steadied himself to
shoot.

It was an exciting moment, Oppo-
nents to right of him, opponents to left
of him, and the ever-watchful Fatty
Wynn in front of him, Talbot was up
against heavy odds. But he shot at
once, before he could be tackled.

Fatty Wynn fisted the ball out with a
triumphant grin; but Talbot, swift as a
lizhtning flash in a summer sky, pounced
upon it again, and drove it into the
net,,

“Level!” roared the crowd; and while
the word was still hot on their lips, Mr.
Grenfell blew the final whistle.

“Saved!” pgasped Monty TLowther
dramatically. “Saved at the giddy
scaffold! Talbot, old man, shake!”

ey

remarked Monty TLowther |

4o you.

One Penny.

And Talbot shook, not only with Monty
Lowther, but with all the host of School
Heuse fellows who were waiting to con-
gratulate him. He had proved the sal-
vation of hLis side at the crucial moment,
and the House match—the first event in
the series of sports—would have to be
replayed at a later date.

Meanwhile, there were other con-
quests to be made; and the members of
the rival Houses faced the future with
stout hearts, animated by the joy of
battle, and resolved, for the sake of the
cause they had so dearly at heart, to
play up, play up, and play the game!

CHAPTER 5.
When Fortune Frowns.

“SHE day of the races dawned crisp
and clear, and many dis-
tinguished visitors filtered in at
the gates of St Jim’s, - chief

among whom were Cousin Ethel and
Doris Levison.

Levison’s sister had not known that
anything was amiss. She was expecting
to see her brother romp home in several
of the events.

But the morning wore on, aud Levison
showed no sign of changing his togs;
and at length, with the curiosity of her
sex, Doris spoke out.

“Is there anything the matter,
Ernest?” she asked. “ You aren’t

crocked, by any chance, are you?”

“ No., Doris. Im simply washing my
hands of the sports.”

“ Why?" flashed Doris.
challenge in her tone.

Levison moved uncasily from one foob
to the other.

There was a

“It’s the new man—Grenfell,” he
said  ““ He's a pig. And I'm not going

to have anything to do with him. Clive
and Cardew are standing by me.”

Doris shrugged her pretty shoulders.

“It’s all very well to say that M.
Grenfell’'s a pig,” she said. I should
want proof of his piggishness before I
decided to condemn him. What's he
done?”’

“ He lammed me,” growled Levizon.

¢ But perhaps you deserved it!”

“I didn’t deserve it. It wasn’t fair!
But it’s no use explaining these things
You're a girl, and girls never
understand "’

“Don’t you think it's—well, vather too
bad to let your House down?”

Levison turned crimson.

“ Look here, Doris,” he said; * don’t
keep on this strain, for goodness’ sake,
or we shall quarrel! I said Grenfell was
a pig, and I repeat it! He's a slacker,
too-—a chap who's spent tho last three
years in dodging military. service, I
should say!”

“Frnest! You have no right——"

But Levison had caught sight of Clive
and Cardew strolling on to the sports’

round, and he sped off to join them.

e was very fond of his sister, and did
not wish to risk a rift in the lute. By
tea-time, he reflected, Doris would have
forgotten all about Mr. Grenfell, and
then their happy relations would be re-
stored once more.

Meanwhile, the competitors for the
hundred yards had lined up--the best of
the junior runners from both Houses.

Quickness in getting off the mark has a
fot to do with the ultimate resuls of a
sprint, and the long-legged Figging,
taking a tremendous leap at the crack of
the pistol, broke away, beating Jack
Blake by a short neck.

Cheers from the New House.

The high jump camo mnext, and
attracted a crowd of entries. ;
Iverybody cleared four feet ecight

inches, but as the tape crept higher and
higher a large number dropped out of
Tue Gryw LiBrary.-—No. 515.
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the running, and once again Figgins was
in at the death, with Tom Merry as his
opponent this time.

Figgy cleared the tape everv time, and
the captain of the Shell easilv kept pact
with him, until at length he failed in his
take-off, and came crashing down to
earth, leaving victory in the hands of the
New House ieader. :

This was a calamity from the School

House point of “view; but worse was tc
come, edfern entered the quarter-mile
as fresh as a daisy, and won it bands
down.

The long jump went to the New
House, for Figgins had few rivals in
this respect; and it was not until the
sports were well advanced, and the

hurdle-race took place, that the School
House registered their first success. Tom
Merry, in a gruelling race, just managed
to overhaul and beat Kenr.

“Well played, Tommy !’ cried Monty
Lowther. “ If you hadu’t worked the
oracle that time I should have suggested

chucking up the sports, and leaving the |

They’ve
and now

spoils with the New House.
won seven events to our one,
comes the tug-of-war!”

The School House had every reason to
iread the tug-of-war, for Fatty Wynn
¥as a member of the opposition, and the
Falstaff of the New House took a good
deal of shifting.

“Teams for the tug-of-war line up!”
rapped out Mr. Grenfell.

The School House four—Tom Merry,
Kangaroo, Talbot, and Jack Blake—
noted the smile on Fatty Wynn’s full-
moon countenance ; and they resolved to
exert every ounce of strength to secure
the mastery.

Mr. Grenfell gave the command, and
a straining, heaving struggling line of
juniors  wriggled and wrestled, and
gasped and grunted, while their respec-
tive supporters stood by and shouted
themselves hoarsa. :

“Pull, you beggars, pull!”

¢ Chuck your weight about, Fatty!”

““ Now, then, all together ”’

Driven to desperation by reason of
their almost hopeless plight, the School
House simply lay back and sugged for
all they were worth. Four brows were
damp with perspiration: four pairs of

ands gripped the rope so tightly that
the knuckles stood out sharp and white:
and then four faces glowed with satisfae-
tion as the New House quartet came
tumbling over the line, beaten all ends
up in the first pull!

“ That’s better!” panted Tom Merry.
“ Keep it up, you feilows!”

But the New House were not yielding
tamely to this sort of treatment.
rallied mightily i1, the second pull, and
Fatty Wynn’s weight worked wonders.
The New House won the issue, and a
third and final pull becam: necessary.

“ My hat!” gasped Blake. “‘I can’t
even feel my own hands! They're graz
horribly i

“Third time does it 1"’ said Tom Merry.

The third pull was the most strenuous
of all. The heaving mass of humanity
refused to budge at either end of the
rope. Eight faces were upturned to the

sky, and eight pairs of arms hauled hard. |

One side must give out socner or later,

{;h%“ was certain. Which side would it
e !

Something seemed to erack in Figging’
long, sinewy arm. He abandoned his
ho_ld for a brief instant to get a firmer
grl% and the movement was fatal. Still

ulling strongly vogether, the School

ouse hauled their oppcnents inch by
inch over the fatal line, and won
gloriously.
the crowd took off their caps to the
valiant four who overcame.

The last event of the afternoon was the
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mile, for which, curiously enough, there
were only five competitors, the New
House sending in Figgins and Redfern,
and the School House being represented
by Tom Merry, Talbot, and Jack Blake.

Throughout the first lap it was any-
body’s race. Figgins had a slight lead,
then lost it. only to regain it again; and
Tom Merry secemed to be in fine trim.

In the second lap, however, the captain
of the Shell, after establishing a good
lead, began to feel the effects of his
collapse at the jumping-stand. He had
slightly sprained his ankle on that occa-
sion, and the effects now began to make
themselves felt.

Tom Merry came to a very sensible
decision. If he kept on, he would pro-
‘bably erock himself for the replayed
footer match. Besides, Jack Blake and
Talbot were behind him, and both were
reliable runners. So Tom dropped out.

Figgins had a lead of about a dozen
vards at the commencement of the last
lap Redfern and Jack Blake had run
themselves almost to a standstill; but
Talbot, who had been holding consider-
able energy in reserve, suddenly put on
a terrific spurt, and rapidly overhauled
is man.

“ Good old Talbot!”

The drooping spirits of the School
House supporters rose. Barring the tug-
of-war, they had had little to enthuse
over during the afternoon: but Talbot
was making up for this now.

[t was a close finish, so close that Kil-
dare and Monteith, who stood at the
tape, had to consult each other before
ziving the verdict. Then it transpired
that Talbot had scraped home by inches.

“Thank goodness!” muttered Tom
Merry fervently.

But the School House were a long
way behind their rivals, and it was ab-
solutely essential that they should win
the Loxing contest next day, or their
number would be up.

The New House had chosen Redfern
as their chamnpion;. the School House
had plumped for Tom Merry. It was
bound to be a keen struggle, but the
captain of the Shell was not thinking
of that just then. He was wondering
how he could persuade Levison and
Clive to come hack to the fold.

But Levison had hardened his heart,
and the revroaches of his sister Doris
only made him all the more determined
not to yield. And Clive, though he
secretly longed to play his part in the
half-back line, had promised Levison,
and would not go back on his word.

CHAPTER 6.
By Rilght of Conguest.

“W HERE’S Tom Merry?”
when he ought to have been the prin
cipal figure in the drama, so to speak,
the captain of the Shell was missing.

The gym, where the boxing contest
was to take place, was packed to over-
flowing, and on the platform stood Red-
fern, ready for the fray, -and Mr. Gren-
fell, who was to referee:

Figgins was there also, as Reddy’s
second; and Jack Blake paced up and
down the platform, waiting for his
leader to appear.

But minute after minute passed, and
there was no sign of Tom Merry.

Mr. Grenfell waxed impatient. Un-
punctuality was  his pet aversion, and
he did not feel disposed to wait for Tom

The question was on
everybody’s lips.
At the very moment

It was a Spartan effort, and !

Merry much longer.

Monty Lowther had made a rush to
| the study shared by the Terible Three.
Ebut had drawn blank. Had he gone
farther afield, he would have found Tom
Merry in Levison’s study. The leader

from his fruitless quest, Mr.

NOW ON
SALE.

of the School House had routed out
Levison, and was trying to bring him to
reason. Levison was as obstinate as a
whole pack of mules, and Tom remained
in conversation with him, using up his
store of eloquence, regardless of the
fact that time was flying fast, and that
he. ought to be at grips with Redfern
in the gym. ;

After Monty Lowther had returned
Grenfell
spoke.

‘“Someone will have to take Merry’s
place,” he said. “I refuse to wait any
longer.”

Jack Blake was about to take off his’
coat, with a view to plunging into ac-
tion, when another junior leapt suddenly
on to the platform, with flashing eyes
and an evident desire to get to business.
It was George Alfred Grundy.

“Bunk, you fool!” muttered Blake.
“ What are you playing at?”

“T'm taking Tom Merry’s place,” said
Grundy resolutely. “It’s no use getting
your wool off, Blake! T've been kept
out in the cold long enough, and you
fellows aren’t going to mop up all the
limelight !”

“Hear, hear!” came a loyal shout
from Wilkins and Gunn.

Jack Blake turned appealingly to Mr.
Grenfell, but that gentleman, who didn't
know Grundy, and who considered he
had quite as much right to represent
the School House as anybody else,
turned to the audience.

“This boy, Bundy—-"

* Grundy, sir,” corrected
of that name.

“This boy, Grundy, will take the place
of Tom Merry. T trust we shall witness
an interesting encounter.”

And then, before the School House
fellows could recover their breath, the
referee rapped out:

“Time!"”

Redfern advanced with a grin. In his
heart of hearts, he had been a little
dubious about meeting Tom Merry. The
captaiu of the Shell was a shrewd,
sound boxer, and he tock a great deal
of beating. Redfern might have lasted
half-a-do-en rounds against him, but
the probabilities were that in the end
he would have been licked.

But this fellow—this cheerfully con-
ceited ass of a Grundy—why, he could
knock him into the middle of next
week! The thing would be a farce.
Grundy might, by some extraordinary
fluke, last a couple of rounds, and then
he would go to pieces.

That was Redfern’s reckoning, but it
was far from being accurate. The truth
was that Grundy, with all his swank,
was quite a useful man with his fists,
and he knew no fear.

The New House candidate took things
very easily in the first round, and he
paid dearly for-it. Grundy came for
him hammer-and-tongs, and his big fists
came up against Reddy’s ribs like bat-
tering-rams.  The School House sup-
porters, once indignant and dismayed,
now began furiously to think.
11Grrundy was not a forlorn hope, after
all!

“Time!” said Mr. Grenfell.

Jack Blake received Grundy on his
knee almost affectionately. Te noted
with approval that his man was, as yet,
unmarked ; but Redfern, in the opposite
corner, had bellows to-mend, even at
that early stage of the proceedings.

“Good old Grundy!” said Blake in-
voluntarily.

The second round saw Redfern rally.
He saw that he could not hope to beat
Grundy by taking things easy. He was
up against a very determined customer,
and would need to go all out.

Grundy had his full share of blows
this time, but they glanced off him like

.

the owner
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water from a duck’s back. He was one
of those solid fellows who could stand
any amount of punishment.

He reeled under a perfect avalanche
of blows, but righted himself again, and
then it was Reddy’s turn to be the un-
der-dog. He finished the round on his
back, and enly the call of time saved
him from being counted out.

“He’s knocking spots off you, man!”
said Figgins desperately. “Wade in
and slaughter him, for goodness’ sake!
It'll be too awful for words if—if—"

Figgins did not finish. The bare
thought that Grundy was superior to
anything the New House could produce
in the boxing world was a nightmare.

“My  hat!” - muftered Redfern.
“Grandv’s a better man than 1 ever
imagined! ' I'm going all out in the
nevt round, but I ean’t guarantee that
I shall lick him.”

Unfortunately for Reddy, George
Alfred Grundy had also resolved to go
all out in the next round. . He bore
down upon his opponent like a whirl-

wind, and his fists came smashing
through Redfern’s guard time and
again.

Then did the School House fellows
vise and cheer. They had sat in silent
stupefaction, most of them, throughout
the first two ronnds, and now they be-
gan to realise that Grundy was winning
—winning gloriously.

And while they were still on their.

feet, shouting and stamping with won-
der and delicht, Grundy brought
matters to a climax. Fe drove in his
right, and, before Redfern could re-
cover, followed up with a brilliant up-
percut.

Redfern threw up his hands, and
landed in a heap on the mat—beaten all
ends un in the third round'

Mr. Grenfell counted the vanquished
bover out. hut his voice could not be
heard for the storm of cheering which
prevailed.

And ﬂ)en, in the moment of Grundy’s
great trinmph, the door of the gym
swung open, and Tom .Merry dashed
in.

“Am T in time?” he began dazedly.
“1 forget—-""

Moanners and Monty Lowther embraced
their chum, and waltzed him towards the
* platform.

“Grundy’s done the trick!” chortled
Lowther delightedly. “Grundy, of all
people! He took vour place, and licked
Reddy hands down }”

“You—you must be rotting 1 gasped
Tom Merry. . 2

But a glance at the prostrate form of
Redfern told him the joyful truth; and
George Alfred Grundy, who had come
i}nto his own at last, was the hero of the

our. :

OHAPTER 7.

A Bolt from the Blue.

66 T T°S all up with the School House !”
said Cardew.

‘* Absolutely !’ agreed Clive.

Levison, who was enjoying an
afternoon stroll with his two study-mates,
nodded.

“They’'re twelve points behind,” he
said, “even after Grundy’s little miracle
last night. And there are only two more
events—the Marathon race and the re-
played footer match.”

- “TFiggy will win the Marathon,’
Clive.

“I’'m afraid so.”

“And that’ll give the New House
twelve more points—and victory.” .

“Complete and crushin’!” said Car-
dew

Levison did not speak for some time.
He was gazing out towards the far
horizon, his mind in a tumult of thought.

’ said
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-old son!

Was he justified in remaining a mere
bystander? Was he playing the game
by his House?

Tom Merrv & Co. were driven to the
wall by bad luck.

‘“Penny for 'em,” said Cardew.

Levison came to himself.

“1 was wondering,’" he said, ““whether
we'd done the decent thing in standing
out. Grenfell doesn’t seem such a bad
old stick after all; and he didn’t actually
hear that worm Trimble slanging my
sister the other day, so he couldn’t really
be blamed for lamming me!”

‘* Getting sentimental all of a sudden?”
said Cardew. ¢I didn’t think it of you.
When you make a resolution
you should see it through.”

“Rather ! said Clive. *Grenfell’s not
bad, but there are one or two points that
want clearing up before we can take him
to our bosoms. Why on earth isn’t he in
khaki? Surely he knows there’s a war
on?”

“Comes from a neutral country
p’r’aps,” suggested Cardew sarcastically.

The speculations of the three Fourth-
Formers were disturbed by a rumbling
sound overhead—a sound which grew
more and more distinct as they listened
Glancing upwards,
cerned an aeroplane, flying very low, and
coming in their direction.

At firet neither of the juniors took
much notice. Aeroplanes were as plenti
ful as blackberries in that part of the
world, for there were several squadrons
on the Sussex coast, and many more in
land, and flights to and fro were of fre-
quent occurrence.

But, somehow, the engine of this par-
ticular-’plane did not seem to'be running
smoothly, and it.was making a most un
earthly din.

Levison his
chums.

‘“Something wrong with the works,’
he observed. “T wonder——

Even as Levison spoke a burst of flame

glanced meaningly at

’

. came from the machine, which was de-

scending rapidly, the pilot having little
time to choose a landing-ground.

The three juniors stood spellbound. It
was clear to them now that the petrol
tank was on fire!

Levison tore off his coat as the aecro
plane neared the ground, and then,
taking stock of the field in which it was
landing, he sprang through the hedge
and sped off hot-foot towards the scene

Sharp brambles clung to his face and
hands, and a spurt of blood trickled on
his forehead, but he tock no heed. Death,
swift and terrible, awaited the unhappy
pilot unless rescue came quickly.

Clive and Cardew had also started run
ning, but Levison had left them well
behind. |

The machine was enveloped in a dense
cloud of smoke, and Levison had to fight
his way to the pilot’s seat. >

He was nearly stiffied. And the task
confronting him was no light one

But he struggled with deft fingers to
release the pilot, and. after what gcemed
an eternity to Clive and Cardew, who
were watohing breathlessly, rescuer and
rescued came staggering out of the burn-

ing debris. :
Levison’s coat and trousers were
smouldering, and Clive and Cardew

promptly rolled him over and over in the
thick grass.

“*That better ?” asked Clive.

“Yes: I—I'm all right now,” faltered
Levisen. ** My hat! Don’t talk about
the burning fiery furnace after this!”

_The pilot—he was a mere stripling of
eighteen—calmly lighted a cigarette He
did not seem in any way perturbed by
what had taken place He was of that
gallant company of British airmen de-
scribed by an Army leader as the salt of
the earth—men whose courage. tenacity,
faith or fatalism. have led them to face

they presently dis- |
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countless trials in wmd-riven skies—men
who have laughed through a howling
wilderness in proud defiance of death.
Slu]ch was the spirit of the navigators of
old.

The airman removed his heavy gloves
and extended his hand to Levison

“Thank you. old chap!” was all he
said, but there was a world of sinecerity
in kis tone. g

“Glad I was able to chip in!” said
Levison. “Tt was a close cull, though.” -

The youthful pilot surveyed = the

- machine which, an hour before, had been

plunging through the cloud-banks. Now
it was a total wreck.

He grinned.

“ Afraid it's no use sending that "bus
into dock for repair,* he said. T shall
have to get my mechanics to clear away
the wreckage. By the way, you are St.
Jim’s fellows, aren’t you?” =

Levison nodded.

“Then T dare say you know Mr. Gren-

fell 7"

“Of course! He's acsting as House-
master while Mr. Ratcliff’s away.”

The aviator smiled

“T must look him up tn a day or two,”
he said. ““He’s my brother™

“My hat!” muttered Cardew,

The jumors were astounded at the
information, buv they were still more
astounded at what followed.

“One of the best. my brother,” con-
tinued the flying man. “ He put in some
rattling good work before the Huns
bowled him over."” .

The horizon seemed to swim before the
three juniors.

“The Huns!” muttered Clive.

“Bowled him over'” repeated Levi-
son, like a fellow in a trance.

“Yes. He got it in the neck at Vimy
Ridze Refused to retire under heavy
machine-gun fire, vou know. That was
how he got his D.S.0."

“His—his D.S.0.t" murmured Levi-
son fawntly “I—I—"

“They gave him a month’s sick leave,”
said Mr Grenfell's brother, “and he’s
spending a fortnight of it in relieving
the pressure at St Jim’s. His shoulder
onght to be quite sound again in a week
or two.  Then I ¢'pose he’ll go back.
Good old Jack! He’s a real Grenfell,
you know! ‘About one in a dozen of us
dies in his bed. Jack won’t, I fancy.
Well. I'll be toddlin® now, or they'll ba

gettin’ anxious at the aerodreme. See
you again shortly
And she pilot. whose life Levison had
saved in such gallant fashion, shook
hands with the juniors all round. and
sirode away across the silent meadows
CHAPTER 8.
<l=aring the Air.
] ICK me!” gasved Levison.
K “Me. too!" said Clive.
“Grenfell —D.S.0.!1”" mut-
tered Cardew. “ It absolutely
beats the band{”

Levison was already repenting of his
attitude towards the new master. He
had refused to heln his House on the
plea that Mr. Grenfell was a slacker and,
therefore. an outsider: and now he knew
of the master’s heroism, Levison felt sick
and ashamed

“Here's your sister!” said Clive sud-
denly.

Doris Levison sauntered up to the trio,
and surveyed her brother in amazement.

* Great Scott, Ernest! What have you
been doing with your face?”

Levison grinned

“T've been wrestling with a forest of
giddy orickles and a burning aeroplane,”
he sud b

“What I”

“Tt was great, Miss Levison!” said
Clive. “ At the risk of his life, he—!
Ter Gen Lisrary.—No. 515,



“Shut up!” said Levison, digging s
companion in the ribs.

“Tve a good mind,” said Doris
severely, “to refuse to walk back to St.
Jim’s with you, with your face in that
disgusting state! However, I will, if
only to drive home a few remarks con-
cerning Mr. Grenfell!”

-““ Grenfell 7% ) .

The name was beginning to haunt
Levison,

“Yes. T've been to a tea-partythis
afternoon in his study, and he’s really no
end nice. Youw've no right to say a word
against him, Frnie!”

“Y know. I haven’t,”
humbtly.

““ Because a man wears civilian clothes,
it doesn’t follow that he’s a slacker,” said
Doris. “That's the mistake the white-
feather girls made early in the war. You
really made me feel a bit doubtful about
Mpr. Grenfell’'s patriotism; but when he
was showing us some photographs and
things, after tea, I came across a little

lush case, with the Distinguished

ervice Order inside it. It was his—for
distinguished services in the field! Why,
Frnie, you don’t seem at all surprised !”

“T'm not,” said Levison. * Grenfell’s
brother has just told us the story.”

“And aren’t you ashamed of yourself
for the way in which you behaved?”

“Rather! I feel a worm!”

Doris smiled.

“Tm glad of that!” she said.
cause I know you’re not!”

She saw hape for the School House yet.
The Marathon was to be run that very

said Levison

“Be-

afternoon, and it was quite on the cards |

that Levison, his objection towards Mr.
Grenfell removed, would be one of the
runners. And Clive and Cardew would
rally round, too.

Levison’s entry into the Marathon
would be a godsend. The other crack
runners of the School House were not
exactly fit to tackle such a gruelling
contest, Tom Merry had to.nurse his
ankle, lest it should give out in the re-

layed football match: Talbot and Jack

lake, two of the best runners in the
- House, had wearied themselves with their
recent exertions. Levison, on the other
hand, would be perfectly fit and fresh.

“There’s still time to make amends,”
said Doris. “If a School House boy wins
the Marathon the two Houses will be
level. If the School Heuse wins the foot-
ball-match, as well, they’ll come ocut on
top, after all.”

“There are two mighty ‘if’s’ about
it,” “said Levison doubtfully. “Still,
we'll see what can be done to pull the
game out of the fire.”

“Fhat’s the spirit!” said Doris ap-
provingly.

Levigson’s first move, on reaching St.
Jim’s, was to visit the bath-room. Then,
having made himself presentable, he went
ovgr to the New House, and proceeded
to Mr. Grenfell’s study.

As he passed through the corridors he
saw Figging, Redfern, and a few others
were in running shorts. The Marathon
Race was now at hand. i

“Come in}” called Mr. Grenfell, in re-
sponse to the Fourth-Former’s knock.

Levison entered the study rather
shamefacedly.

The Housemaster stood erect before the
mantelpiece. espite his grey flannel
trousers and sports coat, he looked every
inch a soldier; and Levison, usually so
cute and discerning, marvelled that he
had not noticed it before. There was a
certain limpness about the master’s right
arm, too, and Levison recalled how Mr.
Grenfell had, a few days before, been
seized with a sudden twinge of pain
whilst” administering that memorable
licking.
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“Well, Levison? You wish to speak to
me?”’
“Yes, sir, I—I—"

“Go on.”

“T'm beastly sorry I've been such a
sulky beast, sir!” blurted out Levison.

Confessions were not much in his line;
but he meant to see this one through.

“Nonsense!” protested Mr. Grenfell.
“T fail to see that you owe me any sort
of apology.”

“You don’t understand, sir. Ever since
the day you lammed me, I haven’t
treated you with a shadow of respect. T

| thought you were a slacker and a tyrant.

And T stood out of the sports because of
that. T know differently now. I met
your brother this afternoon, sir, and he
jolly soon made me see dayiight 1

“You met my brother! Under what
circumstances 7%’

Levison grinned.

‘“He crashed in flames, in a field about
two miles from the school.”

Mzr. Grenfell turned pale.

“Was he hurt7” he exclaimed.

“Oh, no, sir!”’

The master drew a long breath of
relief,

“ But—but I fail to nnderstand how he
could have got clear, if his machine was
in flames,” said Mr. Grenfell.

“T fished him out, sir,” said Levison
carelessly.

“TIt was nothing, sir, I assure you.
There was no real rvisk. T just waded in
and unstrapped your brother, and we
both got clear of the flames in time.”

“Splendid! But I think you played a
much more gallant part than you wouid
lead me to believe. I am very glad that
you have come to me in this way,
Levieon. It has removed the barriers
*that have stood between us, My stay
here is very brief, and T do not wish to
incur the enmity of any of the boys.
Life’s much too short to quarrel in war-
time. And now I must be going. I have
to start the Marathon runners.”

“I'm one of them,” said Levison.

g Y0u ‘i?‘

“Of course, sir!
after this!”

“You will have some staunch rivals.”’

“T know I shall, sir. Figgins is the
favourite, from what I can gather; but
it’s not going to be a walk-over—not by
any means!”

Master and junior went their ways, and
Levison sought out Clive and Cardew,
and they hurried up to the Fourth Form
dormitory to change.

A huge crowd had already congregated
in the old gateway, and the runners stood
ready. There were over a dozen of them,
and they looked as fit as fiddles.

When Levison and his study-mates
were seen sprinting across the quadrangle
in their shorts, a cheer went up from the
School House crowd. They had not ex-
pected to see this sudden change of front

T'm not standing out

on the part of the three fellows who had

NOW 0
SALE.“

lbeen so dead-set against Mr. Greniell,
and their entry into the Marathon was
] hailed with the keenest delight.

Thé order was given, and the next in-
stant the plucky band of runners staried
off down the long white road.

And back in the old gateway, and on
the ivy-clad wall of St. Jim’s, welcome
and la,pplause awaited the fellow who
won

CHAPTER 9.
The Supreme Effort.
EVISON’S plans in connection
with the Marathon race were ail
cut and dried.

Clive and Cardew werxe to act as
pacemakers, and when they were ex-
hausted, Levison would simply forge
ahead, and—the Fates being willing—
win! Both Clive and Cardew were good
runners, but they were not up to the form
of the long-legged Figgins, and neither
could have won the race himself. But
they could do the next best thing, and be
of great assistance to Levison.

Levison had never won a Marathon
race, for the simple reason that he had
never taken the trouble to enter any. In
his old wild days he had no use for
athletic sports of any description.

But all that was changed now. Mr.
Grenfell had made a deep impression on
Levison’s mind. - He would do anything
for old Grenfeli, he felt, as he went ahead,
with his long, loping stride, over the first
mile, with Clive and Cardew on either
side of him.

Grenfell had been a brick. More than
that, he had done valiant deeds on the
fields of Flanders. A spark of devotion
had been kindled in Levison’s breast, and
he resolved to go all out. Hven if he
failed to win, he told himself grimly that
he would at least finish in the first three,
and &o prove to Mr. Grenfell that he was
a trier, and that he was making amends
for having stayed out of the other sporis.

The course led through the old-
fashioned High Street of Rylcombe.
Figgins was a born runner, ®nd, like
Levison, he meant to put in all he knew
t.ouwin, out of sheer regard for Mr. Gren-
fell.

Behind Figgins came Redfern aund
Kerr; behind those two came Lawrence
and Owen. The New House were taking
the lead in a most amazing manner; but
some of the School House runners smilad
to themselves as they thought of what
would be happening an hour hence. The
test of a Marathon lies, not in the open-
ing stages, but in the last stern struggle,
when the frame iz exhausted, when the
feet are like lumps of lead. and when
every stride is an agony.

“By Jove!” said Cardew, as he sped
along. “Yow're in topping form, old
man !”’

Levison grinned. He certainly felt
capable of overcoming every obstacle.
True, he was not in strict training; but
he had kept off cigarettes, and had en-
joyed his full share of sleep—two very dis-
tinct advantages in a situation of this
kind.

The familiar market-town of Wayland
saw Figgins still taking the lead. Kerr
had dropped back, and so had Lawrence
and Owen, But Redfern, who was
eecond, was running quite easily.

Levison and his loyal pacemakers were
next, followed at no great distance by
Grundy and D’Arcy.

Few would have suspected that Arthur
Augustus possessed sufficient stamina to
keep going for mile after mile in such =
dogged, persistent manner; but the swell
of St. Jim’s was prepared to astonish the
natives.

He looked anything but an aristocr
now.  His attire, so far from being &
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thing of heauty and a joy for ever, was
stained and splashed with mud. His
hair bad lost its sleek smoothness. But
the expression on his face showed that he
meant to keep on keeping on.

“ Whethah I finish first or last,” he con-
fided in short breaths to Grundy, I
shall stick it wight out an’ complete the
course.”

“Good for
George Alfred.

And so the merry game went on.

When the turning-point came, and the
course led towards home, Figgins had
established a bigger lead than ever.

His face was flushed with the prospect
of victory. Looking back over the long
stretch of road, he could see no one. He
seemed to hold all the cards.

But, as if to mock the hopes of the
New Ilouse leader, a sudden calamity
overtook hum.- He was descending a
steep and slippery hill when his foot
caught in a rut, sending him sprawhng.

With a gasp of pain Figgins rolled over
on to the bank. >

“Oh, hang !*’ he ejaculated dismally.

The spoils of victory were not for him.

Yor fully five minutes he lay there,
bitterly lamenting his 1ll-luck.

But all would yet be well if only a New
House fellow got home first, and Figgins’
eyes sparkled as he saw Redfern coming
into view.

“Mind how you go, Reddy!” he sang
out. “This is a brute of a hill, Don't
stop, there’s a good chap. Never mind
me. Y'm crocked. Ti's up to you to see
things through.”

“ Ave you sure it'll be all right if—"

“Yes, yes. There’s no time to lose.
There are three more fcllows coming
along.”

Hedfern streaked off down the hill. He
wag sorry for Figgy, but his best way of
helping that injured hero was to win the
race himself. To stop in the roadway
offering consolation would only be to play
into the hands of the rival House.

So Reddy, gritting his teeth and clench-

D’ Arcy I’ grunted

you,

ing his fists tighter than ever, went
ahead.
The three ruunners mentioned by

Figgins were Levison, Cardew, and Clive.

The two pacemakers, their work ac-
complished, dropped out of the running
on reaching the brow of the hill. For
many a weary mile they had rendered
Levison loyal assistance, and now they
had run themselves out, and Levison
went on alone,

He slackened on catching sight
Figgins, but the latter urged him on.

“T'm all right!” he assured Levison.
“Don’t let me muck up your chancesi”

“You’'re sure?”

“Quite! Go ahead!”

At the foot of the hill, and still run-
ning strongly, was Redfern.

Levison recognised this hill, and
realised, with something of a shock, that
it was only a mile from the school.

Only a mile! And Reddy was simply
running away from him!

Levison was fagged—more fagged
than he himself would have known or
admitted. But he pulled himself to-
gether, and shot off down the hill like
a hare.

At all costs he must overtake Red-
fern. Tf he didn’t, no one else would.
Three of the Scheol House fellows—
¥’Arcy, Grundy, and Talbot—had
battled like heroes over the lumpy
road; but they had as much chance of
catching Redfern as of vaulting the
moon. 'The race had thinned itself down
into an’ individual tussle between two
fellows of stubborn determination and
high endeavour. Redfern was prepared
to go on till he dropped; likewise Levi-
son. It was the spirit that has made
history in muddy Flanders—that spirit
upon which the Germans have had oec-
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Grundy Claims His Rights!
(See Chapter 6.)
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casion to comment with some bitterness
—that the English never know when
they are beaten.

The sun was sinking over the hills.
Levison heard a distant roar, proclaim-
ing that the waiting crowd on the school
wall had already caught sight of Red-
fern.

“Now or never!’ panted Levison.

And he ran as he had never run be-
fore.

The distance between the two runners
speedily ‘diminished, and when Redfein
got into the straigflt for home Levison
was hard on his heels.

Another desperato
would be level; y¢
son

spuxt, the;
another, and Levi-
The School

would be leading.
House runner made both.

A fresh volley of cheering burst from
the crowd on the wall.

Ahead of him, near the old gateway,
Levison could see the tape suspended
across the road, and could distinguish
the excited, expectant face of his sister
Daris. She seemed to be beckoning to
him—urging him on to the final goall

Then a motor hooted past, and in the
blinding clond of dust Levisan choked,
and nearly eollapsed.

His legs, which had been putting in a
considerable amount of overtime, gave
way under him when he was only a
dozen yards from the tape, and he
sprawled helplessly in the roaéway.

No one cheered now. It was too tense
a moment for demonstrations.

Redfern saw that his rival was down,
and flogged his way painfully over that
last stretch of road. He, too, was almast
down and out. but he had more in him
than Levison, and the odds looked
greatly in his favour.

Levison heard the quick patter of feet
behind him, and lurched desperately to
his feet. He staggered blindly towards
the outstretched tape, with Redfern’s
hot breath in his ear.

He must get therc somehow, he told
himself.  He had not fagged all these
miles for nothing. Frue, his hrain was

]

swimming, and his frame thoroughly
exhausted, but then, there was Doris.
She would be disappointed if he failed.

And Mr. Grenfelll

He must win!

Ho felt, rather than saw, Redfern pass
him. This gavo the final spur to his
determination.  With the spring of a
tiger, he bounded forward, and the tape
came fluttering down,

Levison collapsed fairly and squarely
this time, but not before he knew all
that he cared to know-—namely, that he
bad won. He had run a great race, and
victory had crowned his efforts.

But while the limelight of praise was
turned full upon Levison, there were
others richly  deserving of applause.
Redfern, who had run a magnificent race
and been beaten on the post; Figgins,
but for whose untimely accident the
New House might have been well away
with tho honours; Talbot, who scemed
to have -suddenly sprung up from no-
where, and finished thirg; Grundy and
Gussy, who were close behind him.

All had done well—but Levison had
won, and School House scored!

CHAPTER 10. $
The Last Great Game.

CHOOL HOUSE and New Iouse

S were now level, and tho replayed

House match would decide the
issue.

It was feared at first that Tom Merry
would be absent frem the School House
team, and Figgins from the New House,
on account of injuries; but on the day
of the match both juniors were pro-
nounced sound enough to play.

A special stand had been ngged up
for the occasion, many amateur carpen-
ters having lent a hand, and several of
the masters were seated there, including
the Head himself. Cousin Ethel and
Doris, Ievison’s sister, sat together,
chatting 'merrﬂy, and both dectermined
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to put in a vast amount of hand-clapping
on behalf of the School House.

A wild burst of cheering went up as
the New House eleven spriated on to
the field. They were all in white, and

- even the School House fellows in the
crowd had to admit that they looked
fit and lusty. There was sparkle and
dash in all their movements, as they be-
guiled the interval by potting at goal

Five minutes elapsed, and then, in
red jerseys and white knickers, Tom
Merry & Co. took the field, amid a fresh
burst of cheering.

Levison was there, fit as a fiddle de
spite his terrible exertions in the Mara-
thon; and Clive was there also. Caidew
sat by Doris Levison—he was out of it.
That it was his own fault he knew, and
perhaps he regretted that want of keen-
ness now. But he did not say so.

The School House now had in the
field the finest side at their command.

Figgins won the toss, and elected to
kick with the wind—a very strong and
powerful wind, which would count very
much in his favour. :

The opening was dramatic. Figgius
swung the ball across to Redfern, and
Reddy raced it down the field like a
flash. Then he lobbed it back again
beautifully, and, with a jerk of his head,
Figgins sent in into the net.

“Goal!”

“Bravo, New House!
Hurrah!”

But the School House were in no wise
disheartened. They had not yet had an
opportunity of giving a taste of their
quality.

Five minutes later, following some
grand work by the halves, Levison and
Tom Merry got the New House defence

Bravo, Figgy!

tn knots, and Tom Meiry literally
walked the ball into the net.
The School House feilows grinned

trinmphantly. They had soon deprived
the opposition of their lead, and there-
after the game developed into a ding-
dong struggle.

Levison was He

in fine form. ted

many attacks upon the New House
citadel, where Fatty Wynn rendered
eoman service. Had anybody  but

fatty kept goal for the New House,
they would hare been several goals in
arrear at half-time. As it was, the in
t?lrval arrived with the score still one
all.

“With the wind in our favour, we
ought to get well away with it in the
second half,” said Manners.

And that was the general opinion.

. During the interval, a flood of drench_

“ing rain swept over .the ground, and
when the players emerged from the
dmssing:room a storm of great intensity
was raging.

The wind veered round, too, so that
the School House did not enjoy the
benefit
looked forward.

Mr. Grenfell questioned
they lined up.

“Do you think the game had better go
on, boys?"” he asked. and the merry
twinkle in his eye showed that he anti-
cipated the nature of their answer.

“Yes, rather, sir!” came in a unani-
mous chorus from School House and New
House alike.

“ Very well, then!”

And the referee blew his whistle.

Almost immediately Arthar’ Augustus
broke away on the wing. Throughout
the first half he had been a thorn i the
side of the opposition, and as he tore
away, with his monocle trailing behind
him, the School House section of the
crowd gave vent to their feelings in a
mighty roar.

“Good old Gussy !”

“ Right away with it, old man I’”
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the players as

to which ‘they had so keenly.

i

But the ground was treacherous, and
Gussy’s ehot went just wide. Fatty
Wynn, who had been in difficulties, gave
a great gasp of relief.

From the goal-kick Redfern raced
away. Clive made an heroic effort to pull

him ap, but slipped at the crucial
moment.
Reddy continued his all-conquerin

career, winding up with a shot whic
Reilly would have sniffed at in ordinary
circumstances, but which, owing to the
fierce gusts of wind, he fumbled.

“Goal 17

The. New House supporters were .in
danger of going mad.

“My hat! What a life!” owled
Lowther, shaking himself like a
drenched terrier. ‘We seem to be get-
ting a jolly sizht more kicks than pence
this journey.”

“We'll win this thundering game,
though !” eaid Tom Merry, and a look
blazed in his eyes which they knew of
old—the look which told of the joy of
battle. ;

For the next twenty minutes there was
plenty of give-and-take on both sides
Not a man slacked on that rain-sodden
feld, not a man gave less than his best.

And through it all Mr. Grenfell raced
with his whistle, as keen on the game as
any player.

The clock outside the dressing-room
ticked on relentlessly.

“Play up, School House!” came in a
desperate shout from the loyal supporters
of Tom Merry & Co.

It looked as though there would be no
further scoring, for Fatty Wynn and
Reilly, though sorely pressed on numer
ous occasions, were putting up a rock
like defence.

But persistent energy and courage
bring their reward, and with a whoop
of delight the School House-fellows saw
Talbot break away and fash the ball
across to Guesy, who sent in an unstop
pable shot, which left Fatty Wynn abso-
lutely helpless.

Cheer upon cheer rang out as the Fal
staff of the New House ruefully fished
the ball out of the net.

“lIsn’t it just exciting!” exclaimed
Doris Levison, squeezing Cousin Ethel’s
arm delightedfyj‘ “Scores level, a storm.
raging, and five minutes to go! _1
wouldi’t miss this for anything !”

The New House attacked fiercely, and
Redfern wormed his way within shooting
distance and sent in a terrific shot. But
Reilly kicked hard, and sent the ball
soaring up the field once more.

Then it was -that Levison, who had
gathered up large quantities of mud and
glory during the second half, pounced
upon the ball, and manceuvred it well
within the enemy’s lines.

*“8hoot, Levison!”

- The exclamation burst from a hundred
ips. .

Levison didn’t shoot. -He lobbed the
ball across to Tom Merry, who was in u
much better position.

Face to face with Fatty, Tom seemed
paralysed. But he only secemed. He
suddenly whipped the ball in between
the goalie’s legs!

It was the cleverest shot of the after
noon, and it won the match. -Shortly

‘afterwards the final whistle sounded.

Amid a scene of vast animation, victore
and vanquished streamed off the field.

The School House bore their blushing
honours thick upon them. It had been
an uphill climb, and many obstacles had
beset their path: but they had won
through, and that was all that mattered

And none the less glorious was the
gallant display of the New House.
Figgins & Co. had amply proved that
they were made of sterner stuff than Mr.
Grenfell had at first supposed.

The only cloud on the horizon was
Ratty’s imminent return, but the St.

Jim’s fellows resolved to take no thought
of the morrow; and when, a day or two
later, Mr. Grenfell’'s brother, who had
also been granted leave, came to accom-
pany the master to their home in a valley
of Devon, the juniors gave them a
rousing send-off.

And, as it happened—but it wasn’t all
chance, of course—Levison’s was the last
hand Mr. Grenfell shock, and his last
words were to Levison—the fellow who
had doubted him and sulked, but who
had risked his life for a life dearer to M.
Grenfell than his own!

THE END,

(Don’t miss_next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's—"NUMBER NINE ON THE
WAHR-PAIH!"” by Mariin Clifford.)

PUPPIPPPORIVEODE
NOTICES.

Back Numbers, ete., Wanted,

By W. Seaton, 8, Cooke Street, Failsworth,
Manchester,—“8t,  Jim’s Airmen® and any
stories dealing with Talbot’s early days at
St. Jim’s.

By L. B. Adams, 164, High Street, Stirchley,
Birmingham.—“Magnet,” Nos. 1-505; GEgM,
Nos. 1-504 Please state prices.

By Albert Jepson, 13, Marlborough Ter-
race. Barnsley.—GEM and “Magnet » Double
Nos., 1910 to 1916. 2/- offered.

By Miss M. Ellis, 46, Worlingham Road,
East Dulwich, S.E. 22— Under D’Arcy’s Pro-
tection * and “ A Strange Secret.”

By H. Lampard, 123, High Street, Steven-
age.—* Boys' Journal,” No. 48.

By Roy Harris, 10,218, 105th Street, Edmon-
von, Alta., Canada.—GEM, Nos. 1-250. £1 and
postage offered.

A0

Leagues, Amateur Magazines, eic.

Readers and contributors wanted for
amateur magazine—specimen copy, 13id..—
W. H. Millar, Avondale, 82, Harrow Rcad,
Leicester.,

A. E. Hamblin, 4, Prospect Road, Hunger-
ford, would like particulars and terms of
subscription from readers running amateur
magazines.

Cheap hectograph wanted by J. Dean, 40,
Crosby. Row, Snowsfields, London, S.E. 1.

Secretary, Pastime Correspondence Club,
53, Kingswood Road, Chiswick, W.4, wants
more members—boys and girls—no fee,

Readers wanted for hectographed maga-
zine.—J. Staveley, 33, High Street, Bridling-
ton.

Readers and contributors wanted for
printed amateur magazine—specimen copy,
13d.—Patrick Hart, 21, Lower Dorset Street,
Dublin.

Readers in Irgland wanted for amateur
magazine.—T. Ffrench, 31, Percy Street,
Northumberland Road, Balls Bridge, Dublin.

Readers and contributors wanted for
amateur magazine.—G. Oliver, 5, Barry
Avenue, Stamford Hill, N. 15.

Readers wanted for wnronthly magazine—
stamped and addressed envelope, please.—I'.
Gregson and F. Ogden, 1, Everton Road, Red-
dish, Stockport.

Focthall—Matehes Wanted by:

ROYAL MINT. RANGERS—15-17—6 mile radius.
—F Banker, 12, Chamber Street, Leman
Street, E. L.

GiLrorD JUNIORS.—A. Bower, 4, Whitehouse
Terrace, Clough Road, Blackley, Manchester,

OVERTON—15%.—J. W. Rogers, 60, Cardwell
Street, Edge Hill, Liverpool.

EVERTON  JUNIORS—15-16—home  matches
only.—E. Bromley, 3, Cupid Street, Everton,
Liverpool. - 5

WHITEFIELD JUNIORS—15—7 mile radius.—H,
Griffiths, 16, Hunt Street, Everton, Liverpool,

NEWSHAM—I161—3 mile radius—players also
wanted.—W. J, Lindop, 22, Venus Street,
Liverpool.

87, PaUL’S, WITHINGTON—16—5 mile radins.—

S Smith, 1, Brown Street, Withington,
Lanes.
RANGERS—13-14.—P. Smith, 22, Norland

Gardens, Notting Hill, W, 11.
CLEVELAND—16—5 mile radius,—R. Johnson,
151. Vittoria Street, Birkenhead.
CrystaL ROVERS—15-16.—R. Joyce, 30, Eger-
ton Street, New Brighton.
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THE CHIEF CHARACTERS OF THE STORY
} The twins from Tasmania—Philip (Flip) at Highcliffe, Philippa (Flap) at Clift

PuILIP DERWENT . .

PHILIPPA DERWENT .. ws
PONSONBY 7 55 .

GADSBY .. .o o'e e
VAVASOUR e ¥ £
MONSON MINOR e o
MERTON o e S
TUNSTALL o7 .o .
FRANK COURTENAY s

RUPERT DE COURCY ..
THE GREYFRIARS I'ELLOWS

MARJORIE HAZELDENE .

CrARA TREVLYN o .
HYLLIS HOWELYL, 5 .

MOLLY GRAY .. ;

Ponsonby insists on being one of

House.
. The leader of the Highcliffe nuts.
. One of the nuts, and Flip’s enemy.

.. Another of them—an empty-headed swell—hand in glove with Gadsby. 4
.» Yet another—sulky—dispased to the Gadsby faction.

} Two more of the nuts—chums of Flip’s—they share No. 6 Study with him,

o

His chum, known as the Caterpillar.

1

j Cliff House girls and friends of Flap.

Tor further information see the “ Magnet ™

A little, red-headed Cliff Hlouse junior—knows Merton at home.
a Highcliffe party which is going to tea at Cliff House.

Captain of the Fourth at Highcliffe—a fine fellow.

Flap lets her brother

know that the girls would rather not have Ponsonby as one of their guests, and Gadsby manages that the postseript of
her letter, in which she says this, reaches Pon instead of Ilip. Pon contrives to persuade Flap that Flip has shown him -

this, and gets on something like a friendly footing with her.
best to make peace, but Ponsonby is certain that kerton has played a dirty trick on him, the trick
and the two fight. Flip refuses to second-Pon, and

Fighting It Out.

3 NCE is enough, absolutely!” said
Vavasour. He counted Pon’s vic-
tory very nearly a certainty; but
be did not like risking so much.

“Then I'l take on your lower price,
Gaddy! Queer you should only have half
the confidence in Pon that Vav has, by gad!
An’ Vav ain’t heroic about his quids, either.”

“In half-crowns—that’s my lilmit,” replied
Gadsby sulkily.

“Rot! What’s the use of a half-dollar to
an expensive chap like you?”

“Take it or leave it! Dash it, Drury, |
believe you want Pon to get licked!”

“Of course I do—now! Ten—twelve-—six in
my pockets if he is. Besides, I never did
want Merton to be.”

Merton looked like being, though, in the
first few rounds.

Pon started off in a style that made his
supporters look upon the issue as a foregone
conclusion.

Twice Merton was floored, and his face
showed many marks. Pon, on the ether hand,
was scarcely touched.

Grimly Merton strove to pull himself
together; with friendly words and such wise
counsel as was in him, Tunstall comforted
him between rounds. Monson minor had an
easier task than Tunstall. -He had ong to
grin and give Pon the gross flattery Pon’s
soul loved.

But Merton was not done. The feeling in
him was that he had to go through with
this to the bitter end, whatever he suffered.
The fellow who feels like that is not to be
beaten easily.

it was in the fifth round that he fairly
woke up. And that was due to Drury.

“Buck up, Merton, old chap!”
Drury.

Merton knew nothing about Drury’s bets.
It was as well he did not, for it would have
given him a wrong impression. Not wholly
because of those bets—not chiefly because of
t-h]e}v‘a;ﬁwas it that Drury cheered him on.

iff !

It was Pon down this time!

And "there was cheering! Drury led it;
but Smithson and Yates and Benson joined
in. And it was not with them the mere fact
that Pon was an enemy that counted.
Merton was not a friend, it is true: but they
had never had cause to hate him, and they
admired his pluck now. S

“Hooray !” they yelled. “Go it, Merton!”

“Buck up, Pon!” yelled the nuts,

After that for a while the exchanges were

howled

(Now read on.) .

pretty even. Pon had acquired an increased
respect for his opponent, and Merton had
warmed up-to his work.

He remembered things Flip had taught him,
and he used them. Pon was surprised to find
that he kpew them. Flip could have given
Pon wrinkles in boxing, too; but Pon had
never asked him to. Pon was rather in the
way of faneying ke knew it all.

The crowd in the gym was becoming some-
thing like a real crowd now. Frank
Coartenay and the Caterpillar bad turned
up—practically all the Fourth except Flip—
and most of the Fifth. A few of the Sixth
had lounged in, Langley among them. Pre-
fects were expected to stop fights with bare
fists at once—at Highcliffe as at any cther
school. But at Highcliffe there was a biggish
gap between what was expected of prefects
and what prefects did. And they were sel-
dom brought to gbook for any omission, so
that it was small wonder they should think
such things mattered little.

Langley did not appear to think that this
particular breach of rules mattered at all.
He laughed and joked, and cheered a good
hit impartially, regardless of by whom given
or by whom received.

But there was no such impartiality about
the Caterpillar.

“ Why don’'t you howl him on, Franky, by
gad?” demanded De Courcy.

“1 don’t see why T should, if you mean
Merton. And I suppose you must, as you
certainly haven't favoured Ponsonby with any
of your support,” answered Frank, smiling.

“A ‘horrible suspicion preys upon my in-
genuous mind, old scout. 1  ean’t help
helievin’ you want the dear Pon to win!™

“Well, why shouldn't 1? After all—?

“Don’t say he’s your cousin! I ean't quite
stand that, by gad! Cousins is as cousin does,
as someone said somewhere—anyway, ['ve
said it now, if no other genius did before
me. An’ yocu can’t say that Pon has ever
behaved as sich. Now, honest Injum, ean
you, Franky?»

“1 was only going to remark that Merton
has never been a chum of mine,” said Frank.

“That’s better! I would rather youn should
shut your noble an’ trustin’ heart to Merton
than open it to Pon. Oh, good punch,
Merton !»

Pon was down again. Tunstall began to
look happy, and Vavasour very glum.

“Do it -again, Vav!” said Drury mock-
mgly. “Just one more tenner! Gaddy, have
you got any more half-dollars burnin’ holes
in the pockets of your elegant trousers?”

On the way back he and Merton

uarrel.  Flip does his
eing really Gadsby’s,

stays away from the combat in the gym.

“S8hut up, you rotter!” growled Gadsby.
“You're a beastly renegade!”

“ Absolutely !” said Vavasour.

“He's dome! Merton wins!
Merton !” yelled Yates.

There was no mistake now ahout the feel-
ings of Frank Courtenay’s clan. They were:
all for Merton. Frank himself kept silence,
but the Caterpillar made noise enough for
two.

He was clapping his white hands now. Pon
turned eyes of deadly hatred upon him. The
timekeeper had his eyes on his watch. A
little more, -and Pon would be counted out—
ticked !

But Cecil Ponsonby was one of those to
whom hatred can serve as a spur to smite
when courage might fail—and he did oob
lack courage either. It was the mocking
took on the face of Rupert de Courcy that
galvanised him into fresh life, though.

He was on his feet as “Eight” was
counted—on his feet, but groggy, weak aboub -
the knees, with head sagging somewhat for-
ward and guard low and feeble. -

“By gad, I thought young Pon had got it
then !” said Langley. :

“He’s as good as got it, 1 fancy,” said
fZeedman of the Fifth. 2

“Not while he can stand an’ shove his
fists out. The other chiap’s had some, my
som,” replied Langley wisely.

He was right. Merton ought to have been
thle to us% home his advantage then, for
another knock-down blow must have settled
Pon’s aeccount.

But Merton could not give it. He, too,
was staggering. That last hard punch had
‘aken very mearly as much out of him as out
of Pon. He had swung half round after giving
it, and had all but fallen. 5

“Time!” came as a very welcome respite
to both.

“1 ought—settled him—then—Tun!» gasped
Merton.

“Never mind, eld fellow! You've got him
set, 1 think, if you can only keep on keepin’
cn. By Jupiter, you’'re stickin' it well I”

Merton smiled wanly. His eyes wandered
round in search of a face that was absent.

He was looking for Flip. He could not
understand Flip’s not being there. But he
did not like it. Onmnly a cold-blooded fellow
could have stayed away thus, he thought.

There was nothing cold-blooded about Flip
Derwent, and only he knew how much it cost
him to stay away from the gvm. He paced
the quad outside alone, listening to the buza
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of voices within, the shouts that told of one
or anothier getting in a shrewd blow; hear-
ing even the thud when Pon smots the boards
that last time.

He did not know how to keep away then.
it_- was as though- invisible ropes were drawing

im.

But he had made up his mind, and he stuck
to it, If he could only have decided about
sometking else he would not bave needed to
make up his mind to stay away.

He could not. He had not yet learned fo
know the true friend from the false; and he
hated the notion of Merton's licking Pon as
much as bhe did that of Pon’s licking Merton,
Whereas—if he had but known—he might
have gone in and cheered with a good heart
every hit Merton made.

. The next two rounds were slow and duil.
The two did little but push each other about;
punching was off. Both were trying to geb
back breath and some measure of strength.
And each knew that even a push might finish
Lhim. If he was once down on his back again
Le might not be able to get up in time.

Merton had a difficulty in seeing; both his
eves were puffed up, and every minuie get-
ting worse. Pon's elegant hands had suffered
even more than his face; bis knuckles were
bruised and swollen. But his face had got
it, too, and his under lip was three times its
normal size.

“Why on earth don't they chuck it?” said
Frank Courtenay. ¢Neither's fit to go on.”

“ Chuck it? My dear, good ass, why should
they chuck it?” expostulated the Caterpiliar.
“They're out to lick one another, by gad,
an’ you can’t expect to give a chap a lickin’
that he will feel for weeks without gettin' a
tap or two yourself.”

“They ought to have worn the gloves,
Rupert.” :

“Why—oh, why? What they wanted was
to hurt one another—savage, if you like, but
refreshin’ly human. Gloves would only have
been in the way, y’know.”

“Well, I’ve had nearly enough.”

“3tay another round or two, dear boy.
pot much in the Jeroboam line myself. Was
it Jeroboam or Jeremiah who was the
prophet? Oh, no; I've got {t! Jehoshaphat!
I'm not much of a prophet, I say, but I think
Pon's goin' out within two rounds. I never
do feel quite sure about Pon's limit—it's a
kind of movable mark—but he's dashed near
it now, I should say.” ;

“And what of Merton?» said Frank
gravely.

“T used to think Merton a bigger slacker
than myself, Franky. But I rather fancy
now that Merton’s limit comes somewhere
near where yours does—It’s a physical limit,
not a moral ome at all. You're fitter, and
you'd last lomger; but you couldn’'t mean
more than Merton means, for he’s out to fight
as long as he can stand. He's fairly gropin’
for Pon now, but he'll have him yet—he'll
have him yet, by gad!»

The Caterpillar was in dead earnest now,
though bis last words rang with a hard ex-
ultation that his chum scarcely lked.

And others had come to see it as the
Caterpillar saw it.s They knew now that
Me‘rton was fighting temporary blindness as
well as fighting Pon. He was gropirg for his
opponent. De Courcy had got the right and
fitting word.

Not even Tunstall had ever dreamed that
lazy Algy had all this in him. The smiling
face was set and hard and bruised; Merton
was hardly recognisable. The fighting spirit
had ‘awakeped in him,

And Pon wag beginning to know it. Pon’s
face, battered and swollen, had taken on a
ook of surprise such as it might bave worn
had someene he had been trying to do down
done hiin down .with a bad sovereign. He
really felt that he had been grossly deceived
fn Merton.

A half-blind hit got home on his jaw with
more force than any hit had done for some
time post, and he was plainly rattled.

“This,” sald the Caterpillar, “is where the
dear Pon guits)”

Pon heard that, and it may have helped
to keep him from quitting, though De Courcy
had not intended it to do so.

He tossed his head, and flecks of blood fell
from his nostrils as he did so. His aching
knuckles were full of sharp, stabbing pz:ir[é
as he got in a right and left on the face of
Merton, but he almost revelled in the pain,
b'cljnevlng that now ab last he had triumphed.

For Merton reeled—was almost down.

But he pulled himself together by a hig
effort, lunged: forward blindly, tapped Pon
{ightly on the nose with his left Ast, and
th,eg leb him have the full force that re-
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mained in the right on the point of the
iaw.

“By gad, be did that by touch, not by
sight!” gasped the Caterpillar, as Pon reeled
and crashed down.

And, indeed, it had looked like it. DMerton
admitted to Tunstall afterwards that some-
thing very like that was the case.

“I felt my left on his dashed ncse,” he
said, “s0 I knew his dashed face was there,
though I couldn't properly see it, an’ I let
him have all that I'd got left in me. If
there’d been anythin’ much left in him he
wouldn’t havs let his face stay there €0 get
it, by Jupiter!” 5

Pon crashed down.
least like getting up.

“Pon’s lodging on the cold, cold ground!”
softly chanted the Caterpillar.

“One—two—three-—~four—five——"

“What does this disgraceful scene mean?”
demanded the acid tones of Mr. Mobbs, as
the master of the Fourth pushed his way
through the crowd. “Ponsonby, I am utterly
surprised——""

“But not so much as Pon was!” murmured
Rupert De Courcy.

‘“And shocked!”

“But there again Pon’s shock was even
seven times greater!” said the Caterpiliar.

“Merton! This is beyond——"

It was beyond Merton, quite. Merton lay
in a dead fain{ in the arms of Tunstall.

He did not lcok in the

Who Wes the Winner ?

. MOBBS looked very reproachfully
at Langley.
That was about as far towards

rating the Highcliffe captain for
permitting the disgraceful scene a3 Mr. Mobbs
felt capable of going.

The tall prefect could look over the head
of Mr. Mobbs, and he kad rather a way of
doing so. Moreopver, ha was highly con-
nected—a fact which Mr. Mobbs never forgot
when dealing with a Highcliffe boy.

It did seem to the snobbish little master
that Langley had been very wrong in per-
mitting so highly connected a youth as Cecil
Ponsonby to suffer such hard treatment as
this. But even on that score Mr. Mobbs was
rather at a loss, for Merton was quite well
connected, too, and had very much the same
supercilious way of dealing with the Form-
master as Pon had,

Altogether, as the Caterpillar remarked,
“it was quite a dashed difficult position for
Mobby, Pon bein’ the apple of his eye, an’
Merton not the sort ef chap to be trampled
upon.”

And it is a fact that Mr. Mobbs looked
round as if in search of someone upon whom
to vent his wrath.

The Caterpillar met his gaze with a glance
of deep sympathy—at least, that was what
the Caterpiliar said it was,” and he should
have known. But Rupert De Courcy, nephew
of an earl, had no reason to dread that
terrible wrath.

“Then he looked at you, Franky,” said the
Caterpillar, “But that was quite obviously
n.g., since not even Mohbpy could suspect
your bein’ at the bottom of a fight between
two of the nuts. An’ thereafter his eagle
glance fairly brooded upon Smithson, who
was not lookin' too innocent. Mobby would
dearly have liked to bring in Smithson guilty.
But he had to drop the notion; it was too
absurd even for Mobby!”

“I didn't see all that,” Courtenay replied.
“I only saw him kneel down by Ponsonby
and try to lift his head. Ponsonby hit out
at him, which didn’t seem very grateful. Of
course, Mobby’s ‘a worm; but he really did
seem concerned about the fellow’s having
gob it in the neck so badly.”

“But he didn’t mind Pon’s punchin’ him,
dear boy. Mobby would gloat all the days
of his life if he had but once been kicked
by a real, live lord. Pon ain’t quite that,
an’ Pon didn’t kick. But he may have a
titie some day, if the other fellows die out
of his way conveniently. [ ain’t sayin’ he
would help them, Franky, dear boy; but,
'pon. my honour, I wouldn't care much to
ﬁtam}?between our Pon and a title—eh, where
was 1?27

“Lost in the wilderness of your own words,
I think!” laughed Frank Courtenay. “You
get more and morg rambling every day,
Rupert!”

“Effects of old age, dear boy—an’ Pon.
Pon’s almost turned my hair white. But
perhaps he’ll give me a rest now, by gad!”

Mr. Mobbs and Monson winer and Gadsby
helped Pon away, Vavasour following, till
Drury called him back.

The master rated Gadsby and Monson as
they went. It was not easy to see how
they were to blame, for Gadshy’s share in

| in his own breast.

' with far more decision than usual.
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bringing about the fight was a secret locked
But Mr. Mobbs had to
take it out of somebody.

Tunstall sprinkled water in Merton's face,
and with a long, shuddering sigh, Merton
came to. :

“Where I? What's he

am happened?”

agked. “Oh, I say, Tun, did I lick him? Hs
was down, wasn't he? I couldn’t see,
but—-"

“He was down all serene, old chap,” said
Tuustall soothingly. “An’ he was licked.
But-—well, I don’t know how it stands guite.
Did Algy win, Langley?”

“0Of course Merton didn't win!” snapped
Monson major. “He was down, too, before
Ponsonby was counted out. Matter of fact,
Ponsonby wasn't counted out at all, by gad!
I'd only got to five when Mobby came in.”

“Mobby couldn’t stop your countin’, Mon-
son,” said Langley. “I should say Merten
was winner.” .

“But he was down on his back, too—sense-
less—an’ Ponsonby hadn’t been counted out!”
protested Monson.

“Becauss you stopped countin’!” sald the
skipper.

“But Mobbs was hera! The fight couldn’t
go on with him here!”

“The countin’ could have been done,
though.”
“Oh, that’s rot! Anyway, Merton was

down, tool”

“You would have gof to * Out?’ bLefore Mer-
ton slumped -if - you'd kept on. An’ you
ought to have kept on!” sald Langley with
decision. - “ What's Mobby matter to you?
What do any of us care for the little snob?
If you didn’t go on it was because you dldn’t
choose, and—if yon want the straight tip
from me—because you're a dashed rotten
referee! - I wouldn’t have you to referec
a dog fight that I had any_ interest inl”

“It’s amazin’, Franky—positively amazin’!”
murmured the Caterpillar. “Here's Langley
buckin’ up now, an’ talkin’ as though he was
really interested in somethin’, by gad! The
bacillus of vigour is workin’ in the body of
Highcliffe! Let’s get out of this! It may
attack me next!”

Monson major scowled. Some of the other
seniors looked rather curiously at Langley.
The Highcliffe skipper did seem to have
woke up, and to them it appeared strange
that a fight between two juniors should have
gtirred him thus. They knew, too, that ha
had lost money on Pon, whom he had backed
at two to one with Beauchamp.

But Langley, with all his stackness and
his liking for the wrong kinds of sport, had
something sound at the core of him, and
Merton's plucky fight had got to it

Smithson and Yates helped Tunstall to
take Merton across the quad. They evidently
regarded it as an honour, and would have
been pleased to aid in carrying him. Buf
Merton, though he could not see, could walk,
and had no faney for being carried.

Flip saw them go. Two or three minutes
pefore he had seen Pon pass, and had let
him pass without a word, because he did
not care to say anything before Mr. Mobbs.

But he would have spoken to Merton, but
that both Merton and Tunstall seemed to
turn their eyes away from him in a very
marked manner.

That nettled him. He did not know that
Merton could not see him, and he did not
guess how hot Tunstall’s heart was agalnst
him.

It was not very reasopable, maybe. Cer-
tainly Flip was in no way to blame for Mer:
ton’s having been knocked about so badly.
On the contrary, be had done all that one
fellow could do to ayvert the fight.

But Tunstall, guiding the uncertain foot-
steps of his sorely-damaged chum, was pot
in the mood to estimate things rightly.

Flip would have followed, but a crowd
surged round him—a crowd that debated
hotly a subject of great interest to Flip.

Drury had collared Vayasour.

“Pay up and look pleasant, if you can,
Vav!" he said. *“Anyway, pay up. I'll ex-
cuse you the rest, if you find it too dashed
difficult, by gad!™”

“Pay up? Not jolly well iikely!” returned
Vavasour sulkily. “Merton didn’t win. All
bets are off, by gad!”

“Rats! You heard what Langley said? I
think that's dashed well geod enough for any-
onel” replied Drury.

It was scarcely ivhie money Drury was really
atter. He could afford to let that go. But
hé did not feel that he could afford to let the
chance of chipping Vavasour about it go so
easily.

“Not good enough for me!” Vavasour said,

“Langley
wasn’t ref.,” . :
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“No, dear boy. We’d have had a straight
deal if he had been, an’ you’d have had to
shell out without arguin’. = As it is—"

“1 dashed well won’t—absolutely !” snapped
Vavasour.

Now Monson major came along, a burly,
heefy brute, quite a choice combination of the
nut and the bargee.

Vavasour appealed to him.-

“Monson, there’s a chap here who says that
Merton really won. Who do you think won
now—absolutely 27 ;

“Well, I woulds’t say that there was an
absolute winner. They were both on their
backs.. But, as you ask me, by gad, Ponsonby
had the best chance. He might have
scrambled up before I'd finished countin’.
Merton couldn’t have done—he'd fainted dead
away.”

“Rats! You stopped counting!” cried a
voice from back in the crowd. *You could
have got to twenty before Merton dropped!”

“Who’s that?” roared Monson, in a fury.

“It was me!” replied Benson, coming for-
ward, flushed but not funked. The days
when Monson major could tyrannise as he
chose over the Fourth were past. Frank
Courtenay had cut his comb.

“I'll give you—-—="

“Think better of it, Monson, dear boy!”
drawled the Caterpillar. “1 won’t say that
whatever you give Benson will be returned
to you with interest, for that would sound
too dashed much like a threat, an’ threats
aren't truly gentlemanly—are they, dear boy?
But I should like to remark that Benson was
not the only one present who wondered that
a member .of the august Fifth Form should
not be able to count beyond five, by gad! 1
read somewhere that the Australian aborigine
can’t; but 1 pever heard that—" X

“Chuck it, you sneerin’ young rotter!”
snapped Monson furiously.

“Oh, by gad, there’s the aboriginal strain
croppin’ up again! I've noticed somethin’ very
like it in Monson minor, too Have you a
copy of your pedigree by you, Monson? 1
should be no end interested in seein’
whether—"

“Here’s . Langley!” shouted Jones minor.
& W?'}t do you say, Langley? Didn’t Merton
win?’ -

The skipper shook his head.

“€an’t go so far as to say that,” he ans-
wered. “But Ponsonby didn’'t. if that’s any
help to you in settlin’ your bets, Jones!”

“1 don’t bet—it’s a silly-ass game,” rcturned
Jones minor boldly.

“An’ don’t 1 knew it!” murmured Largley
in the ear of the fellow by his side.

“Then you don’t think Vavasour ouvght to
cash up to me, Langley?” asked Drury.

“Eh? You young idiots been—-"

“Well, we’re rather more likely to than

Jones, anyway. But it was only a small
flutter. Vav gave me ten to one in quids on
Pon—"

“My hat! An’ you call that a little flutter!
Let’s see—you’re eleven, aren’t you, Drury?”

“An’ a few more,” returned Drury, grinning.

“Well, by the time you're fifteen you'll be
ripe for hangin’, I should =say. As for
Vavasour, he ought to be in a Ilunatic
asylum! Ten-to-one was an absurd price, an’
if a chap must bet he’d better have some
litt&l? notion of the game he’s bettin’ on, by

“Quite a briliiant little moral homily—eh,
Franky?' said the Caterpillar, as the tall
skipper strode away with the rest of the
seniors.

But Frank Courtenay's face had a shadow
upon it. Courtenay liked Langley—it was
hard to do otherwise. But he saw that there
was small chance for Highcliffe as long as
Langley was the school’s captain. He thought
of sturdy, straight-going, uncompromising
George Wingate, and he sighed.

Till the breakfast bell rang, hot dispute as
to whether Pon, or Merton, or neither, had
won went on.

Vavasour was chipped by Drury till he
almost showed fight; and a small scrap
between Benson and Blades, who supported
Pon’s claim, was actually in progress when
the summons to the table cut it short.

Flip found himself beside Drury going in.

“Was Merton badly hurt?” he asked.

“Mean to say you didn't see the scrap?”
inquired Drury, in a tone that Flip did not
quite like.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Qversleep yourseli—eh?”

“No. I'didn’t care to see it.”

“Oh! "I fancied Merton was rather by way
of bein’ a chum of yours, by gad!”

And now Drury was looking at Flip from
under half-closed eyelids in a manuner that
made Flip wince, though he did not know why
he should care what Drury thought, and he
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certainly did not feel that he had done any-
thing to deserve contempt. l

“So is Pon,” he said. And to him that |
seemed to justify what he had done. |

Drury .looked down his nose thoughtfully |
ford some three or four seconds. Then he |
said:

‘Nobody’s ever goin’ to find it possible to
be friends with both of them again, that's a
dashed sure thing! If it weren’t too late— |
but 1 should say it is—my advice would be to
stick to Merton, Derwent!”

““Are you going to?” demanded Flip, speak-
ing out as was his wont.

“That,” drawied Drury, in his nuttiest
manner, “is not the least in the world your
bizney, dear boy!”

“Who said it was? And who asked for your
advice, by Jupiter?” flashed F¥lip, badly
nettled. .

“Oh, you didn’t ask for it, I grant yon, an’,
of course, it was dashed impertinence on my
part to give it to you. But I =ndertake not
to err in that way again, Derwent. Don't
shout at me any more; the Head’s in there,
y’know, an' the old boy ain’t in very good
health. Besides, you might shock Mobby, an’
he’s had enough for one day, I fancy, by

gad!”
N also an absentee.
He was with Merton, no doubt.

Flip felt strangely aione—more alone than
he had done at his first breakiast at High-
cliffe.

His place was between two fellows of whom
he had never seen much.

Ifine Caverpillar and Frank Courtenay were
not far away; but they were pot thinking of
Flip.  Gadsby, and Vavasour, and Monson
minor, and two or three more of the nuvs— |
but Drury was not one of them—were |
together; and they talked eagerly, with an
occasional glance at Fiip that was nope too
friendiy. But he had never counted ihose
feliows his friends, anyway; and he did not.
care what they thought or said.

Somehow, though, the diflerence in the
manner of Smithson & Co. really hurt him,
They were diilerent—to Flip there seemed no
doubt about that. It was not offen he was
specially sensitive- to glances and whigpers; |
and shrugs of the shoulders; it was little
need he had ever had to be, for it had not
been” his way to cause them.

But now it seemed evident to him that in
the eyes of Smithson & Co. he was as one
tried and found wanting. They thought he
ougit to have stood by Merton.

And the nuts thought he ought to have
stood by Pon. All but Drury—it was curious
that Drury should take so different 'a view.
But he had never followed Pon so blindly as |
Gadsby, and Monson, and Vavasour.

And Flip had stood by neither! That was
what those fellows felt. In the hour of trial
he had lacked the pluck to make up his mind
—to declare on which side he had ranged
himself !

No!

That was all wrong!

Flip knew that it was all wrong.

Honestly and manfully, he had done his best
to compose the difference between the two.
Because he counted them both ts chums he
had chosen to stay away from the fight; and
he had a right to choose, surely?

And it ought not to matter to him what the
fellows thought.

But it did matter!

He could not understand it. He was too
young ; his life had not known enough of ups
and downs.

He did not realise that right up to now he
had sunned himself ip the rays of a general
popularity, alike at home in Tasmania, and
here in old England. Only a few rotters had
disliked him—Gadsby, and fellows of his
stamp. The rest had liked Pim and had
shown it. The Sixth and Fifth had treated
him like one of themselves when he had
played for the first eleven; Frank Courtenay ;
and De Courcy had never been otherwise '
than friendly, though they knew he was Pon’s |
chium; their followers had shown him some-
thing like hero-worship, admiring him for his
gkill with fists and feet, end ‘-ounting him
hardly as of the nuts, though Le had been !
paily with_the nuts. And there had been |
Merton and Tun—a fellow could not have
asked for better chums than ‘they had been! \

Was that all over? < !

The loss of general popularity he felt that
he could bear. so that only Algy and Tun

understood. == . ¥ i
But would they understand? Could they?

Gone Without a Goodbye!
ElfoER Merwn nor Pon appeared at
breakiast, of course. Tunstall was

| eritical.
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He did not know how to make them. He
was not good at explaining things, he knew.
fomehow he did not think much of Pon
just then. Perhaps it wos beecause he was
was more confident that Pon did understand.
Or, maybe, it was because the sight of Mer-
ton stumbling across the quad blindly had
stricken him harder than the sight of Pon's
damages. . 3

He went up to No. ¢ in the few minutes
between breakfast and classes. But neither
Merton- nor ' Tunstall weos there. And the
empty table, upon which Cocky’s cage had
been wont to stand, made the little room
seem very desolate. Flip came out in a
hurry. He felt that he could not bear to
stay there. ;

In No. 1 he found Gadsby and Vavasour.
They did not look pleasant when he entered.
But their surly looks mattered little.

“How’s Pon?” he asked.

“Didn’t know you took any interest in the
matter. by gad?” snarled Gadshy.

“Oh, absolutely not!” chimed in Vavasour.

Flip’s hands clenched.

But it was not worth while. He could

have licked the pair of them, but he was not ~

?ure that doing that would relieve his feel-
ngs. :
“1 suppose you can tell us how Merton
i8?” sneered Gadsby.

“1 ean’t. . T haven’t heard. Have you?”

The question was eager. Gadshy grinned
at it. Vavasour laughed a mirthless “ He,
he, he!”

“Have you heard?” demanded .Flip, con-
trolling his anger. “You might give a ecivil
answer, [ think!” .

“Well, they do say that there’s a dashed
nasty chance of his never seeing again!”
replied Gadsby.

He said it as if he wounld not have minded
its being true. And,.indeed, there was in it
just that amount of truth that made it a
lie more cruel than the lie outright. g

Flip staggered, and his tanned face went
for a moment as white as a sheet.

“What?” he gasped. :

‘It ain't certain,” said Gadsby. “0Of
course, he may save the sight of one eye.
But you know how it i3 when one’s damaged
—the. other often goes. Oh, by gad, Vav,
he’s blubbin’!” ; 4

Flip was not blubbing
to his eyes, it is true.

But in that respect Gaddy was put on a
level with him next momnient.

1t was only a stinging slap of the face, but
it did sting, and the eyes of Gaddy watered.

Flip was outside the door before Gaddy
could say anything. As for doing anything
—well, @addy  didn't like scrapping with
people who got in such savage rages aboubt
trifles. He comnsidered it beneath him. He
told Vav so, anyway. And Vav was nobt
He was glad Derwent had not
smacked his face, too.

That morning in the Forin-room was like
a nightmare to Flip. Te looked every
moment for Tun’s appearance but Tun did
not come. Was it so bad as that? It must
be pretty bad if they were letting Tun stay
with Merton, hé thought. d

Again and again Mr., Mobbs dropped on to
him. Flip gave him plenty of chances, and
he took them all. But he did not cane Flip.
There was something about the set look on

Tears had started

| the boy’s face that made him think twice

before doing that.

The three hours seemed like an ‘eternity!
But matters were no better when they had
ended.- No. 6 was still tenantless.

At last, almost in despair, Flip went to
Frank- Courtenay.

He had mnever been given to taking his
troubles to anyone but Flap. But his troubles
had been few, and his sister had always been
close at hand. Now she was out of his reach
for the moment. He would have to go over
to Cliff House to see her, and he did not feel
like leaving Highclifie even for half an hour.

But he could hardly have done better than
he did. Frank Courtenay had the brain and
the heart to understand.

The Caterpillar went out, for the sight of
Flip’s strained, miserable face hurt him, and
he knew that it was not his counsel that was
sought. -

“Look here, Courtenay, I don’'t know what
to do!” said Flip. “I haven’t had a word
with Tunstall or Merton since last night. I
wouldn’t go to the fight because—well, you
know, the fellows are both my pals, and I
didn't want to see either of them lickéd. X
suppose it sounds pretty weak. Perhaps X
ought to have taken one’s side or the other’s.
I don’t know.” :

“I don’t see why you shouid have done,”
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gaid Frank quietly. “I felt something like
you did. Neither of them has ever been a
chum of mina. ] don’t mind saying that T
like Merton a good deal the best of the
twop, but Ponsonby’s my cousin, and blood’s
thicker than water.- There was no c¢hance of
my stopping it. I would have done if 1
could. You tried, of course?”

“All T knew how,” Flip answered, with a
fump in his throat. Not many fellows would
have shown him the quiet sympathy that
Courtenay was showing, and it touched him.

“And that didn't please either of them?”

“No. Poun was put out because I wouldn’t
see that Merton was wrong; and the other
two reckoned that I was backing Pon up.
I wasn’t. He asked me to second him, and
I said ‘No!" Not sure I'd have said that
‘to Merton. But he didn’t ask me.”

“1 should ask to see Merton, if 1 were
you,” said the skipper of the Fourth.
“There's nothing like going straight at it.
A few words would put things right.”

“But Gadsby says that—that Merton may
never see again! I—Courtenay, 1 just can't
bear to see the old chap like that! Poor old
Algy! . I—no, it might be a lie to say 1'd
rather it had happened to me. But that's
“how I feel just now.”

Courtenay was startled. He had heard
nothing of this. But he remembered how
Merton had been led away, quite unable to
see; and, though he doubted, he could not
wholly disbelieve. .
~ “Stop here for a few minutes, Derwent.”
he said. “I'll go and find out if there’s any
“truth in that yarn. And if it’s an invention
of Gadsby's, my hat, he shall pay for it!
It would be too putrid. I say, if De Courcy
comes along, don't mind him. He-—well, you
know he talks out of the back of his neck:
but if you can trust me you can trust De
Courcy every timel”

Courtenay went. The Caterpillar wisely
stayed away. Flip was glad of that. He did
not want to talk to anyone until he knew
the worst.

Frank Courtenay’s face told him that the
news was not good.

He walted for Frank to speak. The ques-
tion that his mind formed could not be got
past his lips.

- “Pull yourself together, old chap!” said
Courtenay. “My news isn’t exactly good.
but it isn't as bad as it might be.”

He paused. Still Flip could not speak.

“There is damage to Merton’s right eye.
The doctor who came takes rather a serious
view of it, but he says that only a specialist
can tell whether it will be permanent.”
© “And—and if it is?” asked Flip at last in
a2 husky whisper.

«If it is—but we're not going to believe
¢hat, Derwent. There’s no use in looking
for the worst.” &

“It's the worst I want to know. I reckon
it’s be;’st to have that straight out. Will

“He may lose the sight.of the eye—yes.”

“And then the other will go, I suppose?”

“Who told you that?”

“Gadsby. He hadn't any notion of letting
me down easily, you see.”

“Hang Gadsby!” snapped Frank. “That
sort of worm isn’t fit to live! Well, he’s
made the worst of it. But there is a possi-
bility. Injury to the nerves of one eye does
often affect the other gradually. Derwent.
old chap, don’t take on so! You weren’t to
blame.”

“No—yes, I was! If I'd never come here
this couldn’'t have happened!” said Flip, with
his face buried in his hands.

He was not crying, but his shoulders heaved
with tearless sobs.

“But that's rot! If any of the rest of us
hadn’t come here other things wouldn't have
happened, and everything might have taken
a  different turn. They were saying in the
Common-room that it all came about through
Ponsonby's shoving himself in where he
wasn’t - wanted. 1 don't want to shoulder
the blame on to him, guodness knows! He’s
got enough to answer for at best. But he's
a thousand times more responsible than you
can be!”

“Could I see Merton before he goes? If he
is going, that is. Perhaps they’ll bring a
specialist down, though.”

“No, he’s gone already. I shouldn’t have
thought it would have done him any good to
travel. But he wanted to go, it seems.”

Flip could npot understand it. Merton
believed him%eflf blinded, and he wanted to
leave Highcliffe for ever as soon as might be.
But he might have remembered that there

was another fellow besides Tunstall who
would miss him Borely—he might have said
“Good-bye!”

*1 must go and find Tun,” said Flip, rising.

“Sorry, but you can’t, old man. He’s gone
with Merton. They both wanted it, and the
Head agreed. Tunstall knows Merton’s people
very well.”

“Didn’t they leave any—any message for
me?” faltered Flip. This was like a new
knock-down blow to him.

‘I don't know—I should think most likely.
But, of course, I shouldn’t have it. 1 went
to the matron to find out what I have toid

“Rough

it’s serious, said

you.
“I’ll go and see,” Flip said.
Telling the Story at Cliff House.
: Uw vaere was no message. Not a line—
not a word! They had gone off as if
Flip had meant nothing to them.

He made excuses for them. Algy
must have been in an awful state, of course;
and Tun was thinking only of Algy.

But it did look as though he did not matter
to t'hem-—us though they had cut him clean
out!

He could not bear to talk to any of the
».her fellows—not even to Courtenay, though
ae was grateful to Frank for his sympathy.
capiess in the bitter cold, without an over-
o0at, his jacket open, his hands thrust deeply
mto his trousers pockets, he took the road
‘hat led to Pegg, and to Cliff House.

He wanted to see Flap. Of her sympathy,
at least, he was sure; and he could talk to
aer—could tell her what he felt. He could
uot tell anyone else that.

Flip’s luck was out. The girls were on the

ookey-fieild; but only a desultory sort of
knock-about was in progress. Everyone
-cemed listless, and he looked in vain for
Jlap. She was not there.

He was going away, for he did not care to
zalk to any of the rest, when the clear, high
'oice of Phyllis Howell hailed him, and he
had to stop.

Phyllis and Marjorie ' and Clara came
.owards him, together, and little Molly Gray
followed them.

“ Looking for Flap?” asked Phyllis.
luck ! She’s laid up.”

“But she never is laid up!” said Flip, in
astonishment. “Flap and I never have any-
ching the matter with us!”

“Well, I must say that you look rather as
if there was something pretty serious the
matter with you now!” Miss Clara replied,
eyeding him searchingly. “You’re quite pale,
and—-"

“I don’t think Flip,”
Marjorie gently.

It was not often Marjorie Hazeldene cut
short another’s speech in that way. But she
saw that Flip was looking restless and
annoyed at Clara’s comments.

“She was quite all right last night,” Flip
said.

“Yes; but now Miss Primrose has taken it
into her head that Flap has influenza,” ex-
plained Phyllis. “She was sent back to bed
from the breakfast-table because she looked
50 queer. And none of us is to go near her
until we know, for fear we should catch it.
Rot, I call it!”

“Of course, it’s rot!” said Miss Clara. "1f
Flap’s going to have influenza, why shouldn’t
we all have it together, and be happily miser-
able in company? It’s sure to go through the
place!”

“I don't think it is influenza at all,”
Marjorie said. “I think—oh, Flip, you
mustn’t be offended—but has anything gone
wrong with you? And was it—it seems silly,
I know—but was it just about breakfast-
time ?”

“Well, if he did spill hot téa over himself,
that wouldn't account for Flap’s being taken
ill, would it?” asked Miss Clara scoffingly.

“Dry up, Clara!” said Phyllis. “We know
that there is more in this than we can under-
stand. They’re not twing for nothing—
remember that fight at the junction, and how
Flap knew about Gadsby’s kicking Flip before
we ever heard of it!”

Flip’s face was haggard now. He had never
thought of that. But he knew it to be true,

hough he understood it no more than - the
girls did.

If anything were seriously wrong with him
Tlap knew of it without being told. = She
might not know what it was—and, of course,
in most cases she could not know that. But
she knew that there was something!

It had been breakfast-time at Cliff House—
where the first meal of the day was some-

¢
i

what earlier than at Higheliffe—arhen Flip
had stood in the quad and watched Merton
ied blindly past him.

The gloom vhat had fallen upon him then
had affected Flap. She did not know to what
the sudden feeling, so acute that it had made
her really ill for a short time, was due; bug
she guessed that something was wrong with
Flip. It was more than guessing—iv was
certainty !

“There was—there is—something wrong—
and it was about your breaxfast-time,” ans-
wered Flip slowly.

Then he stopped.

“We don’t want you to tell us if you'd
rather noi, you know,” said Marjorie softly.

But Flip feit that, in Flap's absence,
Marjorie was just the onc to whom he could
tell it easily.

And it had to be told.

A:gy was vheir friend, too; Flip was not at
all sure that they did not like Algy far better
than they did him.

When he had told his story he felt sure
they did.

But he was wrong there.

Those four all thought a heap of Flap’s
brother, though it might not be very
evident to him then that they did.

“I shall have to tell you,” he said, bracing
himself up for an unpleasant ordeal. *You
see, the chap’s a friend of yours, and—"

Little Molly Gray pushed herself in front
of the other three.

“Thomething’th happened to - Algy!” she
cried. “I know it'th Algy, or elthe Tunthtall,
becauthe Flip wouldn't mind so much if it
wath anyone elthe. Oh, Flip dear, what hath
happened to Algy?”

That shook Flip all up afresh.

The small girl was in such deadly earnest.
If Merton had heen her brother she could
not have been more agitated. It occurred
to Flip—and not to him alone—that Merton
must have been an uncommonly nice fellow
at home to have made this small friend of his
sister so fond of him.

“It is Algy,” he said. “And it’s beastly
serious, too. 1 don’t like telling you—I—you
will think—-""

“Oh, don't keep us waiting like that P’ cried
Phyllis Howell impatiently.

Marjorie laid a hand on her arm.

“Sorry, Flip!” Phyllis said. *“We can guess
how it must have upset you, of course. But
what is it—has he broken a leg, or some-
thing?

“Worse than that!”

“You don’t mean that—he’s killed?” gasped
Clara. On the faces of all four there was a
look of awe. Phyilis brushed away a tear
with the back of her hand, as a boy might
have done.

“No. Not quite so bad—I'm not "sure,
though—I think.I’'d rather be dead myself—
if it turns out as badly as it may do!”

“Flip! Why don’t you tell uth?” almost
screamed Molly Gray.

“He—he may be blinded for life!” blurted
out Flip.

“on!”

For a few seconds, no one seemed capable
of saying more than “Oh!”

Then Clara asked, ' brusquely, almost
roughly—and that was not like Clara Trevlyn:

“How did it happen?”

“A fight,” answered Flip.

“But—oh, it seems impossible! “We saw you
—-you know that—Flap let it out—down on
the beach there—but if we had know that
anything so dreadful could have nappened we
couldn’t have borne to look,” said Phyllis,
shuddering. v

“It couldn't like that—with gloves, you
know,” Flip said. “This was with bare fists.”

“¥lip, you never fought with Algy—you
couldn’t—and make him blind—it wath too
cruel if you did!” cried little Molly.

Three accusing faces were turned upon Flip.

Perhaps it was not strange that they should
imagine for the moment that he had wrought
that awful harm to Merton. But Murjorie
did not share the doubt.

“He didn't—I'm sure he didn't!”
panted. “Tell them, Flip—I know
wouldn’t—but tell them!”

“It-wasn’t me,” said ¥Flip, but even in say-
ing it there was a note in his voice that told
of self-blame. “I—well, it would have taken
an awful lot to make me ficht with Algy or
Tun. I know I'm rather a quarrelsome beggar
—I don't mind fighting—but not with those
two."”

“Then who was it?” asked Clara, in the
manner of g hanging judge. :

Miss Clara was prepared to be very severe

she
you
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with everyone concerned. So were they all
except Marjorie~-Marjorie, who always found
excuses for wrongdoers, who could hate the
sin but seldom the sinner.

“I—I don’t think I ought to tell you that,”
faltered Flip, trying to make up his mind to
keep Pon’s mame back, and yet sure some-
how that they would get it cut of him.

“You would have told Flap, I suppose?”
said Phyllis.

“Yes. She’d have insisted, you know.”
“Well, we insist. It's exactly the same
thing.”

“I don't quite see that,” replied Flip.

But he did. Flap would have told them.
He knew that. And it could not be kept a
secret, long., The Highelifte authorities would
do all they could to prevent anything with
such tragic possibilities becoming public
property. But there were two places to
which the story was bound to penetrate—
Greyfriars and CLff House. ;

“I know!” eried Molly. “I1t wath that
nathty Ponthonby!”

Molly was sure. The rest read confirmation
In Flip’s face. -

“Was it?” asked Ph

Flip nodded.

Another brief silence fell. The girls’ faeces
were flushed with anger now. It was curious
how heartily they all disliked Cecil Ponsonby.
The feeling amounted to more than dislike, in-
deed—there was a mixture of dread in it.
Marjorie's brother had b~en led astray by
Pon, and if Clara or Phyllis had had a young
brother at Higheliffe, a fear that Pon would
prove his evil genius would have made either
really uneasy.

“And only last night he was here! How
could you bring him, Flip, when you knew
we barred him?” said Phytlis reproachfully.

“1 didn't know—not then,” said Flip slowly.
He was afraid of telling too much. He did
not want them to guéss that, in a sense,
Cliff House had been at the bottom of the
quarrel.

yilis.

Miss Clara took up his incautious admission ,

sharply.

“What do you mean by ‘not then*?” she
asked.

“Look here, I shall have to cut!” said
Flip. “Tell Fiap about it, one of you, will
you? Marjorie, you, please.”

“Yau're not going yet, not if we have to
nold you!” Phyllis said resolutely. “I know
you're pretty strong, but four of us could
hold you, and we jolly well will! There’s
something behind all this. I was afraid for
a moment that you had done it. I might
have known better than that. But you're
ashamed of yourself, Flip Derwent, and you
know it! And we want to know why!”

*And we mean to!” chimed in Miss Clara.

Marjorie’s soft little hand fell on Flip's
sleeve. Very bravely she spoke out, though
she could not Keep her voice from almost
breaking once or twice.

“I don’t believe Flip had anything to be
ashamed of!” she said. “You wouldn’t say
that if Flap were here. But, Flip, we do
want to know all about it, and you mneednt’t
hurry off like that. Merton—well, you said
yourself he’s our friend, too!”

“If Flip doethn't tell us I thall never
thpeak to him again!” said Molly warmly.

“But it's such a mixed-up yarn!” pleaded
¥lip. “And FPm not dead sure I've a right
to tell it all. If you get me started you'll
have it all out of me, whether 1 like it or
not.”

“We've got you started, and we mean to
havwe it out of you!” replied Miss Clara, with
a slight snap.

“You can consider Marjorie as standing for
Flap,” said Phyllis. “I. know it’'s ne goad
any of the rest of us aspiring to that height.
But Marjorie’s difrerent. Tell her. You
needn’t tell us. We'll only listen.”

“And ask no questions?’ said Flip, with a
gleam of hope. -

“You need not think you are going to get
out of it like that, my boy!” snapped Clava
trevelyn. 3

Cold Comfort.
ELL, what do you want to know
exactly?” Flip asked warily.
He was on his guard for a
reason they did not suspect. He
did net want them to know how closely they
were concerned with the trouble between
Merton and Ponsonhy. P :
“What did you mean by *‘Not then’?”
asked Miss Clara, ;
“Why, just what I said. What else could
I mean?” :
“Then you did not know till after the fight
that Flap had specially asked you not to
bring Ponsonby here?” questioned Phylis.

(1)

!
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scemned to him a slight—almost an Insult—te

“ After what, then?” _ Flap. o

“Qh, I say, what's that got fo do with| “May I get behind you, Phyllis?” gibed
it Miss Clara.

“Lots!” said Phyllis. [ “DPon’t, Clara! How can youz" cried Mar-

“Lots!” echoed Clara,

“Lotth!" Molly Gray said.
“lots,” tao.

*After we got hack,” said Flip uneasily.
“You. girls are like the lnquisition!”

“We’re not torturing you yet!” said Clara,
with a significant nod.

“But you had Flap's letter?” Phyllls asked.
~ “Yes; just to say it was all right-ho.”

“I suppose it was too muech trouble to turn
over the page and look at the postseript!”
Clara said sarcascically.

“There wasn't any postscript, I tell you!”

“But you say you saw it afterwards!”
fiashed Phyllis.

“So I did! But it wasn't there when I got
the letter.” 3 =

“Then it must bave been torn off! 1 see.”

“As a matter of fact, it was cut off, Miss
Clara. And I ean't sece hew that helps you
to see much.”

“Can’t you? Boys are -bright, aren’t they?
Why, any girl would know what I meant in
half a tick! Ffomeone cut that P.S. off and
showed it to Ponsonrby. Merton, I suppose.
That’s why they quarrelled. And I think he
was jolly well right to show it!”

“You're dead off it! He didn’t!” snapped

She meant

Flip. “Algy wouldn't do a caddish thing
like that!” / 3
“Caddish! What are you talking about,

Philip Derwent? If anyone was that, it was
your dear friend Ponsonby, pushing himself
in where he knew very well everybody hated
the sight of him!”

“But you're wrong, Clara!” said Phyllis,
who understood much better than Miss Clara
the schoolboy code of honour. “Merton
wouldn’'t have opened Flip's letter!”

“Why shouldn’t he, when he knew it was
only from Flap, and could easily guess what
it was about?”’ replied Clara. “I shouldn’t
see any harm in it myself.”

“Well, Algy wouldn’t do it, and Algy
didn’t do it}” said Flip. “I don’t know who
did. But if you make faces at me for a blue
moon you won’'t persuade me Algy did it,
Miss Trevelyn!”

Clara was frowning; but Flip ought not to
have accused her of making faces. It was
injudicious. for it gave her a weapon against
him at once.

“Now he’s being rude to me!” she pouted.
“And all because he doesn’t want to tell us
the trutht!”

“Sorry! Didn't mean to be rude,” Flip
said. “But you did scowl, you knew.”

“Flip,” said Marjorie gravely, “Ponsenby
saw that P.S., didn’t he?”

“Yes,” admitted Flip reluctantly. “But
what does the silly letter matter? 'm not
blaming Flap, but it would have been heaps
better if she had never written it.”

“You needn’t blame her. We persuaded
her to,” Phyllis said.

“And it was because of that they quar-
relled?” went. on Marjorie.

“Well, it was, and it wasn't. When they
had their flare-up Algy knew nothing about
it. But Pon knew.’

“When did they have their—ahem!—flare-
up?” inquired Clara.

“On their way back from here,” confessed
Flip. He would have preferred to keep that
fact dark; but, apart from any moral objec-
tion he might have to lying, it was of small
use to try keeping anything dark under such
ap examination as this. Flip felt much maore
like the prisoner at the bar than a mere
witness.

“Then Ponsonby knew when he came here
that we had said straight out that we didn’t
want him?” said Phyllis, with curling lip and
flashing eyes that spoke boundless contempt

far Pon.

“Well, yes, I suppose so. Yes, he must
have done.”

“And you congider that—that thing—a
friend " ¢ried Miss Clara.

“Qh, go easy, Miss Trevelyn! Pon didn't
take it all that seriously, I fancy. He .

wanted to show you that he wasn’t such a
bad sort after all.”

“DPid he tell you how much trouble he took
fo persuade Flap of that?' asked Phyllis
meaningly.

“0Oh, wag that. it? I thought he was trying
fo make Iove to her!” said Clara. “Of eourse
we know Fla v{'ould hate it. But it would
be quite in &ci Ponsonby’s line.”

“Hang it, I wish you were a boy and up
to my weight!” flashed Flip.

e was furious. That speech of Clara’s

jorie. “Think of poor Merton!

The reminder sobered Miss Clara at once.

“I beg your pardon, Philip Derwent,” she
said, in her most stately manner. “But I
think you ought to know that I wouldn’t say
anything nasty about your sister, though
there isn’t anything too savage for ma to say
about your yery dear friend!” .

“How- did- Ponsonby know?” asked Mar-|
jorie. The others might be more noisy cross-
examiners; but it was Marjorle who kept
best to the subject.

She knew that nothing short of a full, true, |
and particular account would satisty Flap.

“Some rotter put the P.S. on the mantel-|
shelf in his den,” Flip replied.

“And he thought it was Merton? But-why
did he think that, Flip?”

“How could Algy have done {t? It thtands
to reathon he couldn’t,” said Mollle Gray. ;

“But he could have done, if you come to!
that. 1 know he didn’t, but he could have.
He was up in our den before Tun and me,
and when we came in he chucked Flap’s note !
across, and offered to bet me that Miss Prim
had cried oft.” !

“You’re quite sure that he didn’t—just for
a joke?” asked Phyllis. The circumstantial
evidence had ffected even her. She would
have blamed Merton if he had done it; but
not more than she blamed Cecil Ponsonby for
his. intrusion, knowing what he knew.

“It wouldn’t have been a joke—fellows:
don’t open other fellows’ letters,” said Flip,i
with high scorn. “We’re not girls.” ;

“But someone must have opened it,” said|
Marjorie. {

“Yes—some howling ecad!” retorted Flip,
looking daggers at Phyllis and Clara, who|
were inclined to believe Merton had done.
this thing.

“1 gave it to little Wilthon,” said Molly !
Gray, her smooth forehead all puckered up
under her flaming red mop of hair. “I thall,
find out from him what he did with it!” i

“Tte put it on the table in our denm, of!
course,” Flip said. ‘“Wilson’s a decent hd})
he wouldn’t play tricks.”

“Then anyone might have gone In and seen

{

it before you three came back?” suggested
Marjorie. ; !
“Yes. But who would have?” j

“Someone who wanted to make troubls, k|
think. T don’t know who, of course.” i

“How could he know it would make troubls
between Pon and Merton?”

“He didn’'t. = Flip, 1 think he wanted to|
make trouble between Ponsonby and you” |

“Oh, I wish he had!” cried Phyllis.

Flip looked at her in amazement. G

“Don’t you see? You really are slowl!
You would have thrashed Pontonby if thers
had been a fight, and then Merton wouldn'd
have becn bli—hurt, T me n—I'm not going
to bélieve that he will lose his sight—it
would be too dreadful! And you and
Ponsonby would never have been friendly
again, and we should all have been glad of
that. What a pity it was that mean
creature’s plot went wrong!”

“My word, you don’t half jump at things!”®
said Flip. *“You don't even know there is
any mean creature. And if Pon and I did
fight we should make it up all serene.
Fellows don’t bear malice about a serap. I'm
quite pals with Cherry now, and we fought
hard enough.”

“But Bob’s so very different from Pon-
sonby,” said Marjorie. “There isn’t any
malice in Bob, and he could never be mean.
Flip, was that injury done in fair fight? Ib
doesn’t seem likely to me!” . .

Flip gasped. This was Mariorie—she was
ready to believe that Pon would use f5l
means to inflict a dastardly injury upen his
enemy. How much were the others capable
of believing when Marjarie went to lengths
such as that2

“0f eourse it was done in fair fight!” he
said indignantly. 7

“You are quite sure?
thing?” asked Phyllis.

Now how had she come to suspect that he
had not seen? Flip could not fathom it. He
did not know much about feminine intuition.

“T wasn't there.” he confessed reluctantly.

“You weren't there?” snapped Miss Clara.
“When your best chium was blinded? Really,
Philip- Derwent 1” ’ %

“Oh, hang it all, T didn’t know he was
going to be hurt like that—and we don't
know that he’s blinded yet—the doctor may
be all wrong!® groaned Flip. “Pon’s my
friend, too. I didn't care to see ecither of

You saw- every-
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them licked. -1 rather fancied Pon.svould be
—some of them say he was, only Mobby
butted in, and the referee didn’t count Pon
out.” G

That was Greek to the girls; but they
understood one thing clearly—Flip had stayed
away when Algy was fighting!

There "were four reproachful
upon him now.
to excuse that.

None of them saw FElip's point of view at
all.
ditferent thing from a man’s. A woman—or
a girl——wants the fair thing for -the person
she cares about; the other féllow. may tuke
care of himself! ‘

They. all liked Merton, these four; and they
all disliked Pon.

It was nothing to them that Flip did not
share their dislike of Pon. They were quite
sure he ought to have shared it—ought to
have b.cked up loyally his friend who was
also their friend, instead of thinking about
his other friend whom they held an enemy!

*Algy fought—and you weren't there?” said
Miss Clara. 1 thought I liked you no end,
Phitip Derwent. ! 1 thought you were a staunch
pal, like Harry Wharton and Johnny Bull,
and the rest of them. But f

*And Merton was @ blinded—or  nearly
blinded !” said Phyllis, with a catch .in her
voice. *“And you weren’'t there! If 1 were
you, Flip, I think I should be sorry for that,
as long as I lived!”

Flip was not at all sure that he would not
be. And yet he felt that this torrent of
reproach was scarcely fair.

“I think you're horrid!”
Molly Gray.

faces turned
Even Marjorie found it hard

burst out little
*1 did think that you were the

very nithetht boy of them: all—nither. evén
than Algy, though of courthe 1. like him |

betht.“.But now I think you aren’t any good
at all,-and I will thank you never to thpeak
to me again!” ¢
And: shie went.  Flip did not feel angry
:with her. :She was only a.kid. and it had
hit her hard. But he was fecling angry-with
Clara and Phyllis. Tt wasn’t reasonable that,
just - because they. chose .to ‘hate Pon, he
* should be expected to come_into line, he felt.
And it really was not. - Yet it would have
been better for Flip if he. could have seen
Pon through their eyes. - .
Marjorie alone had not spoken.. Fiip turned
to her.» 'What Marjorie* thought . mattere
most, as, Flap was not there.; ./ = 4
“T wouldn’t second Pon, Marjorie,”- he said:
“He asked me to.! /Algy:didn’t. You might
telliFlap that; I don’t, want-her to think me
a traitor! = I stayed away because I gdidn’t
care to see it; I never dreamed that it would
be anything worse than a thrashing for one

A woman's sense of the fair thing is a’
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of them, and I thought that one would ¥ery
likely be Pon. I'd been coaching Algy, and
he’s come on quite a lot in his boxing——-"

“Yes, it would be like you to teach himm:
things that could only get him into trouble!™

snapped Clara. < “Perhaps if 48 hddn’t -been
for your precious coaching he would never

“That" isn’'t fair, Clara!” said Marjorie.
“But—I want to be fair, Flip, really—but—
oh, ean't you see? Merton’s a friend worth
having, worth sticking to—Ponsonby’s not!
It’s as if you were blind!”

“And.if I hada’t. heen blind: poor-old Algy
might not be now—-that's what you mean, I
suppose,  Marjorie?” said Flip  bitterly.
“That's the cruellest thing that's been said
to’me, and all of you have been pretty rough
on a chap's who's down! I know you didn't
mean to be unfair or spiteful; Marjorie; I'm
not 8o sure about Phyllis and Clara. - But it’s
what you said that has hit me hardest!”

He had gone before any of ‘them: could
speak again.

All three stood looking after nim. He did
not once glance back.

There were tears in Marjorie’s brown eyes,
and Phyllis bit her under “lip to keep her
mouth from the trembling that had seized it.
But Miss Clara stamped her little foot.

“It hurt just because it was true!” she said.
“I =alinost think Ponsonby must have be-
witched Flip! But perhaps his eyes will be
opened now!”

She was not far wrong. But Flip did not
realise the truth ‘of what Marjorie had said
yet. And there was a vein of obstinacy in his
nature. otk .

Obstinacy and loyalty " alike forbade his

throwing over of Pon to please anybody.
-~ He would not do th.t, whatever he did.
What others said of Pon’was nothing to him.
%’(;n,- was his chum until he found him
alse! .

-~ That day was to come!

. The Remorseful Ponsonby.

66 SAY, Derwent, Pon would like you to
give him_ a look-in,” said Monson
minor, rather sulkily, to Flip after
classes were over for the day.

“Right-ho! "He's in' sanny, I suppose?

Shall we go along together?” said Flip.

“Oh, if you care - about my company,”
teplied Monson, with a stare.

“Don’t. see why I shouldn’'t. Come along!”

Flip, somewhat disposed.to bar Gadsby and

Vavasour, had never felt quite the same

about Monson.” The fellow was sulky and not

over-pleasant ; but he did not sneer as those

One Penny.

two did, and hig hostility was never mora
than passive.

“Pon’s horribly down
gad!” said Monson, as
vogether.

“Yes.  It's a rotten bizney,” replied Flip.

“I1t wasn’t Pon’s dashed fault!” snapped
Monson, halting.

“Who said it was, old chap? It might have
been you or me—Merton himself knows that
Pon pever meant to do it, of course.”

And Flip linked ‘his arm in- Monson's.
had never done that before.

Monson rather liked it. 5

There was somesshat- moere loyalty i the
sulky Monson than in the rest of the nuts,
and he, at least, would stick by Pon, whoever
might be against him. He had not very
acute feelings; but he was cut up about
Merton. Gadsby and Vavasour were not in
the least so.

Monson -had found someone now to sym-
pathise with hoth the decer of the deed and

in the

mouth, by
they

went  aleng

He

the victim ; and he felt the better for it. He
had never liked Flip half so well before.
Pon was pretty badly battéred; but he

could have come out of samny; for his con-
dition was by no means one '0f collapse. Dr.
Voysey had ordered him to “stay there,
though, and he was not unwilling.

He wanted to feel sure about the reception
he would get before he showed his face to
Highcliffe in general again. ~And Flip made
a good - test. -If “he took the line that Pon
was not really to:blame, others woald not be
likely to hold him so, caring less than Flip
did about Merton. &

“This is-an awful affair, old man.” said
Pon; and his voice seemed to have the ring
of real concern to’ Flip. * “I'd rather—well,
almost rather—it-had been me.”

“It might . have . been,  Pon,” said Flip
gravely. “Anyone ought to see that the
thing was so entirely an accident that it
might as well have been one ¢f you as the
other.”

“You look at it that way, by gad?”

“Of course I do. It'stheonly way. A chum
of my pater’s killed a man in a fair fight
once, up in the New South Wales bush. No
one ever held it against him. He couldn’t
help it, and he felt sorry for it all his life.
But an accident’s an accident—no ' good
blaming anyone.” ;

“I didn't go specially for his eyes. An’' I
ot _about’ as geod .as I gave, apart from
that,” said Pon. :

(To be continued next week. Those who
are Leen on this story must not miss “ FLAP'S
BROTHER!” in this week's “MAGNET.”)

~——=- The Editor’s Chat. -

For Next L"Jecnesday:
“NUMBER NINE ON THE WAR-
PATH !

By Wartin Clifford.
Levison major, Clive, and Cardew, the three
chums of Study No. 9, are great favourites
. with most of my readers, I know.  The news

that next week’s story “shows them up pro-

minently will therefore be good news, :

Racke & Co. are not “great, favourites, but
they uare interesting.  They, too, play a con-
siderable part in“the yarn. -

‘ihen there is Mr. Pepper, whem we have
recently seen charged rent for his own
oarn No one loves Erasmus Zachariah
Pepper, but a good many find him interest-
ing ~ It was fairly certain that some time
before long he would try to get back the
money he had so unwittingly contributed to
the Cottage Hospital. It will aumuse you to
read show he tried it. The chance offered him
-by-Racke and €ardew seems too good to be
et slip.

You will also find more in this story about
she St Jim’s Parliament. . Tom Merry as
Premier, the one and only Arthur Augustus
as Foreign Secretary, Figgins as Leader of
the Opposition, Talbot as Speaker—they are
all here! But promise you that their
speeches will not bore you,

“BALLADS OF THE FLYING CORPS.”

This is the title of a hook published at
#alf-a-crown by Messrs, McBride, Nast & Co.,
of 2, Bream's Bnildings, London, E.C. Some
of you who have pocket-monéy to spare and
are keen on ringing verses will be glad to
aaye it. no doubt—especially wheh you know

that the writer of the verses is “G. R. S.,”
who in days past contributed many poems
to these pages and to those of “The Grey-
friars Herald.”, Formerly a member of the
staff here; G. R. 8, like so many miore ‘of our
men, gob.the call, and he is now a sergeant
in the R.F.CT

- You will like the verses, I feel sure. ¢ The
Figh}ting Spirit,” which appeared in the GEM
Christmas Number, is the first poem of the
book, and _a.good sample of the rest.
“Ballads of the Flying Corps” is quite a
handsome volume, tco; and, though it has
not many pages, is good value for the money.

VMIORE OF THE "“GEM’S' HISTORY.

When Tom Merry returned to St. Jim's he
brought back with him little Joe Frayne, the
waif from the London streets; and several
stories after that dealt with Joe's troubles
and trials at St. Jim's. Tom Merry was his
friend, of course, and so was D'Arcy major.
But it was not until D'Arcy minor—Wally
of the Third—championed his cause that Joe
got a fair chance. “No Class!” was the story
in which this was told of, and Clifton Dane
showed up well in that, protecting Joe against
Crocke, At the end of it we find the London
waif aceepted as one of themselves by the
decent fellows of his Form. “Fatty Wynn's
New Wheeze ” told hcw the genial Fatty
tried to relieve himself of his superfiluous
adipose tissue—if you don't catch on to that,
just think what Wynn has in all too great
abundance, and you will be on the track,

But Fatty didn’t manage the trick. Then
we had “TLumley-Lumleys Return,” which
was in the nature of a surprise. Everybody

expected that the Ontsider would be only too
vleased to find himself received on a new
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footing, the past forgotten and forgiven,
But Lumley-Lumley did not take matters
quite as expected. . He was very much the
Outsider of old, and he managed to set Tom
Merry and Jack Blake by the ears. ' The fine
yarn “Tom Merry. v. Jack Blake ” told how
this happened, and how they fought and
Blake was licked. - But public opinion gener-
ally 'was with Blake. Nearly everyone ‘turned
against Tom. ' But Wally and the Third
backed him up, as was told in “The Faithful
Fags,”

“By Request of the Head » told of how
Lumley-Lumley got his last chance and made
good use of it. Then Joe Frayne came pro-
minently into notice again in “ The Runaway »
a title which gives a sufficient clue to the story
it headed. After that Joe became ¢Skim-
pole’s Pupil » in Socialism. “Joe's Cham-
pion ® was Wally, of course. There was a
story about that the father of Joe was a
certain notorious criminal. It was not true,
and in “The Waif of St. Jim's? its falsity
was made clear.

“The Rival Schools » told how the St. Jim's
fellows were done brown by the Gram-
masians, and vowed war to the knife against
them ;. and in “Saints v. Grammarians ¥ there

- was war—not quite to the knife, but cer-

tainly war!
More soon |
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