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CHAPTER 1.
The Pelite Thing.,
ILDARL'S playing a rippin

I3
K game just now!” remarke
. Tom Merry, ; i
C“Let him o play!”  said
Manners grumpily.

“There's a new war film at  the
Wayland  Cinema,”  suggested Monty
Lowther, Y .

“Bother the cinema!” .

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther ox-
changed a glance, and groaned einud-
tancously. .

Manners was already sorting out his
camera. There was 1o doubt us to how
Harty Manners wanted to spend that
hali-hol:day. .

“I’s a First Elever mateh, and theee’ll
be something worthi watching!” Tem
Merry said temptingly.

“ First Bleven matches are small boer,
It’s junior matches that matter. Yon've
raid so yourself, lots of times,” said
Manners g

“Ahem! Yesj but—"

*“We lhaven't been to_the cinema for
some tinie,” said Monty Lowther sorrow-
fully. C

“Better to save your mopey in war-
time.” :

“What about your {ilms?” demanded
Towther warmly. ‘Do you get vour
films for nothing " 2

Manners chuckled.

“ Yes; my pater sent me this lot.”

“That means that we'ré going out with
a camery this afternoon, I suppose i” said
Tom Merry, “ Well, let’s go1” ’

* Look at the weather,” said Manners.
“Clear as anything—topping for taking
a few good pictures! But you fellows
can go and eat coke, if you like. Dan’t
let me drag you away from your blessed
cinemas and First Eleven matches!”

The Terrible Three of the Sheil had
heen discussing what to do with thdt half-
lioliday, There was no match on, and
there was nothing to do on the school
allotments “for the nonce. Manners
seemed to have décided the question—or.
rather, it had been decided for him, by
tha fact that his pater had sent him a
roll of films by way of a present.

' Oh, we'll come 1" gaid Lowther,

“We'll come !” sighed Tom Merry.

“If you fellows had a scrap of sense,”
remarked Manners, “you'd be as keen
on photography as I am. But if yow’d
rather mooch about, wasting your time,
1 don’t mind. T'll take young Reggie
with me1”

“Well, I'd like ta sce ildare kickin

poals  against  Abbotsford,” admitte
Tom Merry,
“ And to tell the frozen truth,.I'd like

to sco the new war films,” said Monty
Lowther.

Manncers granted. ;

“It's a go, then! See you again at
tea-time 1?

“Right you are !”

om Merry ‘and Monty Lowiber left

ihe study, cheerful in looks. Usually the
Torrible Three were ‘inseparable; but

glimmered in,

there were occasions when tastes differed.
d ‘ )

]’fom and- Monty bore with their chum

and bis devotion to his camera nably.

J But it was possible to get fed-up wnlh

catmeras,

Tom headed for Big Side, where a
number of fellows were gathering to
watch the scuior football mateh. Monty
Lowther wheeled cut his bike to ride
over to Wayland. Manners went on
methodically prepaving his camera and
films for o joyful excursion. He was
quite satisficd to take his young brother
with him for the afternocon. He liked to
keep un occcasional eve on  Reggie
Maunners, and sec that he was keoping
out of mischiof. Reggic was a decent
iittle fellow in his way, but he showed
occasional inclinations towards kicking
over the traces, .

Manners had just slung on his camera.
and was prepared to start, when the Jeaor
opened, and the celebrated eyeglass of
Arthur Augustus D'Arey of the Fourth

“You fellows heagh——~  Hallo, Man-
nahg, deah boy!” .

“Tallo ¥ grunted Mannors.

“Tom Mewwy snd Lowthah gone
out ?”?

“Yes.”

“Bai Jovel T was goin’ to suggest a
wippin® way of ompioyin® gour hali.
holiday,” explained the swell of St
Jim’s. ““There’s a new chap comin’ this
uftahnoon.” i

Manners, buckling the strap of his
camera, showed a striking lack of in-
terest in the new fellow,

“Chap named Woylance!™ added
Arthur Augustus.

“Ye gods! What » usme!” said
Manners,

“He’s comin’ Twom New Zealand.”

“Long journey to make in an after-
noon.*

“Weally, Mannahs, you must be awaah
that he is not comin’ fwom New Zealand
this aftahnoon, as he is awwivin’ at St.
Jim’s to-day! I bave heard about him,

e came ovah fwom New Zealand with
his patah, who is goin’ to the Fwont, and
leavin' him at St. Jim’s. Sece?”

“I see!” yawned Manmers. .

“His patah is in the camp at Abbots.
ford, and Ke is puttin’ him in the twain
for 8t. Jim's,” explained Arthur Augus-
tus. ' “Twimble says so. I do hot know
how Twimbie knows, He seems to know
evewythin’. Tt flashed into my bwain
that 1t would only be the wight thing to
mecet the chap at the station.”

“No harm in that,” agreed Manners,

“I considahed that you fellows might
go. As the othahs have gone out, pew-
wapg you would care to go on your own,
Mannahs.”

“I'm going out with my camera,” ex-
plaitied Manners. ' ‘

“ Weally, Mannahs, you could put iliat
wubbish aside for once, in ordah to do
the polite thing——-.

“That what ?” demanded

* Wubbish, deah bey [

“You silly ass!” :

“Pway do not nttah offensive - we!
marks, Mannahs! I weally think ﬁgcgt

Manners,

somehody ought to meet this cliap Woy-
lance——"

“Can’t he take a cab from the statizn
without somebody {o put him in it#”
asked Manners. -

“I am thinkin® ot .o polite aspect cf
the mattah.”

“Well, why den’t you go?”

“Y should be vewy pleased to go,
Mannahs, but I an goin’ to watch ihe
football match.”

“Put that rubbish aside!” suggested
Manners, with a grin.

* Weally,. Magnuhs—"

“Goodtbye, Gussy !

Manners gently twirled the swell of 2t.
Jim’s ont of the wa rd % n

Ay

after him mere in sorrew !

“Bai Jove! I canuet help wegar
Mannahs as wathsh lackin’ in pwopah
taste I” he murmured. “ Hallo! Heold

on, deah hays!” .

Kangaroo and Cliftoan Dane and Ber-
nard Glyn were coming down the pas-
sage. .

4 Can’t stop ! mid Kangareo,

“T was goin’ to suggest H

“Good-byve 1"

The three Sheil f<lows nushed Arthur

Ay 15 againet the wall, and walked
;\:\ f inning.  Arthur Augustus breathed
ard.

Jack Blake velled from the staircase.
“Where are you, Gussy?  Are yon
coming, ass?"” . :
“T wefuse to be callad an ass. Blake!”
“They're just going to kick off!”

hooled Digby. N

“Come on, fathead!” roarcd Herries.

Arthur Augustus hurried to the stairs
to join his chums. Nobody-scemed keen
on listening te hio suggestions with re-
gard to the new bay, and the swell of 8t.
Jim’s had to give it up. Somehow it did
not ocear to his mighty intellect to'go to
the station himself.” He walked down to
the foothall-ground with Blake and Her-
ries and Digby, shaking his head
solemuly. Ile felt that there was a good
deal of selfishness about that afternoon.

Meanwhile, Manners of the Shell was
looking for his young brother, with ike
benevolent intention of faking him wut
alon% with the camera. Manners. was
popularly supposed to be nearly as much
attached te his minor as to his camera.
But he did not find the festive Reggie,
Jameson of the Third informed him' that
Manners minor had gone out with Waliy-
and Levison minor, and- added, quite
superfluously, that he didn't suppose that
Reggie wounld be fouud dead with that
camera, anyway,

Somewhat aunoyed, Manners started
out by himself. He did not want to Zo
alone, and he had considered that the
excursion would be a treat to Reggie.
Possibly he was mistaken on that peint.

But the clond soon disappearcd from
his brow when he got to work with kis
beloved “instrument.  He enjoyed that
afternoon quite as much as Monty
Lowther 'did at the dinema, or Tem
Moerry on the foothall-ground. But the
afterncon, a® it happened,” was not
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destined to ond so peacefully as it had
begun, : )

CHAPTER 2.
Regele Asks for It.
& J'VE got .an idea!™ : ;5
I Reggie Manners made that re-
mark in Mrs. Murphy's tuck-shop
in Rylcombe village. The three
fags had “gathered there, to take

dvant: f the fact that & Ginger-pop |
Fiudens alge b o e i P when he's got over his sul

Controller had not yet been. appointed.

“Go it!" said Levison minor.

#Oh, pile in!” said Wally, somewhat
disparagingly. =~ D’Arcy minor did not
ugp'ear to think that Reggie's idea was
likely to amount to much.

“There’s nothing doing, is there?”
demanded Reggie. = - -

“Well, I was thinking of calling a
meeting of Third-Form members of the
8t Jim's  Parliament,” said . Wally
thoughtfully. *I’m not satisfied with the
Old Gang.: It's about time they were
turned: out. of office, you know. Tom
Merry. doesn’t make much figure as
Prime Minister. Now—7"

Manners minor yawuned. 5

“Let's dig up something more lively,”
he suggested.

““Most of the Parliament meetings are
lively enough,” grinned Levison. minor.
*Wally got-a thick ear at the last one,
and my nose isn’t quite well yet!”

“You see,” went on Wally, “T think
vounger blood is needed. " Those old
fogies i the Shell ain't much good, We
want a War Cabinet with plenty of push
and go, you know, and my idea is—get
rid of the Old Gang!” |

‘“Hear, hear!” said Levison minor,

#(Oh, give us a rest!” said Reggie.

Wally frowned. :

“Well, what’s. your "precious idea,
thén?” he demanded. .

“There’s & new chap coming this

afternoon. 'Trimble says he's going into.

the Fourth,” said Reggie. “New

you know. Some moon-faced booby, i

exi,'ect! Let’s rag him!” i
“'Taint so jolly long since you were

a new kid yourself ; and if you talk about

moon-faced boobies—"" said Wally.
“Look here, Wally—"

“I don’t like the iden. Ragging new | pa:

kids is all very wel! for chaps like Crooke
and Racke, or Clampe! 'Taint good
enough for us. Let the poor beast

alone!”

L not,hugqesﬁn hurting him, you
ummy. There's -a lot of snow on the
round. We can give him a run to St.

im'’s snowballing him.”
“Nice impression fo make on_a new
kid!* grinned Frank Levison. “He will

think: we're a lot of hooligans at St.|

Jim’s!”
“0Oh, rot! It's only funl” "
;'Pon’t Lke the: idea,” said Wally.
“We'll go and look for the Grammar
. cads, if you like, and snowball them.
Let the new kid along!” : '

. Reggie flushed angrily. Disapproval
was uﬁvays enough to make the wilful
fag angry. E

““Are yon ‘goinghtu set up as a_Good
LiltltlarGem'gle?" e demanded sarcasti-
cally. " . . :

“If you say I'm good, T’ll give you a
thick: ear!” retorted Wallg. “1 tell you
¥ don't like the idea! It's caddish rag-

ging new kids!”

¥Bo I'm 2 cad, am I?” demanded
Reggie Manriers, .

#0h, don't yell at me!” said Wally
disdainfully. “I say it's caddish to rag
new kids; and so it 13!” 2
.. “Order!” -murmured Levison minor,
-the peace-maker. *“ Let the new kid alone,
Reggie. I hear he's coming from some
colony or other, and he's got relations in
the -Army. _'f;et’s get back, and call
Wally's méeting I

-his arm
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g _Reggie Manners’ face seb.obstinately.
“I'm going to snowball the new kid,”
he said deliberately; “and if yeu don’t
like it, you can lump it!”- . ° 3
Waliy pushed back his cufls, ta,klp%
that as a defiance of his lofty rule as chie
of the Third Form. But Frank caught

“Hold on, Wally! You're not going
to scrap ! .
#“Look here——" -~ =

“Let's get back! Repkg\g, will come
8.

“Who's sulky?” roared Reggie.

“You are, old chap! Come on, both
of you!”

Frank Levison fairly dragged Wally
out of the tuck-shop. Reg;];ia Manners
followed them more slow. Iy, with a
clonded brow. Frank and Wally started
for the school, but Rﬁﬁie remained. He

proposed snowballing ‘the new kid
carelessly enough, not caring, much about
it either way; but sition made him
obstinate. Fle was going to look for the
new arrival, now, and give him a hearty
snowballing, just by way of putting Wally
in his proper place. Which seemed to
indicate that Levison minor was right in
remarking that Reggie was sulky.

Manmers minor moocked about the lane
with his hands in his pockets, and a deter-

mined_and obstinate expression on his

face,” He knew from Trimble—the Peep-
ing Tom of the School House—that the
new boy was coming early that afternoon.
As a stranger in the district, he was sure
to follow the high road to the ‘schogl—
not one of the short cats—and so the fag
was certain of meeting him. N

Reggie improved the period of waiting
by kneading several enowballs with great
care,

Wally and Frank had long been out of
sight when a sturdy lad came swing
down the lane from the village. Reggie
watched him as he came along. He was
a good deal bigger ihan Reggie, and his
face, a little sunburnt, was very good-
looking, and glowing with health.” He
was wearing an overcoat, and had & bag
in his hand. Reggie wondered whether
this was ‘Dick Roylance, the new junior
for the Fourth Form at 8t. Jim’s. He
did not want to begin on the wrong

As the-sturdy lad came swinging up,
with a springy stride, Reggie shouted.
'3 Hﬂllo !” - 3
The newcomer paused,
“Hallo!" he responded, evidently sur-
prised at being hailed by a stranger.
“You the new kid for 8t. Jim's?”
“QOh, yes!
certainly.”
::N-amf'a Roylance?”

I'm going to St. Jim's,

¢ QOh, good!” said Manners minor.  He
had his hand behind him, with a snow-
ball in it, and, having thus ascertained
the identity of the stranger, he brought
the missile suddenly into view, hurling
it with unerring aim.

Whiz! Smash! .

The sudden missile tqok Roylance quite
by surprise. It emashed on his chin, and
he staggered back, gasping.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Reggie. °
. He whizzed a second snowball, which
caught the new junior on the nose.

The New Zemlander staggered.

Reggic Manners’ idea was that the new
fellow, being a new, sheepish chap and a
“moon-faced booby,” would run for it
and he, Reggie, was going to pursue him
to_the schoo], pelting him all the way.

But Regpie’s calculations were:-a little
ouf. - s

The new junior was taken by surprise, |

and for a second or two he rubbed his
face, gasping. But he was very quick to
dodge the third snowball that flew from
Reggie's hand. i

in the snow- and blinkin

“rotter !

One Penny,. - 3

40h, " that's the game, is it?” he
ejaculated. ! i -

He juriiped to the Toadside, where snow
was piled ‘thick under the trees. In a
twinkling he grasped a good handful, and
a snowbhall  whizzed back at Reggie, who
was about to deliver a fourth shot, and
not at all expecting that prompt return.

mash !

“Yarooh!” howled Reggie. . .

The newcomer’s missile smashed in his .
face, and Reggie sat down suddenly in
the snow. The new é’unior chuckled, and’
gathered up snow at a great rate, pelt-
ing the fag right and left.

Ei‘lmt was not at all according to Reg-
gie's programme. The matter was vob
turning out so funny as he had antici- -
pated. . .

The new junior, chortling, pelted the
fag incessantly, and gio “seyambled
wildly right and left to dodge the mis-
siles, having no time to return thein.

; “Had enough?” chuckled Roylatice, at
ast. . .

“Yow-ow! You rotter!
You cad!” howled Reggie.
Roylance came towards him, smiling.

“I say, isn’t that rather thick. as you
started it?” he asked. “I didn't call
you names when you biffed me !™ :

“Yow-ow!” gasped Reggie, sitting up

%at him furi-

Yo ow!

au_sl‘g. “0h, you retter!” .
“Oh, come now; you're not hurt!”
said Roylance, rather. contemptionsly,
“Let me give you a hand up!”

He stooped, "and caught the fag by the
shoulder, and lifted him to his feet—as
easily as if he had been an infant. Rey-
gie's face was crimson with anger and
chagrin. He had completely lost his

tm:ﬁ% .
“Let me alone, you cad!” he howled,
jerking himself awag. “(Fet away, you
Take that, hang you!”
“4Ow.!” yelled -Rz{hnw. as the angry
fag hacked et his shin. “Oh, my hat!

y, you cowardly little: beast, I'li
squash you!” ¢

eggie, ashamed of his passionate
action the moment it was done, was too
obstinate to admit repentance. And he -
had not much time to speak, ~ Roylance
seized him by the collar, ahd shook him
like axat. Reggie's teeth fairly clattered
together as he was shaken by that strong

arm. -

“Leggo!” he yelled. fi :
. *¥ou young rotter|” panted Roylance.
“If you were hig enough to stand up to
ipfe, ’I’d give you the licking of your
ife !

Shake! Shake! Shake!

“VYarpoh! Leggo, you rotten bully!”
shrieked Reggie. - : -

. Thete was a sudden footstep, and a
fellow with' & camera flung ‘over his
shoulder brushed through a gap in the
hedﬁ and leaped into the road.

A“Let him go!  Let him alone, you
cad!” he shouted. And Manners of the
Shell grasped Roylance by the shoulder,
and swung him away from the panting
gaa,’ with a swing that sent him spinning
into ghe road.. .

CHAPTER 3.
A Fight to a Finish.

UMP!

. Dick Roylance,.of New Zealand,
sat down in the middle of the lane’
with a heavy-jar.

Manners glared at him.

Reggie grinned.

His elder brothér had come along just
in the nick of time-—from Reggie’s point
of view. If Manners had known what
had preceded this shaking bestowed on
his minor, he would not have acted as he
had done. But he knew nothing of all
that.  He had sighted Reggie squirming
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in the grasp _o?'m'goweifuﬂy-bujlt fellow,
who was shaking him like a rat, and he
had dashed up to interfere, as in duty

bound. . s

“Oh1” gasped Roylance.. = - ;

“You rotter I ghouted Manners, “If
gou want- to tackle somebody, pick a

cllow as big as yoursolf. I’m ready !
" Roylance staggered to his foet.

His hendsome, sunburnt face was very
grim and ‘angry now. His shin was
aching from tge cruel hack of the fag’s
_boot, and the names applied to him were
very disagreeable, ’

“Goodl” he said quietly. “Ste,}) into
the field here, my son, and I'll do my
best to make you sorry for yourself 1”

“I'll give you a chance!” growled

Manners, “Take hold of this ‘camers, |

kid, .
He unslung his beloved instrument,
and handed it to Reggie. §

Manners was a most peaceable fellow,
as a rule, but ho was angry now; and,
quiet fellow as he was, he was by no
means to be despised in a scrap. There
was & reserve of force in Manvers of the
Shell, and ho had plenty of pluck, though
not of the loud variety. - .

He stepped through the gap in the
hedge, and Roylance: followed him. If
the fellow wanted to fight, Manners was
ready to fight him.. Who Roylance was
he had not the faintest idea, and he did
not care. .

- Roylance threw off his overcoat, and
pushed back his cuffs, :

“Ready 1" he asked.-

“Yes, you rotter 1”

“T’ll make you take that name back !” |

said Roylance quietly.
*Rats |7

And they began. :

Reggie looked on with a grin. His
sulky temper was still in the ascendant,
and heé kecnly anticipated seeing the new
fellow licked. Manners was the taller of
the two, and somewhat older, and he
looked like }mvm.g an advantage, though
he was not thinking of that. :

As a matter of fact, however, the new
junior was_a good deal stronger than
'}k‘[mners. Mannera made that discovery
after & few minutes of combat. The new
fellow, too, knew a great deal of the
manly art of self-defence—another dis-
covery that Manners soon made,

There were no rounds in that fight. Tt
“was . hamimer and tongs from staft to
finish. But when Manners, who was
tired with a long tramp over the hills
that afternoon, gave ground, breathi.nﬁ
hard, Roylance instinctively paused, an:
gave himtime to recover,

Manners came on again, annoyed by
being .granted a concession by a fellow
to” whom he had taken a dislike. He

attacked hard, and Roylnnca,ntagiered.

-under two or threc blows that got
with great effect. 3
“Bravo ! chirruped Reggie.
Roylance did not go down, however,
¢ recavered, after giving' ground, and
then attacked hard.: Ton%&anners’ sur-
prise, bis defence was knocked to the
winds, and knuckles that seemed of iron
weie planted on his nose like a hanimer.

rash !

Manners of the Shell went down on his
baﬁk‘jhhard'. ’ 3 Rl Bl "~ "

1 gaspe eggie blankly.
Roylance stood back. :
The Sheil fellow stood up dazedly. - His

nose was streaming redly, and his eyes
raii water. ¢ 2

Ho scrambled up in fury.
~ “Take a rest,” said Roylance. “No
.hxmg‘,m{xou know.”

“Look out for -yourself, you cad!”
f‘houte;d Manners, xushing on him
uriously,

“0h, all right.” ~ -

It was hard and fast fighting now, and
punishment was given and taken at a
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.bitter realisation’ of defeat was

great rate. Reggio looked on wide-eyed.
It was dawning on him that the new
Junior, though not so old as Manners or
quite so tall, was sfronger and heftier in
nearly every way at scrapping.

Reggie bad “seldom, if-ever, seen &
fight of euch bilter determination, and
he- had never drcamed that his major
could stand up to punishment like this.

Harry Manners had never appeared as
a heroic fighting-man in_the eyes of his
tinor before.  But there. was real
heroism in the way -Manmers was stand-
ing up to his opponent now, thpu%h the
bittes - already
in his mind, He would not admit that
he was beaten, and he fought on fiercely
g‘h:le an ounce of strength remained in

But he was spent at last.

A heavy right drive sent him whirling,
and he crashed to the ground again. He
made a fierce effort to rise, and sank back
again from sheer weakness. :

Roylance blinked down at him.

The new fellow’s right ‘eﬁq was closed, |

and . rapidly darkening.. His nose. was
swollen, and his lip cut.  He had won,
but he had paid for his victory.

Reggie ran to his brother.

“Harry, old chap!” he muttered.

He helped his ‘midjor into a sitting
position.

“Do you want to go on?” asked Roy-
lance quietly, and "without a trace of
swank. “I'm satisfied if you are.”

Manners panted. i

“I can't go on, or I'd smash you!"
he muttered.

“Right you are.”

“You rotten bully !” shouted Reggie.
he said.

" Roylance looked at him.
“I won’t touch you,”

“““Youre not worth it, anyway. I don't

see what that chap wanted to stand up
for you for, you sneaking little cad 1"
“You rotten brute !” snarled Reggie.
“Get away from here, you hooligan I”?
The new junior made a movement, and
Manners staggered up and interposed.
‘“You've licked me,” he said bitterly,
“but if you touch my brother again
%ou’ve got me to deal with, all the same,
ome on, if you like !” !
Roylance stepped back. ;
“¥Your brother, is he?” he answered.
“Brother or not, you might stop to in-
quire a little before you mix in his rows
ggxt”tlme. But I'm not going to touch
i, :
. Roylance ‘did not add that Manners
could ‘not have stopped him if he had

{ wanted to, though it was plain enough.
is overcoat and donned -

. He ]picked up T
it, picked up his bag, and went back into
the road. '

Manners -stood breathing heavily,
while the new junior tram; on, rather
slowly, and disappeared vp the lane, -

“You’re hurt, Harry1” said Reggie.

Manners' - bruised face reddened with
humiliation, He had chipped in to pro-
tect his brother, and he had been licked
under the fag’s eyes. It was not. a
pleasant or gratifying result,

- “You put up a jolly good fight,” said
Reggie consolingly. “You couldn’t help
it if he was better than you.”

ped Mznners, not.

“0Oh, dry;g)!’ snap)
at all consoled by that tactful remark.
Reggie looked sulky at once. Ho did

not make any allowance for his brother’s:
humiliation and his physical sufferings at | Ze:

that_moment.
“Well, you were licked,” he said.
“You're bigger than he is, {oo.” B
“*Shut up, I tell you{”
- “Here's your old. camera!” growled
Reggie.  “T'll clear if -you're going:to
slang me just because you'rs hckeg. 1
didn’t ask you to chip in, either !” ;
Manners took the camera in silence,
and Reggie stalked away. e
"The 5 cll fellow moved away slowly
and heavily to bathe his face in the

brock across the field. But, with all he
could do to his face, it remained & statt-

ling sight: A hard fight without gloves

cannot fail to leave traces, and poor Man-

uers Jooked s if he had been through a -

prize-fight.
. He was not feeling happy as he moved
off towards the school at last. He had

been licked by a fellow he had never seen -

before, and, 5o far as bo knew, was not
li_kzéy to see again, He was feeling
tired, humiliated, and spent, and_therc
was an unaccustomed bitterness in his
breast—a feeling that was something like
hatred of the unknown opponent whe
had defeated him. '

CHAPTER 4. -
Noblesse Oblige,
L WAYO, Kﬁnd,me 34

“Good old Kildare!” = .

' The- football match on Big Side
had ended, Kildare kicking the_winning
goal almost on the stroke of time. :

Arthur Auvgustus [’ Arey waved his
eyeglass in -great excitement and glee.
But as the footballers came off the field
the swell of 8t. Jim's jammed his cele-
brated monoele into his eyes, and turned
it on his chums, - g

“I wondah if that new
awwived |” he remarked.

“What new chap?” yawned Blake,

“The new chap fwom New Zealand,
you know,”:said Arthur Augustus, “I
was thinkin® of lookin’- for: him, and
givin’ him a‘word of welcome! It.will
make ”him feel wathah at home, you

ow.
‘*What about tea?" asked Herries,
“Nevah mind tes now, Hewwies.”

“But I. do mind!” grunted Herries.
“I'm hungry!” ~ .
“Same {mre!"’ . remarked Digby.

“Let’s scout for tea, and let the new
fellow go and eat cokel”

“Hear, hear!” chimed in Blake.

Arthur Augustus shook his head. s

“1 wegard it as bein’ up to us,” he
said. ““Study No. 6 is bound to do the
polite thing. I suggested to Mannahs
goin’ along to station to meet the
new chap, but I feah that Mannahs is

wathah selfish. Considewin’ -what the .

Anzacs have done in.the war, we are
bound to give the New Zealand chap
a cheewy gweetin’.” g

“Oh, blow!” said Herries. “What on
earth does he care whether we give him
a cheery greeting or not? The Anzacs
have never heard of Study No. 6, I sup-
pose. Let’s see if we can dig up some-
thing for tea. There isn't any sugar or

butter.” Ay - .

“ Pewweps you may as well look-aftah
somethin’ for tea,” admitted Arthur
Augustus thoughtfully. *If I can find
Woylance, I will bwing him in to tea.”

“Not unless. he’s brought his own
sugar and tea and butter from New
Zealand!” said Blake warningly.

“Wats!” 3 -

And Arthur Augustus marched off to
look. for the new junior. *Noblesse
oblige !” was Gussy’s noble maxim.

After all that the gallant Anzacs had
dope for the British. Empire, the
Honourable Arthur Augustus felt that
it was up to him to give the New
d junior ' a cheery eeting, at

least. A new fellow, especially one from

a distant Dominion, was likely to feel -

rather lost on his first day at “a big
s¢hool; and Arthur Augustus was gener-

chap’s_

ously prepared to devote what remained

-of  the afterncon to making Dick Roy-
lénce feel at home. M .

"He bore down upon Taggles in his
lodge to. ask whether Roylance had

o

arrived. But-Taggles had seen nothing

“Bai ‘;Iove! He is 'wa_t%ah late 12~
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remarked Arthur Augustus, - ¢ His twain ;

must have been in a long time ago. Are
suah. you - have - not . seen  him,
Taggles? You know what a vewy care:
lesa old chap you aré, you know!™
Taggles gpunted and vetired. fo his
lodge, apparently not pleased by that
yemark. :
“Bai Jove! Taggles gwows cwustiah
evewy day!” murmured Arthur Auﬁs-
tus. . “Howevah, I suppose the chap
fhasn’t awwived yet. Pewwaps he has
Yost his way. It was weally vewg' saish
of Mapners not to go and meet him. If
hie has taken the w'ong turnin’, it is no
uso goin' out to:look for him. Pewwaps
1 had bettaly wait heah.”
 Having come to that decision, Arthur
CAugustus leaned bis noble back against
one of the old stone pillars of the gate-
 way, and watched the road through his
eveglass, . E
He had not very long to wait, as it
_happened. o 2 ’
~ In five minukes or so a lad in an over-
coat came up the road, with a bag in his
hand,  Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy gazed
at him curiously, The stranger had a
swollen nose, a black eye. ﬂ!l%u:ci'(‘—l‘ﬂl
bruizes on his face; also his collar was
rumpled. His appearance, in this condi-
tion, was not exactly prepossessing.
6 Bai Jove! murmared D'Arcy.
wondah: who_ that wuff ~and wuffianly-
Jookin' -person- is? He s  dwessed quite
decemtly; but he looks— Bai Jove, he
i3 comin’ heah!” .

The stranger stopped at the gates,
“Ts this 8¢, Jim's?" he asked civilly.
“Oh, yaasi”

“Thank you!"”

The steanger came in.

““(iweat Scott!” murmured the swell
of St. Jim's.. “This must be Woylanca!”

For a moment the swell of the Fourth

heasitated to make .the acquaintance of
. a new boy who presented himself at the
achool with a black eve and a swollen
nose. But hospitality came before every-
thing, and, besides, D' Arcy realised that
Roylance would not have turned up in
that state from choice. "He must have
had some misadventure on the road.

“Fxense nrol” said Arthur Augustus

politely.  “¥ou are Worlance,
pwesume?” :
“ My name is Roylance.”

“Yans, I said Woylance,” answered
‘Arthur Augustus innocently. “You are
the new Lkid comin’ into the Tourth
Form heah—what?”

“ Ve 5

4] am vewy glad to make your
gequaintance, deah boy! Pway allow me
to intwoducd myself—IrArcy of the
Fourth.”

Arthur Augusins held ont a gracious
hand, and Roglance, though he looked a
little snrprised, shook it. -

“] twust you have not had an accident
comin’ heah, Woylance?”

Ro;lanco grinned faintly.
_“Not an aceident—a fight,”
© answered. '

* % Ahem!” .

“Not exactly my fault,” added Roy-
lance. I didn’t look for a scrap, walk-
ing here from the staiion, you may be
sure. I wasn't anxious to turn up at the
school in this state.” & 2

“PBai Jove! I imagine not.”

“Does my face look very bad?” asked
Roylance anxiously.

“Ahem! Wathah koocked about!”
said Arthur Augustus. *“Wailton. will
be wathah surpwised, I feah. I undah-
stand that you are comin’ into the School
House?" -

*Yes; I've been told to report myself
to a_Mr. Railton.”

. “That’'s our Housemaster, deah boy—a
jolly good sort! He had his fin damaged
fightin’ the Huns,” suid D'Arey. “%—Ie

lie

‘;{[__ :

One Penny, ...

Hnyhnéo’s Introduction to Mo, Railton I}
(See Chapter 6.) & {

has nevah been able to use that fin
pwopahly since he came home fwom the
war. - Liwcky yow are not goin’ into the
Now House.- Old Watcliff would faibly
qsgul’p yon for turnin’ 1;{: with a face like
that! = You had bettah explain to Mr.
Wailton. Ahem!. Y¥supose you weally
could nos help gettin’ that black eye?”

“1 didn't ask_for it.”

“PBai Jove! .I suppose not

#Ts jt really very black?”

“A—a wathah wich shade in durk
blue,” replied Arthur Augustus diplo-
matically, © Howevah, you couldn’t help
it, if some wuffian' atticked you—-"

“Not exactly a ruffian,” said. Roy-
lance, smiling. A schoolboy, I think.”

“QOne of the Giwammah Schoodl chaps,
T expect. Did you lick him?” ;

“] think so.’

“Bwavo! No- goed tellin’. Wailtop
that, though—he wouldn’t care whethah
you Hckef the Gwammah cad or not.
There are some things that a House-
mastah does not compwehend the im-
portance of,” explained Arthur Augus-
tus. ¢ Pewwsps you would like me to
take you to Mr. Wailton's study?” =

And Arthur Augustus marched his

sotege across ‘the quad -towards the
School House, apparently oblivious of
the curious glances which Roylance’s
remarkable eye drew from all sides.

CHAPTER 5.
- Looking Afier the New Boy.
TOM MERRY and Monty Lewther

"

were on the School House steps.
They were weiting for Manners
s to come in, rather impatiently. A
ound of butter had arrived for Tom
erry . from his. old guardian, Miss
Priscilla Fawcett; and it was a treat in
Study No. 10, where war restrictions
generally reigned supreme. Manners
was wanted for tea; but he was staying
out. ~But Tom and .Monty forgot
Manners .as soon as they saw D'Arcy's
striking-looking companion.
“Woylance of the Fourth, deab

boys!? said Arthur Augustus; with
dignity.~ “Tom Mewnwy and Monty
Lowthah, Woylance. Woylance has had
a sowap with a_wuffianly Gwammawian
on the way heah.” )
“My hat! 1 was wondering if he'd
met a motor-car, and fried to stop it
with his nose!” remarked Lowther.
“Weally, Lowthah—""
“Too bad !”. said Tom Merry., * You'll
have to explain that ‘e{le to Railton,
Roylance. “You must tell him that you
dl:;du”t come from New Zealand like
that.” .
“T am goin’ to explain to Wailton,”
said Arthur Augustus loftily. * A posish
like this wequishs a few words: fwom a
fellow of tact and judgment! Come cn,
Woylance!” : .
The swell of St. Jim’s marched Lis
protege into_the house. 3
“Hallo. Where did you dig up tiat
eye, now kid?’ bawled Wally, from the
passage.
“Wally, you wude young wascal——"
“ Gussy, you rude old rascef, what do
vou mean by blacking a new chap's eye—
his first day here?”. demanded Waliy.
“Ha, he, ha!” } -

a! 'y LA
“T did not black his cye, yon young

ass!™  exclaimed Arthur  Augustus
heatedly. .

“Well, look at it! Tt looks black
enough.” : :

“Jt was somebody else, you young
duffah! Woylance was -attac on the
way heah by a fewocious wuffian. Come
on, Woylance!” - ) #

Avthur- Augustus tapped at the School
House master’s door. y

“(lome in!” sounded the deep voice
of Mr. Railton.

“(Couwage, deah boy!” whispered
Arthur Augustus. “That eye weally
needs some explainin’ ; but wely on me !’ .

He m’archec!p the Colonial juntor in.
_Mnr. Railton rose to his feet, o sur-
prised expression coming over his face a4
the sight - of Roylancé's * remarkable
aspect, . i ‘ :

-+ Tae Cem LisraRrY,—No. 513.
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“Who Is this?” he exclaimed.
_"".I‘bis is - Woylance, the new chap,
L 2

“Roylance! What do you mean, Roy-

ance, by presenting yourself at school
in _this' condition?”  exclaimed Mr.
Railton. .

“It was not Woylance’s fault, &ir,”
said Arthur Augustus, before the new
junior could reply.. Woylance was
-attacked by a beastly wuffian, sir, on his
way heah fwom the station. It was vewy
much against his will, sir, that he we-
ceived a black eye and & cwocked nose.”
. “You may leave the study, D'Arcy 1"
pl“_Wea.llg, sir! I was goin’ to ex-

nin-— i
-_“Roylance "cim explain for ‘himself [

You may gol”
“Oh, vewy well, sir!” said Arthur
. Augustus, with dignity. . .

: de gave H.otﬁhnca an encouraging look,
an:

uitted the study, closing the door
st Yy v &

", ““Haven’t you explained to Railton?”
inquim‘_i Monty Lowther. . -

“ Wailton was wathah short and sharp,
Lowthah—his mannahs seem wathah to
fail sometimes. T weally hope he is not
goin’ to wag Woylance!” The poor fellow
could not help bein’ attacked by a was-
cally wuffian, conld he?”

“‘But was he?” inquired Tom Merry.

“QOh, yaas! I think it must have been
ene, of the Gwammah cods, Woylance
could not have wanted a scwap on his
way to school, you know."”

““No, I suppose not,” agreed Tom
Merry, laughing., “Rather rotten of the

chap who went for him, if he knéw he
up here for the |

was o new kid turning

first timel”
“Yass, wathah! "I am goin’ to ask |
Woylance to tea in Study No. 6,” cen-

tinued Arthur Augustus. *If you fellows
would care to come, and e 8 weally
im[pweesive occasion of it, we should be
delighted,”
"“Charmed|” grinned Lowther. “It’s
&n honour and a distinction to have tea
“in the company of a fellow with an eye
liko that|” }

“ Weally, Lowthah——" .

“Not to mention his nose, which is
unequalled in its way I'*

“You uttah ags}”

“ And Tomimy shall bring his butter,”
added Lowther, ‘‘But we shall have to
wait for Manners. The silly chump is
still taking photographs somewhere. But
even Manners will have. to give it up at
dark, 1 mzﬁpose;" . : :

The Shell fellows returned to the steps,

to wait there for their absent chum. |

Arthur Augustus waited in the corridor
for Roylance. -

The new. junior came aut of the House-
master's stady at last. 4

‘~‘Wa§‘ged, deah boy?” asked D'Ary
anxiousiyv, %

oylance ghook his head.

“Ob, ne! Mr.
decent. T suppose he understood that
didn’t get like this on purpose,”

“¥aas; he is 2 wathah intelligent chap
for a Housemaster,” g Arthur
Augustus. *Pewwaps you would like to
come up # the dorm, and let me attend
to your injahwies?”

“Youw’re very good” v

“Not.at all, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus graciously. . 2

He piloted .the new junior to the
Fourth-Form dormitory, ‘and expended
&mtg a lot of trouble in attending to
the injahwies: Roylance looked a E
better when he had finished, -but thers
was no getting rid of a black eye and a
swollen nose. Such adornments must be
Ieft to time.

“1 have to see

o House-dame,”
left the dormitory.
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mjr Form-master and
said Roylance, as they

Railton was vet‘? :

ittle | M
-asked him who'd

*Follow me, deak boy1”

The swell of St. Jim's was indefati-
gable as cicerone. Roylance was grateful
enough for his guidance. As the astute
Gussy forezaw, kindly attention from an
old hand was very useful to a new fellow
plunged suddenly into strange sarround-
ings. Arthur Augustus waited while
Roylance interviewed Mr. Lathom—to
whom another explanation of the black
eye to be made—and then. led him
away to the House-dame’s zoom. .

“ Don't lot Mrs. Mimms give you your
tea,” he warned. “We want you to come
to tea in our study, Wayl We are

oin’ to kill the fat calf in your

onah, you know, as an Anzac!”

Roylance smiled. .

“Right you are!” hs said,

And after he had seen the House-
dame, Arthur Augustus marched him off
to the Fourth-Form passage. In that

uarter, his eye and nase drew a goed
3331 of attention, some remarks.
Fourth-Formers did_not stand on cere-
mony with a new fellow, Cardew of the
Fourth, who wae chatting in the passage
with Clive and Levison, came towards
tho New Zealander. ;

“ Excuse me,” he said, with elasborato
politeness. “May I inquire if you have
& sister named Susan?”

Roylance stared.

“Nol” he answered. =

“Bure?” asked Cardew.

“Of course I'm sure!” said Roylance,
puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“Oh, all serene! X thought you might

Zﬁ& relation of Black-Ey: Basan, that’sq

Ard Cardew walked away and rejoined
his éhums before Raylance could reply.
Roylance coloured a little, . -
“Pway don’t mind a little chippin’, old
scout!” gaid Arthur Augustus hastily.
“The fellows don't stand on cewemony,
you know 1"
“I don't
smiling.
‘“Heah is my study.”
Roylance entered St
new friend, and received three separate
stares from Blake and Herties and
Pigby, who were gefting tea. They had
never seen a new junior with a face quite
like that before. _Arthur Augustus, with
considerable dign.ifg', introduced the new
fellow. Blake & Co. grinned, and bade
him welcome. Dig. indeed, carried
hospitality so far as to offer him the
window-curtain to make a sling for his
nose—an offer that was not accepted,

mind .".' - eaid Roylanee,

——

CHAPTER 6.
i After the Batile.
£ HERE the dickens has Manners
got to?”
Tom. Merry - and Lowther
asked that question of one
another, but, naturally, neither could
answer 1t, .

The winter dusk was falling, and it
was not possible that even an enthusiastic
photographer like - Manners could be
taking photographs in the-dusk.

“Been Manners?”’ the chums asked
every fellow who came in.

‘But_nebody ‘had, till at last Baggy
Trimble of the Fourth was able to give
information. . i

“He, he! - 1T saw Iim bathing his
nose!” was Trimble’s answer, -
- “Bathing his nose!” repeated Tom

‘e‘il'.r{e he—yen!” giggled Trimble. 1
been punching his nose,
and he called me names, e’s been
licked, you bhet!" :

And the fat and podgy -Baggy rotled
in, apparently quite pleased that Manners
had been licked. Tom and Lowther
looked at one another. .

‘seid Tom pacifically.

No. 6 with his |
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“Y suppose he's got into a'}ow witk
the Grammarians,” said Tom, at last,
£ 't wonder! We shall be too

| Iate for tea in No. 6 il he docsn't come -

int”

" Hallo, here he is!” '

A tired figare with a camcra came B
through the gathering dusk, and the
Zhell tellows recognised their chum. He
was looking different from usual, how:
ever, His face was in a consi&erably
worse state than Roylance's had beeu.

“Hallo! Been in the wars?” asked

Tom.
Manners grunted.
“Yes; can't you sec?”
“H’'m!” murmured Tom,
old chapl Tea’s ready!”
Manners was ll-humoured, and it was
very seldom that he was ill-humoured,
though his temper was quick at times, T%
was a chum’s duty to bear with a chum,
() ners was given his head, so to
Fﬁea.k. Manners. followed the two into
the ‘house and up fo the study. There
he sank down in tho arm-chair, evidently
fatigued. ] ) v
Tom and Monty regarded him doubt-

s Come on,

““You said tea was ready!” mumbled
Manners.

“We're asked into No. 6. If vou don't
care {o come—"

“Why shouldn’t T comes™

“No reason why you shouldn’™t, old
chap!” said Tom, more and more sur-
prised at'this uraccustomed rattinoss,
‘Let’s get along, then!” )

“I s PR yon mean my face looks

digracetl
“Well, it's a—a bit disfigured. That
won’t matter, of course.”’

“I don’t know that I want to'chow it
off, though!” . -

“All serene!  We'll have tea here,”
“ We've got plenty
of butter, a3 it huppens—a regular feast
of butter, though other things are & bii
short. You got into a row out of doors,
1 suppose?®” 4

“1 should -think sou could guess that,
looking at me!”

*Well, T did guess it, looking at you,”
said Tom, determined to bo good-tem-

‘pered. “One of the Grammar cads?”

“No; a rotter—waster—I’d nevor scen
before! A low, bullving cad !” growled
Manners savagely, “I-got the worst of -
it, ﬂmugh!”

“Can’t always get goals!” remarked
Monty Lowther. “The Gghting recard
of this study is good enough to allow for
a defeat now and then.” '

“It wasn’t exactly a defeat. I was
tired. I'd been a couple of howrs on the
tmmf' Otherwise, I might have smashed
the brute, as I wanted to. I'd like to
meet him again somewhere!” said Man-
ners, between his teeth. C

“A stranger to you?” asked Tom.

**Yes—hang him!”?

. “Well, he must have been o rotten
brute to pick a row with you for
nothing !"" said Tom. * We'll trot out .
and look for him on Saturday, if you like,
I suppose he belongs to this neighbour-
hom!“? One of us will give hin another
turn 1 :

“Well, you'd have licked him, ¥ sup-
pose; but I don't want anybody to fight
my battles. T could tackle him if I was
at my best.” :

“Of course you could,” agreed Tom.
“But did the brute start a row for
nothing at all 17 Cx

“Well, I pitched him over.”

“Oh1” ejaculated Tom Merry. aud
Lowther together,

“He was bullying my minor,” “said
Manners, with adefiant look. *“I came
up, and caught him doing it, and went

- for him.. Now you know I

His chume - did not answer; bud -
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Manners read, or thought.he read, their
thoughts in their faces. . )
“Vou think Reggie asked for
e?” he growled, .
“No,” said Tom. * But I suppose you
asked what the trouble was before you

pitched into a stranger?” .
H\Well, I didn's! He was shaking
Reggic, like 8 cowardly brute, and then
I came up. You'd naturally think

Reggie was to blame, of course!” |
“ Not at all,- But I suppose he might

e, ;i
“{What about tea?” asked Lowther,
thivking it wise -to change the subject,
#Y suppose you'rs hungry, old fellow 7"
Manners rose, and looked in the glass,
fie scowled at his reflection, which cer-
tainly was not pleasing to the eye just

‘then. s
-4T shall %St chipped about this!” he
« :

- growled. inton will jaw me in class
; '{lo-morrow. Hang the fellow—hang
jm !? - ; .
“Well, you can tell Linton you couldn’t

help it,” said Tom, “It's no worse than
1 was after my fight with Grundy.”

“But you licked Grundy !”

Evidently i was tho defeat thal
yankled in Mapners' breast, not the
damage. And that surprised his chums,
too, afor Manners was usually a sports-
man, and could take the downs with the

ups. :
. eyell you'll lick this hooligan chap
- next tl{mi,"' said onty ELcwther.

«We'll beat the neighbourhood for him

on Saturday afternoon, and see fair play.

while you wallop him.” N
. Manners grunted. Perhaups he had an
inward doubt about the wal opinﬁ.
“dight be the same chap Ro; lance
met,” said Tom thoughtfully. *“He had
_ @ fight with some ruffianly fellow as he
came here.”
“Who's Roylonce !’_’égrowied Manners.
“The pew chap. You've heard him
‘spoken of. A kid from Anstralia or New
Zealand, T hear. He had a scrap on the
yoad here with some rufian, Gussy says.
He came in looking nearly as bad as you.
Seems a decent sort of chap, though.”
“That hooligan chap must be a regalar
hog for scrapping, if he tackled Manners
and Roylance both in the same aftei-
noon,” said Lowther, with a whistle. I
should say voung New Zealand Mutton
was rather hefty, from his looks.”
Manners was dabbing savagely at his
nose, 1t had begun to ooze red agaim
He was evidently not at all interested in
the new junior, . -,
There was & step In the sage, and
‘Avthur Augustus’ monocle gleamed in.
“You heah, you fellows! Wou are
keepin’ tea waitin’, if you don’t mind my
mentionin’ it. BaiJove! Anythin’ hap-
pened, Mannaha?” A,
“No!” said Manners, with savage sar-
casm. “I've been to & beauty doctor te
bave my face made like this, of course !
"% Weally, Mannahs, you need not snap
a fellow’s head off I Did you meet that
same wuffian who attacked Woylance?”
“Iow should I know, ass, when I don’t
.know anything about Roylance and his
silly ruffian?” :

s that what you call a polite ﬁ;ep_!y,_

Maunahs?” asked Arthur Augustus, with
chilly dignity. _“If you wegard that as
civil or polite, I can only wemark that
you are labahin’ undah a vewy sewious
- misappwehension,”
#Oh, rats!”. " _
The noble eye of Arthur Augustus
. _gleamed behind his monocle. But
membered that he had come there to
take the Terrible Three to- tea, and he
forbore to utter the crushing words that
Tose to his lps, - ’ '
“Pway come along, deah boys,” he
said, with elaborate courtesy. “Tea is
waitin' in Staday No. 6. T shall be vewy

it;.I sup- |-

e re-
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pleased to intwoduce you to the new
fellow, Mannahs.’ .

T don't care a twopenny rap about the
new fellow !”

“Bai Jovel”

® Manners, old chap—"
Tom Merry. s
| “I'm not coming!”
“You fellows can go!”
“Byt you want your tea !”

I

“Hang tea ! .
-I had betiah

murmured

i
eaid Manners,

. “ Pewwaps wetiah,”” said
Arthur Aug-ustus,,— in his most -stately

manner, and he promptly retired.
Tom Merr and Lowther eyed Manners
dubiously. They had accepted the invi-

ation $0 tea in No. 6, and it was under-
stood that Miss Priscilla’s butfer was to
grace the festive board. But they did
not like leaving Manners like ~ this.
Manners had thrown himself savagely
into the armchair again. =~ |

“0h, go!” he auis, meeting his chums’
glances. I couldn't eat now, anyway.
Tm fairly pipped!  Don't mind my
temper—I'm fecling-rotten! Get off to
No. 6, and I'lt go and give my nose
another bathe.” : :

% All serene, then!”

Tom and Monty followed the swell of
the Fourth to No. 6.

Tea in Study No. 6 was a cheery meal,
cspecially. with Miss Priscilla’s lovely
Lutter to spread on the war-bread. Roy-
lince was very cheery, in spite of his
damnies; and Tom and Monty rather
liked him. y :

But Tom and Lowther could not help

thinking about Manners, and the anlucky
result of his afterncon’s outing. -He
would certainly have done better to
wateh tho Firsé Eloven match with Tom,
or to accompany Monty Lowther to the
cinema. And, knowing Reggie as they
did, the chums were not at all certain
that that lively young .
asked for all that he received from
the ruffianly stranger.. They felt, toc,
that Manners probably had a secret mis-
giving on that point, upon reflection.
* After tea, they returned to their own
study sconer than they would otherwise
have done, hoping to find Manners in a
better humour. But Manners was not
there. Possibly he was attending to his
injured nose elsewhere. The chums. of
the Shell began their prep in a less cheary
mood gl - i

thap usuj

ntleman had not

CHAPTER 7.
_ ‘Manners Meets His Enemy.
“ ACKEYMO, this is jolly good !
Smith minor Fourth
made that remarl, and Giacomo
Contarini, the Italian junior,
grinned and nodded, ; .

The two were at tea in No. 7, which
they shared. Sidney Clive had been a
member of that study before he had
gone to dig with Cardew and Levisan in
No. 9, Smith minor and Contarini had
it to themselves now.

Tea in the study was not the merry
spread- of old, anywhere in S8t . Jim’'s.
But No, T was rather well off, for
“Fackeymo had a skilled hand at turning
out Italian dishes, Contarini was the
gon of a great Italian statesman, but he
had the aﬂll of a first-class Italian chef.
And the macaroni of Study No. T was a
thing of beauty and a joy -for ever.
Macaroni, mads up with cheede and
flavoured with tomato, is a dish for the
gods; and it has the special war-time
merit of being oheap. = Frank Smith
grinned with_glee over his plate, and
Jackeymo smiled the amile of the great
artist who has found appreciation.

BRL 4 o o
Smith minor had just filled his mouth,
so Contarini called out “Entrate!” as
the knock came at the study door, The

Ttalian junior often dropped info his own |
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language without  thinking, theugh his-
English was quite good. -

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy threw open
the door. # i

“Heah you are, Woylance!” i

“Hallo, new kid!” said Smith minor,
h.wlﬁg negotiated his macaroni. .

“Woylance is goin’' to. share this
studay, Smith.” i :

«Qh1” said Smith minor. “I thought
we were going to have alittle room when
Clive shifted!” -

Contarini, considerably more polished
than the candid Smith, rose to his fces,
and bowed gravefully to the New
Zealand -juniot.

“Buona sera, signorino I’ he said.

“He doesn’t know what Bony -Sarah
means, you ass!” said Smith minor;
and, indeed, Dick Roylance stared a little
at the greeting.

“ 1t means good-evenin’,” said Arthur
Augustus_loftily,- Guesy prided himself
on knowing Ttalian. As that language
was not in the school curriculum, thers
was some pleasure in giving it a little
study. : .

“You' ars very welcome, signorino,”
added Contarino. “It shall be with
pleasure that we reccive you into our
study.”

“Oh, you can come in!” said Smith
minor. “Jf Railton’s shoved you in
here, we've got to have you, anyway.”

. “Wenlly, Fwank 8mith, you might put
it a little mors gwacefully I*

“Bow-wow |”

Roylance srcr'?'leql., He did not expect
the marners of -Sir Charles Grandison in
the Fourth I'orm of St. Jim's. If he
had, he would certainly have been dis-
appointed. Gussy was the only Grandi-
son that St. Jim's could boast.

“If you haven't had your tea, wire in,
and try our macaroni,” continued Smith
minor, who was hospitable as well as

candid. “It's ripping! In fact, gor-
geous! Jackeymo makes it over the
study fire; he learned it in Ttaly.

Jackeymo's an Italian, a8 you can guess
by his weird lingo. = There’s a chair.
(Grussy, sit down, too. This is a regular
feast I’

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy, 1
have had my tea,” said Arthur Augnssius.
“I came to intwoduce your new study
mate. You will not be expected to do
any pwep this evenin’, Woylance, as you
are & new chap. If you wequaih any in-
formation about anythin’, wemembah I
am- next dooah.” g :

. “Thank you very much!” said Roy-

ance, ;

“Not at all, deah boy.1”

Arthur Augustus gracefully retired,
and left Roylance wi_ti his study mates,
The New Zenland ;]uflior, having had
his tea in No. 6, declined to share in the
macaroni.. He unpacked his books, while
Smith minor and Jackeymo finished
their tea. v

Tea being finished, Smith minor left
the. study, it not occurring to him to
make any remark to his new study mate.
Contarini lingored. Contarini was the
one junior at St. Jim’s whose courteous
manners approached those of the greak
Gussy, though still at a distance.

“You are from Zealaridia, isn’t it?”
asked Contarini. .

“New Zealand,” said Roylance, with
a smile.

“Bi, si!” nodded Contarini. “] am
from Ttalia—la bella Italis. We shall be
amici——-""

" E'h_?l.! o &

“ Friends, in this' study—amici,” said
Contarini, smiling.

“T'm sure I hope s0.” .

“¥ou have recoived some damages?”

Roylance laughed. ;

“Ves; I got into a fight on my way
here. By the way, .I suppose my box
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cordial,- and" he liked them.  Excepting |
- for his encounter -with_the two unknown| -

. itory stairs,

L yanr things 1’

_combo Lane was not destined to remain

" upto him’
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ought $o have got herc from the station
by this time.” ~ - .
“Forse che si, forse che no—"""
“What 1 - e
. "“I mean, perhaps yes, perhaps no. - It
is temipo di guerrai—war-time,”” siid Con-

tavint,  “But you bave your bag with ]

“ Bueno ! i
and inquire after your box .
“¥f it’s not bothering you.” -
“Non _fa niente. Not
‘Andiamo I sajd Contafini.
Roylance left the stud,
spite ‘of the demage to
aches and pains consequent u
Roylance was feeling very cheerful and
bappy. He had wondered a good deal
¥ Liat the fellows would be like at his new
schcol, ‘and the kindness-he had received
at 3t Jim's had made & very pleasant
impression on_him, Coe
True, he had only met some of the best
fellows so far.. He hed other acquaint-
ences fo make. “When he met Rae{ef and
Crooke of the Shell, and Mellish and
Trimble of the Fourth, he would dis-
cover that all 8t, Jim’s was not on the
samo level, .
- But so far his lines had been cast in
pleasant places. He was pleased, too,
with his study mates, though he weuld
have been very glad to have found him-
sclf an ipmate of Study No. 6. Tom
Merry and Lowther, too, had been very ]

“Oh, yes, I left it in the dormitory.”
We will, if you wish, go

all.
In

is face and the
m it, Dick

at
with him,

schoolboys on' the toad to: Rylcombe, he
was having a very agreeable day.,
But his unknown adversary of Ryl-

unknown much longer. As he left No, 7
Study with Jackeymo, Manners "of the
Shell came from the direction of the dor-

Manners stopped dead us his eyes fell
on Roylance,

“You here!” he exclaimed, in amaze-
ment. .

'Rgglnncq recognised him at once. -

“My hat!™ he ejaculated.: “ You!l”

Contarini’ glanced from one to the
other.. -

“You know Manners?” he asked.

“I've met him.”” said Roylance grimly.
“1 dido"t know his name.””

Manners.came towards the new junior,
his fists clenching and a gleam coming
into _his eyes,

“8o you belong to this school?” he
asked. ©~

“Yes, a3 you see.” . 2

“You—you're 'the new fellow they
were speaking of—Roylance 7" exclaimed
Manners, understanding at last. - -

“Quito s0.”. .

“My hat] I might have guessed-it,
too !” exclaimed  Manners.. * You were
eoming here, you ead, when you stopped
to bully my young brother !”

Roylance compressed his lips. 3

“We!ve -had one fight to-day, Man-
nere—if that’s your name,” 'he -said

uietly. - “I don't want another, if you
on't.” But I don't allow” anybody to
call me a.cad and a bully1”
“Cad{” eaid Manners. *Bully!”

. Roylance drew a -deep breath, He
‘mada a stride forward, and then stopped.
Manners was so_evidently unfit to stand |
then that he paused. Manners
rcgarded him mockingly, .

“Well1” he sneered. . :

It was 8o unlike Manners to sneer that
Contarini - stared at him almost open-
mouthed. i :

But Roylance, who did not know Man-
ners, -and had no idea of what a good
fellow Manners roally was, only looked
contemptuous. Tru}y, Manners had not:
shown himself in a favourable light, and

_claimed.

.| swered Roylance.

{1 Co.. who never seemed to find prep a

| contented. He sat down, but

Roylance vould not be expected to guess
’I‘;u Gey LisRiry.—No. 518,

that be was in an angry, perverse mood,
and guite unlike his usual self, =~ -

“I won't touch you,” said. Roylance
quietly and scornfully. . “¥ think yow've
‘had-about as much as you can stand to-
day.”

Manners* face flamed.

“T'm ready for you, you cad1” he ex-
“I've called you a cad and a
bully; and 86 you are a cad and a bully!
Now; then 1" :

“You can say what you like, but I

sha’n’t stay here to listen to it,” an-
“Bay it again when
you're fit to stand up and answer for it,
and T’1l gtop you soon enough ! -
. He walked on with Contarini, without
?iving Manuers time to reply. The Shell
ellow made one step after him, and then
stopped. The hopelessness of tackling
his enemy in his present state, after the
severe licking he had already received,
was evident even to Manners.. i

He swung away, and went to his own
study. £ .

prep.”

‘O
Tom Merry and  Monty

Lowther grected their chum with deter-
mined good humour as he came into the
study with a black brow.”

-They could not quite understand Man-

CHAPTER 8.
Trouble in the Family.

H, here you are, old scout !”
“Time to get on with your

AN ANANNAAAANANS
nera just now, but they meant to bear
with Lim patiently. The Terrible Three
were too good chums to quarrel over an
anﬁri{look or a snappish word ; and Tom
and Monty realised that something must
be up with old Manners to make him
look and act as he was doing now. . It
waa utterly unlike him.

“Prep!” said Mamners. * Hang prep!
I suppose T've got to do it. - [Tang it!”
. He gat down. - i

Manners was the one membor ‘of the

bore. Now it made him angry and dis-
X he did not
begin worlk,

“Hang it 1" he repeated.

“Tired1” asked T%em :

“Yes, I am tired, and aching all over.
I stuck 1t out toc long in scrapping with
that brute this afternoon. J've “never
felt so daghed seedy in m{y life,” growled:
Manners savagely, “A ag in the Third |
could knock me out now ! :

“You'll feel better later.”

“T know that.”

“ Ahem 1" i

Manners glared across the table at his:
patient chums. It feally locked as if he
wouid--have been glad to quarrel with|
them, and fhcg were more, and morej
amazed, But they were determined not
to quarrel, and they resumed their work

uietly, Manners opened a k, and
closed it again with a snap.  There was

.evening.””

a tap at’ the door, and Dick Julian . of

-

NOW ON
SALE.

the Fourth looked im, with a cheery
smile, i . N

“You fellows finished?"” “ho ashed.
“Grundy’s holding a meeting in tho
Common-room—about the St Jim’s Par-
liament, you know. He’s trying to get
up a party to get rid of the old gang.
We're foing to pélt him with cuskions.
You fellows coming?” -

Tom Merr, -amf Lowther glanced at
their unfinished work, and glanced at
Manners, :

“I'mnot coming !” growled Manmere.
"Hnng Grundy ! Let the silly - fool %
alone 1’ ’

“Hallo! You picked np a sweet tem- -
per along with that eye, didn't you, Man-.
ners?” asked Julian, with a stave.

Oh, dry up t” .

Tom Merry eoloured with sheer shame
for -his chum, %

“Don’t mind him, Julian,”

) he said
hastily.

‘“Manmers is. out of sorts this

“Ob, I don't mind,” said Julian,
though he looked surprised. *‘Sorry
I’ve bothered you.”

He left the study quictly.

Manners gave a short of discontent.

“No need to apologise for me, Tom
Merry !”” he said.

*“Rather necessary to explain, thcugh,
I think,” said Tom tartly at last. = What
did you want-to insult Julian for—one of
the decentest feMows in the Iouse 3™
_ " Oh, bother Julian !”

Manners rose and moved discontentedly
about the study. His chums worked -

{ quietly at the table.

* Awfully busy, I supposc?” said Man-
ners-sarcastically, aftor some: moments.

“Not if you want Lo talk,” said Tom,
looking up. . ;

“T don't wait to talk.”

.~ “Then we may as well get on.™”

“Oh, for goodness’ sake, ehuck up that
rot for a few miuutes!” exclaimed Man-
ners unreasonably. “ You're not usually |
20 jolly keen on prep. You missed it last
u.ighf‘,to have a boxing-match with Fig-
gins I

. “That's 1,'-§g]1t enough. We'll chuck it

if you like.

“There’s o cad T'm going to have a
fight with on Saturday,” said Manners,
“1 shall be Bt by Baturday, I expect.”

“*That hooligan who tackled you this
aﬂ‘;egz_uoo:}'.”’ askéd Monty Lowther, ~

' Yes, 3

“You know where to find him, then "

“¥er, I know where to find him
said Manners grimly.

“Good! We'll come along with you
and see fair play,” said Tom Merry,
“Youwll lick the votter next time.” ..

“I did my best this afternoon,” said
Manners moodily, “He walked over
me, though. - But I blacked-his eye, same

a3 he did mine. ¥ don’t know whether I

can lick the beast, but I'm going to try.

You could.” . .
“I don’t suppose I could

couldu’t,” said Tom mildly, ~
“Oh, rot! " Yowre a better man at

if you

o "
R en Lam b,

“Well, you know you are! Teould con-
strue your head off, and give you fifty in
a hundred at maths, and beat youl”

“Granted 1V - said - Tom, laughing.
“Not to mention geography, French;
German, drawing, music, and some other
things, including stinks.” .

“ ﬁnt. you could beat me in a scrap!”
said Manneérs, glaring at his clim as if
daring him to deny it. i
.Tom Merry’s suuny
grave, ’ ! ; 3

“1 don't understand you; Manners,'t
he -veplied.. . “You're talking jolly

face grew very:

‘queerly this evening,” Whether one of

us -could lick the other doesw’t matter
a twopenny rap, and it certainly won’t
be put to the test. You scem to be

L3




~ decent enough,”

‘Ev_"."-* 'W@dﬁ&ﬁav- S

saywg afl the most unpleasant things
you can think of,” ;
“You know it’s truc!” growled Man-

ners,  “You're "a fool in sowe things |

¢ “Oh, am I7"” exclaimed Tom.

“Yes, you are!”

Tom Merry seemed to gulp something
down with difficulty.

“Very well,” he said,
so, let:1t go at that. I may as well get
on with my prep.” :

His face was a little set as he turned
to his work.
feet, with a.gleam in bis eyes.

“Look -here,. Manners,”
“there’s been enough of this!

he said,
If Tom’s

a fool, it’s because he’s lettingbyou talk |

to him like that, instead of ru
checky nosc in the carpet.”

“It’s all right, Monty,” said Tom in
a low voice. **Do your prep, old chap.”

Minners gave & grunt. *
+ Lowther sat down again, his brows
knitted.  There was an uncomfortable
‘silénce for a time, while Manners moved
about restlessly. .

t was true enough that Tom was a
more athletic fellow than “his chum,
though Manners had many advantages in
his own way., It had never seemed to
trouble - Manners before. Probably he
-was thinking how he could have handled
Roylance if he had possessed Tom's fisti-
cal powers, : :

“I'm going to try, anyway!" said

Manuers at last, speaking.in answer to
his own train of thought. “Hang him!
I’ll lick him, or else get smashed up1”
. *“Oh, you'll lick him all right!” said
Tom, almest as if he were soothing a
child, Manners did indeed seem rather
childish to his chums just then, “We'll
go on the war-path on Saturday after-
noon and hunt him out.”

“ No need to do that. The cad’s here !”

“Here!” exclaimed Tomi and Monty
together. -

“Yes, Here at St, Jim's.”

Tom Merry stared.

“But you said he wasn't a St. Jim's
fellow, Manners!” . ’

"1 said I dide't know who the brute
was. Tt turns out that he's a new fellow,
on his way here when I camo across
him,* ’

“There's onl

ing your

one new. fellow come

“here to-day,” observed Lowther, with a

rather strange look at Manners. *That’s
Roylance, the Colonial chap,”
“That’s thé'hound ! . = = .
Tom Merry rose; He was angry now.
“That fellow is the chap you have been
calling a-bryte and a bully and a hooli- |
gan 7 113 exclaimed.- :

- *Well he's nothing of the sort !’ ex-
clainied Tom, his.eyes flashing. “I saw
him at tea in Blake’s study, and talked
to him.. He’s'a thorough decent chap,
so-far as o fellow could tell at one meet-
ing. Everybody he’s met likes him.” -

““¥ must say that he struck me asbeing
remarked Monty Low-

er. ‘“Ie scems to think that he was
in the right in thet serap this afternoon, |
wo. -

“Oh, rof!”

“He didn't know he’d been serappin
with e friend of ours,-or a St. Jim’g feE
low at all, Manners. Gussy thought it |

must- be s Grammar School chap he |

fought with, and Roylance thought the
sme, I understand.” -+ . -
- I__ie knows better now. I've just met
Lim in the passage.” 2 : E
“You're going to fight Roylance on,
Saturday, then?” asked Tom. £
“Ves, I am,” :
- “Poni Merry looked troubled. .

“Look here, Manners, this isn’t good’

. enough! You've heen describing a hulk-

ing bully te us, and it turns out that you
were talking about s chap as decent-look-

“If you think |

Monty Lowther rese to his |

4 encé was not quite so Job-likte as Tom
| Merry’s. “You're playing the goat, and
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Manners Apologises.
(See Chapter 12.)

ing as ansb_od; here. It’s utter rot!
‘Roylance doesn’t look like a bully.”
“He was bullying niy young brother
when I came up.”” . :
“ Well, if you actually saw him—"*
said Tom, perplexed. *
‘“He was grahbing
him like a rat!”
““Well, that might be bullying, and it
might not. Do you mean to say that he
started on Reggie for nothing at all #”
“1 don’t know what happened beforc
I came up, naturally,” said Manners sul-
Ienly, “If you're going to suggest that
Reggie was to blame, you can dry up.
Reggie has his faults, but I suppose he
didn’t "start trouble with a fellow twice
as big as himself.”
“1 don’t know about that,”"said Tom.
“Reggie’s got a- very uncertain temper.
He kicked my shins once, and I’d have
wrung his cheeky neck if he hadn’t been
‘your brother. T suppose I'm not a bully,
either. I think you might have asked
what the trouble was before you pitched
into a I.i»erfect stranger.”
_“Well, I didn’t choose to 1*? e
“And you're going to fight Roylance
again, without choosing fo inquire]
whether he had any reason for shaking
Reggie ?”* demanded Tom angrily, -
“Yes, I am!”
“Then

I think
paused. 2

. “QOh, go on!” said Manners bitterly.
“Tell me what fou think, It will be
quite interesting I’

“I hope you'll think wover it, and
change your mind,””" said Tom—which
was not what he had been going to say
when he paused, :

“Well, T sha'n’t 1 .

‘“Look -here, Manners, dont be a
fool I”. exclaimed Lowther, whose pati-

h_im,"and shaking

" Tom

Merry

you know it! - Your minor’s given
trouble enough in lots of ways already.
My opinion of the new chap is that he

wouldii't have touched him unless Reggie

- suppose !

bad asked for it. - Reggic's always in het
water one way or ano%her. Anyway, you
can find out the facts before you malke a
vendetta of it.” ) .
#1 gha’n’t do anything of the kind!”
said Manners dogg.edli. b
“Then you're a pig-headed ass!” said
Lowther hotly. “You've got a down on
this new kid, because he licked you, I
If it was a fair fight you've
got nothing to grumble at.”
- “It is a bit unreasonable, old chap,"”
said Tom. . .
“Well, why shouldn’t I be unreason-
able if I dhogse?” said Manners deliber-
ately... " Buppose I'm down on that ricw
cad, the same as Lowther was down on
Julian when he came here because the
chap was a Jew?"” oL
“Tt wasn't because he was a Jow, and
you know it!"” shouted Lowther angrily.
“1 was mistaken about him, and I owned
up afterwards, too! You're more than
mistaken about Roylance. You're down
on him from sheer obstinacy, and you
know it as well as I do!” SR
“So my own pals are goin’g to back up
that new cad against me " said~ Man-
ners, with a sneer, “Well, you can suit
ourselves about it. . I’'mi going to fight
im on Saturday all the same I "~
And with that Manners fling out’, of
the study, and slammed the door after
im.
Tom and Monty looked at one another
grimly. : :
“Nice kettle of fish!” growled Low-
ther. “Tt's too bad to drag up my old
row with Julian. It’s rotten! ”
“Manners is & bit queer to-night,” said
Tom, ‘‘He must have got a thundeving
licking, and it's upset - him.” °

_wrinkled his brows. “If that new chap

were crowing over him I'd go for him
like a shot! But he isn’t. There’s no
swank eobout the fellow; nothing of the
kind. He scems decent every way, and
ood-natured; too.. Why can’t Miziers
et him alone?” - Comi ;
Fie GeEx Liprany.—No, ‘518,
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 Bother t*m fellow 1” =said Irow‘t.h(h',
rather unvegponably. ** He's made
trouble cnough in_ this study! = Why
eouldn’t he stay in Tasmania, or Timbuc-
too, or wherever it is he comes from
Tom Inughed, -
“Is berathm:thwk:innwchap
ﬁdnt come . te th!: agiml : M
zie can't behave hims an an-
ners is blx:l. to take up his minor's
quarrels, ™ he remarked. “It's utter rot
to :ixy eh&{)’s a bullyt He's nothing
he
“ Mammua mav for dl about it by
te-morrow,”  said hopefulty.
“ Botter keep.off the m:b;mt till he calms
down, or we shall have trouble in the
family circle, and we don’t want that!”
And Tom Merry nodded agzent.

———

CHAPTER 9,

Bitter Blood, )

? a RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARJUE
mblﬂd mﬂﬁ &
Boylnﬂmgwh'en the Fou F?rm

marched off to their dormitory at
hali-past nine. Roylance had made the
aoguaintance of most of the School House

mambers of the Fourth Form by that)

t.qme and, in spite of his black eye and

wollen nose, he made a favourable
Jmpresamn on most of them. He was the
object of some curiosity now, as it had
egme out that his fight in Rylcombe Lane
had been with Manners of Bhell.

was such a peaceable fellow,

Manners ¥
a8 & rule, that the juniors would have
been disf;osed to lay the blame on Roy-
lance; but, on the other hand, Roylance
was m’.ldently a good-hatured fellow, and
not at all aggressive. It was rather a

le how two such fellows had come to
E ggerheads, especially a8 they were
strangers to one another; and Roylance,
since dlscmermg that his adversary waa
a St. Jim’'s fellow, had said nothing about
Reggie.
the f was o St Jim’s- fellow, too,
though he had seen nothing of him since
the meeting in the lane.
rimble gavo Roylance a , fat
grin in the dormi

“Did you lick Manners this afternoon,
Roylance, or did he lick youl” Baggy
wanted to know.

“ Don’t ask questions!” was Roylance’s
curt retort.

“That means .that he hcked you, I
- suppose?” sneered Baggy.

*Just ag you lika(”

“You ara wathah a ‘tactless ass,
Twimble!” remarked Arthur Augustus
severaly.

“0h, rats!” said the cheeriyl B

“Any of you- fellows got an
man’s?’ asked Roylance, as was
taking his boots off.

l“g ant some_ for your nose?” grinned
[}

“0Or your eye?” asked Cardew,

- There was a laugh, and Roylance
joined'in jt.

“No; for my shin;” ‘he said. “I've
had a knock.”

"I’vo got a bottle here,” said Levison.
“'Wait a tick.”

Levison brought the embrocation, and
Roylance b his shin and begen w
apply it. A good 'man { startled glances
were turned upon the black, ugly brulse

*Bai Jove! You've had a bad
there, dear boy !” said D'Arcy-

ylnnoe nodd

“Doosn’t it hurt?” -
_ “Well, a bit.”

“You haven't been making faoes about
it, though,” remarked Biake, rather ad-

nnrmgl “It’s bad enongh to make you
. I)-Iow on earth did you get it?

. B.o lance did not angwer,
e It’s a hack,” snid Mellish mullemusij‘
e Gex LIBBARY —-No 8.
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That's the way Manners fights, 1

pmye—-km!ung a chap’s shins! 's’ e

“You are 3 wottah to suggest such a
thmg, Meﬂ:sh'” exclaimed | Arthur

Augustus. * Mannahs is qmtﬁ incapable
of such a wwxrdly

“It wasn't® 'Manmm. WAS ﬂ' Roy-
lmnﬁ"" asked Blake.

[

“Well, who was it, then?” demanded
Melligh. “You’ve had a bad kick, ri
enough, and that's a dirty trick? . d
ve two ghts on your way here?”

“'I%sn it mmst have been Mannerst”
Tl

=T md it wasn't Manners,”

be said qo : ™

“He, e?” rame from Trimble,

.‘“Hen afraid_ ‘of Manners licking him

again, if he gives him away1”
“D-wy up.q;?w irble 1” e
Lﬁ chﬂ!d. but he did not
ﬂ'}Bﬁk vxzm
“1 den't want to

I "Roylance,”
he said serionsly. e ik

“Bot you'll make a

1ot of fellows think that Manners did

that cowardly thing unless you who
did 1t. I know }oﬂy well gggnners
wouldn’t, hart—"

It was a kid I met on the road,”
said Roylance at

“A kid came up to you and hacked
your shin for nothing ?” giggled Trimble.
* (Five us an easier one | exe you bully-
m.g the kid, thought”

% No, confound you!” broke out Roy-
lance angrily.

“ Dh, keep your wool-on! Manners has
been saying that the fellow he fought
;nth was 8 rotten bully—-I've heard
11,

* You hea.h too much you eavésdwop-
pm Hun!’

“Well, Manners was shouting 1!'. out
loud enough for anybedy to hear,” per-
slshed Trimble. "C'on.tanm heard him,

He concluded, of course, that| too.’

“Tael, taci,” seid the Italian junior
hastily.

£ What the dickens do you mean by
tarchey?”

“T mean, dry up,
i “IOh ﬂﬁats'
airly yelling.
nilly and a cad!

Roylance’s face was erimszon now.

my good ‘Trimble "
You heard him—he was
Jle suid Roylance was a

“If you fellows care to hear what hap.

pened, I'll tell you,” he said. *“A kid
snowballed me on the road, and bowled

me over. I snowballed him back, and
bowled him over. Then 1 hel him
rotter hacked my

,, and the youu
ullxm That's all. shook him, as he
wasn't big enough for- me to whack.
Manners came up just then, nnd pir.ched
intp me. That's the whols yarn.”

“Then I can jolly well guess who the
kid was,"” chortled Trimble. * Manners
minor, of course.’

“ Just like the little ca.d 1" said Mellish. ]

#Was it Manners minor?

“I didn't know. the de * said Roy-]t
lance evasively.

“Don’t you know him now, though?”

“Oh Jrats! Let the matter drép! I'm

fed u
7 Yans. wathah! You talk too much,
Kildare of the Sixth came in to put

Twimble!”
out the lights, and the Fourth Form
turned in. Trimble and Mellish did notv

{let the matter dmp, but they received
{ no answer to their observations from

Roylance. The New Zeaiand junior was
apparently asleep,

ylance's explﬂ.natmn was received in
good faith by .all—it was evidently the
truth. It accounted, too, for Manners
having quarrelied with the new fellow,
which had been & puzzle before, Bome

" of the fellows wondered whether there
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woild be a renewal of hostilities on the
morrow, That was in Roylance’s mind,
too, and it made him uncomfortable.

‘was an unpleasant incident to mark his

coming ~ to - im's—all the more
becanse he !md Eound that his late ad:
versaty was a chum of the fellows he had
slready made friends with,

It struck him as. curious that they
should be chummy with a hot-headed,
unreasonable fellow such as he naturally
took Manners to be. He did not know
Manners yet, and he could only form his
estimate from what he had seen.

Bilent as he was, it was some time be-
fore Roylance slept But he slept at last,
and not waken till the rising-bell was
clanging out in the winter morning.

His gye was a heautiful black when he
turned out, and it drew some grinning
glances from the other follows, € was
painful, too, but Ro%anoe bore that with

uiet cheerfalness hen he went down,
Arthur Augustus and Contarini wenf
down with him. They found the Ter-
rvible Three down early, geu;tmg a footer
about in the quad, with cheerfulness
than was their wont. -

At the sight of the new nn:or a black
look came over Manners’ He left
his chums, and came towards the Fowrth-
Formers.

“Come on, Manners!” called Tom

erry.

Manners did not heed.

“A word with you, Ro"!nnce
snapped opt.

Roylance stoppe&

*Ag many as you like!”-he anawered

“You'll be free on Saturday afternoon,
I suI el i

““1 supposc so!

“What ﬂme would suit you, then""

“ For what?”

“To try over again what we tried

yesterday!” said Manners grimly,

1 dont specially want to try it over
again.’
h‘;You won't have any choice about
tha

“Weally, Mannahs—" began Arthur
Aufushm warmly.

Don’t you chip in, Gussy ! Tl}e—fellow
can speak for hxmsalf I su

“Yon have no wight to nl de tu Woy-
lance as a fellow, Mannahst

“Cad, then, i he likes fhat better!”

"Baz "Jove!”

“I will fight you again on Saturday
afternoon, if. you, want me to,” said Roy-
lance quietly. “You've cailed me some
prefty names, and I'll do my best to make
you sorry for it!”

“1 am surpwised at you, Mxmnahs,
said DA:cy, in a stately way. “ You are
actin’ in vewy bad taste in keepin’ up
this wow, Weggie was to blame in 1:11e
ﬁrst lace 1"

vhat do you know about it, ass?"

“I wefuse to be called an ass, Man-
nahs! And I know that Weggie was to
blame, because Woylance says sol”

“It "hasn’t ocourred to you that he may

ca.ﬁ'ms about it?"” said Manners sarcas-

eftainly not, Mannahs? T wegard
the suggestion as sneakin’ and mean!”
“Well, I don't know what he’s said,

he

but T know it's most likely lies,” said
'\Ianners coolly.
“You know nothing of the sort,” said

Rovlance calmly. “If you had asked
me why I was shaking tha‘l; httle rasecal, -
1 would have told you.”

“He hacked Woylance’s shin hke a
cowardly ‘little wottah!”  exclaimed
Arthur Augustus indignantly.

“Because Ro lance Waa bullymg him,
if 'he did it at all,” Manners.’

“Wubbish] He wa.s Lelpin' Weggio

’ “Qmﬁe an artist i lylng, and no mis-
take!” sneered Manners.
-Roylance clenched his hands.



S N

‘once, and

* funny.

'E'véry' “Wednesday:

*You want to fight-me on Saturday,”
he said, “I’m willing to leave it tal}
then. But I warn you that if you_call
me names a.gm'n, Y'll knock you down
without waiting for Saturdey!”.

“Liar!™ said Manners at once.

Roylance strode straight at him, and
Manners put his hands up: D’Arcy and
Tom Merryheand Lowther interfered at

the two were dragged back.
. “Let me gol”
angrily.

- ni;]ixis chums marched him away, willy-
nilly. L
* “*Now, look here, Manners ! said Tom
Merry. “You're not fit for a scrap.to-
day. " If you must screp with the new
fellow, leave him alone till Saturday,
when you can put up something like a-
fight. 1f you had any sense, you'd leave
him-alone altogether.”

“Why not ask Reggie what the trouble
was about?” suggested Lowther.

1 don't care to.” .

“Then yowre a pig-headed duffer!”
said Lowther gruffiy.

Manners’ eyes gleamed.

“¥ou'd better go and pal up with the
new ¢ad, and lsave me slone!™ he said.
“ Tl tell you what 'm going to do. T'm
aoing to eall kim o liar every time I see
him, whether you like it or not!” .

“He won't stand it,” said Tom. “You
ean't guite expect him to.  Youw'll have
your scrap before Saturday, ot that
vate,”

“0Oh, he docsit’t seem very

shouted Manners

keen on

Tit!" sneered Manners.

-That’s oll rot! He's not keen on it,
beczuse he can sea that vou’re not fit,”
answered Tom, I think it's jolly decent
of him to hold off, considering the way
vor're treating- him!”

“More likely hLie’s a funk!”

“Oh, don’t be an assi” eaid Lowther
frrilably, “On your own showing he
walloped vou yesterday!” :

“It's like vou to throw that in my
face!” said Manners esavagely. :

“1 don’t mean—-o> i

*Oh, that’s enough !® .

Manners left his chums, and tramped
away savagely by himeelf, with o black
brow. - They loocked after ‘him blankly.

“ Well, my het!”™ said Tom Merry.

Tt was all he could say.

i
CHAPTER 10.
An Unblessed Peace-Maker.
ICK ROYLANCE took_his place
D in the Fourth Form that morn-
ing. - -
%;,, Lathom glanced at his

" Jamaged face; but that had already been

explained to_the Fourth Form-master:.
Figgins & Co., of the New House,
grinned at the sight of him, It was

_their first view of the junior from New

Zeanland, and his looks struck them as
They had never scen a new boy
turn up before in class with o black eye
and -an ornamental nose. i .
After morning lessons, Roylance had
some unpacking to do, and €ontarini and
Smith minor went to help him. He was
ot seen again till dinner, when Manners
gave him a dark look in the dining-room.
- Manners. had had to explain his eyé to
Mr. Linfon; and the Shell fellows had
looked. rather grim when Manners told

- the Form-master that he had been fight-

ingiwith a hooligan.
r. Linton excused him; but he would
not probably have done so had he known
that the hooligan veferred to was really a
St. Jim’s-fellow. :
Manners was in a perverse temper that
uzzled his chums, and even shocked
hem' a hittle, Well théy knew the per-
versity of temper that distinguished

" ‘Manners minor of the Third Form. But

the elder brother had never displayed it
before, and it was a shock to them to

-
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rezlise that Manners major was not =0
unlike Reggie as they deemed.

That his chums regarded him as self-
willed and perverse Manners knew, am
e seemed to take a delight in shocking
thom still further by his utterly unreason-
able attitude towards Roylahce. .

That cheerful junior avoided him eare-
fully, not knowing what to make of the
enmity with which he was zegarded by
the Shell fcllow. He was quite willing to

| fight Manners as often as the latter liked,

but this bitter vendetta was a puzzle to
his frank nature.

Manners, however, was looking for
trouble, and trouble was not long to be
avoided.

Tt was understood in the S¢hool House
that Manners owed the new fellow a
grudge, and that there would be trouble
when tﬁey met. i

Some good-natured fellows would have
kept them apart if possible, for - that
reason ; while others, especially Racke &
Co., were eager to sce them meet and
come to blows. .

As one was in the Fourth and the
ather in the Shell, there was no reason
why they should come into contact unless
th%y- chose.

Fom Merry and Lowther were careful
to keep with their troublesome chum

and once or twice when they uighteé.

Roylance in the passages they linked
arms with Manners, snd walked him
away.. But they looked forward un-
easily to & row whén the two juniors
met in the Common-room in-the even-
ing, as they were prefty certain to do.

Roylance was-not likely to spend the
evening in his study to keep out of
Manners’ way. )

Berides Tom Merry and Lowther
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy was distressed
by the turn matters had taken.
sweil of St
Aanners, and would have been. disposed
to take his -side in a dispute with a
stranger; but Manners was so palpably
in the wrong this time, that it was not
to be thought of. There was, as Arthur
Aulglustus told Study No. 6 at tea-time,
such a thing as justice.

“T weally cannot .compwehend Man-
nahs at all,” Arthur Augustus confided

to his chums. “I have always wegarded |
ice

him as a decent sort; but beawin’
for a lickin' ia not. manly.” i,
“Wellzuhe’s in the Shell, and voung
Frozen Mutton is in the Fourth,” re-
marked Dig. * Tt upsets his lofty dignity,
1 suppose. g " ’
“Vaas; but Mannahs is—or was—
wathah a sportsman. It is howwid to
beah malice. Mapnahs is weally like a
Hun just now. He has answahed me
wudely sevewal times when I have ad-
dwessed remarks to him.”
“ Awfull” said Blake solemnly. * Per-

haps your remarks were spun out rather |

lougivold chap.” .

“Wats! T feel that mattahs cannot go
on like this; but the question is—what
had T better do?” said D'Arcy thought-

fully. 2
: B?ake, Herries, and Dig stared at him.
* Blessed if I see that it’s got anything
to do with you!™ said Herries.
“ Weally, Hewwies—" .
#I could give you a tip what to do,”
remarked ‘Dighy.
‘1 ghall be vewy glad to heah it, Dig.”
“Why not mind your own business?”
sug%ested Dig blandly. "
e wej{ard this as my -busicess,” ex-
pl:}‘ixéel:lw rthur Augustus.

“You sce, I have wathah taken Woy-
lance undah my wing. And Mannahs is
wathah a fwiend of mine, though he does
bore & chap howwibly with his camewah.
1 was speakin’ to him the othah day
ahout the shortage of silk ties, an’ he

d | him

 Merry, glad of:
ly

€
Jim’s -bad- always liked

One Penny, n
began talkin’ ébout films an’ things, you
kungw. But he is & good sort % Ihe
miin, Pewwaps if it were e i
ihag .ha}_:s actin’ in a wathah wotten

'm,“rt, r]:iing;s;: his eyes. . What do -
R: Ihthiﬂf; 5;?11 get a,z,z eye to match
et o Ly

*Wse don’t kidw that Roylance did
lick Manners, either,” remarked Dig.
“He didn’t. say so. Manners hasn't,
either.”

“No, he can’t be accused of ewowin’
ovah him, and that makes it all the
wottenah of Mannahs to cawwy on like
this. I shall certainly speak to him vewy
firmly, and point out that he is makin’
a vewy bad imgwession upon a fellow
fwom a distant Colony. That may have
some effect on him.”

. “Yon'ro going to see Manners now?”
asked Blake, 88 the swell of the Fourth
moved to the door. :

“Faas; I feel bound to wemonstwate
with him.” -

“Shall we come and pick up what's left
of you after you've remonstrated?”

“Y0h, wats!” )

Arthur Augustus stallked away to Study
No. 10 in the Shell. He found the
Terrible Three finishing. & Tather dismal
tea. Supplies were short, and tempers
were shorter. Manners had grown tery
surly, and it was having its natural effect
upon. his chums. .

“Hallot - Teot in, Gussy!” said Tom
e interruption. *What
a lovely necktie} They'll sent for you,
for a cert, if they want any exvert advice
in the Necktie Control Department!” -

“Wats, deah boy! I have looked in
to speak to Mannahs” eaid Arthur
Augustus, in his most stately way. = -

“Look out aﬁ;ﬂ, then 1" said Manners.

“ About 'Woy! ee, Manpahs—-". e
- wTion’t talk to me about that cad.”

T wefuse to heah a fwiend “of mine
chawactewised as o , Mannahs!” said
Arthur A_\éguntuu hotly. “How dare you
speak of Woylance like that?”

“Qh, go and eat coke!”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“] wegard you as a Pwussian Hun,
Mannahs!” he said, at

“Dry upl”? .

« wefuss to dwy up! I am goin’ to
cxplain that you are_actin’ in & weally
wotten, and _caddish way-—all in e per-
fectly fwiendly spiwit, of course !

“You silly ass!” roared Manners,
while his chums grinned. L
“7The woot of the mattah is this,” said
Arthur Augustus, unheeding. * Wegsie
hacked the new fellow’s shin, and Woy-
lance shook him. Most follows would
have thwashed him; but Wgy.hnca op-
%ahs to be - vewy forgivin® chap,
eggie snowballed him, and got enow-

hmﬂgg back, and lost his tempah——"

“Can’t you go and babble somewhere
elsa?” 'intemﬁt:d Manners, )

w Ara you aludin’ to my wemarks as
babble, Mannahe?” ;

“Yes, ass!” )

#T did not come lere to thwash .yom,
Mannahs; but if you persist in pakin’
such wemarks—"

Manners jumped up. i

“Qhut up, or I'll shut you up!” he
said savagely. “I've- had’ enough jaw
from these two idiots, without you barg-
ing in b7 B

“You oould nof ?omb]y shut ‘'me up,
M?naha, as I shou efuse to be shut
up! I wepeat that you are getin’ in a
caddish way by owin’ a chap a gwudge

)

| for lickin’ ‘you, when you werd in 1

whang all the time !’

Tom Merry .caught hold of Manners,
and dra ged‘y him back - just in time
Arthur Augustus surveyed them calmly.. .
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. “Paay let him core on, Tomn Mewwy,
that he:is in want of
anothah thwashin’, and I am quite pwe-
pared to give it to him !” . :
Monty Lowther teck Gussy by the arm,
and led him into the passage, and closed
the door on him. .
“Bai Jove!” gasped
in astenishment. -
Ha oﬁenud the - door, and

tooked -in

] wepeat——"" he began. '

Monty Lowthor picked up the inkpot,
and made a motion as-if to hurt it. The
swell of St. Jiw’s dedged back. The
door slammed again, In great wrath
Arthuy - Augustus walked away,

“ Ara. you going ‘to ﬁghb every chap
who looks into the study, Manners?”
quictly, when the
was gone.

“Yes, if they jaw me!”
Manners.

“Wou'll have your hands full, then,”
said Lowther tartly.. * You're making
yourself & vegular idiot with this rot !’

. “Oh, chéose it 1”7 snapped Manners.

growled

Lowther’s eyes gleamed, but he for-

bore to teply. Tom Merry and Monty
Lowther left the study after tca. The
atmosphere there was rather oppressive.
They left Manners scampering over his
prep, in order to get down early to the
Common-roomi. They kneiv: the reason.
He wanted to male sure of meeting Roy-
lance there, And the prospect of that
evening’s events was not a happy one.

CHAPTER 11.
Tact and Judgment.

“W]R T ALLY. deah boy !” :
2 “Hallo, old top!” seaid
. _ ‘D’Ardy  minor _ cheerily.

: % What's biting you?”
“Js Weggie about?” .
Arthur Angustus had run down his
minor in the passage near the Third
Form-room. He was talking to Levison
minor and Joe Frayne; but Reggie was
not with themr, as he usually was.
“Maniers minor?” “yawned Wally.
“Tfe's in the Form-roomt,: I think. His
ncble lordship is rather on his precions
dig, I believe. - It secms t there's no
end of dignity in the Mammers’ family,
aud it gefs wpset quite casily, and the
world gocs round just the same, regard-
less.” ) .
And Wally chuckled, and Frank Levi-

-son and FKrayne chortled in  chorus.

Reggie's tantrums, probably intended to
be  awe-ingpiving, only eyoked hearty
merriment in the rough-and-ready Third,
#7 gwust you haven't been guawwellin’
with Weggie, kid?” ) :
“My dear ass, I hayen’t time to quarrel
with &_sulky fag!” answered Wally.
% His nibs wanted us o join in snowball-
ing some new kid yesterday, and he was
effended because we wouldn’s, I think

- the new kid handled him for his cheek,

too. Hence those lofty frowns he’s been
treating us to. But he’ll come round
presently. We've got toasted cheege and
biscuits for supper.”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus.

The swell of St. Jim’s. went into the
Form-room. . It was not yet time for
evening prep in the Third, and the room
was nearly empts; but among the thrge
or_four fags there he found Manners
minor. Reggie Manners was Iooking
rather surly, debating in his min
whether to make it up with Wally & Co,
He had heard rumouys of the toasted
cheese and biscuits,

“Weggie, deah boy?” :
ngg?e looked round, far from
graciously.”

“1 am goin’ to 'speai: ta you vewy
gewiously, Weggie !”
FPue GEm Lmrary,—No. 513.

Arthur Augustus,

] knows where.

] t < *What's
the row now?" i :
- It .appeahs < that -yon .acted  wathah
wottanly towards a new chap who came

“{reat pip ! said Reggle.

-heah yestahday, Weggic.”

The fag coloured.

“Well, I'm. sorry I hacked him,” he
said. “T’d have said so if I'd seen hmm
again. I didn’t know he was a 8¢. Jim's
chap then, and all the way from goodness

“Has he- asked you to
preach to me?” .

“Pway do not chawactewise my we-
marks as pweachin’, Weggie! Your
majah had a fight with Woylance—"""
*#Poor old Harey!” said Reggie, bis
face bregking into a grin. “ He was no
end plucky. I never thought he had it
in him. But the other chap was foo
much for him. Poor old Harry!” -

“He is goin’_to fight Woylance again|
to-night, Weggie.”

Reggie stared. -

“My hat! What for? T'd have
thsugi‘:. ‘ho'd. had:enough of the chap.
Why, -the fellow was hitting like o
blessed stesm-hammer ! Harry will get
Heked agein, safe as houses. Tell him to
let him alone.” i

“Tt is' on your account, Weggie.”

“What rot!” : :

“Your bwothah thinks that chap was
bullyin’ you, aud he can’t forgive him
for it: T amt suah it was nothin’ of the
sorh !

Reggie reflected,

“That's all rot!” he said at last
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¢ Harry hasn't spoken to.me about it. If
he was owihg the new chap a grudge on
my account, he would ask me about what
happened, ab least.” . .

« Pewwaps his sclf-wespect was a little
wounded, top."” v

“0Oh, I know the. game! Hec's got a
gradge against Roylance for licking him;
and he puts it down to my account,”

rinned Reggie. *Just hke Harry.

lways a” highly moral reasen for e\'err
thing he does. Peor old Harry’s simp
tremendous in the moral line ! He can’t
be satisfied with doing-a thing bécause he
wants to, like another chap !

4T am afwnid,_We;igle, that you are
wathah a young wascal!l” :

“Go hen !

Arthur Augustus’ unfavourahle
opinion seemed to leave the fag quite un-
moved, | Indeed, . it apparently amused

im. |

The swell of 8t. Jim’s restrained his
wrath, 5 ¢

“VWeggic, as your majah is goin’ to
fight Woylance again on_your account,
you ought to cxplain to him. That is
wh?r 1 came heah.” : .

“T tell you it's mot on my account.
That’s only Harry's high-faluting gas,”
grunted Reggie.

“ Weally, Weggie—" .

“Well, whero is he, then?” asked
Reggie. “0ld Selby will be coming in to
take ug in prep soon, and I can't be
late.”™ R i S

“Ha js in his study, T think, Weggie.”

Reggie hesitated, "

#Can’t you tell him it’s all right, from
me, and fell him not to play the giddy
0x?"” ho demanded, - : -

“You had bettah go, Weggic!”

Manners minor gaveé a deep groan,
~“He will jaw me. I kaow that.

Never mind. Tl cut off whenr he begins
to jaw. . All serere. Yl go. T don't
want-the silly old chump’ to-get-knaeked
about again. e had it bad cnough yes-
terdey, goodness knows!” -

Havfng come to that brotherly deciaion, " *
Manners minor left the Form-room, and
the peacemaker of the School House Toi-
lowed him. But the fag was in no hurry -
to get to his major's study. Wally hailed
him in the passage, and he sfopped.

“Yeu butting in for supper, young
Manners?” inguired Walter Adolphus,
whose manners were simply not a patch
on those of his great major. - .

“Well, 1T don’t mind!” said Reggie:

“I've got a tin of sardines. Kildare
gave them to me.” - i
“QOh, -good!”. said- Levigon minor.

“I've got & whole pound.of Bisenits, and
Wally’s got a.chunk of checse--he got it
from a farmer!” -~ 2

“ After pre?, then,” said Waliy.
“TLucky there'll be o five. We'll have
the sardines ficst. as a fish course,”

“Toppin’ 17 said Joe Frayne.

“Better let me toast the cheese,” re-
marked. Reggic. . “You konow how you
cook, Wally.” = . L

e You’re going to be a cheeky young
prig; like ‘you were yesterday,- youbg
Mf.‘n_{:xeliii 2 :

ook here——"' .

“ Weggie, deah boy. come along!” in-
terjected Arthor Awngustus,

“Oh, give n chap a rest! said Reggiel.

“We dop’t want that cheeze spoile
know how to teast cheese !
“Don’t; 17" demanded Wally,
“ Look ‘at the last lot you did!” i
“ Janieson jogged my erm, and that’s
how it got bumn$! You know he did!”
“That’s all very well! But—"
“Pway come along, Weggie!” Arthur
Augustus fairly dragged Manners minor
away, and did not let go his arm ill
they stopped outside Study No. 10 in the
Shell. Reggie rather peevishly. kicked
open the door and went m, and the kind-
hearted swell of the School House re-
treated, hoping fer the best. :

CHAPTER 12,
. Good Old Manners.
MANNERS ‘of the Shell fixed &

rather grim lopk on his minor. :
. Possibly, if he had only realised
it, it was the fact that he had
been licked under his younng brother’s
eyes that bad made the Shell fellow so
bitter,
“TLook here, don't jew me, Harry!”
was Reggie’s beginning.
- “Why should T jaw you?” said Man-
ners.  What do yoit mean?”’ |
* About that fellow yesterday!” i
“That rotter who was bullying you, do
you mean? Hes he been going for you
again?’ cxelaimed Manners, starting to
his feet, with a blaze in his eyes. -
“For goodness’sake, don’t be so-jolly
stagey !”. said Manners minor ungrate-
fully. “That’s always been your fault,
Harry, You're so jolly stagey!”
“Wha-a-at?” . k i
““ All very well to chip in and help me,
as far as that goes. That's vight euouﬁ J
—right and proper!” said Reggie. *
elder brother ought to -do that. But
you make such a thundering eong about
a trifle! You know you do!”’ T e
Manners looked fixedly at the fag. .~
' “Ts that what you've come here to say
to me, Reggic?” he asked, in a low
YOSl no. 11 o going t
ell, no. iear you're gomg to
fight that ebup again. - What's the good
of asking for another thrashing?”
* Manners winced: N
© “T'm not rubbing it im, you ‘know,”
said Reggie, with o touch of remorse.
“Tt was jolly fine the way you stood up
to him, when you weren't a paich on him

S
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. nothing to make a fuss
., ‘Do you think I'm’ made of

" laid for him to snowball

. to ask what the row was about !”

-appeared a short
Queer Bargain.”?

" Every Wednesday,

for scrapping !
What 13 tgem to make a fuss about?
there a * asked Man-
1.era “He was b ylng you——my young
brother—and when pged ha
fought me, and licked me! Do you thin!
I can let it rest at that? I'm going tn
smash him. I'm not the fellow to bear
malice, I hope; but thls isn’t an ordinary
. That ‘brute—"

“That's where you always pIa.
goat ! said Reggie irritably. ere’s
sbout, I tell you.
yelled. Grea.t pnpl

can’t be shaken? I jolly well g:.cked
shina - Bome fellows would have knocksd
me nght and left for it.© What's
good. of calling- }um a brute? He let me
off easily, really!’

Manners stood very still.

“You hac].ed his slum Raggle""

“Yes, Idid
Eﬁfore—-—bcfnm he did anything to
you :

“Well, T was waxy!” uonfssaed Reggie.
“I was sorry efterwards. - You see, 1

he was a silly new kid I v.ouid ‘chase
about and make .a_guy of. No harm in
that—only funt Well, he snowballed me
back, an fairly flabb ergasted me; and I
sat ém I was wild. He came and
?elped me up, and—and—and——" . He

“Yuu dldnt. hack his shins then,

Yes, I did!” said Reggie peevishly.
"I tell you, I was ratty, MSI never
stopped fo think. I wonder he didn
smash me! It was a rotten trick! I
was sorry afterwards, but not while he
was shaking me, of cg:lrse.

He shook me, and 1

M‘}n.nai'a R
- “You et.meputc-.hmtoaf ow who'd
done nothing, and . ag)mdamng
fool of myself?” he axclm.med hotly.

“I couldn’t help you being a thundet
ing fool! Yon always are a thundermg
fool, if you ask me!” retorted Reggie
“Y was waxy, and I'd have beeneg
seé you lick him. . Well, < yau!
I hadn’t any idea that %ou were saving
upt gmdgea about it. call that silly

“0h, you young rotter!” said poor
Manners, *“So that was all? T've called
the fellow & liar for sayihg that you
h&ck‘%c!ds,hm shing " be Wiy

you maust an ass!t
couldn’t you ask me?”

“I wouldn’t insult my brother by
asking him if he’d done a dirty, cowardly
a(t.lon, that.’s why 1”

you're so joily high-falutin’!”
gronled Reggie. *“‘Seems to me you've
acted hke a mﬂy fool all along. I don’t
580 Wh; ({ you wanted to pitch-into him ag
you did, either. Y-ou might ,-have stopped

But—but let it drop! I
-staring at the fag. He was

the‘

- *No need to see

Y

For Noxt Wednesday :
‘“RAACKE'S REVENGE!"”
By Martin Clifford.

Most of you will remember a Btorf ‘which
time ago, entitled “A

It told of how Ca‘rdaw

edited an extra-special number of “Tom
Merry's Weekly,” and did it in such fashion
thot the whole issue had 40 be sappressed
at short notice lest a copy should come under
the eyes of those in authority—the result of

‘which  would - almost certainly have ‘been

expulsion for Cardew,
Next week’s story turms pnmy on this

number of “Tom Merry s -Weekly,” and
parily on a _wheeza layed by Cardew upon’|
Racke and ‘s most -e! the fellows

. the. wheeze seems mthe\' ‘a_ childish one; but.

it “gets Racke's goat ™—to use 'an expree

" THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Oh1” gasped Manners.

He sank into his chair a; {gam and sab
eeling utterly

humiliated and overcome.

8o _far as Roylance was concerned, he:
had been in the wrong. There was no
questioning that now. And he won-
dered, with a feeling of shame, whether
his detestation of the new boy had been
wholly dictated by his resentment of the

supposed bull or whether, uncon-
:,munly, he hm‘fT alfowed wounded self-love
:;; sway He had obstinately put out

might be in the wrong,

often known Reggie to ’be in the
wrong. In that painfal mmmt 0 scales
were falling from Manness’ eyes, and he
renhsed., with a hot flush of ha:mi%wlaon,
that it _was less for the mew boy's sup

that he had. harm with |
Eosed sin pursued

defeated him in

than for havn

his mmd the thought that i‘:% ;

One-Penas - ~*18

“Oht” ejaculated Reylar.r.@, in great
astonishment

Al eyes were turnel curiousiy ¢n Man-
ners, ’ylom Merry and Lowther, amazeu
as they were, were great! relieved. .

“Bar Jove !” murmured Arthur Augus-

in great delight. Never kad the swell
nfsét_ Jim’s felt so satisfied with his well-
known gifts of tact ana judgment.

“Tve just heard from my minor what
happened yesterday,” continued Manners;
speaking very ¥, though his face was
crimson. “He treated you like a little
cad, and you didn't give him half what
he daserved. I'm sorry 1 pilched into

u! I didn’t understand! I—I take
g:uk what I said to you.” Manners
gul over this, but he got it out. I
can’t say any more t!mn that, I sup-

se?

"‘i‘hats mte enough,” @aid Roylama.

fair combat. Reggie, 'wns only feel-
ing irritable, stared ot his brother’s
flushed face without comprehe:

“ You oung rascal!” said Manners at
i, E.n“ young rascal I”

" ew joud Jaw mel" md
mgg?.' i “You
thing - s0 3ab § You'd lpsher
et 2 asa & when ‘you grow.
g i’):gé to deg,th‘ “};’l
bo qulte in your lme.l But 'm not

gom§ to hava 2 any jaw—I said X wouldn’t.

Ami R promptly qmtteﬁ ﬁ\e stady
gie tnu;y'l,J “thus  making ﬁ}e
d:mded jaw quite impossible,

Manners remained for a long hme
seated, thinking. His face was still
crimson. He rose at la.sf and left the
study. Tom M'erl.} he Lowther met

the s

hlm at the bottom tq*rlmae
“Come eaid Tom,

along to the
us Manners moved in iht direction of the
Conimon-roonz. *
“T want to'see Ro fanoa"
im now

“Is he m the Common room?”

“Voss babem

"50}2 lIm not going to fight him, you
ass

“Oh1” said-Tom.

The chums of the Shell followed Maii-
ners, in wonder. The Terrible Three
entered the Common-rdom together, and
gm;h a dozenthor n’t:.llﬁ fel tgss d;e;e

oylance was there, ing idney
Clive, the South. African. -

Manners came directly up to him, and
Roylance set his lips a little. -He was
getting tired of the vendetta.

The juniors gathered round, Racke

and Crooke grinning in a.ntlmpatmu of a-

row. Arthur Augustus D’Arey came in
rather hurriedly, and looked on, with an
anxious eye.

“Sorry to interrupt, Roylance!” said
Manners, in a low but very distinet voice,
*T've come here to apnloglso”’ .

sive Americanism—to such an_extent that
they come to see more in it.. For, after all,
the criterion by which a wheeze intended to
annoy must be judged is the amount of suc-
ceas it achieves; -and, though Urooke takes
the affair oomparatavely ca‘lm!!y Racke is
very much put out. A notion for reveuging
him: upon Cardew oceurs to him. Bui
what that notion was, and what came of
it.. you must wait till next week to hear.

: CADET CORPS.
On the last ¢ of this number
find some «Cadet Notes.” It is hard to find
ace 107, a new feature in these days. But
e Cadet movement is a thing that really
mabters, ard I hofie to be able to do .some-
thing to help it. Bo do. not grumble if, onee
in a way, my Chat Zoes by the hoard to
make room for cadét new; and notes}

Editor’s | - 330

ou will |-

ily. “Tt was a misunderstand-"
mg and Im sorry we had any trouble.

have etp!amed if you'd asked me, _
IIJ%zmne‘rs nodded, and furned away.
He had been tfhmugb an ordeal which
was & hard one for a fellow of a proud
nature; but he had been bound to go
tin'ough it, and he was glad it was over.
There was a snigger from Racke of the
Shell, and Manpers turned back again.
He knew what that snigger meant.

*“Of course, if you'd care to meet me
on Saturday afterncon all the same, I'm
quite rea.dy lance ”_ he said.

The New Zealand junior laughed..

- “But T wouldn’t,” he said. *“Theres
nothing for us to ﬁght about, that I know

of; and I don't want another eye to
match this one, if it’s all the same to

135

you!

Manners laughed, too.

* AN serene, then!” he said. Then he
looked at Racke “If you'd like to step

into the ﬁm, Racke, I'm ynur man !”
unged away without replying.

Tom Merry and Lowther marched
Manners off to the study in great relief.
That evening was a pleasanter one than
the chuoms of the Shell had antzczpatsd

Manners was his old celf again, save for

the black eye, which really didn’t matter.
There-were no grudges in Study No, 10,
ond all was calm and bright. And in
Study No. 6 Arthur Augustus confided
to his chufns that some fellows did nob
think & fellow had any tact or judgment,
but that a fellow had, and that some
fellows were asses; and Study No. 6 was
loft to guess at the meéaning of that
cryptic remark..

THE END.
(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St

Jim's—"RACKE'S REVENGE!" by
Mnrtm Cllffﬂd} .

-w:-w

Foetballmnal:ehes W_anmé by -

YORK ROAD UNITED—~14:16—6 mile Tadius—
away matches,—E, Stnr[ins. 10 Delhi Street,
Gopenhag Stree$, King's C

SEYMOUR cwmfma+1 mlle radius.—R,
Sﬁnnebt, 101, Seymour Road, Claytom, Man-
¢hes ef

VICTORIA Jmons——lsy—a mile radiuns.—A.
%mﬂhr, 12, - Tavistock: Btreet, Hnrpurhey.
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.. I think 1 could make out & good case for
Tom Merry as the most famous schoolboy
In fiction—that is, in school story fiction. =

Many great novels of the semi-biographical
Borh begin with the hero at school, or take|
him to school in their early ehapters. “Dayid
Eepperﬁeld." “Lorna Doone,” “The - Adven-
ures of Harry Richmond,” all do this; and
these are three of the pgreatest. But they
are rather outside our scope. ki

There 18 'Tom, Brown, of course. I don't|
wean the Greyifriars New Zealand junior, but ]
Tom Browh of Rugby, known several
t;e:gra't.iona of schoolboys through the book
book, too. “Tom Brown's Schooldays” js &
The worke of ‘Talbot Baines' Reed:
are schoolboy classies; too—“The Fifth Form

at -8t. Dominie’s,” “The Willoughby Cap-]|

tains,” “The Cock Mouse at Fellsgarth,”
“The Master of the Shell,” and the rest of
_them. But each of these is complete
ftself; and though we may remember Bloom-
field and Riddell and~ the Greenfields and
the rest of them, we were not in their com-
g‘a.ny fong enough to know them as we know
m Merry. v

¢ have read of Tom week by week for
nearly - eleven years, and _he is as real to
most of us ag the people. we meet every

day. .

Xnd he Is an ideal hero fot achool stoties.
8ome of you are not keen on Harry Wharton,
the central ﬂﬂgure'.ot the Greyfriars
Harry is as fine a character as Tom, but
in. a different way. It must be m{esse,d_

t Tom has the advantage from. the point

f view of tho average boy, because he is
the average boy of decent instincts and real
pluck raised fo the nth. power, &8 the
mathematicians say. That is, with all his

- best gqualities—from a4 boy's point of view—
org strongly marked than they are in any

f the fellows you know who possess them.
He Is o plainer and more stralghtforward

- ¢xample to follow than Wharton—by which I
0o not at all mean to Infer, that he is a more

straightforward fellow. In that respect they}

¢ equal. Neither 1s capable of a- dirty

ek, But Tom Is. easier to copy, because
ho is_less ‘scnsitive, less thin-skinned. There
are plenty of sensitive boys, of .course; but
the average boy does not greatly admire
g?nsrbwencss, or the pridc Wharton shows at

mes. - -
- Tom Merry is a good model. If you never
do anything that- Tom would not do, you
aemi not worry about not.-being able to

o all the things that he dots, you know!

t. Jim's was already known to_the boys
of that day—they are men now, of course—
when Tom Merry came on the scene. Blake
& Co. and Figgine & Co. were in honest,

ealthy rivalry before Tom was heard of.

nd when he did first ggpear. it was not af
8t. Jim's. It was at Clavering, a smaller
school, with a very young headmaster—very
young: as headmasters go, that is—whose

name was Railton. .

-Tom was n_figure of fun when he turned

up at Clavering, in_ his velveteen suit and

hig Iace collar, the kind of dress that Misa

Prigilla Fawcett liked to-see a boy wearing—

and:-the kind of dress which any human

boy is bound to loathe with a loathlni
beyond words, whether upon his own . bacl
or upon another’s. Miss Fawcett is “an old
dear,” no doubt; quite one of the best. - But

Irer notions about what a boy ought to have

bnd“wear and do and say are not merely
: they are- the outside edge in
absurdity. .

Through Ler misjudged methods, Tom came
to Clavering looking as soft a proposition
hs any new hoy ever looked at nny school—at
least, for those who had not the imsight fo
perceive that his face was scarcely [n keeping
with lLis weird garments.. .

But Tom soon proved that 'there was
nothing . really soft about him, I am not
to attempt here to tell -of all the

‘Thomas Hughes gave the world—a fine |

ng
ﬁﬂngs he has done and suffered—however

- No. 1.—=Tom Merry. : ‘
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condensed the narrative might be, it would
ake a number, rather than a page. It is
more with what a boy is than what he has
done that one is concerned in these sketches;
though, of course, incidents do help to show
character, and thus  many of them fall to be
dealt with. - ; o EE

Manners and Lowther and Gore wera all
Clavering fellows before that school was
closed and Mr. Railton and a good many
of the boys migrated to St. Jim’'s. -And
Manners and Lowther were Tom’s chums, of
course, though their joint nickname of “The
“Terrible Three” was still -in the future
when they said good-‘b:e to Clavering. But
L am ‘not going to “ﬁ ‘much about Manners
and Lowther here. They will come in later.

-.And Gore was Tom's enemy, and the enemy
of all three. A rotter then, he has changed
since, though he may not be all one could
desire now. . .

Mr. Bailton fook charge of the School
House in his new quarters, with only slightly
less authority than he had had at Clavering.
The ws who had come with him knew|
what a fine master He was; and the rest
soon found -out.

_There were feuds at first. Jack Blake &
Co., while recognising that the Terrible
Three were the right sotf, naturally had no
intention of knuckling under to them, though
-they were in a higher Form. And Figgins &
Co, had afso to bc reckoned with.

But feuds between fellows like these don't
mean spite and nasty tricks. It may be war,
but it .is war on decent and chivalric lines.
Fuck hampers may be-bagged; that is all in
the game, Faces may be goofed and tarred
and treacled and gummed and glued and
whitewashed; no lasting resentment is left

J hag certainly mever plag,:;l
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in anyone's breast. And it was not long
before the three Co.'s were at heart the best
of friends, and always ready to join forees
ga[mt a common encmy. Of course, the old

ouse rivalry goes on; life would be dull
without that! Of course, the Shell fellows
refer to the Fourth Formers as mere kids,
and are in their turn irreverently styled
“Shellfish *'; these are but passing compli-

ments. .

Monty . Lowther and Harry Manners have
continued to be Tom's mearest and dearest
chums, for Tom has a staunch heart. But
it is a big @eart, too, and there are places
in it for Blake and D’Arcy and Herries and
Dighy, for Piggins and Kerr and Wynn, for

Ibot, ~ for many another. o _special
chums, sharers of good and ill, sticking .to
him- through . everytbing;

| intimaéy; but not far behind him-the four

of Study No. 6 and the New House trio;
and altgr them the decent fellows of boih
Houses—so might Tom Merry rank his
friends. For every decent fellow likes Tom,
and he likes them ali. 3
And he 18 not rough even on A wrong um,
if that wrong ‘un shows signs of better
things. He can always forgive and forget;
he is alwaysd ready to ebretch .out a friendly
hand to a fellow who meeds help. - .
It was not® long before TFom became. junior
¢aptain. | We are asked sometimes w’tio the
Fourth ekipper?  Our readers don‘t seem
able to realise—some of them, that is—that
different schools have different customs.
There is o skipper for each Form at Grey-
friars, but that is not the case at St. Jim's.
Though Blake may be reckoned the leader of
the Kourth in the School House, though
Flggins is the great war-chief of Fourth and
Shegl alilke in the smaller New House, Tom
stands above them both, with an indis-
putable claim to full leadership. .
He has used his authority, such as it is,

wisely and well. Of course, he has made

| mistakes; everyone makes them. But he has

never been too ready to assert himself—a
fault of which Wharfon may now and then
have been guilty at the.rival school—and he
the tyrant. .

And, of course, he had. his . troubles.
Gore and Levison and Lumley-Lumley were
all up against him. But they are his iriends
now; and I think that all three, even at
their worst, recognized in Tom a far better
fellow than themselvea, He has bad quarrels
with his chums; there was a time when he

thies of almost everyone were with Blake.
Lumiley-Lumley and ~Mellish were at the
bottom of that trouble, It came right in

the end, and. all through Tom had the loyal

support of the fag_contingent headed by
Wgﬁ(;' D’Arcy; but it was-hard for him to
have so dead a set made at him for what

was none of his fault. Then there was the
time when financial trouble caused Tom to
leave 8t. Jim's for a while. Do you remem- -

her—but most of you don't, of course—how
he played for : 4 st t
St. Jim's first eleven, and kicked the winning
oal for his side?” Do you remember low,
hrough Mr. Railton's good offices, he came
back Jim'a—not as a boy, but a3 a
master? He took charge of the Third in the

absénce .of Mr. Selby. The Third gave him -
‘lots of trouble, of -course, But Tom's uncle '

turned up from America, and things were seb
right. Tom likes the Shell 12
liked the seat of authority in the Thirdl -

Many will recall the adventure and travel ~

stories in which Tom and some of his ehums

louiht and thrashed Blake, and the sym-

‘Wayland Rovers against the.

better than he -

visited foreign lands. They call for no more .. -

than merc mention here, howcver, for they
do not throw much_ fresh light on Tom’s
character. In the Rockles or in Africa- he
was just the eame old Tomi Merry St. Jim's
knows—plucky, resolute, generous, kind-
hedrted. . | v o
But we get to something deeper when we
reach the Talbot yarns, e, 8

- Printed and published webkly b;
Agoats for u’#u"mu.,&; Eon;!loﬂ &’ Qotch,

the Propristors Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London, B.0. 4, E
Talnucas, Syinoy Anols bane, Sn " o
Caps Town and

land. Bubscilption, 7s. per snnum,

olalde, Brisbane, and Wallington, N.Z." South’ Atrios, The Cent Lid
Jobaznesburg. -Baturday, _J'l!lll?lcl'.!' 12tk, 1915, o _e emiral Hews Aeency, 5
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. charaeter better shown than in these.

. deserted

:evidence.
Merry by thig time.

“of his- handkerchiet as proving that he had

. Dr.

* atfair,

- to Bunter: he’d hetter have it at orrce, and

" hearing—about as bard of hearing as a palr

‘lying, would keep it up

No. 518, < .

Nowhere are the depths of Tom ’t!err‘yﬁ S
e
Jearn how- strong friendship for *“the Toif ”
grew in .him; how he helped Talhot on the
opward rmd and; most significant of all,
how le sﬁ'jd by Talbot when all others had

m.

1t is only one friend in 2. thousand who will
‘believe in one against a crashing weight of]
The Head ought to know Tom
He deres know him-, and
has—it may seen a. queer thing to fay ubout
the feeling of a master towards a boy, but.
it is trud—a very high respect for ‘him, Yet
the Head lias more than once believed Tom
guilty of things that it.was impossihle he
should have done, because the evidence
scemed to prove that he must have done
them. One such instamce in. a quite recent
story may be mentioned—the affair- when
Cardew threw saspicion upon Tom by the use
been guilty of what Cardew himself had
really done.

-Mr. Railton thinks even more of Tom than
Holmes does. But DMr. Raiiton has
wavered in his faith onee or twice,

One doea wobt impute blame. to them. As
one grows older one learna that human

-scems to- give the lie.

by Talbot with

natiure has queer kinks. No cne is perfect,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

and new and iben it happens that a deed is

done to which tle whole past life ot tho doer
.not.,d‘o such' a thing; but he has dome it!
Then he was not what we thounght him—
that is all!

“Perhaps Tom's youth helped him to stand
unflinching loyalty, un-
questionfrig Dbelief, when everyepe else fell
away. Even Gussy, very loyal ond very soft
of heart, even Tom's owm chums, Manners
andt Lowther, even Blake, as generous as any
of them and as resofute—all fell away!  In
that dark hour Talbot would have stood
utferly alone if it liad not been for Tom
Merry.

Is it any wonder that Tom is dearer to
Teggie 'Talbot than anyone else ab St Jim's?

‘Talbot Is not first withi Tom—Iloyalty to the

older ties.forbids that. But Tom is first
with Talbot.

Lo, u!ty——i: think that is Tom Merry's most

boutstanding quality. Tlnck of the highest—

straightforwa rdness—kindnms — firmhess— all

-these he has in ample measure; but loyalty

—“faith. as
strongest of them all. What cther boy w]t.h
Tom’s high spirits and detestation of molly-
coddling eould hear sn patieutly with Miss

fAxed as any star”—is the

' Priscillu? Loyalty again!

semiegeielleieinlnii

THE TWINS FROM_TASMANIA.

The twins are Philip Derwent, of Highellffs, and his sister l’hlli{
becn untit recently with Flip (Philip) at Higheliffe, but is now at Cli

him with Vavascur,
Merton's cyes in a fight mth Ponscuby.
taste for it at the outset, es to gambling.
the way he has mllen in \\Wx Billy Bnuter. of

(For intormation about the aftier charact
3 Magues ot Ih:rent numbers ¢f the GeM have

Ir!,vaahgatlon Pramised !

“ DON®T, thanks” said Flip.. %80
Hazeldene was in i, Bunter? T didn't
hegin to suspect that. Ho you've told

me something.?
“Yah! I've only told you a lie!®
That seemed so probable, all things ceon-

sidered, that ¥lip was half imclined for a

moment to believe it.
41 said it to put you off the scent,”
Bunter,
“Don't you helieve him,

said

Derwent!™ zaid

Peter. 1 shouldn’t have thou"hh Hazeldene
wauld ha\e ot mixed up in an affair ilke
that, Bub when Tubby says he's been Iying

i6 is Mfl.zt 10 assume that he's had an acci-
dental lapse into the wruth. To do him
justice, 1 must zay that it probably was
qmte aceidental.”

“You haven't had a row with Hazel, hive
you, Derwent?” asked Tom rown.

“Uardly a tow. But we did have some
wards the day he came over with Field, " Yen
remember, Field? lie was put out with me.
Idon't” rea.hy know why.

The @reyfriars ttllmw
another. They knew- Hazil.
capable of being spiteful,

Iooked at one
He was quite
and he was easily

ed,

The Higheliffe junior was evidently very
determined to get to the Bottom of {he
But he was not likely to met so fur
through Bunter. Tke Owl, having started

Tom Putton pulled his watch out of kis
pocket.

- “I don't know what all this talk’s about.,”
he suid; “but T do krow that it we dgn't
scedot- we shall be Jate for dinper. 8o I
should say that if there's anything coming

then we ecan-all elear. I dow't mind this
chap clouting - Bunter. f'm sure. The
rotter's sure to have deserved it !”

“He's deal, Ism't he?” suid Flip to Tom
Brown. .

“Not reaily deaf—only a little hit baed of
of ‘posta!™ replied Tom, grinning, .

«See here, Derwent. will you leave it to
us to look into this. bizney fur you?" askod
Peter Todd. 3

Flip looked dowhtful. But Sguif said:

“¥ou_can depend upen us, old scout!. . And.
it's reully not much use tr_',mg to get any
more out of Bunter just now. We'll put/

‘George  Bunter;

Lin. her,

{able playmate for

him- to a I!t:tle sentle torture, and draw l’ﬁ :

FOR NEW READERS.

n, of Cliff House,
irouse.

2, aned thev Jwalk back toget

ary,
iven a hist, b mere iz no longer oo for
WNow road G

out that way. A red-hot poker haz heen

known 1o make fellows. speuk cut before

now >

“Toddy’s a rare one at crosscxaminaticn.
And 1'm quite hefty with a hot poker,” added
Delarey.

“Yow! If you touch me with a poker,
tebel, you beast—"

“Yes, I'm satisfied,” eaid Flip. “Bup T
shali be Icoking into things my end, too.
T'll come over one day hefore long and -see
it you vhaps have worked the oracle.”

» Rigl Ta-ta, cld Tellow!™ said
Spuiff, ard anything abour Merton, by
the w

“XNo, sa]d Flip, & shadow falling upon
his face. And he hutried off without a

word of farewell-to the Greyfriars fellows.

The Fascinating Vavasour.
EANWHILE Vavasour had been
lying in wait for Mizs Gittins,
He waited some little distance
from the gates of Higheliffe, It
was not likely that the Head or Mr. Mohbs
or any of the other masters would approve
of Lis attempt to strike up a firtation
with the post-girl.

Miss Gittins was comparatively new to her
job, and bad only been doing the local ronnd
for a week or two. But already her beauty
had affected the tender heart of William

apd ~ Adolphus Theodore
Yuavagour, though a fellow of a very different
kind from the unwieldy Owl of the Kemove,
waus quite ready. to he fascinated—and, of
course, to fascinate—merely on the strength
of his dear friend Gadshy's report.

But Gaddy, though he hat had "an axe of
hizs own to grind, had not made a false
report.

Miss  Gittins really was a particnlarly
pretty  girl—golden-haired and  blve-eyed.
And she bad a free-and-easy way with her.
8he was nob ab all standoffish, Many people

“might have said thot she was not sufficiently

50,  But she bad learned. pretty well how to
take care of herself; and there was moe harm
though it is hardly likely that
Vavasour’s aristocratic mother
considered Misg Gittins quite the meost 5uit-
her lamb.
gad, she's a apnuker—ahaolnt.e!g 14
murmured Vav, as the fair post.girl drew
near,
He swept off his ca
"4 HaRe!® said Miss 4

and howed politely.

There it is: he could§

- 16

But cheerfulness is also & very marked
trait. in him. 1t ifailg at times, but very
eldom. hrow Tom Merry & Co.—that is

‘the Terrible Three, the chums of
Btndx 6 Talbot, and Figey & Co., taking a
wide “view of the confraternity—into an
awkwarde and unpleasant  situation, and who
will bear up longest? Well, it will take some
time to get to the end of Talbobt’s stoicism
tand of Kerr’s quiet fortitude; but I rather
fancy you will fnd both Talbot and Kerr
grumbling hefore Tom beging to. do so in
carnest.

Tom ie, in certafin rpespects, a good deal
like Boh Cherry of dreyfriars. But his
nuturé is deeper in some ways than Bob's;
and,, though Beb docs mot Iuck brains, Tom
has ‘the pull there.

Looking hack over the old Eturlea, one finds
~llund|;eds of things one would like to dwell
Fupon. But it cannet bhe done; and with just
bare mention of the many activities of the
playing-ficlds—where ‘Tom holds first place
iamong the St. Jim’s juniors as an all-round
man—of his prowess as a fighting-man, and
of that great enterprise “Tom Merry's
| Weekly,” one must finish. But Tom Merry

‘will come into  many another of the articles
in this serics,

you know.

would have-

He cimply cannot

'i

bc kept out!

They have a cockatoo mamed Cocky, which has
Elip has made an enemy of Gadshy, who is plotting agrinst
Mis best. cuumg, Merton and Tunstzil, are away from the school for a tiine, owing to a, serious accident to one of
In their absence I'Im gets too fricndly with Pon. and ihe rest of the nute, and, without any real
He has been to the Clif Touse hoekey field to see his =i

er. Bun:er
“Tha Magnet Who's Viho.’

ter, Flap, but has hot seen her. On
cidentally lets ont something. .
2 meluded o the Lunstmas Nunber of the
that.j

ing, if rather cheeky, smile. «What's your
game??

“hr—goud -mornin’ 1®° said  Vav,
morpin’, isn't it—absolutely 2

“Your wouldn't think so blessed much of
it if yon'd bad all the 'way I have to tramp,
with a, heavy mail-bag,” replied Miss Gittins.
“T call ib a rotten morning!' The wind's At
to cut through you!®

“Xice

“Just what I was meanin'—abszolutely !®
said Vav, : g
“Well, yow've got a rummy way of sayin®

it, that's all!»

The girl had stopped. She was evidéntly
very. well inclined to stay and talk. . Yav
Was not at all surprised. e did not under-
value his own fascinatiops by any means,

«It ism't. quite the sort of game for a
da?hev.l pretty girl like you,” he “said, with
a leer.

“Being dashed pretty don’t keep vm: in
grub or clobber,” replied the girl, © Lugging
a mail-bag roupd does”

“You ought not te have to work so dashed
bhard, by gad! You ought toe have your
needs supplied withonb all timt, y'know.”.

“80 I could bave if I- got into the stone
fug.” said Miss Gittins, “0Or if I married a
swell, I s’pose. Which do you thick would
be the worst?>

There was & shrewd twinkle in the blus
eyes of Miss Gittins whén she saw the
momentary flash of idlarm in Vav's face ab
that speech. Vavasour ‘did mot want a
breach of promise dction brought against
Him by a post-girl. He vwust be wary.

Then he remembered that, as he was still
a good deal short of twenty-ome, such an
action would not lie, and he plue'ke,d up spirit.

She really was a good: Zookmg girl!  The
tmeIa in those blue eyes quife captivated
Vav. And when she laughed the dimple in
the middle of Ler chin got deeper in a very
taking way.

%[ should think a beauty like you eounld
marry anyone she liked, i gad!”? he said.

“Wetl, I'm not sure whether T like ywm
yet,” teplied Miss Gittins. “But I'll think
it over. I'm mot in danger of being left on
the shelf yet. And ¥ .don't suppose you're
more than seventeen or so, are yout?

“Cood guess, hy gad—absolutely!®
Vav, ul.ut.e pleased,

<T say, do you know my yuung brother 7%
asked {he girl,

¥ Couldn't e.;y, rea!ly, dear gul' What's

said

ittins, with.a q,h;u'm

I:ls name 2
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We don't petjhasher. She uséd fo welt me s
1 think Gehazi something cruel.  But she's gone (=
shoulin’t think they'd let her welt unybady.
I remember him | 1 never feel very sure that she'd be very
+ i ithout, though.”
nice name, toc! May I =0 a pal of yours i your unecle—er—Chiker hve
i ti didn't know yours 5 5 + do.you live with him?
calted i 1 .an' all that?”
Ahsoliite Lhetgirl “laughed merrily.
53 But | S9'm 1y owa guardian, Lhanks
Vay thought that there *T don’t remember much ahout m d
the imp about Gwendo Gehazl nover " saw  him—and  mother  died
: dently-liked” poking fun~ il ‘lu e Yedrz-ago. But your first guess was
soir,? = .. ®You were mi T
stars! Just ]]E\( out of a novelett weren't you?i?® h(-um
i belong to a pretty ‘high [.mll!) “Parrot ¥ k"ﬁw any | But- n
parrot.” 3

*Rame as mine, of course!” regniar monkey for

wolutely not!  He can’t he an too \\ul] at’ time

Flortic, or anythin' like that, » knows"yon.» ¥
‘\‘nH ' not ¢ Nellie or-a Florrie, \’l) *0h, ah, yes—ahsol

e 5 Gwendolen.”

dashed

e your uncommoen check !
don’t. really mind. It don't
a fat lot of harm in you.
; only tunuy, and I like funny bo
Liwe m!n!»n (.mnb—ilml S Wy namae.  Wha

Bert Chiker lives in the
we do—so do twenly other folks.
and my hrother” have.'a couple of
s the top, where it's respectable.

“ Well, it may have bé"eﬂ an n»fn.h or a e lives on the -rmund floor. There's
¢ well eall mu Vavasour: | humminz-bird or a }nl I, know. ful job lot there !

coulid he very if we're | But it could talk ', o parrot. | S Oh er—yes, absolutely !® said \.nq«olu
riendly.  What's ‘your Christian [ [ shouldn't get that if |« Well, I shall have to be trotting. Ha
I were you, Dol quite the | gob any! thing more to deliver thi= way, except
= 1\m, ¥'know," correct card.  Bit as I could [ four or five letters for your show. And, as
‘;_‘\\ ell, get them off your chest, and PIl| make out, W hat's the use uf being eful? | you've heen wasting my time =pnomn-.g< Dolfy,
hich one 1 like best,»” I never an you might. s well take them along.”
Adolphus - Theedore, © answered  Vav, |~ & Yaur brother seems fond of talki s dash | <Oh, with pleasure—absolutely ' replied
ning to wonder et the pretty gicl | it ! said Vav sulkily. & sour. . “NBuyt _do youn really think
not jnst a trille too free and casy. Absolutely 1 replied the girl, showing a ng love!
Jolly™ good, botli of ‘em?! 1'm not sure very mnice get of testh in a broad B You tal
that 1 don't like Augustus Marmaduke | & But he don't tell everybody, mind you,”

n't

s i waste of time, Gwennie
bout making -love when you've
i i hing

3

learned how

hetter. ern\.ulu!\u reminds me of marma-| < He told someone els anywi nf:lmn m;r the 1

lade. But there; nit so much of that ahout | named Chiker: rather an awful hargée.” Oh, “Rnul teach me, Gwennie?”

these. ocWell T think Il call you Dolfy | beg pardon! He's your wnele, or gramdfather, | <1 don't smind. I like chocolates with it,
n

krr\lp Theodore ft“r Sun or somethin', Must be, of course. {mrr)‘ I may tell you.”

ither stagoere He not | U'm. sure, Gwennie & aad ! o % ani 5

getting on, so fast as this: And, | «Never mind, Dolly, old top! De r' H eric| oo Ol Ul el xlll:l;]] h":t'ii n}:\)?zqé]l:i?nl’llincgz.

. he had meant to ma the pace, | what you ealled wennie—t{here's i:o.nno on

creas” Gwendelen was unmists kably doing | grandfather. You —a kiss, you know—eh o
plaging foothal,» abant v s

your brother?” he s id, willing * Abzolutely not!™ murmured Vav, rclieved

couversation into a different | that she had not taken offence.

“He's my wuncle—my mother's

He's a nasty soung imp— ! Took after her, too—she was a (} o' be continued n(r( week.)
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ADET NOTES. #

of Tord Landsdowne, JYord Crewe, fnrd of the (‘:nlol\ “ Look %lu ad " Every hoy who
i5 0w g his wmugo Lincolnshire, and InaL‘ but not. least; ¢ looks ahead will join the Cadets, I & Loy has
After long*™ in the eflice or A. Conan J)U\Ic the friend of every boy [ been in the Cadebs and has to go into the
2 factory one not  always. § and the L"(_.Ltl?f' of Hin riuk Holmes. ny when he reaches the age of 18, he has a
nelined Lo sit at home and stew over bnu!\ % ® 5 € ® od nce of rapid prumonon or even a
14 is.for this son” that, Cadet Corps have One of ”,p mos mmon, mistakes to make | ¢OMmission. © Cadet” Corps “are ~now héing
catght on like wild-fire during the w Rew | about Cadet Corps is to suppose they ‘do | ‘drawn on to prcud- pilots for the Ril:ﬁll
are springing up every day the nothing but drill.. Nothing is further from | Flying Corps; hut lad who has never been
old corps are g‘-“‘"" new membersthy thel the trugh.. A film- prepared -by the Central [ in a Ludnt Unit 1o sm-h chance,
UUI““Ld ociation of Volunteer Regiments shows
e Middlesex Cadef Brigade in eamp near g“m“ '70' “-"ll fo join a Cadet Corps,
I‘.uoﬂmtmn of the growing impgktance of Reading, Berkshire. It shows the lads having [ bt do 1ot know where to -find one. There
the Cadet Unit is to be found in Central | tha time " of their lives—cooking their own | should be a unit in every -dis trict; but if a
Association of Volunteer Regim Baving | ginpers camping - out, scouting, -shaoting -nt | boy can’t find {he beadquarters, ail he has
been- asked to.-fake-it up by the Army [ ppe range, and - ba onet. fighting. = But |t s to send a posteard tg the Central
“Council, and to do for the Cadets some of .nnrmgat the other pictures :huwn are the
the good work it “did for the Volunteers. Cadets bathing in the: luke and playi
This association was the organisation asked new kind of football invented by the
3 Kitehener at the outhreak of war In. fact,  the Cadet Corps really . for
to take up the  administration of all the lent social elubs and-centres for the orgs
cnm'lt.lcs:. Volunteer Tnits \\l.mh1 r-\|‘u.:n" into { tion of cricket and foothall  clu
existence nfter war was declared. So sue peay 5 BT e
fully did they do their \mr? that there : “"Tn 2 md Conuﬂ' A .1"3 0: et I‘Ln
tiob o town or a vi that has not its uni
The Volunteer Corps are for men over mili- thmu [_L(‘P""];fl Iti’];t ttlloc b?‘oﬁ?ﬁ;gm “lr must
Lery age. ot who Ao ctisdiiiied from, in{.;r, A:ac»:mtu!m in the county where it is It
the Army by Teason of their business or but the conditions of recognition ‘are qmtv_

when
Don’t

I\rnlh"r

=

# * = L = i
t

ation of Volunt Regiments, Royal
ourts of Justice, W. . and they will let
him know where the nearest carps is; or,
I there is not one, see that a unit is estab-
h:b\ 1 without delay In his l!WF"hhml[llUUd

best centre fu( the formaticn of a
‘adet Corps is the elementary school, su
that when a hoy leaves school He can ke

np bis connection with hiz school. Res <,
many FEducation uthorities allow Cadef
officers to have th of the school I:mldm-r

_;L sal disability,. And a very fine Force reasonuble.. Cadets are ontitled to wear. the A;l_mli t,lrlt“ oS yard free of charge, which
Ll : ki A = e d regular khaki uniform, and eq is |18 8 greal eate . = %
2 The Central Association of Volunteer Regi- | Provided by the military authori THOW- k. hete .45 af i that th«t Corps inters

ever, uniform is wot compulsory it a boy

rments las its headguarters in.the Quad- cannot afford to subseribe for it or the unif,

rangle of the Law Courts ,in the Strand,
London, in a temporary , muhi.mg erected
originally for Courts of Law., Tte. -president—
wLord D:..-.boum;,h—is perhaps . the greatest
sAll-round sportsman in the world. He is the
“Unly living man that has swum Niagara,
“hile he rowed in the *Varsity

~}’er;: with chureh and chapel going, Nothing
bas not funds; he ean still parade in éa s further from the truth. One of the mojt_
and belt and his ordiuary clothes, § Most 0,: ?}0'"”1‘” fe: “}‘“'" of the Cadet Corps is
the Cadet Corps are either attached to g | ChUrch-parade, aud every good corps has
Yolunteer Battalion or a itorial Unit, | chaplain. one of fhe prettiest ceremonics
and thus geb the benefit of their head: | ¥ 2 service held in the open on a suwimer's
quqrtup day round the regimental drums, This
Boat Race 5 sy ® ¥ . . . reminds us that if a boy has no taste for g
rifle, tlww is always the drum and fif

or Oxford, and IL’]JTL’\L“U_‘(‘ Great. Britain mm
sIn nniu to raise funds for the corps and =

in fencing .d. the Olympic Games at Stock: ot hen o : 5 . J\utlixng is  greater spert than arching

liolm. M art, the treasurer, is | ePcourage. attendance the Central Assoeia- e e

through the stre
or playing a fif i 0T th'lt is not your
playing a bugle-call.  One of the
greatest  trinmphs for the Cadet, and, of
. for the Scout, t0o, has been for the
raids, boy buglers l\,nul;, been trusted

tion of Volunteer ]io(,illit‘l‘lt\ stiuek on

M
“the Public and Iu.' administers more -t lllgE‘lLlUIh‘d(‘Vl(‘ﬁ of prov fing starnpa;

millions than any one man in the country. . 2
Any' man who has money he wants faken the . ?orp: orderly gives out to each

of can put it in the hands of this| Po¥ . to prove that he has attended a drill.
cigl, who is responsible for its safe The corpssecan sell these stamps at-either ‘a

TS Rona e e poy | PENDY. oI h:sh,mmw or even less, according . P
;uatmi i‘!?.”‘{s h;.?:gu\ﬁlli\:;iﬁ” :.:_Inﬂh(g-u;‘; to loeal conditions. When a lad has collected \“;(;! tt!l]ltu .}1‘.'1%?5:(ifoimtll‘::h £h Jt'}ilill‘l [is\él\,é,l( e
Patliuent for South Leiccstershire, and is | FOTty-4wo of sueh stamps he is enbitled to an e

Z

SEaE ; . ach metal badge, which he ean wear

vopularly known in the country as the | attrac Y ! Tl; is quite wrong to sippose “, at l’.uhi!
U (T R S ke with hiz ordinary clothes, and which  shows L : §

\othur M.P. ‘Ihese “HLL'I?,‘.fa'ri.‘{lu?\iﬂ“ﬁj:l it onl\ ik s Isen (‘ar]ch but that he|CoMmpete in any way-with the Boy - &

[nLutclmm-h«Jrum] r It Baden-Po
, is an Etonian | Pas done his forty-two drills, a_conferénce of the Central Associ

won  reputation  as a  rowing man, . *; * i > L * | volungeer Regiments in October last, pointed
having been a memiber of the Leander Club, “The dn: an hoth of the 'lltemhn stamp.} out that there is room for hoth moyvements.
well-known man in-the country { ige is  from ell's famous [ TE you are not a Scout he o Cadet, If you

a vive: e @ member of the
ion. It inclndes such names as thoze

¢ Cadet poster ted by the |are not a

; det be a Scout, But be oné or
Ceutral Association, which bears the motto ! (e cthert




