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CHAPTER 1. i
Manners Says “No !
g 70U fellows comin’ along?” asked
: -! Arthuwr Augustus D’Arey of
the Fourth Form.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s was in
Norfolks—the nebbiest Norfolks within
the walls of the old school—and he looked
quite a picture as he stood i the door-
way of Study No. 10. %

T1is celebrated monocle was turned in-

- quiringly upon the Terrible Three,

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
were in the study, debating whether to
gpond that afternoon on “Tom Merry’s
Weekly ' or net.  The © Weekly * was
overdue—it generally wa

* Thut depends, Gus: angwered Tom
Merry.. *Coming where??

“ Abbotsford, deah boy!”

“ Anything on at Abbotsford?” in-
quired Monty Lowther. '

“Yaas, wathah! We’'re goin’ to sce the
New Zealand soidiahs.™ Y

“Oh, goed!” said Tom Merry at once.
“That's better than sticking indoors, you
chaps. The * Weekly * can wait-another
week,”’ 5

“Not a bad idea!” agreed Lowther.
“It’s cold, but it’s ripping weather for
a bike ride. We'll come, my infant!”

“(Can we go roand through Ryl
combe?” suggested Manners.

“1 suppose we could, Mannahs, -but
why?"”

1 want some new films. for my
camera,” explained Manners.. “I'd like

. 1o fake some pietures of the New Zea-
landers, and I may get a chance at the
camp. 1 haven’t got auy New Zealanders
in my collection yet.”

“(Oh, bother your camera !’ muvmured
Lowther. !

* Fathead :” was Manners’ polite réply.

« All sewene!” said Arthur Augustus.
“Tt won’t take much longah. to go
thwougl Wylrermbe, and I'm suah Woy-
lance won't mind.” : :

Manners started,

“Roylance!” he repeated.

“Yans, we're goin’ with Woylance.”

“(Oh!” said Manners, compressing his

lips.
Tom Merry -and Lowther looked at
theiv chum rather uneasily. They had
haped that the troublo between Mannevs
and Roylance, the -new Tellew in the
Fourth Form, would blow over. Home-
how it hadn’t, though._

“Blake and Hewvies and Dig are ust
comin’,” continued Arthur Auvgustus.
“They have alweady awwanged to go out
with Levison and Cardew. oughi
you thwee fellows might like to come

along.  You see, Woylance's unl
with the New Zealanders, and
meet bim, and pewwaps—"' .

“1'd yather not come, thanks!” said
Manuers. ;

. *Bai Jovel”

1 think T'll get on with the * Weekly,’
after all. You fellows go, if you like,”

__added Manners. - .

* Weally, Manners, I twust you are not
keepin’ up your widiculous aversion to
Woylance!” cxclaimed Arthur Augustus

| rone.

apcle is
we shail §°

warmly.  “I had forgetten about that,
hut weally, I supposed you had more
sense, you know!”
“ Brrr-r-r1” said Manners.
“} do uot wegard that as an intelligible
wemark, Mannahs!” -
Manners turned to the table, and
dipped his pen in the ink. His miud was
evidently made up.
~ot Well, is anybody comin’? asked
Arthar Augustus, with 2 glanee of strong
adisapproval at !\i-auluer #
“Yeas, two, anyway,” said Tom Merry.
“I'd like to.” 2
“Same here!” said Lowther, at onece.
“Wighto! Start in a quartah of an
hour, bikin® 1t,” said Avthur Augustus;
and he sauntercd gracefully awa
There was in Tom Merry's
study alter the sweil of the Fourth had
Manners was scratching sway iu-
ustriously with his pen, without looking
at his chums. -
Tom Merry knitted his brows,
¢ Look lLerve, Manners,” he said at last.
#“1 don*t see why you ¢an't come."”’
“I’d rather wot, thauks,” said Man-
ners, without leoking up.
“Becauso you don’t like Roylance, do
you mean?” . E
“If you wani to know-—yes!”
“Why don't you like L
“ Because I don't”
There was no arguing with that. Toh
Morry made a gesture of annoyance, and
rgse 1o his feet. :
#1 thick you're an unreasonable ass!”

he said.

“Thapks 1"

“I4's radiculous 17

 Really 17 -

“Yes, ridiculous! exdaimed Tom
hotly,  #It's nearly a fortnight since
Roylance came here, and i}'ou had a fight
with him. Time enough for you to have
gat over it, I should think1”

The eolowr crept into Manners’ choeks,
but he did not answer, and he did not

look up. .

. “Tt’s all rotl” continued Tom Merry.,
“I undersiand about your being down
on him at first, when you thought he
had bullied your minor. ¥You found out
that Reggic was to blame, and Roylance
let him off lightly, Reggic told you so
himself, and you apologised to Roylance.
1 thought that was the end of ik”

“Did you?” o -

“Yes, I did! As for your fight with
him, what does that matter? Surely
yow're not owing a chap a grudge be-
4:_1;*1.5«3e ”he got the upper band in a fair

EUChve

I+

% Jolly mean, if you are!” said Lowther
bluntly.
“Not at ull!” answered Manners,
“Yau can’t say the chap's cxowed about
#t—he’s never mentioned it,” said Tom.
* Nobody would even ‘have known that
you got the worst of it if you hadn’t said-
so yourself. And the fight was due to a
misynderstanding, anyhow. Everybody
likes Roylance in the House,” =

“Yes; I've noticed he’s rather popu-
lar,” said Manners, with a sneer. .

“Why ghouldn’t he be, when he's a

to own up,” said Manners guietly.

thorgughly decent chap in ev
can't see why you can't &
him.”

“Well, T can’t!” .

“VYou owned up that you were in the
wrong in your row with him.”

“1'was in the wrong, so I was bo:mId

Tt
wasn’s pleasant, but I had to do it, and
1 did it. Pellows have been saying ever
since that I did it because I was afraid
of getting another licking.”

“No fellow with any decency would
say so. Racke, or Crooke, 1 suppose—or
Trimble !” said Tom scornfully, *'It's
not like you to take any nctice of cads
like that!® °

=1 doir’t 1
it, all the

" And v o 2z
because -# cad iike Racke chooses to s
caddish, untrue things?”’

Manners laid down his
round on his chair, and facéd his chums.

“It's no wgood jawing,” he said, *I
don't like the Tellow. I don’t say there’s
anything wrong about him. I dare say
he's all right. But. I don't like hLim.
That's the long and the short of it. As
I don't like him; I don’t want his com-
pany.” :

“¥ou can be civil to a fellow you don't
like, T suppose?” N .

»1'd rather not see him at all. And
I'm not going to. I'm not going out
with him, and T don’t want to be intro-
duced to his uncle. ’
not stopping you fellows going.”

“1t makes it beastly awkward, when
we're on good terms. with the chap!”

“That’s your look-out, if you’re in such
& hurry {o throw over old friends for
new ones,” sgpid Mauners bitterly.

*Oh, dou't talk rot!” exclaimed Tom
Merry sharply. “*Roylanca isn’t our pal,
und you know it, But he’s a decent sort,
and I like him, too.”

“Well, if you like him, get along and
go with him! ‘U get on wiﬂizlr the
¢ Weekly > while you're gonc.” E
*Tom Merry hesitated. :

_ “0Oh, come on!” exclaimed Lewther
ll::ipa.fmnﬂy. “If Manners is going to
sulk we may as well clear off!”

“ Who's sulking?” shouted Manners,
" “You are!” You've béeen sulking ever
since Roylance came . here!” snapped
Lowther. “ You want us to cut a chap
who's never done any harm, and we're
jolly well not going to do it. You've
admitted you were in the wrong in row-
ing .with him, and that ought to make
an end of it. Owing grudges and bearing
malice is geting like a Prussian, so you
?ﬁ*' put that m your pipe and- smoko
i !

And with that Monty Towther strode
out of the study, and Tom Merry, after
one uneasy glance at Manners' lowering
face, followed him, Manners sat down to
his work: again, with a clouded brow and
set. lips. -

He was in tlie wrong, and he knew it.
There was po gqod redson for his dis-
liking Roylance, But the fact remained
that he did uot like hims,

fstice.

dpen, swung -

Let it drop! 1'm

i

wEt
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CHAPTER 2. 1
1

.On the Road.
L OLD on, kid!”
It was just like Wally of the
. Third to address Tom Merry,
the junior captain of the
school, in. that cheeky way.  Wally
D’Arey, Reggic Manners, and Levison |
minor were coming upstairs, and they
met the two Shell fellows on the landing.
“Hallo!” said Tom, rather gruffly,
*What do you want?”
.. “Don’t bite a chap's head off!” an-
swered D’Arcy minor. - “ What’s ruffled
the serenity of your noble highness?”
“¥You cheeky qoung asal”?
“You cheeky old ass!” retorted Wally
independently.
Tom Merry burst into a laugh.
“That's better,” said D’'Arcy minor
approvingly. ¢ t's my dear little
ommy again, as Miss Priscilla would

*“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Reggie Manners
and Levison minor together, and Monty
‘Lowther chuckled.

Tom made a movement to pass on, but
D’Arcy minor stopped him. .

“We want vou!” he said.:

“Can’t stop. D'Arcy and Roylance
will be waiting for us,” replied Tom.
“ Another tims, whatever it is.”

““Qh, my major can wait,” said:Wally,

“and Roylance is only a new-kid any-{

way ! We want you to start us.”
Ve

“It’'s the Third Form paper-chase,”
explained Levison minor, “We're start-
ing in a guarter of an hour, and you're
going to start us—sec?”

“It’s an honour for you, you know,”
remarked . Manners minor. * Kildare
started us last time. He's playing footer
now, though.” ’ :

“And T'm second best?”. said_Tom,
with a smile. = “ Ask Manners. He's in

" the study. I really must get off now.”™

<4 ., have been chi .
" 4T Tom Merry colourcd a little,

- Roylance was willing to let

o

“0Oh, Manners will do!” - assented
Wally. “You're not the only pebble on
the beach, dear boy. Come on, kids!
We'll bag your major, Reggie.”

“Right you are !

The three fags went on up the stairs,
and Tom Merry and Lowther descended,
and_went round for their bicycles. They
found Arthui Augustus D’'Arcy and Dick
Roylance at the bike-shed. ;

Roylance greeted them with a cheery
nod,

“*Manngrs ecming?”” he asked.” Theve
was cértainly no trace of animosity about
the New Zealand junior. .

‘Manners had owned up frankly that he
was in the wrong in their old %;mrrel. and

ygones bo
bygones. He had not come much into
contact with Manners since then; bug as
they were in different Forms, that might
ance.

“ Manners is grinding out stuff for the
*Weekly,” ” he explained. He felt very
ncomfortable as he said it, for, although
it was truo enough, it was not the whole
Strugh,

Roylance’s eyes gleamed for a moment,

nd then he nodded carelessly, and
~turned to his machine. . i

“Weady, desh boys!” said Arthur

. 'Aungustus, wheeling out’ his ‘handsome

Jigger.

The . four juniors wheeled their
machines down to the gates and out irto
the road. There they mounted and
pedalled awdy. . :

It was a cold and sharp but sunny
afternoon, and a ‘spin through the
country -lanes was very enjoyable. Tom
Merry and, Lowther did not enjoy it so
much as might have been the case, how-
ever. Manners ought to have been a
member of the party. The Terrible

.| He jumped off, and the other .fel

Three. were generally inseparable,
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Manners’ reproach, unfounded as it
was, remained in Tom Merry’s mind,
It--was -absurd to suggest that he was
throwing over an old iriend for a new
one, and it was rather exasperating that
the matéer should present itself to
Manners’ mind in that light. .

Tom liked the New Zealand junior,
who was a cheery, good-natured fellow,
as he liked a dozen other fellows, that
was all. Roylance, in fact, was the ver
fellow Manners himself would have liked,
but for that unfortunate trouble on Roy-
lance’s first - day at 8t. Jim's, a trouble
that was due to Reggie of the Third.

Manners’ reproach was unjust; bus it
wotried Tom a little while he was ridin
through the lanes with Roylance, ‘anﬁ
Manners was left on his own in the study,
with only his own compan{, for the after-
noon. It was Manners' fault, the fault
of his unreasonable temper; but it
troubled Tom somehow, all the same.

The captain of the Shell was almost
glad when there came a sudden *“Pop!”
from_ his tyre, and his machine drug{ ed.

j ] ovis
slowed down and dismounted,

“Bai Jave!
deah boy!” remarked Arthur Augustus,

“Go hon!” murmured Monty Lowther.
“Did you work that out in your head,

Gussy 2" -
“ Weally, Lowthah——"
“It’s a beastly burst,” said Tom Merry

ruefully, “I ought to have scen to that
tyre before, really. .By Jove, it's
serious !

He turned = the machine up, and

examined the tyre. It was a bad burst,
and the mending was likely to be a slow
and laborious operation. ~ The juniors
locked at one another,

“Woylance has to see his uncle at’

thweo,” remarked Arthur Augustus. .
“You'll have to get on without me,”

said Tom. ““Can’t be helped. T shall
have to wheel this brute back.” - .
*Tt’s rotten !” said Roylance. - I can’t

stop very well, as my uncle’s expecting |
mE-” «

You've got a punctuali, |.

“ All serene !” said Tom.

“I'll stay with you, Tommy,” said
Monty Lowther at once. “8orry, Roy-
lance! Yon don’t mind?”

“Not a_bit!” - :

“You should weally be more - eareful
with your tiahs, Tom Mewwy,” ad-
monished Arthur Augustus, “Iowevah,
we had bettah be off, or we shall be late.
Ta-ta, deah boys! It’s weally too bad!™

“Ta-ta, old scout!™

Roylance and D'Arcy remounted and
rode on, leaving the two Shell fellows
together. ’ .

It’s rather a corker,” remarked.
Lowther, looking at the damage. “We
can wheel it into Woodford from here.
There's a cycle-shop there.”

“Best thing to do,” agreed Tom. ,

" Lowther guve him a rather curious
loak.

“You're not very sorry it happened,”
he remarked.: i

“Well, no; not very,” agreed Tom
frankly. “It's rot, of course, but after
what Manners said, I'd just as soon not
go to Abbotsford this afternoon.”

“ Manner was talking out of his hat."

“T know; but——"

“1 never thought old Manners was °
such an ass !” said Lowther. *I thought
he'd have come round before this, Well,
let's get along.”

The two Shell feliows tramped away to
Woodford. Meanwhile, Arthur Augustus
D’Aroy and Dick Roylance were making
good speed, Roylance had a rather
thoughtful expression on his sunburnt
face, and he rode for a long time in
silencé. He broke the silence at last.

“T'm a néw chap at 8t. Jim’s, D*Arcy,
but you know those three fellows pretty
well,” he remarked.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Do you know whether Manners is
still keeping up a grudge against mo 7™

Arthur Augustus coloured uncomfort-
ably. - He had good reason to know it,
" Weally, Woylance—"

*1 don’t. see why we should,” eaid

Tae GeM Liprary.—No. 581
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Raylance. * We had a row, but that was o
misunderstanding.  Those three fellows
are %rew;:,close chums, I understand?”

“ Yaas.

«I¢s rather awkward, you see. If I'd
_known that Manners was still keeping

‘rusty,. T wouldn’t have thought of asking
them for this afternoon, I didn’t know
it; in fact, I'd jolly near forgotten that
T’d had a row with Manners at all,” said
Roylance, smiling. “ But if he is keep-
ing it wp, I .shaﬁf have to be a bit more
careful with his friends.”

"4 Mannahs jis wathah an ass, desh
boy,” said Arthur Augustus. “16 is
weally vevg unlike him to keep up 2
thing like this; it is weally a vewy good
chap. But—but to be quite fwank, 1
foah that he has not forgotten that little

twouble.”

Roylance nodded.

«All serene, now I know,” he
answered,

And he rode on in silence dgain. But
the fact that Mannera of the Shell still
regarded him with dislike bad no effect
upon the New Zealand
spirits, and the two Fourt! -Formers had
a very cheery time ab Abbotsford Camp
that afternoon.

——

CHAPTER 3. ,
The Third Form Paper-Chase.
ANNERS of the Shell did mnot
M— look specially pleased when
L threo fags presented themselves
in the study.- . .
He was doing his photographic article
for “Tom Merry’s . Weekly,” but not
getting on with it very well. It was
quite a short article, for the terrifio cost
of paper caused the * Weekly ” to be cut
down almost to vanishing dimensions.
But, short as it was, Manners did not get
through it.
He was feeling down that afternoon.
Manners was a conscientious fellow,
and he was not satisfied with himself for
keeping up a dislike of the new junior,

Roylance. When he had believed Roy-| 4,

lance

ilty of bullying Reggie. it had
been

ifferent, Buf that had been ex-
plained away by Reggie himself.  But
that very explanation increased _poor
Manners discomfort in connection with
tho matter. For he had clu?ped in quite
unjustly, as it turned out. had picked a
quarrely with the new fellow, who was
only shaking the fag for having cruelly
hacked his shinj and he been
most ingloriously defeated in a stand-up
fight—by "a fellow, too, in & lower

The whole affair was unpleasant to
Manners; and, though he knew that it
was nnjust to visit the unpleasantness
upon Roylance's unot{endmi head, he
could not help the feeling. In spite of
his better nature, r 2
in his breast, and found expression in
words and actions.-

And the fact that the New Zealandér
was a cheery, good-natured fellow, and
very popular in the FHouse somehow
added to his bitterness, because. it
doprived him of any excuse for it.

In that frame of mind, Manners was
not feeling happy or comfortable, and
the glance he gave the fags was nob o
welcoming one. Re%gm was the cause
of all the trouble—Reggie, whose. per«
verse temper had led him into a row
with the new junior, inte wl ich Manners
had 1;;1 mged without knowing the facts,
thereby making an ass of himself, as even
Regﬁle had pointed out to him with
brot. er{{e candour. »

ie had almost forgotten the

. But s ¢
incident. is manner was quite cheer-

ful, and he did not evén notice the cloud.

on his major’s brow. -

“Hallol Sticking at swotting "’ de-
manded Reggie. “We want you.”
 TrEe Gex Lisrary.—No. 521

junior’s sunny {

Form.

the bitterness remained’

“The other two duffers have gone
out,” remarked Wally. “We want you
to come and start our paper-chase,
Manners.”

Levison minor, who was rather more
observant than his comrades, gave
Manners a rather curious look, and

“Not if you're busy, Manners.”

“Rot 1" said Reggle at once. “How
can he be busy on a half-holiday? Lines
can wait.”

Manners rose to his feet.

“I'l come,” he said btiefly.

“Good !|” said Wally. *“Got any scent
Lu‘ can give us? Old_ exercise-books,
Latin grammars, patriotic pamphlets, or
articles for the * Weel-:l}"? All’s grist
that comes to the mill.’

“We're a bit hard up for scent,” re:
marked Manners minor, in a aggrieved
tone. “Everybody seems to be saving
up his wastepaper %o sell. I think she
Head might let us have some of the
hooks from the library. No good asking
him, though.”

. “You young ass!” said Wally wither-
ingly. “Lots of those books ore worth
pounds. and pounds.”

“Rot! I've looked -at 'em—lots of
‘et in Greek, I wouldn’t give a tanner
for the lot!”

“fWell, 1 wouldn’s,” agreed Waily,
with a nod. “But I'd like to see the
Head's chivry 1f you asked him for his
set of Atschylus to tear up for a paper-
chase. Can we have this, Manners?”

“This ? was Manners’ half-finished
article for the © Weekéy. g

“No, you young ruffian!”

“All Tright. %eep your wool on!
What's this?”’ Wally picked. up another
paper from the table. * Lowther’s merry
comic column. I suppose we can have
that? It will be a joke to use that for
scent. And, as Lowther’s a gree\,t_ joker,
he’s bound to see the point.’

Before Manners could interfere, Wally,
with the ruthlessness of a Prussian Hun.
ripped up Lowther's humorous -paper,
and jammed it into the bag he was wear-
ing on a strap over his shoulder. His
comrades chuckled.

“Ilere, out you getl”
Manners, .

And he hustled the three Third-
Formers out of the study before they
could lay hands on any further scent.

The Shell fellow went down to_the
quadrangle with the three cheery fags.
In the ?;Md quite a little army of fags
had gathered. School House and New
House were well represented, and a few
Fourth-Formers had joined the crowd,
though, as Wally expressly stated, it was
a Third-Form ran.

“Qh, here you are!” called out Jame-
son. “I thought youw'd mistaken it for
bedtime, and gone to sleep somewhere.”

. “Rats!” retorted Wally., *‘Don’t we
want a starter, you New House ass?”

“Qld Taggles could have started us.”

“Qld Taggles be botheredl Now,
then, line up!”

“Not . much good having young
Manneérs for a have,” remarked Haobbs.
“Young. Manners can’t run.” . .

Re%gm gave Hobbs a ferocious glare.

- #Oh, I shall buck him up,” answered
Wally. .

“Youwll get a dot on the nose if you
begin bucking me up!” retorted Reggie.

“If you're ' going’ to be cheeky,
Manner minor—=" .

" Poofln_

“Hadn't you better get started?”’ in-
quired Manners of the Shell mildly, Is
this a paper-chase or a jawing-match?”

“It's between young . Manners and
T.evison minor for the other hare,’’ said
Wally, ere was no doubt about Wally
for the post of distinction. = He had
settled that for himself, as monarch of

exclaimed

1

| pate1”

‘run for toffee.”

- where

all he surveyed in the Third Form. “I
don’t care which it is; but if young
Manners is going to be cheeky——"
“Qh, I don't mind!” said Frank Levi-
son at once.
“Young Manners won't be much
good,” said Jameson, with a solemn
shake of the head. * Anvhow, toss up
for it.” . i
“Look here, I'm going to be hare
roared Reggie. ‘““Levison minor can’t

£

“Qb, can't II?
warmly.

“No, you can't. You run like a tom-
cat!”

“You cheeky ass—"" '

“Taoss-up for it,” said Wally decidedly.
*1 think young Levison would be better

excloimed Franks,
. "4

myself. Anybody got a senn}‘?"
A I_Fermy was produced.
“Heads, Levison; tails, Re gie,”

announced Wally, * Chuck it up, Jame-
son, and Jet 1t grop.” 2 Re08

The coin spun in the air, and clinked
to' the ground. There was a general
craning of necks to look st it.

“Head!” announced half a dozen
voices. ‘‘It's Levison!”

Wally held out the second bag of
socent,

“Here you are, Frank.”

Frank hesitated.

“If Reggie wants—" he began.

. “XNever mind what Reggie wants,”
interposed Wally autocratically. _*He
isn’t Tsar Reginald of St. Jim's, T sup-
pogse? “Shove this bag on, fathead!”

Wally slung the bag over Frank
Levison’s shoulder. Reggie was looking
sulky, as he generally dlCF when his lofty
will and pleasure were crossed. -

“Line up!” snapped Wally. :

“It won't be much of a run,” grunted
Manners minor. ‘I shall catch you tiwo
duffers in the third field.”

D’Arey minor sniffed.

“If you catch me I'll give you my new
pocket-knife,” he said scornfully. “Don’t
swank, Reggie; it don’t suit_your style
of beauty. Line up, and don’t scowl

e fags lined up at last, Manners of
the Bhelf took out his watch.

“ Five minutes’ start,” said Wally.

“ Right-ho!” :

Wally and Levison minor trotted oub
of the gates, and the array waited for
the interval fo clapse. :

“Time, isn't it¥’ exclaimed Manners
minor impatiently, at length, s

- Another minute,” answered
brother. .

“0f course, ‘you're bound to stick .it
out to the very last second!” sid
Reggie sarcastically

“ Manners looked at him.

“I'm bound to start vou fair,” he
replied. n “Don’t be a young cad;

je.! -

“0Oh, rats!? .

“AManners minor wants to win Wally’s
pocket-knife, bedad " grinned Hooley o
the Third. * Sure, and you won’t win it
in a month of Sundays, Reggie! You'll-
be pumped before the: finish and dead”

his

“T1l keep on longer than you do,”
growled Reggie. “If I don’t keep in to
the finish, you can punch my nose as:
hard as you like!” 5

“Done!” grinned Hooley,

“Time!” called out Manners. -

“(lome on!” shouted Jameson.

The crowd of fags sweph out of gates.
Manners put his watch back in his
pocket, and walked away to the School
House, He returned to Ivsis photographic
article. But he threw that up after a
time, and went down to footer practice, .
he found Kangarco, and_ Clive,
and Figgins.& Co. of the New House.
Tt was rathér livelier than amateur
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jouinalism in the study. Bub even footer

ractice could not quite banish the clouds
from his brow, and he wished that he
had, after all, gone with his chums, ‘even
with the obnoxious. Roylance thrown in,
It was with a moody brow that he strolled
away Trom the school in the -late after-
noon.

.  CHAPTER 4.

- , Danger ! ‘

e ASY does it!” grinned D'Arey
%, - miner. .

Frank Levison slacked down,

smiling.

The two hares had had it all their own
way so far. Leaving the track of torn
EE er behind them, they had crossed the
: aﬁis, and- wound by paths through the
wood, and gone over the hill, and now
they were crossing a section of the wide
. mogr, within sight of the smoke. of Way-
and.

- The pack, so far, had had little
chance. : .

Once -or twice they had sighted the
hares, and Jameson’s bugle had rung
out, but Wally and Frank were -easily
the best runners in the Third, and they
hed soon outdistanced the pursuers again,

Wally halted on a high knoll, and
Tooked back.

In the distance he could see some
st;‘:gglmg members of the pack. The
wind had«scattered the trail, and the
hounds were trying right and feft for it.

But as YWally grinned at them from the
distance, Jameson’s bugle rang out again,
showing that he had beén seen.

“Come on!? said Frank. ,

Wally ran down the slope.

“ Half of 'em have tailed off,” he said.
"'Regge’s sticking it out, but he can’t
run. Fancy the cheeky young ass saying
he’d catch me—me; you know I

And Wally snorted with contemptuous
indignation, :

“Which way now?" asked Frank.

“Keep on.”” s

‘;Thaﬂs through the Moor Fields,”
said Levison minor.

“All right; that's easy

“Fots of.cattle-there.” :

“If you're furky of cattle, young Levi-
son—-——""

“Fathead !"” answered Levison minor.
“I heard that Mr. Griggs, of Wayland,
wis chased by the blad >
day in these fields. That bull is & regu-
lar Hun. There's a board up.”
“We're going through the Moor
Fields!” answered W, stubbornly.
, of Wayland, is a hoozey
. bounder, and I dare say his nose fright-
ened” the bull,
there now.”

“ How do you know ?”
“I've gab eyes!” explained Wally.
The two hares had reached the fence
that ‘bounded  the fields. There wera
.cattle grazing in the fields beyond, but
“ the black bull was not to be seen. A
board in a very prominent position by
_ the stile announced that trespassets
would be prosecuted, by order: and

Wally, having time on his bands, paused

a minute to pencil the word “Rats!”

under that announcement.

“I don’t believe in land-hogs!” he
told Levison minor.
“ But—-""
“That’s the worst of you, young Levi-
1 ; you're always butting 1

And Wally led on through the field to
Wtop further argument, dropping the trail
of torn peper with a-careless hand. Levi-
son minor followed him. 'He had. his
doubts about crossing land  that was
barred to -the public, but Wally was
leader, and that strong-minded youth had
- apparently setiled to his own satisfaction

that he was free to cross eny land in the
county.

‘But by the

running,™
SR

time the Tags were half-way

bull the “other |

Besides, the bull isn't
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across the field Wally discovered that he
was in error on the subject of the dreaded
black bull. -
From a hollow in the corner of the
field, screened by willow-seecs, o bulky
form emerged, and a bellow floated on
the wind.. Levison minor jumped.
*“Wally,” he shouted, * the bull I
“Oh, don’t bull me!” said D’ Arcy
minor. ‘“He won't hurt us, I
it was Griggs’ nose that did it."”
o ,?ok here! T'm jolly well going to

tell you

run! -
ﬁ:‘No hurry! The pack’s half a mile
off.”

“I'm thinking of the bull, ass!”

“Blow the bull |” .

Wally persisted in progressing at an
easy tro$ to show Levisen minor and the
universe generally that he wasn’t afraid
of bulls, “As a_matter of fact, however,
be guickened his trot a libtle B3 he heard
a deeper and louder bellow from the

‘corner of the field.

. Tho black bull evidently resented the
invasion of his special domaiu, or perhaps
he was a bovine land-hog, and did not
approve of rights of way across his field.

A loud thudding sounded as he started
in the direction of the two fags. Frank
Levison was running, with one eye on the
bull, and his heart beat faster as he saw
the bulky animal in 1notion. é

“Wally,” he panted, “put it on!”

(13 Eﬂts !,! . .

 He’s coming for us "’ shouted Frank.

Wally looked round then. - -

“Oh, my hat!” he cjaculated. *Cut
for it!”

Waliy broke into a_ terrific burst, and
Levison winor was hard put to it to
keep pace with him now. The fags ran
fast, but the bull, excited and angry now,
ran faster, and a snorting bellow sounded
terrifyingly close behind.

Wally reached the fence, and bounded
over. Levison minor reached it, but he
was too breathless to jump, and he olam-
bered over wildly. His comrade turned
back on the safé side of the fence, and
his face paled as he saw the bull only
three yards behind Frank.

Quick as a flash Wally tore off his half-
filled bag of scent, and hurled it at the
bull's steaming jaws.

The animal swerved, and then caught
the falling bag with his horns, and gored
it savagely. Levison minor clambered
into safety, Wally dragging at him. He
stood panting on the safeside. :

The bull, bellowing, was tearing the
bag to tatters, and scattering what re-
mained of the scent far and wide.

“My only Aunt Jane!™ murmured
Wally.

“You idiot!"” gasped Frank Tevison.
& gk here_"__!' .

*You silly chump !

“Why, T—Dll—— _

“ You dangérous nsg!” shouted Fraul.
“Wo might both have been gored to
death. T've a jolly good mind o punch
your nose " ;

D’Arcy minor .looked warlike; -but hé
controlled his wrath, He. realised only
too cleatly that he had been obstinate
and foolhardy, and that it might have
cost both him and his vom?mion dear,

“ Perhaps I was a bit of an ass!” he
admitted. . .

“A silly, thumping ass!’ answered
Frank.

“Well, now you've told me, and. you
can cheese it. No bones broken, any-
way; and "—Wally chuckled—* we've
beaten _the ck. They won’t come
across the field now.- We can take it
easy home.” - .

“I'm not going to take it easy till
we're out o% these fields!” growled
Frank, “There may be gome more
bulls,”

“Oh, rata!” :

“Well, I'm going.” Lo :

And Levison minor went, and Wally,
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on second thoughts, rau, too. From &
hedge that bordered the dangerous field -

on another side at a distance, where n

lane ran beyond the willows, two juniors
in Norfolks waved their hands from their
bicycles, but the fags did not see them.

he two hares kept on a rapid run- il
they were well out of the Moor Ficlds,
and then dropped into an easy walk
through the wood for home.’

CHAPTER 5.
¥ Fools Rush In >

i OLD on!” yelled Jameson. :
The pack had reached the -
+ stile giving access to the Moor
Fields. - Reggie Manners was
ahead, and he had one leg over the stile
when Jameson shouted to him.
Reggie looked round.

“Thig way !” he called back.

The pack straggled up. There were
not more than seven or eight fellows
still in the running. It was rather a long
run across country, and the fags had
tailed off.

Regzie was not one of the best run-
ners by auy means, but he was sticking
it out. His pride was aroused, and he
was determined that by hook or by crook
he would be in at the death. His cus-
tomary energy  would have petered
out long before, but obstinacy and annoy-
ance spitrred him on.

“That's right, Jameson!™ panted
Hooley. ‘““The paper goes on through
that field. Look g it!? .

“I know it does, fathead!” replied
f-"lalnimson_.‘ “But there’s a bull in that
12 lg—"

*Blow the bull '™ said Reggie disdain-
fully.

*“We're going round,” said Jamcson.
“I'm not going round ! doclared Man-

ners minor. * Wally and ‘Levison have
gone through.” .
“More fools they!” said Jameson,

with & siff. “I'm going round. Fm
not a silly ass, if they are !

“We shall be left right out if we go
round,” ’

“T'd rather be that than be gored by a
bull,” was Jameson’s reply. * “Look at
him! You can see him from here.”

*He let the others pass.” -

“Well, I'm going round. Suit your-
self, and if you get gored don’t blame
me!” And with that, Jameson tarned
away. “Come on, you chaps; it's a good
way round by the lane, but it can’t be
helped. Put it on!”

The fags followed Jameson, with the
exception of Reggie Manners. Reggio
remained on the stile, hesitating.

He was savngely anxious to overtake
the hares, and make good his boasts ;
and Wally and Frank had evidently
crossed the field in safety, in spite of the
bull, for ‘the trail of torn paper lay

_directly before him.

“Funks!” yelled Manners minor after .
his comrades, as they plunged away
through the frosty grass.

Jameson & Co. did not even look
round. They disappeared beyond a siope
in the ground, and Reggie was left
alone. .

Reggie  hesitated a few moments
longer. But after calling his comrades
funks, he did not .care fo follow their
example. And though the bull- in the
distance looked a rtather ugly customer,
Reggie had often passed bulls in safety
before. This bull certainly had a bad
reputation; but then Wally and Frank
had gons that way, and there was no

“They'll cackle "at me for being
frightened by a bull when tkey know that
was the renson I didin't catch. them}’
growled Regygie savagely. i

That consideration was enough to
decide the wilful fag. . ]
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‘trace of any remains in the field.
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He jumped down from the stile on the
inner side, and started following the trail
of ‘paper fragments towards the opposite
fence, a quarter of a mile on.

The bull was moving about restlessly in
the field, which the fag might have
gueseed indicated that he had been re-
cently. disturbed end irritated. But he
had ﬁis tail to Reggie, and did not see
him at first.

As he got further and farther from
the “stile, %\/Imnera minor was drawing
nearer end nearer to the bull, who was
only about a dozen yards from the foot-
path in the middle of the field.

And as he drew nearer and nearer
Reggie felt less and less comfortable.

o remembered what he had heard of
the reputation of the black bull, and that
he was said to havergored a farmhand,
and to have attacked several people who
had ventured into the field without know-
ing that he was there. Reggie’s pace
slackened, and his heart beat faster, but
he kept on.

He was close on the middle of the
fleld, .thie bull siill ahemfn of him and a
dozen yards fo the left, when the anjmal
looked round.

The bull made a sudden movement as
he saw the fag, and his tail lashed.
Reggie felt his heart leap into his throat.

¢ gh, the horrid beast!” he muttered.

His feet dragged to a halt. With all
his reckless bravado, his legs refused to
carry him any nearer to the ferrible
animal. .

A deep, echoing bellow came from the
bull, and it made the fag's hair almost
stand on end. ;s

Reggie stood frozen for a moment as
he saw that the bull was actually advane-
ing upon him, And that he meant mis-
chief was only oo evident from the lash-
mipail and the red-gleaming eyes.

eggie cast a wild glance round.

He could not keep on without rushing
wvpon the danger he recognised too late.
And behind him the stile lay four
hundred yards away. He knew he could
not run that distance, or half it,
before the bull reached him.

Away to his_right, nearer than the
stile, was the hedge bordering a lane
that” ran along the side of the field, a
narrow lane, with ‘high hedges, much
used by the St. Jim’s fellow as a short
cyoling cut on the way to Abbotsford.

The hedge was nearer than the stile
he had left behind, about half the dis-

tance.
Reggie did not think it out. He acted
instinctively. As the bull careered to-

wards him he turned sharply from the |

]';a.th to the right, and bolied for the
i3:] (-1

e ran as he had never run on the
cinder-path.

The fag did not néed to look round.
Behind hin he could hear the heavy
thudding of hoofs,

The snorting of the savage animal
ecame to his ears, and fast as he ran it
grew ever louder and louder.

Yet his feet seemed scarcely to touch
the grass as he flew. He was alreadv
tired with a long run; but his fatigue
vanished. He ran untiringly, frantically,
bis breath coming in great throbs.

The hedge seemed terribly distant.

_ He was suddenly aware of a voice call-

ing from the lane through the " high'

hedge. Bomeone there had seen  his
danger. He hardly heard it, he did not
heed, and all his thought and energy was
econcentrated upon the task of eseaping
the horns of the bull by a superhuman
effort. o .

The hedge at lagt!
It rose before him,
yards—two or three. Then, {feeling
rather than knowing thet the savage
head was lowered behind, charging him,
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Only a few more

he bounded desperately to one side, and
the bull went thundering by and crashed
on the hedge. . i .

-The hapless fag sank in the grass, over-
come, L ' )

There was a bellow of wreth from the
bull, crashing on the hedge in his mad
charge; but he swerved back, looking
with bloodshot eyes for his victim.

Reggic staggered up dazedly.

He %O‘ltﬂd wildly along the hedge, th
bull after him. oser and closer, an
then his strength failed him, and he
pitched forward in the grass,

Helpless, scarce able to move a limb
in his terrible exhaustion, he lay at the
mercy of the bull.

1t was too much, and it was no wonder
that the fag's senses failed him, and that
he lay in the grass in a dead faint, with
the black buﬁ thundering down upon

him.
CHAPTER 6.
In Direst Peril.
(13 HE weckless young asses |’

Arthur Augustus D’'Arcy made
that remark in mingled wrath and
relief, .

Roylance and D’Arcy were cyding
home from Abbotsford, when from the
lane they caught sight of Wally end
Frank Levison running from the bull in
the field adjoining the lane.

They halted at once, in great anxiety,
and ran up into the hedge, to see what
would happen.

To their great relief the two hares
escaped into the next field—too far off
all the time for aid to be lent, if it had
been needed.

Roylance waved his hand to the dis-

tant fags, but they went on their way
without seeing him., Arthur Augustus
gas with relief, but he was as angry
as he was relieved.

“The weckless young asses! They
might have been goahed!” he exclaimed
breathlessly. “I shall box Wally's eahs
for this! Bai Jove! It has thwown me
into quite a_fluttah !”

“Young duffers!” agreed Roylance.

Arthur Augustus went back to the road
and picked up his bike.

“é)oma on, deah boy!”

“Hold on a minute,” said Roylance
thoughtfully. ‘ Those ‘kids are hares in
a paper-chase.” i

+¥Yaas. It's the Third-Form papah-
chase to-day.” . Lo

“Then the pack will be after them
soom” . :

“I pwesume =0.” [

“It won't be sale for them to cross
the field.” .

“They won’t be asses enough, I should
think !" exclaimed Arthur Augustus.

““Your young brother was
enough, aun:ly that kid Levison.”

“Bai Jove, you're wight, Woylarce |”
Arthur Augustus nodded. = “We could
get wound and stop them. I know the
way. It’s wound by those twees, and
past the pond, and then by the dip.”

Roylance smiled,

art,”” he said, “I

ass

“You know this
don’t. You cub round and tell the young
duffers to keep elear, and T'll watoh here,
in ease you miss them, or don’t see them
in time. If a young duffer gets into this
field, he will want help.”

“Yaas, that is so. Pewwaps I bad
better wemain, and you go——"

“But I don't know the way.”-

“Bai Jove! I forgot that! All wight.
T'1l wejoin you heah, deah boy.”

Arthur Augustus jumped on his bike
and rode back the wa% the juniors had
come, to get round to the stile, and warn
the pack off when they arrived there.
Roylance squeezed himself into the
hedge, and watched the field,

His brow was very anxious.

I any reckléss fag ‘ventured into the

field as the hares had done, he would be
in fearful danger, Roylance knew thai,
and the New Zealand Junior was not the
fellow to leave anyone in danger un-
aided, -
. Not that he relished the idea of brav-
ing the black bull in his own domain, far
from that. But he would have done it
if duty called.

And, aware of the possibility, he un-
fastened the waterproof cape from hig
saddle, and threw it over his arm, and
posted -himself in the hedge again to
watch,

He had not long to wait.

Long before Arthur Augustus could
gft round by the devious way to the stile
the pack arrived there.

The halt they made caused Roylance
to hope that they saw the danger, and
hed decided to keep clear of it.

He set his lips as he saw a single fag
enter the field and follow the paper-trail,

“The young fool!” he muttered.
angrily.

iven at this distance he recognised
Manners minor, the fag whose peevish
temper had caused his trouble with
Manners of the Shell on the day he came
to St. Jim’s. .

From the fact that Reggie came on
alone, and that the rest hag gone a dif-
ferent way, he could guess that the fag's
wilful temper was at work again. But
all thought of that was swallowed up in

anzety.

He shouted a warning; but the diss
tance was great, and the wind was
against him. Reggie did not hear.

With detp anxiety Roilance watched
the fag’s progress across the field,

He began to hope that Reggie would
get past without attracting the attention
of the bull.

But that hope was soon dashed to the
ground. With starting eyes Roylance
watched the chase as Reggie started run-
E_mg'for the hedge, wit% the bull after
im.

s

. Closer and closer came the fag, closer
and closer the thundering bull behind,
and Roylance shouted to gie, hardly
knowing what he shouted in his wild ex-
citement and anxiety. - .

Ho squeezed himself further through
the hedge, but it was thick and strong,
and it was a struggle to get through. He
heard the fag’s gasp of terror as the bull
Eaased him, he heard the crash on the

edge, ‘only a few yards from where he
was forcing his way through. With &
final effort he burst free, and jumped
down into the field.

Reggie; in a dead faint, and quite in.
sensible, lay a few yards from him on the
left; on the right the bull came charg-

] inﬁdown on the fallen fag, -

oylance was between.

In less than a minute it would hav
been all over with the fag, and it needed
more than common courage for the New
Zealand junior to throw himself in the
path of the raging animal.

But he did not hesitate.

Breathless from his struggle through
the tenacious hedge, Roylance sprang
between the ball and his victim.

The heavy waterproof cape was in his
hand. He had reason to be thankful that
he had had the forethought to provide:.
himself with it. The bull came thunde
ing on with lowered hend, not even see
ing the new figure in his path, and Ro;
fance hurled the cape and leaped usigo
just in time. .

His hand had heen awift but sure, The

“cape caught on the lowered horns, and

d!:’nog there, and dangled over the savage,
bloodshot eyes.

There weas a muffled roar from the bull
as he passed, 'thundering, within three
feet of the panting jurior, w5

But he did not reach Manners minor.

B
3
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Blinded by

! the olinging cape, the
animal tossed i

0 up his head, carecring
round furiously, bellowing and snorting.

Roylance did not lose a.second.

Two bounds carried him-to the side of
the insensible fag. He bent, and lifted
Reggie Manners in his strong arms, and
hurried back to the hedge.

Reggie’s weight was little to the strong-
limbed junior, He reached thé hedge
and_ plunged into. _the‘uﬁening he- ha
made in squeezing through.

"It was not easy to ]i:aas, for tho tangled
hedge had set closely, and he had to
struggle and fight-his way. o

Behind him the bull was roaring.

* Woylance, deah boy—"

It was D’Arcy’s panting voice. He

tasped Roylance from the lane, and

ragged at him and at Reggie.

- With e final effort they came throuih
into the lane, and tumbled down in the

ust.
A maddened bellow sounded from the

eld.

The bull had got rid at last of the en-
cumbrance upon his head, and was
glaring round in search of his victim.

“Bai Jove, he’s comin’!” panted
D’ Arey. :

Crash ! .

Only a fow seconds after Ro: lance was
clear the bull’s head crashed into the
‘hedge. ; )

For a moment the hearts of the juniors
almost ceased to beat at the thought that
the savage animal might force his way
through.

But where Roylance's slim form had
squeezed a passage there was no room
for the mighty bulk of the bull. He re-
ceded, roaring with pamn, and did not
charge the bhedge again. He returned,
hellowing, to the torn cape, and tossed it
about in his fury till it was almost in
ribbons, ~ . ) Sy

“Thank goodness we're out of that!”
gauted Roylance, reeling against o tree

Yy the roadside.

“Woylance, old chap—"  Arthur
Augustus was almost blubbing with ex-
citement. “Old fellow, it was wippin'—
wippin’ | T saw it from up yondah, and
came back instead of goin’ on. I—I was
afwaid you—-"

He stopped, his voice trembling.

“All's well that ends well I gasped
Royslance, trying to smile. “But that
kid—he looks in a bad way !”’
. Arthur Augustus bent over the fag,
who lay motionless in the grass by the
side of the lane in the shadow of the

e,

“He’s fainted!” he said. “Tt's Man-
nahs minah. We must twy to bwing
him wound somehow.” -

.“There's a cottage yonder. Let's get
him to it,” suggested Roylance.

5 " Good ideah 1™ -

On the aother side of the lane was a
te, with & path running to a oottage a

n yards from the road. A labourer
a8 coming down the path to the lane,
having evidently seen the whole affair.

Arthur Augustus called to him.

“*Bring him in, measter,” replied the
cottager. “I'll help you.”

Ho opened the gate, and came out into
the road to lend a hand.

*“Better get a doctor to him, D'Agey I
muttered Roylance. )
© *Yaas, wathah!”

“ Will you cut off 7 T don’t know- the
roads—-"

Y Yaas, deah boy. There's o short cut
to Wylcombe from heah——""

“Buck up, then 1"
- Arthur Augustu jumped on his
machine, and pei:!a:sllecl1 away like the

wind. The cottager carricd Manners
minor indoors, and Roylance wheeled his
bicydle into the garden, and then fol-
lowed him in.

. A few minutes later half a dozen
Juniors came trooping along the lanc,
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and they passed oh, litle dreaming of
the tragedy that had nearly taken place
there. ~ Jameson  stopped and looked
through the top of the hedge into the
field, a little way past the vottege.

“Can't see Manners minor there !” he
remarked. T

‘“He must_have got. through all right,
then,” said Hobbs. “ He'll cackle at us
over this, the cheeky bounder !” -

“More likely he turnad back,” said
Hooley.

“Two to one he did,” agreed Jameson.
" Anyhow, let’s get on. The hares have
done us in the eye, there’s no getting out
of that.”

And the tired and dusty pack went on
théir way, picking up the paper trail
once more on the edge of the wood, and
following it home—to arrive at St. J im's
balf an hour after Wally and ILevison
minor. -

CHAPTER 7.
A Shoek for Manners,

6 ALLQ, Manners!”
H “Hallo1”
Manners of the Shell stopped

in surprise.
He was strolling along a shady lane,
with his camera slung over his shoulder.

Marnners was still moody and down, but | g

the footer practice had done him good,
and he was feeling all the better for a
walk in the keen, clear afternoon,

His face brightened at the sight of
Monty Lowther and Tom Merry, on
their bikes in the lane. They jumped
down at once. -

“ Fancy meeting you!™ grinned Monty
Lowther. *“Did you get fed-up with
photo articles for the " Weekly ' 77

“Yes; I've been playing footer,” said
Manners, ““Then I came out for a trot.”

“Dan’t say you missed us?” pmiled
Lowther. 3

“Well, perbaps I'did,” said Manners,
colouring.  “ What are you fellows doing

ere, anyway? Where are the other
two?” X

“Puncture on the road,”
Tom Merry.

“Then you haven't been to Abbotsford
at all 7 exclaimed Manners.

“No. Roylance had to get there to
see his uncle, and he couldn’t wait, and
D’Arcy wont on with him,” said Tom.
“ We've been getting a puncture mended
in Woodford.” *

“Oh, good !” said Manners.

The Terrible Three were glad to be
together again. Manners turned back
with his chums, and the three walked on
together towards the distant school, Tom
and Lowther wheeling their machines.

“Rather a disappointment for you
chaps, not getting to Abbotsford,” Man-
ners remarked.

“Well, I'd have liked to meet Roy-
lance’s uncle,” said Tom, *but it doesn't
matter. I wasn't wholly sorry to get the
puncture.”

“Did you start the merry fag papez-
chase t” asked Monty Lowther.

“Yes. I dare say they'll be pretty
nearly home by now,” remarked Man-
ners.  “If I'd come with you I should
have turned back when you did, so it
comes to the same thing.” :

“I suppose it -does,” agreed Tom
Merry. . c

Manners hesitated.

- “Look here I he said at last: “I dare
gay I was a bit.ratty when you fellows
went. . You needn’t mind that.”

“We don’t.” ’
But—but I don’t lilﬁh

explained

“I—I'm sorry.
that chap Roylance, and that’s flat. .
you fellows want to be friendly with him,
you needn’t mind me. . But [ can’t be,
and that's sottled. I don't want to in-
terfere with you.” "

“My dear ass, we shouldn’t have much
to do with a Fourth:-Form chap, any-
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way!” gaid Tom.. “And Roylance
wouldn’t have asked us for this afternoon,
only I'm sure he'd forgotten all about
your row with him. I wish you'd forget
1t, too.” !

“Well. T can't.”

“Hallo!” ejaculated Monty Lowther,
as e bicycle-bell rang on the road.
‘‘Here’s the one and only. Roylance
isn’t with him,”

“Gussy " exclaimed Tom.

Arthur Augustus, riding like the wind,
is eyeglass flying at the end of its cord,
came whizzing round a tirning into the
road from a narrow lane. . 2
The chums of the Shell locked past
him, expecting to sec Roylance; but
there was.no sign of the New Zeuland

Jjunior. T

““Gussy 1" shouted Lowther. . :

Arthur Augustus jammed on his brakes
as he sighted the Terrible Three, and

slowed down.

“Bai Jove! You fellows heah!” he
exclaimed.  “Mannahs, deah boi, I'm
vewy glad to see you. Your minah—"

Manners started.

“ What about my minor®”

“He's in Bunce’s cottage up the lane
I'm goin’ for a doctah. Can't stop!”

And Arthur Augustus drove at his
pedals again, and dashed on, vanishing
lown the road like a flash,
‘Manners stood very still.

“ ie in Bunee's cottage—a—a
doctor!” he muttered blankly. *What
has happened then?” - .

“r:8ome accident,” said Tom uneasils.
“Here,” take my bike. You know the
cottage—up that lane, and bear to the
left. “Sharp's the word!”

Manners threw himself upon Tom's
bike and dashed away, his face white.
He knew that D'Arcy had thrown him
that hasty information in passing so that
he could go to his minor.

His heart was heavy with fear for his
brother. What could have happened to
Reggio that D’Arcy was riding like the
wind for a doctor?

Manners rode madly up the lane.

Tom and Monty Lowther looked at ona
another in dismay,

“What on eaith's happened’™ mul-
tered Lowther,

“An accident of some sort. . Reggie
was in the paper-chase,” said '1501:1.
‘Poor old Manners! If~if it's serious,
it will cut him up! Let's get after him.”

Thoy hurried after Manners, Tom
;ti;nding on the footrest of Lowther's

. i

Manners had vanished in a cloud of
dust,

ust,

‘The Shell fellow was by no means an
athlete of Tom Merry’s calibre, but he
was riding now at a speed that Tom had
seldom equalled. What had happened
to Reﬁgie? His father!  What woulld
his father feel if it was sorious? Manners
rode frantically, the pedals spinning
round like lightning.

He came up to Bunce's cottage gate in
a whirl of dust.

Hardly noting shere the bicycle ran
as he jumped off, he threw open the gate,
and tramped up the garden path. His
hand trembled as he knocked at the cot
tage door. Roylance, from the little
window above, looked down on Menner,
in amazement. The New Zenlan!
junior was astonished to see lLim thers.

My hat!” he mutiered. .

Reggie Manners lay on the little Led,
still unconscious. : The cottager's wifo
was beside him, doing what she could for
the: faﬁi but he had not come to,

BRoylance stepped quickly to the bed-
room door.

Ho did not want to meet Manners
there. The meeting would be awkward
for Manners in the circumstances,

Roylance left the bed-room quickly as
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" -Mamners came in unsteadily.

A %reat rate.

§

he heard Manners knock at the door
below.: ;

_He hurried down the little stairs as
My, Bunce came slowly out of his dusky
little kitchen to answer the deor.-

Roylance went into the kitchen.

* He heard the door open, and Manners’
husky voice speaking :

“My brother ia heve, I think?”

“(ome in, sir.”

Bunce gave a curious glance ot his white,
strained face. '

“"ain’t very serious, sir,” he said
comfortingly, ““Only fainted. The bull
never. touched him.” .

#The bull!” muttered Manners.

“Mr. Lucas’ bull was arter him, buk
the young gentTﬁ‘ot him away in time.
He’s upstairs. is way, sir."” .-

Mr. Bunce showed Manners up the
narrow, rickety stairs. E.

Rorlance sat down in=the kitchen.

He was undecided what to do. ~

He was needed thers no longer, now
that Reggie's brother was there, and he
did pot want to meet Manners, He could
guess-what the Bhell fellow’s chagrin
would be like, meefing his special enem
in the role of his brother's rescuer, 1t

“ would be uncomfortable on both sides.

A few minutes luter there came
another knock -at the door, and he heard
Mr. Bunce admit Tom Merry and
Lowther, and caught their voices, in low

* tones, as they were taken upstairs,

Roylance made up his mind.

" He quitted the cottsge, returned to his
bicycle in the garden, and wheeled it out
quietly into. the lane.” There was
nothing to stay for longer, and he was
better off the scene.

He mounted in the lane. and rode
away swiftly in the dirsction I Arcy had
taken some time before, 5

quarter of an hour later he ‘passed
the Rylcombe doctor's trap, driving at a
He did not kuow Dr. Short

v sight, but he could giess that this was
the doctor D’ Arcy had fetched.

He rode on.

“ Hallo, Woylance!”

Five minutes after passing the doctor’s
trap he met Arthur Augustus on the
voad, riding et a much giore leisurely
pace now, Roylance jumped down.

“That was the docgor?' he asked.
“Man in & trap?”

““Vaas, wathah!”

#0Oh, good!"

“Comin’ back?” acked D'Arey, stop-
ping'\.l ¥

“May as well get.on,” suggesied Roy-
lance. =~ “Manners ia there now, with
Tom Merry and Lowther. We should
on‘Iy be in the way.”
but Weggie—' :

“He's all right. He’s not hurt, you
know.,” :

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Wight you are! am
fatigued, as a mattah of fact.”

And the two Fourth-Formers rode on

to. St. Jim’s. - Sy
Short had arrived at

Meanwhile, Dr.
the cottage.

He ordered the - Terribler Three to
stand away, and proceeded to attend to
Regyie. e fag was coming -to_now,
and his eyes were open, with a wild light
in them. o L Y

“The bull!” he muttered. 5

The doctor answered. him sopti_ﬁng;iy.-

Reggie sat up as he recognised the

he

wathah

" achool medical man.

“TLook here, I'm mnot ill!”
claimed. : ]

Evidently it was the old Reggie again
already. . .

Dr, Short smiled.

“Ng, you're.not ill,” he agreed. “You
fainted—"
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Mr.

‘Pewwaps you are rig‘nt,' dealt boy; 1

- was very ncarly on him, w

“T've never fainted in my life!”
“Quiet, my lad ! answered Dr. Short.
He turned to Manners. gy
“There’s nothing the matter with your
brother, Manners—nothing at all. = He
had better be kept quiet for an hour, and
then he can be taken back to the school.

 Better get & trap.”-

“1 can walk,” granied Reggie.

“Dry up, kid!” muttered Manners. -

“Take him in a trap,” said the doctor.
“He's had a bad- sbock, and fainted,
and he had better not exert himself. I
really don’t see why Master D’ Arcy was
so alarmed.” :

And the medical gentleman, evidently
not very pleased at being called up in a
hurry to attend to such a slight matter,
gave Manners a few professional direc-
tions, and returned to his trap.

. “I'll go and see about getting a trap
to take him home,”  said Tom Merry.

“May get one at Lucas’ farm.”

“Loek out for the bulll” galled out
- Reggie. :

Tom laughed. i

“1 she'n't go mpear the bLaull” he
angwered. : :

 He went down and Lowthér followed
him, Jeaving Manners with his minor.
The Bhell fellow sat on the foot of the
bed, breathing hard. He had had a pain-
ful shock, and his velief at finding Reggie

PASAAAAANAAAAAAAANNN
almost  unhurt was great. He was
curious to know what had happened;
but, as the doctor had said that the fa,
was to be kept quiet for a time, he dig
not question him.

Reggie lay silent, with his eyes closed.

He was feeling sick and weak. But
his eyes opened efter a time, and he sat
up, scowling.

“How on earth did you get here?” he
asked,

_“D'Arcy called to me as_he passed,
and told me where you were.”

“Did he? How the thump did D’ Arey
know, and what on carth was he doing
here, too?” grunted Reggie.

“1 don’t know,”

“Who fetched me out of the field ?”

“1 don’t know, Reggie.” .

“That cottager chap, I suppose,” said
Reggie. “I say, sir, I'm much obliged
to you.”

_ Mr. Bunce shook his head as Reggie
called across the room, i :

“*Twasn't me, gir,” he said,

“What was it happencd, Mr. Bunce ?”
asked Manners, 2

“1 saw it from: the winder, sir, This
young gent was in the field, and the bull

hen the other
young gent got him out jest in time.
Very brave of him it was,” said Mr.
Bunce. “I wouldn’t ’ave cared to face
Mr. Lucag’ bull, not if I could have
helped it.” ;
- “IrArey, I suppose, as he
remarked Reggie: * Blessed
he had it in him 1. .

wag there,”
if T thought

~ “I've been thin
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“T don’t know the
said Mr. Bunce.

Tom Merry locked in.

“We've got the farmer’s trap when
you're ready,” he said.

Foung gent's name,™

“TIl carry Reggie down,” said Man-
ners.

“You won't!” growled Reggie. “I'm
not a haby.”

Byt Reggie found himself so weak that
he had to hang heavily on his brother’s
arm as he descended the staira, Tom
Merry and Lowther had made a hasty
collection ‘between them, and raised the
sum of seven-and-sixpence, which was
pressed into Mr. Bunce's hand. Then
the Terrible Three and Reggie drove
away in the farmer's trap for 8t. Jim's.

CHAPTER 8.
Shoulder-High, -

“ AT Jove, I'm wathah tired!”
confessed  Arthur  Augustus
D’Arcy.

“I've had encugh,” remarked

Roglance. .

'the two juniors disthonnted at the gate
of 8t Jim's, and wheeled in their

machines_in the falling dusk. .

The bikes were put up in the shed, and
they walked round to the Sechool House.
There was a deep line of thought in Roy-
lance’s brow. He paused as they came
towards the house,

“Tiold on a minute, D' Arcy !V

“ V¥aak, deah imz:j Anythin’ up 7’

ig.”
-4 Any” | wesult?”
Auvgustus, with a-smile,
oylance laughed. :

“Yes, I think so. I cleared out of the
cottage whon Manners came,. and he
didn’t see me, or know that I was there.’™

“Pewwaps that was wathah tactful,
deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus, with a
nod. **Poor old Mannahs! He will feel
35::1 f;.,Wfiil ass whep he knows what you

X

" “That's what I was thinking of. I
doil}’t ;e% why ho should know.”

“No need to tell him, is there?"” asked

Roylamce, flushing.

“But—but——" stammered = Arthur
Augustus, m surprise. “He’s bound to
know, He will ask Weggie—"

“His minor can’t tell him anything.
I.H? hadn’t recovered his senses before I
e

have Jgot him ocut of the pull’s way, deah

7.

“It might have been anybody,” said
Roylance. * Anybody passing would
have done .it, the same as I did.”

“Yaas, I suppose so.”

“Well, then, leave it at that.
ners is kecping up a fat-headed grudge
awful fool if he knows—"

* D*Arcy chuckled,

“VYaas, wathah!* - .

“Well, he needn’t know. It will be
jolly uncomfortable for me, too, placing
a fellow under an obligation when I'nf
on bad terms with him. As it happens,
he doesn’t even know I was there, and he
needn’t know.” :

_Arthur Augustus reflected.

“Weally, Woylance, I am very pleased
to see that you are not lackin’ mn tact
snd  judgment,” he said graciously.
“Pewwaps, as you say, it would be more
tactful not to mention that you were on
the spot at all.
twemel uncomfy posish * for . both
parties.” 5 i

“That’s what I'think.”

“PBut you are entitled to the cwedit,
you know—" . d

“Qh, hang the credit !

“You wisked your life, Woylance !”

“Never mind that.

im:,lui-red _Asthur |

against me, and it will make him feel afis,

I suppose I'm nok.

A
“But be will know that somebody must .

-y
~

It will avoid an ex- -



Every Wednesday,

going parading up and down the school
asking the fellaws to admire me 17

“Ha, ha! No. Pewwaps it would be
hettah taste to hide your light undah a
bushel, old fellow, undah the gires.”

“I'm glad you see it,” said Roylance,
relieved. ““No need to say a word about
it. you see. Let's get in to tea, and keep
it dark”

“Wighto 1”

They went into the School House, and
Roylance went to his own study, where
Smith minor and Contarini were finish-
ing tea. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy pro-
ceeded to look for his minor.

He found Wally & Co. in the Form-
room discussing the absence of Manners
of the Third.

-“Wally, you young wascal—" began

* Arthur Augustus severely. .

“Hallo, cocky 1"

“You cheekay young boundah!: I

- baye locked in to ‘speak to-you vewy

severely, hat do you meeii by ewossin’
a field with a mad bull in it?7

“The bull wasn't mad, ass!”

“Well, he was vewy savage.”

“8o he was,” agreed Wally. “Ho re.
minded me of Herr Schneider.”

“Worse, if anything,” remarked Levi-
son minor.

“You wisked your life, Wally—"

“Well, I didn’t lose it,” said Wally
cheerfully; “and if I had it would have
saved me from being jawed by my major.
There’s u silver lining to every cloud,
© you. see.”
*“Ha, ha, ha1?

“Pway be sewious on a sewious sub-
ject, Wally. Mannahs minah was vewy
nr\ai:l,y goabed by the bull in followin’
you,”

“By gum! Was hei” exclaimed
Jameson. “Then be didn't turn back,

- after all1"
- “No, Jameson. He was chased by the
bull.” : 2
" “Great pip! T hope he won-the race,”

“You don't mean to say that young

Reggie was gored?” exelaimed Levison
. minor. *

“He was vewy neably goahed.”

“Oh, 8.1mniss i3 as good as a mile,” said
Wally. *Young Levison was very nearly
gored, if you come to-that.”

Arthur Angustus frowned sternly, T
really did not seem possible to impress
Wally’s youthful mind with a proper
understanding of the seriousness of the
nmiatter,

““Is thet why Reggie hasn’t come in#"
asked Hobbs.

Yoas.?

G W-'e]l,. T said i]e was an ass at the

time,” said Jameson. “You fellows
heard me.”
“Where is he, theni” demanded
Wally. g

Y- S
“Lyin’ at Bunce's cottage, in a faint,
when I saw him last,” answered D’Arc}{
major, “The bull vewy neahly had

him.”

“A faint!” gaid Wally scornfully.
““Oh, the silly baby !”

*He fell down wight vadah the bull’s
horns, Wally.”

“How did he get away, then 1

“A chap jumped in and stopped the
bull by flingin’ somethin’ oval his horns,
and got Weggie away just in time. They
came neah bein’ killed, both of them.”

“Good chap, whoever he was,” said
Levison minor. * Was it you, Gussy ?”

“17" ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

“Yen. You were on the spot it
scems,

“Good old Gussy!” exclaimed Wally
heartily. “ You're not the silly idiot you
always make yourself out to be, old
‘chap.” .

“Bai Jove! But it was not I, you
young asses !’

“Who was. it, then ?”

“ A—a chap! He.pwefers not to men-
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A Hero In Spite of Himself }
{See Chapter 8,) .

tion who he was, you know, bein’ a
wathah modest chap.” X

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wally. “I
know who's the ¢uly modest chap at St.
Jim’s. His/name’s Gussy, and he's a
howling aes1”

““Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Weally, Wally—"

“Three cheers for Gussy!"” shouted
Wally. ;

“ Hip, hip, hurray !

“But it was not I yelled Arthur

Augustus, in consternation. “It was
quite anothah chap—" .
“Rats! Gentlemen,”  said  Wally,

‘locking round, with a grin, *“Gussy has

distinguished himself, and lie wants to
hide his light under & hat. He’s saved
the life of a member of the Third Form,
according to his own account—-"
“Ha, ba, ha !”
. “I haven’t! I dido't! I wasn’t
howled Arthur Augustus, quite at a loss,
“ Shoulder high ' shouted Wally.
* Hurrah 1" : B}
“You young asses!" shouted Arthur

2

Augustus, as the grinning fags sur-
vounded him. I wepeat—- eggo !
Let go at oncel I tell you— Oh,gbai
Jovel” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Up went Arthur Augustus D’Arcy on
the shoulders of the fags. They carried
bim round the Third-Form-room in
great trinmph, .

D’Arcy shouted. and -expostulated in

vain. - =
-“Bee if the coast’s clear, Levison,”
shouted Wally, when Arthur Augustus
ad made. the circuit of the Form-room
on the shoulders of the fags.

“Right-ho ! grinned Frank.

He ran out, and came back in a minute
or less, L

#“All sercne. The light's not on yet,
either.”

“@Good! Come on, you chaps.
him_home!”

“Hurrah !

Arthur Augustus, wondering whether

Carry

he was on his head or his heels, was
borne shoulder-high out of the Form-

room. The coast was clear, and he was

rushed up the big staircase, fortunately
without any masters or prefects coming
upon the strange procession.

The crowd of fags rushed along tho
Fourth-Form passage, with the swell of
S, Jim’s sailing along on their shoulders,
yelling.

“What the meriy dickens!” shouted
Cardew of the Fourth, who was coming
in with Clive and Levison major.

“What's the game, Frank?” yelled
Levison,

‘ “Tt’s the conquering hero!™ grinned

Frank. “We're taking him home. in
state,”

“ Hurrah!”

“He's saved the life of ~Manners .

minor,” shouted Wally, ‘At least, he
says go, and he ought to know.”
h 8 he!”

Ha, h

“1. " dide’s. T  wasn’t—— Oh!
Yawoooh! Don’t swash my. nappah on
the dooah!” wailed Arthur Augustus.
Hobbs hurled open the door of Study
No.- 6/ Blake and Herries and Digby
were there, Iate in to tea. The three
juniors fniriy Jumped as the mob of fags
oured into the study, with Arthar
ugustus shoulder-high.

“Hallo!” roared Blake. “What the

um;;——-. & &
tht( escue !)l )

“Here he is!” shouted Wallv. “He's
the Conquering Herol He's been kill-
ing mad bulls and saving lives all the
afternoon!  Hurrah!”

Plump !

Arthur Augustus was landed bodily on
the iea-teble, and the fags swarmed ont
of the study, leaving Blake & Co. blink-
ing at. their study-mate. Wally chuckled
gleefully as he returned with his com-
rades to the Third-Form-roon.

“But, I say, young IVArcy, did your
major really save Reggie's lifet” nsked
Jameson,

THEE GEM LiBrART.—No. 521,



1 THE BEST 40 LIBRARY. D&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 49 LIBRARY,

"' Blegsed if I know! He says he did,
or e didn't! Blessed if I quite know
which he meant!” ‘answered D’Arcy
minor cheerfully. “It's stopped him
jawing, anyway. He came to jaw, and
Wwe 8to] him,”- . - '

“Ha, ba, ha!” :

There was no doubt about that. But
as to what had really happened to
Mammers minor the fags had to wait for
Reggie’s return to learn.

CHAPTER 9.
. _ Mysterious !
. ERE they are!”
) ' Blake and Herries  and

: Digby, "of the Fourth, were
waiting -at the school gates
when & frap drove up with the Terrible
Three and Manners minor in it. Tuggles
had come out to lock the gates, and the
jumniors woere only just in time.
**You kide there?” called Tom Merry,
blinki through the wintry dusk.
“Lend a hand with these bikes, 23 you're

there” : "
the two bicycles that |

Blake & Co. took
-were handed down the back of the trap.

Tom Merry jumped down, followed by
Lowther, and Manners helped his minor
to alight. :

“What _on earth’s, happened?” . de-
manded Bleke. “(Gussy’s mystifying
everybody.”

“We have,” answered Lowther.

“ Anybody hore got any money? Chap’s
got to be paid.”

“Lend us some tin, Blake,” said Tom,
laughing, as Manners went in at the
gates with Reggie.

‘*Right you arel” .

Money was forthcoming, and the driver
of the trap drove off satisfied. Then
Tom Merry and Monty Lowther took
their machines and wheeled them in.
Blake & Co. accompanied them in groat
curiosity and surprise.

“Look here, what's been going on?
demanded Blake. “Wally says that
Gussy saved voung Manners’ life, and
Gussy says he didn’t. Has anything
hap to that young waster?”

“Somebody seems to have sived
Reggio from being badly hurt, at least,”
answered Tom Merry. “I conclude that
it was Gussy. Haan't he told you?”

“He won't say a word about it.”

“Why not?” demanded Lowther.

" Goodness knows! Tell us what you
know abous it.”

* Kasily done,” said Tom. “We didn’t

o to Agbntaford owing to & puncture.

ussr and Roylance went on alone. Wo
crawled in to \Voodierdiland gol the tyre
mended, and walked home, and met
Manners on the Rylcombe road. Then
Gussy suddenly burst on us, riding like
thunder for a doctor, and he called out
in passing that Reggio wos at Bunce's

oott%%e."
“Had he been to Abhotsford?"”
“I don’t know. I suppose so. It was
Iate in the afterncon.”. =
“Roylance wasn’t with him?” asked

ne

ig. .

“No. I never saw Roylance after we
})al;;eg ‘with him on fhe way to Abbots-
Oor

“And_what did you find at Bunce’s

cottage?” 3 5
“Reggie. The ass had gone
into the Moor Fields, and got chase by
the bull. Mr. Bunce saw it all from his
‘window, The bull was right on him
when somebody jumped in the way and
fished Roggie out. It must have been
D'Arcy; I suppose, as we found D’Argy
riding for the doctor. But he didn't
cui'(ne bnﬁk to the cottage; and that's all

now,
“Why don’t .he tell us what's hap-

‘had not talked much en

pened, then?” said Blake, mystified.
THE GeEx Lirary.—No. 521, ;

bﬂ‘;I give I:lmjf up. W;hen we,;ehpl“t the
es up, we’'ll come along, and help you
bum I-Em till he does tell.”- P
“Ha, ha! Good wheeze!”

bikes were put up, and the juniors
hurried into the School House barely in
time for late call-over, They found Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy in hall, v
thoughtful and serious. “Manners joined
them, and Tom noted that Reggie was in
the ranks of the Third, who were, whis-
pering questions to him,
peared to be answering rather grumpily.
The events of the afternoon had not had
2 pleasant or soothing effect upon

ie. v -

. After call-over the Terribla Three
joined Blake Co. in Btudy No. 6.
Arthur Augustus Iooked rather unsasv.

& co see that quesitioning was
coming, and promise to Roylance
held him silent on_the subject of the
rescua of Reggie. Roylance, of course,

d kpown nothing of D’Arey’s having
passed. the Terrible Throe on _his way to
the doctor’s, and having sent Manners to
the coflage.  Arthur Avgustus had, in
fact, forgotten it himself when Roylance
asked him to keep silent concerning the
rescue. . :

So_far as Roylance saw, thers was
nothing to connect either him or I’ Avcy
with the rescue of the feg, as Mr. Bunce
at the cottage did not know their names,

Had he been aware that D’Arcs’s con-
nection with the matter was known, at
least, he would hate taken a different
view.

But Arthur Avgustes had noé hap-
pened to mention it. . Both the juniors
had been tired on their home ride, and
route, and
Arthur Augustus had not thought of it.

Bat the swell of St. Jim’s realised now
that the position was awkward.

Wally, half in fun, had jumped
to the conclusion that Cussy wes the
noble rescuer, hiding his light under &
bushel. And Gussy had; at Ieast, to give
some explanation. .

8ix juniors looked inguiringly ‘at
Arthur Augustus, who coughed and
coloured, and did not speak. :

“Well?” said Tom Merry,

“Well?” repeated Blake.

“Well, deah boys?”’ said Arthur
Augustus feebly. i

““Tell us what happened this afternoon,
Gussy,” said Manners quietly. “ Reggie
has told me that he fell down in front
of the bull; and, though he won't own
that he fainted, it’s pretty clear that he
did. Somebody got him away from the
bull by chucking something on the beast’s
head and turning him aside. It was you,

I suppose?”

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“You saw it, anyway?” asked
Lowther.

““Yaas, wathah!” 3
“Were you alone when you saw it?”
demanded Blake.
“ Natuwally, deah boy.”
“Then it was you did it.”>
ata!”

13 ‘V .
“Did you or did you not?” demanded
Tom Merry.

*“Not, deah bay !

#“Then who did?”’

“I aom wathah ' fatigued now,” deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustus calmly.
“Pewwaps we might postpone this in.
tewestin’ conversation for the pwesent.”

The juniors stared at him.

“Why don’t you want to tell us?” de-
manded Manners.

“Bai Jove! That is a wathah wotten
way of puttin’ i§!"

““Was it Bunce® asked Digby.

“No, Dig, it was not Bunce,”

“Then who was it?" roared all the
juniors together, .

“I am sowwy I cannot satisfy your
cuwiosity, -deah boys!” answered Arthur

looking very .

Reggie ap- |

.yanked that young

gy o

Augustus calmly. ~ “T wegwat fo. say it
vewy much, but there you are. Pway
let the matiah dwop!”

“You howling ass—"

“ Weslly, Blake!"”

“You burbh'ni jabberwock !

“I wefusé to be called a burblin’ jab-
bahwoek, Blake!” :

. “Porhaps it was Roylance,” said Her-
ries, after some thoaght. 2

Manners started.

““What rot!” he cxclaimed.

“Well, Gussy went out with Roylance,
you know. Was Rovlance with ‘you.
Gussy, when you saw Reggie just going
to be gored?”

Arthur Augustus smiled, He was able
to answer that question in the negative
with -perfect veracity, for he had been

[ & good two hundred yards away from

Roylance at that {ime,

“ No, Hewwies. Woylance was not wiil:
me, then.”

“You had parted with him earlier®”
asked Blake.

“Yaas,” smiled Arthar Augustus.

“f?t,f’ler going to Abbetstord, I sup-

S0 [

“Yaas; on the way home."”

“When did you join him sgain? 1

 Lelieve you came in together.”

@

I met him again latah, deah boy.
aftah goin’ to Wylcombe for the doctah.”

“I kunew it wasn't Roylance,” said
Mauners, with a curl of the lip, ' That
settles that, anyway.”

“ Roylance might have done it, if he'd
been tﬁere," said Blake, rather sharply.
“No reason to say he wouldn’t have.”

Manners shrugged his shoulders.

“1 don’t think so,” he said.

“You have no wight to say that, Man-
nahs £ exclaimed Arthur Augustus.

“QOh, rats!”

“Weally, vou checky ass-—"

*“ Look here, Gussy, did you get Reggie
away from the bull?” exclaimed Manners,
“I want to know {"

“I wefuse to answah any furthal
questions on the mattah, Mannahs. I
have my weasons,™

“What are your reasons, then®"

“I ‘am sowwy I cannot tell yon,
Mannahs.”

“You utter ass—"

“Bai Jove, you wottah——"

I think I’ve seen this coming on for
some time,” remarked Blake, “I fear
it runs in the D’Arcy family. Poor old
Gussy! Rely on us to stand vou a strait
waistcoat when it grows worse!” :

- “Yousilly ass!” roared Arthur Augus-
tus. “If you mean to imply that I am
off my wockali—"

“Well, aren’t you?” asked Blake, in
sarprise. -

““Certainly not, you fwabjous ass!”

“Then why  can't you give a plain
answer tg a plain question?”

“Th Ar@ Weasong———'"

" @ive the reasons, then, ass!”

8,

“0Oh, he's potty!” said Herries de-
cidedly. “I cee it all clear enough. He
idiot awey from the
bull, but he’s got some potty idea of hid-
ing his light under. a bushel. It’s his
modesty on the rampage. Let's bump
himt "Modesty is out of place in the
Fourth Form.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Bai Jove! Fands off, you duffahs!
Oh, cwumba!”

Arthur Azsuatus dodged out of the
study, and fled for his life. And the mys-
tery of the rescue of Reggie Manners
remained & mystery.

Neither Roylance nor D'Arey had
guessed at the complications likely to
ensue-from keeping the truth dark, of
course. But Arthur Augustus was begin-

| ning to guess at them now!
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CHAPTER 10, -
Tricked !
4 (NTEP into my study, Roylance, old

S chap |

Roylance glanced at Racke of
the Shell in surprise.

As .a new fellow, Roylance naturally
did not know very much of Aubrey
‘Racke, especially as the heir of Messrs.
Racke and Hacke was in a different
Form. But he had heard remarks on
the subject of the festive Aubrey, and he
did not much like Anbray’s looks, cither.

Racke’s sudden cordiality surprised
him, and did not particularly please him,

#Yes; come in,” said Crooke of the
Shell, from the doorway of the study.
“I've been looking for a chance of a chat
with gou, Roylance !”

“Oh, all right!” eaid the New Zea-
land junior,

Somewhat puzzled,

‘study.. # ¢
Raeke pulled out a luxurious arm-~chair, |

whiich had cost fifteen guineas out of the
war-profits of Messrs. Hacke and Hacke.
“S(Huut down, old fellow !
Roylance squatted down.

Crooke produced a cigarette-case.

“Emoke?” he queried.

“No, thanks!"” said Roylance drily.

“You don’t mind if we do?”

-#1 don't mind what you do in Ez)ur
nwn's!;udi-, of course,” answered 5~
lance, “I#'s no business of mine. But
I understood that that was against the
- Houge rules.” N

“Oh, bother the House rules!” said
Crooke, lighting a cigarette.

“T'l think I'll get along!” said Roy:
lance, rising. “ You'll excuse me, but 1
don’t like smoke!” -

“My dear man, stay where you are!”
said lg.acke, pushing him back into the
chair.  “Chuck that fag away, Crooke,
if Roylance doesn't like it 1

Crooke looked rather unpleasant, but

he threw tho cigarette into the fire. The
New Zealand junior sat down again,
rather restively, He did not like Racke
or Crooke, and did not want to be in the
study, but he felt that there was such
a thing as civility.
“Getting on all right in the Fourth,
kid?”? asked Racke.
* Oh, quite!”
“Had any more rows with Manners, -of
my Form?® ;
“Eo'nk A )
“Fle's keeping rusty.’ -
“JIs 'he?” said Roylance, rather im-
patiently. He did not want to discuss
Manners and his rustiness.
“T suppose you know he’s opposed your
election to the junior debating club.”
“1I didn't know it.”
“Well, he has!” said Racke.
_ “Like his cheek, I think}” remarked
“Crooke, “1I shall put in-a frord for Roy-
lance. Every fellow’s entitled to be a
. member, if yon come to that; it’s pure
cheelk of Manners to want to interfere.
His own pals think so.”
* Roylance flushed uncomfortably.
“TLook here, I'd rather not tulk about

Manners, if you don't mind!” he blurted |

out,

Racke nodded, with a smile, The New
" Zealand junior would not discuss a fellow
unfavourably behind his back, but all the
samo the cad of the Shell could see that
his shot had gone home. Roylance had
heard some rumour before of Manners
wanting to keep him out of the debating
club, of which Manners was a.shining
Tight, and it was irritating enough. This
continnal dislike, which he had done
nathing to deserve, was rather getting on
Roylance’s nerves, .

“But look here,” said Racke, *'you
licked the fellow the day you came to
St, Jim’s, I hear!” .

“We had a fight,” said Roylance,

he cntered the |7,
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“You got the upper hand, I under-
stand 1"

“I’d rather not talk about it.”

%] here, then! Why not lick him
again? He’ll never let you alone till you
do. And there’s a good many fellows in
the House who would be glad to see those
three cads taken down a peg or two—and
a licking for one of them would do it.”

The cad of the Shell had shown his

hand at last, and Roylance understood. |

He had heard somethmi already of the
feud between the two black sheep ahd
the Terrible Three. *

He rtose to his feet, with a con.
temptuous expression on his handseme
face. Dick Roylance was about the last
fellow to be made use of as a catspaw by
a fellow like Auhrey Racke.

“T've no quagrel
don’t intend togquarrel with him to please
ou, Racke!” said the New Zealand
junior. ““I'll get out! Tat-ta!”

He went to the door and opened it,
Racke and Crooke staring at him in un-
disguised rage and chagrin at his cool,
plain speaking. .

But as he opened the door, Racke’s
oyes fell on Manners, who was passing on
his way to his study. Roylance saw him,
and paused a moment before going out.
Racke’s eyes gleamed with malice, and he
called out:

“Y-don’t believe you, Roylance! I
don't believe Manners is dodging you be-
cause he's afraid of you, and as for giv-
ing him the white feather, you can do it
yourself, if you want to! I sha'n’tl” -

Roylance spun round, in utter amaze-
ment at this speech, which had no con-
nection at all with what had been said
in the study. For a moment he won-
dered whether Racke was wandering in
his mind.

Bat Aubrey Racke knew what he was

about,
- For ‘every word had reached the ears
of Manners in the passage, an?l Manners
had come to a dead stop, as if rooted to
the floor by what he heard.

Crooke’s look was amazed, as it turned
on his cham.
Manners’ furious face outside the door-
way he understood. Racke’s quick and
cunning brain had seen the chance and
seized 1t.

Manners spun towards the door, after
a moment of stupefaction. .

Not for an instant did he doubt. He
did not even know that Racke had

| spotted him in the passage, and he could

not lguess that the malicious cad of the
Shell had acted with guick cunning to
take advantage of the chance.

The Sheli fellow’s face was scarlet

with wrath,

“Roylance, you cad, you hound;
youw've dared to say—'" Manners almost
choked,  You lying cad, you rotter, take
that 1" ) 3 -

“J——" began Roylance, amazed and
nonplussed. :

‘He was interrupted. Manners’ angry
fist crashed into his face, and he went
spinning scross the study, to fall heavily
on the floor. ’

CHAPTER 11.
Blow For Blow.

“ ANNERS " S
M Tom Merry and Lowther
came quickly along the pas-

sage. They had seen what
was happening from their study doorway
further up; but they m;pp_osed that
Manners was engaged in fisticuffs with
Racke or Crooke,

They looked dismayed as they saw
Roylance sitting up dazedly on the floor,
blinking and panting for breath.

Racke and Crooke grinned quietly.

Roylance had declined t6 be their cats-

aw, but Racke's unscrupulous cunning
En& brought about the same result. And

with Manners, and |

But as he caught sight of |

One Penawu 1

after that hasty and furious blow j§ was

pretty certain that Roylance would not
trouble io explain to nners. en
if he did, Manners was In no moeod to

believe him,
Tom Merry caught his chum by the

rm,

*““Manners! Vou—did -you—-~"

“I knocked own)” shouted
Manners. “I'm 801115]'1 to .
down again as soon ps ho gets up! Le
go my arm, confound youl”

Tom did not let go. ~ He tightened his

grip-

““What are you rowing with Roylance
for?”’ he demanded. 4

“He's called mé a funk!” Mann
stammered with rage. “He says
dodging him because I'm afraid of
the cad, the liar!”

Ton’s face hardened.

“Oh!” he said, “JIs that i1
He let go Manners’ arm. ;
Roylance staggered to his feet. His
eyes %la.zecl at Manners. 0 o
“Put up your hands, you cad !”” he said

between his teeth,

“TI'm waiting for you!”

Roylance r’nghed at him.

Manners backed into the passage, Roy-
lance following him, and there they stood
up to the combat, which was fast and
farious. .

There came a buzz of voices and a rush
of feet along the passage. The Shell
fellows poured oub of their studies at the
din of the fight. . .

“What on earth’s it about?” exclaimed
Talbot. “‘Separate them!”

“Tet them nlone,” said Tom Merry.

“Buat—-" K 3

“anners is xright. Tet him go
ahead,” said the coptain of the Shell,
frowning. ‘“‘The fellow’s a cad!” 3

“You've changed your opinion of him
rather suddenly then,” said Talbot, in
astonishment. : ; b

Tom seb his teeth. ) .

“He’s taunted Manners with being &
tunk. I hope Manners will smash hinn
If he doesn’t, I willl”?

“And if you don't, I will, Tommy1'™>
snapped Lowther, whose usnally goed-
natuved fzce was like thunder now.

“Qh!" said Talbot, taken aback.

“ (ot it, ye cripples!” sang out Grundy
of the Shell. By gad, this is rather
good for a swot like Manners! That was
& good one on his nose, by gum!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai  Jovel” Arthur  Augustus
D’Arcy hurried up with his chums from
Study No. 6. “Stop them, desh boysl

Stop them at once!

“rkeep off the grass!” growled ’!r"‘om.

Tom pushed the swell of the Fourth
back. Juck Blake caught him by the
arm. y

“Cheese _it, Gussy!l
bisney,” said 8.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The fight was going hot and strong,
and the jnniors looked on breathlessly.

“Pway stop, deah bors!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. “Woeally, Mannahs,
you are actin 'in a wotten way——"

“Shut up!” growled Lowther.

“Lowthah, you wnde ass—"

“Tg it all about anything, or only
Manners’ back up, as usual?” asked
Blake.

“The rotter’s called Manners a funki”
snapped Tom.

“iWell, that’s rotten,” agieed Blake.
“Manners don’t look much like a funk
now, though he’s getting. the worst of
it. : .

Tramp, tramp! Crash!

Manners was down; buf he was up
lile a shot, and coming on fiercely.

"Tain’t your

again

' Roylance met him with terrific vim.

The Shell passage had seen many &
dust-up in its time, but seldom o fight
' TaE GEM LisrARY.—No. 521,
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Like this. Even Tom Merrﬂ'a celebrated
oncounter with George Alfred. Grundy
had been hardly more terrific.

“I wefuse to 3 :
anything of the kind, Tom Mewwy!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus angrily.

::M;El,:ers said so, aes!”.

Arthur Augnstus was nonplussed .

“Howevah, I do not believe it, ell the
same,” he gaid, at last,  “ Woylance
would not say such a caddish thing.”

“Don’t you take Manners’ word?”
shouted Lowther. )

“Pway do not woar at me, Lowthah?!”
answered Arthur Augustus, with dignity.
“I have a stwong objection to bein’
woared at.” .

“ Shut up, then, ass!” :

“1 wefuse to shut up! Mannahs is
mistaken on the point, I think. Any-
way, I wefuse to believe that Woylance
said anythin’ of the sort. Mannahs is
always goin’ for him avithout weason,
and I wegard Mannahs as bein’ uttahly
in the wong.”- »

“Oh, rats!” growled Lowther.

Crash!

Manners was down again. .

Tom Merry ran to him and helped him

up. Roylance stood back, a grim look on
his face, Even his sunny temper had
failed him now. That angry blow from
Manners had been the finishing touch.
He was fed up, and he was prepared to
Fu’e the Shell fellow the licking of 'his
ife, if he wanted it. And plucky and
determined as Manners was, there was
}inttl‘?; doubt that the new fellow could
o it. 5

Manuers panted as Le leancd on Tom's
arm, : .

“Have the gloves on now,” said
Talbot anxiously; “and rounds, too.

Dash it all, ﬁgm‘. ike sportsmen, if you're.

goin
“

to fight!
ot "em alone,” said Grundy.
“Dry up, Grundy, old chap,” said
Wilkins, “I've got some gloves in my
Wstudy, Wait a minute.”
nners had to wait & minute, for he
was too spent to go on, Wilking came
out with the boxing-gloves, and Manpars
waved him back. - -
““Put them on, old chap,” said Tom

derry. “This isn't a prize-fight.”

“I don't -want them,” mittered
nnners.

“Rats! Put them on.”

Roylance quietly donned the other
pair of gloves. "He had no desire to
make a prize-fight of it. 'Manners had to
follow his example then. i

“Now, I'll time you,” said Talbot,
“If you must go on, let’s have it in
order.” &

*“Oh, I don’t care!” growled Manners.

“Time!” - . .

They were fighting again at once.

The crowd thickened in the passage
till it was swarming with the Fourth
and.the Shell, There was e good deal of

gdmiration for Manners, who was stand--

ing grimly up to his opponént, though
it was clear by this ime that he w%.s
outclassed. He received words and
murmurs of encouragement, but so did
Roylance, few of the fellows bothering
their heads as to what the fight might be
about. : .

Arthur - Avgustus constituted himself
Roylance’s second, now that rounds were
observed. When Talbot called time,
he made a knee for the New Zealand
junior. Some of the fellows kept an un-
eagy eye on the staircase. There was a
good deal of noise guing on; but a pre-
fect was not wanted on the scene just
then,

Roylance gave the swell of the Fourth
2 faint smile as Gussy fanned him with o

cap. i ;
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lieve that Woylance said

| gloves, and handed them to Wilkins.
-wag victorious, but he was hard hit.

¥ Feel all wight, deah boy " murmured
D’ Arey.
*“Not quite; but I can go on,”
“I am suah you did not weally call
Mugﬁah;s a funk, Woylance I””

“No."

. *““I was suah of it, deah boy. Mannabs
is a howlin’ ass, I feah. Howevah, you
will lick the duffah.”
‘I mean to try!” muttered Roylance
grimly, . :
“Time | . )
Ebylance stepped up cheerfully at the
call.
His" opponent came up to time much

‘less quickly, though he was as keen as

ever. The spirit was more than willing,
but ‘the flesh was weak. Poor Manners
was not physically a match for the hardy,
iron-limbed Colonial jusifor, and he was
realising it, But that knowledge only
made him the more determined to go on,
in a bitter hope of snatching victory from
the jaws of defeat.

At all cvonts, if he failed, the victor
would not fare much better than the
vanquished, and it would be impossible
to whisper “funk” afterwards. That
cruel taunt, which he believed Roylance
had uttered, stung Manners to the very
soul, and not to save life itsclf would he
have stopped while he could raise his
hand to strike another blow.

Biit the finizh was coming.

TO THE BOYS AT
THE FRONT. -

IF you are unabls fo oblaih this
publication repularly, please tell
atiy newsvendor to get it from
Messageries HACHETTE et Cie.,
. 111, Rus Reamur,
PARIS.

Four rounds had been fought ont after
the gloves were put on. and then in the
fifgh Manuers fell, and lay where he fell.

Talbot counted quietly. ,

 Manners made a ersEel‘ate effort to
rise, and got on his knees, Roylance
standing well back to give him time to
rise. But he fell again. "He had over-
taxed his strength, and he was done,

“Qut!” said Talbot.

He put back his watch. :

- Tom Merry and Lowther pan to their
fallen chum. They helped him into their
study. [ N

Roylance rather dazedly peeled off the

He

“Come along, deah boy,” murmured
Arthur Augustus.

And he led Roylance away to his study,
and the erowd broke up, excitedly dis.
cussing the scrap.

CHAPTER 12.
A Challenge Accepted.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS ID'ARCY
‘looked into Roylance’s stud
later that evening, after Smit
minor and Contarini had gone
down. He found “the new junior
looking &J:}Ie and _tired, and workin
away at his prep in a rather slow an
heavy manner.
*“Feelin’ the dwaught now—-what?”
i;;]qui:ed Arthur Awgustus sympathetic-
ally. :
“ Yes,” said Roylanco. with a faint
smile. “ Manners is a shicker.” .
* About what happened this aftubnoon,
Woylance—-""
D’Arey hesitated
“Yes?”
“1 pwomised yon not to mention that
you woscued that young ass Weggie fwom
the bull. Of course, T am goin’ to keép

that pwomise. But if you didn’t mind, I
was goin’ to ask you to speak out——""
R%a_nee bit his lip. '
“Why 7" he asked? :
“You see, those fellows know T was on
the scens, I passed Marnahs as 1 was
goin' for the doctah—"
“I didn’t know that ! cxclaimed Roy-

lance.

“No; and besides, I wathah jawed
Wally for gettin’ into danguh, you know.
8o he and the othahs knew f must have
been there, and they have jnmped to the
ewwoneons conclusion that wescued
Weggie.” ’

“Oh!” said Roylance, ¥

“Tt is wathbah an awkward posish for
me, you see.”

“I, is rather awkward for me if it comes
out now, just after I've been hammering
Manners and he's been hbammering me,”
said Roylance, with a grin.

“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that!
Pewwaps it would be as well to say
nothin’  comsiderin’,”  said  Arthur
Augustus doubtfully.

“If you wouldn’t mind—"

“Don’t mench, deah boy! Vou are .
quite, wight, and you show a lot of tact
and - judgment for -a youngstah,” said
Avthnr zugust-us, in his most fatherly
way. “Anyway, it doesn’t maitah. I
dare say the fellows will forget all about
it in a day or two. Buck ug with your
pwep and come down, deah boyx!™

And Arthur Augustus left the study.

Roylance did not- buck up with his
prep. In his present tired and aching
stete it was too much- for him. He re-
solved to risk it’with Mr, Lathom in the
morning, and put his work aside. But
he did not go down at once, He left his
study, and went along to Racke’s, :

Racke and Crooke were there, smoking
cigarettes and chatting very cheerfully.

Ei‘he licking of 2 member of the Terrible
Three was a great delight to the cads of
the Shell. .

But Racke looked mneasy as Roylance
came in,

“Have a smoke, kid?” grinned Crooke.
“You deserve it after your terrifio
efforts.” d

Roylance did not heed,

“Racke, you planted that scrap om
me!” he said. * You said what you did
for Manners to hear, to make him think
I'd been running him down.”

“Co hon!” said Racke.

“Being a silly, hot-headed fool, he fell
into the trap!” said Roylance quietly.
‘I see your game quitc plainly.. I
shan't take the trouble to explain to
Mannera. But I'm going to lick you for
playing such a dirty trick on me. " T sup-
pose you must have expected that ?"

“You don't look as if you could lick

.anybody just now !” sncered Racke.

“1 don’t think I shall have much diff-
culty with a_weedy rotter like you!” an-
swered Roylance coolly. “I'm geing to
try, anyway. I didn't want fo fight
Manners, and I'm sorry I had to do-it.
It was your dirty trickery that caunsed it.
Take that to begin with

“That " was a smack that sent Racke
rolling off his chair.

The cad of the Shell jumped up with
a howl of fury, and fairly hurled himself
on the New Zealander. .

After such a fight as he had had an
hour before, Roylance was in no state
for another, and Racke had a strong

ope of thrashing him. But the weedy,
unfit “gay dog” of the Shell was no
good against Roylance, tired as he was.

The Colonial {mocked him right and
left, and when Crocke, at a savage call
from Racke, chipped 1in; a_fierce back-
hander sent Crooke collapsing info the
fender, and he did not join in again.

In fivé minutes Aubrey Racke was
lying on the floor,.completely knocked
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out. Crooke was skulking behind the
armchair in & state of alarm. ~

“ Any more, Racke?” asked Roylanee’|

contemptuously. -

“ Vow-wow-ow |’ was Racke’s reply.

Roylance strode out of the study with-
out & glanca . at Crooke, much to
heroic youth's relief.

A little later he tn¥ned up in the junior
(Common-room, where a good many
%ln.nces fell upon him. Contarini and

'Arcy joined him at once. The Ter.
rible Three were not visible, Poor Man-
ners was in no state to come down, and
his chums were staying up with him.

But Tom Merry came into the Com-
mon-room alone at last. He glanced
round, and came quictly towards Roy-

nce.

There was nene of the accustomed
fricndliness in his face. His look was
hard as steel, and his eyes gleamed.

“A word with you, Roylancel” he
said. :

Roylance was quick to catch the hostile
tone, and his own face hardered grimly.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Tywo if you like 1" he said coolly.
“You've licked my pal Manners. I'm
not grumbling at that; it was a fair
fight. But you insulted him, too, and he
wasn’t able to make you answer for it.
Pm v%onﬂg to, if T can |”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"
Arthur Augustus.

“Shut up a minute, Gussy [”

“Wats! Woylance did not call Man-
nahs a funk at all—"

“T have Mapners’ 'word for that, and
that’s enough for me,” said Tom Merry.
“T'm going to make Roylance swallow
it, or else he's going to lick me. That’s
as it may be. Will Wednesday suit you,
Roylance 7" .

“Tomorrow if you like,” answered
Roylance, with a shrug of the shoulders.

“You won’t be fit to-morrow, after
what you've had this evening——""

“Tsn’t that my bizney?”

“Mine, too. It's going to be a fair
fight,” said Tom Merry. “ Make it next
Wednesday, outside the school walls. Is
it a gol”

began

. i A .!_!1
“ All serene, then.” :
Fom Merry left the Common-raom with

1A ; :

“I'm goin’ to be your second, Woy-
lance,” said Arthur Augustus. .

“Thanka! What about a game of
chess, now 1" said Roylance.

The prospect of a fight with Tom
Merry, the champion athlete of the
Lower School, evidently did not trouble
the new junior’s nerves at all, but deep
down in his heart ho was troubled, for he
liked Tem Merry and respected him, and
he knew that Tom would not willingly
have done him this injustice.

But there was no help for it, and Roy-
lance took it as he took most t.f:ings, with
quiet coolness and cheerfulness. x

THE END.
(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St
Jim’s—" FROM FOE TO FRIEND "
by Martin Clifford.)
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. For Next Wednesday:
“ FROM FOE TO FRIEND!"
By Martin Qlifiord. s

1 think the title of this story will tell you
all a good deal—perhaps more than you
should he told in advance.

But when two such fine fellows as Harry
Manners and Dick Roylance are at feud the
end is almost inevitable, for there must
come a day when the’v1 learn to know one

_ another better, and then the feud is pub
hehind them, and they make a fresh start as
friends. .

Betore that comes about in this particular
case many other things happen, however.
You will read how pluckily Roylance stands
up to Tom Merry, the fighting champion of
the lower school, and Dy what means it
comes ahout that Manners admits himself
in the wrony, for in the wrong he certainly
was; the quarrel was no fault of Roylance's.

New Zealand readers who have been
clumouring for refpmsentatlgn at St. Jim's
ought to he per ectly satisfied with Dick
Roylunce, I think. He is a thoroughly good
tellow—not perfect, but very sound and
generous. Much such & fellow as Sidney
Clive, yet with points of difference. Ygu
;vm hear more about them in the near
utare.

—

“THE FEUD AT ROCKWOOD!™

1 should pick this out as the best of a
particularly good hatch of six books appear-
jng this month in the “BOY® FRIEND ®
4d. LIBRARY and. the “QEXTON BLAKE
LIBRARY,? The price has gone u]p
the New Year; but the price of al
and papers
anothgr,p and- it 1s quite on the cards that
it will ‘rise further yet. Bub any ome of
these half-dozen hooks is worth at Jeast six-
pence, and you can geb the six for less than
you would pay for a single book containing
ho more than any ope of them, which you
wight not care about when you bad it. -

iThe Feud at Rookwood » is a story of
Jimmy. Silver & Co., known to all readers’ of
the. ¢ Boys' Friend,” and to readers of the
Gem also, for the Rookwood juniors have
pow and then appeared in our stories.
quite new. The other three volumes in the
same series are: "The World's Ghamgﬂm,’
which is a .boxing yurn of the best; ¥ Over
the Sticks,® an  exciting steeplechasing
story; and “The Seven Stars” a detective
story, by the famous creator of Nelson Lee,
Mr, Maxwell Scotb. : o
The two Hexton Blake yarns are: “The
Case of the Two B(%t.he_n; or, The Shadow
of a Crime,” and ¥ Whose Was the Hand?;
or, The Cgse of the Stolen Pillar-Box.®

FQURPENCE PER VOLUME
5 EVERY WHERE,

hooks

The

with | dar

has gone up in ome way OF | glub.
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NOTICES.

_ FOOTBALL. .
. Matehes Wanted by :

WILLIAMS JUNIORS—181—1 mile radius.—8.

{Avinﬁ,‘ 11, Station Road, Shepherd’s Bush,

A Shepherd's Bush Team—16}—in West
London.—T. Rose, 21, Warheck Road, Shep-
berd’s Bush, W12,

BLUE ROVERS—3 mile radius.—8, G. Chin-
, 44, Harris Street, Markhouse Road,

noeck,
E.17.
WALwoRTH ROVERS—1516—Clapham Com-
mon.—E. Beck, 21, Morecambe Street, Wal-

worth, S.E.17.
HARROW  MisgioN  (Second Team)—15—38
mile radius.—W. E. Latt, 61, Walmer Road,

North Kensington, W.10.

Other Footer Notiees :

F. Green and T. Clark want to play for
Jocal team—Ilate of Sayer Athletic.—F.
Green, 38, Ladysmith Dwellings, Lion Street,
New Kent Road, 8.E.17. .

-—

; Leagues, ete.
Members wanted for league.-~Wallace
Bowker, 2, Bickerstaffe Street, B!ackgool‘.

Stamped and addressed envelope, cﬂ) A
Members wanted for stamp exchange club
—anywhere—Wm. McXNaliy, Glenview, Glen-
luce, Wigtownshire.
More members ted for corresp
and exchange club—small monthly magazine.
H. Williams, Dolcoed, Abernant Road, Aber-

d

0.

Members, 13-16, wanted for eorrespondence
—J. Ashton, , Duckworth Street,
Darwen, or R. Mortimer, 12, Balmoral Cres-
cent, Queen's Park, Glasgow,

Britamntc Hobby Club wants members—
magezine and many unusual features—
stamped ond addressed envelope, please.—
J. Scrutton, ¢3, Norway Street, geed.. ley,
Manchester. :

Members wanted for Tommies' Joy League
| —to help soldiers—8d, per month—boys of 14
asked to help as representatives.—J. Ratchiff,
51, Alexapdra Street, Southend-on-Sea. -

has. Carriek, 16, ‘Queen’s Place, Otley,
Yorks,_-wants hers for cor
club and amateur magaziiie. .

Members wanted for correspondence club.
}r. €. Pound, 65 Great Chart Street, East
Road, Shorediteh, B.

Jim Adams, M Metealf, 5,

a league in his district.
b
| Amateur Magazines.

post—stories also required.—A. L.
60, Salcomhé Road, Leyton, E.17,
arburton, 25, Circular Road, New

[ g:l:‘r:seg?

w

Editor’s Chat.

¢/a Mr. J. T. Me
Alnsworth Street, Blackburn, wants to join |

Readers wanted for -amateur - magazine— |

Moston, Failsworth, Birmingham, would bel

e

e e o

glad to contribute .sketches to  amateve
magazines.

.N. A. Ball, 14, Mill Read, Pontnewynydd,
Mon, wants storics and readers for amateur
magaz tamped and add d 1

L PEy

please, .

Alfred Horsey, address as above, wants to
contribute to amateur magazines.

W. M. Hatchard, 2, Carlton Road, Leyton-
stone, wunts to start amateur magazilé—
invites contributions,

Readers wunted for menthly magazine—
specimen copy free.—R. Kirkpatrick, 68,
Chiszreh Street East, Belfast.

d a ik wanted: for

0
“ Boys' Own. Jourmal "—specimen eopy, 2d.—
'(l}’ia?uchan&n, 11, Lecklez Road, R’a&l’ande,
gOW.
Miss N. Hall, 37a, Grenfell Road, Gorringe
Park, Mitcham, wants readers and combribu-
tors for amateur magazine,

IEEPORCERERCROOECEAIR@E
Cadet Notes.

Scotland is making great progress with the
Cadets. We mentioned last week Dundee,
Aberdeen is following suit, and iz making
arrangements to show the Central Association
Volunteer Regiments' Cadet Film, But it
is in Edinburgh—the capi%.qi\ eity—that. most
beadway is being made. They have taken
up the Central Association stamp scheme,
and the I.d%_nbu!gh Cadets are busy cellect-
ing stamps in order to collect the forty-two
stamps necessary to earn the efficiency badge.

* * # * * " -

A rumour hag it that the railway empleyees
are- to have their own Cadet C‘mgs What
could be smarter than a Van Boy Battalion?
When it came to charging the enemy they
would have “push and go,” if nothing elsé:

* : & * * #* w * =
_ Every one of the great public. scheols has
its Cadet_Corps, and the larger ones such as
Harrow, Eton, 3 ¥ have the privilege
of being an Officers™ Training Corps. Why
hoys who bave net. the opportunity of joim.
ing one of these: old institutions nivmtﬂénet
bave a chance of being in a Cadet Cm?s iz

 hard 1o fathom. After all, it is mainly in

the. handa of the boys themselves. Nearly
éverywhere there is a Cadet Corps open to
all boys, whoever they ate, and if there ia
not one, most Velumteer Battalions will ha
pleased to assist im forming a unit.

Ter Gex Lispiky.—No. b8l
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THE ST. JIM’S GALLERY.

No. 3.—David Llewellyn Wynn.
DEGIHIOFEIRBRDTORDRBRPEREOROERIORFIRIPEBIBEFELEPRBERREIB T

%
B
B
E%
OME of my owver-critical readers may
object to dealing with Faity Wynn
pefora the great Figgins, war-chief of
the New House juniors, Las had his
turn, But any such objections as these will
jeave me quité unmoved. This {s & series of
articles, not .a table of precedence,
choose to give you Racke before Talbot, it

does not ab all follow thut I Ereter Racke
to- Talbot; and if you get Guon before

Grundy, it need not surprise youw, whatever \

George Alfred the Great might think of it.
David Llewellyn Wyun is his name, but
they' always cuil him “Fatty.” And it is
as Fatty that one thinks of the dear fellow—
“the best-hearted fellow, the kindest and
trnest chum,” as he was described in one of
Mr, Clitford's fine stories. '

Fatty is Welsh, of course. He can talk the

!a!;.guage, and sing in Welsh, too.
310/
fully correct, at the Wayland Palace, to get
money for the son of his father's conchman?
Evan Jones wag down on his luck, and Fatty
considered that it was up to him to help
Evan.  And thergof came mysterious
absences from the playing-fields and the
company of his chums,.and much trouble
and a wigging, for the Wayland Palace is not
oneof the places upon which authority smiles;

Di@d he

and though there s fio harm in singing * Men .

of Harlech » in Welsh—if you ecan, I can't;
but then I cannot even sing in English—i$
Johoves a St. Jim's-boy to be careful where
and In what circumstances he lets hitself
bo_tumelul. :

Yes, David Llewellyn is Welsh. FHow
should be come by those names otherwise?
Fatness is no special characteristic of the
Welsh race, though that race doubtless has
its share of fat people; but, from an ex-
fenenca 6f a yepr or two In South Wales,

should say that a good appetite is. And
this does not apply only to uatives; mine
was never hetter-than when there; alike in
the damp {own of Swansea or the wilds of
Gower, in quaint old Cardigan, or in that
“Little England beyond Wales” down ip
Petbrokeshire. Buf I don't think there
are mahy such appetites as Fatty's, even in
Wales. If there are, Wales must be a
mourfiful land in these days of resiricted
rations,

- For Fatty—“the Falstaff of St. Jim's.” as
Mr. Cliftord sometimes calls him—is a rare
knight of the trencher. He can polish off as
much as wonld suffice balf a dozen ordinary
boys without trouble, “I'm.sure I'm not
o greedy chap! I like a lot, that’s all.” So
Fatty himsell says, One can see the distinc.
tiop. Greed is wolling more than one needs;
but Fatty needs such a lot that it is hard for

im to be greedy—he cannot often get so far,
even if he would. -

Can_ he eat more than Bunter of Grey-
friars? ‘That (;uery has been put more than
once by youthful readers, awed and envious
—oOr 80 one fancies them. Let it be answered
once for all—he cannot! He admits it him-
self, 1In these days, knowing Bunter, be has
no very bigh opinfon of tbat podgy youth.
But when they first met he was inclined to
admire William_George’s powers in his own
special line. “What a lovely appetite that
chap’s got!” he said. “I'd give anything to
set. one like that! He must bhave a splendid

igestion-—splendid 1

Bunter has not as good a digestion as
Fatty, one fancies. But he can puat away
more beeause he is greedier. He will go on
untjl bis stomach_rebels, And then he is a
slacker, whereas Fatty is an athlete of no
mean powers. Bunter cay do nothing well
but ventriloquise, and thal is an accidental
gift with him. Fatty Is no great runner—
too much to carry for that. But he is a
gplendid bowler. Many a match has he won
-for his side, many a hat-trick done, And he
s the best junior goalkeeper that the records
of Bt. Jim's know. Those fat fists of his can

sing in ancient Welsh costume, ~doubt- .

unch well and truly; and out.of his plump
ace look eyes that are keen and ready, And
his brain_meves quickly; that is not over-
loaded with fat, as the brains—if apy—of
Bunter and Baggy-Trimble are.

As for comparing Fatby with Baggy, the
notion is absurd. They are as different as

tight and darkness.. Wynns fatness is an
accident; but . you took from Baggy his
superfluous flesh, what would you have left?
Baggy is fatness itself; Wynn is merely fat
= gere is tots in him with which that fact
has no connection, :

Baggy and Bunter will steal and cheat and
lie for gorging's sake. You don't catch
Fatty Wynn at that sort of thing, though his
ears may prick up when anyone says
« Hamper!”—and though, at a_ bountiful
board, he may on occasion -anticipate his
chums In starting, and also- keep on after
they have finished. He can subdue his crav-
ing for the sake of others. Most of you will
remember how he was accused of hoarding
sugar, and how it turned out after 5\11 he
was giving it to Mrs, Chirpey and her kiddies.

Naturally many of the stories which con-
cern bim turn upon his love of good feedin;
Do you remember him escorting Miss Fawce
—Tom Merry’s old guardian angel—over 8t.
Jim's, and advising her what to get at the
tuckshop in order that her dearcst Tommy
may have a really fine spread to which
to entertain his friepds? + And his being
meamerised by Clifton Dane, and made to
give his sausages to Towser? HlIs going for
a hot bath before the hig spread in No. 8
on the Fourth Form passage of the School
House, and. going to sleep in the hath, and,
in consequence, going withous his share of

-feeding scene introduced

NoW ON
SALE,

BEEEHFHS

B

the feed through being late? His being

_disted by Figgins and Kerr in order that he

might attain to a fizure as slim as D Arey’s,
apd perspiring with Indian clubs and the
trapeze and all that sort of thing for the
same impossible end; and how the dieting
got more than he could bear—poor ol
Fatty!—and he was caught taking ﬁ nd%u-

ow he

* tional ‘provender in the box-room?

clung on to the basket of grub_ which the
Grammar School fellows were drawing up
over the wall, and was drawn up with it
and made a captive, and how Gordon Gay
& Co. scored that time?

The New House Junior Amateur Dramatic
Society were going to play *Julius Cmsar ™
once, Fatty was to be Cmsar. He wanted a
into the . play
—of course before the Mark Antony oration.
Ceesar is dead then, and the grub would have
been wasted. He did not get his feeding
scene; but there were unexpected develop-
ments. The New House Co. were relearsing
in costume out of doors, and Tom Merry
& Co. collared their everyday clobber, and
they had to go through astonished Ryleomic
clad as ancient Romans!

But there are other thimgs about Fatty
heside his appetite—~lots of other things. His
cocking ability needs only to be mentioned
in passing; that runs with his appetite, so to
speak. And even his value in a tug-of-war
team owes something to his weight. We are
E}?btquine getting away from it in writing of

M

Fatty, the pacific and good-natured, turned
fnto a terror of a fi hbinf-man ‘by loyalty to
his chum Figgins—that Is another picture!
Figgy's father had fallen under a false
accuaation, and Figgy was smarting under
the sneers of the cads. Fatty knocked down
French and Dibbs for theit sbeers. Then he -
began to make a list, and he invited into the
gym those rs.zﬁwn it, and tackled them one by
one, and owed himself a rare scragper
when once his blood is up. And there have
been other occasions when he has been
roused—when Arthur Augustus fook the
beautiful Welsh language for German; when
Koumi Rao let himself be led astray by a-
scoundrelly sedition-monger; when his own -
chums half believed him a food-hogger, Yot
on the whole Fatty is really peaceful. He
does not care ahout fighting, but he does not
funk it. Ile will not 5ght. for fighting's sake,
but he is ready if a chum is slandered, or
his country is-traduced, or when le hears the
cry of “Rescue, 8t. Jim's!®

ther picturea rise before one’s mental
vision—Futty, for once not desirous of grub,
very ill with mal. de’ mer on the Channel
steamer—Fatty trying to make the “garcon »
comprehend that about five or six times a3
much eggs and bacon would ‘do him—Fatty
rescued by Tom Merry from peril at the
horns of a charging bull—Fatty refusing to
be done down by Baggy Trimble—Fatty keep-
Ing goal for a professional footer club, play-
ing truant to do it, and all for the sake of
grub—Fatty put under the pum? by his
chums to make him withdraw from. the
eleven which D'Arcy bad audaciously pre-
sumed to get togetber against Higheliffe, and”
had recruited in part by methods of bribery
in the shage of a promised big feed after the
game-—best of all, perhaps, Fatty telling
Kerr, and meaning every word of it; that if
the beloved Figgy, falsely accused of theft,
has to leave St, Jim's, he will not stay
there! Co

A heart of gold, this—a simple, candid
nature—pluck and resolution and loyalty in
plenty—a ehum worth having! And George
Figgins and George Francls Kerr knmow it;
and if no one else ab 8t. Jim's values Fatty
properly, douhbt nol- thai those two do!
They treat him much as the chums of No. 6
treat D'Arcy, but with the same real fond-
}mss underiying all the chaff and all the
apes.
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The twins are Philip Derwent,
him with Vavasour. His best chums,

taste for it ab tha outsct, takes to gambling.
the way he
Gadshy gets

Plﬁying the Fool.
to do

FYs ELL, what are you goin’
-+ ghout .it?” asked UGadshy.
. Flip looked hard at him.

” The whole story of the abduc-
tion of Cocky was kuown now, — Bunter's
spiteful outburst after his licking at the
hands of Vavasour Liad given iz away pretty
completely, and since that Flip had heard
‘ghat Hazeldens's share in the matter bad

CEeIE.

That had becn fresh in his mind when
bad promised Marjorie to stand by
brother if ever he had the chance. -

He could do nothing aguinst Huzeldene after
that. It was not worth while to do anythipg
in Bunter’s case. And he hardly feit inclined
to trouble about bringing by and Vava-
sour to sxccount, as they deserved.

"I don’t know that I'm going to do any-
thing about it,” Fli% replied.

Gadsby stared at him. He spoke in a curi-
ously dispassionate manner, as it the whole

_ affdir were the business of someone eclse, und
lris own concern in it were of the smalcst.

It was not at all that he had ceased to
caré whbout Cocky. It was not that be had
come to like Gadshy and Vavasour better.
He thought them what they were—black-

- guardly rotters. Yet he Lad no zest for row-
ing with them.

He had littie zest far anything in thoze
days, except for thiugs he had never cared
about before.

Even footer had lost its charm. No. 6, with
Merton and Tunstall and Cocky all_gone,
-seemed a howling desert to him. But he put
in_very little time there. He would - evein
.take his books to Pon’s study for prep,
though he knew well that prep in Pop’s study
was no better than a hollow pretence.

The one thing that interested him, that
made him_forget his troubles for a while.
wus gambling.  There was no necd now to
persnade him to join a game. e was as
ready us anyone. even Tor banker., which ut
first he hLad retused to play at all, on the
cround that it waz mere chiinee, without any
element of skill. .
_ "Look here. Derwent. I don't mind eay-
in” I'm_sorry,” said Gadshy. "It was a rotten
joke. I =ee that now.”

~It wasn't & joke at all,” Flip returmed.
“But have it that way if you like. And let’s
say no more about it mow that we've once
had it out; and youw'vé owned up and apolo-
glsed.” :

“Vay will apologise, too,” said Gadsby
sulkily. ; -

“I don’t want Vav's apology ! retorted
Rip. . “When you and Vav are UK to mischief
together I know which i3 at the bottom of it.
Vav hasn't the hrains of an epileptic rabbit!
You needn’s tell him I said so, though 1 don’t
really mind if you do.”
 Gadshy did, of conrse. He would have done
- in amy case. His feeling towards Derwent
Iad not altered. e still remembered that
thrashing on the day of Derwent’s coming,
and Flip’s readiness to let the Cocky affair
slide secmed to him due to a kind of lordly
- indifference, which he resented hotly.

He hunted up Vavasour at once.

“Not goin’ to say anythin’ nore: about. It?
Oh, good, by gad—absolutely!” said Vava-
sour, rubbing his white hands together.

Giadshy scowled. 3

»Qf course, yon ought to apologise to him!”
he said. -

“Why, dear boy, when ‘the ctm‘p himself
thiuks there's na need?”

'I:Well, you owe it to your own self-rezpect,

now."”

he
Ler

<

y'know. : .
“Dashed if I ean see that! 1 don't respect]

myself all that, Gaddy. But 1'm sorry now
that 1 had anythin' to do with the trick.
After all, Derwent’s gettin’ quite decent these
days—becomin’ quite one of ug, by gad!” .
Others. might bave held a different opinion
as to whether Flip’s becoming quite one of
-the nuts was likely to make him more

LA e o o o o g

1 of Highelifie, and his
been until recently with Elip (Philip} at Highclitfie, but is vow at CUE H

1 Merton. and Tunstall, are away fr
Merton's eyes in o fight with Ponsouby. In their absence Tlip gets too
He has beei
has fallen in with Billy Bunter, of Greyiriars, 1
Vavasour to go aud meet the new post-mrl, in otder to intereept -an cxpected

FOR NEW READERS.
sizter Philippa, of Cliff House
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(Now read ou.)

decent. But Adolphus Theodore Vavasour
hiad no doubt about it. Lelt to himself just
then, he would probably have beep ready to
bwestow the boon of his friendship upon the
fellow he had formerly bated, which boon
would have heen a more than doubtful onc
for Philip Derwent.

“You don’t mean to say anythin’, then?
Yowll just let it slide, an’ make up to the
cad?” snorted Gadshy. ¥

“Well, dear hoy, don’t you think that’s
the best way. absolutely?”

don't! But then I'm not your dashed

dear boy, 1 1k you're
pushin’ thi a little too fu v 1t
wus a bit Fough on the chap Ke back rhat
letter  D've felt that all along. i ['d got it

still, I'm dashed if I woulda’t try to think
cut some way .of lettin’ him have jt. without
lettin® on that we’d " anythin® to do - with
‘keepin’ it back, of course, The thing might
b2 done, ¥know.” . -

‘A look of alarmm overspread Gadshy's face,
- You rotter!” he said viciously. “I1 don't
belicve you burped that dashed letter! I
believe you've still got it!”

T haven't, dear boy; 'pen hensur, I
haven't!” answered Vavasour in great haste.

Gadshy knew, ‘as well as Vav himself did.
just how wmmeh Vuv's word of honour was
worth. He misht be lying, or he might not.
The charves were that be was, being what he
wag. Pon honour © made no difierence cie
way or the otlier. Dut his baving kept the
letter seemed to Gadsby an unlikely thing.
It was dangerous, and Vav disliked danger.

#1 suppose I must take your word for it,”
he suid.

“If you refuse to accept my word of
honour, dear hoy—-"

“Oh, stow all that! I know better than to
think anythin' of it. "Yon couldn’t get thai
letter to Derwent without comin® a mucker
over it, an’ yon'd be dashed well afraid to
try! You baven't the hruins to think out a
dodpe, Why, the cad himself says that you
haven’t the hrains of an epileptic rabhit!”

“When did be say that, confound him?”

The explosion of weak wratlh was just
what Gadsby had counted upon.

“Not ten minutes age. When he said that
he didn't need any words of apology from
you. Easy cnough to see that -he holds you,
to. cheaply to Ghink it matters! He ex-
pected me to apologise.”

Vavasour gritted his teeth. He was very
easily wounded in his vanity and self-love.

«“Dash the chap! Just when I was comin’.
rourid nicely!™ he said. “1 shall owe Lim one
for that. Gaddy!” -

“If you can stick him again for as much as
you did last night it will be a hit of revenge,”
said Gadsby.

“an’ all on the square, too!” chuekled
Vavasour. *The cards ran my way—abso-
lutely 2

“When they don’t we won't hother about
kee}]_iu' on the square,” was Gadshy's meaning
reply.

“There’s Pon, ¥'kunow, Gaddy; an’ Monson.
They wouldn’t stand in with us. They think
a lot of the cad still.” %

“Let 'em! .I haven't any dashed ‘objection
ta rookin’ Pon an? Monson, toe, if it comes
to that.” i

“Ol, hohour among—er—gentiemen,
y'know, Gaddy—ahsolutely !” g

Vavasonr had been going to say “umong
thieves,”. which ‘would have been far nearer
the truth. But Vav was not keen on getting
near the truth, as a rule.

“That's all rot! The chicf objection tg
ficecin’ Pon is that it wants a dashed sharp
chap to do it. I don't feel sure, by gad,
that I'm sharp enough, .an’ there aini a
doubt that you are a dashed. sight short of
bein’, So-1 think we had better stick to the
¢ad, an’ only if it’s necessary. It may not
be: He hasn't any luck at banker, an’ be
isn't playin’ as earcfully at nap or bridgze as

R e N R

‘with Chiker,  foothaller,

P ¥

They have a cockatoo, named Cocky, which hag
ouse. Vlp has made an encoy of Gadsby, who s plotting against
am the school.for a time, owing to a serious accident to one oL
friendly with Pon, and the rest of the nuts, and, without any real
to the Clift Honse hockey field to see his sister, Flap, but has not scen her. On
and they walk back together.

Bunter acvidentally iets out semething.
letter irom Tuwstall fo Flin.

he did at first. 14's gettin' hold of him, an’
he's inclined to plunge.” :

1 say, Gaddy, has Pon worked bim up to
goin’ o that show at Courtfield?”

“Not yet. He hasn't tackled him about it
Time enough. They've only just started.”

“1 suppose our chink’'s all rght, Gaddy?”

Vavagour spoke as if he dii uot feel too
sure.

He and Gadsby had both helped to furnish

funds for the financing of a newly-established

gambling denat Courtficld. 1t was an extra-
ordinary imvestment for two Fourth-Formers.
But Gadshy and Vavasour and their set were
ne ordinary schoolboys. They were preco-
eious young blackguards, with the desire and
the means to ape the diversions of ithe man
ahout town.

And while Vavasour—who was ¢lose-tisted
by nature—had been none too easy to per-
suade to the “investment,” and had only gonc
into it with the Lope of gain, Gadsby had
another motive. B

The affair brought him into closer touch
munition-worker,
gambler, and “all-round ruffian, - And
means of Cuiker, -Gudsby had hopes of re-
venging himself upon Flip, His scheme had
been very vague at first. Now it was assum-
ing a definite shape, though it was not as
yet complete in all its detatls. o

Much depended upon wnether Flip Derwent
coutd e iured 1o the establishment ro
generousiy provided by Messrs, Cobb, Hawke,
Chiker & Co. to ensure that - well-paid
munition-workers of Courtfield should bave
a chance of getting rid of their superfluous
cash without too mueh trouble.

Only Pon could get him there, An invita-
tion feom Gadsby  or Vavasour would be
turned down without = thanks. And, - as

Gadsby well knew, it was necessary to he-

wary with Pon.. He still had & real liking for
the new fellow, and while that liking lasted
he eould not be entrapped into any plot
against him. . :
But Gadshy had & notjon that it would not
last much longer. Just now Flip's reckless
mood made him rerdy Lo join in the amuse-
ments of the nuts—Though he still barred
smoking, and could not bo persuaded te
drink. Even cham e did not tempt him.
Pon might tirink Flip was going their way.
Gadsby thought otherwise. He believed that
any revelation of the darker side of Pon’s
pature—the side of which Flip as yet knew
50 little—~would cause a breach between the
two; and he was puszling himself as to how
hest to bring shout a split without destroy-
g}g completely Ponsonby’s influence over
1]

1t was not easy; but Gadsby did not think
it _impossidle.

Flip brought his books inte No. 1 again that
evening. - £

*Got room here for a little "un?” he asked,
trying to make -his voice as cheerful as
possibie, He hated having these fellows think
that. he was worrying about Merton and
Tunstall; but his estrangement from them
and his quasrel with Flap were combining to
make him reckless and desperate.

Vavasour scowled. But Gadshy was very
affable. . ‘-
. “Right-ho, old scout!” he said. “I'll move
up an’ make room. Dou’t mind Vav. - e
always looks like that when he's got Euelid
to mug up. We're several books ahead of
where Vay ever got to. He stuck fast after
persuadin® himeelf that he'd mastered Prop.
4 of Book 1" :

Flip grinned: 9

Tt was, an oid, old joke; but it was quite’
easy fo believe that Proposition b5—the
famous “ Asses Bridze,” whicll i3 the first real
teaser whieh the student of the great mathe-
matician mects—had proved tco .much for
Vav's brains.

“Buelid's a beastly bore,” he said. “But
the part where we ave now ian't as hard as
i‘t: logks, 1l give you & haad if you like,
Ay,

-
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Gadshy kicked Vav under the table, as a
warning that he was not to take this care-
lessly ”tvbd natured offer as meaning any-
thing. Bt there was not much dnn;,er of
that, All Vavasour’s friendly feeling had
evaporated since he had heard the foolish,
slighting words Flip had spoken about him;
and he was guite mean enough to accept the
help and yet go on hating the helper.

‘By gad, you ought to be & schoolmaster,
Flipr said Pon, in lazy admiration, as he
Tistern to the new fellow's simple explana-

tion of a problem that would have puzzled
him had he tackled it—which, as he was able
to depend upon Mr. Mobbs, he had not done.

“My word, no! I should hate it. Just

faney having to teach wild asses like you
chaps, who have made up your minds not
to learn anything!” replied ¥lip frankly.
“But 1 never did mind Euclid o much as

gome chaps do. He's dead dull, but not
really hard.”

“Well, if Vav understands all about that
spider’s web picture you've go learnedly
explained to him, by gad, let’s chuck the
whole bag of tricks an' have a little game,”
suggested Pon; te

“1 don't mmd i illp answered.
Cavy
“0h, .'\bsoiutth - I mean, no, an’ never shall
et it—not in a dashed hundred years,” eaid
Vavasour. “But I'm on for a little game, all
the same.” =2 o

They all were.

‘\Iona(n \\ho came in just then, was also

“Got it,

ll:p was playing the fool, and he knew it.
He was heginning to see Hl.a( Pon & Co. were
bigger outsiders than he had thought them.
He knmew that they were not really his sort;
he knew that 4f only Merton and Tun would
come back, and Study No. 6 could be as
hefore, he” would he only too glad to chuck
Pon & Co., and all their ways and works.

But Merton and Tun seemed lost to him,
and he thought that things had gone too
far for his throwing in his lot with the
Courtenay brigade. He had stuck to Pon
when “his own chums had wanted him to
break away ; he did pot feel inclined to break
with him in order to foin fellows who might
rot be keen on havire him.

Merton and Fun were lost to him—and it
almost seemed as though Flap were lost, too
—and old Cocky., who mtht have been some
comfort, . was at Clif House—and in
foolish, reekless misery Ilip was ready for
almost arything.

He woke up n
nasty taste in h
his pock

“Hang it all, what an utter ass T was fo |
gmoke!” e muttered to himself, pacing the
quad alone before breakfast. It took my

VETY
m

<t morning with a
mouth, and no money

mmzl off the game,” and now I'm stony, and
've given two or three of those chaps
10U, too! Ii anybody had told me
twenty-four hours ago ‘that I'd have been
such a fool, I'd have punched his head!  But
what's the odds? What does anything
really “matter now?"

Even - thén., knowing how grossly he
had played the fool, he could tell himseli

that it' did not matter — that nothing
mattered. ©

In such a mood as that many a stronger
fellow than Flip Derwent has done things to
be ler'Is.Lt.td all his life long!

Cocky on the Mova..

HERE'S an old chap in the quad
wants to see you, Derwent,” said
Wilson; of the Third, meeting Flip
in the passage near the entrance

hall spon after morning classes,  “He's got

something for you, and it looks like that
merry old bird of yours.”
F¥lip hurried out at once.

. “Want me?" he asked of the old man,

whom  he rwc\"mwcl at once as- gardener’s

aide at

Y r, if \nu be Master Derwent—an’ 1
ean s you be, for you're as like to one of
our young ladic s two peas m a pod. T've
bringed the hlrd along, and,
ain’t a rum ‘un!
Jike a blessed Christ
a sillv old donkey
plain!™

“Philip, Cocky wants a peaput!” spoke a
voice from under the cloth with which the
cage was covered,

“Any - mes " asked Flip, with a grin
that.really had some cheerfulness behind it.
To hear the voice of old Cocky again did him
g.uo(!

“This here little note,” said the o'd man,
and he handed over the letter hie bore.

™
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Flip felf in his pockets.
that he was stony.

A dismayed look overspr-ad his face as he
realised afresh that galling fact. It was
particularly galling at that” moment, for, of
course, he felt it incumbent upon him to tip
Flap's messenger.

“It’s no odils, zur, so be as ye bhe hard-up
lil\e,” said the old fellow. “I'd do a heap
more’n that for your ~|:§tm‘--hlcaq her for
the kind-hearted young lady she is! Rare nu(l
good her and Miss Hazeldene have been to
my old zai what’s crippled with the room-
mattics.”

But Ponsonby hove in sight just then, and
1¢!||> called to him.

‘Lend me a hob, Pon,”
a copper in my I\nu](cti-

Pon praduced the required ¢ at once.

“As many of them as you like, dear boy,”
he said graciously. .

“One will do me,” Flip replied. “Here you
are, old ch;l{l, and thank you for hringing
him along.” E

“No need to thank him and pay him too,
by gad!” =aid Pon, the old fellow stumped
away.

“Might as well he civil,’ “And
he’s a decent old stick.”

The manner in which old Joe Barling had
spoken of Flap had warmed the heart of
Flap's brother towards him.

And it was very warm towards Flap, too.

Ylip saw in the return of Cock just what
it was meant he should see—a message
of reconciliation.

“Got your bird back, then?" said Pon.

He was interested.

Anything connected with Philippa Der
interested Ceeil Ponsonby. He still cherished
the belief that he could yet make her like
him. Had he not won upen her favour when |
he had had the chance—the only chance he |
had ever yet ]md

But Mm was s than ever inelined to talk
'ﬂ:uut Flap \uth l'uu

“Yes. 1'm poing to take nim up to my
stmly now No, don't hollu r to come, Pon—
T've sot a note to answer,” :
Might have sent it by the
Mm-cury." remarked Pon, grinning.  “ But if
you want to touch me to the extent of a
penny stamp for it—or a fiver for any other
purpose—I'm your man! It won't suit-your
Iln)_nk to stay long in debt to Gaddy an’ Vay,

I

He had forgotten

he said. “I haven't

* Flip said.

ancient

framped
was thinking of that.

\r, it certainly did not suit him to be
swing Gadshy and Vavasomr anything. And |

up.to No. 6 with Cocky,

| it had been to those two he had lost the |

night bhefore. The management of an un-
accustomed cigarette had made him an easier
prey. (nuldv and Vav. had taken their
chance, and Pon and Mongan had failed to
twig—or, if they had twigged, had said
nothing.

But he would he getting a good remittance
!I}l a day or two, and he could pay them L.]f
then.

“Philip, Cocky wants
plaintive voice from inside the cage.

“Right-ho, old top! (,ru :ky shall have one
in 2 moment,” answered Flip.

But there were no peanuts in No, 6. Flip
found a few almonds, however. They were
Merton’s almonds, really; Merton had had a
weakness for almonds.

Merton would not have grudged them to
Cocky, that was certain. Cocky had one or
two, and then Flap's note was opened.

It ~was very short, Flip sat and stared
abit, He d:d not know wlmt to make of it.

A peanut!” spoke a

LT thm!. it is mur turn to Im)n Cocky
now.—FLAP.”

That was ﬂll.
meant.
And Flip guessed wrongly,

One had to guess what it

Flap had meant to make it up. She would
have said so quite plainly, only ¢he knew that
Flip hated what -he called a fuss.  She

thought he would be sure to understand this
nmessige.

But he didn’t,

1t seemed cold to him, I‘u-le had foreed
Flap to send the bicd back, he faneied.

And, when he eame to think of it; he did
not n")II_\. want Cocky there. The old chap
would be lonely and miserable, and he would
only remind his master of Merton and Tun-
stall.  Flip would have preferred to forget
those two, though there seemed little chanee
thi hie: \l-n‘xlll:l ever be able to,

“Bette k to Clift Hoise, hadn't you,
ked Flip.
put  lis
replied gravely :

head on one gide, and

“What do you think, Flip?

One Penay.

“1 think you had,” said Flip gruvel
{iss me. and call me Albert!” s
hird,

Which would seem to show that his first
reply was not so direct. it appeared, Buf
you- could never tell with Cocky, - Being
kissed and called Albert might seem to }um
a Iug.mul part of the proceed

1 take you back.” Fliy

His heart grew a little lighter. Taking
Cocky back would give him a chance of talk.
ing to Flap. and making friends again. And-
be wanted that. He was not going to let any
foolish pride stand in the way of it.

But the increase of cheerfulness did not
Jast long. Hardly was he outside the gates
Ehan he Telt more than half minded to turn

AL

There was so much that he must keep from
Flap—and the¥ had never had see iefor
He could not tell her that he had been
gambling heavily, and owed money to Gadshy
and Vavasour, whom he disliked, who hated
him. Gm(ukln;_, too—it had been only a
couple of cigaretes; but be knew what Flag
would think of that. And he had got no
pleasure out of it, either.

He * trudged on heavily. He wanted
sympathy, and only Flap and Marjorie could

d the

=

give him that. He passed Miss Gwendolen
Gittins, with her ‘mail-bag slung over her
shoulder, with scarcely a glance. He might

S =tnppm| her, and asked whether she had
a letter for him; but he had given up hope
now.

As he drew near Clilt House he sighted
mmPluw ahead.

It was a Greyfriars fellow; the ('olmlrs of
his cap told that. Me was slon
in a moody manner, his should
and as Flip saw that he instinctiv
hi together and squared
No matter what the weigh
had to b 4ie did not
that chap!

Then he saw that it was Peter Hazeldene.

He felt no inclination to quicken his steps
and cateh up Hazel.

want to

Hazel glanced round, though, and im-
mediately startt.d to walk faster.
“8illy ass!” said Flip to himseli.. “He

thinks I'm gouw h) get at him a!)nln that
back numher busine

settle that-up, if it's o
Chap’s in a hole, of
should faney, Den’t

course—generally is,
suppose he'll want to
tell me about it: but it's up to me to get
bim cut of it if [ can. And a nice sort of
idiot 1 am to be thinking of helping another
idiot!"

He began to ;:am on Hazel, in spite of the
burden he carried.

But it was net until they were within a
few yards of the Clitt House gatcs that he
catght him. 3

(To be continued next week.)
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Back Numbers Wanted.
By F. Culverhouse, 17, Sheendale
Ru.hmundf(n. . 1-40.

. Bl sley, 19, Brook Road,
Pﬂllowﬁeld Minchester any Dback numbers
of GeM nnd “Magnet ”—]!d each offered.

By Ernest Gregory, 25, Cl:bdcn View Road,

Road,

Crookes, * Sheffield—* Bob Cherry in Searcli
of His Father, Boh Cherry's Barring-Out,”
“Tom erry  Minor,” ¢ Schoolboys Never

Shall be Slaves.

Correspondence Wanted.

With hoy readers of 17F anywhere.—E.
Clifford, 5, }hr\e\ Road, Hnrnsr), N. 8.

With readers ar \whwe abroad.—T. and
M. Russell, 2A, Sidney Road, Homertcn,
London, E.9,

With readers in London or the Coloni
Eric. Hepworth, Holyport, Maidenhead,

With boy readers anywhere.—Albert Such,
77, High Street, Putney, S.W.

With girl readers in® —Miss  Annie
Ginsberg, 15, Prospect Street, Prescot Strect,
Liverpool.

With readers in Australin .and ihe TUnited
Kingdom.—Stuart Smith, Clifton Street,
Westgate, Burnley,

With girl readers of 15 in Ausbralia,—Miss
Reba Goldberg, 84, West Street, Fairclough
Lane, Liverpool.

With girl .readers in Africa and Australia.

Hilda Ruston, 16, Nerwich Row,
let Carr, Leeds
With boy readers, 14-18, overséas,—J, G.
Ball, 48, Kingshury Itead, Balls Poud Load,
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