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GHAPTER 1.
The Third-Form Testimenial.
HUD!

The door of Tom Merry's
study, No. 10 in the Shell, flew
open, knocking over a chalr and

scaitering a few books about the floor.
Pom Merry and Manners and Lowther
suspended iheir conversation fo' turn
three separate and expressive glares u]

the two Third- me fags who marched,

&

“You- cheeky young asses !” exclaimed
Lowther wrathfully. -

“Pick up thosa bhocks, rome of you !
said Manners,

“Tother the books ! was the reply of
IP’Arcy minoy of the Third. *“You
shouldn’t leave bocks on a chair—it’s
untidy ! Ieold out the hat, you,
Levison,”

Fevigon-minor of the Thivd he‘d out a
hat.

It was—or it had been—a silk hat, bt
it looked very much the worse for wear.
Levison minor held-it out towards the
Terrible Three of the Shell, who stared
at

it.

“Three farthings, at the mest!” said

Monty Lowther.

“Oh, don’t be mean:!” said Frank

Lt“ ison warmly.,
“My dear kid

more than tlu'ec im pence in peace time,

and now——

“You silly as:ﬂ” said D'Arcy mmo}'
“Do you think we’ve .come here to sell
vou o hat? You frabjous duﬁ'et.

“Tt seems to me that you’ve come here
to collect whackings!” remarked Tom
Merry.

“We'll collect all you can give us, and
chance it was Wally D’ Arcy's prompt
reply.

“Done!” cxclaimed Lowther, jumping
up. i

“QOrder !” exclaimed Frank Levisun.
“Cheese it! ~ Shut up, Wally Loak
here, you fellows, this is mthm m-
poriant.”

“YWhat is?” demanded Tom Merry.
“That old topper?”

“Fatheand! It's a  testimonial!
We're going to resent it to D’ Arcy of
the Fourth—Wally’s major; you know,”
said Levison mmor impressively.

“D’Arcy of the Fourth wouldn’t lock
at that old topper, you young ass! His
toppa’:'s are things of beauty and joys for
ever.

“Not the topper, you ass!” shouted
Levison minor. “The testimonial!

- We're mukmg a collection for a

momal i

“QOh, I see!” said Tom.

“Tinte Fou did! IHow much are you
standing £

%71 think we've stood as much as we
can of you kids,” rcemarked Monty
Lowther,

“Don’t be funny!” implored Wally.
“Kee hha.i-. for theé comic column in tne
‘WeoE Lowther! -It will come in
useful fyor a_paper-chase then! Now,
lock here! You chaps know my major

- saved young Manners life, don’t you?"

testl-

| SV

it wouldn't -he worth/

By MARTIN

“We've heard so,” agreed Tom
Merry
b | don t say it was worth x\hﬂe but

he did it 17

“What 1" ejaculated Manners,

rWell perhaps it_was worth while,
then,” conceded Wally. “ Anyway, old
(us did it, and he’s so jolly modest about
having been a terrific hero that he won't
even own up that he did it. Just like
old Gussy! He hides his light under a
bushel as quickly as he’ll hide his top-
knot under a Ellﬂ hat. Well, Reggie is

in our Form—not much of a credit to it,.

bub there it is—acd the Third Form,”
concluded Wally, with dignity, *has de-
cided to wcognme the action:”

“Bravo!” said Tom Merry.

“ After o consultation—I mean a_pow-
wow, you know,” esp]ainod Wally.
“ After a consultation, we've decided to
raise a fund for a testimonial, to be pre-
sented to Gussy, with a few "well-chosen
words—I think that's the right expres-
sion. (d.Gussy o Jects to being made a
fuss of, but that don't count.  We're
going to buy something for a testimonial

~anything the money will run to. Now
shove youwr contributions in.

The Terrible Theee, grinning, lelt in
their pockets.

" Levisoit minor's i casurer. and I'm
keeping au eye en him,” explained
Wally.

“Ol] are you'!” ejaculated Levison

mmcﬂ‘ locking rather warlike,
Yes I.am, youpg Levison !

“If you want a dot in the cye, Wal'y

“Gn-e it to him in some cther study,
dear  boy,” suggested Tom Mcny
“Here you are! W ill a hob de? War-
time, you know.”

“Small contributions
ceived, lm‘ er ores in_proportion,” said
Wa[ly hell out ! If we raise enongh
cash, we hope to present Gussy with a
gnld-mounted walking-stick, or some-
thing, with an mscrl tien in Latin or
Greek. But if the fellowsvare mean, it
mayn’t run to more than a tin of sar-
dines,” .

“Ha, ha, hal”

Monty Lowther clinked a number of
pennies into the hat.  The fags had

roughf a topper, doubtless with the idea
of having plenty of room for the con-
tributions. Certainly, if that topper was
filled with cash there wounld be no doubt
about the gold-headed walking-stick, .

“ What ;mw Jou, Manners " dc-
manded Wally, “It was your minor’s
life that was saved. 'The only one he
had, you know. Shell cut!”

Matners dropped. in a two-shilling-
piece. e was not insensible to Wally’s
special appeal. - Undoubtedly Reggie
Mauners was his minor, and Reggic had
been most gallantly rescued from the
savago bull in the Moor Field.

“'Ews bob 1 said Wally. “Well,
your minor’s worth two bab to you, you
put him at a higher figure than we do in
the Third. Come on, Frank!”

The two fags’ Tmarchcd from the study,
the coips. clinking, in the hat. Three
Fourth-Formers came on them in. the
passage—Levison, Clive, and Cardew, of

ar atefuhg ro-

CLIFFORD §

Study No, 9. And at a sign from Wally
Levison minor held out the topper a:
once,
“Hold it steady I” eaid Cardew, draw-
ing back his right foot for a kick.
“Hold on, you ass!” Levison minor
jerkt)e’d the hat back. “It’s a collection

“Testimonial to Gussy, the leruiz
rescuer !’ chimed in Wnlly

“Third Form testimonial—to Dhe pie-
sented—~"" went on Frank Levison.

“ At the next scssion of the Bt Jim's
I Parliament,” pursued Wally, taling uvp
tho tale again.

f{oh‘

good" said Levisom major,
laughing,” “Uere’s a tanner !”
“CAnd  here’s  ninapen. smailed
Sidney Clive.
“Any chjection fo papsr  money I
asked rrrdew
Waﬂg s glistened, Cardew was
the richest fellow in the Fourth, and his

exuberant currency-notes would have
been very weleome now,

“Nore at all!” answered D'Arcy
m.mor at once.  “Shove in all you like.”

“Good! Here you ave, then!”

Cardew extracted n pmm*‘ =t.|mr: from
his_pocket, dropped it into the hat, and
wal béd on with his companions,

Wally fixed a glarmg cye on the penniy
stamp,

“The—the—tho funny heast!” he
gasped at last. It was not that kind or
amount of paper money that Wally had
expected.

Levison minor chertled. -

“Never mind—it's a peuny, nm'
ay,” he remarked.  “ITallo, here's
kil nihot.' Bhell out, Talbot!™

“What for?”
blmll in surprise.
Teit‘momal

mquned Talbot of the
to  the Ciassy

“For sa\mg the life
M Of Mauncrs minor——"'
:‘ F:;"on} a u!md bull—"

, I see!” interrupted Talbot
f.i}n[l@ “Will half- B.-c[:'m\n de
“Brmm! You're & Briton'"

T hear that Grundy’s had a big remit-
ggmce to-day,” said Talbot. laughn ;i

And C-'rundvs tips run into quids
Verb sap[”

“Good! Come on, Franky!”

The two fags hurricd at onee to
Grundy’s study. They found Georue
Alfred Grundy at tca there, with Wilkins
and Gunn. ~ The three Shell fellows
stared at sight of the worried-looking
s;IL hat and the two fags,

“Bubscriptions wanted——"
“Go and eat coke }” replmd Grundy.
“For a testimonial—""

heroie

with

B

“For the heroic Gussy!” chapted
Wally. .

*“What rot!” gaid Grundy. *I1'd bave
done the same if I'd been there. o

would any fellow! Buzz off I”
“Oh, here’s a bob1*” mld Wilkins,
- “And here s another 1” said -Gunn,
“Thanks!” said \Va“ “1 sav,
Grundy, if yon don’t feel 1nc1med to give
any subscription, will yeu ake -the
speech when' the presentation is made, at
the next meeting of the 8t. Jim's Par-
Yiament 2"

» oidF
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‘Grandy’s expression relaxed.
“Well, I den’t-mind doing

said graciously. = “Ves, D’E minor,

T'll make the presentation speﬂ, if you

e.

“ Thanks awfully,” said Wally gravely.
“You're a good chap, Grundy! You see,
you could put it better than anybody
else—in your oratorical manner, you
know.” - :

#I know!” assented Grundy, who
never conld see when his leg was being
pulled. ““And I don’t mind standing five
bob towards the collection.  After all,
D’Arcy maf'or did- a fine thing.”

Five. shillings clinked into the topper.
In the passage outside Wally closed one
eye at Levison minor, and Frank grinned.
A soft answer is said to turn away
wrath, and in this case it had not only
.turned ‘away wrath, but extracted five
shillings from the wealthy Grundy.

“That young D’Arcy’s got some
sense,” QGrundy remarked to his study-
mates. “What are you grinning at,
Wilkins?”

“Ahem!”

“What are you sniggering
Gunn?”

“*Ahem!” ;

“I don’t see anything to snigger at!”

. said Grundy, frowning. “I think Tl
diaw up a few notes for the speech.” .
cApd he did. . .. .

about,

CHAPTER 2.
Gussy Gives Advice.

RAMP! Tramp! Bump!
There was a good deal of noise
. in 8tudy No. 7_in the Fourth
when the Third-Form collectors
arrived at that apartment.

“Sounds like a row,” remarked Wally.

‘“Never mind—they ean scrap after-
wards,” answered Levison minor; and he
opened the door. ) : 2

Study No. 7 was tenanted by Con-
tarini, the Italian junior, Smith miner,
and Dick Roylance, of New Zealand, the
now fellow in the Fourth Form at St.
Jim's.

It was not a scrap, but a boxing-match.
Roylance had the gloves on with
Giucomno Contarini, and Smith minor was
sitting on the table, which had been
pushed into & corner, looking on. 5 g

“Hold ‘an, -you ‘chaps!” called out
Wally. “Business before pleasure!”

Roylance looked tdund, and.Contarini

_laughed rathei breathlessly and dropped

his hands.
" “Xeco! I am glad of a rest,” he re-
marked. | ““You are too much for me,

amico mio- I think perhaps you will beat
Tom Merry to-morrow.” . .

“T hope so,” said Roylance, with a
‘smile. - “ What do you fags want?”

“Cash!” answered Wally, with Spar-
tan brevity. . .

* Quite a common want just now,” said
Roylance..  “But you've come to the
wrong shop. Apply next door.”

“It's a testimonial!™ explained Wally.
“Gold-headed walking-stick with Latin
inscription, to be presented to the heroic
rescuer.”

* What !”
astonishment.

“You’ve heard about my major——"

“Your major?”

“Yea; the one and only Gussy. He
risked his lifé and his fancy waistcoab in
ﬁ:jliqg'Manners minor from a Hunnish
“Did .he?"”. exclaimed Roylance in
astonishment. . 3

“You've heard about it, I suppose?”
said Wally warmly. “It was last half-

exclaimed Roylance in

holiday. You were out with Gussy that
afternoon.” ;
“0Oh! I-—I see.”

_“We're going to make a_handsome
presentation,” said Wally loftily. *Con-

that!” he

put the vest in
pr W

.pocket-money from Tasmania?”
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’ Contributions Requesied!

(See Chapter 1.}

tributions required. If you haven't put
all your money in National War Bonds,
this hat,” T

 “Don’t ‘but,’ old scout; this isn’t the
time for butting. Shell out?”

Roylance did not shell out, howsver.
He stood looking greatly surprised. Smith
minor tossed a penny into the hat, and
Contarini added a shilling. Wally looked
sternly at Roylance. 3

“You're shelling out, I suppose?’ he
demanded. - “Didnt- you %ring any

- *I didn’t come from Tasmania.”
“Well, wherever it was, then——some-
where near the South Pole, wasn't it?”
“Not quite,” said Roylance, laughing.
“Well, I don’t care where it was—shell
out! I never thought Colonials were
stin%y!" said D'Arey minor sternly,
A !

*There you go—butting again, like a
billy-goat!™ growled Wally in disgust.
“Are you going to shell out or not?”’
“Time's. valuable,” remarked ILovison
minor.
“Does IFArcy know
this?” asked Roylance.
“Fathead!” Of course not. Gussy is
hiding his light under a soup-tureen, es
usual. He gets waxy-if a chap calls him
an heroic rédeuer ! chuckled Wally. “ 8o
I call him one every time I see him. He
even denies that he rescued Manners
minor at all, which would shock George
Washington, if Georgie were a St. Jim's
chap. But the Third Form are out to
recognise courage, in the form of a gold-
beaded walking-stick. Shell out, then!”
Roylance dropped a coin into the hat
with some hesitation, It -was not the
coin he was hesitating about, but quite
other considerations, unknown to the
fags. 3 : =
“Ciood!” said Wally. “ Why couldn’t
ou ‘do that at first, without jawing?
%ome on, Franky! There’s a lot more to
do yet!” i
The

yowre doing

fags left 1he.s'tudy, leaving Roy-

lance with a very perplexed expression on
his handsome face. :

“ My turn!" said Smith minor, getting
off the table and taking the gloves
from Contarini. “Not. fagged, young
Mutton?” :

“Not at all,” said Roylance. !

“Good! You've got to be in form to-
moarrow, to tackle Tom Merry. It would
be no end of a credit to the study if you
licked him. May as well have the gloves
on with Figgins of the New House this
evening, too. - If you can stand up to
him, yow'll have a good chance againsi
Tom Merry.”

And the boxing practice in No. 7 was
resumed. i

Meanwhile, ihe enthusiastic collectors
were gojing on their way, reaping quite a
harvest—c?xieﬁy- of coppers.- They stopped
at last outside Study No. 6,. which was
the quarters of the great Guesy himself.

“Can’t ask Gussy to contribute to his
own testimonial, I suppose? observed
Wally thoughtfully. .

“Ha, ha! No. But the other chaps!
And it's all vight; Gussy’s out!”

“Goad I - :

They marched in, and found Blake and
Herries and Digby finishing tea.  The
great Arthur Augustus was visiting the
New House. .

The silk topper was held out, and Wally
explained once mote.

Blake shook his head." :

“Gussy ‘says that he didh't -rescue
Manners minor at all!I” he observed. -

“That's only his blessed modesty.”

“T4’'s a whopper, if it isn't true,” said
Hervies. 5 .

“(Gussy never tells whoppers,” re.
marked Digby, with a shake of the head. -
“You’ve made a mistake about the heroic
rescuer, Wally.” :

“Rats!” retorted Wally: *“I tell you
it’s 50.” It was Gussy—there wasn’t any
other ass on tha spot! Shell out !”

*QOh, all right! o

More coppers clinked info the hat.
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“Mind, ot a word to Gussy!” cau-
tioned Wally. “He’s to have the pre-
sentation at the Parliamentary meeting
in Peoper’s barn to-morrow afternoon,
afier Tom Merry’s fight with Roylance.”
© “Right you are!” .

“It's to be a pleasant surprise, you
know,” ‘said Levison minor.

And the fags went on their way.

Study No. 6 was last on the list, and
the ecollectors returned to the Third-
Form room with the laden topper. There
they were surrounded by a crowd, ansious
to know the result.

Under Wally's lead, the Third Form
had taken wp the testimonial to Arthur
Augustus very seriously. Manners minor
thought it a good idea—it was his life
that had been saved. Coppers had been
contributed by nearly all the fags. Wally
turned out the contents of the old topper
on a desk, and the fags counted up the
cash in little piles.

“My hat! Thirty-five bob!” exclaimed
Jameson, quite awed. -

“One pound fifteen, by gum!” ‘said
Manners minor, “I say, can you get a
'Eold-headed walking-stick for one pound

ff?en‘ﬂ,.d id, haps,”

ed . gold,” perhaps,
Hobbs, R

Wally snorted,

“T'd like to see anybody presenting a
“rolled-gold walking-stick to my major!”
he snapped. “It’s to be the real article
or nothing.”

“ Ask Gussy himself|” suggested Levi-
son minor.

“Gussy's not to know, ass!’ -

‘““Fathead!” answered Levison minor.
“ Ask him without, telling him what we're
going to do, of course.”

Well, that’s not a bad idea,” assented
Wally, after some thought. “ He mightn’t
like a gold-headed walking-stick,  It’s
rather loud, come to think of it. We'll
catch Gussy when he comes in and draw
him.” .

And when Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of
the Fourih returned from the New House
he wag met in the doorway by his-minor
and Frank Levison.

“Hold on, Gusl” said the two fags
together. .

Arthur Augustus held on,

“What is it, deah boys?” he inquired.

“We want your advice.”

Arthur Augustus beamed.

_ He prided himself upon his tact and
judgment, and he was always prepared
to place them at the service of less gifted
fellows. )

“Wib%hi#o!“ hhe rtlaplied. “‘IYou have
come the wight chap, Wally! What
is the affaih 7’ & ® 7

Willy closed one eye at Frank.

"We're getting up a Form testimonial
to a fellow we all respect very highly,”
he explained. **A really good chap,

- though rather an ass!”

suggested

]

“A good bit of an asa!” said Levison
minor thoughtfully,. .““But a jélly good
fellow ! ;

&

. MYaas!” said Arthur Augustus unsus-
piciously, :

“We've raised a handsomie sum of
money by contributions. Now, what
would you recommend by way of a pre-
sentation 77 inguired Wally. s

Tt depends a gweat deal on the sort
of chap!” said Arthur Augustus. “ What
is he like?” '

VA bit of an ass, as I said, but all
right ! Suppose you were the chap, what
would you like?” suggested Wally. “aA
gold headed walking-stick 1

Arthur Augustus shuddered.

« *Bai Jove, no!”

“A diamond pin?” suggested Levison
minor. .

“Not at all! It is unpatwiotic to
epend money on diamonds in war-time 1™
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‘| pleasing, in some ways,

“ A tuck hamper, then?” . :

“Imposs, deal imy! A good tuck
hampah could hardly be made up with:
out bweakin’ the gwub wules, If I were
in the” chap’s place I should certainly
pwefer the pwesentation to fake the form
of cash, and then I should spe%d it on
things for the wounded soldinhs.

“Q0Oh!” ejaculated Wally.

“But, of course, it depends on ithe
chap!” added Arthur Augustus, “ Tastes
diffah 1

“T think we’ll take your advice, Gussy !
Thanks awfully 1"

“You are vewy welcome!”

The two fags returned o the Form-
room, and D'Arcy’s decision was com-
municated to the Third, and received
with many chuckles. And it was agreed
that the testimonial should take the form
of cash, to be presented to Arthur Augus-
tus in a handsome box,

CHAPTER 3,
In the Gym.
\HE Terrible Three strolled down
to the gym after tea. _
Tom Merry was in a thoughtful
mood. . -

On the morrow—Saturday—his fight
with Roylance was to come off. The

rospect of a fight, with Roglance or any-

dy else, was not a dismaying one to
the captain of the Shell, by any means;
it was not that that caused a thoughtful
shade to linger on his brow. Tom Merry
had been through a good many scraps,
and he was always ready for another on
good cauee being given.

But this particular fight was ~not
‘He had liked
the New Zealand junior, and become
very friendly with him. He was disap-
pointed in him, and it was an unpleasant
thought that a fellow he had thought
well of had acted meanly. And that was
what Tom Merry believed; and Roy-
lance was a good deal too proud to think
of offering an explanation that was nut
asked for. : g
" Manners was very quiet, too. . Only
Monty. Lewther looked as cheerful as
usual. He was going to witness the great
combat, and write a rippinf descriptive
account of it for the * Weekly.” He had
not the slightest doubt that he would
record a victory for his chum, Roylance
was rether a tough customer, and he had
defeated Manners in combat; but Tom
Merry was sure to give 2 good account of
himself. ’

It was notural enough that Tom should
take the quarrel up for his chum. He
believed that Manners was in the right
and that poor Manners, aftér a fight to
the limit of his etrength, had been de-
feated by the fellow who was in the
wrong. That defeat was going to be
wiped out, if Tem Merry could wipe it
out; and few of the School House fellows
doubted that he could. -

“Hallo! They're going it!” remarked
Lowther, as the chums of the Shell en-
tered the gym. . .

A boxing-match was in progress be-
tween Roylance and George Fi gins of
the New Houze, with a erowd of juniore
looking on. Figgins was a mighty man
of his hands, but it could be 'seen that
he was not.a better man than the new
junior. It was quite a’ friendly match
with the gloves on, but both the juniors
were getting. some rather hard knocks.
which they did not mind at all.

The Terrible Three looked on, Manners
with a gloomy brow. Arthur. Augustus
D’Arcy was there, regarding his New
Zealand friend with a beaming face. He
cama over to the Terrible Three.

“Y,00ks wathah pwomisin’—what?"” he
remarked. .

“Who does?”

“0ld Woylance,”
“Oh, he looks all right !

tion in hand to-mowwow, Tom Mewwyy
if the fight comes off.”

“Tt is coming off,” zaid Tom drily.

“1 should be vewy pleased, deah boy,
to heah that it had been called off ! said
Arthur Augustus.

“Well, you won't hear anything of tha
kind 1 :

“There iz no weason whatevah why
vyou should fight with Woylance.”

““Bow-wow !

“I do not wegard that as an intelli-
gible or a polite wemark, Tom Mewwy 1"
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity,

And he joined Blake & Co. in the
crowded ring. :

“Q]ueer how Guassy sticks to that cad :™
growled Manners.

“He isn’t exactly a cad!” said Tom
Merry. uneasily.

Manners grunted.

“T call him a cad,” he answered. “I
only wish I could lick him. But I've tried
‘twice, and it was no good.”

Tom Merry paused before he an-
swered. ) =

“1—1 suppose there’s no mistake about
it, Manners?” he said at last. *'Yeu—
vou haven't made a mistake again, liave
you 't

“Again 7" growled Manners.
do yeu mean?”

“Well, :you made a mistake about
Roylance when he first came here,” said
Tom, hesitating. “You found him shak-
ing ymmil Reggie, and went. for him,
thinking he was bullying your minor.
That was how you came to have your
first fight with him. ¥ou owned up you
were wrong when Reggie lef it out that
he'd hacked Roylance’s shins, and got a
shaking for it.”

“I owned up, and told him I was
sorry | snapped Manners, “I suppose
I couldn't -do more than that?”

“Ythat I mean i3, that was a mistake.
Now, I know Ragf{.
set sneered about your apologising to
Roylance, though you had to do it, as it
was the right thing to do. Those cads
tried to make out that it was funk. But
1 felt sure Roylance took it .the right
way.” 4

“1 thought he did—at first.”

“And youre quite sure now he
didn’t 77

Manners flushed.

“Q0h, I know what you mean!” he

said bitterly. “I was down on Roylance
at first for nothing. I was wrong, and I
owned it. You think I can’t get over i,
and: am keeping up a grudge for
nothing %
T don’t thiuk so, If Roylance really
said yoit were o funk he's a cad, and he
wants the licking of his life, But are you
sure he did? If you made & mistake
once you might again.”

“1 kpow he did.”

“Well, if you know he did, that settles
it ! But it knocks on the head the opirnion
I had of the chap i

““Perhaps it’s barely possible that yom
made & mistake, too,”
sourly. % :

“Likely enough!” said Tom good-
humouredly. - “Let it go at that, then!
If the fellow really said a thin%' like that
1 certainly was mistaken in him, ~He
can’t say it again after your fight. with
him, anyhow |~ :

“Y wish T could have licked him ! .
“You did your best, and a fellow can’
do more than that. e disgrace in get-
ting the worst of a fair fight.

“What

admiration:  *“Look at that!

Paome 3

TFiggy's down !’ L
1 The great Figgins was on his back,

“¥You will have wathah a_big pwoposi-

e and his speaking .

said Manners

And, by -
Jove, he's tough !’ eaid Tom Merry, with

e
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lmoking rather dazed.. Kerr and Fatty
Wynn picked him up. -

y “IMy hat!” ejaculated Figgins breath-
essly, - .

“That won't do, Figgy!” said Kerr
severely. *Buck up, you know !’

“Do you think I tumbled over on pur-
pose, you ass?”’ growled Figgins.

“Well, don’t- do it again !’

“The New House expects you to whop
him, Figgy!” said Fatty Wynn, with a
solemn shake of the head.

Figgins snorted. He %aced‘ Roylance
again, with a gleam in his eyes. The
friendly spar was becoming rather earnest
on both sides.

But Tiggy's chums were consoled by
the result of the néxt round., It was
Raylance who went down,

Axthur Augustus helped the New Zea-
lander up.

“ Mustn’t let that happen to-mowwow,
Woylance,” he remarked.

Roylance grinned. .

“Not if I can help it,’” he replied.
He peeled off the gloves. * TFhat will do
for to-night, Figgins, or-I sha’n’t be able
to toe the line to-morvow.”

“Right you are,” said Figgins. He

lagced vound at the captain of the

hell. *Come and have a round or two,
Tommy, and let's fee -how you'ra
shaping.”” =~ ° :

“Tm your.man,” said Tom. 3

Roylance left the gym with Arthur
Augustus as Tom Merry and Figgins
set-to with- the gloves. ~They returned
to the School House for prep.

“1 suppose you're bound to fight Tom
Mewwy to-morrow, old scout?’ said
Arthur Augustus regretfully.

“Looks like it, as he challenged me."”

“He is undah a w'ong Impwession,
Woylance:” ‘

© “I know that.” ¢

“ Couldn’t you explain?”

Roylance set his lips.

“T'm  going to -explain—afterwards.
Tut he's no right to believe that I said
such a rotten; mean thing to Manners.”

. “He could scarcely wefuse to take
Mannahs” woid, deah bor.”

“Mannera ought mot to think so,
either., I suppose’ he was ready to
believe anything, ‘on account- of that
trouble with his dashed minor the day I
came here. Confound the young jacka-
napes!” growled Roylance.

And.Arthur Augustus said no more.

CHAPTER 4. .
.The Great Fight.
al FTER lessons next day there was

excitement in the School House
at. St. Jim's.

The fight between Tom Merry
and ‘Roylanee was to come off earlff in
the afternoon, outside the school walls,

It was & serap. of uncommon interest,
for Tom was one of the best in the
scrapping line, and Roglance_ hed proved
that he was of unusual quality.

As for the cause of the quarrel, that
was o mattor of lesser interest, and the
juniors hardly knew.what to make of i,
either. -Manners-had had the worst of
his first cncounter with Roylance, and
Manners had fought him again, because
Roylance had- twitted him with funk.
But Roylance denied having done any-
thing of -the kind, and neither was a
fellow who could be supposed to. lie; so
the general opinion was that there was
some mistake in.the matter.. Manners’
chums, naturally, sided with him; the
other fellows cheerfully gided with both
ng{ltyies,; and hoped there would be a good
mii. - X
Soon after_dinnet the Terrible Three
sauntered out of the school gates to-
gether, Monty Lowther. carrying a bag.
As the fight was of & more serious kind
than a harmless glove contest, it had to

‘jackets, and their sleeves were
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be kept from the knowledge of the pre-

fects, so a certain amount of caution was
observed. - ! 3

Roylance quitted the school five
minutes later, with his study-mates
Coritarini and Smith minor, Blake an
Herries, and Dighy and D’Arcy, followed
them soon afterwards. Figgins & Co., of
the New House, followed, and aftor them
a regular army of juniors, in twos and
threes and fours. ’

The rendezvous in the selected place
was numeérously attended.

The chosen spot was a strip of meadow
by the river, shut in by trees. In that
spot interruptions were not likely to take
place.

Lowther was Tom Merry’a second, and
Arthur Augustus acted for Roylance.
Kangaroo, of the Bhell, was appointed
timekeeper. :

There was a thick: crowd round the
ring, and Racke of the Shell was offer-
ing the odds on Roylance. Racke and
Crooke and Clampe were there, in great
spirits. Racke & Co. disliked the new
fellow and detested Tom Merry; so that,
whatever the result of the fight, it was to
be satisfactory from their point of view.
They hoped fervently to see Tom Merry
licked, but a licking for Reylance would
also have afforded them great pleasure.

Tin basing were filled with water from
the viver, and the ‘sponges floated in
them. Lowther and D*Arey l{)mdueed
towels from. under their coats, Kangaroo
of the Bhell drew out a big silver watch.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes,” seid Tom Merry, and Roylance
nodded.

The principals had thrown off their
rolled
back, and they had donned the gloves.

“Two to one on Roylance!" called out
Aubrey Racke, apparently understudying
a bookmaker. 2 7

Grundy looked round -at him.

*Racke!” he rapped out.

* Hallo?” said Racke.

“Stop that!” ovdered Grundy auto-
cratically.

“EReT

“Biop it !

“You cheeky ass—""

Grundy sirode towards him.

“You're not going to make dirty bets
here,” Ha said. - * Stop it, or I'll boot you
out of ‘the place fast enough!”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Blake.

I suppose I can do as I like?"” roared
Racke, exasperated by the intervention
of the high-handed Georga Alfred.

- “That's your little: mistake; you
can’t,” said Grundy coolly. * Shut up!”

“Two to one on Roylance!” shouted
Racke defiantly. .

He had reason fo regret his defiance
the next moment. Grundy seized him
by the.collar, and rushed him away.
They disappeared through the trees,
Racke struggling frantically in George
Alfred’s muscular grip.- A yell of
laughter followed them.

(§rundy came back in a couple of
minutes, rather flushed, and alone. The
sportive Aubrey did not reappear, .

“ Where’s Racke?’ asked Wilkins.

“7 left him in the ditch.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“Are you doing any betting here,
Crooke?”” demanded Grundy.

Crooke’s answer was hasty and in the
negative.

Meanwhile the combatants were get-
ting to business. They shook hands as
they met in the ring, and Harty Noble
called  Time.”™ The first yound began.

All eyes were on them now.

Tom Merry was the bigger of ulie iwo,
and a little older; but Roylance was evi-
dently a totugh customer for even the
captain of .the-Shell, . The difference in
size was not marked. And, good bexer
as Tom Meriy iwas, the first vound

One Penny, 5

showed that Roylance was his equal in
that line. : )

Manners looked on rather glumly as
round after round was fought through.

After four rounds it was anybody’s
fight, as Jack Blake remarked. Fortune
inclined. as Iy]et'. to neither side.. And
Manners, who-a few days before had
tackled Roylance, saw clearly enough
that he had néver had the ghost of a
chance. Tom Merry had to go all out,
and it was not at all certain so far that
he wou'd get the upper hand.

And the fellows, watchin Roy-
lance, were surprised at the form
showed. He was 3o quiet and unassum-
ing that few had thought him. -able
to %mt up such a fight. A fellow who
could stand up to-the captain of the Shell
for round after round might have been
excused for puttivg on a little side; but
Roylance had never shown any trace of
side. His fistical powers were not re-
vealed at all till the time came when he
was called upon to use them. g

Avthur Augustus sponged his lieated
face after the fifth round. In spite of the
gloves, a good deal of damage was being

one on both sides.

Roylance looked fresh enough still.

* Bai Jove, I never dweamed that you
were such a corkah, deah boy!” the swell
of St. Jim’s remarked. “Weally, I do
not feel at all suah that 1 coulg knock
you out myself, you know!”

Roylance laughed. :

“Time!"” said Kangaroo.

The New Zealander stepped up with
alertniess for tho sixth round.  Junior
seraps seldom ran to six rounds, but it
was plain that this particular serap would
ran to many more than that.

“There goes Rorxlance!”
Crooke. -

It was the first falt. The New Zea-
lander was down. Kangaroo begaun to
count. But before five had been counted .
Rnﬁlanc-e Was up ugln}n and fighiing. He
stalled off the Shell fellow's attack till
time was called, and he wasd breathing
hard as he sauk on the kuee Avthur
Augustus made for him.

he seventh round was slower, but in
the eighth the fight woke up again, and
Tom Merry went to grass, It was still
quite a matter of doubt what the result
would be. -

“Ninth round!” said Jack Blake,
when the Australian junior called time
egain. * Sticking it out, by Jove! They.
ought to stop mow, Look at Tommy’s
nose, and Roylance's eye!”

“And his chin!” grinned Herries

muttered

"¢ And his nose, -too, -for that matter!”

“Ti’s gone far enough,” said Dig.

But the ninth round went on, both
combatants getfing punishment, and
both very evidently the.worse for wear.

% imﬂ !J’

“Feelin’ all wight, deah hoy?” asked
Arthur Augustus, rather anxiously, as he
sponged the crimson face of his principal.

“(Iood for some more, anyway,”
answered Roylance quietly.

¥ Bwavo!” .

Monty Lowther was slightly anxious as
he looked after Tom Merry.  His faith in
his leader was not shaken, but he could
not deny that it was, as Blake had said
earlier, anybody’s fight so far., Tom
Merry smiled faintly as he read Mouty
Lowther’s thoughts in his face,

“All serene!” he said. “I shall pull
through, I think. Roylance is the
toughest chap I've ever scrapped with—
tougher than Giundy, even. There's a
bit of difference in eize and weight,
though, and that’s on my side, I shouldn’t
wwonder 1f that makes all the difference.”

“Go in and win!” said Lowther.

Tom nodded, saving his breath for his
work. g ’

“Time!” - .
Tue Gry Liprarr.—No, 522.
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“Tenth round!” said Levison of the
Fourth. “By gum!”

“Tom Merry's goin’ to pull it off,”
remarked Cardew, with the air of a con-

. noisseur. *“He's a bit to_the good, but
it’s a close thing. ¥ Grundy weren’t here
I'd offer one and a half to one on
Thomas.”

It was “the fenth round, and Tom
Merry was pressing his opponent now.

Dick Roylance gave ground steadily;
he was driven half round the ring, and
his defence seemed to fall away feebly.
D’Arcy’s face was keen with anxiety as
he watched. Tom Merry rushed in, and
then, all of a sudden, the New Zealander
stiffened up, and met him with a sudden
irresistible attack. The captain of the
Shell reeled back from ‘a_drive fairly in
the face, followed up by a postman’s

knock that almost lifted him from his
feet. There was a heavy bump as he went
down in the grass,

“Bwavo |” chirruped Arthur Augustus,

Tom Merry lay dazed.

. Experienced scrapper as he was, he had

been lured on by the astute Fourth-

Former, with disastrous results, The

affected fecbleness of the New Zealander

had completely taken him in.

“One, two, three, four+—=" came from
Kangaroo grimly.

Monty Lowther’s face was set. Man-
ners locked hard and savage. Was Tom
Merry, too, to be defeated by the youth
from the land of the Southern Cross?
Tom made a big effort to rise, but he
sank back again, his senses whirling, He
had tazken punishment that would have
knocked out most fellows on the spot.

“Five, six, seven, eight——""

“Tom {” breathed Manners,

* Ning——"

Tom staggered to his feet with a tre-
mendous effort.  Roylance could bave
knocked him spinning the moment he
wag up, but Roylance was standing back,
with his hands down, chivalrously giving
his adversary plenty of time to recover.
Tt was only that chivalry of the Colonial
junior that saved Tom Merry from grim
defeat. %

It was Tom who renewed the conflict,
Lut when the call of time came he almost
tottered to Lowther’s knee.

Lowther did not speak. He did what
be could for his chief in the brief interval

. of vest. But Arthur' Augustus was fairly
grinning as he clapped Roylance on the

back. .

“Good man!® he said, half a dozen
times, *‘Good man|”

** Time ! .

“Eleventh round!” said Clive. * They

) o'xght {o stop!” -

‘Pom Merry came up a little slowly to
the call of time, but steadily. He was
recovering, And now he was very wary,
and no feint was likely to take him m
again, He contented himself with de-
fence till he felt stronger, and the round
was uneventful, |
- “Twelfth round, by gad!” said Car-
dew, with a deep breath, when the ad-
versaries faced one another again at the
call of time. *“Good men both!”

“Last, too, I think,” said Levison
guoietly,

And Levison was right)

Tom Merry was pressing the attack
hard and fast, and this time his opponent
was outclassed. Twice the New Zea-
Jander nearly went down, but recovered,
and then a terrific straight drive sent
him spinning.~ He landed in the grass
with a crash,

Hangaroo counted,

At nine there was a buzz of deep-drawn
‘breath, All eyes were on Roylance. He
made an effort to rise, his face drawn and
wvontorted with the intensity of if; but
ﬁo sank back again. He was spent. Tom

ferry was little better, for he could
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‘never thought of such a thing.

sca:rc_ely keep his feet. But he was just
kespmg"t’hem. l

Kangaroo slipped his watch inté his
pocket,

Arthur Augustus, with a rather glum
{ace, helped his principal out of the ring.
Roglzmce sat on his knee, and panted
and panted. Tom Merry, in little better
case, rested on Lowther’s ready knce. It
was some little time before either of the
adversaries in that well-fought fight cared
to move. Roylance was tﬁe first on his
feet, as it happened.

Tom Merry rose, and stepped towards
him, throwing his gloves aside. He held
out his hand to the New Zealand junior.

Roylance gave him a rather queer look,
but shook hands readily enough.
“You've pulled it of{” he said coolly.

“You're a good man,” said Tom.
“¥You Jet me off in the tenth round. . It
was your fight, if you'd chosen. We'll
try it again another time, if you like—
but I've had guite encugh, if you have.”

Roylance grinned faintly,

“Enough to go on with, thanks,” he
said,

He locked round.

“Manners!” he called out.

*“Hallo!” said Manners.

“Now it’s all over, I've got something
to say. I did not call you a funk.

It was a
lie of Rucke’s, That’s ail!”

Roylance turned to Arthur Augustus,
who helped him on with his jacket, and
he left the ground with the swell of St
Jim’s, Tom Merry blinked after him,
and he blinked at Manners. He found
it difficult to look at anything just then
without blinking.

“Come on!"” said Monty Lowther,

E ﬁnd Tom’s chums led him from the
eld, ;

CHAPTER 5.
After the Battle,

RUNDY of the Shell looked in at
G Tom Merry’s study about an
hour later, S

g Tom Merry was reclining in
the arm-chair, not much inclined to do
anything else after his terrifie slogging-
match. %

He had won on the count, but the fight
had been so close that it was hardly a
victory. And the punishment given and
taken had heen very severe. Tom Merry
was feeling, as he remarked to his chums,
as if he had been under 2 motor-car that
afternoon—znd a very heavy . motor-car
at that, Strong and fit as he was, it was
likely to be some time before he fully
recovered. . -

“Coming ?” asked Grundy, looking in.

“Rats! No,” said Tom Merry; I'm
not coming anywhere. I wouldn't leave
this arm-chair just now to see the Kaiser
hanged!”

“You're a bit soft, ain’t you?" re-
marked Grundy.

Tom gave him a feeble glare.

“ Kill him, somebody!” he said. -

Monty Lowther picked up the poker.

“Here, hold on! No larks!” said
Grundy. “It’s the :ession of the St.
Jim’s Parliament, you know. Presenta-
tion to Gussy—speech by me—""

“Speech by you!” said -Tom. “I
couldn’t stand that, if I was feeling my
very best. Call again after the war!”

“Pon’t lie up for a bit of a scrap,”
said Grundy encouragingly. “‘Be a man
you know " Take it smiling! Keep a stiff
upper lip! Be a sport, like mel”

“Monty, if you were a pal you’d brain
him!® moaned Tom Merry. !You've
got a poker. Why don’t you brain him?”

“T'm going to!”

“Here, stop that! No larks!” roared
Grundy. ‘‘Why, you mad idiot, wharrer
vou at? Keep off! Yarooooh!”

_could eat him,

‘mumbled Tom Merr% h“ It feels

| said Manners

Now OH
SALE,

Grundy spun into the passage as the
poker whirled round his head. Monty
Lowther did not guite brain him, but he
gave Grundy some taps that made the
great George Alfred feel as if he were on
an anvil. Grundy staggered across the
passage, and glared at Lowther as if he

“¥You potty ass!” he roared. “You—
you—you———"

“0Oh, don't be soft!” grinned Lowther.
“Come and have some more! Don’t lie
up for a bit of a tap!"

" You—you-—you—" gasped Grundy.

*Here, have some more, like that, and
that!” ‘

“Yaroooop I

“That” ‘and “that” were terrific
fﬁruds_ in Grundy’s ribs, and apparently

e did not want any more, for-he fled
along the passage and vanished. Lowther
chuckled as he came back into the study.

“That make you feel bettr, Tommy?”
he inquired. B

“Yes,” said Tom, grinning. “The
silly ass! I'll bet he wouldn’s have stood
up to Roylance for twelve rounds! Soft!
The silly chump! I feel as if T'd been
through a mangle I'* ’ i s @

“I'm glad you licked him,™ said
Manners. ’

Tom made a grimace. .

“Well, I suppose I licked him, as he
was counted out,” he said. “But I feel
remarkably az if he'd licked me.”

“He's 8 good man,” said Monty Low-
ther, “Never mind; you've saved the
prestige of the study.” i

“I'd rather have saved m se,’
as if it
wasn't there. And helieve it was all
about nothing, after all. Roylance says
he didn’t say anything about Manners.”

“He did !” said Manners.

“Well, it beats me hollow!” confessed
Tom, *“A chap who eould put up a fight
like that ou%ht to be pretty decent. You
saw how he let mo off in the tenth round.
It was his fight, if he’d knocked me out,
as he could have, then, under the rules.
He gave me a chance, and got licked at
the finish for doing it! Only a really
decent chap would play the game to that
extent.”

“Hallo! Tolk of angels!” eaid
Lowther, as Dick Roylance steppéed in
at the opén doorway. £

Roylance showed a good many signs of
the combat. The gloves had -saved the
worst, but a great amount of damage
had been done.

Tom Merry gave him a ‘faint grin.
Tom was backing up Manners in the dis-
pute, but he simply could not feel ill-will
towards a fellow who had put up such a
fight as Roylance had put up that after-

noon.
“Hallo] Feeling chippy?” he asked.
“Not very !” confessed Roylance.
“If you've come for some more, call

"

~to-morrow '

“Ha, ha! I bhaven't come for any
more. I've come to explain something.
1 think yon ought to hear me,” said Roy-
Jance. *“It’s mbout what Manners quar-
relled with me for.” . .

“Well, we don’t want to hear youl”
ruffly.

_Roylance coloured. .

“Does that apply to all three of yout™
he asked very quietly:

“No, it doesn’t!” said Tom Merry at
once. “Give the chap a chance to speak,’
Manners! I've felt all along that there
was some mistake about the matter.”

“There wag no _imistake!” said
Manners bitterly. *“I can believe my
own_ears, I supposei” c v e

“Not without using your brains, if
you have any!” said Roylance tax:ﬁi.
AT don’t care twopence what you think,
to be candid; but I'd rather Merry did
not think that I had acted like a tnean
rotter, It was like this, Merry. Racka

nose,” i

=)
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and Crooke asked me into their study,
and I found that they wanted to egg me
on into a fight with Manners. I under-
stand that they're up against this study
for some reasoh———" ’
““That's s0.” g, &
“Well, I refused to be drawn, and was
leaving the study when Manners came
by. Then Racko said somothing, as if
answering what I had said. Tt was a
clever trick, and it fairly flabbergasted
me for the minute. He said something
to the effect that be didn’t believe that
Manners had been dodging me, and that
he didn’t. believe Manners was a funk,
just as if I'd been saying so. I give you
my word that I hadn’t! It was a trick

of Racke’s, because he saw Manners out-

side the door, and wanted him to hear.”

Manners set his lips,
“Jt was just like one of Racke’s
“tricks ! said Tomx Merry. “So that was
how it happgned, Manners! You never
heard Roylance say anything af all.”
- T heard Racke answer him.”
“As Roylance has just described it?”
de‘r'sflande;‘d.Lowther. '

“ And that was oll?”

“71t waa quite enough.”

%1 suppose you believe me. Tem
Merry1” said Roylance quietly.  * Even
if I were mean enough to tell = le,
there’re no reason why 1 should. in-
tended to tell you this after our scrap,
whichever of us got the better of it. It
was simply a trick of Racke’s, because I
had refused to be his catspaw. Manners
didn’t wait to ask a question; he just
rushed at me and hit out,”

“I'd do the =ame again!”
Manners, -

“Then you don't believe my explana-
tion?"” - ) .

Manners hesitated. E

“Well, yes, I suppose I do, really,” he
gaid at last. “It was just like onc of
Racke's tricks, I admit that.”

“Of course, we believe you!” ex.
claimed Tom Merry warmly. “Aund I
must say that Manners was a silly ass to
be taken in so easily. If he'd told wus
how it happened, we should have guessed
it was one of Racke’s tricks. You had a
scrap with Racke in his study that even-
ing, I know. That was the rcoson?”

S i

zaid

“Well, you leave the court without a
etain on your character,” said Mont
Lowther, with a grin, “ Manners, oi
.chap, you do seem rather to rush to con-
ciusions like a bull at a gate. I rather
think that you owe Roylance another
apology.” .

Manners looked grim.

“] don't want that,”’ said Roylance.
Tt doesn’t matter & bit. But I wanted
you fellows to know the facts. If I'd
said what Racke pretended I'd said, I
slﬁould have been a mcan cad. That's
allt?

Manners flushed uncomfortably. -

It was impossible .to doubt the ex-
planation so frankly given, and once
more Manners had to admit that his
“down ™ on the new junior was due to
a misunderstanding caused by his own
‘hastiness. But Manners was trus blue;
he was ready to admit that he was wrong
when he knew that he was wrong.

“I'm sorzf"y, Roylance !” he said, with
an effort. -“I don't think I was much
to blame, if you come to that. I
naturally thought Racke was answerin
something you had said, when I hear

him, - But I believe you, of course, and
I'm sorry.”
- %All serene,” said Roylance. Fe

paused a moment, and then went on,
colourin%sli,ghﬂg: “Look here, Man-
ners ! ou've becn down on me ever
since I'vo been here, and it was all due
-fo mistakes. You've owned that much,
X don't want to be on bad terms with

“tion to Arthur Augustus D’Ar
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anybody. I'm not looking for irouble.
I'm wiliing to shake hands and let
bygones be bygones, if you are.”

“Good egg!” said Tom Merry. “It's
up o you, Manners, old scout!”

Manners was silent.  There: was a
struggle in his breast between his better
nature and the bitterness of his feeling
towards the new junior. ~ But dislike,

even though admittedly founded upon

misapprehension, was not to be overcome
in a moment. Manners put his hands
into_his pockets,

“ Manners!” muttered Monty Low-
ther.

“Well,, if that's how you feel, all
serene,” said Roylance.  “It doesn’t
worry me.”’

And he guitted the study.

Manners looked at his. chums, his face
l_la.rder}m? as he read the condemnation
in their fooks.

“I don’t like him!” he said. “You
needn’t scowl at me. I've admitted that
the wrong was on_my side. But I don’t
like the fellow! I suppese I'm allowed
to have my own likes and dislikes, if I
choose 27

“No %’ocd jawing sbout it ! said Tom
Merry shortly,

Manners, with a clouded face, left the
study. He was not satisfied with him-
self, or with his chums, or with anythirg
at that moment. But he had never felt
less inclined to make friends with his
enemy.

CHAPTER 6.
_ For Valour,
L1 OME on, Gussy, you duffer!”
“Wait  till get my tie
stwaight, deah boy!”
* Bother your tie!”
Herries impatiently. .

“J wefuse to bothah my tie, Hew-
wies ' o

“Look here! It's an important ses-
sion this afternoon!” exclaimed Blake.
“You can’t be late, least of all. Come
on!”

“Weady now I’ said Arthur Augustus
graciously.

And the swell of St. Jim's left Study
No. 6 with his chums. . L.

?ﬁte a little army of St. Jim’s junicra
had started for the barn in Pepper’s field,
where the St. Jim’s Parliament held its
sesstons, That afternoon the presenta-
was to
be made for the heroic rescue of Manners
minor of the Third Form. It was to be
made in spite of D’Arcy’s denial that he
was the Eeroic rescuer at all.  That
denial was generally put down to Gussy's
great madesty.

It did not seem possible that anybody
but the great Ez‘-was¥i had been the rescuer.

Manners minor had ventured into the
field, and the savage bull had run him
down, and Reéggie had fainted, with the
brute fairly upon him. He had come fo
in Mr. Bunce's cottage, to find that some-
body had rescued him-—who, he had not
the faintest iden. His major had found
him there, and brought him back to the
school, having learned where he was
from Arthur Auvgustus. Naturally, all
parties  concluded that it was Arthur
Augustus who had rescued Reggie from
t-hB%ml].

D'Arcy certainly had helped to talke
the fainting fag into the cottage, and
had gone for the doctor.”  And if he
wasn’t the rescuer, why couldn’t he say
who was? There was no answer to that
question, excepting -that Gussy’s modes$
desire to blush unseen led him to deny
his own heroism.

There was no doubt that the fellow
who had rescued Reggie had risked his
life. The wonder was that he had not
lost it. And, but for his_aid, Reggie
would have been gored to death Ly the
savage animal as he lay helpless—that

growled

.eye this aftahnoon,” remarked

One_ Pénnv. i1

was another certainty. . And a fellow
who had shown unlimited pluck, and
saved the life of his scheolfellow, was a
fellow whom 8t. Jim’s delighted to
‘honour.. Bo there was great enthusiasm
for the presentation of the testimonial
in & handsome box to the swell of Sl.

L Jim's,

. Arthur Augustus, quite ignorant of the
intentions of his schoolfellows, walked
down to the-barn with Blake and Lis
chums.  Manners joined them on the
way. Monty Lowther was staying in’
with Tom Merry. ‘Tom did not feel in-
clined for parliamentary proceedings that
afternoon.

Manners didn’t either, for that matter,
but he felt bound to turn up, considering
the nature of the occasion.

His minor in the Third was a good dezl
of a worry to him, but Manners was
strongly attached to Reggie, all the same;
and he felt far more gratitude to tho
rescuer than the fag himself did. Master
Reggic had rather a way of taking every-
thing for granted.. But Manners knew
that it was not every fellow who wou'd
have run under the horns of a savage and
maddened bull to save a young rascal
whose own wicked vrecklessness lad
brought his peril upon him.

“1 twust Talbot will let me eatch his
Arthur
Augustus. “I wegard Talbot as a vowy
good Speakah, exceptin’ that sometimes
he allows othab chaps to catch his eye
and begin talkin’, I have some wathah
important wemarks to make on the wah.”

“That’s all right ; you won’t be allowed
to make them!” said Blake.

“T shall insist upon makin’ then:,
Blake! I'm goin to cxpwess my views
on the air-gervice.”

“Bow-wow "

“I shall put the wesolution.to the
House that the only way of beatin® Cer-
many is by an air invasion on a large
scale,” explained Arthur Augustus. “Ten
thousand aewoplanes would make ihe
wotten Huns faibly ewinge. T shall-
wequest Mr. Speakah to forward a copy
of the wesolution to the War Cabinet in
London—

“Great pip!”

“That will wathah wake them up, you
know!” said Arthur Augustus, with an
air of satisfaction,

“Ha, ha, ha! Do you think it would
be read?” roared Blake. J

“Yaas, wathah! They would hardly
have the cheek to leave it unwead, I
pwesnme ?"’ .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. “I see nothin’ whatevah to cackle at
in that wemark! I wegard it as the
dutay of evewy Bwitish cifizen with
bwains to come to _the wescue of ‘the
politicians, .who unfortunately have so
little, That is the way to win the war
and give Pwussian militawism the
kybosh, Heah we are, deah boys! Mind
you back me up. And, for goodness'
sake, cheeah in the wight places!”

The House of Commons was growing
crowded when the chums of Study No. £
entered. Most of the St. Jim's Cabinct
were on the Front Bench, and My,
Speaker—otherwise Talbot of the Shell
—wag in his place. A buzz greoted the
entrance of Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy.

“Here he is!" shonted Reggie
Manners, who had squeezed in with the
crowd,

“ Hurrah ! .

“Bai Jove! That js wathah flat.
terin’ I said Arthur Augustus, surprised
and pleased. ;

“Bravo, Gussy!™ | 3

“You see, Blake,.the fellows know
how to appweciate a weally good. specch
by a chap who knows &omebﬁin’. They
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“did_the trick.

" couraged Grundy,

sre expectin’ somethin® vewy good fwom
me on the subject of the air-service.”
*“Ha. ha, ha1”?
“Weally, Blake—-""
“Order! Silence!”

* Grundy of the Shell rose, looking very

important. .

My, Spesker mmd honourable mem-
bers, I move that this Honse resolve
itself. into a Committee——"

*“Hear, hear?”

“For the purpose of making a pre-
sentation to the honourable member, the
Yecretary for Foreign Affairs.”

“ Hear!” 1 :

“Bai Jove! What does -that mean,
Blake ?” )

“YWait and see!” grinned Blake.

“ Good old Gussy !” bawled Wally from
the ranks of the fag members. *Why
didn’t you bring a fan to hide your
blushes ?™

“Weally, Wally—"’

“The Secretary for Forcign Affairs
will kindly rise to the.occasion,” said Mr.
Speaker, ; ’

“Bai Jove! I weally Jo not compwe-

" hend——

“(tentlemen,” said Grundy, for the
first time during his career as a St. Jim's
Parliameritarian making a speech with-
out being howled down. ‘Gentlemen,

some of you are acquainted with the !

%ull,unt action of the Secretary for
oreign Affairs in the Bt. Jim’s Cabinet,
but some may not be, For the benefit of
the latter I will utter a few remarks.”
_ “The fewer the better,” murmured
Blake. ;

“(Gentlemen, the other day the honour-
able member spotted a silly young idiot
in the Third Form in a field with a mad
bull,”

“¥Ha, ha, hal”

“Bai Jovel” )

“With a personal courage remarkable
in_ a politician—""

“J1a, ha, ha !

“He rushed to the rescuc. He got the
+illy fag from under the horns of the
bull. and saved his life. Tt was an act of

_great gourage. - Of-course, I should have

i

‘dopo the same if 1I'd been there—

“0Oh, would you?” y

“8o would auny fellow. Bub, all the
same, it was ripping of him, Gentle-
men,” continned Grundy, with real elo-
yuence, “‘some persons—some ignorant
persons—might fry to make out that the
St. Jim's Parliament is not equal to the
real thing at Westminster. 'They might
pllege that schoolboy politicians are not
up to the 'matk of the grown-up article.
(fentlemen, these critics are mow an-
swered. Who ever heaid of a real, grown-
up politician risking his own skin?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” E

“ Anybody’s else’s skin, if you like, but
not his own. Gentlemen,” continued

" Grondy, “I claim that this incident puts

the 8t Jim's House of Commons far
and away ahead of the queer institution
at Westminster. A member of the S&.
JFim’s Cabinet eaw a chap in danger. He
id not make a long speech urging some-
body else to go to the rescue, He did
not spout out epoch-making eloguence
by the fathom, and leave the danger to
another chap, “He rushed in himself and
After this, gentlemen, I
claim that the St. Jim’s Parlianient ia
the real goods, and anything in the same
line .at Westminster 13 only a spurious
imitation.” ’

“Hear, hear!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“T may even add,” went on the en-
“that the country
would do. well to put power into the
hands of the &t. Jim’s Parliament, and
lesve the other show to browse on its
gularies and mind its own business !”
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“Hear, hear!”

“And now, gentlemen,
tion will take place.
the testimonial in the- form of cash.
D' Avey—" :

“¥You uttah ass 1™

“What1”

“7 wegard these pwocoedin’s as widic |”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus. It was
not I who wescued Weggie Mannahs!
It was not a membah ‘of the St. Jim's
Parliament at all! T wefuse to accept a
testimonial. I wegard you as asses!”

the presenta-

And with that wrathful announcement’

Arthur Augustus stalked out of the House
of Commons, and Grundy was loft with
the presentation-box in his hand. "And
the session of the St. Jim's Parliament
broke up in an excited buzz.

CHAPTER 7.
Keeping it Dark.

LAKE & CO.  found Arthur
Augustus in Study Ne. 6 when
they came fo tea:

© D’Arey was looking disturbed

and wrathful, The scene in the 8t. Jim’s

Parliament had annoyed him, More-

over, he had not made his great speech

on the airservice; and the valuable tip
he had been going to give the War

Cabinet was lost to those gentlemen for

the present. :

“ Look here,
began Blake.

“T wegard you as an uttah ass,
Blake!” exclaimed. D'Arcy hotly. “I
pwesume you were 'a party to those
widiculous pweceedings "

“Of course, ass! It's one up for this
study to have o testimonial presented for
valour, fathead

“The wight person is not in this
studay.” .

“Whe is the right pewson, then?”
roared Herries.

“That is a secwet, Hewwies.”

“ Why is it a secre$, fathead 1"

“T pm sowwy I cannob-expluin.” .

“ Look here!” enid Blake. “There’s
been enough of this mystifying, Was it
you who rescued Manners minor or not,
you blinking duffer?”

“T wefuse to be called a Dblinkin’
duffah, Blake! And I have alweady
answahed in the negative.”

“And it isn’t onmly your modesty—
what 7" .

“(lertainly not!”

“That's alt right! We'll take .that as
official,” said Blake. “Now we want {o
know who it was. You were there, and
you know. Who was it?” 2

I3 ‘Vﬂts 1!1 s

“If you wen't answer on the voluntary
system, compulsion will be applied,”
said Blake warningly.

“ Wybbish ! .

“Tale hold of him!” said Blake.

“I wefuse to be taken hold of!
Hewwies, you ass, leggo my neck! Dig,
you wufian-— Vawoooh1” -

Arthur  Angustus’ chums were in
deadly earnest. . They did not see any
;esson for a mystification, and they were
ed up.
Jim’s, and his elegaut. person ‘smote the
smdg carpet with a loud bump.
© “Qw, you wottahs! Ow!”

“Now tell uz who it was!”

“Wats 1? :

. Bump!
“Name!" said Blake, grinning. -
“Oh, you feahful. wuffians!” wailed

Arthur Augustus,  “Oh, you wottahs!

You are wuinin' my twousahs!”
“Name!” roared Herries,
“Go an’ eat coke!”
Bump! Bumpl
“Yawoooop! Leggo!

Gussy, you silly ass

: ! I weluse to
give the name!” howled Arthur Augus-

This box dontains’

They seized the swell of 8t. |

{ made that idiotic' promise,”
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tus, shruggling wildly.
wefuse——  Yoooop!”
Bump! - - :
“(Oh, ewumbs! I cannot give you the
name, you silly duffalis, .as I have pwo-
mised Woylance not to do so.”
“Roylance!” exclaimed Blake.
“Yow-owow!"” §
“What’s Roylance got to do with its”
“Y wefuse to explain! Leggo!”
“Roylance!” repeated Blake, in won-
der;. and he released the swell of St.
Jimv's; who sat up and gasped. “So it
was Roylance, was it?”
“I wefuse to weply! Ow!”
“Why did Roylance make you promise
not to mention his name?”
~ “Gwooogh!” .
“ Answer, you ass!”
“1 wefuse to- answah! Oh; deah!”
“Y think that’s clear enough,” re-
marked Digby. *It’s because Roylance
is on fighting terms with Mauners major.
As Reggie had fainted, he didn't sce
who pulled him out, and so Roylance left
it at that. I see, now.”
. “But Gussy told us Roylance wasn’é
with him when Reggie was pulled out of
the field,” said Herries. s
“That was qui

“T distinctly

uite: twie, Hewwies. 1
had parted with Woylance, and saw him
fwom a distance, you ass!” )
“Then you admit it was Roylance?”
“I wefise to admit anythint Havin’
made a pwomise, I am quife unable to
give you any information,”
Blake, chuckled.

“We' don't need much more than-

i,;)u"ve given us already,” he said. * Roy-
nce “wouldn’t have asked you to keep
it dafk if he’d known your methods of
keeping secrets.”

“T intend to keep
gwave, Blake!”

“'Ha, ha, ha!”

“I see nothin’ whatevah to cackle at,
vou uttah ass!® Arthur Augustus picked
himself up, and proceeded to dust down
his beautiful bags. ' “I wegard you fcl:
lows as uttah wuffians, and I have a
gweat mind to give you a feahful thwash-
in’ all wound!”

“Roylance had -better have the testi-
monial!” grinned Dig. 2

Arthur Augustus looked alarmed.

“Weally, Dig, if you have guessed thag

it as secwet as the

it was Woylance, pway do not bweathe a

word outside this studay! He will think
I hdve bwoken my pwomise.”

“You shouldn’t have promised any-
thing of the sort, ass!"

“He asked me, deah boy.”

“Because he was on bad terms with
Manners?” | 2 g ow

- ¥aas.” . -

“1 don’t seo that it mattered,” grunied

‘Herries,

“You see, Woylance
of tact and judgment,” espleined Arthur
. “He felt that it would be
wathah bad form to place Mannahs undah

a porsonal obligation to him, ab a time '

is wathah a fellow .

when Mannahs was goin' for him as an <

enemy, you know. I quite appwoved. It
would have made Mannahs feel an awful
sillay ass!”

“Well, he is a a'eli‘i ass, so I don't see
wh'y he shouldn’t feel it!”

“Howevah~—="7.. ~
“ Botter not say anything, as Gussy
remarked
Blake, ‘I dare say he will let it out
himself, soon, too. He's let it out to us,
and he will let it out far and-wide, before
long.” ’ :

«1 have not. let it out!" ‘shounted

Arthur Augustus. “You fellows seem to
have guessed somehow—-" ;
“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“T wegard you as asses, and I see no
weason whatevah for cacklin® 1

But Avxthur . Augustus’ chums appar-
ently saw soma reason,

in cackling.

for they persisted



Every Wednesday.

. CHAPTER 8.
! A Chance for Roylanee.
THERE was & good deal of curiosity
Manners minor, ~ Reggie

who the person might be.

knew,

broken faith,

The matter was talked of for a time,
but mainly forgotten by the next day.
~Wally & Co., with the. testimonial left
on their hands, were rather perplexed
- what to do with it. Levison minor pro-
posed’saving it till the real rescuer turned
up; but Wally pointed out that probably | .
it wasn’t a St. Jim's chap at all, and they |
would probably never see or heat of him.
i I’i%igott proposed a Form spread with the

: ostion that was sat on at
‘Wally; in awitheting terms, ex-|
plained to Piggott-that the money was
" not theirs to spend, and added that they
were not war-profiteers. And the ques-

= ¢cash—a 8U
onge,

tion remained undecided.

Dick Koylance of the Fourth was glad
enough to hear an end of the talk on the

subject of Maunners minor and the un
known rescuer.
Tt had been from sheer good-hearted

ness and chivalry that he had asked
his' companion on that eventful
" afternoon, to keep dark his share in the

- D'Arcy,
transaction.

Manners  was

junior did not want to put the Shel

Tellow under an irksome obligation, ana
i He

Lim a quite

he shrank, toe, from the limelight.
had .done what seemed to Li
ordinary thing, and he did :

be praised for it—and, above s

not want an awkward and reluctant ae-
-knowledgment from Manners. He simply

5:2 whole affair to be forgotten,
and but for D’Arcy’s peculiar way of
keeping a secret-no ona in the School

wunled

House would have known the facts.

'Manners least of -all had any suspiciﬂa.

e
kinew' what a terrible risk Re}ggie’e
rescuer had run from Mr. Bunce's 'Ielhe

o
thought had crossed Manners’ mind that
it might have been Roylance, but he had
Y It was not the
fellow he regarded as an epemy who had
saved the life of his minor—he was sure
It would have been n little diffi-
cult for Manners to explain exactly how

He was curious .on the subject.

scription of what he had seen,

dismissed it angrily.

of that.
he was sure. But he was sure!
- Manners was still keeping W
-atiitude towards Roylance.

* rers was all ice.
his_way.

more sense !

But, even if they had wanted to avoid
4he Colonial, it was not possible for Tom
do so. Roylance was very
keen on footer, Short as was the time he
bad been at St. Jim’s, he had already
shown that he would' make his mark in

Merry quite to

junior football. Tom had already marked
Lim as- a reserve for the junior House
-eleven, and abont a week after the great
Te resolved to. give the New Zea-

fight he.

lande;' his first chance in a House match.

amoig the School House juniors [
on the subject of the rescue of
Wwas
guestioned by some of the fellows, but
he could only say that he had become un-
conscious—he refused to admit that he
had fainted—and had come o in Mr.
Bunce’s cottage, and his rescuer. was gone
- before that. Arthur Augustus’ statement | -
that he was not the person was taken
at last as “official,” bub it was a puzzle
Study No. 61 §
now, but they said nothing. | §
Gussy had let the seerct escape him in-
cautiously, but they did not want Roy-
lance to get the impression that he had

so bitter against him,
ihough without real reason, that the new

his old
They came
little in contact, but when they did Man-
And his chums, who
really liked the New Zealand junior, felt
themselves constrained to. keep- out of
Manners was irreconcilable,
and they were Mannérs’ chums—but they
wished that Manners would have a little
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One Peanye

Counted Out!
: (See Chaptler 4.}

By that time both Tom Merry and
Roylance had quite recovered from the
effects of their slogging match, and, in-
deed,
Merry stopped Roylance to spesk to him
one day after lessons. -

“ You're getting on jolly well with your
footer,” he said.

“You think =0?" said Roylance.

“Yes, I've had an eve on you. It's my
business, you know, as football skipper.
T'll give you a place in the House match
to-morrow, if you like,”

—Ruylaqce beamed. .
- “T'd jolly well like!™ he answered.
“1f you think I';n good enough, I'm your
‘| man!” .

“TU put your name down, then,” said
Tom, with a smile.

“Good I

*And Dick Roylance’s name went down
in the list. Tom, thinking only of foot-
ball and his duties as skipper, had for-
gotten about Manners’ feud with the new
junior, not that he would have allowed
that to interfere with duty, anyway.

In the study .that evening Mapners
broached the subject.

“Talbot's not in the éleven to-morrow,
I understand,” he remarked. )

“ No,” said Tom. * Hig uncle’s home
on leave, and Talbot’s going to see him.
He's taking Levison with him, too.”

“Two out of the eleven?”

. “Yes. I'm calling on the reserves. I
was thinking of you, Manners, if you feel
up to "

“] was thinking of it, too,” grinned
Manners. . “I'm_up to it i ht enough.
After all, T can play footer. I don’t want

you to put me in becanse we're pals, but

you needn’t leave me out simply because

Wwe're in the same study.”

- Tom -Merry laughed.
“Right-ho! You go in, then.”.
Gardew of the Fourth knocked at the

door and looked in.

“Made np your list for to-morrow,

Merry 77 he inguired.

“ Ve, thanks!™
. “Leyison's told me he's  off with

”

had almest forgotten it. . Tom{

} of the

| ean sc¥atch m;

Talbot, so I thought you might be in
want of a rather good forward,” drawled
Cardew. 2 :
“I've got one, thanks!”

“No toom for an enterprisin’ -youth
about my sizot” : :

“Horry, no! Are you
footer, Cardewi” aske
smile,

. He could not guite imagine the_slack
dandy of the Fourth keen on anything.

“Well, T was_thinkin’ of givin’ it &’
turn,” said Cardew. “T've been rathev
stickin’ to practice lately, tco. But if
you don’t want my valuable services, I
Won't press them on you.- Ta-tal”

Ralph Reckness Cardew strolled out
again, !

Tom Merry conned over his list
thoughtfully.

* No room for Cardew to-morrow,” he
remarked; “but I might give ‘him a
chance, if he sticks to practice. He's got
the makings of a jolly good footballer in
him, if he chose to play up.”

“What's the list as it stends?’ asked
Monty Lowther.

“Herries in goal; Reilly and Gore;
Noble, Lowther, Clive; Blake, D’Arcy,
Manners, Roylance, and self.”

“Roylance!” exclaimed Manners, with
a. start. .

Tom Merry started, too, as Manners
spoke. Immersed in footer and footbail
considerations, he had forgotten other
mafters. 3

“VYes, in the front line,” he answered.

“You're playing that fellow?”

“T'm playing Roylance.”

“Whyt” : ~
- “Because he’s a good man, and it’s
time he had a turn,” said Tom. “Why
shouldn’t T play him?"" he added slinrply.
. suppose I'm not to keep a fellow out
ootball matches because you den't
-happen to like him, am 17"

- < Play him if you like, of course,”
said Manners, setting his lips. “You
name out, though.

etting keen on
dg Tom, with a

Tom’s eye glinted a little. y
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“I won't scratch your name out,

ners. You're going fo play in the|

House match.”

“Not if Roylance does!”

*“Do you think you have a right to
drag your silly likes and dislikes into foot-
11:; matters?” demanded Tom Merry

“1 mean what I say. ‘After all, you
don’t need me. I'm not one of your
giddy champions,” ssid Manners  bit-
terly. “Play Cardew; he’s keon
enough.” :

"ge’s not so good as you,”

“Thanks! Play him instead of Roy-
lance, then.”

“I think yon must be off your rocker,
Manners! “What sort of a football
skig};per should T be if I dropped a chap
out of the team simply because my study-

mate don’t like him 7™

“ Drop me, then.”

Tom Merry rose to his feet.

... "I won't,” he said tartly. “I'm keep-
ing your name down; and I hope you'll
1]“3& & bit more sense to‘m(}:;mi_v.” -

Te you going to post that list up?

*'Ves, this eveuing.?’o .

“Take my name out first.”

“I'm leaving your name where T've
pub it, Manners. You've jolly well ragged
me & dozen times for not giving you &
chance in a match.”

“I can’t play to-morrow.”

ou mean you won't.”
'f't'z"gl,l, I won't, then, if you like that
T,

“I hope you'll think better of that by
to-morrow,” said Tom Merry quietly,
“You're putting rather & hard strain on
friendship, Manners,” J
And Tom Merry quitted the study
before Manners could reply, feeling that
gatzence would reach breaking-point if
o argued the matter further. Ten
© minutes later the football-list was posted
up, and the names of both Manners and
" Roylance appeared in it for &l the School
House to read.

. CHAPTER 9.
Wally & Co. Make a Discovery.
L HIRTY-FIVE  bob!” said
D’Arcy minor very thought-
fully. .
“Lot of money,” remarked
Hobbs, looking seriovs.
““The blessed question is, what are we
going to do with it?” said Wally
cevishly. “I suppose we’ve got to take
_t;xgsy's word that he's not entitled to
bitd " g
“Well, he says s0,” observed Levison
miner. . “I thought it was his fat-headed
medesty at first; but, after all; D*Arcy
mgjor wouldii't tell a whopper even for
the sake of modesty. And it would be
@ whopper ! .
. “But what are we %‘oing to do with
it?” grunted Wally. “We've ruised it as
a blessed testimonial for the blessed

rescuer, bless him! - You young ass,
Manners, you're ~ always causing
frouble,”

“Oh, rats!” was Reggie's reply.
“What did you want to go into the
field for at all?” growled Wul fie .
“You went in it!”” snapped Reggie.
sense enough to keep

“Well, I had
away from the bull You ought to have
known what an ass you are!”

“ Bow-wow |’

“Besides, you'd know who the chap
was, if you'd seen him; only, of course,
Yyou .’na,ci7 to faint,” said Wally sarcasti-

: ca.llsi- <
“I didn't faint!” roared Manners

minor. )

s “Then who was the chap who pulled
you out . Y

“I didn’t see him, idiot!”

* Because you fainted.” .
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-minor,

-not afraid of a few miles.”

after ho had taken the trouble to raise a

three St. Jim's fags came in at the gate.

. “You cheeky ass, T didn’t faint!
Just became unconscious, somehow,
don’t quite_know how.”

“Ido! You fainted!”

T punch your nose if you say I
fainted I howled Reggie indignantly.

“Look here—"

“Order!” murmured Frank Levison.
““ Punching noses won’t settle what to do|
with the tin. Suppese we give it to the
coftage hospital at Rylcombe.” i

“Tain’t ours o give.” :

“ Well, the chap we rajsed it for won’t
turn up. And I'm getting fed up with
it, for one.” ’

“Bame here,” growled Reggie.

“We've got to find the chap,” said
Wally obstinately. “And when we find
him we'll jolly well rag him for keeping
it secret, and giving us all this bother I

““Perhaps it wasn’t a St. Jim’s chap at
all, at all,” suggested Hooley.

“Oh, it was, right enough! Gussy
knows who it was, only he won't sav.” = 4
“We could find out,” remarked Levi-

son minor thenghtfully, E

“How, nga?”

“Let’s go and ask Bunce." g

““Those Shell bounders asked him, and
he didu’t know., He don't kuow evory
8t. Jim’s chap by sight and by name,
fathead.” -

i]

hi

D’Arcy minor snorted.

“What's the good of a description?
Oune chap's just like another, Suppose
he said a pudding-faced chap with a fat
head; that would suit either you or
Manners minor!"

“You cheeky ass!" howled Manners

Frank Levison laughed.

“But he might be able to give us a
clue, Suppose it was Skimpole. Bunce
would remember his specs.”

“Tt wasn’t Skimpole.™

“I know it wasn’t; that’s only an illus-
tration, Suppose it was a chap with a
nose like a hawk; that would suit
Crooke—" .

“Catch a funk like Crocke facing a
bull 1 : k ]

“I know, ass—I mean, there may have
been something about the chafd Bunce

would remember, and we should know | ihe bull raging against the hedge.” He -
him by it.” helped me into the cottage with him,
Wally refected, while the other went for a doctor. He
“Well, perhaps there’s something in | Slibped nway wuict when Master Metry,
that,” he admitted.” We've got to get rid | came with his friends. e stopped the
of that rotten thirty-five bob somehow. l:mli_ by chuck:nilus cyeling cape over his
We'll go down to Bunce's cottage, after [ “orns. — That there cape is in my shed
dinner, and esk him.” now, if you'd like to {ake it back to the
- #Tog jolly fur,” said Hobbs. school. “Tain't any use—ripped to strips,

. “Oh, you can sit down and slack, if
you like. T'll go!" snapped Wally, “I'm

After dinner the three minors—Wally,
Reggie, and JFrank—started on their
rather long walk to Bunce’s cottage.

It was rather exasperating to Wally, 4
subscription amounting to the magnifi-
cent sum of thirty-five shillings, not to
be able to discover a recipient of that
handsome testimonial. Though as Mr.
Buuce evidently did not know tgho rescuer
by sight, it was doubtfu! whether he
could afford information.

Mr. Bunce was discovered working in
his garden. He rested on his spade as the

“Good-afternocn, Mr, Bunce!” said
D’Arcy miner politely, “We're from St.
Jim's, you know.” ’ :

* Arternoon, sir!” : 5

“We've come—" began Manners
minor. - i

“Dry up a minute, Reggie, for good-
ness’ sakel!”

“We've got to.get back for the House
match|” grunted Reggie, *They'll have
started already.” . :

“\fe could get a deseription from |-
m.

W ON
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“Then don’t waste time!”

LI don’t want to spend a half holiday
hs.tenmg to you chin-wagging, D’Arcy
minor!

“Dry up!” roared Wally, as Mr, Bunce
grinned.  And he turned to the cottager
again, while Reggie snorted rebelliously.

“You remember this kid, Me, Bunee,”
went on Wally, “He was brought in
here one day last week, after bhe
fainted—" :

“I  didn't
furiously.

“When a chop got Lim uway from a
bull,” said Wally, unheeding.

1 remember,” sid Mr, Buuce.

“We want to find the chap who did it,"”
resumed Wally, “We ecan’t find him,
and we've got a testimonial for Lim.

Y(‘m' don’t know his name ™

faint!”  yelled Reggie

“No, gir,”
“Ever scen him before that day *”
Mr. Bunce shook his head,

HWas it a chap wearing an evoglas:
asked Levison minor.

“No, eir; that was the other roung
gentleman.” -

““Oh, there were tio, then!” exclaimed
Wally, :

“Yes. The young gentleman with the
eyeglass was up the lane when the other
one went into the field for this lad,”

“Who_ was with your major that aftcr.
noon, Wally#”

“‘I believe Roylanca was,” said Walle

uzzled. “But 1 understood that Gussy

ad partéd with him before the affair
happened with the bull, "

“ Well, Mr. Bunce says he was up the
lane—so he- had him,™
answered Frank,

“Oh, Gussy was diddling ns when he
said that, rer:g likely, It may have been
Roylance all the time. Was it 2 sunbumt
chap, My, Bunce?”

“Yes, now you mention if,” answered
Mr. Bunce.  *Niee-lookin' lad, -werry
sturdy.”

“That would be Roplance!”

“You saw it happen?” asked Levison
minor.

“I see it from my winder,” said M.
Bunce.. I ¢ome out, but the Foung gent
had the lad out of the field b:

5

parted with

gad e,

almost.”

“You've got the cape?” exclaimed
Wally. “Oh, good luck! His name may
e on it.” s

“In that shed, on the nail inside the
door,” said Mr, Bunce, I picked it up
in the field the next day, and ‘ung it in
the shed, in case ho should look in for it
afterwards.” o

Wally ran into the shed, and returned
with the cape. i

It was almost in tatters, and was cer-
tainly past repair. The three fags ex-
amined it eagerly.

““Look |” shouted Wally.

On a tab inside the cape there were
wgk%i”iztitials. And the initials were

“Richard Roylance!” exclaimed Levi-
son. minor. o

“That settles it!"” said Reggie.. “ My
hat! So it was that Colonial chap all th

time?” : P

“ Why the thump hasn’t he said so?”
said Wa!{! , mystified. **What was Gussy
keeping it secret for?”
.- Reggie grinned.

“I think I sec it now. Tt's the clap
whose shins I hacked the day he came
to the school .. = R

then, and .

1<
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1 FOOTERI” said Tom Merry.
: iellm\",” replied Tom.

- and Tom Merry had not yet made any

. vrised and puzzled him,

Every Wednesday.

“Yes, you young Hun!" . 1

*“Oh, cheese it! I told him I was sorry
afterwards,” said Reggie grufily. “But
my major’s never got over getting licked
by him, you know. I suppose Roylance
felt it would be rather awkward meeting
my major here, under the cires. Ha, ha!
Won't poor old Harry feel a silly idiot
when he knows this?” .

And Reggie laufhed uproariously, evi-
dently deriving only amusement from the
fact that his major would feel “a silly
idiot.” g

“My only Aunt Jane! It will make old
Manners wild!” said Wally. “Still, he’s
going to know! Come onj-we've found
ot now! Good-afternoon, Mr. Bunce 1"

And the three fags started homeward
for St. Jim’s.

“Of course, those_initials on the cape
settle it,” remarked Levison minor. * Bug
the chap might possibly have had another
fellow’s cape with hinu.” ¢

“ Not likely 1” .

“ No; but as Roylance has been keeping

it dark, he mayn’t feel inclined to own up.
We'll take him by surprise, and tell him
we've brought home his cape for him.
Then he will have to own up,” suggested
Frank. *“We'll tackle him as he comes
off the ground—he’s playing footer this
afterncon,”
" “Good _wheeze!” Wally chortled.
“ We'H spring if on him suddenly, so that
he won't bave time to think—before all
the fellows, too!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the chums of the Third arvived at
8t. Jim’s, gleefully anticipating the sur-
prise of Roylance of the Fourth when
H;ut dramatic surprise was sprung upon

im.

CHAPTER 10.
The House Mateh,
“Im not playing!” said
Manners shorily.

“Your name’s in the list, old

“T told you to take it out!”
Tom Merry compressed his lips.
It was nearly time for the House match,

alteration in the list of the eleven. He
had hoped that Manners’ better sense
would come to the rescue. But evidently
it hadn’t. ;

Monty: Lowther began to whistle, Hel -

had given up the idea ‘of arguing with
Manners. The unexpected strain of ob-
stinancy his chum_hsad developed sur-

“I'm not playing in the eleven if Roy-
lance does!” said Manners quietly.
*Drop him or me. I'm not dictating to
vou—I don’t ask to play. Leave me out
and play Roylance, if you choose.”

it “lem 17

Dick Roylance, with a very red face,
lovked in at the sm‘:iiy doorway.

-“ Excuse me—I couldn’$ help hearing,”
1teusmd. t}:‘ Blake nsked lr.xf to come and

ell you they were going down.

Tom Merry and Eowtier caloured, but
Manners only looked grim-and uncompro-
mising. Ho was not sorry that the new
junior had heard,

There was an uncomfortable silence for
’?t moment or two. Dick Roylance broke
it - o ;

“Tt seems thab there’s some bother
about my playing,’” he remarked, looking
at Tom Merry. ' course, I'm ready
to stand out, il you like, You're
skipper.”

“Yoy're not going to stand out!” said

om.
“But if Manners—" .
“As you've just mentioned, I'm skip-
per,” said Tom Merry. - *If Manners
chooses to play -the goat, he can. You
get into your things, Roylance.”
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Roylance hesitated. = =~

“Look here,” he said, “I'm pretiy
keen on playing in the House eleven, but
if it's going to cause trouble among the
old members I'd rather stand out:”

* All serene; but get into your things,
all the same. Haven't you just mentioned
that T'm skipper?” !

Roylance laughed,

“0%1, all right!
of course!”

And he went down the passage.

~*8o you're playing him?” said Manners
slowly. »

“Of course I am!’ answered Tom
Merry sharply, “If you choose to: resign
faur place, resign i, and be blowed!

'm getting fed up|” 5

“That’s enough!” ;

Manners walked out of the study,

“ Gently does it, dear boy !" murmured
Monty Lowther. - “Don’t get ratty with

al. Manners is simply potty on the
subject of Roylance. Better run along
and speak to Cardew.”

Tom Merry nodded, and went in search
of Ralph Cardew, He was feeling
angrier with his chum than be had ever
felt before, Manners had been trying
the patience of No, 10 Study very
severely of late.

It's just as you say,

AN AL
Cardew changed for the match cheer-
fully enough. = He was glad of the
chence. Tom Merry, with a somewhat
clouded brow, went down to the ground
with his men. : g
Figgins & Co., of the New House, were
already there. 5
Arthur Augustus glanced at Cardew,
who was in footer shorts under his coat.
“New weewuit—what?'? -he asked.
“I'm going to do my best to stagger
humanity at the great game,” drawled
Cardew.
*But who’s standin’ out?"”
“Manners,” answered Tom Merry
shortly. .
; *“Oh!” said Arthur Augustus compre-
hensively, - . .
No more was said on that subject.
Dick Rejylance lined up with the School
House footballers,
*There was a good crowd of fellows
round the field for the House mateh, and
after a time Manners of the Shell joined

em.

Manners looked on grimly. .

He was not wholy repentant of his in-
considerate action, but he was not
satisfied with himself. Nobody knew
better than Manners that personal ani-
mosities ought not-to be carried into the
realm of football, and nobody would-have
condemned su an unsportsmanlike
action ‘more than Manners himself—in
another fellow.

It was no wonder that he did not feel
at ease, as he stood in the crowd and
watched the gamie. )

He was not consoled by some remarks
from the fellows round him, who found
that he had been dropped from the team,
and did not know why.

One Penay, 11

“Hard lines I”” Julian remarked. *Not

feeling 177

“Pm fif enough,” growled Manners.
gl:giau looked at him, " :
ut you’re not playing.’2

“I don’t care tq.”ph .

“Oh!” said Julian, and he smiled.

For a_fellow who was a foothaller to
say he did not caro to play in a House
match, when he did not often have a
chance to do so, was rather absurd.
Manners coloured angrily as he saw
Julian’s smile,

* Dropped out—what?” asked Racke of
the Shellj, joining him. *Too bad!

- Manners grunted.

“Who's got your plece—Roylance ot
Cardew?” further inquired Racke, -

*Find out1”

Racke stared. o

S You're jolly eivil!” he remarked. 1
suppose 1t does cut a bit to be droHped
out of the team for a new fellow,
Awfully sorry for you, don't you know I’

Racke walked away after saying thafs
Manners was looking dangerous,

Manners had some more remarks of the
kind to listen to during the game, and
they did not improve his temper. He
was_a little worried as to how Cardew
would £ill hig place. Manners would have
felt extremely uncomfortable if a House
match had been -lost through his per-
versity of temper.

But. there was no need to be alarmed
on that score, as he soon saw. Cardew,
though generally regarded as a slacker,
was playing up remarkably well,

The first goal in the match was taken
by Tom Merry, from a first-rate pass
from Cardew, who seemed quite in his
element. .

Manners was relieved {o see it,

Figgins equalised towards the close o}
the first half, and at the interval the score
stood goal to goal. Tha second balf com-
menced with success to-the New -Honse
Kerr -putting in the ball. The School
House rallied and attacked, but - Fatty
Wynn in goal was a tower of strength,
and they ¢ould not get home.

With the New House one up the
struggle went on keenly, The match
was drawing towards the finish when
three fags of the Third arrived on the
gound. Wally & Co. joined Manners of

e Shell, g

“How’s it going?” asked

#New House two.to one.”

“Why aren’t you playing "

“Brr-r-rri”? : )

“Eh! Your name was in the list, I
read it on_the board last night,” said
Reggle. “Don’t you feel fit1” .

“Oh, yes! Never mind.”

“Look here, you’re not standing out
because that New Zealand chap is in the
team, sdre  you Harry!” exclaimed
Manners minor.

Manners flushed.

“Oh, dry up!” he exclaimed gruffly.
“Sheer off, you fags!” - . '

have in the Shell,

“Nice marnners the’
Wally: and bis

don’t they?” grinne
chums chuckled at Wally's pun,
Manners grunted, and moved a little
further away. A
“Buppose we tell him?”. whispered
Reggie, :
D’ Arey minor shook his head. . .
“Not yet. Whait till Roylance comes

¥ What's that rag you've got there?”
asked Julian of the Fourth, looking at
the- tattered cape hanging on Wally’s

arm,

But Wally did not answer that ques-
tion. There waa to be no revelation till
the dramatic moment arrived.

“Hallo! There goes the School
House !” ~ exclaimed  Levison minor.
“Bravo!” o .

“Hurrah! Play up, School House 1'%
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Reggie, .
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“Buck up, New House !’

There were less than five minutes to
g0, and Tom Merry & Co. were making a
desperate attack on goal. All eyes wero
on the keen struggle.  Fatty Wynn fisted
out the ball twice, but a third shot beat
him, and the leather lodged in the net,

iere was a thunderous roar from the
S:'c‘hool {-Iouse crowd.
“Goal i -

“Huyrah !”

*Well kicked, Gussy |”

“Good old Gussy! Husirah!”

#Fancy my major pulling that off 1"
said Wally complacently. ‘ Your major
couldn't have got that goal, Reggie.’

“Only o Euke I opined Reggie.

“Why, you silly youn was

ripping goal!” exclaimed Wally indig-
" uantly, * Gussy fairly landed if.”

““Fool’s luck, you know,” said Reggie.
“My hat, I'll-" :
“Hurrah! Goal!

“It’s a draw,” enid Reggie. *Two to
two. I dare say it would have been a
win if my major had been in the team.”

“A win for the New House, you
mean !"-scoffed Wally.

“No, I don’t, you fathead; I
mean—-""

“Oh, never mind what you mean!
Come along, and catch Roylance as they
come off,” "said Wally. “Roylance gave
Clussy that pass.  Redfern jolly _nearly
stopped himr, Roylance knows how to
pay. Your major don’t.”

“Look here, Wally—"

**Oh, come on ! said Frank Levison.

And the three fags pushed their way
forward.

" CHAPTER 11
. ' Manners Plays Up.
OM MERRY -& CO.. came: off the
the field feeling rather glad that
the match was a draw. It had
very nearly been a New House
win. Roylance and D'Arey between
them had provided the equalising goal.
Tom Merry patted the New Zealander
on the shoulder, .
 Good man ! he said approvingly..
Roylance smiled. :
= 'L:_p to the mark?” he asked, ;

- “Yes, rather! You'll be wanted in

House matches again.”
“QOh, good!” -

" Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur
Aungustus. “ Some silly asses would have
kicked for ﬁoni, instead of givin' me that
pass. Woylance knows what is what. I
wegard him. as a good man.” i

“ Aftey which, there remains nothing
to be said,” remarked Monty Lowther.
© ¥ Weally, Lowthah &
. “Hallo! What do vou fags want?”
“Fags yourselves!” retorted Wally.
*“We want Roylance.”
“Well, here I am,” said the New
Zealand junior good-humouredly:
“We've gol something for you,” said
D’ Arey minor mysterionsly.
. “TFor me?” .
“Yes, We've brought home your. bike

cage for you. )
Wally held out the tattered cape, under
:Foniahed glances from the funiors round
ini, :
Roylance stared at it:
. “My—my cape!” he said.
“Yes. It's not much good, but we
thought you might want. it ' so. we
brought it home for you,” grinned

“Thanks!” stammered Roylance, me-
chanically taking the cape. .

“How on emrth did it get into that
state?” asked Tom Merry. *Been pass-
ing your cape through a sausage-
machine?” :

“N-n-no !” stammered Roylance, flush-

ing red. s
Tar GeEM LisraRY.—No, 522,

ass, it was & | 4,

.| shouted Lowther.

“Bal Jove! It is a wegulah wag!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustue.

“We brou?ht it back from Bunce's
cottage,” exploined Wally.

“Bunce’s cottage !’ repeated Tom.

“Yes. Bunce picked it up after Mr.
Lucas’ bull had done with it, and kept
it in case Ro;rlance called for it.”

“My hat !’ :

“Roylance I”” shouted Lowther, * Was
it Roylance—" '

“Ha, ba! Yes."

“Roylance who tackled Tmcas’ Bull
last week?” exclaimed Tom Merry, in
wonder, “My hat! Was it you, Roy-
lance?” : .

Dick Roylance stood,
umb,

As he had the tattered cape in his hand,
and had admitted the ownership, there
was not much more to be said.

At that moment Roylance could have
found pleasure in taking the thres grin-
ning fags and knocking their heads
together. :

Arthur Augustus chuckled.

“It's come out, Woylance, deah boy 1"

Roylance muttered something, -

“Blessed -if I see why it was kept

ark ! said Tom Merry, puzzled, staring
after Roylance, as the New Zealand
junior, red and confused, strode away
burriedly.

““That is because yon are somewhat
fackin’ in tact and judgment., Tom
Mewwy,” eaid Arthur Augustus be-
nignly. }

“What do you mean, ass?"”

“1 wefuse to be call an ass!”

“Did you know it was Roylance?”

erimson  and

“Yaas, ‘athah!”
Augustus.  “As the whole mattah has
come -out now, owin’ to these young
bor;:’ndahs, there is no harm in ‘sayin’
80.

“Then you were with him *"
YNot at all. desh bor! I had parted
with him, and was at a distance when 1
saw him perform that hewoic deed. If I
had ‘been on the spot I should have
wescued - Weggie myself 1”7 -

“You couldnt  have!” remarked
Reggie.
“Bai  Jove! You cheeky youn
ss L ¥ Yyoung
PP

“It was Roglance,” grinned Wally,
“Reggie wonld have known it was that
chap, only he had fainted—-"’

“1 didn’t faint!” shrieked Reggio. .

#And why was it kept dark in this
idiotic way ?” demanded Monty Low-

ther, shaking -Arthur Augustns by the.

shoulder. )
“Pway, don't shake me, Lowthah!

1 You thwow me into gquitc a flutéah I’

“I'll throw you into the fountain if
yvou don’t explain, you fathead !’

“1 should wefuse to be thwown—-"

“ Explain, aes!” shouted Tom Merry.

“There is vewy little to explain, deah
boy. Woylance pweferred to say nothin’
about it owin’ to Mannahs havin’ eet up
to be his enemy. He felt that it would
place Mannahs in a vewy uncomfy posish,
and, as a fellow of tact and judgment,
1 agweed with him and appwoved. These
’.[_‘hird.-Fgrm young bonndahs have no
tact—— " ik

“Oh, come off " said D’Arey minor.

“ Wally, you young ass—'% -

“T see ! snid Tom Morry slowly,

He looked round for Munners.

Manners was_striding away, with. a
crimgon face. He had heard all withont
speaking a word.” Wally & Co. marched
off -triumphantly, feelng that they had
spent that afternoon well. - They were
chiefly tickled by the thought that
Manners major would feel an awful ass,

aftei he had been so down on Reylance,

at finding that it was Roylance who had
risked his life to save Reggie's,

'{ Manners' breast.
scales had follen from his eyes, and he:

rinned  Arthur
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There was no doubt that Harty
Manners was feeling “an awful ass.”
But he was feeling more than that.

There ‘was a conflict of feeling in
It seemed as if the

realised how bitter and how unjust he
had been. It was hard enough to realise
it;-and to admit it to himself; but
Manners was sound at heart, and he
would not refuse to face what he knew
to_be the truth. :

When Roylance of the Fourth had
changed in the dormitor
to his study, and he found Manners there,

The New Zealander started a little as

he entered and saw the Shell fellow

standing in the study.

Manners’ cheeks were red.

Roylance coloured, too. This was the
moment he had dreaded—tle distasteful
moment when a fellow who disliked him
felt himself driven to make some acknow-
ledgment of a great service rendered.

But in that he scarcely did poor
Manners justice, 4

. Roylance had yet to discover the better
-side of Manners’ nature—a side which
had been hidden from him hitherto.

¥I—I ”—Manners spoke haltingly—*1
~I heard what was said on the footer
ground, Roylance—-—""

* All serene ! gaid Roylance earelessly.
“Nothing to make a fuss about.™

“I wish’yon'd let me know.”

“T wish .those silly fags had mindad
their own business !” ‘answered Roylance.

“Why didn’t you let me know 1" -

“‘Well, you can guess, T suppose I

“Because .1 was down on youn, and
had my back up, -end you wouldn’t put
me under an gbligation, I suppose?”

“Well, it was only likely to make you
more ratty. and you were ratty enough,.
goodness knows !
“I'm fed up with ragging you, Manners
—right up to the chin! T suppose this
means that you are going to begin again,
but—"" .

Manners” lips fwitched. - :

“You think I'm likely to be ratty
because you saved my brother’s life?”
he asked. w0 g 4

#“Well, no. I suppose you'te %ad T was
there to do it, for that matter’; but you'd
rather it was any other fellow?”

“1 wouldn's "

““You wouldn't?” said Roylance,

“No. I want fo thank you—-"

* “Oh, all serene! I suppose you've got
to go through it!” said Roylance,
*“Thank me-if you like. . But you needn’t
feel under any obligation; “any fellow
would have done it—or mnearly "any
fellow. 8o there’s nothing whatever
for you to get your back up abont, yon
see !” E

Manners winced.

“You
said, . “Fm sorry, I—TI've treated you
like a cad, Roylance.” :
T H0Oh!” cjaculated Roylance,  in
astanishment, ¥

He stared at Manners blankly., That
was the last thing Le had ever expected
to _hear Manners of the Shell say.

“I was nursing ill-feeling, and trying
to think I was
ners. “I—I can ses bbiter now.
sorry. . That's all. -But I don’t expeet
you to forgef the things. I've said and
done. & :

MMy doar chap, it's all right!” said
‘Roylance. *I can see you mean what
you're ea%ing now. I'm jolly glad! Let
bygones be bygones. Here’s my fist ¢n
itaf you like IV " P -

He held out his hand frankly.

Manners grasped it. i

Arthur Augustus

“That's wight!”

1D’Arcy’s cyeglass glimmered in at the
¥ Al 2

he came down

answered Roylance.

don’t gquite understand,” he -

oing right,” said Man- _
I'm -
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+« Mammers went to his study.

Every Wednesdaye.

doorway. “Mannahs, ¥ am glad you are 7

twyin’ to wefwain fwom actin’ the giddy
goat. I have eevewal times been on the
point of .,speakin’ to you vewy sewi-

ou %u K
“Bow-twow 1" said Manners disrespect-
fully. :
“Bai Jovel”
Manners left the study.” IIe glanced
back into the doorway.
_ “Will you come along to No. 10.to
tea, Roylance?” he asked. “I'll be jolly

glad if you would 1”

“Certainly ! I’ll be pleased I

“Goad I
] He found
'Fom -Merry and Monty Lowther there,
laying the frugsl tea-table, :
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#“THE FOURTH-FORM
DETEOTIVES !V
By Martin Gtifford.

You will all remember “Racke’s Revenge!”
the story which appeared a few weeks ago,
telling of the wheeze Cardew worked off
upon Aubrey Racke, and how Racke schemed

to be revenged, and how, owing to the
absence of Mr. Rateliff and the illness of Mr.
Selby, whom he had. tried to' use he

as
instruments of his vengeance, the whole
matter was hung ap. .

‘The return of the two cross-grained masters
meant, of course, a reopening of the affair,
with possible disastrous results to Cardew,
who was hound to be involved becausc of
past guilt.

Next wesk's storr tells of how, by an
acecident in which Wally D'Arcy and Frank
Levison sre concerned, the chums of Study
No. 9 -'gek upon the -trail of the schemers,
low. they récefve help from Dick Roylance,
the New Zealand Lumér how Racke is dis-
covered, and by what on audacious device
tr.:&".lle is averted. You. will like it, I am
sure! -

THE TALBOT YARNS,
) have ' little doubt that the St. Jim's

‘Gallery article this week will arouse renewed

interest in the storles dealing with Talbot’s
carly days at the sehool, and, though T don’t
want a swarm of notices for the numbers
mntainin? the stories—we are getting far
more notices ncw than we have room for—I
know that they are Ere.cticatly inevitable,
and I am giving you.-here a list of all the
carlier yarns, in order that if you must ask
for them you should do#o by number instead
ot by name, and so save space. . N

Apart from this, I am sure that the list
will be of interest. Mr, Clifford never did
better work thap iif these grand stories, and
thousands of readers who Ttead them all at
the time will be glad to have their memories
of them refreshed Here is the list. It does
not, of course include every story in_which
Talbot figures prominently; but it is, 1 hope
and believe -a fulk list of the farther back
ones which centre around: his past, and tell
of his struggles to make geod in apite of it.

No. 334, “The Toff”; 835, *“Hero and
Raseal-”; , “The Hifden Hand”; 337,
~The - Parting of the Ways”; 351, “The
King's Pardon "; 852, “Working His Way”;
353, “Saving Talbot ”; 858, . Talbot’s
Triumph #; 839, “Talbot's Christmas *; 361,
“ihe - Call of the Past™; 802, “Cast Out
From the Sebool " 363, “Loyal to the Last ”;
454, “The St. Jim's Recruit”; 876, “Winning
His Spurs”; 376, “The Path of Dishonour ”;
577, “For Another's Sake "; 878, “The Hero
of the Hour.” i 5

These take Talbot’s story to
lie made for Gore,
appears often—nob- often enough, say some
readers—there is comparatively little of the
shadow of the past in the stories concerning
Lim. He has won free of it at length!

the sacrifice 3
_After that, though he

- THE GEM LIBRARY.

“ Four teacups,’” eaid- Manners.

* Anybody coming " asked Tom.

“Yes; Roylance.”

“ Eh ?”

“T've asked Roylance to tea.
pose you fellows don’t mind?™

Tom Merry laughed. ,

* My dear chap, I'm jolly glad I,

“J—I—I've been a bit of an ass, T
know,” mumbled Manners, #ushing.
“ But———"" 4
“We're all human at times,” said
Monty Lowther consolingly. *“ All serene,
old scont! We'll open the last tin of sar-
dines in honour of the occasion!”

And, in spite of the very frugal fare,
there was a cheery tea in Tom Merry's
study that afternoon. After tea there was

I sup-

One Pennye’ 13 .

-an attempt on the part of the heroes of
the Third to present the testimonial to
the heroic rescuer, and Roylance cone
sented to take it—to the @witage Hos-
pital ! i Pt
Manners walked to Rylcombe with him
for that purpose; and a good many
fellows in the School IHouse, as they saw
them, were glad to see that the cloud
between them had rolled by at last,

THE EXD.

(Don't miss next Wednesday’s Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St,
Jim's “THE FOURTH-FORM DE.
TECTIVES!" by Martin Clifford.)
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Editor’s Chat. ——

NOTICES.
FOOTBALL.
Matches Wanted by @

ELMsDalE JCNIORS—I123.—L. Edwards,
Marlwood Avenue, Wallasey. N

EverToN JUNIORS—16—2 mile radius.—H, .
Atking, 25, Cupid Btreet, Belmont Road,
Anﬂehi, Liverpool. s

BRACON—143—4 mile -radius—players also

2
>

wanted.—H. Ferner, 2, Depot Cottages, Lym- |

ington Road, West Hampstead, N.W, 6.
BRECENGCK ATHLETIC—15-17—38 mile "radius.—

A. Leeds, 180, Brecknock Road, Tufnell Park,

N.

Good goalkeeper wanted hy Ivy F.C—
abont 17.—F, R. Wickes, 78, Vestry Road,
Peckham, S.E. 5.

Players wanted—14-15}—write or call—L.
Peacock, 18, Falcon Terrace, Clapham Junc-
tion, S,W,11. s

Players wanted for Toeling club—-16-17.—
F. C., 42, Dafforne  Road, Upper ing,
8.W.17. 5 ,

Amateur Magazines. - .

T. Russell, 24, Sidney Road, Homertom,
E.9, would be glad to contribute to amateur
maAgazi;nes. it B 1d

mateur magazine—specimen copy o~
wanted hoy about .12 Po write story every
week.—A. orton, 28, Cambridge Road,
Rathmines, Dublin. = -

Edwin Hiil, 7, Broomhill. Gardens, Green
Lane, Goodmayes, would be glad to con-
tribute to amateur magarines.

Cyril Maxwell, Vale, Glenwood . Avenue,
Westeliff-on-Sea, would like to contribute
short stories-to amatenr magazine, -

‘Wallace Bowker, 2, Bickerstaffe Street, off
Dale Street, Blackpool, wants readers and
contributors for fortmightly amateur maga-
zine--specimen 24d.

Readers wanted for “Dugl—ﬂnt Ma,
specimen copy 1id.—J. R. Close, 18,
Road, Lichfleld. <.

Readers apd ocontributgrs wanted for
amateur magazine om pass-round system—
reading fee 1d,—D. Stevensom, 39, Caledonia
Road, Glasgow, 8.8, ) oo w2

R. Hetzi , 8, Ferntower Road, Canonbury,
N.5, would like specimen copies and par-
ticulars from readers running amateur maga-
zines in his locality.

azine,”
vanhoe

Readers and contributors wanieq. for
17 magazine—speci copy Hd—
W. E. Briggs, Rose Bank House, Fairweather

Green, near Bradford. F

Contributors wanted for amateur maga-
zine.—Editor “ Boys' Life,” 4, Prospect Road,
Hungerford. :

Correspondence  Wanted,

With. boy readers, 1518, interested in
stamp-collecting,—Eugene Kelly, 24, Gordon
Avenue, Hamilton, Newecastle, N.B.W,,
Australia. ok

With readers anywhere.—Murray . Farrow,
Gawler Railway P.0., South Australia.
“With readers, 15-18, in the United Kingdom,

‘=~ Jack Stewart, 4, Commercial Road, Foots-

cray, Melbourne, Australia.

With girl readers -interested in stamp-
collecting.—Miss Ida B, Day, 85, Addison
Road, Walthamstow, E. 1%

. gives speciai

With girl readers anywhere—13-15—Miss
P. Knight, 4, St. George’s Place, Brighton,

With readers in Great Britain or the
Channel Isles interested in picture postcard
collecting.—Chas. Leech, 26, Hellier Street,
Dudley,

9@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@
"Cadet Notes.

The war drags ou. and there seems li
likelihood of an ‘emﬁ conclugion, _t.tlo
* *

#

Boys who have had no training in a Cadet
Corps have to go as ordinary privates into
the Infantry with no choice of corps. Boys
in the Cadets, however, have got a chance of
going into an O.T.C, and being officers, or
joining the Air Service,

= - * #* # # *

It is not generally known that there are
Sea Cadets, and a number of corps have been
formed at the senside or on the River
Thames, of Naval Cadets.

e * * B ]

Boys in a Cadeit Corps bave a very good
chance of getting into the Rayal Naval Air
Service. Boys are required from 16} to 17
years of age as wireless telegraphists, They
must be prepared to carry ouf flying dutics
on any type of aircraft, either at home or
abroad. Application should be made in
writing, stating exact date of birth, to No. 4
Section, Room 493s, Hotel Cecil, W.0.2, and
it would be just as well to state that you
have already had training in. a Cadet
Corpa, .

* - ® # L] R 3

Mechanics are also wanted for training,
but they must have bad some engineering
cxperience.  Application should be made to
the Commander, Royal Naval Air Service,
Crystal Palace, 8.E. f 1
* - - £ # L] *

_A certain number of lads are wanted ag

signalmen and wireless operators for the

duration of the war. Good education and

eyesight are essential, and a- d record in

the fadeti will go mugh to taaat %.pplicants.
*

Brighton iz making good with Cadets, They
have an excellent battalion attached to the
Royal Field Artillery, with hcadquarters at
Wykeham Terrace, Brighton, where recruits
can be enrolled at once. This corps has
taken up the Central Association of Volunteer
Regiments” Stamp Scheme, and a keen com-
‘petition is already promised amongst the
boys, to be the first to collect the forty-two
stamps io qualify for the “Look Abhead ™
proficiency badge. : .

e 3 & #® * = - *

There ia an excellent corps at Uxbridge,
attached to the sth Battalion (Duke of Cam-
bridge's Own) Middlesex Regiment—one of
the best Cadet units in the kingdom. The
Stilwell Cop for rifle-shooting was wom by
this corps both in 1916 and 1917. This unit
3 facilities for imstruction in
swimming, and has attached to it a social
club, a football club, a miniature rifle-range,
as well as an old comrades’ association. The
headquarters of the corps are at the Drill
Hall, Vine Street, where recruits can be
received on Wednésday and Thursday evena
ings, between 7 and 10 p.m.

Tur GEy Lisgsry.—No, 582,
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No. 4.—Reginald Talibot. - :
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HEN I told you last week that in
this “series you might find Racke
preceding Talbot, I did not mean

that you necessarily would do so.

was tolerably sure you would not,
as I had already almost made up my mind
to take Talbot as fourth on the list. It was
merely an illustration of the methed I meant

to adopt, .
Talbot is, not among the characters who

have fifured longest in the stories. Well

over three hundred of them had been pub-
lished before he made -his appearance in

“The Toff." 5

In my Chet this week I am giving you a
list of all the earlier stories centring round
Tulbot, with their numbers. This will help
any of you who are drawn by the present
article to make an attempt to get there: and
if you ask for them by number instead of by
hame, your notices will take up less room
and will have a chance of earlier insertion.
_ Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was the first
fellow at 8t. Jim's to meet Reginald Talbot.
Gussy had been attacked l>¥; three foot-
pads, and Talbot.came to his help.

One of the rascals addressed the stranger
as “Toff,” and it was plain that all three
knew him.

. Then Dr. Holmes was set upon by the same
ruffians, and  again Talbot came to the
rescue, The Head took Talbot to the school,
and Talbot told him & yarn which was very
wide of the truth., - i

He wanted to finish his education, he said,
but had been thrown on the world by the
gncle who was his guardian. He had very

- little money, but heé possessed a number of
valuable articles which, if sold, would pay
-his fees for some time. These articles were
really the fruits of various burglaries. But
neither the Head nor Mr. Railton suspected
thet.. How should they? The boy was hand-
gome and well-bred, looking the right sort
in every way, and they could not guess that,
young us he was, he was the leader of a band

in fact, I

of expert crackemen, and himself the boldest |

and .- most .able of the band. —

For Taibot, as he was then, this is all that
can be said in excuse—that if he was &
eriminal, .as he certainly was, he had never
hud a chanee of heing anything better, He
had been trained to think wrong right, well
educated in a sense, badly in another sense.

The Head believed him and took him in,
But little Joe Frayne of the Third, a waif
from the slums, recognised him.

Joz threatened to expose him: he  knew
tha:.i the “Toff ~ .could he at 8t. Jim's for no
. good.

- 'As a matter of fact, Talbot had had no |

intcntion of staying; he had merely sought
to get inslde in order to loot the valuables.
¥ did actually make away with Mr, Selby's
very valuable eollection of coins.

Joe Frayne taxed him with that, but
Talbot managed to convince Joe that he was
going streight now.

The Shell took to the new fellow greatly.
Ho was bright apd cheerful; he played
criclet - uncommonly well; there seemed
nothing about him that was not likeable.

And Talbot took: to the Shell.

From_ the very first the leaven was work-
ing in him.
pl.ﬂ.j’ing a_treacherous part; he wished often
that the fellows -“would not be so jolly
decent " to him, But be could mot heip
Atriving to. win their liking—or, rather, he
won it without striving.

He rified the safe at Glyn House, and he

saved the life of Wally D'Arey. -
. And Joe Frayne bolted. He could mnot
believe Talbot any longer; but Talbot had
been kind to him in the past, and he could
hot ‘bear to give him away. So he took his
leave of 8t. Jim's and went back to the
rough world of the past.

Joeo's going worried Talbot. He felt that
it was very unfair to the youngster who had
gob at 'last a chance to bo decent, and had
gripped jt. - But Talbot is not a fetlow to be
turned from his purpose easily.

He felt keenly that he was)|

k-

Unsuspected by anyone but Emest Levison,
then so shady a character himself that sus-
picien came naturally to him, he made
another haul—this time at the Grammar
School.

Then came “the parting of the ways.”

“Outside, Talbot's c_ouiet?erat,es were waiting
for the spoils. Inside, suspicion had fallen
upon the absent fag: and Levison was watch-
ing Talbot; and Talbot was holding his hand
keeping back the swag, securely hidden,
irresolute as he had never heen before.

It was Tom Merry who, more than any-
one else, had worked the chasgs in the

o

“Toff.”
Many others had a share in it.

What fellow with decent instincts could
live' with Arthur Augustus and Blake,
Manners and. Lowther, Dane and Glyn and
Noble, and not wake up to the fact that it
was worth while to be straight? '

And, Talbot's evil training bad not killed
the gdod that was in him,

- The gang broke in, and Talbot withstood
them. And the truth came out; he ¢onfessed
everything. Before that he had made resti-

But-the credit was not Tom's alone.

tution, secretly, of all the plunder he had

| life of 8t.. Jim's.

Yow or
SALE,

PEBERRBE

accumulated during his time at St. JFim's.
Not so much as the value of a halfpenny
went to him or to the gang.

He confessed manfuily, and be went.

It seemed that he had paszed out of the
But he had left friends
behind him. Tom Merry missed him zreatly,
and so did others.

The weeks passed, and they heard no more
of Talbot. 'Then a detective, Mr. Foxe.
appeared in the neizhbourhood, searching for
the -fugitive. And it turned out that Talbei
had come back, He had been on the Coati-
nent, but had returned; and was then work-
ing for a farmer near Wayland.

= vison tried to help Mr, Foxe, for he hated

Talbot. The Terrible Three did their best to
thwart the dotective, and took a gopd deal
of risk in doing it.

Then - Talbot saved & train- from heing
wrecked, and the King's pardon for all past
offenices was granted him. y k

He would not come back as an object of
charity ; but he did come back—as boot-hoy!
That did oot last long. He won what he had
tricd for—a Foundaticn Scholarship, and
took his place as an equal among his chums.

But his troubles were not over.

Let it be said Lere that from that moment
Taibot ran an ahsolutely straight course.
But the shadow of the past was over him,
and he bad enemies. . Again and again the
past was raked up to prove bim guilty of

‘| erimes of which he was totally innocent.
howled "out a rascal who came to the’

He
school with the same purpose that had been
lis own—but this was a bogus master, not
a4 hoy. But the “call of the past” came to
him. Marie Rivers, danghter of the Professor,
airived at St. Jim's as nurse.

The Professor was an old associate, the
game man who had masqueraded at St.
Jim's as “Mr. Packington.” He was an old
friend, teo, in a sense, but Marie ‘was
a nearer and dearer friend, and she was on
her father's side.

Talbot could not betray them. But he

foiled them. And then Marie saw thinge as

‘| he saw them; and stayed on at St. Jim's as-

he had stayed—but in her case without. the

need of a confession. -In revenge fhe Pro-

tessor made it appear. that. Talbot had gone

back to the old ways, and:he was expelled.

;,])lnlj Tom Merry in all the school stood by
m.

But he came back again.

The nced for confeasion on the part of
Marie Rivers had come, and she responded
nobly to the call made upon her. e was
cleared.

“The dark days of the *Toff’ were over,
and the future stretched bright and clear
before him.» | . ..

John Rivers, the erstwhile . *Professor,”
became a soldier of the King, and Marie
remained at the school.

There-ia much more that could be told of
the links that bound Talbot to bis comrades
of the old bad days. They were rascals; but
they had been his fgiends, and Talbot is very
loyal. He-did his best wheneveg the chance
came his way to help them out of the slough
of crime, and with suceess Im rome cases,

Even more notable has. been the generosity
with which he has treated St. Jim’s fellows
who chose to be his enemies.

Gore and Levison owe much to him.

In these days they would do much, for
they are changed fellows, led by Talbot's
example and Talbot’s rare goodpess of heart
—in part, at least, for in-Levison's case there

were other influences at work—to follow him_

in E)utt-ing the past behind them.

It was through Gore—to help a -fellow
whom few would have considered worth help-
ing—that Talbot left St. Jim’s again, and
was eventually found earping his bread in a
circus, - :

Even with Crooke Talbot would he friendiy
it Crooke would let him. But when Talbot
was diseovered to be Crooke’s cousin, and the
unele of hoth, the wealt.hg Colonel Lyndon.
chose between them, and did not choose
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Miss. Everett?”

"No. 522,
Craoke, "all hope o1 any comradeship was
dotie with once for all. It teok Tulbot some

time to realise that, whatever he did, Crooke’
would hate him pomonoualy. But he knows
noaw.,

Racke-also hates Tatbot.

Probably they are the only two at 8t. Jim's
who do. .

There are other black shcep—\[dhsh.
Berope, Chowle, Clampe and Trimble.

But Talbot has niore sympathy with «

IMM
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lrtack sheep—remembering what he himself
vas once—than most; and he is less down
upon them in an ordinary way than-almost
anyong else, thongh he can uo more stan
%muked vmrs than Tom Merry or Jack
lake

As for the right cort, they think a heap oi'
alhot,

He is not - quite like themr. His early
experiences have lefh him more- serious and
thoughtiul than most of the fellows ammong

15

whom his lob is cast. But he is cheerful
enough; and be doea ¢verything so well—
heiter than anyone else except Tem Merry,
and as well as T
that he might go ahead of Tom it he cared
o,  And he never swanks.

To Reginald Talbot there is one fellow ab
8t. Jim's who will always come first—Tom
Merry. Others are his friends; but none
other means to him what Tom means, For
Tom he would cheerfully lay down his life.

’ Eﬁ@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@

; THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA

been uniil recently with Flip (Philip) at
him with Vavasour. His best chums

Merton’s eyea in a fight with Pcm.suni)y In their absence

The twing are Plilip Derwent, of Hi ixcl;ﬁe
ghe

Merton and Tunstall

FOR NEW READERS.

and his sister Philippa, of CHf House,
15 fie, but i3 new at -CHI¥ House.

They haye a cockatoo, named Cocky, which hag
Fhip has made an cnemy of liadsby, who i3 plotting agains}
are away from the_ school for a time, owing to a scrious accident to one of
’[‘ﬂp gets too Iriendly with Pon, and the rest of the nuts, and, without any real

taste for ﬂ; at the outset, takes to gambling. He has been to the €liff Hou- hockey ficld to sec his sister, Flap, but 'has not seen her, On

the way he has fallen in with Billy Bunter, of Greyfriars, and (hey walk back toget]

Gadsby gets Vavasour to go and meeﬁ the new post-girl, in order &5 intereept an expee
{Now read o)

Hazeldane.

13 ,ﬂ,IO, Bazeldene!” said Flip.
. “Hallo, Perwent !® T
“Hazel, in na very ‘riendly

He looked at the cage
carricd, and he scowled.
“I don’t know why you should feel sulky
ashout it it I don't,” remarked Fiip,
“About what?” demanded -Hazcl, with a
naor attempt at blutt,

*About the hizney you and Bunter were
aiixed wp in with Gadsby and \’n\msuur vy
>~.m,l all I have ko say to those two—-

*Puuched their lle
in Hazel. *Well,
you'll joliy well ¢ "
he able to fick

Flip

hvt 1 sha'n't take it Iving

- down,”

“I haven't asked yom to. You're fn a bit
too much of a hurry, o!xl son,”- said  Flip

quietly.
Hazel stared st bim. He had no clue to
this. He did not guess that his good angel—

Marjoric—was ut the hottom of it. Ln the
time to come both he and Flip were to realise
Jiow ynuch Marjoric’s influence had counted

for. -

“Well, "1 don't want to quarrel if yoa
don't,” smd the Greyfriars junmior. "It was a
pietty rotten trick, and I ean tell you I've
Ticard more than enough about it «t our show.
Some of the chaps wanted to zend me tn
Toventry, ‘They didn't do that, but—well,
never mind what they did; it wasn't too
leasant. What are you brinzing the bird
}u.re again for? He ought to be safe enough
“at, Highelilie now. I don't think those two
would risk it ag.un I'm joHy smre I wouldn't
tuke & hand in it!”
© %L dom't want him at Highcliffe,” Flip
answered. “He's better here”

‘Then there was a briel silence, brokes uf
fe ﬁ'\?h by Hazel.

ofitier where all the girls are?”
pfrr%wu]urlv want 1o sce my si
And I want {o see mine,” Flip auvswered.
cre arc generally some of them in the
guden at this time, even if they aren't at
lluc., ey.”

Just then one of the girls appeared. Fiip
ditk not know her, but Hazel did

~Ts there any "chance of seeing Marjorie,
he asked, dofiing his cap.

The uu dark senior

e said.

Flip also llitcd his.
frown\.d at them.

“1 don’t tlunk there is the lcaet. charice !”
she soid austerely.

“Oh!”

Hazel was ovideully dismayed.
fell too.

But Misq Everott did not refax ler stern-
neas.  The CUHT House sentor Form had taken
the trouble to heart. They considercd that
thieir juniors had brought it wpon them, sud
1wy were minded severely to  discourage
the CGreyfriars and Highelitfe juniors ¢ I|ke
in the ntar future. The fellows who were
shummy with Marjorie & Co. were not old
¢nough to intercst Miss Everett and her set
particularly, which no doubt made it easier
far them to adopt a stern and unbending
attitude.

Here was a chance to snub fwo of the
evemy. Miss Everetf.took it.

*“Marjorie and Philippa Derwent, .n'e "ated ol
she.gaid. “Miss Primrose is very much an-
noyed about the Jlﬂhﬂzlﬁe»;boxs -eoiiring o

lip's face

l
Tied

determined that
there shall z Lie sort after this.”

“But 1 supposs th\ it and I have a right
to sce aur sisterst” said Hazel hotly.

“1 do_not know that you have any such
right. But that is' a matter for Miss Prim-
rose, not for me.  If you want to see her—-"

*I don't want to see Miss Primrose. Why
should 1?7 1 want to see Marjorie! Will you
tell her, Aliss Bveretty”

“{'m sorry, but 1 cannot 44 anything of the
klnd Hazcidene. And if I did it-would be

he would not be allowed to

play hockey

Huzel

disntally.

b Izt stand
areuin

"Very Philippa Derae nt's
brother, l thuﬂL Dl) you wish to see Miss
Primroger”

“Well—no; I can't say 1 do,” rcpllcd Flip.
“It's my sister I want to see.”

“You can't, I'm afraid.” Mls_d Frerett

oke rather more kindly to Flip than she bad
d?me to Peter Hazeldene, which may huve
heen partly hecunse his
sulky. - “Why, you lave
thought e was bere. . [
breakl‘nst-time."

“Turned. up agaia a bad s wl”
crcaked Cockey, ([lllth it e “understood.
1t he did not, some of his speecaes wanted o
lot of aceounting for.

“Flap sent him back to me. But I'd rather
not keep him  just now It isn't ensy to
explain —"

Flip hesitated. He conid have explained,
in part at least, to -somegne a trifle more
sympathietic than the dark-browed Miss
Everett. [t would not have been easy, in
any case, for he wanted to make Flap under-
stand, and he also wantod te find out what
she meant, which it was sbvious the girl to
whom he spnke eould not tell bim.

“Ob, go on! don’t mimd—yes, 1 do.
though! If you want your sister to have the
bird hack I will, take him. But I cannot
stand here talklng to yon any langer. Shall
1 take bim?”

“Veg, please!” sanid Flip, surprised abt her
sudden change of manner, to which he lacked
the clue.

Miss Everett had seen the face of her head-
mistress at a window, and she had no mind
to be called over the coals for stapding at
the gate in converse with the bhoys.

Before Flip could get ont another word
she had scized the cage, which he had been
resting on the top of the gate, and was
speeding up the garden path.

Fiip felt hali-inclined to cail her back,
But there was good reason to doubt whether
she would come. And; dhyway, lie did not
really know hel r, and lt. would bave been rude
to shout akter b

“ond-hye, Fllp" zlmllvd Cm.ky. " Aln‘t
we pgettin® a_giddy move by Jupiteri”

Flip turned to Hazel,, with a truuh!e hrow.

But he saw a face far more troublgd than
his own. The aspect of Peter Hazeldene was
almost tragic

“1 don‘t know what I'm going to do if I
can't see Marjorie!” the Greyirlars junior
groaned.

He spoke more to hlmsali than Flip. . But

manper was luss
Cocky there? I

ETlip answoered hinm

her,
2 letter from Tunstalt 1o Flip.

know he was atf

Bunter aceidentally lets out something,

“Buek up!”® ha sa “If yon're down ecn
pour luck rou’re o oily one. P

Hazel stared at him in 2 manacr that was
almost offensive. Flip might have thought it
quite 30 but for his promise to Marjorie.
Bat for her sake he waus rcsolved to think -
the best he could of her brother. At another
time he might have turned his .back on
Hazel consxdc.rmg nim a sulky brute.

Obher chaps’ troubles don® t. help me,” said
Eiﬂzeldx.ne moodily.

*Perhaps the chap who’s got them could,
though!”

“He wouldn't If
{ZIOWhﬂ" auswcr

be could!” was the

P -

away tegether,  Miss
fairly vlear that they
had nothing to ¢ for by havsaing romml
Cliff House. Their ways bLowe ran together
for some little distance.

“I can't ask favours from a fellow-e—-"
“Rats! Put all that bebind you! We
haven't been at -all-friendty, Hazeldene, bat
that was more your fault than mine, I
reckon

~Oh, yes! Fveryblmlg s my.fauit, of course!
‘When a chap’s down he’s sure to get kicked !

It was not easy to go on. Hazel, who
could be winning enough at I\is best, was
quite at his \vur:t And it wouid not do even
to hint 1o him that le was being ofered
help for Marjoric’s sake. That would nave
;mt his back up worse than ever,
don’t want to kick you, man!” retorted
Flip imputiently. “That sort of thing isn't
in my line, anyway. Don’t stay down. Get
up and take it fghting!” .

“Can't! Kt's-the limit! 1 can't.stand any
more! 1 don’t know what I shall do, but 1
feel fit for something desperate!” said Hazel,
his weak, good-looking face so like. yet so
unlike, Marjotie’s, working as il he were on
the very verge of tears.

“Ret! Here, et it off your chest! It will
do you good o tell someone, | gness, and 1
give you my word it il'ﬂ 't o any further!”

“You ean't help.”

“That's more than you can he sure of.»

Another brief silence fell. Hazel was turn-
ing it over in his mind, and Flip left him-to
do that.

Then it came out in a burst.

“It’s money, of course,” said Hazel. *“I
wigh sometimes the heastly -stuff had mever
becn mventul' It's precious Fttle use to vou
when you've got it, and all soérts of a
nuisanee when you haven't,  I'm  horribly
dipped, Derwent! And I'm being pressed
hard. I don't know what will come of it—
1 cmt, see anything. for ‘it but doing a
bunk.”

“You can't ‘do that, old chap,” sald Fliiy
gravely.

“It’s the only thing to do, as far as I can
see. Oh, I wish I was old enough to enlist
and get out to France at once! I shouldn't
care a hang if 1 never came back! What's
the usa of it all?  Life aln't worth living, if
you ask me.”

*Wha are your uerbtors'?

“0h, there are sdme of your chaps among
them—Pon and Gaddy. ~ And there’s that
sweep SKinner, of ours. But they're not the
worst, thaugh they give me tronble enougl.
’1hev cc.nl;tut get mie sacked without shows
ing themecives up, and they won’b do t‘m B
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“Who' is there who can wet, you sacked?”
#sked Flip shrewdly. He could guess what
the answer wounld be, and was ready to
eet it. -

“That rotter Hawke at the Cross Keya.
And he says he will, too!”

“Tell him to go and hang himseli! He
can’t do it, and he daren't try.”

Hazel's 11115 quivered.

“You don't know Jerry Hawke, Derwent!

He isn’t like a man with a character to lose,
Do you suppose he cares what our Head
thinks ot him? The Bounder’s_a hard case;
but 1 can tell you the Bounder was f:urly
funked when Hawke threatened to'show him
up to the Head. I haven't Smithy's nerve,
either. I~ don't: know-low- to bear it—I
can’t go on bearing it! 1 shall go mad, or
do something desperate!”

The tears were running down Hazel's face
now, and they ran faster when Flip's hand

pressed his shoulder encouragingly and in
iriendly fashion.
“Buck up, old sen! I'm stony for the

moment; but I expect a decent remittance
in a day or two. A fiver wouldn't clear you,
4 sup]n()seV
“It wouldn't half clear me,
':.kc things a bit easier.
“Well, 1 think I can let you have a fiver in
a day or two. And, if youll let me, I'm
sure 1 ean keep Pon from worrying you.
Can't be so sure in Gaddy's casg; 1 haven't
¢ pull* with Gaddy.  But I don’'t mind
ng, though it's unlucky that I owe Gaddy

but it might

i{u?uis tear-dimmed eyes opensd very
\\Idl‘l\

“You dunt mean to say that you—" he
bs‘qzm —

“Yes,- 1t5 right—I have,” admitted Flip,

with something like a blush.
I'm a fool! But perhaps you v he more
willing to take help from me il you W
that I'm another siily idiot like yourse

“Derwent, don't! Chuck it bhelore it's too
late! Chick Pon and the whole rotten gang!
The, YL drag you down if _yeu don’t; and
’ﬁ“ ‘re too good a chap for that. Chuck it

Peter Hazeldene's befter nature
aroused, and he spoke very earnestly
:ssion of- folly had a* (.llrmus €

“(II!. I know

was
Flip's |
ect upon

and help before he heard it but he had not
felt really friendly towards Flip. - Now there
came over him a warm rush of real friendli-
ness; -and all . at once he understood why
other fellows thought so much*of Derwent.

*“Not-sure that I won’t,” said Flip. “ Thanks,
Hazel, old man; it's good of you to care. I
can’t drop Pon -Pon's a chum of mine—"
24If you can’t drop him you're done for!”
groaned Hazel, “Pon's a rotter through and
through—1I nurrhb to know by this tlme B |
should think.”

Flip's face hardened.

“1 ~ecan't listen  to that sort of thing
against a chum,” he said. “‘mu ought to
know that, Hazeldene. But you're worried,
old ehap, I know. I think you'll find mthm
iwenly-four ‘hours that Pon isn't as bhlack as
you paint him.- I don't know when my cash
will come along; but it ought not to he more
than a day or two now, Sece here, I'll meet
you at this corner the day after to-morrow
about this tlmc‘ 1L I can I'll bring the fiver
with me. ‘\n}wav, I'l come—so l\ccp your
pecker u

~They had come fo the place whrre thelr

Ways part,z.d Hazel held out his hand,

“I -don’t know what to say, Derwent,” he
muttered.  “It gounds -cheap - to say I'm
grateful; but I am. Only —go caretul with
1’011=.O|1|)y L

He did not wait for a reply.
moment looking aiter him as
uway.

Queu‘ that so many people
such a down on old Pon!” he

he hurried

should have
said to him-

self. “Can’t see any reason for it myself.”
But his” eyes were to bu opened  before
long.

Flip Miakes a Promise!

i1 OU’LL- never - do it, ~Pon}”
Gadshy. ou ‘think” the” bounder
4 . is gettin’ to be one of us; but he
- isn’t, by gad!  Oh, yes, I.know
you've got him as far as doin’ a bit of a
flutter; but just see what he will say.if you
tip Inm the \\mh to pl':) stift against. any-
one
‘[ haven't any zlashcﬂ notmn of  doin"
anythin® of the sort.” replied Cecil Pon-
snnb\ in rather an uneasy way.

“Then he ain't one of us,
never will be! Merton an’ Tunstall nevér
really were; they barred some things. But
they'd do things that this pious image would

really, an' he

He had been willing to take sympathy |

Flip stood a

1 ahead !?

said |
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huld up his quuhol hands -in horror at even
now

‘Dmp it!" snapped Pon. “I don’t want to
discuss' Derwent with you. 1 like the chap,
an’ [ know dashed well you don't, for all your
pretence.”

=1 don’t know that I've pretended so dashed
much, either,” growled Gadshy.

'}Du ve been civil enough to him dately,
an’ you apologised over that cockatoo
bizniey.”

“That suited my purpose—that was all, 1
suppnse the cad told you about the apology,
confmmd him !

Dvr\aem didn't tell me. Matter of fact;
Vay did.”

“Oh! Laok here, Pon, you say you like
the chap. But isnt it the chap's sister you
like really? 1 don’t believe you'd care a
scrap for him if he hadn’t a sister!” "

“You'rc all wrong, Gaddy! I like tlw
both. An' I mean to be friends with Philippa
Derwent yet. mark that! She’ s the preftiest
girl 1 hnow by long chalks; an' I hate bein'
h(‘at,r

“You'll never get chummy with her if her
| dashed brother can help it. - Can't you see
that he don't mean you should? Try to talk

to him about the charmin' Flap, an’ he
buttons-up directly.”
1t was true, and Pon knew it. Flip had |

been obliged to discourage Cecil Ponsonby's |
efforts to make friends with Flap. l\nthmn
was more certain than that Flap had no
desire {0 count Pon a friend; aud the only
way out of an awkward. situation seemed to
| Tlip to choke Pon off as wently as possible.
“Rot!” aaid Pou.
“It's not rot—
You'll. never
can get the chap under your thumb!’
“That’s easier said than done, by gad
“1 can show you a way, old sport,”
Gadsby insinuatingly. |
“I'd ln glad to know of one, I don't mind |

ownin',
Ponsonby's eyes glitered as he spoke. Flip
had angered him more than once of late.

The fellow was not so easily influenced as
Pon  had expected. He gambled in these
ys; but he was still himself—still his own
0 man'

ke him along-with us to this new
irtfield, an’ get him jolly well plw
dsby, with an wnpleasint grin. 8
ly heeled: but he ain’t a millionaire. |
t showed that l'm got some of his

ged

10 U's—it_nin't everyone I'd I10U's
from, but I don’t mind in this ¢ Like to
buy ‘em, Pon, old top?

The sugaestiun Was nia But
to Gadsby's surprise, Pon ca

“I'll buy them of you, Gaddy,” he said at
once. “How mue

“Two ten. Vav's got some of the paper
too you'd better have tha Then you can
pnt the serew on when you want to. I can't

‘Al come of it—the
the hendin' sort. Not

can leave all that to me, Gaddy.
vour oof. Hand over the paper!”

n's expression was not pleasant. He was
getting a trifle tired of Flip, and he resented
Flap‘s dislike of him. Flip ought to have
taken steps to overcome that, he considered.
It would have been easy enough if the fellow
had not so resolutely refused to bring them
together. Even when Pon had gone as a
mzist, to Cliff Homse he had only managed
it by forcing himself upon the party.

bounder ain’t t\.l[‘tl\

like that soft puppy Hazel.
“You

But nothing of all this showed in his
manner when Flip came in fresh from his
talk with Ilazel.

“ Pnu, I want to a=k you a favour,™ said
Flip, in his direct w.

% Anythin' you like, dear hoy,» replied Pon
offbandedly, -

“No, I'd rather you didn’t take it like that.
Hear what I \v:mt, and leave deciding about
it till after you've heard.”

“What suits you suits me,

Flippy.. Go

“I've been having a yarn with that chap
IIanldvne HLS 1u0~t horribly down in the

' ;enem!lv is,” yawned Pon., “Don't take

the dear Hazel too ‘~C|’I0u Iy,

old top. He's

a whmm funk.”?
't think he's. g0, bad as that. And
——- Buot never mind tha I've

mised to give him a leg-up if I can.”
Dashed  go of ‘you, " Flippy, tlmugil
ed unnece: Find it a little difficult,
won't you, though? ¥rom what I can make
out, you're npeedin’ a leg-up yourself. Why
don't.you ask for that, instead of hotherin’
your -curly old head about such a hopeless
waster as Hazel?”

“0Oh, I'l pull through all right!

I shall

a day or-two, and I s
Vay will wait for what l

g =0 =ure, by
son, that the merry
love you .

mil D'ye know, my
(:zuhl_v don't precisely

“Never supposed he did. And I haven't
any high opinion of Gadsby. 1 don't care
about the ¢hap, and er shall.- But he

wouldn't he such a cad as to- make a fuss
about the -guid or twe I owe him, I sup

%“msldnl he! T rather fancy bhe wil,
my buek.” "

“Hang it-all! He mi wait. But never

Can't you : Huzeldene more
“ Well, time's ﬂ](\lk“_i., accordin’ to some
people. An' Mhzel owes me quite plenty

’lfTCEIdJ’ But I'll do it for your sake, Flippy,
if you'll promise me somethin’ in return.

- Flip hesitated. He rather fancied that
“something ® would turn out te be con-
nected with Clifft House; and Gadshy was
s0 far right in his re(uhng of Flip's feelings
that it was frue Flip wanted to keep his
sister and Pon apart. No good would come
of their meeting. Flap did not like the
fellow, and Flip was not at all sure that he
wanted her to like him, At heart he did not
like Pon himself as well as he had done at
first, Gambling did not show Pon at his
,}:esl Hmugh Flip had never yet seen him at
his worst

1 nolhm very momentous,” said Pon,
Yeud ¢ his thoughts, as it seemed. “I'm not
tryin’ 1() work you round to agree to any-
thin' you have refused to do before. Just
a litfle sportin’ expedition 1 want you to
join in,

; don’t sup-
i or

that spoke
ire to help

k e
there, tj‘lne as much as bis d
Peter Hazeldene for Marjorie’s sake. He
wis in one of those moods when nothing
seems to matter much. All hope of hearing
from Tunstall had passed npow,” and he
believed that Flap had thrown him over,
or at least meant to keep up the quarrel.
“Honour bright?” said Pon.

% Honour hright,” me. d Flip gravely.
Not a word his ears about the
new gamblin 2N § , and he had
no motion what 1’ E P sporting ex-
pedition was. If he had known the wholk
truth he would scarcely have given that pro-
% But he had not wholly lost faith in
o,

¢ Here's Hazel's T O U, then. You can hold
it for me. .But you needn't tell him you
have it. I know Master Hazel a bit better
than you do, an' he's not the sort that
settles up in a hurry if he's left to take his
own time, by gad!”

2 o=

““I don’t want it,” Flip answered. < Your
word's pood enough for me, of ‘coursc.
Gadshy's mnl'iu; the screw on, too. But I'm

afraid I ean't do anything with him.*
% Perhaps I can, thmlrfh an’ perhaps T will.

But I don’t promise success. In the mean-
time, here's somethin’ to go on with, dear
hog >

And Pon threw on fthe talle another scrap
of paper.

FI p (;p ened his eyes widely.
, it’s the T O U that I gave Gadsby!"

fl(. saul
“ Correct, dear boy "
“But how do you come to have
you win it from him?”

it? Did

Only paid cash for

Tear it up,

“Mean to say you've taken mrer my debt,
and now want to ecancel it, Pon?

“That's the size of it, Flippy Nothin®
much in that, is there, between pals,
y'know 2% ’

“Hang it all! You're a real good sorf,
Pon!» cried Flip, his heart warming to the
selfish,” scheming seoundrel who was seeking
to Enf,rlp him, “If makes things a heap
easier for me. I'd rather owe you the money
than owe it to Gadsby, for I know you don'{
mmd waiting.? .

“Gaddy did mind, Seemed to be dashed
uneasy.  Told him it was absurd, by gad, but
couldn't make him see reason. Pay me when
you feel like it, old sport. T can't say the
sume to Hazeldene, because he might never
feel like it. I rather faney he wouldn't.
But I'll go easy with the sweep, as you've
taken him under your patronage.”

There was something in Pon’s eynieal tone
that jarred on Flip; but he felt no end
grateful. He did not realize in the least the
net in which he was getting tangled.

(To be continued next week.;




