


The Bully of St. John’s.

A WHINSICAL STORY OF SCHOOL LIFE.

By CLIFFORD OWEN.

CHAPTER I
BERTIE BLY.

“Guarp, am I all right for St.
John’s?”

“Yes, sir.”

“No change?”

“No change, sir.”

The guard slammed the door, and
the boy who had put the questions
concerning his destination leancd
back upon the faded cushions of the
third-class compartment with a
sigh of relief. He was a good-look-
ing boy of about fifteen, with a fresh
complexion and clear blue eyes,
which, however, wore a troubled
look as he bent his gaze upon the
epposite side of the carriage with a
thoughtful frown. The gnard blew
his whistle, the engine gave an
answering hoot, and then the train
began to move slowly out of the
little wayside junction.

Suddenly, however, there came the
noise of shouting from the platform,
and, glancing out of the window, the
boy observed the figure of a tall,
glim lad, immaculately clad in
Etons and wearing a top-hat of the
glossiest hue, taking leaping strides
towards the departing train, having

evidently broken through the barriet
at the last moment in time see it
starting out.

“Hi, hi!” he called, waving a
gold-knobbed cane frantically. *Hi,
hi! stop your bally engine, I say!
Pull up your beastly twain for half
a mo., can't you?”

“Stand back!”
guard.

“You go and assimilate coke, deall
old boy!” hooted the new-comery
dashing wildly up the platform.
“I'm going to catch this twain, or
bu'st!”

The boy with the fresh complexion
and the blue eyes hereupon threw
oper the door of his compartment, as
the long-legged youngster in the sillkc
hat dashed up upon a level with it.

“Here you are!” he cried. “Junip
in here!”

“Wight-o! You're a beastly pal !”

Saying which, despite the loudly~
voiced protestations of the guard, the
new-comer, breathless and panting,
flung himself into the carriage and
rolled over upon the floor.

“(lose shave,” remarked the other
boy, securing the door of the com-
partment as the train left the plat-
form. .

For some time the other occupied

called out the
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himself with knocking the dust from
his trousers and carciully wiping his
glossy hat with a large, spotted silk
handkerchief, without, however,
speaking a word in reply. At length,
having reduced his headgear to its
former state of shininess, he stuck it
upon his head, and cxtended a
neatly-zloved hand.

“Shike, deah boy,” he drawled, in
a  relined if © somewhat affected
accent,  “You have saved the giddy
situation. If T had lost this wotten
twain I should have had to wait a
whole beastly hour for the next one
to St. Johu's.”

The othor boy smiled.

“You did cut it rather fine, didn’t
you?” he caid.

“Wathah! T always do cut every-
thing fine, don't you know. It's a
way I have. As a mattah of fact, T
bwoke my journoy fwom London, and
got out at the beastly junction just
for the sake of a littlo toddle. One
gots so howwidly cwamped and stiff
In one's beastly pins sitting still for
hours. I say, deah boy,” he added,
staring quizzically at his companion,
“I suppose you don’t happen to be
goin' to St. Jack's?”

The other nodded.

“Yos, I'm going to the school,” he
replied, quietly.

“My hat! a new boy, ech? A
fwesher ?”

‘“Yes,"_nodded the other again.

‘Phew! you don't say so?

Wathah a wummy time to come to
the coll.—what?”

“Yes, I suppose the chaps don't
usually come to St. John's after the
Whitsun holidays, as a rule?”

“No, not as a wule, deah boy,
though it's not unheard-of for a
fwesher to toddle up in mid-term.
Here's my card. Swop.”

The young swell had taken a
monographed silver ¢ard case from
his waistcoat-pocket as ne spoke,
and extracting from it a slip of
pasteboard, handed it to his com-
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panion, who observed at a glance
that it bore the legend :
Egbert

“Marmaduke  Percival
Bly.”

“Thanks,” murmured the other
boy, slipping the card into his
jacket-pocket. “Haven't got one
mysclf. Don't carry ’em. But iy
namo's Carton—Jim Carton.”

“Wight-o, Carton! Glad to make
your acquaintance. If there's any-
thing I can do for you, pway com-
mand me.”

Then Marmaduke Percival Tighert
Bly, first placing his silk hat care-
fully upon the rack above him and
laying his gold-knobbed cane beside
it, relapsed languidly into the
corner of the compartment opposite.
Pulling up his immaculatcly-creased
trousers and displaying to view a
pair of bright scarlet hose, he crossed
his legs leisurely, and then produced
a golg cigarette-case, which he ex-
tended towards Jim Carton with a
smile.

“Pway accept a cigawette,” he
invited.

After a moment’s hesitation, the
other took the proffered smoke. Ho
rarely indulged in tobacco, as a rule,
but he knew that to refuse the invi-
tation now might give offence to his
new-found friend, which, in view
of his being a “fresher,” would be a
distinctly unwise proceeding.

“Of course we're not allowed to
affect the giddy fag up at the coll.,”
remarked Bly, holding out a lighted
match, “though we do a bit on the
quiet whenever we get a giddy
chance.” A

Jim Carton grinned.

“0f course. By the way, what
sort of place is St. John's? Decent-
sized college, isn't it, and rather
jolly, €h?”

“Toppin’, deah boy! Spiffin’,
abso. Awf'fly jolly, and awffly
swaggah, too!”

“Really ?”

“Yaas, I think the old shop might



be weasonably descwibed as swaggah,
though, of course, it's distinctly
more so than it used to be.”

“Yes7"

“Yaas. Since I came, you know.
I flattah myself—though perhaps I
shouldn’t mention it—that during
the couple of years that I've been
a membah of the coll. I have suc-
ceeded in waising its beastly tone no
end.”

Carton grinned again over the
smoke-rings of his cigarette. The
serious expression upon the face of
the young dude opposite, coupled
with the emphatic manner with
which hg had made the statement,
appeared irresistibly droll.

“You see,” continued Bly, “F sort
of set the fashions, don’t you know.
For instance, perceive this weally
beautiful necktio. I bought it in
Piccadilly. Now, when the fellahs
spot it they will twy to imitate it
all over the’shop. Of oeurse they'll
nevah succeed, but theyll endeavah
to do so all the same.”

_Carton regarded the speaker quiz-
sically. Bertie Bly was rather a
good-looking lad, with pale, aristo-
cratic-looking features, and a very
Prominent nose. *Good mature and
weakness were blended in his some-
what foolish cast of features, though

ere was a latent and elusive hint
of nobility in them as well. The
most striking feature of this curious
lgoy, putting aside his extraordinarily
immaculate get-up, was the colour of
his hair, which was a bright red in
hue; but it was of an aggressive red-
ness that is rarely seen, an uncom-
promising blazing rted, which had
ong since got its owner the oppro-
brious title of “Fiery Nob.”

Altogether, Bertie Bly—as he was
universally known throughout St.
John’s  Collegiate School—was a
rather extraordinary feliow, as his
Present companion was soon to dis-
cover.

“By the way, deah boy, are you

going to bo a beastly .Ancient or a
bally Modern?” queried. this young
scion of the noble house of Bly.,

“I don't quite understand,” said
Carton.

“Well, you see, it makes the deuce
of a diff wence. If you're an Ancient,
you're all wight, but if you're a
Modern youre a howling wotter.
Twig?” :

Carton shook his head negqh;vely.

“Hanged if I do!” he admitted.

“Phew! deah boy, your nappah is
somewhat thick—what? You = are
wathah slow of compwehension. "

“Sorry ; but if you'll explain—

“Pway haye patience,” admon-
ished Bertio Bly, raising one .of his
gloved hands. ~ “You see, it's like
this: The old coll. is divided up
into two sections, whichh aze
howwibly opposed to each other.

wig?”

“I see, Ancients snd Modems,

ou mean?” .

5 “There you have it in a giddy mlté

shell, deah bay — Ancients an

Moderns. I'm a hbeastly Ancient,

and if you're a ball; Iﬂodetnrwe.u,

I'm sorry for you, that's all!
“Why?”

“Myydeah. fellali, I shall, in that
event, be compelled te tweat yO\:
with great diswespect. So, to pL}‘
the thing on a thweepenny-bid, as 1
were, the question is: what aze you
—an Ainch. or a Mod.?”

Jim Carton thought for & mement.

“Well, 'm for the Classics, of
course- "’ he began.

Bertie Bly’s vight hand shot oub
ike a piston. L
hk“Pug it there, deah boy, if it
weighs a beastly ton!” he said, with

enthusiasm. :

“Which means that I'm an
Ancient, then, and on the samo side
as yourself?” I

“Abso., old fellah. If youre a
Classic youw'ro an Ancient, and con-~
sequently one of us. I shall lm.v(‘;
much pleasure in intwecdoocing you




to my two fwiends and study-mates—
Fweddy Manvers and Tubby
Bouncer.”

“Glad to meet 'em,” remarked the
other boy, heartily.

“I should think so! Two of the
vewy best, I do assure you. Wipping
kids, both of ’em. "We all share
study No. 5 in the schoolhouse,
y'know, and we all vewy wightly
wegard ourselves as the cocks of the
Fourth. There are thwee other
bounders who dispute the title, but
as they are howwible Moderns they
are beneath anyone’s serious con-
sidewation.”

“Who are they?”

‘A cweature of the name of Silas
Jinks, a low Amewican, is one; a
silly jossah wejoicing in the name of
Jack Joyce is another ; and the
third is Archie Bwuce, a tewwibly
common little lout, immensely oofy
and chock-full of coclkles.”

“Cockles ?”

“Cheek, deah boy,” explained
Bertie Bly, raising his red eyebrows
to their fullest extent. Archie
Bwuce is, without exception, the
sauciest snipe that ever I stwuck in
my natch.” ;

“Do you strike him
punned Carton.

“Oh, yaas, wathah! I am per-
petually stwiking him, although I
must admit upon the last occasion he
succeeded—by the vewy mewest
chance—in dotting me on the beastly
boko. Archie Bwuce is vewy wude
and wough upon occasion.”

“I suppose you hold

position in the school ?”
Carton, with a twinkle of
in his blue eyes.
. “Oh, wathah! What do you
jolly well think? I am quite a
feature in the place; in fact, I am
asking my gov'nah to allow me to
stick on at the deah old coll. for
another yeah, just to give the fellahs
& tweat, don’t you know."”

“Ha, ha, hal”

pretty often 'é"

quite a
encouraged
merriment

“Pway, pardon me, but are you
laughing—"
“Nunno,”
hastily.
throat!”

Bertie Bly regarded the other sus-
piciously for a moment or two, and
then continued :

“They call me tho ‘Toff of the
Tourth,” you know, a title of which
I may say I am deservedly pwoud.
You see, my gov'nah is a beastly
membah of Parliament, and a mil-
lionaire to boot; consequently, I
have to uphold a standard, so to
speak, and show the fellahs at the
coll. that T am a person of—of some
beastly importance. Twig?”

“I quite understand,” said Carton,
gravely.

“And the Casuals honnah me
because I help ’em to keep up their
end of the pole against the wotten
Inmates.”

answered Carton,
“Cigarctte-smoke in my

“Casuals and the Inmates?”
echoed the astonished fresher.
“Merely another mname for

Ancients and Moderns,” explained
Bertie Bly, tossing his finished
cigarette out of the carriage window.
“Savvy 7”

“Oh, I see. By the way; why are
they called ¢ Moderns’?”
Bertie Bly snorted indignantly.

“They swot at Stinks, for one
thing.”

“‘Stinks’?”

“Chemistwy, deah boy, and
physiology, and modern languages,
and all such pifie.  Feahful out-
sidahs, all of them, and a disgwace
to the deah old coll. Of course you
will be expected to stwike some sort
of beastly blow at the Inmates ag
soon as possible,” continued Bertie
Bly, smiling amiably at his com-
panion. “Evewy fwesher must do
that, don’t you know. Can you put
’em up?”

“Put what up?” i

“Your dooks, old son—your giddy
dooks.”
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“Dukes?™

“Oh, I say, do twy to pull your-
self togethah and stwive to welwain
fwom being a howling cwackpot!”
exclaimed the other, pathetically.
“What I meant was—can you fight ?”

Carton modded.

“I was reckoned to be the best
boxer in the grammar school I have
just left,” he replied, frankly.

“Good! Then you must certainly
put the kybosh on one or other of
the Mcdern boundahs. By the way,
deah boy, there’s one fellah youwll
have to keep your eye skinned for,
and he’s a wottah, if you like, a
boundah of the vewy worst descwip-
tion!”

“Who's that?” questioned Carton,
coming out of a reverie with a start.

“Howwid lout of the name of
Logan. Larry Logan, he calls him-
self, and he’s a big, bullying Modern
waggamuffin,”

“A Dbully, eh?”

“Yaas, wathah! He's the beastly
bully of St. John’s!”

Half an hour later the train ran
into the little wayside station of St.
John’s, from which the distant
towers of the old cellege bearing
that name might be discerned. It
was a quiet little spot, and the
station was about the sleepiest Jim
Carton had ever seen.

He and his companion were the
only two passengers who alighted
from the “local,” for most of the
fellows at the school had returned
from the short Whitsuntide vacation
the previous day, or early that morn-
Carton had meant to enter the

-hool on that day, too, but circum-
stances had delayed his arrival by a
day. As for Bertie Bly, he made it
an undeviating rule to always turn
up at the college punctually a day
late. He was under the impression
that by so doing he lent himself
zdditional importance in the eyes of
his chums.

“Hi, portah!” called out Bly,

when the local train had departed,
beckoning with his gold-knobbed
czne to the sleepy-looking railway
gervant who was slowly trundling
a trolley towards them. “Hi! stir
your beastly stumps, can't you, my
man! Buck up, for goodness’ sake!
I say, don’t huwway yourself, will
you, deah old son?” he continued,
with heavy sarcasm. “I mean,
don’t get into a beastly perspewation
on my account, you know.”

“Luggage?” queried the porter,
dismally.

“No, my twaps came on by the
other twain an hour ago. But
want you to kindly twolley my top-
pah out to the fly. It is too hot to
weah it upon my beastly head.”

“Your whatter?” inquired the

porter. ]
“My toppah!” hooted Bertie.
“Ay top-hat, deah old coon. Take

it out to the fly upon your L\v‘olle):,
and then come back for my fwiend’s
luggage. And do buck up, if you
want the bob I was going to givo
ou.”

Bertie had taken his shining silk
hat from his head the while he spoke,
and placed it with great care upon
the empty trolley.

“There you are, my deah man!
Sheer off, and give it to the dwivah
of the school'fly. He's outside some-
where, I know, because I wired for
him to meet me.” )

With a dejected shrug of his
shoulders, the porter trundled
Bertie's tall hat along the platform to-
wards the station entrance, through
which he disappeared from view.
He returned, however, in the course
of a few minutes for Carton’s port-
manteaux, and the two corded and
rather dilapidated-looking tin boxes
which the guard had tumbled oub
upon the platform a little while ago.
These latter the Toff of the Fourth
eyed a little askance, though he took
care to conceal the fact from the
fresher at his side.



“It would be a vewy excellent
plan, deah boy,” he remarked, what
time the porter was loading his
trolley with Carton’s baggage, “if
you had your bally twunks and
things sent on to the coll. a little
i

y?” queried Carton, growin
rather red in the face. & g

“Because, deah boy, there isn’t
woom for them,” replied the other,
promptly, “unless we have two flys.
Bettah have ’em sent up after.
Much more comfy, don't you
think 77

“Oh, all right,” agised Carton,
rather reluctantly, as though he
wero possibly considering the double
expense this arrangement would
naturally entail. “Send them up to
St. John’s School by-and-by,” he
added. turning to the porter and
slipping some coppers into his hand.

“Did you give my toppah to the
dwivah of the school fly ?” inquired

sriie.

“Yes, sir,” growled the other.

“All right, Cheer up, old son.
Here's your bob, and do for goodness’
sake go and make a beast of your-
self somewhere with it. It'll do
you good. Nothing like a little dis-
sipation for bucking a fellah up
when he’s pippy. Go and buy some
giddy gingah-beer, and—— Hallo!
what the blazes is that?”

Hoots and yells had suddenly
arisen from beyond the station wall,
coupled with shouts of defiance and
howls of execration.

“Chuck it over, Jinks|”

“Pass it, Jackl”

“Forward 1”

“Let go, Fred Manvers!”

“Gimme that topper, or I'll dot
youon tha boke!”

*Yah-boo!”

“Well kicked, sir{”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Jim Cartos turned 'to his com-
penion.

“What's that?” he questioned.

But Bertie Bly had, apparently,
not heard the quest.ion.pPHe wgs
standing with his legs apart, his
gold-knobbed cane held stifiy in
one hand, and an extended shilling
in the other, his head turned in &
listening attitude meanwhile, and
an expression of frozen horror
depicted on his face.

“I do believe,” he gasped out,
“that something is happening to
my toppah. I heah some howwid
Modern cads outside, though I can
distinguish the voites of my deah
pals, Manvers and Tubby Bouncer,
too. Come on deah boy,” he added,
breathlessly, grasping Carton’s arm
and hurrying him towards the exib
doors. ‘“Come on, and wemember,
if there's a fight with those wetched
Modern boundahs, sock into ’em for
all you're worth for the honnah of
the Ancients!”

His words were almost drowned
by the hoots, yells,. and shouting
which emanated from outside the
station. Darting forward and
bursting through tHe station doors,
Bly, closely iollowed by Carton,
dashed out into the open.

CHAPTER IL
A PAINFUL PREDICAMENT.

A sTRANGE sight met their gaze.
Half a dozen boys were fighting like
fury in a knot about a landau out-
side the station entrance, the driver
of which vehicle was standing up in
his seat, watching the fracas with
huge delight expressed in every line
of his rubicund face. Upon catch-
ing sight of Bly, however, he
switched off his expression to one of
intense indigration and solicitude.

“I am very sorry, sir,” he called
out, addressing Bertie, “but the
young varmints climbed up and
snatched your hat before I could
stop ’em, and—"

“Aha!” hooted Bertie, putting



A PAINFUL PREDICAMENT.

his hand to his head and staring
distractedly «t the juniors engaged
in the fracas before him, “I knew
it was my_ toppah. Oh, you beastly,
howling wottahs!”

A glance was sufficient to show
Carton that, in truth, the cause of
the lively melee now taking place
in the middle of the road was a
dilapidated silk hat, at which both
contingents tugged and tore for
possession.  Suddenly it flew up in
the air, brimless and concertina-
shaped, and as it descended to terra-
firma again, one of the boys met it
with a drop kick, which sent it
whizzing up again to the accompani-
ment of howls of laughter from the
rest.

Bertie rushed forward, and spring-
ing up towards the again descending
hat, caught it on the end of his cane,
which, however, passed completely
through it.

““Oh, you wottahs, you toads, you
beastly Modern cads!” he shrieked.
“You've utterly wecked my toppah !
How beastly cwuel of you!”

:‘[“’hy, it’s Bertie in the flesh !

Ha, ha, ha! We didn't know
you' were around, sonnie.”

“Awfully sorry, Bertie.
didn’t know’it was yours.”

“Liahs!” stormed the Toff of the
Fourth, almost weeping as he
regarded at arm’s-length his muti-
lated headgear. “Liahs! You knew
vewy well it was my toppah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fweddy Manvers, how came you
to let those beastly boundahs gain
pessession of my toppah?”

The question was indignantly
addressed to a boy who, flushed and
breathless with his late exertions,
was standing near at hand.

“Sorry, old kid,” he replied,
grinning from ear to ear, “but we
couldn’t help it. These wasters
knew you were coming, and got hero
before we did. That’s how it hap-
pened.”

We

“We fought like billy-o for it,”
put in an exceedingly fat boy, who
was standing at the speaker’s side,
mopping his streaming brow, “but
they'd already given it the kybosh,
s0 it wasn't much use, anyway.”

“Last quawtah they wecked and
wuined fourteen of my toppahs,”
cried the outraged Bertie, sending
his cranium-cover flying over the
hedge with a savage kick, “and pow,
upon the wewy first day of my
awwival, they start their giddy
nonsense again!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The shout of laughter emanated
from three other boys, who were
standing across the road with their
hands thrust into their trouser-
pockets, and their faces wearing
expansive and expressive grins.
These three were Silas Jinks, the
American, Jack Joyce, and the
Scotch lad, Archie Bruce. The -trio
were all Moderns at St. John’s, and
the particular rivals and deadly

enemies of Marmaduke Percival
Egbert Bly, Fred Manvers, and
Tubby Bouncer, the two “Ancient”

juniors, who were mow standing at
Bertie’s side.

“You can laugh, you .wottahs
hooted Bertie, almost beside himself
with rage, “but we’'ll soon make you
gwin upon the other side of your
beastly faces!”

“Hp, ho, ho!”

“Come on, deah boys. We must
give these outsiders a howlin’ hidin’,
Come on, Fweddy ; come on, Tubby ;
and come on, what’s-your-name.
You're a beastly pwospective Ancient,
you know, so you've got to help us
wipe these wasters off the earth.”

“School-house, forward!” shouted
Manvers.

“Down with the Inmates!” yelled
Tubby Bouncer.

And with that the three dashed
ahead, and fell upon the Modern
trio tooth and nail.

For an instant Jim Carton hesi:
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tated, not knowing exactly what to

do. But seeing that Bertie Bly was
now wrestling breast to breast with
Silas Jinks the tall American

member of the Modern trio, and
moreover decidedly getting the
worst of it, he sprang forward to
the rescue of his late companion,
and in a few moments succeeded in
tripping the Yankee up and bring-
ing him heavily to the ground.

«“That's the beastly ticket, deah
boy 1" gasped the delighted Bertie,
upon whom, unfortunately, both
Silas Jinks and Carton had sprawled.
“Give the blighter socks, and kick
his giddy twousers!”

“Pax!” roared Jinks, as, assisted

by Bertie, Carton began to pummel
the American junior right and left.
“Pax, you duffersl. I guess I've
had all I want just now. Get off
ny chest and stop your punching,
or I reckon I'll get real mad!”
. “Is it pax all round, dezh boys?”
inquired the Toff of the Fourth of
Jack Joyce and Archie Bruce, who,
gasping and panting, now reposed
comfortably upon their backs in the
dusty road, with Fred Manners
and Tubby Bouncer sprawling upon
them.

“Yes. Chuck it!”

“Right-o! We give you best.”

“Blow out at the tuck-shop if we
let you up without a welting,”
stipulated Tubby Bouncer, with
whom food of any description was
the be-all and end-all of existence.

“Yes, all right, you greedy
bounder. Anything you like, only
get off my chest!”

The Ancient juniors released the
Modern trio after a few more words
of parley, and then Jim Carton,
grimy and covered with dust from
his wrestling bout with Silas Jinks,
was introduced all round.

“These three wottahs are not a
bail set of wasters on the whole,”
remarked Bactie Bly to Carton,
when the ceremony of presentation

had been performed, “but, all the
same, you must nevah on any con-
sidewation show them quartah.”

“I guess we'd better get a move
on to the tuck-shop,” said Silas
Jinks. “Tubby Bouncer's looking
real starved.”

Tubby nodded vigorously, blowing
out his fat cheeks like miniature
balloons.

“That’s where you hit the gidd
nail on the head, Jinky, old son,”
he replied. “Barring a couple of
pork-pies, a howling jam puff, and
half a pound of chocolates, I've had
hardly anything since dinner!”

“Oh, I say, deah boy, what a
feahful shame!” sympathised
Bertie, taking his friend's arm.
“You weally must be on the last
verge, abso. Come and fill up, old
fellah, at these wottahs’ expense.
Dwivah, guide your somnamulistio
quadwuped to the beastly village
tuck-shop.”

Picking up his gold-knoblled cane
from the road, Bertie hopped intc
the open fly, while Fred Manvers
and ‘Tubby Bouncer climbed in
after him, shutting the door betind
him with a bang.

“Drive on,” commanded Manvers
addressing the driver. “Get on with
the washing, old son. *What are
you waiting for?”

“Ain’t the other gents coming?”
grinned the driver, glancing at Silas
Jinks, Joyce, and Axrchie Eruce,
who were at the moment busily
engaged in knocking the dust from

their clothes.

“No bally feah!” exclaimed
Bertie, indignantly. ‘“What next,
I wondah? We can't publicly asso-
ciate with feahful wottahs like
that. Get a move on, deah boy.
These cweatures ’ll have to walk."

“I guess mot!” ejaculated Silas
Jinks, making a dive for the landau
as it moved away.

“Not blooming likely!” hooted
Archie Bruce.
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“Hear us chuckle!” supplemented
Jack Joyce.

The door of the fly was flung
open, and, despite a strenuous resist-
ance upon the part of the occupants,
the Moderns had soon comfortably
ensconced themselves in the vehicle.

“Here, I say, take your beastly
feet off my beastly twousers, can’t
you?” howled Bertie, as Jinks
})lnced his large and dusty ‘“sevens”

anguidly upon the immaculately-
creased nether garments of Marma-
duke Peércival. “Youre howwibly
impolite, Jinky; but then, that’s
only to be expected from a beastly
Modern cad. I must weally request
you once again to kindly wemove
your twotters from my twousers.”

“You jest go and chew coke,
Egbert!” grinned the American,
pushing his feet up against the Toff
of the Fourth’s brand-new fancy
waistcoat.

.. The next moment, however, he had
drawn his knees up to his chin with
a yelp.

“Oh! ow!”

“Serve you jolly well wight, deah
boy, for being so beastly familiah !”
said Bertie, flourishing the small
open penknife which Tubby Bouncer
had thoughtfully passed. “Do you
take me for a bally door-mat or a
giddy shoeblack?”

At this moment Fred Manvers
and Axchie Bruce rolled out of the
vehicle, locked in a deadly embrace,
a fierce and sudden dispute having
arisen as to which of the two should
have the honour of occupying the
corner seat facing the driver.

“Hil lower the bally boats!
There’'s soms beastly men over-
board !” hooted Bertie.

. “Look ’ere, young gents,” growled
the driver, twisting round on his
seat, “'ow much longer are you
going to leep me ’anging about ?”

. “Wats, dezh boy! You just pull
in your fiewy, untamed, funeral
wacer half 2 mo’, and shut your
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silly face, unless you ara clamour
ing for an elongated eye-ball1”

With a snort of mingied indigna-
tion and disgust the driver reined
up his steed, and turned upon his
box to witness the fight which was
taking place in the middle of the
road between Manvers aud Bruce,
who were rolling about in the Just.
panting loudly and breathilessiy,
threatening dire reprisals the whi'e
the occupants of the waiting vehie'
stimulated them with encouvaging
shouts of approval.

“Go it, Archiel”

“Dot him on the {wunk, Fweddie,
deah boy!”

“That's right, biffi him, Brucel”

“Down  with the Ancients,
wasters!”

“Herroo, the Moderns!”

The wrestle in the road, however,
came to a termination as suddenly,
as it had begun, for each of the twa
combatants, haviug succeeded in get~
ting a grip upon the other’s throat,
made further resistance impossible
upon either side. It was ten minutes,
however, before the antediluvian fly
moved off once more in the direction
of the little village of St. John's—
St. Jack's, as 1t was universally
called by the three hundred boys of
the college—which lay a little mora
than a mile beyond.

Entering the little winding village
street, the landau eventually pulled
up outside a small shop, in the
window of which weré displayed
innumerable kinds of comestibles
and sweetmeats, in addition to
greengroceries, bags of flour, and
Topes of onions. There were even a
few masks and false noses displayed
for sale, the surplus stock left over
from last November. It was the
“all sorts” shop of the hamlet, and
was presided over by two maiden
ladies, Miss Hannah Ramsbothom
and Miss Anabel Ramsbothom
Tespectively.

DMiss Hannah Ramsbothom, the



elder of the two sisters, bore an
implacable enmity towards the
fellows of St. John's; while Miss
Anabel, on the contrary, rather
enjoyed their turbulent visitations.

It was opposite this little store
that the school fly with its seven
occupants now pulled up. As the
juniors stepped out of the vehicle,
however, they were grected loudly
by a crowd of fellows, wearing the
collegiate caps, who came streaming
out. of the tuck-shop door directly
the landau came to a halt.

“Why, it's Bertie—Bertie,
Bounder!”

“How dare you call me a boundah,
you beastly Modern wottah!”

“And Tubby Bouncer, come to
load up as usual!”

“Rats!” tetorted Bouncer, strid-
ing through the crowd.

“Clear the way!” shouted Man-
vers., ‘“We've defeated three of
your rotten gang, and mnow they've
got to stand treat.”

“ Where's Bertie's topper?” one of
the fellows inquired, and imme-
diately a score of throats voiced the
same query.

“My toppah has fallen into the
hands of the beastly Philistines,
deah boys!” asseverated Bertie Bly,
likewise shouldering his way towards
the tuck-shop door.

“Meaning us, my smariies,” ex-
plained Silas Jinks, the long-legged
American  junior. “We had &
rattling five minutes of footer, and
I kicked a darned goal before
Marmaduke Percival came upon the
scene.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Poor old Bertiel”

“Pway cease your howlin’ and
cacklin’{” gaid Bertie, frigidly,
turning round at the entrance of the
shop and regarding the crowd with
a haughty stare. “The conduct of
Jiv,key, Joyce, and Bwuce in using
my toppah for footah was wude
and wepwehensible in the extweme.

the

I wegard their conduct with scorn
and spurnery!”

‘“‘Ha, ha, hal”

Bertio disappeared into the tuck-
shop, his face almost as red as his
hair with suppressed indignation.

“For some weason or other which
I cannot compwehend, those jossahs
seem to imagine that it's funny to
kick my toppah into wibbons!” he
growled.

“Say, Bertie, don't make me

smile; I'vo got a cracked lip,” said
Jinks,
The American gave the Toff of the
Fourth a terrific biff in the rear
with his knes as he spoke, which
had the effect of precipitating the
young scion of the noble house of
Bly into the tuck-shop upon all-
fours.

“Oh, I say, Jinkey, look heah,
stash that wotten horse-play!”
cried the exasperated Marmaduke
Percival.

The fellows came crowding -back
into the shop again, surrounding
the seven new-comers upon every
hand.

“Say, boys,” said Jinks, “these
blighters got the darned drop on us
a little while since, so we've got to
stand the whack of tuck in conse-
quence. But I've got 2 giddy notion
regarding this treat of ours which
is going to do ’em & darmed power
of good. Lay hold of 'em, sounies!”

The command was no sooner given
than carried into effect, for Bertie
Bly, Tubby Bouncer, and Manvers
were instantly seized by a score of
ready hands, and held in a grip of
iron, which fate likewise fcll to the
lot of Jim Carton & moment later,
when Jack Joyce and Archie Bruce
pointed him out as being a pro-
spective Ancient.

“Heah, I say, deah boys, what
does this wude, wough tweatment
mean?” ga Bertie, struggling
érantically in the hands of his cap~
tors. “Lemme gol™
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“What's the giddy jape?”
Tubby. ‘“Leggo, can't you?’
“Tescue here, - Ancients!” cried
Manvers, glancing about him des-
perately.  “Rescue, school-house!”
“Yes, wescue ! ” shouted Bly, kick-
ing out right and left. ‘“Wescue!”
“T calculate there ain’t going to
be any rtescuing this journey,”
grinned Silas Jinks. “We're all
Moderns here present.”
. The three Ancient juniors groaned
in unison.

“Oh, my beastly word!” mur-
mured Bertie, glaring round from
face to face of his grinning captors.
“We are in the hands of the wotten
Philistines!”

“Billed, done, dished, and
diddled " remarked Tublby Bouncer,
alliteratively. 3

“Of all the rotten luck——"
growled Manvers.

The latter’s remark was certainly
very applicable to the circumstances,
for, by a strange coincidcnce, the
crowd of fellows who now occupied
the  tuck-shop  were composed
entirely of Modern boys, who had
come down en masse after third
school. There was not a single
Ancient present among them.

_ “Say, Miss Hannah, we'll just
trouble you for a few lemons, if
there are any hanging round.
Darned sour ones, too, 1f you pleasec.
And if you've got any rotten oranges
as well, yank ’em over. I'm a
buyer.”
. “I wish you boys would make a
little less moise,” remarked the
elder Miss Ramsbothom, with a
sniff, opening a drawer full of
lemong as she spoke. “The racket
and din you make almost deafens
m?‘;t times.” .

on jest stand yourself a penn’-
orth of cotton wool at my exgense
Miss Hannah, and bung it in your
earholes whenever we're around,”
retorted the Yankee, in his most
uncompromising New York drawl.

'howled

“Are you trying to be rude,
Master Jinks?” inquired the old
dame, tartly.

“Never let it be said, ma’am.
‘What about the lemons?”

“Here they are. Two a penny.”

“That's the ticket. Now yank
out any old oranges you want to get
rid of cheap. And you might let
us have a penn’orth of mustard and
pepper and a little vinegar, and
any other old thing you want to get
rid of as well.” 4

While the irate and elder Miss
Ramsbotham had gene in_search of
the things enumerated, Silas Jinks
cut some of the lemons up into
slices. g

“XNow, then, connies,” he grinned,
turning to Lertie Bly and Co.,
“open your :istle fairy chops and
prepare to receive the first course.
Lemons are darned good, I can tell
you, for ti:kling the palate.”

“Heal, I say, Jinkey, don’t bo
a giddy thistle-shifter!” expostu-
Jaied Ma-maduke Percival, drawing

back from the juicy and dripping
slice of lemon which the American
was holding out before his nose.
“Take the wotten thing away!”

“Rats, sonny! you've got to chew
it right here. It's our treat—ain’t
it, kids?—and we're going to do you
proper or bu'st!”

“I don’t want to be donc pwoper,
as you ungwnmn‘licnlly ex}iWwess it!

$Ha, ha,*ha!?

“I absolutely wefuse to chew your
beastly lemon—co! ooch! oh! ow!

Jack Joyce and Archie Bruce had
suddenly applied their fingers to
Bertie’s ribs, with the result that,
when the Toff of the Iow 1 cmitted
a yell of laughter, the dnppmg‘slme
of cruelly sour lemon was thrusb
instanter into his mouth, which
latter was immediately closed by
the-hands of his captors and held
firm.
“Serve ’em all alike!” commanded
Jinks. “This is going tobe a durned
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circus, or my name ain’t Silas
Horatio.”

In less than a minute the ill-fated
Ancient juniors were gasping and
spluttering and screwing up their
faces as they were perforce com-
pelled to assimilate the slices of
lemon which, despite their utmost
endeavours to prevent it, were even-
tually thrust between their teeth.

“Next course — ice-creaml!”
grinned the Yankee. “When I give
a banquet in honour of my friends,
I always reversg the general order
of things, Ices first, soup last.
Just trot out four tuppeny ice-
creams, ma’am.”

In & few moments the ices wero
forthcoming, and in less time than
it takes to tell, the first of them
had been carefully emptied down
the back of Bertie’s neck.

“Oh! ooh! ow—yah!” shricked

Marmaduke Percival, as the frecz-
ing cream trickled down s back.
“Oh, you howwible, -wetched
wuffians! Won’t I make you sweat
for this! Oh, you beasts!”
_The other three captives fought
like furics to escape. the second
course of the impromptu “feed”
given in their honour, but entirely
without avail. For, strugglo as
they might, the ices were sorced
down their collars.
. Their troubles, however, had only
just begun, as the four Ancients
reclised to their cost when, under
the direction of the grinning Jinks,
their captors compelled them to
swallow  several spring _onions
covered in musiard, a few chocolate
creams doctored with cayenne, four
kipper-tails soaked in vinegar, and,
finally, the dregs of half a dozen
dusty gingerbeer bottles—“to wash
it all down,” as Jinks said.

The quartet had rebelled and
fought fiercely against the kipper-
tails, but a few pins.well applied in
the tenderest portions of their various
anatomies eventually had the desired
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effect, with the result that the four
doubtful delicacies in question dis-
appeared down the throats of tho
four hapless and indignant school-
houso boys after due persuasion.

“Now, sonnies,” said Silas Jinks,
when the dregs of the last ginger-
beer bottle had been drained, “you
must be getting along to the school—
that is, of course,” he added,
earnestly, “if you think you've had
quito enough. Bertie, can I tempt
you with another ice or kipper's
tail—"

“Shut your face, you howling
wottah!” retorted Marmaduke Per-
cival, savagely.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The delighted crowd of onlookers
gave vent to a roar of merriment,
which sounded like a veritable thun-
derclap in the little tuck-shop.

“I guess Tubby Bouncer ain’t quite
satisfied, though,” continued the
Yankee. “Tubby, another squashed
tomato, or a rotten orange? Surely
you can manage just one more?”

“You go and eat coke, you beast!”
almost screeched the infuriated
Tubby. “I shall be ill in a con-
founded moment!”

Fred Manvers said nothing, but
there was that in his eye and the
grim curl of his lip which spoke
plainly enough of inward plans and
resolutions for revenge in the near
future.

Jim Carton, the fresher, was in
the meantime undergoing the throes
of mingled indignation and shame.
To be caught and treated like this
upon the first day of his arrival was
as gall and wormwood, and whips
and scorpions to him. At the same
time ho had the common sense to
regard the whole affair as a prac-
tical, if singularly unpleasant, joke.
Like Manvers, he was determined to
go through with the jape with as
much dignity as he could muster
under the circumstances, and to wait
patiently for a chance to “take i#



out” of his present captors with com-
pound interest as soon as oppor-
tunity offered.

“Well, dear boys, if you're quite
satisfied, if you're really quite sure
you've had enough prog for the
present, we'll see you as far as the
coll.,” said Jinks. “In fact,” he
added, with a grin which extended
literally from ear to ear, “we'll see
you to the schoolhouse, Miss Rams-
bothom, kindly permit me to pur-
ichase -a dozen yards of box-rope and
a bag of flour.”

CHAPTER III.
THE DOCTOR IS AMAZED.

Ix the meantime, Sam Hake, the
driver of the school fly, was becom-
ing impatient. Shouts of intermit-
tent laughter came wafted through
the tuck-shop doors from time to
time, but no sign of his fares was
vouchsafed until he had been await-
ing their advent for nearly half an
hour.

Then suddenly the doors wera
flung open, and a stream of fellows
came tumbling out, shouting with
laughter and making the air hideous
with war-whoops and caterwauling,

“Jumping Jeloshaphat!” ex-
claimed the jehu. “What the—who
the—— Haw, haw, haw!”

The worthy Sam Hake's burst of
merriment was to be accounted for by
the fact that four strange figures had
at that moment emerged from the
tuck-shop, four figures which his in-
stinct told him were none other than
those of Messrs. Bertio Bly, Tubby
Bouncer, Ired Manvers, and the
new boy, Jim Carton. We say in-
stinct advisedly, because had “Sam
Hake not possessed that useful quan-
tity he would certainly have never
recognised the quartet; for Bertie
Bly and his three friends had under-
gone 2 strange metamorphosis since
they had entered the tuck-shop half
an hour previously,

166

Each of the Ancients was now
completely encased in a large sack,
in which holes had been made for
their arms. Their wrists, howeyer,
were bound behind them with twine,
while the tops of the sacks had like-
wise been secured about their four
respective necks. Their faces, more-
over, were utterly unrecognisable,
owing to large quantites of flour with
which their features and hair had
been plentifully daubed. The four
boys presented an additionally ludic-
rous appearance in that their faces

had been adorned each with a long

false mose, while they were com-
pelled to hop and hobble along on
account of tKo sacks which encased
their feet.

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Sam
Hake. “They be funny 'uns to look
at, upon my sowl! Haw, haw,
haw!”

“Shut up, you wotten idiot!” ex-
postulated the voice of Marmaduke
Percival Egbert from beneath the
long, curling paper nose which had
been carefully affixed over his own
aquiline proboscis. “Shut up, you
beastly woaring bull!”

“Haw, haw, haw!” -
“Now, then, sonnies, in you hop!
commanded Silas_Jinks, ‘“and bs

quick about it. We're waiting.”

Despite their protestations and
wild threats of vengeance to come,
the prisoners were bundled neck and
crop into the open yehicle, amid the
jeers and ribald laughter of tha
crowd, which now composed a
goodly number of villagers as well.

“Look heah, deah boys,” wailed
Bertie, in accents of extreme suffer-
ing, “I beg you to welease me—IJ
ivea.lly must beg you to welease me

2

“Ha, ha, ha!” 4

“You're not jolly well goin’ to let
us go up to the beastly coll. in H_uri
feahfully outwageous and disgustin
condition ?”

“He, he, he!”



*1 don’t know how we can do it,
Bertice.”

“Poor old Marmaduke!*

“1t's estwemely cwucl of you, and

“Go on, Sam. Get on with the
washinyg ! ” commanded Jinks.

“Look here, young gents,” replied
the driver, mopping his eyes with a
red handkerchief, “I ain't going to
drive those young fellers hup to the
school like that, you know.”

“Rodents!” said Jack Joyce.
*“Get a move on, and be sharp about
it, Sam, or you'll get a giddy turnip
at your napper!”

“Rather!” chipped in Archie

Jruce.  “Do as you're told, Samuel,
unless you want an enlarged ear or
a swollen eyebrow.”

“Quite Tight, old crow,” supple-
mented Silas Jinks, with a nod.
“Tickle up the gee, and don’t go too
quick, 'cause we're walking behind.”

Sam Hake eyed the score or so of
fellows gathered about the vehicle
with mingled distrust and alarm.
The most cursory glance was suffi-
cient to show him that they were all
well provided with cabbages, carrots,
turnips, and onions, which vege-
tables they held in their arms, and
which  overflowed their jacket-
pockets.

“Well, don’t blame me if there's a

rumpus, that's all,” he growled,
jerking the reins. “If the ‘ead-
master ’appens to twig these ’cre

boys behind I'll look to you to ex-
plain that I'd nowt to do with it,
mind.”

“That’s all right, Sammy. Buck
along.”

Growling and grumbling beneath
his breath, the driver whipped his
horse into a shambling trot. The
vehicle with its four fuming and
Taging prisoners began to move along
the High Street, while the crowd of
boys followed in a noisy battalion
behind, striding along four abreast
in a rapid march, what time they
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sred the Ancient quavtet with
stable missiles  which they
had bought,up wholesale from the
tuck-shop a few minutes since.

The beginning of the ITigh Street,
the spot where the Misses Rams-
bothom's shop was situated, had been
comparatively deserted, being as it
was merely the entrance to the little
village of St. John’s. Upon turning
a bend in the thoroughfare, how-
ever, they camo upen villagers, a
scove or so, who stopped and stared
and guffawed loudly at the strange
spectacle presented to their gaze by
Messts. Bertie Bly and Co.  Chil-
dren playing in the roadway
shricked with delight and clapped
their hands, while the proprietors of
the various little shops which lined
the diminutive street rushed to their
doors under the impression that a
circus was passing, or about to pass.

And when tho fly had gone by they
laughed anew as their gaze fell upon
a large placard of white cardboard
which had been affixed to the back
of tho vehicle, and which, roughly
printed in blacking, bore the legend :

“FOUR ANCIENT ASSES!”

A crowd had now begun to gather
from every direction of the hamlet,
making a procession behind the fly.
Hoots and yells of derision filled the
evening air mpon every hand,
wmingled with bursts of uproarious
laughter as Berhie Bly sprang fo his
feet from time to time and hLarled
insult and invective at the army ol
Moderns behind, and by so doing
providing additional amusement for
the hugely delighted throng of vil-
lagers around.

At first Sam Hake had attempted
to clear the village by whipping his
horse into a gallop, but the long-
legged Silas Jinks had soon put a
stopper on that Tuse by seizing the
nag’s bridle and walking beside it for
the rest of the way. ]

“Holy smoke!” chuckled Archie
Bruce, as the cavalcade at length




Hove in sight of the school-gates, “ we
shall get into the howlingist row
over this!”

“Oh, hang the shindy!” laughed
Joyce. “The jape was too good to
be missed, whatever the giddy conse-
quences.”

“Rather!”

At the quadrangle gates Sam Hake
pulled up, while Jinks and half a
dozen Modern boys dragged the four
Ancient juniors out of the fly and
bundled them through the entrance.

“For goodness’ sake, deah o

undo us before we're spottJe?d);S"’
wailed Bertie Bly, hanging back
with all his might. “I beseech you
chappies, as a gentleman, to \velensé
us. Please welease me at once!”
- “No beastly bally feah ; not for all
the gold in the beastly bally Indies,
deah boy!” mimicked Archie Bruce,
while the crowd shouted with
laughter.

“You wottahs! you beast] \
you howwible bounﬁahs!” 4

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bung 'em in, Jinkey!”

Utterly regardless of threats and
entreaties alike, the grinning Modern
juniors thrust their four hapless
-prisoners by main force into the

quad.

Unable to walk because of the
sacks which enveloped them, the
quartet of Ancients were compelled
to hobble or hop forward every step
of the way, to the unspeakable de-
hgh{.: of the villagers. The thick
coating of flour which covered their
features mercifully concealed their
blushes of shame,, thaugh their
grxé{;li):is and groans of anguish were
audible even upo; i
iandible pon the outskirts of

Fortunately for their dignit
quadrangle happened to be deys’értr((i’
at thp present moment, for it was
tea-time, and the fellows were en-

sconced in their various i
almost to a man. i
«
Lock here, you fellows,” expos-

tulated Manvers, between his
close-set teeth, “let us go! Your
confounded jape's gone far enough.
Chuck it, before we all get nabbed.”

“And be quick about it, you cads!”
stuttered Tubby Bouncer, wrenching
savagely ab the cords which tightly
secured his wrists together behind
him.

“Yaas, wathah! For goodness’
sake, deah boys, do let us fwee before
wo all get jolly well potted. Sup-
posin’ any of the beastly fellahs
should see us in this utterly absurd
wig-out——"

“Sorry, old kids, but it can’t be
did,” grinned Jinks. “Can it, you
chaps?”

“No fear!”

“ Rather not!” :

“Come on,” cried Manvers, 1n a
low tone to the other three prisoners,
“we must get to our study somehow.
If the chaps see us in this condition
we shall be the laughing-stock of the
place for the rest of the half. Buck
up! Don't waste a moment!”
“Yes, that's the ticket,” assented
Tubby, leaping forward in his sack.
“Buck up, Marmaduke, and follow
your giddy leader!”

“Wight-o, deah boy, I'm coming

As Manvers had said, there was
nothing else for it but to get to the
shelter of the schoolhous® as soon as
possible the kest way they could.
And the only way to reach . that
haven of safety was by making a
series of frantic hops, hobbles, and
jumps across the quad. And any-
thing more utterly ludicrous than
the spectacle the four Ancient
juniors presented as they proceeded
to carry out this plan could hardly
be imagined. With their faces and

1

hair bedaubed in flour, their long,
artificial noses painted red, and
their ungainly movements, they

might well have been four strange
and uncanny creatures conjured up
by a troubled dream.

Again and again the assembled
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villagers made the quadrangle ring
and echo with peals of laughter as
they watched the frantic endeavours
of the Ancients to reach the school-
house upon the other side ere their
friends within should spot them.

“Oh, you cacklin’ hyenas!”
hooted Bertie Bly. “If I had my
way, I'd have you all boiled in
beastly oil! Wathah!”

“Get on, ass!” cried Manvers.
“Hurry up, or we're dished !”

Spurred to renewed efforts, the.

quartet took longer and more frantic
leaps forward than before, with the
result that more than once they
toppled over en masse and measured
their length upon the ground.

Instead of invoking more bursts of
laughter from the spectators, how-
ever, their misfortunes were now
greeted with silence, a strange and
unaccountable silence, difficult to
understand.

‘“Well, thank goodness they’ve shut
off their cacklin’,” grunted Marma-
duke  Percival. .“Anything” more
utterly exaspewating than fheir
bwaying, I can’t imagine!”

With bended heads, their eyes fixed
intently upon the ground to judge
the distance of each successive jump,
the quartet proceeded diligently in
their endeafours to reach the school-
house in time to avoid discovery.

“We shall do it!” panted Tubby
Bour,wer. “The chaps are all at
tea.’

‘“Yaas, wathah!” gasped Bertie.
*We can hop up the stairs all right,
if only——"

Biff'!

The Toff of the Fourth never
finished. the sentence; for, in taking
a bigger leap than before, as he
spoke, with iia head down like the
rest, he came into violent contact
with an object which, when he picked
himself up, he recognised with a
gasp to be nothing more nor less
than Dr. Dalton, the dreaded head-
master of St. John’s hims<1f!

“Oh, lox’!”

“My hat!”

“Phew ! ™

“ Howlin’ Jewusalem !”

The four hapless Ancicnts uttered
the breathless exclamations simul-
taneously, and then stood speechless
beforo the astounded Head, who,
arrayed in the fuil splendour of cap
and gown, a sheaf of examination
papers clasped in his hand, was now
staring in blank amazement at the
four weird figures before him as
though indeed he were regarding as
many ghosts in broad daylight.

“W-w-what the—what does—who
are you—and what on earth are you
doing here?” he blurted out.

“It’s a howling jape, sir—that is,
I mean it’s a lark,” began Tubby,
Bouncer, breathlessly.

“A lark?” echoed the doctor, in
an astounded voice. “Who are
you? I don't understand. How
dare you village boys enter the col-
lege quadrangle in this disgraceful
manner? Be off with you at once!”

“We're weally not village boys,
sir!” wailed Bertie. “We belong to
the beastly coll.—I mean, I'm Bly,
you know, sir.”

The doctor started violently as he
recognised the mellifluous, if at pre-
sent somewhat excited, accents of
Marmaduke Percival.

“Good gracious!” he exclaimed.
“Am I dreaming? Then who are
you?” he added, turning to the other
three.

In voices rendered husky with
mingled anger and shame, Manvers
and Tubby Bouncer made known
their identity, and explained the
presence of Jim Carton.

The doctor put his hand to his
head as though he imagined he was
still in the midst of a strange and
terrible dream from which he might
happily awake at any moment.

“Who—who is responsible for this
—this absurd practical joke?” e
inquired, at length. “Who, I say,
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tied you up like that and made such
spectacles of you?”

No answer.

“Bly, Manvers, do you hear me
speaking to you?

“Yes, sir,” answered Manvers.

“Well, then, why don’t you
answer ?”

“Well, sir, the fact is, it's—it's
against our rules to—to peach.”

“Then you mean to say—you mean
to tell me that this senseless jest was
perpetrated by boys belonging to
this college?”

Silence again.

“Upon my word, this is a nice
state of things! What sort of im-
pression do you suppose you have
given this new boy of the college?
Why, upon my word, the lad will
imagine he has come to a. lunatic
asylum instead of one of England’s
most justly famous public schools!”

“Exactly what I thought, sir
when I first awwived myself,” mur-
mured Bertie.

“Silence, sir!” thundered the in-
dignant headmaster, shaking his
examination papers almost fiercely
in Marmaduke Percival's snowy-
white countenance. “Silence, I say.
and remove that absurd, that ludic.
rous—that—that disgraceful mnose,
sir!” .

The doctor glared at the twelve-
inch paper caricature which had
been affixed to Bertie's natural
organ, and which now jutted out for
a foot or more, with an upward curl
giving the noble scion of the house
of Bly an appearance, coupled with
his floury head, which can only be
adequately described as amazing,

“Remove that nose immediately
I say!” repeated the doctor. ’

“T shonld be charmed to comply
with your wequest, sir,” stuttered
the hapless Bertie, wrenching in
vain at his tightly-bound wrists :
“but, dash it, sir, I weally cannot
weach the bally thing!”

The doctor relapsed into silence

for a moment as he regarded the
four figures more closely. Then the
humorous aspect of the question
struck him forcibly, so that, despite
his utmost efforts to retain a severe
cast of countenance, the ghost of a
smile flickered about his lips.

“Don’t stop talking here,” he
commanded. “I will interview you
all by-and-by concerning the pers;
trators of this senseless joke. Bl
come here a moment while I release
your hands. Ah, here are some of
your companions. They will per-
form that office for you instead. Ex-
plain the case to them, and get to
your studies as soon as possible.
Remain there until I send for you.”

With which the Head turned upon
his heel and stalked majestically
away, his not unkindly face twisted
up in a smile which might even be
described as a grin.

The companions to which the
doctor referred were a mingled crowd
of schoolhouse and Modern boys,
who, ~attracted by the shouting at
the quad gates some- few minutes
since, had now streamed out of th.cnr
quarters to ascertain what was going
forward. The Moderns who ha
escorted the Ancient quartet from
the village tuck-shop vanished like
magic from the quad gates directly,
the doctor had appeared upon the
scene, and, slipping to another en-
trance, Silas Jinks, Jack Joyce,
Archie Bruce, and the rest now
joined the crowd of boys, comprising
ali sizes and class denominations,
from juniors to members of the lordly.
Sixth, who had come running out of
the school-house and Fuller’s Housa
opposite, the strongholds of the
Ancient and Modern respectively.

Instead of helping the four hap-
less juniors out of their present pre-
dicament, however, the mingled
crowd of Ancients and Moderns
merely roared themselves hoarse with
laughter when they discovered the
identity of the auartet.

e-
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The personal friends of Messrs.
Bly and Co. even failed to come for-
ward with that neighbourly, not to
say brotherly a..istance and kindly
aid which might have been expected
of them under the circumstances.
Indeed, they laughed and jeered at
the sorry and ludicrous spectacle pre-
eented by the quartet as long and as
‘oudly as anybody else, despite the
uingled ..itreaties and threats of the
latter.

Consequently, it was not until the
four-Ancient juniors had made their
way in a series of indignant jumps
irom the quad into the hall of the
sohoolhouse, and from thers up the
staircase to the landing upon which
their study was situated, followed
meanwhile by a grinning rabble of
fellows, that they were released by
the house-master, who, drawn to the
spot by tho untoward hubbub, in-
stantly camé to the rescue.

CHAPTER IV.
LARRYMORE LOGAN, BULLY.

Kwowine as he did the keen
rivalry, even enmity, which existod
betweon the two sects ofithe college,
Dr. Dalton had but little difficulty
in guessing that some of the Modern
juniors had been responsible for the
unenviable plight of Bertie Bly and
Co. He detested anything in the
nature of blabbing, however, on the
part of his boys ; consequently, when
he interviewed Bertie Bly and his
three companions in misfortune later
that evening, he did mot press his
inquiries too closely, though he
caused an announcement to be at
once put on the notice-board in the
main corridor to the efiect that any
practical joke of a like nature which
would tend to bring the college into
ridicule would in future be severely
dealt with.

Bertic Bly, Tubby, and Fred
Manvers. however, naturally cama

in for a good desl of chipping,
which they parried as best they
might. Jim Carton in the meantime
occupied himself in making the -
small study which had been given
him as presentable as his few
belongings would permit. These
comprised nothing more than a few
well-bound, though faded, volumes,
containing the works of his
favourite authors, one or two
pictures and photographs, an old-
fashioned writing desk, and a fold-
ing bookcase of diminutive dimen-
sions. But although the various
articles in question had a somewhat
meagre and even shabby appearance,
tuey egave the small, barely-
furnished room a cosy look.

Carton was in the midst of this
occupation, when a Third Form fag
strode into the room familiarly,
and slapped a folded blue paper
upon the study table, after which
he vanished as quickly as he had
appeared, leaving the door wide
open behind him.

“Well, of all the dashed cheek!”
growled the fresher, picking up the
pa-ﬂer and kicking the door to with
a bang. “I'll take particular care
w clump that Lid's head when I
oome across him again. What the
dickens is this, I wonder?”

He opened the sheet of blue-tinted
foolscap as he spoke, giving vent to
a grunt of surprise as his gaze fell
upon the following:

NOTICE.

“This is to give notice that you are
required to attend the High Court of
Inquiry held to-morrow afternoon at 4.3
in the Fifth Form Class-Room to answer
all and shndry questions put to you by
the Examiner-in-Chief.

The Court will be gresidcd over by
Larrymore Logan and a special jury.
Any contempt of Court on your part will
be dealt with severely, so do not fail to
appear punctually before your judges at
the time aforesaid.

¢ (Signed) LARRYMORE LOGAN,
Chief Justice,”
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“Phew!” grinned €arton, when
he had read this epistle through
twice, “another spree of these
Modern chaps, I suppose. Well,
T'll watch out that they don’t take
a rise out of me a second time.”

At that moment there came a rap
upon the study door, and Bertie
Bly, Tubby Bouncer, and Fred Man-
vers came in. They had cleansed
themselves of all traces of their late
escapade, and had entirely changed
their clothes.

“I say, you chaps, what does this

mean?” inquired Carton,
holding out the epistle’ he had
Teceived a few moments age to his
three new-found friends.” * Another
jape, eh1”

“By Jove!” remarked Marmaduke
Percival, squinting down the page.
“One of Logan’s. wheezes.” You
will have to be careful, deah boy.”

“Careful? Why?”

“This chap Logan’s the beastly
bally of the coll. so far 2s we
¥ s are concerned, don’t you
know. I wathah fancy I mentioned
the blightah’s name to you in the
twain this afternoonft’

Oarton nodded.

“Yes, you did. But what about
this notice? I oughtn’t to turn up,
ought I, seeing that it comes from
the Modern side of the school #”

Manvers scratched his chin.

“You oughtn’t to, of course,” he
agreed. “But yow'd better, all the

Lo

“I)on.,’;;l see it.”

“You'd feel it, though, if
didn’t turn up.” St
“Why? What would happen?”

“I'm afwaid a_good .many things
would happen, deah boy,” put in
Bly. “You see, if a fellah—a new
fellah, you know—doesn’s attend
these wotten Inquisitions which
that wagamuffin Logan always gets
up especially for his benefit, the
boundah and his ‘pals make things
Sowwibly unpleasant for him.”

“Yes,” said Tubby, “yowd bettor
go, old son, and get throngh with
it. New chaps usually do.”

Carton laughed.

“Oh, I don’t care a tuppenny toss
so long as they don’t come it tod
thick,” he replied. “My only;
objection to complying with this
command was that it came from tha
Modern side.” L

“Quite right, too,” said Manvert.
“By the Lord Harry, I'd like to so8
a new kid defy the edict of the great
and only Logan, and that’s & fact!
I don’t remember a fresher ever

having successfully done it yol
tho l\."l . ait
" “Would it d side any good 1&

ould it do our y & et

I refuse to go?” was Carton’s 2
question. o e
“Oh, it would be weally wipping, -
assented Marmaduke. ‘“’I‘wou{d
show that waster Logan that we'd
got a fweshah on our sido at 1
who didn’t care a wap for '}um ot
his measly gang of wottahs.”
“Still, I shouldn’t rile him, if T
were you,” warned Tubby, sitting
on the edge of the table and swing
ing his fat legs to and fro. He'’s
a dashed nasty chap, is Logan,
if he's got a grudge up against YOI,
life's not worth living in the coll.

“Qh, rats!” laughed Jim Cartod.

and

“Vaas, wathah! Wats! That's
pwecisely what I said to Logan
e to this

myself when I first came
beastly coll. two yeahs ago." . .

“Yes, and a dashed good hiding
you got from him for saymg it, you
silly owl!” grinned Bouncer.

“T do wish, my deah Tubby, you
would twy to wefwain fwom
making wemarks like that. It’s
most annoyin’!”

“Dry up, cuckoo!”

“T Je.line to be designated as a
beastly cuckoo!”

“Qh, do close your face! 2% >

“Weally, Tubby, you are forgetting
yourself. ~ Your expwessions are low
in the extweme.”
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“All right, Marmaduke. Dax.
Do be quiet.”
“Well, what's to be donc?”

queried Carton. “Shall I obey this
injunction of your pet bully or
not 7”

“You'll get it in the neck if you
don’t,” said Manvers.

“Well, what's the idea, anyway?

‘What shall I be expected to do?”
.. “Goodness only knows. It all
depends. Sometimes it's one thing,
sometimes another. But you can
bet your eyebrows it'll be something
dashed unpleasant, whatever it is.
The last school-house fresher had to
swallow 2 tin of blacking mixed
with treacle as a punishment for
contempt of court, and——""

“By thunder,” said Carton, with
@ savage grin, “I'm not on the
bragging stakes, but I'd never do a
thing like that!”.

“That's pwecisely what poor old
Weggio Western said, deah boy.
But he necked the beastly blacking
all the same,” put in Bly. -

“Then he was a howling ass, that’s
all I have to say!” retorted Caxton,
warmly.

“Oh, no, he wasn't, old son,” said

anvers.  “Don’t you believe it.
But they gaye him such a jolly
Tagging that he was obliged to give
in, after hanging it out as long as he
could.”

Oarton remained for a moment in

thought.
. “Well, 'm not going to attend
this Larry Logan’s precious Court of
Inquiry, as he calls it, just becaxse
he likes to command me to;” he
said. “He can go and eat ccke,
and—"

“Bwavo, deah boy! Spoken like
a beastly Bwiton!”

“You take my tip, Carton,” said
Manvers, seriously, “and go through
with it. It'll pay you in the long
Tun. Larry Logan’s a cad to the
finger-tips, and he'll make you smart
in a hundred ways if you don’t

knuckle under. He and his craw aro
all - powerful among the luwer
Forms.”

“He and his crew can go to
blazes!” ripped out the new boy.
“I'm not :ing to be ordered about
by a self-constituted bully like that.
Tisn't likely. Wouldn't mind so
much if Logan were a school-houss
chap.”

“Bwavo, deah boy! You're a
howlin’ 22

“Oh, do shut up, Bertiel” cried
Manvers.

“But to give in without resistance
to a Modern bully is coming it a bit
low down, in my opinion,” con-
cluded Jim Carton.

Bertie Bly's be-ringed hand shot
out and gripped that of the fresher
enthusiastically.

“You're a howlin’ bwick!” ex-
claimed the Toff of the Fourth.
“Weally, you do us pwoud. Pway
permit me to invite you to a little
convivial spwead in our diggings—
study No. 5 in this cowwidor, don’t
you know. We've got some clinkin’
gwub—haven't we, you kids?—and
it’s only wight and pwoper that you
come and peck a bit in our com-
pany.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Come on, Carton. You're one of
us, you know, now.” .

Jim Carton bit his lip, and looked
a little confused.

“I'm afraid it is I who ought to
have provided a feed to-night,” he
said, slowly. “Sorry I didn’t bring
a hamper. I—I came away in
rather a hurry from home, you know,
and—and ‘there wasn’t time to pack
one—I mean—well, the fact is, I
forgot——""

The new boy ceased his stammered
apology, and then glanced quickly
from one to the other of his com-
panions with a half-furtive, hali-
wistful look.

“My deah boy, what awful wot!”
said the Tof of the Fourth, hur-
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riedly. '‘One can’t always wemem-
ber to bwing a hampah to tho
beastly coll. Can one, you chaps?’

“No fear.”

“Of course mnot.”

Saying which, the trio escorted
the fresher to their own joint study
half a dozen doors up the same
passage. Here a spread had been
laid, in which pots of jam, cake,
pork-pies, and pickles were the pre-
dominant features.

“Jove! but you chaps do your-
selves well, don’t you?’ laughed
Carton. “What a rattling spread!”

“Oh, “we’re not always so well
primed as this,” said Manvers.

“No fear!” put in Tubby, rue-
fully. “Towards the end of the
term we get beastly broke, I can
tell you. Why, there have been
occasions when I have been actually
‘hungry and pining for food.”

“Great Scotland Yard!” said
Manvers, laughing. “I never knew
you otherwise than hungry and
pining for food, Tubb.”

“No, wathah mnot!
glutton and gourmand!”

“Oh, Tats!’” retorted Bouncer.
“Come on, don’t stand talking there.
We're wasting time.”

And Tubby thereupon drew up
his chair, and plunged a knife and
fork into a substantial - looking
Watling which reposed upon a plate
before him.

“Who says pie?” he murmured,
ecstatically.

“Pie!” hooted the crowd, as they
took their places about the festive
board.

They had barely done so, however,
when the’door was thrown violently
open, and a big, squarely-built boy
with a red face and fishy-looking
eyes, strode into the study with two
more fellows at_his heels.

“My eye!” he exclaimed, pullin
P% sh]grt tz"an<t1}lstar_ig -at the ’bgn uef
‘Look a ese blighter 1
Gt ghters feeding,

Howwid
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Bertie Bly rose from the tablé

and regarded the new -comer
severely. :
You are extwemely wude td

entah our study without pweviousls
knocking,” he expostulated. .
“What do you want, Logant
inquired Manvers, glancing sharplyj
at the bully’s face. :
Tubby Bouncer said nothing, butl

his gaze wandered anxiously over

the viands upon the table.

“You shut up, Manvers, unless
you're asking for trouble!” rapped
out the bully of the Lower TForms.
“For two pins we'd bone every biti
of prog you've got!”

«Qn, lor'!” gasped Tubby
Bouncer, {rantically seizing his
portion of pork-pie with one hand
and a jar of pickles with the other.

“But as we've just como from &
feed ourselves, we'll let yor off,"™
continued Larry Logan, genexously-

“Thanks, fwightfully!” mur«
mured Bertie Bly, with he¥if
sarcasm.

“Now, them, n
put in® Gilks, the bully’
man.

“Wats to you!” retorted Maroa*
duke Percival. )

“T'm afraid we shall have to give
Bertie another hiding,” said Le3,
the bully’s second crony. “Y’h&:
effect of the one we gave him las5
term appears to have worn off a l'>':t.
The blighter's as cheeky as ever.”

While this dialogue had been m
progress, Jim Carton had sat qulet'lg
regarding the bully of St. John'y
taking in the fellow’s every deta'®:
Larrymore Logan was somewhat
loudly dressed in a check suit.- His
light hair was zrather closely
cropped, and was in strange con-
trasb to his florid features, while
he possessed a squat nose and &
large, loose mouth. His chin, how-
every, although heavy, lacked pro-
minence. The boy was long-legged
and long-armed, and from first to

o sauce, Egbert!”
s right-hand



Tast he looked exactly what he was
—a hectoring bully where fellows
smaller and weaker than himself
were concerned, and a toady and
sneak in his dealings with those in
authority above him.

It was upon Jim Carton that
Logan now turned his prominent,
fishy eyes with an insolent stare.

“You're the chap I was looking
for,” he said, abruptly. “What's
your name, kid ?”

The question was delivered in his
usual hectoring manner, and the
new boy was quick to resent it.

“I'm Jim Carton,” he answered,
shortly, “What do you want with
me?”

TLogan glared at the speaker, while
Gilks and Leo sniggered aloud.

“A cheeky pup, ifaith!” said
the former.

“Likewise a saucy snipe,” added

ce.

“Took here, my fine feller,”
remarked the bully, addressing
Carton again. “Youw're a iresher

here, and don’t know better. Bub
I warn you that if you don’t answer
me civilly in fulure when F choose
to speak to you, you'll be presented
with a first-rate specimen of a thick
ear. Now, then, Mr. James Carton,
do you know who I am?”

“I've heard about you,” said the

other, drily.
__“Ah, then you're probably aware
that it was I who sent you the notice
to attend my Court of Inguiry to-
morrow afternoon?”

“Yes,” said Carton, quietly.

“Well, mind you turn up, then,
or_it will be the worse for you.”

If Carton had had any doubt
before as to whether he would obey
the bully’s injunction, that doubt
Was now resolved into a certainty
by Logan's insolent manner of
speaking.

“I shall do nothing of the kind,”
fhe answered, quickly.

“What 7"

“I say I sha'n't come.”

The bully burst into a laugh,
which was echoed by his two satel-
lites, Gilks and Lee.

“Won't come, ch? We'll sce
about that, my lad. Take my tip
and turn up to the tick, unless you
want to ‘go through it.” That's all
I have to say,” added the bully,
turning on his heel. “Remember,
four-thirty sharp, or youll be
sorry.”

And with that Larry Logan and
the others strode from the room,
leaving the door wide open behind
them.

“Well, of all the howlin’ waga-
mufling I ever stwuck, commend me
to yonder snipe!” exclaimed Marma-
duke Percival, kicking the door to
with a bang.

“Thank goodness he didn’t make
a rtaid on the grub!” remarked
Tubby Bouucer, with his mouth
full.

“Now, you see what sort of chap
you've got to deal with, Carton,”
said Manvers. “What do you think

of him?”
“Precious little,” replied the
fresher. “He's a big loul and fulk

of bounce, but I'd stake anything
he's as cowardly as a rat underneath
it all. You can see that in his face.
Shifty chap, too. Sort of fellow
who'd do you for your last farthing
if he could. Heaven hclg apyone
who ever got in that blighter's
power!”

“Bai- Jovo, deah boy, that just
sums that wottah up in a couplo of
shakes!” remarke Bertie Bly.
“You are an excellent judge of
chawacter, Oarton, old chappie.”

“Well, what are you going to do
about this Court of Inquiry to-
mornow?” queried Fred Manvers,
“Going 7”

“Not a bit of it.”

“You'd better.”

“Wild elephants
me.”

wouldn’t drag



. way.

Manvers shrugged his shculdars.
“Righto! Have it your own
I am afraid you'll be sorry,
all the same.”

“I'll chance it,” was Carton’s
reply. “By the way, you chaps,”
he added, “how is it this lout Logan
and the other two are allowed over

here in the school-house? They're .

all three Moderns, aren’t they, and
belong to TFuller's House? I
thought 2

“Yaas, wathah, of course they're
beastly Modern chaps, and they
have no wight over heah whatevah.
But the boundahs always ¢ome, all
the same, whenevah they bally well
choose. It's weally disgustin’ the
way those thwee wottahs make them-
selves at home over heah.”

“No, they’re not supposed to
come over to the schoo{—house at
all,” supplemented Manvers; “but,
bar some of the Sixth fellows, tho
cnaps don’t like to quarrel with
Lozan, you sge.”

“Holy smoke! You don’t moan
to say they're all afraid of him?”

“XNot of him exactly ; but he's got.
a strong clique of feliows about him
who always Lack him up through
thick l‘;md thin._ Tli_:ao result is that
any chap opposin an gets it i
the back of the ngck."g N =

“It’s a tewwible state of affairs,”
putin Bly, “and, ’pon my word, we
ought" weally to wise in webellion
and put the absolute kybosh upon
the blighter and his gang.”

The four friends sat chatting for
half an hour or €0, and then Jim
Carton got up to take his leave,
after thgmkmg the others for their
hospitality. It being his first day
at the school, he had no Preparation
to think of like the others had, but
he had letters to write, he said.
Ho had not left study No. 5 more
than & couple of minutes, however,
when he burst into it. His face was
psle, and his eyes wore blazing with
anger.,
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“Hallo! what the dickens—"

“What's up?”

“What’s the mattah, deah boy?
Have you seen a beastly ghost?”

“I say, you chaps, come here a
minute, will you?” said Carton,
thickly. “Come and look at my
study.”

The others got up without a word,
and quickly followed the new boy
back to his room at the.further end
of the passage.

“Now, then,” said Jim Carton,
throwing open the door, “what do
you think of that?”

“Thunder and lightning!”

“Holy smoke!”

“Howlin’ Jewusalem!”

The three exclamations burst
simultaneously from Biy, Manvers,
and Tubby Bouncer as their guze
fell uponi the interior of the roam.
When they had seen it half an hour
ago the study presented an appear-
ance of neatness and order.. Now,
however, everything in the place
was thrown upside down and piled
into the centre of the apartment in
& heap. The walls had been dis-
mantled of the few pictures which
Carton had put mp, and mow lay
smashed into fragments; orna-
ments, photographs, and books, the
former broken, the latter torn,
had been thrown about everywhere,
while the old-fashioned writing-
desk which had stood upon the
study table hed bean broken open,
and its contents scattered all over
the floor, L

“This is Larry Logan's work,
said Fred Manvers, at lest, bresk-
ing the pause which had fallen. |

Jim Carton had become livid.
His lips were pressed firmly togethex.
and his eyes glesmed with a steoly
light. A

“Tg it9® he geid, in a hard voice.
“Then, by thunder, I'll make him
pay for it dearlyl”




CHAPTER V.
THE COURT OF INQUIRY, AND A
CHALLENGE.

OoNSIDERABLE curiosity was rife
among the three friends, Bertie Bly,

uncer, and Manvers, as to what
would be the outcome of Carton’s
refusal to accedo to Logan’s com-
mand to attend his self-instituted
Court of Inquiry. It was not the
first time that a new boy had defied
the bully’s edict. Twice berore, in
their knowledge, new-comers to St.
John'’s had had the temerity to do
60, always, however, with disastrous
results to themselves.

Consequently when, upon the fol-
lowing day, third school was over,

rtie and his friends mado their
Wway to the schoolhouse in search of
Carton, who _had miraculously dis-
appeared directly the four o'clock
bell had sounded.

“Find him in his study, T expect,”
said Manvers, as the trio crossed tho
quadrangle. “He said something
about squaring his place up after
Logan’s ragging last night.”

Near the schoolhouse they ran into
Silas Jinks, Jaclk Joyce, and Archie
Bruce, their three Modern rivals.

“Hallo, you cads—I mean, kids!”
greeted Jinks, pulling up.

“Hallo, you rotten wasters,”
plied Manvers, cheerfully.

*Coming ta the Court of In uiry ?"”
grinned the Yankee. “Old iogan's
holding a “cod’ court «in the Fifth
Toom presently, for the benefit of the
new chap who was with you yester-
day. Comin’?”

“Yes, we shall be there, deah
boy,” said Bertie ; “but I don’t think
tho fwesher will.”

“You don't say!
.. “Ho defies tho
deah boy.”

“Silly ass!” said Jack Joyce.

“I kindor reckon he'll have to
como whether he likes it or not,” re-
marked Silas Jinks,

Te-

Why not?”
beastly powers,

“Where are you going?” queried

Bruce.
“Find out!” replied Tubby
Bouncer, politely. “Go and eat
coke!”

With which the schoolhouse trio,
who felt pretty sore against Silas
Jinks and Co. on account of the jape
of yesterday, entered the school-
house and disappeared from view,
leaving the Yankee and his two
friends to wend their way to the
Fifth Form classroom, where a
crowd of juniors and Lower Form
fellows were already beginning to
congregate in anticipation of tho
entertainment which Bully Logan's
court-martials invariably provided.

In the meantime, the three
Ancient juniors had unearthed Jim
Carton in his study, to which'he had
immediately repaired after third
school with the express object of
putting things to rights after the
ravages made upon his sanctum by
Lagan, Gilks, and Lee upon the pre-
vious evening.

The boy had made no complaint
to the Head or house-master upon
the matter, as he might very ex-
cusably have dene under the circum-
stances, but he was determined_to
Tepay the bully as soon as possible
for smashing his pictures and
destroying his books.

“Hallo, deah boy!” greeted Bly.
“Thought we should find you healr.
Come out into the fields for a bit,
and permit me to givo you a few
beastly lessons in cwicket. I’m s
battah and a bowlah of some wepute,
and-—"

“Here, draw it mild, Egbert,” said
Manvers. “You know you can’t bowl
for sour apples, or bat for toffee.”

“My deah Manvers, I have nevah
had occasion’ to bowl for sour apples
or for toffee, either. To do so,
considah, would be widiculous in the
extweme, and——"

“Ha, ha, ha! Ring off, Egbert;
you're too funny!”
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#As a bowlah, I have always been
considered——"

“Shut up, Marmaduke!”

“While, as a battah, you can’t find
my equal in the whole of the—"

“Tower Third Form, eh? Quite
right, Percival!”

“My ’;ieah boy, generally speak-
ing—

“Yes, you are—generally speak-

ing. Isay, Carton, what do you say

to coming down to the nets for
awhile?”

“Right-o!” replied the fresher.
“T'll come in half a mo.” I think
T've got this study pretty shipshape
now, though I shall have to have
those pictures glazed again—one
day.”

“It's a howling shame!” said
Manvers, sincerely.

. “S’pose it was Logan and Co. who
did it, right enough?” questioned
Tubby -Bouncer.

“Of ‘course it was, ass,” said
Manvers. “No one else in the coll.
would do a dirty trick like that.”

“Well, I'm going to fight him for
it, anyway,” said Carton, grimly.

““What!” cried Manvers, laughing.
“Fight Logan?”

“My deah boy, are you milky on
the beastly filbert?” queried Bertie,
in alarm.

“Don’t talk bosh, old son,” said
Tubby.

“Why shouldn’t I fight him?”
rapped out the fresher. -

_ “Because, my dear fellah, he'd
simply wipe up the beastly floor with
you,” replied Bly. “He’s a giddy
marvel with his dooks.”

“I don’t care, I'm not an infant
at that game myself,” growled
Carton, reaching for his cap. “I
haven't seen the cur since last night,
but when I do run across him I shall
chance my luck.”

“Wats, my deah boy! I'm vewy
much afwaid your nappah is inclined
to wun away with your common
sense. I weally— ”
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Marmaduke Percival did nob
finish the sentence, however, for at
that moment there was a rush of
feet along the passage outside, and
then the study-door was thrown vio-
lently open, to admit a crowd of
fellows, who streamed pell-mell into
the room.

Carton  whipped
clenched fists.

“What the deuce——" he began.

But before he could utter another
word he was roughly seized by a
dozen hands and dragged towards
the open door; and although the
new boy struggled and kicked oub
right and left to release himself his
efforts were of no avail.

“Let me go, you rotters!” he
shouted, angrily.

“Yaas, wathah, let him go, you
wough boundahs!” hooted Bert1®,
springing forward. “Wescue heal,
deah boys. Down with the wotten
Moderns!” i)

The other two needed mo bidding,
for even as Bertie Bly flung himsell
tooth and mail upon the rcurguard
of the invaders, they likewise dashed
forward, hitting out at the enemy
right and left in an attempt to
rescue Carton, who was now being
forced through the door. 4

A lively melee ensued with the
rearguard of the marauders, who
succeeded in beating back the three
Ancients, what time the fresher was
being conveyed willy-nilly along the
corridor and down the schoolhouse
staircase.

Fortunately for the success of the
Moderns’ bold plan of abduction, the
‘Ancient stronghold was practically
deserted, as it usually was after third
school at this time of the year, boys
and masters alike having taken ad-
vantage of the fine weather to repalr
to the adjoining meadows for cricket
practice. Consequently Jim Carton
was half-carried, half-dragged down
the stairs and through the hall of
the schoolhouse without challenge or
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molestation, save from Bertio Bly,
Fred Manvers, and Tubby Bouncer,
who contjnued to harass the rear-
guard of the attacking force un-
ceasingly.

Flushed with mingled anger and
shame, Carton was forced across tho
quad, until finally he found himself
being pushed and dragged to the
doors of the Fifth Form classroom,
which was now crowded with fellows,
mostly juniors, who set up a loud
cheer at the fresher’s appearance.

“Bravo!”

“Well bagged!”

“Bring him in!”

“That’s the ticket!”

“Haul him up!” 5

These and a hundred other excla-
mations broke from the large gather-
ing of Modern boys which filled the
spacious classroom from end to end,
and which, moreover, composed a
verﬁ; fair sprinkling of Ancients as
well.

Seated at a desk upon the plat-
form at the further end of the Toom
was the feared and hated bully of
St. Jolm’s, Larry Logan himself. He
was attired in a scarlet tablecloth,
which he wore about his shoulders
. imitation of & judge’s robe, while
upon cach side of him Gilks and

were seated, similarly attired.
Beneath tho desk a couple of forms
had been arranged to hold a dozen
Moderns representing a jury, while
beyond them a space had-been railed
off ‘by four more forms to constitute
a “dock,” into which Carton was
now dragged. The rest of the room
was occupied by the crowd of spec-
tators.

“Close the doors!” commanded
Larry Logan, in an authoritative
voice,

The big oak doors of the classroom
were shut-to-and locked to prevent
the entry of intruders. Bertie Bly,
Bouncgr, and Manvers, however,
had slipped in before the order was
given, and now stood squeezed up

179

against the wall by one of the elass-
room windows.

The bully of St. John's rose to his
feet, and amidst the sniggers of the
crowd he addressed the jury in a
short 3peech, enjoining them to
follow the case for the prosecution
closely, but not to allow themselves
to be unreasonably prejudiced
against the prisoner, by what he
termed ‘“the disreputable appear-
ance of the creature in the dock.”

"“Here, take your hands of, you
louts!” broke in Carten, suddenly,
wrenching himself free from his
captors as he spoke. “I don’t mind
a joke, so long as you keep your
maulers off my clothes!”

“Quite right—quite right,” as-
sented the judge. *“Let the prisoner
stand by himself.”

“I'll settlo my account with you
by-and-by!” growled the fresher,
between his closed teeth, glaring ab
Logan. 5

“Prisoner,” replied the latter,
gravely, “hava a care that you do
not commit further contempt of
court, or it will be the worse for you.
This court was founded for the pur-
pose of making a judicial examina-
tion of .freshers coming to this col-
lege that we might ascertain for the
benefit and good of our select com-
munity whether or not they are fi
and proper persons to mix with us.
Now, prisoner,” added Logan, “be
prepared to answer, and truthfully
answer, such queries 2s I see fit to
put to you.”

Another snigger ran round the
room, and Carton shrugged his
shoulders with an air of resigna-
tion.

“Now, then, prisoner, whuat's your
name?” inquired Logan.

*“Carton, of course.”

“That’s not the way to answer.
The court requires your full name.
What is it?"”

“James Carton.”

“What other names have you?”



“Oh, find out! Get on with the
washing, and get this rot over!”

The judge shrugged his shoulders,
and exchanged significont glances
with the other judges each side of
him

“By answering in that disrespect-
Ful manner you are merely laying
up a rod in pickle for yourself,” he
remirked, sententiously. “We
punish contempt of court with the
utmost severity. Now, then, atten-
tion, please. How old are you?”

“Tifteen and a half.”

“H'm! Well, youre a big lout
for your age, although you don’t
look particularly intelligent for your
years. Next question, prisoner,”
continued the judge, pointing at
Carton with a long cane which he
had  produced from somewhere
behind the desk at which he was
seated. “Have you a mother?”

“No.”

“Then tell us:

What is your
father? You have
ose?”

a father, I sup-

The colour instantly left Carton’s
face, leaving it as pale as ashes.

“Here, I'vo had enough of this,”
he said, abruptly, and the next
moment he had taken a couple of
strides through the guard which
surrounded him a few feet away upon
either hand ; but he got no further,
for ho was immediately pounced
upon and dragged back into tho
“dock” again.
. “How dare you attempt to leave
the court?” demanded Logan, when
the burst of laughter which had suc-
ceeded Carton’s sudden manceuvra
had died down. “How dare you, sir,
lact in this outrageous and unprece-
dented manner? I am afraid Wwe
shall have to deal harshly with
I will repeat the question I
asked you a moment since: Have
you a father?”

“Yes,” said the Tisoner, sullenly.

“What is he? at is his pro-
fossion, occupation, or tradef Is he

2 duke or 3 dustman, a marquis or
a milkman, a prince or a pawn-
broker? Does he dabble in the Law,
the Church, or in Art? Give us a
full description of him and his
doings, his profession, age, appear-
ance, and approximate income.
“You can go to blazes!” retorted
Carton, so savagely that even tha
judge was for tho moment taken a
little aback, while a chorus of shouts
emanated from the densely-packed
crowd around.
“Don’t lose your temper,
122 ;
pc‘“I’uH yourself together, fresher!, 5
“Yaas. Don’'t get so beastly
fuwious, deah boy!” warned Bertie
ly.

crack-

?'Dot the judge on the boko for his
cheek!” called out Silas Jinks.
“Silence!” thundered  Logan,
standing up and bringing down hig
cane with a sounding slap on tlll’i’
desk before him. “Silence in court!
“Wats!”
Logan turned upon the speaker
iously.
mr‘ For’;wo pins I'd come riown“azlzld
break your neck, young Bly! o
remarked.
“Wats again, deah boy! Wats,
wats, wats! Get on with the beastly
washing!” ;
“Nm%, prisoner,” resumed“ 1}1&
lordship, sitting down again, W
you' answer my question, or mll you
not? What, I ask you again, 18 your
father 77 :
“Find out!’ )
“Ah, then, you still persist ’;1‘:;
roplying in that insolent manmnerf’
“Oh, hurry up and get thio rcr';‘-
ting finished!” retortec the pri-
son, ill-humouredly. *“I've got :oma:
thing better to do than waste u’l!
time talking to a set of jackasses!
The learned judge now called upoa
Edward Gilks, the counsel for thg
prosecution, who thereupon _stato
his case briefly and to the point.
“My lord, and. gentlemen of the
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jury,” he bégan, “you see before you
a creaturo yyhose depravity can only
be adequately described as hopeless.
From first to last there’is not one
tingle good point to be found in his
fayour. His strange entrance to the
college yesterday, his colossal cheek
and impudence, his refusal | to
answer the necessary questions put
to him by hia lordship, and, finally,
his contempt of court, all go to
show that the prisoner in the dock
18. & villain of the deepest dye, an
irredeemable character who will io
from bad to worse, until he sinks
into the very mire of crime. Now,
gentlemen of the jury, I leave his
future in your hands. Shall such 2
man go free? No! Shall such a
creature be permitted to leave this
court without just punishment? No!
Buck up, then, you silly jossers, and
consider your giddy. verdict.”

At the conclusion of this eloquent
burst of oratory, the counsel for the
prosecution resumed his seat amidst
the frantic cheers of the crowd.

“Lee, K.C., counsel for the de
fence!” called out the judge.

Whereupon the bearer of that

name rose to his feet.
. “My lord, and gentlemen of the
jury,” he: said, ¥the prisoner’s case
13-such a deplorably hopeless one that
I feel it would be. useless for me to
attempt to utter a word in his de-
fence. I can only trust that you will
deal as lightly with him as your con-
sciences will permit.”

After which, amid renewed cheers,
the counsel for the defence likewise
resumed his seat, leaving the judge
to address the jury.

S “Gentlemen,” said Logan, gravely,

the prisoner’s guilt is as plain as a
giddy pikestaff. Buck up! What's
the verdict—guilty or not guilty?”

“Guilty,” replied the foreman of
the jury, promptly.

‘“Prisoner at the bar,” continued
Logan, addressing Carton in his most
impressive tones, “you have been

found guilty by twelve good sem
and true of the most heinous offen.
which it 28 possible t6 oo
namely, viz.,, and to wit, coioessl
sauce and impudence & myself Fou
have likewise been found guilty of
contempt of court under no leas «
threo counts. o sentencs of
court ig, therefore, that
receive ‘socks on the tro
that I myself shall ad
same, here and now!
counsel has defended 7
I say, of his wonderiul o
cannot find it in owr heart
lieve you otherwise than a
and dangerous character.
fore, the sentence of the oo
be carried out to the full
baker's dozen with the
that part of your pers
most befitted by Nat
corporal punishment!”
A murmur ran round
crowded- Toom, a murm
incredulous, half-expostulat
‘““sentences” usually p=
freshers by the bully ¢
were, in the main, pre
amusement, the victim I
~oming out of the ordea
face painted a variety o
stream of golden syrup
down his neck or plastered
head. Occasionally the
compelled to eat or drink =
coction of an unpleas
such as coal-dust and
ink and gingerbeer, and s
even less desirable mi
last victim had been a L.
Form boy, who for op
the “court” had been fo
low half a tin of blach
Larry Logan's sentence
cuts with the cane was g
cedented in former
and the crowd of
hardly believed that
really in earnest, w
hig satellites making
preparations,
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“Here, I say,” said Manvers,
“surely Logan’s only joking? He's
not going to have the giddy nerve to
lay that cane across Carton?”

“T'Il bet you a bob to a shilling he
does mean it,” said Tubby Bouncer.
“He's got a grudge up against
Carton, with a vengeance, has Larry
Logan. Didn't you twig the look he
gave him last night in the study,
and again just now. You take it
from me, unless someone stops him,
he’ll give that new kid jip!”

In the meantime, while Jim
Carton was being securely held, half
a dozen fellows had dragged forward
a large blackboard easel usually used
for lecturing. This they opened and
spread out in the space before the
desk. The top of the easel and the
lower end of each leg of it had been
provided with short lengths of box-
cord, the object of which was at once
patent to the onlookers when, a
minute later, the prisoner was forced
towards the easel face foremost.

Carton struggled with all his
strength to wrench his hands free
from his many captors’ grasp, but
so tightly was he held that he soon
found that breaking away was a
sheer impossibility. A minute later,
breathless with his struggles and the
tage which all but choked him, he
was fain to submit to the cords at
the top of the easel being bound
about his wrists, while at the samo
time his ankles were secured to the
lower framework in the same way.

“That's the ticket!” grinned
Logan, when the work of tying up
:chg prisoner had been accomplished.
‘Now he looks a little less cocky.”

Carton, upon hearing this, tugged
and tore at his bonds with all his
might, grinding his teeth with: fury
and cursing audibly at his impotence
to fres himself. He and the easel
would have come crashing to the
ground had not the latter been held
in position by three or four of the
Moderns,

“I say, deah boys,” cried Bertie
Bly, anxiously, raising his voice to
make himself heard above the babel
of sound which prevailed upon every
hand. “If Logan means biz. we
must effect a wescue!” .

“Not much chance of rescue here,
growled Manvers. : o

“It's only a cod on Logan's part,
put in Tubby Bouncer. “He'd neyer
dare to carry out a sentence like
that.”

“He's only trying
Carton, take my tip.” s

And indeed Larry Logan’s next
words scemed to bear out Tubby's
supposition that the bully had beeT
merely trying to cow the new boy
into subjection. S

“Took here, Jim Carton,” he caid,
standing at Carton’s side, the l?f{g
cane held firmly in his hand, “if
you will apologise to me before the
Wwhole Toom for your menner of
speaking just mow, I'll let"you off
with a far lighter sentence.

to {righten

Carton turned his head and
glared. : s
“Go to blazes!” he said. “¥You

wrecked my room last night, you
and those other cowardly skunks,
and I swore I'd make you pay for
it. And so I will directly I get
free.”

“Aha! Sayest thou s0, my boastful
buccaneer. We'll make you alter
your tune before long, or I'll know
the reason why. Now, for the last
time, Carton, will you apologise?

“No, cursse you! And if you
touch me with that cane you will
be sorry!”

“I reckon it's you who will be
sorry!” sneered the bully, rolling
up his tight shirt-cuff to leBd addi-
tional effect to his words. Dash'ed
sorry you'll be, too, before I've
finished with you. Hold the easel,
chaps, while I give this insolent
pup o taste of my virtuous wrath.

Gilks, Lee, and one or two others
of Logan’s particular set agail
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seized the easel and held it firmly,
while their chief and leader took a
step backwards, raising the long
eane high above his head.

Before the blow could descend,
however, there was a disturbance at
the side of the long rcom.

“Wescue! Wescue! Come on,
deah boys!” cried the voice of
Marmaduke Percival Bly, and a
moment later, accompanied by his
two friends, Bouncer and Manvers,
the owner of the voice struggled
forward through the crowd. ‘‘Wes-
tue, Ancients!”

Aroused into action by Bly’s call
to arms, the small sprinkling of
tchool-house boys dotted about the
class-room likewise made a valiant
sttempt to reach the easel. But
their design was frustrated at the
outset by the crowd of Moderns,
who barred their way and forced
them back to the walls. Bly, Tubby,
and Manvers were also soon cap-
tured, amid the hoots and jeers of
the crowd, and the trio realised too
late that the only way to have
effectually brought sbout a rescne
mder.the circumstances would haye
been to rush the doors and summon

assistance from without. Now it
was too late.
“Take your beastly, filthy

maulers ofi my collahl” hooted
Bertio Bly, struggling in the hands
of the half-dozen fellows who were
shoving him about none too gently.
“Welease me, you wuffians, or I
shall biff some of you most fwight-
fully 1

But Marmaduke Percival was not
allowed to put his threat into
3xecution, for from that moment he
and his two friends. were hustled
way into a corner and kept there.

“You beastly wottahs!” cried the
routhful scion of the noble house of
Bly. “There'll be a fwightful
shindy over this. We'll SWoop
down and bash you feahfully by-
and-by.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Chuck him out!”

“Kill him, somebody!”

At this point Logan's stentorian
voice arose above the clamour.

“Silence over there! Shut your
row, can’t you? Now, then, Cation,”
he added, fiercely, when silence had
been at length restored, “be pre-
pared to receive the just punishment
of tho court you have seen fit to defy.
Hold the easel tight, chaps!”

Thwack |

The long cane in the bully’'s hand
descended upon the prisoner’s nether
person with a stinging cut, and
Carton, half mad with pain and
rage, tore and rent at the bonds
which held him, so that the frame
of the easel rattled and rocked in
the hands of the fellows who were
holding it firmly to the floor.

Thwack! Thwack!

Two more cuts descended, this
time upon the fresher's shoulders,
causing him to groan through hig
close-seb teethh with mingled pain
and shame.

“You rotten cad!” he cried,
almost inarticulate with passion,
glaring over his shoulder at the
smiling Logan as he spoke. ‘You'
cowardly cur!”

“Punishment of the court,” said
the bully, mockingly. ‘“But I'll let
you off the rest if you humbly
apologise for your insolence to me
just now. Will you do so, or are
you anxious for more?”

“Untie me, you cowardly skunk,
and T'll soon show you how I'll
apologise!” cried the prisoner,
livid with rage. “I dare you to let
me go!l”

Logan laughed coarsely.

“Hallo! hallo!” he said. “ What's
this, a challenge?” while a buzz of
excitement ran round the room as
the boys pressed forward.

“Will you fight me, you cadi
Will you fight me now—at once—
here?”
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Logan laughed again.

“I might hurt you,” he sneered.
“You had far better take the thrash-
ing I'm going to give you.”

“You miserable rat! I knew
you'd fank it!” cried Carton, twist-
ing his wrists violently to and fro
in a: vain endeavour to set them
free. “You can only take it out of
a fellow when he’s helpless and sur-
rounded by. your skunks of pals.
But you'll Nave to release me soon,
and then T'll'settle with you.”

Carton shouted the words in a
whirl of passion. Their effect upon
the audience, however, was elec-
trical, and & hundred shouts and
ejaculations broke from as many
throats. g

“Don’t be a fool, Carton!”

“He'd eat you up!”

“Let him go, Lofan, and give him
a chance!”

“Let’s see what he can do!”

“Yaas, wathah, you beastly
wottah, welease him!"”

“He daren’t do it!”

“Rats! Logan would kill him!”

“No, no! Give the fresher a
chance!”

“Make a ring! Make a ring "

Gilks, Lee, and one or two others
roared for silence, and after exert-
ing their lungs for nearly a ‘minute
they sttlcceeded in restoring the class-
room to some sort of order again.
Then the bll!ul)ly }?f it. John's tugranl:d
once more the helpl, i
at his side. e

“Do you really mean you’
the brass to want to ﬁght,y muev'la"gl?:
inquired.

“You'll have to fight me directl
I'm released !” rappe% out.the otheZ

“Then, in that case,” eplied the
bully, with-a scornful smile “you
shall have that pleasure without
delay. Untic him, Gilks. The cyb
wants a lesson.”

CHAPTER VI.
’GAINST FEARFUL ODDS.

A sCENE of the greatest animation
ensued. Four forms were instantly
dragged into the centre of the great
room and placed end to end to make
a square, while the fellows scram-
bled hither and thither for places
of vantage from which they might
view the fight. Some clambered up
to the windows, perching themselves
in the niches, others swarmed up on
the lecture platform, three or four
climbed up and balanced t_homsclves
riskily upon the desk which Logan

had lately vacated, while every-
where din and confusion reigned
supreme.

But although the majority of the
crowd were anxious and eager fot
the battle, there were not a few who
raised dissenting voices. Carton was
a “fresher,” while Logan was a
recognised pugilist throughout 't'}im
school. The fight would be ternbg
unequal. It ought not to be allowe
to take place. =

Among the loudest dissenters wera
Bertie Bly and Co. and their rivals,
Silas Jinks, Jack Joyce, and Archia

Bruce. The latter, :\.lbhough
Moderns, liked to see fair play
above everything. .
“Say, boys,” the American
shouted above the tumult, this
here fight ain’t co-rect! Xogan can
put ’‘em up well. Besides,

Carton ain’t his weight.”

“That's the ticket, Jinkey, deah
boy!” seconded Marmaduke Per-
cival. “I move, deah chappies, that
we don’t 'et ’em scwap undah the
circs. What?””

“Lie dowm, Bert.icl"

“Shut up, Jinks!”

“If the If){-esher wants to fight, Iet
him!”

“Yes, rather.
out!”

“If he can't take a joke, he musl
put up with the consequences!

It's his own look
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The exclamations emanated from
everywhere around, and the six
boys realised at a glance that all
hope of stopping the unequal
encounter between Jim Carton and
Logan was nipped in the bud at the
oulset.

“Well, I ain’t going to see young
Carton mauled, even if he does
happen to be a school-house chap!”
asseverated the Yankee.

“Bwavo, Jinkey!” said the Toft
of the Fourth, “€ome on, deah
boys, we'll wush the bally door!”

The next moment Bertie Bly and
Co. and the other three Moderns
had. made & simultancous dive for
the entrance to the class-room. The
Tuse proved unsuccessful, however,
for the crowd about the doors was
too strong. Jinks and the rest
were shoved unceremoniously back,
despite their most strenuous exer-
tions to fight their out of tho
Toom.

“There'll be the howlingest house
Tow over this bit of business, or I'm
& giddy Dutchman!” growled Man-
vers. “You wait, my cockalorums
—JYou wait and see, that's all!”

In the meantime Jim Carton had
been released from his invidious
position, and now stood within the

ring,” denuded of his coat and
vest.  The lad’s face was very pale
and very grim, and as he rolled up
his shirt-sleeves tightly above his
elbows the marks made by the
cords which had all but cub into
the flesh showed in deep .red ringg
about his wrists.

Upon the other side of the open
fquare made by the four forms

arry Logan was likewise divesting
himself of his coat and waistcoat,
while the fellows crowded twenty
deep about the “ring."”

“ Now, my young pup,” said the
bvully! advancing into the centre of
the ring and regarding Carton with
a white sneer upon his singulerly
unprepossessing face, ‘“come and

y

take your gruel. I reckon you'll bo
sorry you didn't take the flogging
instead before I've finished with
you. And, seo here,” he added, “no
pretending to be whacked until you
are. If you cry ‘pax’ before you'ra
properly wolloped, you'll have to
undergo the rest of the sentence.”

“Shut your mouth!” snarled
Carton. “Talk when you've beaten
me! Comeo on!”

A loud cheer emanated from all
the Ancients preseat, a shout of
approval in which a score or so ol
the Modern fellows present joined,
for Larry Logan was by no means
a general favourite even in his own
house. He was more feared than
liked, and there were many indeed
who cordially hated the fellow for
his insolent, dormineering ways te
those bencath him and his sub-
servience to those in authority.

After the cheor. which followed
Carton’s words had died away, the
two combatants faced each other in
the centre of the room amid a
breathless silence. Now that they
wera without their jackets, the twe
boys did not appear to differ in size
and weight so greatly as might have
been supposed. The bully’s sloping
shoulders and long arms looked less
powerful and formidable, while
Carton’s chest and shoulders.seemed
to have expanded.

““Are you ready ?” inquired Larry
Logan, drily, eyeing the boy befors
him with an unpleasant grin.

Without deigning to reply, Carton
leapt forward much in the manner
of a hound suddenly freed from its
leash, while at the same moment
his left arm flashed out at Logan’s
head. So swift was the attiack,
indeed, that the bully was fain te
spring back to avoid the swinging
left-hander which had been too guick
for him to parry. Ere he could
recover himself the fresher was
upon him like a fury, and a square
hit between the eyes was the resulk,
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“Bravol” gelled the crowd,
aroused to enthusiasm by the splen-
did manner in which the new boy
had opened the ball. “Bravo,
Carton! Well dene, sir!”

The bully of St. John’s, however,
was too old a hand at the art of self-
defence to be more than momen-
tarily influenced by his opponent’s
onslaught, unexpected though it had
been. The “biff” ho had received
upon the forehead dazed him for a
moment, but recovering himself
immediately, he rushed at Carton,
getting in a couple of half-arm blows
ang a nasty cross-counter, which
sent the fresher staggering away
with a gasp. i

A pin now might have been heard
drop in the densely-crowded class-
yoom as again the two combatants
faced each other with grimly-set
faces and tightly-clenched fists.

Biff! Biff!

Carton had rushed in again, but
had reeled back at once from a
couple of blows which had seemed
to bury themselves in his chest.
Again he sprang forward, this time
with more success, for he drove his
right home with a sounding smack
behind the bully’s ear.

‘“Bravo, the fresher!”

“Good on you, Carton!”

“That's the ticket!”

“Yaas, wathah! That was simply
wippin, deah boy!”

Those and a score of other ejacu-
lations welled up suddenly, and as
suddenly died away, as the mext
moment the two belligerents were
locked together in a deadly embrace
in the centre of the ring, lamming
into each other savagely meanwhile,
swaying violently to and fro.

“Break away! Break aw
yelled the crowd with one
voice.

The command was instantly obeyed,
for Carton and the bully at once
sprang asunder. They were only
parted for an instant, however, for,

ay1”
great
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like a whirlwind, Jim Carton came
on again, hitting out like a fury, as
though, indeed, it were h1§ inten-
tion to rush Logan out of tlie ring.
The onlookers were little short of
amazed at the splendid pluck and
form exhibited by the new boy. He
seemed to be electric, full of nerve
and force, and as nimble on his feet
as a cat, with the result that before
the fight had been in progress moro
than a couple of minutes, Carton
had won a good half of the spec-
tators to his side. : o

The long reach and straight h: -
ting of Logan, however, soon beg(:s.
to have their effect, for again m.d
again Carton's rushes were p‘umsh_cﬁ
with blow after blow, which left
tell-tale marks upon the younger
boy's face, neck, and arms.

j bit
“Say, sonny, just go a_ ol
slo“‘cr)! » “called out Silas Jinks

from his seat in one of the window
niches.

“Yaas, wathah!
deah boy!” 5

\Vhetlier Carton heard the advice
or not, or whether he himself l}a
begun to realise that he was u:lln%
up his strength, certainly from }a-
moment he altered his tactics, 4“’"31_
tenting himself with merely bxus:}lr
ing aside the bully's slcdgc-l\afnfx‘:ed
blows, and putting in a well-direct S
hit here and there whenever oppo
tunity presented.

Seeing the other’s change of front,
Larry Logan determined to pu!:bixen
end to the fight as soon as p05511 "
With this object in view he ma(je' :;.
rapid rush at Carton, bearing 'und
back into a corner of the 1f1ng,t‘(u'15
hitting out with all his streng .11.;s
he did so. Instead of placmgw}
opponent hors-de-combat, ]x'o‘}u.u‘xl'i
as he had confidently anticipa e
doing, Logan realised, when 1%1\\3:
too late, that the two sn\'ngc‘.)l o\d
he had aimed at his opponents 1%3
were wasted upon empty air. Car 3
had  ducked ce lightning, an

Take it easier;




slipped aside, while instantly there
was a sounding ‘“‘slap-slap!” as he
placed a couple of blows with terrifio
force in the bully’s ribs.

‘With a howl of fury which could
bo heard even above the sudden
clamour of the crowd, Logan sprang
again at his wiry young antagonist.
Thm.tlme he was more successtul,
for his Jeft came home with a terrifio
biff upon the other's ear, while his
Tight landed squarely upon Carton’s
nose, instantly tapping his “claret.”

From that point things began to
look pretty bad for the mew boy-.
The sharp punch on the nose he
had received caused him to ses 2
million flaming stars, and for a
while he was unable to parry or
stem the other’s terrific onslaught.
Blows fell liks scorching missiles
upen his face, neck, and chest, and
it was as much as he cowd do to
Tetain the perpendicular under the
fiorce fire of the bully's attack.

The two hundred fellows in the
class-room held their breath, as they
expected to see Carton go down every
nstant, Thep were not destined to
Witness this contretemps, however,
for Carton suddenly rallied, and
pulled himself together with a
Buperhuman effort of will, and then

ed Logan apparently as fresh,
and certamnly far less winded, than
Was his long-limbed antagonist.

Enraged at his failure to ad-
Ininister tho coup ‘de grace, Logan
kame on again, making use of the
Tushing tactics which had always
Btood him in such good stead before.

And then a strange thing hap-
pened.

For without the slightest warning,
and in the most natural manner in
t.‘he world, Jim Carton began to fight

loft-handed” ; his left became his
Tight, his right his left, the latter
arm guarding his body, the former
dashing out like ligfxtning, and
¢atching the bully a square hit on

the point of the jaw, which sent

that worthy staggering wildly back-
wards into the arms of tho dozen or
so fellows who were crouching upon
the form behind him.

At first the onlookers failed to
grasp the fact that Carton was am-
bidextrous, but when, during the
next few seconds they watched him
fight left-handed as casily as he had
done the more legitimate way, they
pressed forward more eagerly still,
curious to see how this unexpected
change of front would affect tie
bully of St. John’s.

Biff! Biff! Smack!
Biff! Slap! Biff!

The rapid exchange of blows rc-
sounded all over the room, whiic a
glance was suflicient to show the
now thoroughly excited throng of
onlookers that 1t was Logan who had
suffered most, for his left eye was
half-closed, and his rather pro-
minent proboscis was streaming.

“That was weally wipping!”
hooted Bertio Bly from somewhereo
near the ceiling. “Bai Jove! that's
the bally ticket! Wathah!”

The Toff of the Fourth had
swarmed up one of the supporting
columns of the class-room, from
which point of vantage he had
watched the fight with intens:st
interest.

A dull purple had now mounted
to Larry Logan’s face. Inwardly he
was raging because, so far, he had
been unable to down his mnimble
antagonist. This new development
on the latter's part, that of being
ambidextrous, had completely non-
plussed him, and he saw that unless
he could “out” Carton at once his
prestige as the bully of St. John's
would be entirely gone. Already,
he knew, he had been made to loolk
a little ridiculous by his failure to
defeat this strangely pugilistic
fresher, and realising mnow that
everything depended upon the next
few minutes—for he was becoming
terribly blown—J.,ogan rushed in

Smack!
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once more to the attack. But
Carton's left-handed mode of fight-
ing nonplussed him more and more.
He could not adapt himself to the
altered conditions, try as he might.
He feinted and dodged and struck
out with all his force, but to no
avail. Again and again he tried to
close with his opponent, but always
in  vain.  Once, twice, thrice
Carton’s right, doing the work of
his left, caught the bully upon the
nose, mouth, and chin respectively
without his being able to retaliate
by a single telling hit in return.
Then, jusé as he was about to make
enother nm at Carton, the latter
took the initiative. Swiftly brush-
ing aside his blows, the fresher
darted in Jeneath the hully’s guard
and caught him a terrific blow upon
“the mark,” that tender, vulnerable
spot whick, in the excitement of the
moment, Logan had lefs unguarded.

With & gaspin, which resem-
bled the yelp ofgacrtirrier in pain,
Logan staggered backward, wildly
catching his breath. Ere he could
Tecover  himself, bowever, the
nimble-footed Qarton was upon him
like a tiger, his eyes blazing, his
bleeding lips tightly compressed.

Biff! Biff}

In the tense stillness which now
reigned supreme the two terrifically-
delivered ~ blows sounded almost
simultaneously like the double crack
of a whip. And then the bully of
St. John’s closed his eyes and reeled
eway at an angle, weakly fighting
the air.

Carton might have followed up
the advantage stil) further, but he
checked himself in time, and waited
2 few seconds for the bully to
recover his wind. The two hundred
fellews closely packed around craned
their heads forward ang strained
their cyes, holding their breath in

atense excitement ag they watched
Logan, amazed and breathless, stara
about him wildly, i

The. spell, however, was quickly
broken, for the bully, with the snarl
of a beast of prey, sprang at Carton
with a bound.” Ere the fresher could
avoid the onrush, Logan had liter«
ally fallen upon him tooth'aud nail,
his' long arms swinging like sema-=
phores, his loose mouth worku_ng con=
vulsively, his breathing coming in
sharp, hard gasps. Had he borne
down upon his antagonist thus
fiercely in the opening stages of the
fight he might, and probably would,
have ended the battle to his own
credit. But now it was too late. He
was winded, half-blinded, and more
than half-mad with rage. As a
result of these things, he fought
carelessly, unscientifically ; in con-
saquence, his own aim now being o
“out” the other at all cost, at any

Tice.

Y The two boys met with a ~vash;
there was a tangle of flying ai.as for
a few short seconds, and then with
a thwack which might have well
been heard beyond the oal doors of
the densely - crowded clafsrogmlly
Carton administered a @r;xl)e;
upper-cut  which literally lllft_

Logan off his feet and sent :tllnol
sprawling upon his back in th

iddle of the ring.

mS((zlcond after sgcond passed, and
still the crowd of fellows, eager,
breathless, strained, held them-
selves in to see if Logan would rfser;
And then when Gilks and Lee sprang
over the forms into the ring {!ns
lifted up their all but \m.consmoclll
comrade, a shout arose which made

the classroom vibrate to 1its very
foundations : . ;

“Bravo, Jim Carton! Bravol
bravo!”

The bully of St. John’s was de
feated!




CHAPTER VII.
A DRILLIANT IDEA.

Tae memorable fight between
Carton and the school bully natur-
ally had the effect of bringing the
former into a good deal of promin-
ence and popularity throughout the
college. Everybody wanted to know
him and make friends with him,
cven a goodly number of the Moderns
desired his acquaintance, while the
Ancients, almost to a man, includ-
ing the seniors, voted him a decided
ncz}u.isition to the place.

The doctor had been informed of
the .Court of Inquiry episode, and
the fight which had followed it ; but
as Carton had come out of the affair
so successfully he very wisely deemed
it best to say nothing upon the sub-
ject to either him or 1 R )
was well aware of the Iz Tepu-
tation in the school as being that of
a bully, and ho was not a little
]»lca_sul to learn that the fellow had
Teceived such a severe lesson at the
hands of the new boy. The head-
master had been a public schoolboy
himself, having “gone through the
mill>" from early boyhood, so that he
knew that the bully’s defeat would
bo sufficient punishment for Logan
Wwithout any furfher interierence on
his part. "He realised, too, that
fights were sometimes very
sary, and on this as upon ‘many
similar occasions, the pedagogue of
St. John's chose to close his eyes to
the flagrant breach of rules.

There were many who predicted,
h owever, that Logan would soon take
& telling revenge upon the fresher
;\'_ho had so ignominiously defeated
\im.

For days after the fight the bully
walked about moodily, as though he
were brooding upon his ill-fortune,
In the presenco of his iriends he had
vowed to bring off another battle
with Carton in the near future,
when, he declared, he would admin-

neces-

ister a thrashing which “he would
remember to the last day of his life."

But although many days went Ly
it was noticed that the bully ve-
frained from actually challenging his
defeater to another battle. He had
atlributed Carton’s victory all along
to the fact that the latter had foughi
left-handed. The fellows therefore
concluded that Logan was probably
fitting himself by practice to cope
more successfully with that particu-
lar style of boxing with a view to
repaying his defeater with interest
in the days to come.

Carton, in the meantime,
made innumerable {riends
school-house.  His class-mates ac-
counted him a “good sort,” and
voted him a member of the Lower
Fifth cricket eleven, while upon
hali-holidays Bertie Bly and tho
other two occupants of study No. §
in the school-house invariably in-
sisted upon Carton accompanying
them whenever they made excursions
into the surrounding country.

In spite of this amicable state of
affairs, however, there was a rift
within the lute, so far as the school-
house trio of friends and the mew
boy were concerned.  The fresher,
they found, greatly to their virtuous
indignation, was obsessed with an
insatiable desire to rise in class. On
more than one occasion he had even
confessed to an ambition to win one
of the school scholarships.

To this end Carton was wont to
shut himself up in his study and
swot at his books whenever oppor-
tunity offered. Bertie Bly and his
friends remonstrated with him upon
this unseemly conduct, sarnestly beg-
ging him from time to time to turn
from his wicked ways and live the
life of a *“slacker,” | which they
unanimously regarded’ as being the
only possible kind of existence worth
living at all at least so far as St.
John’s was concerned.!

They even weni so far

had
in the

as to
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threaten that if he continued upon
his abandoned course they would be
compelled to cast him off for ever,
and to place him outside the pale of
their friendship. But to threats and
entreaties alike Carton was deaf. ‘He
continued to study harder than ever,
utilising every spare hour, and even
foregoing the cricket-field upon occa-
sion what time he remained locked
in his study tearing the heart out of
books.

Carton, moreover, made no secrei
of the fact that a scholarship would
be particularly acceptable to him,
in that his “people” were by no
means over endowed with the goods
of this world. So that in view of
these things it was soon spread about
the school that Jim Carton was a
“ pauper.”

In spite of this undoubted draw-
back, however, the days and weeks
which followed the memorable battle
in the Fifth Form room were bright
and pleasant ones for the new boy,
and the hint of moroseness which
had marked his disposition during
the earlier period of his advent at
St. John’s almost entirely disap-
peared. Altogether Carton regarded
his star as being in the ascendant.
He found his studiés comparatively
easy ; he was making rapid headway
in class, and he had, moreover, suc-
ceeded in winning a certain amount
of popularity by his plucky fight with
Larrymore Logan.

One morning the doctor made an
announcement. A subseription, - he
said, had been started by himself
and the under-masters for the aia
and benefit of a widow of one of the
“old boys’- of St. John’s.

Many years ago a boy of the name
of Arthur Devereux had very
greatly distinguished himself in the
gchool, although in later years fate
had dealt hardly with him.
health had combined, with other un-
toward circumstances, to bring
about. his death, and he had died a

few months ago, leaving his widow
and her two children without means
of support, despite the fact that at
one time he had held a promihent
position as.a man of letters in the
world.

Addressing the boys after call-over
in Hall, Dr. Dalton pointed out
that it would be a pretty compliment
and a very practical help to the
widow of the late St. John's “old
boy” were the fellows to present tha
widow with a substantial sum, He
did not expect the fellows to give
much. Those who could afford ib
might contribute half a crown ; boy9
who had not half a crotwn ;c; spare
might possibly manage to put down
their mscs yfor a shilling. The
masters of St. John’s were corttribut~
ing a sovereign each, and as he him-
self intended giving a ten-pound-note,
he hoped to be enabled to present a
cheque for at least fifty pounds to
Mrs, Devereux, who would, he
assured his listeners, be grateful
beyond measure for the kindly assist-
ance rendered by the boys of the
school at which her late h.us_band. had
at one time so greatly distinguished
himself. B

The headmaster’s appeal bore im-
mediate fruit, for befors mightfall

the subscription list had been filled
with names. The momey would, ﬂ‘l)g

doctor announced that evening,
collected in the course of a few .dnys.

Jim Carton had given practically,
his last half-crown to the good cause,
but he little imagined what a
strange part that subscription Eus
to play in his life ere many days ha
passed.

In the mei
ness which ha
Ancients and _the 1 5
Tesult of the Court of Inquiry hel
upon Carton and the ragzing of his
study, had grown more in evidence
as the time went by. Party feeling
had been rife enough before the fight
with Logan, but now it was soon 1o

antime the unpleasant-
d arisen between the
Moderns, as &
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come to a head. Tne smouldering
fire was to shortly blaze into the
fierce conflagration of one of the
biggest “House rows” St. John's
had ever known.

And it all came
Bertie Bly.

Upon the morning following the
doctor’s annonncement Concerning
the subscription for the widowed
Mrs. Deverenx, Marmaduke Pereival
Egbert suddenly announced to his
friends that it was his birthday.

. “Holy smoke!” said Tubby. “I
didn’t know you had one.”

“Why the dickens didn’t you let
us knpw before, so that we could
have bougut you a pair of diamond
socks or a jewelled topper, or some
such trifle as a mark of our friend-
ship and esteem?” said Manvers.

“It's awfully wipping of yo
bOyS, to want to buy me 2 ]
toppah,” a
cival, ~seriously. “I appwec
your kindness to the full. As
mattah of fact, the we
didn’t mention the fact
buus‘l.l.)'y birthday was app g
was simply because I was wathah
afwaid you fellahs might wun into
extwavagance on my account.”

“Needn’t have worried yourself,”
grinned Tubby.

Well, you don’t look partticularly
sleused‘ although it is your birth-
"ny, Egbert,” ” Manvers romarked.

Buck up! What's the matter?
Brooding over approaching age, or
have you lost & quid and found four-
pence?”

“No, deah

about through

boy, I haven't lost a
beastly qaid or found anything at
all. The weal facts of the caso are,
deah boys, that I havo failed to we
ceive the beastly fivah from my
gov'nah which I have every wight
and weason to expect, under the
aircs.”

“Howling Jerusalem! was your

tg{:v’r;of golng to send you a fiver,
en?’

“Pwomised me faithfwly,” ve-
plied the youthful scion of the noble
house of Bly. “Pwomised to send
me a fivah to mark the auspich.
occas., don't you know, deah boys.”

“And it hasn't come, eh?”

“My deah fellah, I avegwet to say
that it has not awwived.”

“Poor old Percival!”

“I weally could not possibly enjoy
my birthday without my fivah,” said
Bertio, pathetically. “1 have dweamt
of the giddy thing for days.
dweamt of 1t last night, and woke
up in-. a perspiwation because I
imagined I had used the beastly
thing for shaving papah!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Imagine Percival
Egbert shaving!”

“Pway don’t laugh at me, deah
boys. It was a tewwible dweam, I
do assure you.”

“And now it's terrible reality, eh,
you giddy plutocrat?”

“It is indecd, deah boy. Do you
know, I think I will go into the
village and send a wotten wire to
my gov'nah to blow him up fwight-
fully for omitting to send my
fivah.”

“Don’t despair, Igbert,” com-
forted Manvers. ‘“Perhaps it will
come by a later post.”

Marmaduke Percival glanced ab
his gold repeater.

“My deah fellow, it is now half-
past four,” he said. “The lettah
containing the fivah should have
weached me by the first post thia
morning. I do weally think that
my gov'nah’s conduct is most wopwe-
hensible under the circs.”

“So it is, Marmaduke,” agreed
Tubby, sympathetically ; “perfectly
scandalous! Just thi what &
terrific quantity of prog. ome could
have bought with your fiver—if ib
had come!”

“Vaas, deah boy, that's what T
was thinking. It had been my in-
toention to etand a weally wipping
feed to you wottahs.”
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“Oh, I say,” cried Tubby, indig-
nantly, “your gov'nor ought to be
ashamed of himself!”

“Tubby, how dare you speak so of
my gov'nah 7” retorted Bertie Bly.

“ All right, Egbert, don't get your
shirt out!”

“That is a vewy wude expwession,
Bounsah. My beastly- shirt is not
out.”

“Well, then, don’t get ratty.”

“How can I help feeling watty,
howwibly watty? Evewything has
gone wong with me to-day. WMy
Aunt Matilda, instead of bunging
me a couple of quid as ustal on my
birthday, wote this morning to say
she'd bought me a beastly pawwat.”

“A what?” grinned Manvers.

“A pawwot, deah boy. A how-
wible cockatoo thing. Vewy valu-
able, she says it is. Pm to be given
the wetched thing when I go home
for the summer vac.”

“My hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh. for goodness’ sake, deah bhoys,
I weally wish you wouldn’t cackle
so at my howwid misfortunes. - When
I go home I shall wing that paw-
wot’s neck.” .

“Poor old Marmaduke!”

“Never mind, buck up! There are
worse troubles at gea.”

“I wefuse to consider thab aspect
of the question. I weally don’t care
a tinker’s cuss what happens at sea.
Ay Aunt Matilda has bought me a
baastly pawwot, and my gov’nah has
failed to tip me the fivah he
pwomised. And, to make mattahs a
hundwed times worse, the beastly
laundwess leah has utterly wuined
my white waistcoat—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It was a new one, dezh boy—
bwand new. I shall nevah recovah
my loss—nevah! I have witien and
sent her a piece of my mind!”

"Grel?tt%cott! you shoulda’ have
done that!” gasped Man i
a horrified i&g& > EEE e

“Pway why not, deah boys?” in-
quired Marmadulke Percival, staring.

“Be.suse jou simply can’t afford
to part with any !’ Manvers grinned
Bertio Bly sniffed and said :

“It is just possible that you
imagine that wematk to be funny.
“Not at all.” !

“Permit mo to say that I considah
my bwain to be far superior to yours
in every wespect ; in fact, I will. go
so far as to say that if your beastly
bwain, and what there isof Tubby’s
beastly bwain, were shoved together
they would weigh vewy considcw.}bly
Jess than the ono which is contained
in my own nappah!”

“His nappah!”
“QOh, ring off,
killing! ®

“And you, dJdeah boys, are €x
+wemely wude. You are psrpe‘mnliy
making dppwobwious wemarks con-
cerning my nappah.”

“ Bertie, do run away and drown
yourself!” ”

“J wefuse to dwown mygclf, Te-
plied Marmaduke Percival, hotly.
“Tor two beastly pins I would fetch
my kid gloves and give you a fearful
hidlin’!" - :

“Nunno! cried
earnestly, slipping Dbehind Tu‘bb:{
Bowncer and grinning OVer that
gentleman’s shoulder 2b the fuﬂﬁ\us
Bertie. “Spare me that! Wallop
mo mnot, I entreat t]llxee!’ = Ao

4 vell, deal ¥, ¥
Bly},esgio\;i’. “Come out ixom
behind Tubby. I pwomise not to
huré you!”

“Do you swear y'
hair of my head?*
vers, in a frightene

“My deah iellab,
word's my gid(_iy_ncr':i
other, euphonistically.
deah bay ; L pwomise nob
youl”

Bertie ; you're too

Manvers,

ou won’t harm a
uestioned Man-
voice.
my beastly
17 replied the
¢ Come outl,
to thwash




“He, he, he!”

“Manvers, is it possible you are
twying to make a fool of me?”

“Imposs., old son,” said Manvers.

“Yags, wathah, of course.”

“Seeing that you're a fool already
—tho silliest, chuckle-headedest,
bhtheringist fool that ever disgraced
$t. John's!”

Bertie Bly literally staggered back-
ward from this unexpected volumo of
abuse.

“Manvahs!” shricked the Toff of
the Fourth, “wemove your coat im-

mediately! Tubby, I must wequest
you to fetch my kid gloves. You
will find a pair in my box. I will

thf;'llsh this wude wuflian at once!”

“Oh, dry up, you giddy wilk!”
cried Bouncer, wiping his streaming
eyes.

_“Tubby, is it possible that you are
.\lludm: to me?” queried Bly,
haughtily. “Wemove your coat
also, and wait your turn to weceive
a fwightful hidin’. I will go and
fotch my gloves myself, for I weally
cannot consent to soil my hands
upon your howwible chivvys. Pway
werain here until I weturn.”

;IHn, ha, ha!”

Marmaduke Percival turned awa
with his head held high in the uiry,
with the result that he walked slap
into Dr. Dalton, who had been
quickly approaching the spot in the
qu‘nd where the trio were.

Pway pardon my wudeness,”
apologised Bertie, hurriedly, picking

mself up from the ground and
pghbely“asslsting the headmaster to
rise. Weally, I cannot expwess
how feahfully sowwy I am not to
hn‘\"e seen you, sir!”

Very"well, my boy, I accept your
apology,” replied the doctor, rather
ruefully, brushing the dust from his
gown; “but I cannot comprehend
why you should walk about the quad-
rangle with your eyes upon the

clouds, What was the matter with
youi®

“I am sufforin’ fwom
cwick in the neck, sir,”
Bertio, promptly.

“Crick in the neck? I'm! I
should strongly advise you to remain
in the school until it is bettor, or
yowll do somebody a serious in-
jury,” was the headmaster’s pood-
natured reply. “By the way,” ho
continued, taking an envelops from
his pocket, “I was coming to give
you this when you walked into mo
just now. It came by tho first post
this motning ; but somchow or other
it became mixed up with my own
private correspondence. I only dis-
covered it half an hour ago. T am
sorry, Bly."”

“Bai Jove!” hooted Bertie, taking
tho extended latter from the doctor’'s
hand and gazing at it delightedly.
“It's my beastly fivah'!”

“Your what?”

“My fivah, sir. It's my birthday,
you know, and I've been expectin’ to
Wweceive this lettah all day!” cried
Marmaduke Percival, who had hur-
riedly torn off a corner of the
envelope and peered inside. “I don’t
caro now if it snows pink. T can see
the boundah in there!”

“See the what?”
astonished headmaster.

“The fivah, sir.”

#0h, quite so—quite so. '‘And
what, may I ask, do you intend ‘to
do with so much money?”

The doctor smiled benignly upon
the Toff of the Fourth as he posed
the question, what time Manvers and
Tubby Bouncer Hdrew attentively

a beantly
answered

queried the

near, broad .and expressive grins
upon their faces.
Marmaduke Percival looked

thoughtful for a moment.

“Well, of course, in the first place,
sir, I shall weally feel it incumbent
upon me to contwibute anothér half-
cwown to your beastly—I mean, yotoe
wipping subscwiption,” he roplied:

% ; Y, & boy!” smiled
the doctor. “Nvery little helps.
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'And what else do you intend to do
with the five-pound-note your father
has so considerately sent you? What
are you going to buy?”

“Gwub, ad lib., and a bwand new
toppah!” replied Bertie, with great
earnestness.

. “Dear me, what extraordinary
things to spend a five-pound-note on'!
In that event, then, I suppose the
Misses Ramsbothom, who keep the
tuck-shop in the village, will benefit
c]ne,f'ly by your father’s generosity,

“Yaas, I suppose they will, sir,”
answered Marmaduke Egbert, who
was dying to make a bee-line for
that_ tuck-shop at the present
moment.

.. “Do you know what I should do
if that money.were mine and 1 were
m“yi:u; shoes?” said the doctor.

sk me anoth--I mean,

no"‘; the faintest idea, sir.:"' e
__“Well, T should form a tuck-shop
of my own in the school.” I should
ﬁ).uy up & ocertain amount of comes-
tibles and confectionery wholesale,
and offer them to the boys at the
same prices as those charged by the
people in the village; then, instead
of going a mile to the tuck-shop
there, they would buy up everything
zguthu(ﬁ to sell, instead of going all
_wa?lted.”smnce to get what they

::Holy;' Moses!” gasped Bertie.

b le, said the doctor, severely,
t‘l}ab 1s not a nice expression.”
Weally, I beg your pardon, sir.
Pway continue your most intewest-
ing wemarks.”

“Well,” said the doctor again,

should use your five-pound iobe, {o£

;l;:ﬁt'gurpose of making a fair
“’Pwoﬁti”
“Certainly. Why not? Every

sovereign spent in wholesale past

and so forth should yield: vol:x tvl;z
or three shillings profit. Quick
sale, quick return, you know. Why,

by the end of term you would in
all probability have doubled that
five-pound mote.”

“Good gwacious!” murmured
Marmaduke Percival, staring at tho
doctor as though he were unable to
credit the evidence of his ears.
“Weally, you don’t say so, sir. You
take my bweath away. It all sounds
like a giddy dream.”

“0f course,” continued tho
doctor, “you would have to give up
a part of your recreation time to
business, which would obviously
coincide with the various recrcation
intervals during the day. Xor tho
better working of ‘the concern you
should form a company of three or
four of your friends. You would
provide the money at the outset,
and they would pay you back oub
of the profits as time went on.
Now, what do you think of the
idea?”

The doctor had begun his remarks
more or less in a jesting spiri, but
as he proceeded the common 50
of the notion struck him so foreib
that his concluding words were quits
serious in their tone.

“Well, sir, I think the idea is
waeslly wipping, and I chall most
assuwedly considah it,” replied
Marmaduke Percival.

“That's right. Take my advics
and form a company, and do as L
have said. You will find that your
tuck-shop—you could use one of the
cycle sheds—will provide you with
both occupatiom, amusement, and
not a little profit as well. ~Now,
why not take your two friends here,
Bouncer and Manvers, into partner-
ship? I always see you three about
together.”

Marmaduke
Jdoubtful.

“Fweddie Manvahs is all right,
but Tubby 'w'd nick half the stock
on the first day, and wuin us at the
outset,” he objected.

“What do you mean, you howl-

Percival looked
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ing lout1” exclaimed Bouncer,
going very red i the face.
“Bouncer!

Bouncer!” said the
doctor, warningly. “That expres-
sion—"

“I beg your pardon, sir, but
Bly—

“Iam quite sure,” interrupted ths
Head, turning with a smile to Mar-
maduke Percival, ““that Robert
SBouncer would do nothing of the
kind.”
~ “No, we'd watch that, sir,”” put
in Manvers.

“Well, well, boys, think it over,
think it over!” remarked the head-
master, nodding pleasantly at tho
three boys, and beginning to wall
away,

The trio.lifted its cap as one man,
and the doctor, retprning the salute,
passed on, leaving Bertie Bly star-
ing after his stately figure with o
thoughtful frown.

A moment later AMarmaduke Per-
cival had slipped forward to Dr.
Dalton’s side again.

“P.wny excuse me, sir,”’ he said,
hurriedly, “but might I ask you
not to mention this wattlin’ notion
of yours to anybody? You ees, sir,
‘we don't want to blow the gaff—let
on, you know—until evewything's
weady.”

“Oh, no, of course no¢, Bly. I
should not think of saying a word,”
assured the Head. <
Y "' k you, sir. I think your
iden's a weally spifin’ one, and we
shall put it into pwactice without

lay.

b " . I am very glad to hear
it. You must let me Lnow how
you're getting on.”

Bertie raised his cap again and
returned to his two . companions,
who had been watching him with
amusement and not a little eager-
ness.

“lWelH" inquired Manvers.

“Aro you poing to take it om?”
questioned Tubby.

Marmaduks DPercive! fixed his
gaze vacantly upon a passing cloud.

“The first meeting of the School-
house Tuck Shop Co., Limited, will
take place in five minutes,” he
vemarked. “Fellow your uucle,
deah boys, and come along.”

CHAPTER VIl
THE TUCK-SHOP OPENS.

Tae next few days were very
active omes , for Messrs. Bly,
Bouncer, and Manvers. Journeys
were taken frequently into the

neighbouring town of Wickleham,
a busy little centre five miles, west-
ward of the village of St. John's, to
arrange for the wnolesale purchase
of every conceivable kind of prog
needed  for the Amalgamated
School-house Tauck Shop Co, Ltd.
The trio, headed by Marmaduke
Percival, worked with enthusiasm,
for tho idea of running a “grub
house,” es Tubby called it, appealed
to them as much for the crow it
would give them over their rivals,
Silas Jinks and Co, the Modern
trio, as the ultimate profit ‘they
hoped to derive from the under-
taking.

By mutual consent it was agreed
that it would be better to open the
store unexpectedly. Consequently,
the Co. worked in the little cycle
shed near the quad gates, which was
to be the scene of their fulure opera-
tions, under shadow of night, after
prep., and before the dormitory
bell. And so quietly and unosten-
tatiously was everything accom-
plished that nebody in the scheol,
with the exception of the doctor
himself, was aware of what was

_going forward.

Consequently, when, upon the
following Wednesday morning, after
second echool, four hundred bgys
turned out for the hour's recreation
before dinner, they were amaszed
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beyond measure fo behold a diminu-
tive tuck-shop planted as if by fairy
hands in their very midst, or, more
correctly speaking, in the north-
west corner of the quad.

The Lower Fifth were out first,
and they stood together in a crowd
for a few moments, as though spell-
bound at the wunexpected sight.
Then with a wild whoop they dashed
forward, under the impression that
some new and original jape was in
progress.  Arriving at the cycle
shed, they observed to their further
amazement - Marmaduke Percival
Egbert Bly, Robert Bouncer, and
Frederick Howard Manvers standing
smilingly behind their well-stocked
counter, surrounded upon every hand
by bottles of sweets, dough-nuts,
oranges, apples, and bananas. In a
corner, upon a high stool, there
reposed a very small cask bearing
the legend “Ginger Beer on
Draught.”

The counter—two Iong boards
Testing upon trestles and covered
w‘xth a snowy white tablecloth,
kindly lent Ly the doctor’s wife—
was liberally supplied with plates
of pastries, dishes of nuts, small

bags of popcorn, sandwiches, ice-
cream, and dough-nuts innumer-
able. Over the top of the cycle shed

a huge notice had been nailed :

®THE AMALGAMATED SCHOOL-
HOUSE TUCK SHOP €O., LTD.
Managing Dircetor: Marmaduke Per-
cival Egbert Bly, Esq.
WaLk Url WaLk Ur! Wark Urp!
Cheap Prog! First-Class 1i
Credit and no 'AQn‘i‘xul £
CoME IN YOUR THOUSBANDS!
Where else can you get such Rattli:
Grub? Nowhere! Where elsecnnt;zg
purchase Better Suckers ? Nowhera!
Rofr Up, COMRADES! PraxN
THE GIDDY DIBS AND TAKnKYIo)gl‘zW
CHoI0E!
POPULAR PRICES,

AL
Watcong, UL ARE

Overcome with astonishment, the
Lower Fifth stood en masse before
the tuck-shop, staring at this an-
nouncement wide-eyed and open-
mouthed.

Was it a joke on the part of the
school-house juniors, or was it 2
really bona-fide concern? they in-
quired. Other fellows were arriving
at every instant, and the clamour
which arose upon every hand was
almost deafening.

“Here, I say, Bly, what's 1t all
mean?”

“Js it s wangle, Manvers?”

“What's the jape, you chaps?

“Come on, deah boys, and make
your purchasesl” shouted Bertio
above the din. “Walk up, deah
fellows, we are waiting to walt upon
you, hal ha! Twy our gmgcr-bcur;
it's weally wipping!”

“Come on, old kids!” shouted
Manvers. “Pplank down  your
money, and have a shot at our
Neapolitan ice-cream! Only a
ha’penny a time!”

“Yaas, wathah! Twy our ice-
cweam. It's weally \v(llppmgi o
% oh-nuts are dirt cheap:
T back his

howled Tubby, throwing

head and giving full play to }Ti?
lungs. “Come om, you wasters :
Come on, you rotten blighters!

Come on and try 'em!”

“Our thwec-ci)mer{;d t.guﬁ's
dweams!” backed up Bertie.
gt‘:x(;)d ihere, deah bo_y_s, like a lot
of beastly sheep! Give us y(}ur
beastly custom, and make way for
the othahs!”

By this time the whole school h;\i
turmed out, and were flooding tha
quad on all sides, filling the air
with shouts and war-whoops, as wad
their usual custom when first 10

from class.
lezg:i in spite of the large attend-
ance, no one as yet had come f?:-
ward to purchase anything, in spite
of the strenuous imvitations of the
“(Co.” behind the counter. Nearly
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all the fellows still laboured under
the impression that the whole thing
was a colossal joke, and they were
chary of falling into what they
imagined must be a prepared trap
of some kind.

Dr. Dalton, however, appearing
on the scene at this moment, scon
put all doubts-to rest. Making his
way through the crowd, which at
once divided respectfully upon each
side to let him pass, the head-
master, arrayed in the full glory of
cap and gown, pince-nez on nose,
and with & seraphic smile upon his
face, approached tho counter and
laid a sixpence upon it.:

“Kindly sell me a jam tart and—
er—a bottle of ginger-beer,” he said,
in his blandest tones, while the
crowd looked on in breathless
amazement.

“Yes, sir.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

he Co. almost shouted the words
8s they turned simultaneously to
execute their first order.

“My dear Tubby, do pway mind
my feet! I'm mnot a beastly door-
mat!” gasped Marmaduks Percival,

Irz&lmically hopping about.

ry, old id,” murmured
Tubby, breathlessly, diving for a
corkscrew.

“Why don’t you hang
your feet over the counter if you
don’t want them trodden on?”

“Rasp})erry, apricot, or straw-
berry, sir?” said Manvers, in his
politest accents, handing the Head
a plate of pastries as he spoke. “I
can strongly recommend the apricot,
although there is no gainsaying that
the raspberries aro a little fresher.

N the other hand, the straw-

erry—

“I will take a raspbe tart,”
said the doctor, helpirlig }l;li,{nself as
he spoke.

“Mr. Harvey,
have?” he ad ed,
house master, -

what will you
turning to the
who had strolled up

at that moment. “Will you share a
bottle of ginger-beer with me?*
“Delighted ! ” responded
Harvey, with an amused smile.

“Will _you get off my feet, you

My,

wotten boundah!” hooted Bertie
Bly, as the over-zealous Tubby
made another wild dash for a
tumbler.

Chatting together as though the
newly-formed tuck-shop was the
most ordinary thing in the world,
the pedagogue of St. John's and the
House master of the Ancients
remained standing by the counter
until they had finished their jam
tarts and ginger-beer, after which
the doctor picked up his twopence
change, and with a nod and a smile
at the enterprising Co., sauntered off
with his colleague.

The head-master’s action imme-
diately broke the ice, for he and
Mr. Harvey had no sooner left than
with a whoop the crowd of fellowsa
standing  about the tuck-shop
descended upon it in force, fighting
for places, and creating a dim and
clamour that could be heard from
the far side of the school-house
buildings.

“Hi, Bertie, chuck .us
bottle of ginger-beer!”

“Yaas, wathah! Ialf a heastly
mo’, deah boy!”

“Manvers, old son, bung us a
dough-nut! Iow much?”

“Penny. Hand it -over.
the ticket. Here you are.”

“Bouncer, penn’orth of suckers.”

“Right-o, old kid! Wait a tick:"

“Tubby, will you please welwain
fwom tweading on my feet? You're
wuinin’ my beastly patents!”

““Oh, rats! Shove your feet under
the blinking counter and get rid of
them!”

“Wats,
wottah |”

“I say, Egbert, buck up with my
bottle of ginger-beer,” :

“Yaas, deah boy! I'm just comin’

cver o

That’s

yourself, you wude
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Pway possess your beasily

with it.
30

soul in patience for half a motor

The clamour arose louder still.
Everybody was speaking at once.
Everybody wanted to be served
immediately, and it was as much as
the Co. could do to serve even a {enth
part of the eager crowd.

“Say, Manvers, expostulated Silas
Jinks, who, with Jack Joyce and
Archie Bruce, had eventually fought
his way through the throng of
fellows to- the tuck-shop counter,
“hurry up with my toffee. Been
waiting here nearly a minute.”

“Jumpin’ Jewewsalem, give us a
chance, old fellah!” gasped Bertie,
who was darting hither and thither
in a frantic attempt to serve half a
dozen fellows at once.

C“You'll be served if you wait a
tick,” cxpostulated Tubby, holding
out a bag of popeorn in one hand
and pouring out a bottle of ginger-
beer with the otler.

“(:‘iledar\}wﬁ, some of you,” com-
manded Manvers, “ar i )
chaps behind a look il.x‘:']"‘j Rk

Accing upon the hint, those who
had been provided with the thin
they had bought moved off to allow
the rest of the crowd to purchase
what they required. An ever-
moving  stremm  in  consequence
jostled by, while pennies and hali-
pence, threcpenny bits, and even
slXpences, poured into the ccffers
of the Co. in an unending torrent.
Bly, Bouncer, and Manvers worked
like Trojans to supply the wanis of
the clamouring throng until, at the
enld ’of h;.lfhnn hour, their arms
achsd and thei ¢ diz
with their excrfio}:g.ads L e

At length, long beforc the whole
of the crowd had been served, Man-
vers stood up upon the csuntér, and
made an announsement  which
brought a dismal groan from the
ga&l‘;frmg.

e Amalgamated Tuck
Co., Ltd., had sold out! S hop

CHAPTER IX.
A BUSY AFTERNOON.

Wiir the foregoing events had
Deen in progress in the quad,
Larrymore Logan, the bully of St.
John’s, was seated at the window
of his study in Fuller'’s House, the
Moderns’ headquarters, perusing a
letter for the twentieth time, which
had come by that morning's post.
It was written in a bold caligraphy,
and ran:

“DEAR Mr. Locax,—I am writing to
you for the last time to eay that, unless
you pay me somecthing substantial on
account of your debt with me, I shall
have no alternative but to call upon your
father and explain the situation. What
ure you going to do in the matter? I
have given you every opportunity to
settlo up, but my patience is now com-
pletely exhausted. Remember, I do not
threafen idly. Send me a fiver within
the next few days, and I will agree to
hold my tongue. ~ Fail to doso, and you
will compel me to give you away.

«This is the last time I shall write lo
you upon the subject.

« Awailing the favour of an early
reply, 1 am, yours truly,

«Isaac Connn.”

When Logan had perused this
epistle again he sprang to his fect,
and tearing it up into little pieces,
flung it savagely into the grate.

«Curse him!” he muttered, begin-
ning to pace up and down the little
Toom. “Curse him a thousand
times! Ie takes advantage of my
wealkness for backing horses and
playing cards to lend me the money
at an cutrageous rate of interest,
and now he threatens me. Tell the
gov'nor, eh? Phew! it'll go dashed
hard with me if he does. Why,
lLang it, I shall be ruined! The old
boy 'ud take me away from the coll.
instanter if he ever learnt that I'd
backed the gees and gambled.”

For a while he continued to walk
to and fro, his hands thrust deep
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tmto his pockets, his forehead
wrinkled up in a thoughtfnl frown.
“This old rascal Cohen lent me
the money, in spite of the fact that
I was a minor, knowing that he had
ouly to present his bill to th-
govnor to have it paid. vell "—
Logan stopped in his perambulation
and stared at his reflection in the
‘hirror over the mantelpiece—"if I
can't -stop this wretched money-
lender from blabbing I shall be
dished—dished utterly.”
He fan his fingers through his
air, and continued his walk again.
And I can see no way of staving
the brute off ary lonwer. and that's a
fact,” he growied. “I've borrowed
every penny I could; I've pumped
everyone dry. No one but a bprn
idiot, in or out of the coll., would
think of lending me another halt-
penny. By Georgel” cried Logarr,
aloud, “it’s serious—it’s frightfully
‘sler}’ous. I don’t know what I shall
0.

The strong sunlight of = fine Juno
morning streamed through the study
window, illuminating the boy's face.
dtm‘:vasl viry pale. Thero was a

‘awn_look upon it; hi
f\l}‘l of troubl£ gy wers

By all the gods,” he muttered,
c]encl‘lxng his hands and biting his
lip, ¢ something *11 have to be done,
and soon !

A clamour of shouting came wafted
from the _direction of the quad,
where business at the newly-formed
tuck-shop was in full progress.
I:ogan turned his head tn the direc-
tion of the sound, and then again
Tesumed his walk.

‘Something must be done. Some-

OW, anyhow, ¥ must ward this
fellow off. But how—how!”

* * * * *

The initial success of their ven-
ture in founding the tuck-shop filled
the respective breasts of Bertie Bly,
Tubby, and Manvers with a very
pardonable elation. They had sold

out in half an hour, even to the
last bottlo of ginger-beer and the
final orange, and upon squering
accounts they discovered to their
satisfaction and surprise that they
had made a met profit of six shil-
lings and elevenpence-halfpenny,
which, considering the comparatively
brief period during which the “shop”
had been open to the public, was
xery creditable.

“I weally had no ideah my motion
of starting a beastly gwub-shop
would turn out to be so wippingly
successful,” remarked Marmaduka
Percival, an hour or two after the
cycle shed had been closed for the
day.

“My hat! T like that! Your
notion? 'What price the doctor?”

But Bertie ignored the remark.
Dinner in Hall was over, and the
threo friends had foregathered in
their study to make up theiz
accounts.

“Instead of playing cwicket, we
must toddle ovah to Wickleham and
buy up some more gwub,” continued
the Toff of the Fourth, “so that we
can westock the beastly tuck-shop
weady for the morning; then wa
must give a standin’ ordah for sup-
plies to be sent up evewy day—
what ?”

“Quite tight, Xgbert,” assented
Manvers,

“That's the ticket!” chimed in
Tubb;

Y.

“I think, deah boys, that as wa
are goin’ to twansact a_vewy import-
ant business mattah, I had weally,
kettah wear my toppah. Don't you
think so, chappies?”

“Rather!” = said “Itx
lend us dig.”

Bertio retired to his dormitory,
while Tubby Bouncer and Mauvers
occupied their timo in waiting by
chivvyihg a few juniors about the
quad. After a quartor of an hour,
howover, Marmaduke FPorcival ap-
peared upon the sceno again resplens

Tubby.
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geilt in Etons and a brand-new silk
at.

The youthful scion was immacu-
late, from his glossy topper to his
patent leather boots. His trousers
were perfectly creased, his waist-
coat was new, while the collar which
graced his neck was a little higher,
if anything, than the one he usually
sported on Sundays, It kept his
head very upright, and gave him the
appearance, as Tubby said, of look-
ing over a white-washed wall, while
the silk necktie he had purchased in
Piccadilly the day before he had re-
turned to the school, coupled with

his pold-knobbed cane and his
lemon-coloured gloves, made up an
ensemble which delighted his two
friends beyond words.

“My only, ageing aunt!” ex-

claimed Tubby, as the Toff of the
Fourth advanced leisurely towards
him and Manvers as they stood by
the quadrangle gates, “isn’'t he
magnif. 2"

“Spiffin!” assented Manvers, with
# grin,
_ “Bertie, you do us proud!” Tubb
Temarked, fervently.p “You're Z-
tre:at for tired eyes to look at.”

‘Hg\v: d’you like my new top-
pah?” inquired Marmaduke Perci-
val, tilting his glossy .headgear a
little forward and to the left as he
-pgsed the question. “I weally fancy
it's wathah more fash. than the
last one—what ?”

M“Abso. gorg., dear boy!” said
anvers. ~ “Your other toppers
weren't in it with that one.”

s Come on, Egbert,” said Tubby

thuncer, linking his arm within

Mat of the young dandy, while
anvers did the same. ¢ Come on,

My gay Beau Brummel, and give the

village a treat!”

3 By the way, Bertie, have you
rought the ’oof with you?” Man-

Vef‘s quastioned.

.. “My deah fellah, do you imagine
at I am milky on the beastly
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filbert, o= what? Of course I've
bwought the ’oof.”

“Good on you, Marmaduke! ILet
us hie ourselves unto the station,
then, or we shall miss the giddy
puff.”

Two mi
marching across

nutes later the trio wero
the quad. to_the
school-gates bound for the village
station, whence they would take the
local train to the neighbouring town
of Wickleham and walk back. They
had tried to persuade Jim Carton to
accompany them upon their busi
ness expedition ; ‘but that young
man, whom they had discovered
with a wet towel round his head
stewing at “Homer” in his reom,
refused point-blank to stir. The
term-end examinations were not far
distant, and he was admittedly
making a desperate effort to cram
up in time to get his “remove” for
next half.

Tt was market-day in
as a consequence of whi
street presented a scene
activity and bustle. As the trio
made their way towards the station
many amused glances were thrown
at Bertie Bly.as he stalked majes-
tically between his two friends.

Farmers and shopkeepers standing
at their doors cracked indifferent
jokes at Marmaduke Percival’s ex-
pence ; small boys shouted after him
inquiring, in a snatch of ribald song,
where he had purchased his head-
gear, while several country lasses
favoured the Toff of the Fourth with
a giggle as he paraded down the
High Street, his aristocratic features
wearing an expression of becoming
ennui and buredom.

“My word, Egbert, if you're not
off ! ” grinned Manvers.

“Creating an absolute furore, old
son!” laughed Tubby.

The faintest suspicion of a smile
curved the lips of Percival Egbert.

“Yaas, deah boys, I wathal
imagine that I am cweating somi-

the village,
ch its single
of unwonte!



thing of a giddy sensation,” he said.
“Fact is, these honest people hawdly
evah get a weally decent chance of
seeing me weally pwoperly dwessed.
Let's walk a little slowah, deah
boys. T should hate to curtail their
enjoyment.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tubby, I must weally wequest
you not to guffaw like a beastly
hyena when in my company.”

. “Sorry,  Egbert,” apologised
uncer, “but you're Teal cheese,
aren't you?”

The Toff of the Fourth stopped ab-
Tuptly and regarded the speaker
with a cold stare.

“Tubby, I must weally wequest
You to wefwain fwom weferwing to
me as ‘cheese.” I considah it a
disgustin’ simile!”

“Jumping Jehoshaphat!” yelled
Manvers, whose glance had at that
moment alighted upon the station
clock in the distance, “it's half-past
four, and the train goes at four-
thirty-ive.  Come on, or we shall
miss it!”

He sprinted off in the direction of
the station, while Tubby Bouncer,
seizing  Bertie by the arm, en-
deavoured to drag the Toff of the
ourth along as well. -

“I‘;Come on, fathead!” he cried.
R“::c!]:’. up! Move your giddy pins!

“T wefuse to wun!” replied Mar-
maduke Percival. “I wegn\vd wun-
mng as being utterly vulgah.”
trniﬁ‘!l?" dash it, owl, yow'll miss the

“Blow the twain!
my deah fellah.
huwwied.” .

. “Very well, then, stay behind,

- Josser!” hooted Tubby, letting go his
hold of Bly's arm and dashing off
in Manvers's wake. ¥

Fortunately, however, the outside
clock of the station was four minutes
fast, so that when Manvers and

Wun yourself,
I wefuse to be

Bouncer tushed upon the platform.

and entered the little local train
which was to take them to the neigh-
bouring town they found that they
had three minutes to sparve.

“All  that giddy canter for
nothing!” growled AManvers, from
whom tho perspivation was stream-
ing in little rivulets. ‘Confound

it!”
“And I bunged away half a
doughnut, too!” exclaimed Tubby,

indignantly. ‘“QGot the tickets?”
“Course T've got the tickets, fat-

head ! ™
wm

Take one for Bertie?”
“Yes. Where is he?”

“There he ig, there's the blighter,
as cool as a giddy cucumber!”
snorted Tubby, mopping his fore-
head and nodding up the platform,
along which Marmaduke Percival
was now strolling leisurcly, twirling
his gold-knobbed cane in his hand.

“There you are, then, deah boys,”
greeted the latter, with a languid
smile. “Bai Jove, but you weally
look quite hot! Been wunnin’?”

“Co on, jump in, Xghert,” said
Manvers, indicating a third-class
compartment with a jerk of his
thumb. “We shall go off in a
minute.”

The Toff of the Fourth gave vent
to a gasp of mingled horror and
astonishment.

“My deah fellahs,” he said, “do
you weally imagine that I am going

to twavel in that howwible old
beetle-widden  cattle-twuck? Bai
TN

Jove! what do you take me for
‘“Well, what do you want to

{ravel,

“first’?” inquired Manvers, staring.
“My hat! shall we get 'em to shove

on a Pullman for you?” exclaimed
Tubby Bouncer.

“Twy to wefwain fwom_ bein’
wude, deah boys,” replied Bertie,
with hauteur. “Of course we'ro

goin’ to twavel first, or nothing. Tol-
low your leadah, fathead, and don’t
play the giddy ox!”

Manvers and Bouncer followed tho
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Toff of the Fourth into a first-class
npartment, upon the cushions of
they distributed themselves in
es of elecance and ease.
“This is a bit of all-right, this
' remarked Tubby.

“Yes, but we shall get it in the
vk from the guard for travelling
t with third tickets,” Manvers
growled.

“Leave
answered < Marmaduke
loftily. “If there’s any
wely upon me.”

At that moment the guard’s
whistle sounded, and the train, with
a preliminary jerk, began to move.
Tho same instant, however, there
was a wild rush of feet, and a
middle-aged man, of portly build
and rubicund countenance, dashed
up the platform.

“Bwavo!” hooted Bertie, from
the window. “T’ll bet you a tanner
to a beastly sixpence this twain gets
to the next station before you!”

“Stand back there!” shouted the
guard.

“Nonsense!” gasped the middle-
aged gentleman, flinging open the
door of the first-class compartment
in which the three boys were en-
sconced and springing in wildly
upon Bertie's feet.

He closed the door bekind him
with a bang, the.train glided out of
the liitle station, and the new-
comer flung himself down breath-
lessly into the only unoccupied
corner of the compartment, breath-
ing heavily, what time Bly, clutch-
ing his left foot in both hands,
wriggled about on the cushions like
an cel.

“I am afraid I trod on your foot,
young gentleman,” apologised he of
the portly frame, gazing at the
writhing Marmaduke Percival over
the top of his pince-nez with an oily
sml!lc. “Hope I haven’t hurt you?”’

Oh, pway don't mention it!”
gasped Bly. “I thowoughly enjoyed

it to me, deah boys,”
Percival,

twouble,

it. I should be vewy much obliged
if you’d dance about on my othe,l:
foot for a bit just to make it even.”

“Don’t be rude, young ‘sn',”. Te-
torted the old gentleman, irascibly.

“Wude, my cye!” exclaimed tho
indignant Egbert. “You should

have waited for the next twain ; be-
side, I vewy much doubt if you
had any wight to entah this com-
partment at all.”
“Why, what do
rou——" A
7 “ave you a first-class ticket?”
inquired Bertie, haughtily.
“What's that gob to do with you?
Mind your own business!” rappe
out the other. :
Tive minutes later the train ral
in to the mext station. g
“Portah,” cried Bertie, leaning
out of the open window and beckon-
ing a railway servant with h,l,s gold-
knobbed cane, “come heah!
“Yes, sir?” replied the porter,
with avidity, scenting a tip In view
of Percival Igbert's immaculate
attire and glossy topper. 5
«] am extwemely sowwy 10
twouble you, but I must weally \\]?-
quest you to examine this gent L('l
man’s  wailway-ticket. Hti“.h(l\,wp]l:ﬁt

you . mean,

into our cawwiage at
station, but I am convinced t'h?t heo
is twavellin’ first-class with &

beastly third-class ticket!”

“Ho, in that case we'd better have
a squint at 1 rem:u-kcgl the porter,
dropping his trolley with a crn[sx
upon the platform and opening the
carriage door. “May 1 see your
ticket, please?” he added.

“No, you may not!” retorted the

corpulent gentleman to whom the
question was addressed. i

“Ho, we'll sce about that.
Guard !”

“What's the matter?

wrong here?” inquired th::“ au
coming up at the summons. W
the trouble?” i)

“Qld gent here refuses to show hig



ticket,” explained the porter. ““This
_young toff says as ’ow 'e's only got
a third-class ticket.”

“I am afraid I must trouble you
to let me see it,” said the guard,
holding out his hand.

Purple with anger, the florid-faced
man’ in the corner produced the re-
turn half of a third-class ticket,
which he held out to the guard with
a muttered apology.

“Here, this won't do, sir,” said
that worthy, severely. “You'll
have to get out and change your
carriage, unless you like to pay the
difference to Wickleham.”

“I ain't going to pay mo differenco
for anybody!” growled the old
gentleman. 41 sWOp my
carriage.”

Gathering up his hat and stick,
he stepped out of the compartment,
with a glare at the imperturbable
Bly.

“I must warn you not to dc this
gort of thing again, sir,” said the
guard, “or you'll get into trouble.
Thero's too much of that sort of
thing goes on on this line for my
fancy.  'Urry'uwp, if you pleass!
Third-class compartments at the
other end.”

“The beastly boundah!” ex-
cla.unod Marmaduke Percival, gaz-
ing indignantly after the retreating
form of the other. “ Wotten
waster! T weally cannot .under
stand how people have the cheek to
h‘:n-\'ol fiust with a third-class ticket.
It's weally disgwaceful!  Portahl
ere is a tanner for your twouble.”

“Thank you, sir!” said the por-
ter, taking the proffered sixpence
with a grin.

T am glad you called our atten-
tion "to this matter. young gentle-
man,” said the guard, addressing
Bly. “It's not the first time we've
caught people doing the same sort of
th}‘ng I'm much obliged to you.”

_ “Pway don’t mention it! I we-
gard chat fellah’s conduct as being

most wepwehensible,
to be shown up.”

“My hat!” blurted out Tubly
Bouncer, unable to contun !
at the sight of Bly's expresio
injured innocence.

“Shut up, fathead!" whisy
Manvers, fiercely, landing out
Bouncer with o hand n + h
clasped the three third-class i
he had purchased for himscli ax
the other two a while since.

Tubby deftly parried the
with the vesult that the thi:
in question flew out of his has
fell upon the floor imm
front of the open door w
guard was standing.

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” cried the
official, seizing the pasteb s
quickly. “What does this mean?
These are not the right colour!”

He glanced at the tickets, and
then held them out to Bertie Bly
with an indignant stare.

“Fh?” queried Marmaduke Per-

He desorved

cival. “What?”

“These 'ere are third-class
tickets!” rapped out the choleric
guard,

“Of course they are, deah boy!"”
replied Marmaduke Percival.

“Great Scott! tell me something L
don’t know!”

“And you're
them ?”

“Poor deah Queen Anne is long
since «efunct,” replied Bertie,
calmly. “‘But pway don’t gét your
wag oub! We were going to pay the
diffewence.”

“Well, of all the confounded,
impudence!” gasped the
guard. “You call me up te turn a
man out when you have only got
third-class tickets yourselves!”

“My dear fellah, I am vewy much
afwaid you are lacking in a sense of
humour.”

“What?”

“Jump on your bally engine, deah
boy, and dwive your beastly twvain,”

travelling  with
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continued Marmaduke Percival, im-
perturbably. “And if you will vewy
kindly send me a ticket-collector by-
and-by, I will dub up the diffewence
with gweat pleasure!”

The whistle sounded from the
other end of the train, and the guard
moved hurriedly off, while the grin-
ning porter closed the door.

Arriving at the station of Wickle-
ham the boys paid the excess fare
due. on their tickets, and then made
their way into the busy little town,
with the intention of giving the
orders at the wholesale confectioners
for the morrow’s supply of comeés-
tibles to be sent up to the echool.

We must find the cheapest bally
‘!‘hop in the place,” said Manvers.

Yesterday’s lot of grub was too ex-
pensive. The lower the price we get
the prog for, the better the giddy
profit.”

“Wathaht We'll find 2 wattlin’
cheap place somewhere—— Hallo,
deah boys! that’s a weally wipping
girl!” U

The Toff of the Fewrth had pulled
?gt?utmge :l}xm door of a small con-

loner’s shop in the High Street,
behind the counter of Whigh a smil-
ing, pleasant-faced girl of aboub
twenty was arramnging eome pastry
on a large glass dish.

Come on, fathead!” exclaimed
Manvers, wrathfully. “What the
dickens have girls got to do with
You? Come to the wholesale place
an‘z‘i let’s do our business, crackpot.”

.“Yes, buck up, Bertie!” said
Tubby Bouncer, “or the giddy
place’ll be closed for the night. Be-
F‘fieS, if we give’ em a decent order,
it’s ten to one that they’ll bung us
In a few dough-nuts and things for
no‘lihmg while we're there.”

Tubby, youre a howwible,
gweedy beast !

“Rats! Come on!”

They led the reluctant Egbert
2long “the crowded High Street in
the direction of the big wholesale

confectioner’s, which was situated
at the further end.

“I say, deah boys, that weally
was a wipping girl!” broke out
Marmaduke Percival, when they had
traversed a few hundred yards. “I
weally think——"

“Hanged if you do!” said Man-
vers. ‘“I've never known you think
yet. Come on!”

They wended their way in and out
among the crowd — for it was
market-day in Wickleham, too, and
the pavements were well-filled with
pedestrians in consequence — until
suddenly Manvers and Bouncer dis-
covered that Bertie Bly was Do
longer by their side. >

“Hallo!” exclaimed Manvers,
“where's the image gone?”

“Dunno!” grinned Tubby. “He
was hers a little while ago.” -

The Toff of the Fourth had dis-
appeared as if by magic!

¥or the next ten minutes the two
boys ocoupied themselves in sceking
for their missing chum. But in
vain. Not a sign of Marmaduke
Percival could they see.

_“Scotleand Yard! I know where
he’s gone ! said Manvers, wuddenly.

“Of his giddy rocker, I should
think!”

“He's gone back to have another
look at that girl in tha confectioner’s
we passed just mow.”

“By Jove! I believe you're right!
The silly image!”

They turned, and making their
way along the thronged pavements,
came at length to the confectioner’s
Pcering in through the window, they
observed Marmaduke Percival Bg-
bert engaged in closé conversation
with the pretty girl behind the
counter, upon which Bertie Bly was
leaming.

“What the deuce is he up to?” ex-
claimed Manvers.

“Come on, F¥red!” Bouncer
grinned: *“We must hear what the
silly jackass is gassing about.”
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Under cover of some wedding-
cake boxes which had just been un-
packed and stood piled near the
open door, the two eavesdroppers
wera enabled to approach a few
yards into the shop without being
observed.

“Four dozen raspberry tarts, four

dozen apricot ditfo, and six dozen
three-cornered puffs!” Marmaduke
Percival was saying, in his most
mellifluous accents. “Three dozen
custards, and half a gross of dough-
nuts!”
_ “Yes, sir,” said the girl, sweetly,
as she rapidly dotted down the items
upon a slip of paper before her.
& .'}‘nythmg else, gir?”

Oh, yes! oh, lor, yes!” replied
Egbert Percival, hurriedly, blush-
ing to the roots of his flaming red
hair as he spoke. “I haven't half-

finished yet. Wathah not! I want
a howwible lot of things!” g
Manvers and Tubby Bouncer

gasped as they realised in an in-
stant what had occurred. Charmed
by the pretty face of the girl-
assistant, Bly had slipped their
company upon the first opportunity,
and was now giving a wholesale
order to the delighted damsel, buy-
ing up a stock of pastry at prac-
tically retail instead of wholesale
prices, for the tuck-shop at the
school !

“Now, my deah young lady,”
began Bertie, desisting from sucking
the gold knob of his cane for a
moment o bestow a killing smile
upon the giggling girl, ‘we will be-
gin on the sweet list.”

Oh, no, wo won't!” cried Man-
vers, darting forward from his place
of ‘cinccn.lmont.

“Not if we know it!” ckle
Tubby, W chuckled
_ Marmaduke Percival started gal-
vanically, and, swiftly turning, up-
Bot & huge tray of bath-buns all over
‘the floor,

“Fweddy Manvers! Tubby! How

dare you intwude yourselves like
this?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I must wequest you to leave these
pwemises immediately!”
“Come  on, you

chump !”

“Manvers, release me! Tubby,
let go my arm, you howwible wot-
tah! Xindly wemove your filthy
flippahs from my coat, Fweddy.
Tubby, you are wumpling my
collah ! ”

“Come on!”

“Travel | ”

“Pway don't ba so wough!
just giving an ordah &

“Yes, we heard you!” grinned
Manvers. “You mustn’t mind him,
miss,” he added, turning to the per-
turbed-looking  girl  behind the
counter. “Ho's off his giddy rocker,
you know.”

“I beg your pardon—-"

“Milky on the filbert,” explained
Tubby Bouncer. ‘Crumpy—balmy
—mad, you know.”

“Manvers! Tubby! how dare you
tell such fwightful whoppahs?”

“I say, miss, ho hasn’'t paid you
anything yet, has he?” inquired
Manvers, seriously.

“No, not yet, sirr He was just
giving me the order, when )

“Ah, then that's all right,” said
Manvers, in a tone of gréat relief.
“’Fraid you must cancel that order,
miss. You see, the poor fellow isn't
responsible for his actions.”

“You wottah !”

“Bung him out, Tubby!” com-
manded Manvers, laying hold of
Marmaduke Percival and dragging
him towards the door.

“Welease me!  Welease me at
once, you howwible wuffians!"”

But -his hardhearted amd unsym-
pathetic chums ran the youthful
scion of the noble house of Bly
through the shop-door into the
street, where, deaf to his oxpostula-
tions and indignant threats of dire

fatheaded

I am
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reprigals, they dragged him off to
the wholesale confectioner’s at the
other end of the town and stood over
him what time he grudgingly gave
the extensive order for the morning.

After that they lugged him off to
the station, refusing to let go their
hold of his collar until the train had
started back to St. Johm’s.

“P'waps you boundahs were
wight to wun me away fwom that
shop, after all,” Percival Egbert
agreed, magnanimously, as the train
moved out of the station. “The
pwices that young lady quoted for
the gwub were wuinous. At the same
time, deah boys,” added the Toff of

the Fourth, with a heavy sigh, as:

he gazed out of the window at the
now rapidly-receding town, “she was
a weally wippin’ girl!”

* * * % &
That Bertie Bly and Co. effected
their commercial transactions suc-
cessfully might be judged from the
fact that, after second school upon
the following day, their tuck-shop
was replenished with every possible
kind of comestible, while they had
a reserve store packed away in their
study as well.

Again the whole’ school made a
Ttush upon the “place, and again
money flowed like water.into the
coffers of the enterprising three.

Only one little difference occurred
among them, and that was when,
during a lull in business, Tubby
Bouncer was caught rted-handed
filching a doughnut and surreptiti-
ously conveying same to his mouth.
At first he denied: the charge of
pilfering, but when the doughnut in
question was forcihly extracted from
his jacket-pocket, he begged forgive-
ness of his two partners, and pro-
mised not to commit the same offence
again.

But both Bertie and Manvers
Enew Tubby’s weakness for food of
old ; consequently they threatened to
kick him out of the firm there and

then, unless he consenfed to wear a
muzzle, as Manvers disrespectfully
callgd it, during business hours.

At first Tubby had - strenuously
refused to entertain the notion for a
moment ; but, seeing that his two
friends meant to enforce their threat
at all costs, he eventually gave way,
as a result.of which the fat boy of
Bt. John'’s was to be seen assisting
in tho dispensation of the prog. dis-
figured' by a fencing-mask, which his
two colleagues had secured about his
neck, and through the wire-work of
which he glared furiously at the
grinning boy whom it fell to his lof
to serve.

The next morning, however, when
the trio sallied forth after secon
school from their classroom to hastily:
take charge of their “shop” before
the rest of the fellows made a Tun
upon it, they weore staggered and
amazed to observe upon the other
side of the quad, exactly opposite
their own tuck-shop, a stall comi
posed of boxes covered with red
cloth, upon which there stoo({ﬂ
large array of comestibles, \\'.'nlo
ranged upon more boxes behind \\c‘ro
baskets of oranges and apples, stacks
of ginger-beer bottles, and grea
bundles of bananas. Hampers stood
about, everywhere, .hkewxse’ gﬂ‘nf?:
jars labelled “Temonade, “In(zl_
there were two tins of sherb‘et,‘ an
one fair-sized crate marked ‘.'lom:s;.
toes.” Above, the stall a kind o=
canopy had been arranged over ff)l;l
broom-handles stuck in four banci
filled with mould, and from the frol]"t
of this canopy—a large T“ “d
tablecloth—thers depended a placar
bearing the legend :

AMERICAN STORE!
Proprictor : Silas Jinks, Esq.
Munnging Directors: Messrs. John
Edyward Joyce and Archibald Mac-
donald Bruce.
CurriNe Prices| HA’PERNY IN THH
TLNNER OFF ALL PURCHASES!
No Dup STU¥F!
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Jinks for Ever!
NO CONNECTION WITH THE FIRM
OVER THE WAY!

Come up, Moderns, and patroniso
our own side! A Model Store for
fodern Men! Everything cheaper and

better than the tuck shop opposite!
Rally round the Stars and Stripes !

Behind the counter Silas Jinks,
Jack Joyce, and Archie Bruce were
standing gazing at the three school-
house juniors with expansive grins
as the latter came to a halt in their
wild career and stared at the rival
store  with widely-dilated eyes and
dr?oping jaws.

‘W-w-w-well, I'm spiflicated!”
gasped Manvers.

“My beastly hat!” murmured
Marmaduke Percival. “Am L

weamin’, or have 1 got ’em again?”
! “The rotters!” blurted out Tubby,
“the absolute wasters! We're dished
—we'ro diddled—we're done in the
giddy optic!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the three
Moderns from behind their counter.

“You beasts, you wotten boundahs,
you—you P

“Ho,. ho, ho!”

.“Come on!” cried Manvers, ex-
citedly. “Here come the Fifth
Formers! The whole school will be
out in half a tick. ILet's cut to our
own show quick!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Followed by the derisive jeers of
Jinks and Co., the school-house trio
scuttled away across the quad to
their cycle house, the big acors of
which they hastily unlocked and
flung open, displaying to view their
own  well-filled and carefully
arranged counter. They had barely

one so when thers came a stampede
of running feet mingled with shout-
ing as the boys poured out of the
various classrooms into the quad-
rangle.

“Walk up! Walk up! Walk up!”
bawled Silas Jinks and his two col-
leagues. “Gather round, Moderns!

Who'll buy?
once!”

“Stick to the old firm!” yelled
Manvers from the other side of the
quad. “‘Cheap and nasty’ ain’t
the motte here!”

“Yaas, wathah! Stick to the old
firm and shame the giddy devil!”™
hooted Bertie.

The unexpected sight of the rival

Don't all speak at

" tuck-shop brought shouts of laughter

from the crowd of fellows who were
streaming into the quad at every

‘moment.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The roar of merviment might have
been heard a mile away as it roso
again and again upon the quiet noon-
day air.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on,” cried Silas Jinks,
standing on a tub and waving a
penny flag decorated with the Stars
and Stripes. “Now's your chance,
sonnies! This is the firm for honest
dealing and value for your oof!”

“Wats!” screeched Marmaduke
Percival, making a trumpet of his

hands.  “Wats! and hang ’em
awound your beastly mneck, you
wotten imitator!”

‘“Ancients, forward!” howled

Tubby.  “School-house,
Rally round!”

TFor the space of half a minute the
big crowd hesitated, and then, by a
natural impulse, the concourse
divided up—the Modern fellows
making a dive for Jinks’s store, the
Ancients rushing for place at the
schoolhouse tuck-shop, the former
Toaring with laughter the while.

“Oh, my eye, rattling wheeze!””

“One on the boko for the school-
house rotters!”

“Bravo, Jinkey!”

Trade at both “shops” was of the
briskest. Oranges, apples, dough-
nuts, and hard-boiled eggs, in whickh
latter commodity both stores seemed
to be particularly well provided,
went off with amazing celerivy, while

this way!
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- ever!

the loyd popping of ginger-beer corks
continuously punctuated the air
upon both sides of the quad.

But mischief was in the air. The
Ancients were now beginning to turn
wrathful glances in the direction of
the ‘“American” tuck-shop, from
which the strident voice of Silas
Jinks came wafted from time to
time :

“No rotten Ancient fodder here!
Fresh goods only. Nothing ‘Ancient’
at all—bar our reputation! Down
with the school-house! Moderns for
Walk up! Buck up, and
%atronise the Cock Store of the Cock

ouse at St. Jack’s!”

“I say, d’you hear that?” cried
cne of the school-house fellows, in-
dignantly.

“Rather! We're not going to take
that sort of thing lying down, are
we?”

“No, hanged
ought—"

Again the voice of the irrepressible
Jinks awoke the echoes :

“Would we serve a school-house
rotter here? No! Do we admit

if we are! We

their existence, sonnies? No durned -

fear! Why should the splosh of the
Moderns find its way into the
kets of the Ancient besters?
ever let it be said! The Cock
Store for the Cock House, and
hurroo for the Moderns for ever ! ”

“Here, we're not going to put up
with that cheek!” cried Manvers.
“What do you say, you chaps?”

“Rather not!”

“Not likely!”

“No bally feah! Pway stand
aside, deah boys!” cried Bertie Bly,
excitedly. “Pway allow me to bung
this egg at that fwightful boundah
Jinkey! Btand aside, or you will
wuin my aim!”

As he spoke the Toff of the Fourth
sent a hard-boiled egg hurtling
through the air towprds the rival
store. Up it went like a bird, and,
making a graceful curve, finally

alighted, by the merest luckyAacc’i-
dent, precisely upon Silas Jinks's
bt

ose.

“Howling Chicago!” roared the
proprietor of the American tuck-
shop, reeling wildly backward and
sprawling among the hampers behind
him. ‘“’Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted 'ihc
Ancients. “Bravo, Bortie! thd
shot, sir! Well chucked indeed!

For a moment the crowd of
Moderns gathered about the store of
Jinks and Co. wero too nonplussed
to realise what exactly had: hap-
pened, or that the egg which had
bowled the Yankee over had come
from one of .the Ancients.

Their hesitation was of but mos
mentary duration, for an instan
later a perfect hail of eggs, toma-
toes, and oranges wenb flying to-
wards the school-house tuck-shop,
striking the Ancients 1n 2 dozen
places at once.

The action was a signal for the
commencement of a pitched battle be-
tween the two rival contingents of
the school, with whom of late rela-
tions had been strained to brcakmg;
point. No sooner had the Moderns'
first volley descended among them
than the Ancients, frantically raid-
ing the cycle store, yeturned the
co;lplimcut with a shower of n‘xﬁ}-
siles comprising anything they lco o
lay their hands upon, irom har
boiled eggs to tangerines.

Then a scene of the wildest con-
fusion ensued, a spectacle the like
of which had never before been
witnessed at the famous ol’d school ;
for, following the Ancients’ exumr:l:eg
the Moderns likewiso made a das! :
for whatever they could Ioy their
hands upon in thelr tucl-shop,
swiftly rifling hampers axc:ibf'.skﬁts
which lay around, despite _tha
lowmily-voiced expostulations of Sl].iﬂ
Jinks, Joyce, and Bruce, who, ho;;-
ever, were borne to the gronnd in the
Tush.
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Thus armed, the two sides
vanced upon each other at a run.

Showers of hard-boiled ezes were
answered by volleys of Ribstone pip-
pins, while a hail of tangerines and
crab-apples was responded to by a
rain of bananas and tomatoes.

Squish ! squash! Biff! biff! Bang!
Thwack! Squelch ! 4

The air was thick with the flying
missiles, and in less than a minute
tho quad was littered from end to
end.  Then pork pics,  three-
cornered puffs, jam tarts, and cheese-
cakes wera brought into requisition,
to be followed almost immediately
by another fusillade of fruit and
vegetables as the fellows gathered
up the damaged apples, orange
tomatoes from the ground.

Biff! biff! biff!
Thwacl: !

The two sides were fighti
quarters mnow, and thei
were, almost without exception, de-
spoiled and dripping with the juice
<f the broken fruits. Scores of
had been bunged up by a particu-
larly  well-directed missile, while
mora than one fellow’s *claret” had
been tapped!

Hoots, yells, shouts, and the war-
whoops of each contingent filled the
air, and & glance would have been
suflicient to convince the onlooker
that the pitched battle which had
begun half in jest had now developed
into & fight in dead earnest.

Suddenly and without warning, as
though they wore acting upon a

ivon signal, the Ancients and

oderns rushed upon each other pell
mell, disrogarding their orstwhils
Jeapons of attack in place of their
dsts, which they used to full advan<
tage as th:gxﬂtall upon each other

ad-

Smack!

Squash !

tooth and

It was the biggest Fouse row thab
ad ever Joccurred in the anmals of
St. John’s, and when Dr. Dalton
and somo of the masters, attracted
by the din, arrived upon the scene,

they stood rooted to the spot at the
spectacle presented to their view ;
for the whole of the four hundred
boys which comprised the college——
seniors and juniors alike—were in
tho quad fighting like furies, charg-
ing each other in hattalions, retreat-
ing in batches and then dashing for-
ward again, slipping and sliding
about, meanwhile, in all directions
upon squashed tomatoes, oranges,
and bananas which had long since
lost all resemblanco to fruit of any
kind.

How, in spite of the masters’
ufost endeavours to stop the fray,
the battle-royal waged for the better
part of an hour, need not be detailed
here. Suflice it that at the end of that
period the rival contingents were
forced to desist from shcer exhaus-
tion. 1t was for ever after a matter
of dispute as to which side had
gained the day, the Moderns claim-
ing that distinction, tho Ancients
disputing it strenuously. If the
truth must be told, however, there
is but little doubt that it was the
Moderns who got the worst of the
iray; for, upon subsequent investi-
gation, it was very evident that not
one of their number had got off un-
scathed, while some had been very
badly knocked about indeed, while
the Ancients, on the other hand, had
suffered considerably less individual
damage. Moreover, the Moderns
had not the hardihood to deny thab
thoy had been driven to the quad-
rangle wall at least three times
‘during the melee.

Later that afterncon an anuounce-
ment appeared in the doctor’s hand-
writing upon the school notice-board
%o tho effect that he required o full
muster in Hall at soven o’clock.

By which the whole school know
that it was in for @ row from the
Head.

TR

209



CHAPTER Z&.
THE THIEF IN THE NIGHT

AxD a very severe and scathing
Jecture the headmaster had pre-
pared. For when the four hundred

fellows Itad answered to call-over"

and the doctor made his appearance,
he spoke in the most cutting terms
‘concerning what he designated as
their “singularly unbecoming, their
preposterous, their even black-
guardly behaviour” of that after-
noon. 2

After severely censuring the cap-
tains and seniors of both contingents
—for these had played quite as pro-
minent a part in the fracas as had
the juniors who had started it—the
headmaster wound up his diatribe
with an exhortation to the whole
school to abolish the strong party-
feeling which existed between them.
He adjured them to pull with, and
not against, each other, pointing out
that the general credit and welfare
of the school were bonnd to suffer in
consequence of that school being
divided against itself.

He had determined, he said, to
cancel the bi-weekly half-holida§ys
for the next month as a punishment
for the inexcusable outbreak in the
quad, but he would reconsider his
decision in the matter, and would, in
fact, extend a pardon to seniors and
juniors alike if the fellows would
undertake to keep the peace in
future.

This resolution “was g.ceted with
Joud cheers from both Ancients and
Moderns alike.

Only one thing, the doctor said,
when the noise had died down,
would he be compelled to do, and
that would be to abolish the school-
house tuck-shop and the stores. He
had thought that the formation of a
tuck-shop in the school precincts
would redound to the benefit of the

oys, but he now saw plainly that

this would only be the cause of con.
stant tivalry and friction between
the two Houses, even as it had been
to-day ; consequently, both the tuck-
shops must in future consider them-
selves suspended.
Prolonged groans
Bly, Jinks, and Co.
“And now,” remarked the doctor,
referring to a slip of paper in his
hand, “I have to make an” announce-
ment, which I am sure will please
you all. It is that the sum tnfnl
collected for the Devereux subscrip-
tipn has, I find, amounted to well
over the fifty pounds I had hoped
for, amounting, in fact, to sixty-
eight pounds, ten shillings and eight-
pence. I have forwarded a chequo
for that amount this afternoon to
the widowed lady, who i5 so greatly
in need of it. We shall px:obnbly
hear from her to-morrow. Itis to lio
sincerely hoped,” added the head-
master, with a quizzical smile, peer-
ing over his gold-rimmed pince-nez
sea of faces before him— it

from DMessrs.

at the
is to be very sincerely “hoped ﬂm‘t
there are mo enterprising burglars

at present in the neighbourhood of
St. John's, for at least two drawers
of my escritoire aro filled with gold
and silver as a result of yours and
my colleagues’ contributions.”’ B

‘After letting off this very 1nnoctic
ous joke, the worthy Head, delighted
beyond measure ab the manner fgn
which his boys had responded to 5 o
charitable appeal ho had mndelu {0\17
days before, passed out of Hall, fol-
lowed by the other masters, & benign
smile mpon his kindly face.

Nob = little clated at having
oscaped condi punishment for tvhexf
escapade of t%?xt afternoon, the four
hundred boys trooped oub of ]th_o
great room after him, and made t! ]efh:'
way to their various quarters, bot.
Ancients and Moderns being for the
present upon better terms with each
other than they had known for a
long time past-
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There was cne boy, however, who
male his way to his study with a
slow step and a clouded brow, and
that was Larrymore Logan, who,
afier entering his room, kicked the
door to savagely behind him.

By that evening’s post the bully
had received yet another communi-
cation from the money-lender in
London with whom he had so un-
wissly become entangled, and it was
this epistle which n, after
twning up his gas, perused with a
white face. The note was briefer
and more to the point than the
usurer’s last communication had

en. It ran:

“SIR,—Your letter to hand. I regret
that I cannot alter my decision or
extend any further clemency to you. If
1 do not receive at least half (he sum
owing to me by Friday morning, I shall
call upon your father and explain the
case.  Yours truly,

‘“Isasc COHEN."”

With tightly-compressed lips and
a brow wrinkled in thousht, Logan
folded up _the money - lender's
epistle and replaced it in his pocket.
Then he began to wallk up and down
the little Toom with bent head, as
he had done before three days ago.

Suddenly he stopped as though
struck with an idea. With a mew
look upon his face—a look of
anxious, eager intentness, he re-
mained standing in the middle of
the room, motionless, immovable.

“Dare I risk it?” he whispered
to himself in the silence. “Dare I
—dnro' I do it? Dshaw! one must
Tun risks to gain an end. And
yet——"

Again he began to perambulate
the room, but now with swift,
nervous strides the while his eyes
wandered to and fro over the faded
carpet beneath his feet, His hands
wexe clasped behind him, and as he
walked they twitched convulsively.

Presently he stopped again,

thrusting his hands deep into his
trouser-pockets with an air of des-
peration.

“By Heaven, I'll do it!"” he mut-
tered, hoarsely. “It is my only
chance! I'll do it to-night, before it
is too late!”

- - - - - -
Boom! Boom!
Tho deep mnotes of the school~

house clock echoed across the moon-
lit quadrangle, floating inlo the
partly open  windows of Nuller's
House, situated upon the other side.

It was two o'clock. The whole
college was wrapped and lappel in
slumber, and Morpheus reigna
supreme over Ancients and Moderns
alike. " In Faller's House the guing
of the hours passed unheeded, for
boys and masters weie sunk in pro-
foundest sleep, the former in their
various quarters, the latter in their
dormitory cubicles.

In one of these dormitories, how-
ever, a boy lay listening to the
striking of the great clock with
straining ears, even as he harkened
intently to the steady breathing of
his companions in' their Dbeds
asound.

The boy was Larrymore Logan.

Five, ten, (fteen minutes he
waited after the last vibration of
the old bell had diel away into
stillness, and then slowly, cautiously
he slipped from his bed and drew
on his clothes, making no noise,
moving about like a cat in the
shadow of his cubicle. Five minutes
later, with a guilty glance abdut the
long, moonlit dormitury, he crept
from the room and made his way
down the broad, branchiyy staircase
which led to the hall balow.

Here all was silent and still.
Crossing to the hall door, he turned
the key in the lock and slipped the
bolt. A moment later Logan was
standing in the quad, his head
averted in a listening attitude.
Then, taking swift strides in his
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indiarubber shoes, he crossed the
quadrangle and approached the rear
of the school-house. Gently push-
ing up a window, he drew himself
up to the ledge and clambered
through.

Within the Ancient stronghold,
to which was annexed the doctar’s
quarters, all was quiet as the grave
and as dark _save for the faint light
which filtered through the casement
he had just left. Creeping along
the passage cautiously, the midnight
marauder made his way into a broad
corridor, out of which led several
doors. Ome: of these doors at the
further end the boy softly .opencd
and stole in, leaving it slightly ajar
behind him. Then he stood in the
dark, and listened for two full
minutes without moving.

“All serene!” he muttered be-
neath his breath. “There's not a
gound.” .

A moment later-he had struck a
match, and lighted the stump of a
candle which he produced from his
jacket pocket, and the glimmer of
which now illumined a small, taste-
fu_ll.y-f_urmshed TOOm contai.n,ing an
esritoire, a cabinet, and an old oak
bookcase. A_Turkey carpet covered
th.e floor, while the walls wers hung
with several old oil paintings.

_ .1t was Dr. Dalton’s private study.
the little sanctum into which few
had ever penetrated.

“Just like the old bo:
the door . unlocked !” L :lgu(}ﬁgg
Togan to himself, as he produced o
bunch of keys and a small chisel
from his pocket. “Saved me the
fag of gotting in through the
m:}dow, anyhow. Now, I wonder in
which of these drawers the old fool
pas pub the subscription money?
Tl try this one to begin with. If
one of these keys should fit, therd'll
be no need to'use the chisel at all.”

Piacing the lighted stump of
sandle upen a chair at his side, he
iropped upon his knees before the
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escritoire, and after trying the lock
of the top drawer with half a dozen
of the keys upon his bunch it slid
open.

A glance, however, at its contents
was sufficient to show the would-be
purloiner that it contained nothing
of more value- than a few privaic
papers.

With a muttered exclamation of
impatienco Logan pushed back the
drawer into 1its slot again, and
turned his attention to-the one
immediately below it. Again he
tried the keys upon his bunch ono
after the other, carefully and
laboriously, until at last he found
another to fit the rather larger lock.
A moment later tho second drawer
stood open.

Another exclamation escaped the
bully of St. John’s, but this time it

_was one of satisfaction. For it wasg

Glled with loose half-crowns and
shillings, while a small lcather bag
Teposed npon the top.

Tossing his bunch of keya aside
upon the soft carpet, Logan took up
this bag, and hastily opening it
gazed eagerly at the little pile of
sovereigns which it contained.

“Gold !” muttered Logan. “I'm
in luck!”

The whispered words had barely]
escaped his lips when something
stirred upon his left.

It was only the little clock upon
the mantelpiece warning to hstrll:e,
however, and with a sigh of relief
that was almost & gasp, Logan
turned back to his nefarious occupa~
tion again.

Tilting the gold oub
of his hand, he
counted the comfi.

“Twenty pounds
his lips l(Zufving in_a half grin
“Tywenty pounds! 3By ’Jovq! ri
bag the lot and hide ‘em in imy
Toom until the row’s blown over

The elock chimed the half—_hour,
its tiny geng sounding curiously

into the palns
methodically]

17 he breathed,



shrill in the utter stillness of the
room.

“The silver's too tisky,” Logan
continued, still speaking to himself
in a whispered undertone. “Better
only to take the gold. It's casier to
hide.”

He chuckled, end began to push
the little drawer into its place
again. But the chuckle died away
in his throat, his face grew suddenly

livid, and he remained _staring
before him, hardly daring to
breathe,

He was afraid to move, too terri-
fied to turn his head, but he knew
—he was sure—that someone was
standing behind him.

ne, two, three seconds passed—
three long seconds, which to the
terror-stricken boy seemed like
three etornities. The ,_grating his
ed himself to
head over his shoulder.
instant he had sprung to
€ a half-smothered oath
as his startled e fell upon the
figure of a boy nding in the open
doorway reg g him steadily.

It was Jim Carten.

teeth together, he f
turn his

CHAPTER XI.
THE COWARD.

For the space of nearly half a
minute the boys stood gazing at
each other in silence. Then Logan,
molstening his dr- lips, took a half
step forward.

“You!” he gasped, faintly.

Carton made no reply. His faco
Was no less pale than that of the
boy whom he had caught in the act
of robbing the head-master’s desk,
and his eyes wandered from Logan
to the open drawer, from there to
the empty gold bag lying upon the
flcor, the chisel and keys beside it.

“So that’s the game, is it?” he
blurted out, at length. “I saw a
light from the passage, and I

thought it was a burglar.
not dream it was you.”

Logan threw out his hand with a
hurried gesture of fear.

“For Heaven's sake, don't speak
so loud!” he cried, in a low tone.

Then the expression of his face
chamged from that of cringing fear
to low, evil cunning.

“For your own sake, Jim Carton,
I shouldn’t s(})eak too loud if I wera
you,” he said.

“Why? What do you mean?”

“You've caught me in the act of
stealing this subscription money,
but how comes it that you yourseld
are prowling about the corridors at
half-past two in the morning, eh,
Jim Carton? Your.dormitory is in
the other wing, as I happen to know.
Come, don't play the hypocrite or
the sneak. It’s just been a matter
of luck. You heard what the dector
said about the money in the escri-
toire in Hall this evening, and now
you're on the same game as I am.”

“What, you "

“Aha! don't bluff. Tt won't worlk
with me, Jim Carton. I eay you
came down here to break into that
desk yourself. What else would
bring you down here—here, to the
doctor’s study, at this time of the
night? You're a pauper—everyone
knows that--and you meant to nail
some of this money to-night. Come,
now, be reasonable, -b¢ fair. Don't
take a mean revenge just because T
happened to get here first and spoil
your deal.”

The bully dropped his voice.

“We'll share and share alike,
though, you and I. We're both on
the same lay—well, then, let's
divide the money and say no more
about it. You take half. TII take
the other half. If we threw the
things about the room a bit and
upset a chair or two, the doctor 'u'd
think it was a case of ordinary bur-

lars perhaps, Come, now. what
g’you sayl”

I-I did
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Logan’s head was thrust forward
between his shoulders, his eyes glit-
tered, and his lips twitched with
agitation as he waited for the other
boy to speak.

“What do I say?” echoed Carton,
scornfully. “I say you're a fool, as
well as a confounded knave, if you
think that I have designs on yonder
desk. I have been working in my
study since midnight, sweating for
the exams. Every mnight for the
last month I have slipped away
from the dormitory when the fellows
were asleep to put in a couple of
hours’ work in my room. As I have
to pass this door going to and fro,
I saw your light just now when
going back. However, I can’t stand
talking here. I am sorry—dashed
sorry, Logan—Dbut there’s nothing
for it but for me to give you away.
Would to Heaven someone else had
caught you! You must stay here,
Logan, while I lock you in and sum-
mon the doctor.”

The bully of St. John's put his
hand up to his head, and stared at
the speaker in a dazed way. His
usually florid face was ghastly pale,
beads of perspiration stood out upon
his forehead, and his -lips were
paried and drawn down. Then,
suddenly, before Carton knew what
he was about to do, the fellow had
fallen upon his kuces in an agony
of guilty fear, grasping the other's
jacket in a trembling hand.

“For Heaven'’s sake, Carton, don’t
blab!” he cried, hoarsely. “If you
do I shall be ruined—ruined, do you
hear?—done for! I shall be ex-
pelled ; my gov'nor will cut me off.
You don’t know my father, or you
would understand. Be a brick,
Carton—be a brick, and don't say a
word. I was tempted — tempted
horribly. In the last vac. I gob
mixed up with a money-lender. I
had been gambling, and had got into
terrible straits.  This man in
London advanced me money, and
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now he has been threatening to tell
my father the circumstances if I
don’t pay up at_once. I couldn't
pay, Carton; I hadn’t got the
money. But when the Head talked
about the subscription money being
in his room, I—1 saw a way out. I
fell into the temptation, Carton, as
you yourself might have Jone had
you been in my place.”

“Get up! Get up!”

“No, mo. Listen—just listen to
me for a moment. I have done
wrong—-*errible wrong, but mo one
will sufier if I put the money back
now—all of it. If I return it now
no one will ever be the wiscr, sive
you and I. No one will know theb
we have been here tomight at all.
Think, only think what it will
mean to me if I am held up be{«‘n'o
the whole school as a thief. 1:10
trouble I was afraid of with the
money-lender and my father would
be nothing—nothing to that ter-
rible disgrace. Carton—Jim—let
me pub the money back and g
Just this once. Put yourself in my
place, and think how j-ou_\\‘nul-_l
feel if you had been caught just as
you have caught me now. For
Heaven's sake, Carton, be a brick,
and let us go from here before we
are heard. Say you will—say you
will!”

The bully’s voice had dtoljpx_\l to
a cringing whine, and as he finished
speaking the hoarsely - whispered
words he gripped Carton’s arm 1in
his agitation, turning up his white
face in a piteous appeal. p

For a long while Jim Carton re-
Il‘lﬂi(l’)ll;d silex%t. He knew that ho
ought to tell the doctor everything,
and yet his heart was touched to
the quick by the words he had just
listened to. If, he thought, hlu
informed the Head of Logan’s
attempted theft the Dboy might be
ruined for life, might go from bad
to worse, dragged down by the mill-
stone of his shame and his expulsion



from the school into the very mire

of despair.  After all, as the boy
kzd said, no actual harm had been
done. The money could be re-
laced at once, the drawers Tte-
ked, and all traces of the
smpted robbery obliterated. No
would be harmed by his—

Carton’s—silence, whereas the boy
now cringing before him might be
saved from a downward course in
life.  Yes, after all, it would be
better to give Logan the chance he
begged for, to give him a new start,
he concluded.

Jim Carton’s resolution was soon
formed, and he acted upon it at
once.

“Get up, Logan,” he said; “don’t
kneel there. Put that money back
at once and lock those drawers, and

promise not to say anything

The bully sprang to his feet, and

grasped the other's unresponsive
hand.
“D'you mean it—d'you really

mean it?” he whispered, breath-
lessly, *“God bless you, old son!
B'uu'rr; the biggest friend I ever
had.””

“L am no friend of yours, Logan,
don’t think that. It is only that I
could not have it on my conscience
that I helped to send a fellow on
the downward path when I might
perhaps have saved him.”

Logan winced.

“But you're a pal—you're a pal,
all the same!” he said, with un-
rostrained fervour.

He turned towards the open
drawer of the escritoire, and then
came back again to where the other
was standing.

“Here,” he said, holding out the
roll of sovereigns which had re-
mained clasped in his hand since
he had taken them from the little
leather bag, “take these and put
them back yourself. Count them,
end roturn them to the drawer so

ceping any.’

“Lll trust you,” said
briefly. “Be quick.”

“No, no, you put them bick and
lock the drawers. I feel done—done
up. My hand 1s shaking like a leaf.
I can't——"

“All right, give them here.”

Carton took the gold from the
other's moist, trembling hand, and
picking up the leather bag from
the floor where Logan had tossed it,
he slid the sovereigns into it.
Dropping upon one knee before the
desk, he was in the act of replacing
the bag in the half-open drawer,
when a half-smothered exclamation
from the boy behind him caused him
to stop and turn.

The next instant he had risen to
his feet with a quick intake of the
breath as his fell upon Dr.
Dalton, the head-master, who, clad
in dressing-gown and list slippers,
was standing at the entrance to the
study with the open door in his
han

that you may be sure that I am not
k ,

Carton,

d.
What does this mean?”

The doctor's low-toned voice cub
through the silence of the room like
a knife as he looked long and
searchingly from one to the other
of the two boys. For a moment
neither of them spoke, and then it
was Logan who broke the terrible
pause with a whirl of vehemently-
uttered words.

“I caught him, sir, caught him
in the act!” he said, breathlessly,
pointing an accusing finger as he
spoke at Jim Carton, who, with the
litile leather bag of gold still in hig
hand, was gazing at him blankly, “I
saw a light here from my dormitory
window across the quad—it’s oppo-
site this study, you know, sir.
Being sleepless, I happened to look
out, and when I saw the glimmer
of that candle I slipped over at once,
climbed through another window,
and caught Carton in the act of



rifling your escritoire in the nick of
time. But I promised to say
nothing if he'd put the money back.
I didn't want fo ruin him—indeed
I didn’t. But now you've dis-
covered us there's no use trying to
conceal it any longer. It's too late
for that.”

The doctor nodded.

“Yes, Logan,” he said, gravely,
“it is indeed too late for that.
Carion, my lad, what have you to
say ?”

Carton took a step forward, his
eyes fixed in a wild stare upon
Logan’s livid face. He had been too
nonplussed and horrified at the
bully’s brazen audacity to speak
before, and even now his voice was
husky and unlike his own.

“You cur!” he cried. “You con-
temptible hound! Why "—he turned
to the doctor swiftly—"“it was I who
discovered Logan. He is lying, sir
—lying abominably. Look,” he
added, stretching out a hand and
pointing to the open drawer—*look,
sir, there are his keys—the keys he
used to open the desk !”

Logan stepped back as if the
speaker had dealt him a blow, while
@ half-smothered oath escaped his
ips.

The head-master closed the study
oor in silence, and then he turned
to Carton with a grave smile, as he
Baid::

“I do mot need your word or the
evidence of that bunch of keys to
tell me who was the real thief here
t0~_night," he said, in a pained
Voice. “I was awake when you
Passed my bedroom door, Carton,
ten minutes ago, and I followed you
ere.”

“Then—then, sir, you heard—you
averheard——"

.. ‘Everything,”  answered the
octor, solemnly. “I listened out-
side that door just mow to your
Conversation with this unfortunate
lad. It was noble of you, very noble

of you indeed, to consent to shield
him, but I am afraid your gener-
osity would have been terribly mis-
placed. TLogan, go back to your
dormitory at once. I will talk to
you in the morning. For your own
sake you will say nothing of what
has occurred to anyome. I do not
wish the school to be disgraced.
You will leave the college quietiy
to-morrow. 12

*

» e

When the morning came, how-
ever, and call-over was taken, Larry-
more Logan was found to be miss-
ing. Subsequent inquiries seemed
to indicate that the boy had caught
the first up-irain to London, =»
theory which was substantiated
later on in the day by a te
received from the boy's fath
ing that his son had confessed ¢
thing. The mystery of the bul
disappearance, however, was o
explained to the school at large,
and it was only after the lapse of
two or three weeks that the real
truth leaked out. For Jim Carton,
acting upon the doctor’s wishes, had
not breathed a word of what hadl
taken place in the study that 1
when he had surprised Logan in his
nefarious occupation.

The bully’s father, after a long
interview with the head-n g
agreed, after some persuasion i
the part of the kindly-hearted
doctor, to deal leniently with hig
son. He informed the Head thab
he intended sending the lad to
America, where, under the eye of a
brother who was concerned in com-
mercial enterprise, he would have a
chance of making a new way in the
world.

Iy the course of time Jim Carton
got his remove to a -higher Form,
and after months of hard work he
subsequently won a school scholar-
ship which entitled him to three
years’ tuition at the college with-
out fees. This had been the boy’s

@ )
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great goal and ambition, for, a few
months subsequent to his arrival at
the school, his father had failed and
become bankrupt through no fault
of his own. Relatives had sent Jim
to the college, which had been his
father’s greatest wish that he should
join, and in an almost incredibly
short period Carton had proved to
them that their generosity had not
been misplaced.

It was with no little regret, how-
ever, that Marmaduke Percival
Egbert Bly and his two chums,
Manvers and Tubby Bouncer, saw
their erstwhile friend and class-
mate pass into a higher Form at the
summer half. They saw little of

THE

him after that, and so were 1ain to
follow their own devices without
his companionship. And very many
and various were the strange adven-
tures and cscaPados which “the Toff
of the Fourth” and his two chuma
went through — adventures which
will be narrated hereafter. Their
constant rivalry with the Modern
trio, Silas Jinks, Joyce, and Archie
Bruce, formed the busis of furthér
“japes” and “wheezes,” an enu-
meration of which might well fill
many volumes.

But it may be truthfully said
that both contingents were heartily
glad to see the last of Larrymore
Logan, the bully of St. John's,

END.

34. The Rye

If you like this yarn, go at once to the nearest agent
or bookstall and get

39. The Yeollow Hand
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