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THE FIRST CHAPTER. the door slammed, and the train began to move out of the

The Hundredeand«Nintr-ninth Boy.
IDKEY Blake sat in & corner of the carriage, looking
out with intcresied eyes as the train rushed on
throngh the wintry landscape. Beyond that line
of leafless elms in the distanco a groy lower roase
againat the pale-blue sky, and he knew that that

was18t. Cynthin’s—the school which was to be his futurs’

home..

He wns going therc, to join ot the helf-term. He waa
wondering, as he watched the gray tower above the trecs,
what the place would be like, and how hs would get on with
his future schoolfeliows.

His meditations were interrupted by the slowing down
of the train into nstation: He put his head out of the window.

* Lonsfiold t'* ho cailed oul to the sleepy porter; Lons-
fielrl being tho station for St. Cynthia's,

* Next station! 'Urry up there!"

Two boys in Etons were racing up the platform towards
the carriage from which Sidney Blako wasa loolking.

One of them, s wel-built and very good-looking youth
with fair hair and bluc eyes, reaching it first, scized the handle
of the door.

“ Are you the new kid for St. Cynthia's 2

*1 am going there,” said Blake wonderingly.

“I've got him,” shouted his questioner. ** Here ho Is.
Come on, Paddy.”
© v Suro I'm coming ss fast as I can,"” panted the other, n
freckled, merry-faced Irish boy, * Get in wid ye, Clssy,
darlint.”

***Urry up, there!"

* Rets to you,  Here you are, Paddy.”

And the two boys bundled hesdlong into the carriage,

+

station.

Sidney Blake looked at the invadera in surprice, not un-
mixed with slarm. He gueased that they belonged to St
Cynthia's, bat bo had not the faiotest ides of what thoy
could want with him.

But they began to explain themsolves immedintely ;
though, as they buth talked at once, it was not nasy to dis-
cover what they were driving at.

“Won't you dry up for a minute, Paddy 1" exefaimord bho
fair-haired youtli. * We shall be at Lonsi{eld_in ton mlnnled,
and you know that cad Rice and his set will bo whiting thero,
as sury as fote, to collar the new kid if they con, We want
to put him up to their little game before they von bugin theic
mean tricks.”

** Arrah, thin, get on wid ye ! said Padily; and ln lion of
talking he began to devour toffee.

*“Now, you new kid—by the way, whai’s your namo "

* Sidney Biake."

“ Mino's Cecil Langdale. This bounder iv.Pat O'Conner
We belong to the Lower Fourth at 8t. Cynthin's, ¥We know
you wero coming by this train, because 'aggles wig told Lo
mect it with the trap, and it oceurred to mo >

*“ Don't desave the new kid,” broko n U'Commor. ! ¥ou
know that it was my i#lea, Cis."

“Youridoa! Rots! Why—"

“ Didn't I say——""

* And llidn‘t-{ tellyou~——

 Oh, chuck it," broke in Blake,
a time ™

'The two St. Cynthia's boyz looked at him, sud then at
each other, with a very peculiar expression. It waa olonr
that they did not exactly rclish » new boy taking such a
tone with them, and yet had some resson of theic own for
not appearing to resent it

** Go on, thin, Cissy."

And 0’Connor returned to his toflee,

* Well, we had the idea,” Langdale amended, **of sprinling

¢ Can't you talk ono at
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