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CHAPTER 1.
The Knight Grundy !
HERE she is, by gad!”

Crooke.
~ Racke looked round qmckly,

: and saw Cousin Ethel coming
" across the quad.

Classes had been over.about half an
hour, and nearly everyone was at footer.
But the two black :heop of the Shell had
huug about ever since twelve as though
waiting, for someone.

They were, in fact, waiting for some-
one; but it was not for anyone who
wanted to see them.

It was for Ethel Cleveland they waited.

Only twenty-four hours carlicr they
had been ducked in the fountain by the
fags of the Third, led by W ally D’Arey,
for annoying her.
a warning to them.
scemad to be one.

Racke was full of spite against the girl
who had snubbed him, as he held, and
had listened to slander of him from Man-
ners, as he believed. He contended that
he had a right to know what Manners had
said fo her, as he could get no satisfac-
tion on the subject from Manners him-

~elf.
that she

said

)

But it had not

But he did not expect now
would tell him anything. All he wanted
to do was to annoy her by forcing his
company upon her.

Crooke disliked (fousin Tthel as heartily
as Racke did. She knew something of his
dealings with Talbot. Perhaps Marie
Rivers had told her. Certainly Talbot

had not. However that may have been,
she could not conceal her dislike of
('rooke.  She would never speak to him

if it could be avoided.

Now, on the face of it, the two black
sheep were doing nothing that was wrong
when thm bade Cousin ¥thel ““Good-
morning |7 They were St. Jim’s fellows ;
she was a visitor at the school, and a
close friend of many of the fellows in the
Shell and Fourth. They could not exactly
be considered us outside the palc—m
thoox), at least.

But in practice they were so considered,
and they knew it. That was what galled
them., They could even persuade them-
selves that they were being unfairly
trcated, though certainly Cousin Ethel
had a right to choose her own friends.

. They advanced towards her now, smil-
ing.

She glanced ronnd.  But there was no
one in sight but 1110-(\ two it the moment.

** Good-mornin’, Miss Cleveland!” said
Racke in his sweetest tones.

* Beautiful day, isn't 77 Crooke said.

She bowed to them; but she did not
answer.  She quickened her steps, but
they ranged alongside.

Then she stopped.

“I don’t know whether you consider
that I owe you an apology——"

So Racke began but she cut him short.

*That_is for you to judge. All that
1 kuow is that I do not care to reccive
an apology from either of youw, and that
I would 1onlly mthm you. should not
speak to me!
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Her fresh young voice rang out
bravely; but there was a troubled note
in it for all that. She hated to have to
speak like this to any fellow at St. Jim's.

Racke stole another glance round. He
saw nobody, and that made hiria bolder.

““Excuse my plain  speakin’, Miss
Cleveland, but I really think you are a
bit 1ough on me, by gad! It isn’t plea-
sant for any fellow to know that he has
benn slandered to a lady by—"

“No one has slandered you to me,
Racke, and you have no right to assume
that T would listen to slander!

** Good-morning, Miss Cleveland!”

It was George Alfred Grundy
spoke.

Racke and, Crooke stared at him in be-
wilderment. He seemed to them to have
sprung suddenly from nowhere.

But Grandy had only come from hehind
one of the big elms in the quad.

“ Nice morning for a walk. May T come
with you, Miss Cleveland?” asked the
bold uxuudy before the girl had time to
get out a word,

Racke and Crooke stared still havder.
No one had ever thought of Grundy as
a likely soFt'of person to, get spoony about
a girl. Yet at the moment there secmed
no other way of accounting for his pro-
posal,

The girl's ready smile gave answer
before her words.

She did not know Grundy nearly so well
as she knew many fellows: hut she liked
him well cnough, and she was very glad
to see him just then.

“Certainly. if you care to,
she said gracionsly.

The great Geovpe Alficd turned to
Racke and Crooke.”” Ile spoke but one
]\\md but a loug spech might have said
OSR,

For that one word was:

“Seat!”

It was not an elegant way of express-
ing what e meant. Cousin Kthel must
have seen that, for a roguish smile
dimpled her cheeks.  But it did express
what he meant, and that was the main
thing.

Racke and Crooke were lm\\lml out.
They could not foree their company upon
Ethel Cleveland in  the presence of
Grundy, and with that burly youth quite
ready to force them to obey his com-
mand if they showed any signs of de-
murring.

Grundy may not have been capable of
starting a rough-and-tumble hefore a
young lady: but Racke and Crooke were
by po means certain of that, whereas
they were quite certain that any possible
trouble of the kind would be mnech more

troublesomie to them than to the burly
George Alfrved.

So ﬂmy stood and watched him walk
off with his prize. Crooke’s mouth
gaped, and there was an evil glint in the
eyves of Racke.

“By gad! Who'd ever have thought
it?7” gasped Crooke. **Grundy spoonin’
a girl!”

who

Grundy,™

It's nothing’ of the sort, you
idiot!” snappéd Racke.
“VWell, what else—’

»
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“To annoy us, that's what clse—an’
out of that silly, rotten notion that the
Cleveland minx is superior clay, not to

be breathed upon by outsiders like you

an’ me!” answered Racke fiercely.

He was not far wrong. Grundy would
not have gone out of his way to annoy
those two unless they had annoyed hini.
He despised them too much for that.” But
it was chivalry—though one would hardly
have expected that in CGrundy—-which
had stirred him.

“Oh, by gad!
sneered Crooke,

Grundy would have been very angry
indeed had he heard that. Grundy was
down on sgentiment and romance and all
that kind of thing. He often told his
chum Guon, who had at times a tendency
that-way, that it was awful rot. Never-
theless, it was the true knightly spirit
that animated Grundy.

It was so far from being spooniness that
he really felt rather like a fish out of
water when he found himself outside the
gates in Cousin Ethel's companv The
same effeet of something like dumbness
might have been produced by quite a
different eause. Fellowssin love have been
known to find themselvis tongue-tied in
the presence of the enchantress.

But Grundy was not at all in love. He
liked Ethel Cleveland very much, and he
was not going to have hev worried by
ca that was all.

Having freed her from them, he did not
kiiow in the least what to say to her.

She saw ihat he was ot at case. .\
glunce at his rugged face was cuough to
tell that. -~

B i ma]ly is a lovely morning fur Octo-
ber, tsn’t 177 she said.

*Yes, beastly—I mean, ne, of course
not—you’re quite right—beautiful time
of year for the weather, isu't it7”
floundered Grundy.

“Of course, you are looking forward,
like ull of us, to the Head's birthday?”
said Ethel, after a slight pause, during
which Grundy was wondering what ou
muth a fellow could say to a gul

“Oh, yes, no end! He ain’t half a bad
old stick 1" replied Grundy.

That scemed an easy topic. But he saw
at ouce that he had not said quite the
right thing. Ethel Cleveland was not so
\nl]y as to be shocked by hearing Dr.
Holmes spoken of as “an ‘old stick,” bub
the expression did not exactly p]mwe her.

Grandy had meant uo harm. He had
some respect for the Head, and he would
have had much more if the Hecad had
appeared to entertain a: proper respect
for George Alfred Grundy. But in nearly
every interview they had had the Head
had made it all too evident that he looked
upon the said George Alfred Grundy as
little better than a fool. These inter-
views had generally followed one of
Grundy’s attempts to set the little world
of St. Jim’s right on his own lines; and
possibly there was some reason for Dr.
Holmes’ opuuou that Grundy was a well-
meaning ass!

“You are gnmg him a present, I sup-

pose 7" said Ethél. That scemed a ques-

The knight Grundy !~
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tion that even Crundy could answer
without getting tangled up.

“Oh, yes, everybody's doing that, you
know. Wilkins and Gunn arnd I ‘are

iving him one from the three of us.

'hey share my study, you know—Wilkins
end Gunn do. Not bad chaps, though
rather asses”about some things. I say,
Miss Cleveland, I might turn back now,
I think. You won’t be annoyed again !”

It was scarcely the way it should have
been put. Grundy ought not to have said
anything about her having been annoyed.
But it wasin keeping with that emphatic

. “Scat!”  And, 1emembering that,

Cousin Ethel rather liked it than other-
wise. . @

“Not unless you wish to, Grundy
she said, graciously, wondering, though

_ whether it would not be kinder to him

to let him go.

”»
3

“Oh! You-mean you really don’t
mind  walking with me?” returned |
rundy,. as if surprised. For once he

was quite- modest.

-“I shall be 'pleased!” said Cousin

Ethel. N

Grundy beamed, and the awkwardness
fell.from him. He began to talk to her
just as if she were a new boy chum,
telling her about what asses Wilkins and

Gunn were at times, when they set up

thémselves against his better judgment,

“but what decent- fellows they were, on

‘the whole—for Grundy was really fond

of Gunn and Wilkins, though he seldom

ave any sign of it—and what a great man

- ho_himself was, and how he was mis-

judged and undervalued by his Form,

and so on. e

Cousin Ethel listened. Some of what
ho said amused her, of course. Some of
it rather saddened her; it seemed a pity
that a fellow so good-hearted as Grundy
should be so silly and wrong-headed.

But none of it _made her feel that she

disliked him: wot Ve 1

good deal to do that after his knightly

deed |

o s

HAPTER 2.
Arthur Augustus in Arms.

& E, he, he!. Rather rich, I call
it! Fanoy old Grund qetting
gone on Qousin Ethel !’

It was Baggy Trimble who
spoke those words, with the cackling
laugh that often made fellows feel dis-
posed to take. him by the throat and
choke him. .

A dozen juniors looked round at once.

George Figgins was not there, for it was

in the junior Common-room of the School

House that Baggy addressed all whom it

might or might not cencern on the sub-

- ject of Grundy’'s alleged spooniness. If

Figging had been there his face would

have flamed, and Baggy's ears might

have smarted. They.were in danger of
that even as it was.

“You fat lout——" began Tom Merry
wrathfully. -. -

“Pway let me speak, Tom Mewwy !”
put_in Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the
swell of the Fourth. “Miass Cleveland—

I am quite suah that she would not caah

to heah Twimble speak of her as ‘ Cousin

Ethel *—is my welative, you know, an’ I

considah—"

““Right-ho, Gussy! DBut don’t get
€laiming any monopoly of Cousin Ethel!

You're her cousin, it’s true; but lots of

us rﬂ"e her chums, and proud of it, old

“Quite wight, Tom Mewwy! But I

“have pwevxouslg: warned Twimble that I

will not have him takin’ libahties with

What do you mean by it,

ou fat wuffian!” -

= “Well,; I never said she was gone on

him, did I?” whined Baggy, trying to

_‘get _behind Levison and Clive and

Cardew, who stood together hard by—a

It would have taken a
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move with which the three did not ap-
pear to be in sympathy, as they moved
whenever Baggy did, leaving the way of

-@Gussy open to him

v

bettah not, bai Jove!™

“I’'m not going to. I don’t suppose
she is, though you can never tell what
sort: of a chap a girl will take a fancy
to‘l

“You had

“You can tell the sort that no decent
girl ever will, though, and that's your
sort, Baggy,” saig Monty Lowther.
“ Peminine taste is queer at times, but

never so queer as all that !” -
“ Oh, {ou don’t know, Lowther! I
could tell you things that would open

our eyes,” smirked the

aggy.

“You will be good enough {o tell me,
Twimble, what you mean by your ex-
twemely impertinent speech just now,”
said Arthur Augustus, glaring upon the
fat junior through his monocle.

egregious

“0Oh, not much, really! But they
went for a long walk together this morn-
ing. I know that!” s

Everyonz was surprised. It did not

sound like Grundy, and Baggy was
known to be no great respecter of the
truth. But there was a good deal of con-
fidence in the way in which he made this
statement. i

“ Weally, Twimble, I must say—
© ¢ Tain’t my fault what Grundy does,
is it2” You fellows are always so down
on a ol;l’up; I never szid Cousin Ethel

’”

Wi

“Miss Cleveland, if you please,
Twimble, unless you wish me to ad-
ministah to you a feahful—--"

“Oh, Miss-Cleveland, if you’d rather
have it-that way! I don’t care. She’s
welcome to take up with Grundy if she
likes, Tm sure! I don’t care twopence
about her ! )

“T thought she was dear to you to-the
extent of a shilling at least,” said

" Lowther

“She ;\in't, then! Cardew made me—
I mean, I put étcv‘i:x; the Red Cross box.

(See Chapter 2)

-story of the present

"Tain’t likely T'd keep moﬁey forced on

me by a girl, is it?”
“ Fla, ha, ha 1»

. Everyone but Arthur Augustus jeined
in the roar of laughter. _

All the Shell and Fourth knew about
the shilling that Baggy had wheedled
out of Cousin Ethel by & quite fictitious
e wanted to buy
for the Head. They all knew, too, how
Cardew had dealt with him in the matter.

Any of them who thad fallen into such
an open trap as that would have had a
good deal of chaff to stand from the rest.
But it was different in the case of Cousin
Ethel. No one thought of chafling her,
or even of telling her the story. But
there were a couple of dozen or more of
them who had made up their minds that
Baggy should not even get near the girl
again if they could prevent it. .

It was because he was too angry that
Arthur Augustus did not laugh.

“Cease this wibald mirth!” he said
soverely. “I am supwised at you all!
Twimble, if you pwevawicate any longah,
you will awouse my angah extwemely."
What is this widic yarn of yours about
Gwundy and my cousin?”*

“ What’s Baggy been saying about old -
Grundy ?” - asked George Wilkins, who -
had just come in.

“Says he’s spoony on Miss Cleveland,”
replied Kerruish of the Fourth.

““Rats! He only went with her—" -

“Then he did go for a walk with
her?” chipped in Blake.

“Well, I suppose you’d call it so. He
sy

“There you are, D’Arcy!” bellowed
Baggy. :

‘“Shut up, you ugly fat lont !” snapped
Wilkins, “I'll teﬁ’ you chaps why
Grundy did it} Racke and Crooke were
annoying her again, the rotters! Old
Grandy only chipped in to—""

“What?” roared Tom Merry.

“There’s nothing to blame Grundy for
in that, is there?” asked Wilkins, with

Tre Gey,Lierary.—No. 560.



+ THE'BEST 4" LIBRARY D&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 4°. LIBRARY. "o

wide-open eyes. “I think it was jolly
decent of him, especially as the ol 88
doesn’t a bit know what to say to a girl!
I know—TI’ve seen him with my -sisters,
and with Gunny’s sister Maude.. He’s
like a fish out of water !”’ .

“Chump! 1It's Racke and Crooke
‘they’re blaming—not old Grundy!” said
Kangaroo. "le'ly hat! It's going to be
warm for those two, I guess!™. - .

Wilkins blinked. = Half the fellows in
the Common-roem: had started to meke
for the door during his speech, though
he had failed to observe it at first.

Tom Merry and Talbot, Manners and
Lowther, Levison and Clive, Blake and
D’Arcy, Herries and Dighy, Cardew and
.Durrance, Roylance and. Lumley-Lumley
—all these were among them. There

- were others, too. fellows who knew com-

paratively little of Cousin Ethel, but-who
knew Racke and Crooke only too well.
The general feeling against the two black
sheep in this matter was very strong
indeed. -

- “Here, you can come back!” called
Wilkins. “It didn’t go far enough to
earn them a ragging—not that I’ve an;
objection to the rotters being ragged.
But Grundy told th to scat, and they
scatted before they'd had the chance to
say twenty words!” ;

The throng at the door broke up, and
the fellows who had been in it gat_fxered
round Wilkins again. This was decidedly
interesting—a new development in
Grundy, and one with which they had
much more sympathy than they had with
most of his new ideas. ’

“He told me all about it himself,”
went on Wilkins. ‘“Of course, he didn’t
admit that ne was more than half-scared
when he found out he had kind of let
himself in for taking Miss Cleveland for
a walk—made ous he liked it. Well, I
dare eay he:did;idin a way — anybod
wonld. But,” for “nll his cast-iron chee
about most things, old Grundy would
never have had the nerve to offer if it
hadr’t been that he saw she wanted those

- 4wo rotters sent to the right-about.”

“Pom,” said Talbot, “my opinion is
that Grundy deserves a vote of thanks.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bernard Glyn
heartily.

“That’s my notion, too,” said Kan-
garoo. ‘“For once in his silly-ass exist-
ence the old chump has certainly done
the right thing at the right time,”

“Grundy’s an old brick,” said Tom,
never behindhand in generosity. “But
what do those two rotters deserve?™

“ What they're getting, and will get,”
replied -Talbot quietly—" the contempt
of every decent fellow! They’re trading
on the fact that we seem to intend keep-

“ing our hands off them for the present.
They fancy that because old Manners

here doesn’t care to meet Racke they are-

safe from any of us.”

“They had better not trade on it,
then!” snapped Jack Blake. “I've
nothing to say about Manners; that’s his

- 'bizney. But they’re not jolly well safe

from us, I can tell you that!”

*Where’s Gustavus?” asked Digby.

But -Arthur Augustus had gone. He
was the one member of the crowd at the
door who had not turned back when
Wilkins called to them.

With his heart burning hotly within
-him he had gone to seek out Racke and
Crooke.

And sas it chanced he met them in the
Shell passage. :

“Wait a moment, you two wottahsl”
he said fiercely. “I have a word to say
to yout” e -

Croocke woild have passed on, but
Racke stopped.” Racke was much quicker
in mind than Crooke. It occurred to
him 2t once that a row with Arthur
Augustus might suit his book.
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*“I don’t stand that kind of language
from anyone, by gad!” _ snarled.
“You had better be careful, D’Arcy t”

“An’ you had bettah be caahful,
Wacke! I have just heard somethin’
about you for which I intend to call yon
to stwict account!”

‘‘Oh, come on, Aubrey!” said Crooke.
“What's the use of takin’ any dashed

-] notice of that sili&:ailot's dummy ?”

“Vewy well,

dood ooke, vewy well in-
!

I will settle with you when I

-have given Wacke the feahful thwashin’
-| that——"

“Oh! Do the legion of the loyal allow

you to fight, D2Arcy?” sneered Racke.
“What do you mean, you low
wottah?” i

“The legion’ of your fair cousin’s
admirers, of course. They wouldn’t let
Manners, y’know. But if you are on a
different footin’ I am quite prepared to
take you on.” -

Crooke stared. He had never known
Racke to continue in-a waslike mood so
long before. -

Arthur Augustus was very much of the
same calibre as Manners, If the two had
fought either might have won.  And
Manners was generally considered very
much more than a match for Aubrey
Racke. :

Then Crooke saw Racke’s drift, and
a cunning smile flickered over his face as
the guileless Gussy fairly walked into the
net spread for him.

“You will be good enough to keep my
cousin’s name out of this, Wacke!” he
said hotly. ]

“Oh, all right! I den’t mind that in
the least. ~What's your complaint
against me?”

“You an’ Crooke have had the wotten
cheek an’ the w’etched bad mannahs to
persecute my cousin—-"

Gussy stopped short:s: ;
to him that he could not txing his charge
against those two without talking about
Cousin Ethel. And, angry as he was, he
did not want to do that. His chivalrous
feelings rebelled against the notion of &
row in which she would inevitably be
mixed up “when ‘it came to be discussed,
as it was éertain to. ve.

It was true that the matter was even
then being talked of in the Common-
room. But that was not quite the same
as two fellows fighting about Cousin
Ethel. Gussy understood in a flash now
why Manners had refused to meet Racke.

“I rather thonght we had agreed to
keep your cousin’s name out of this,
D’Arcy,” said Racke coolly. “But go
on! I don’t mind, if you don’t. Neither
Crooke nor I mind answerin’ for any-
thin’ we’re supposed . to. have done.
We've done nothin’ to be ashamed of 1”

“Unless wishin’ a girl a pelite ¢ Good-
mornin’ ’ is objectionable !* said Crooke,
with a shrug o% ‘the shoulders and a leer-

ing grin.’

“You wottahs! I—"

“Here, hold on, Gussy! What’s all
this about?” , demanded Tom - Mérry,
ﬁr_)mmg up with quite a crowd behind
i,

CHAPTER 3.
Not to Be Done !
‘“ HAVE a mattah to seitle with

I ‘Wacke an’ Cwooke, 'Tom

Mewwy!” replied Arthur Augus-

. -tus loftily. .

“It’s not worth while, old top! Leave
the rotters—" :

“Oh, but I think this really needs
settlin’, by gad!”® siid Racke, with his
most unpleasant smile. “It is a bit
rough on me, I think, that the visit of
the queen of hearts—which geems such
good value for the rest of -you—should
only mean trouble for me, isn’t it?7”? -

= It became plated beli

“We've had enough®sof that sort of-

thing, Racke, and we're not standing any
more,” said Talbot, quietly but very
meaningly. .

““What sort of thing?” snarled Racke.

“This continual atlempt to drag Miss
Cleveland’s name Into squabbles that
really don’t concern her at all,
course !”

“I didn’t mention her name, though I
suppose my lips wouldn’t soil it, by gad !”

“I'm not so dashed sure of that, d’ye

know !” said Cardew.
. Racke glared at him ferociously. No
one could plant a barb in Racke’s fairly
thick skin more easily than Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew. :

“On second thoughts,i'l will not pwess
the mattah furthah,” said Arthur Augus-
tus, cooling down somewhat. “I will
only warn Wacke an’ Cwooke that a
.wepetition of——" : s

“Hold on a moment! I suppose I've a -
right to be heard?” broke in Racke.
“There’s a dead set bein’ made against
me, which doesn’t say much for the sense
of fair play you fellows make out you
have. To begin with, Manners slanders
me to Miss Cleveland.”

“That’s a lie!” snapped Manners® “I
said no more than half a dozen words,
and they were truel” -

“Keep my cousin’s name out of it!”
said Gussy angrily. .

“Very wellt Manners, ~having
slandered me- to—er—D’Arcy’s cousin—
no o’ffence in that, I hope?—funks fightin’
‘me. r . ’ : .

Racke paused, and gave Manners a
look that made his blood boil. It was
hard to bear that direct charge of
cowardice. But Manners bore it, though
his nails made red marks in his palms
as he clenched his hands in wrath.

He might not have been able to bear
it-but that he }mew wegacri? onetthere,
belieyed 1 was funking | e—not even
Racke %ﬁelf‘. It was difficult for them
to understand; but at worst they did not

\

believe that. =5

A We'll let that-pass, Sconer or later,
I take it, Manners will screw himself up
to fightin’ pitch, an’ try to take it out
of me for what I've said. But that’s not
all.  Along comes D’Arcy, breathing fire
an’ slanghter on account of some sup-
posed insult to his fair cousin—"

‘“Be vewy caahful, Wacke!” =

‘‘ By myself an’ Crooke. We deny that
we've insulted the young lady, or said a
word to her that wasn’t polite an’ proper.
An’ now, after tongue-lashin’ us, D’Arcy
withdraws, on Merry’s order!”

“You've forgotten one of your
grievances, Racke !” said Ernest Levison
sardonically. -

““ What’s that?”

‘““Why, the ducking you and Crooke
ot from the fags because you didn’t
now that it was uneivil to bar a lady’s
path and force her to talk to you when
she didn’t choose!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Racke’s face went livid. i

“It’s a lie!” he roared. “ Miss Cleve-
land 3 .

“I warn you again to be caahful,
Wacke!” :

=Arthur  Augustus  had lost his
momentary access of coolness. With
each speech of Racke’s he had grown
hotter. Now he pushed close up to him,
and his right hand went up as if to take
him by the throat. s

He did not actually touch him, for
Racke was beforehand with him.

Racke’s fist drove straight into his face.

There was a gasp of surprise and dis-
ust. No one had exnected such haidi
ood from Racke. h;ﬂrs new’f combadti
spirit was carrying him very far.

pGrua.sy stag—gere(gback. :

Next instant Racke was on the floor,
with Herrjes on top of him. w5

Georgo Herrfes was sometimes thought
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rather slow; but there had been noslow-
ness about him then.
“That was a foul blow!” he roared.
“Rats!” .gasped Racke. ‘“The fellow
was tryin’ to get hold of my throat!”
“Get up, you cowardly lout!” growle
Crooke, who saw that the action of Her-
ries. was not approved Ly quite everyone
in the crowd. .
: Racke had struck first, but it would be
easy for him to argue that he had only
struck in self-defence. - And Herries had

. certainly butted into a gquarrel not h

owin.

Yet tho sympathies of the majority
swere with Herries. .

«“Bai Jove! Get up, Hewwies, an’ let
me attend to the wottah!” roared C}uss;y(i

“with his riﬁlt hand to a bruised an

swollen chee!

-“Batter get up, Hérries, old chap,”

 said Talbot, laying,a hand gently on Her-

ries’ shoulder. “This isn’t the sort of

thing that can be settled that waﬁ.” .

“I dont 'see why not,” Herries
growled. ~“I'm wﬂling to settle it this
minute, if Racke’s on!” N

“Well, you can’t fight Racke with both
of your knees on his waistcoat, old top!”
said Blake. L.

_“There does seem some objection to
starting a battle with one combatant in
that position,” agreed Lowther. *‘But it
is, after all, purely a sentimental one—
depends entirely upon how orie feels about
it. And, as the other combatant’s Racke,
1 don’t feel that I have any personal ob-
jeotion.” -

 That's $he sort of fair play you fellows
brag ahout, by gad'!” snarled Crooke.

But Horries was getting up.

Arthur Augustus seized him by the
arm. The prompt action of Herries had
t}quched CGlussy, but had not wholly pleased
him. . e :

“You are not goin' to fight Wacke,
Hewwies, deah boy!” he said. “Itis my
place to do that.” .- -
““Neither of you is going to do it!
said Tom Merry firmly.

" Blake and Herries and Dig looked at
him with surprise, and Gussy in speech-
less wrath ven these four did not know
why. Manners had refused to méet Racke.

“] say, you know, Tommy—-—"""began
Blake.

“You'll agree when——
mind that now,” broke in Tom.

“It's all very well for you Shellfish to
manage your own affairs,” growled Her-
ries. .“That’s not to say we are going
to let you manage ours.”

“Wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus,
recovering his momentarily lost speech.
I am goin’ to thwash Wacke. I have
nothin’ to say about what Mannahs may
chocse to do or wefwain fwom doin’, an’
my wespect. for hs continues un-
abated.” Buf I cannot allow Tom Meww:
or any othah Shell fellow to be the wulal
of my conduet, an’ J——""

“You're not going to -fight Racke!”

But never

_ Tom said firmly.

_ “I say, Tommy, this won’t do, you
know!” said Blake warmly. ‘
“1 should think not!- Why, the rotter

punched Gustavus in the face!” .added]

ig.
“You fellows haven’t started a Racke
Protection Society, have you?” inquired
Cardew blandly.
“Shut up, you idiot!” snapped Levi-
son, one of the few there who had an
inkling of what was behind all this.

““Are. you ready, D’Arcy?” sneered
Racke. i

“Yaas, bai Jovel”

“Come along to the , then!”

But_ Tom Merry’s hand fell on Gussy’s
shoulder, holding him back.
~ -The swell of the Fourth struggled under
it, and Blake and Herries and Digby
began to look wrathful. There seemed
likely to be civil war unless explanations
were forthcoming. :

.
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Then Tom whispered a word or twe. in
Gussy’s. ear, and Talbot spoke quietly
to Blake. Blake nodded to Herries and
Dig, and the four moved away with the
Terrible Three and Talbot. : )

Tom turned. :

“Will you come along, too, Levison?”
he asked. ‘“Oh, and Chive and Cardew,
too. No geod separating you three.”

The - chums from No. 8 followed. It
occurred to Manners that he would rather
have had Dick Roylance faken into the
secret than any one of those three. Per-
haps Talbot might have preferred Kan-
garoo and Dane and Glyn. But neither
Talbot nor Manners said_anything. Tom
was leader, and at a time like this they
were not going to buck azainst him. -

“Then you're a funk, D’Arcy, as weli
a8 Manners!” howled Racke after them.

“Chuck that rot, Racke!” snapped
Kangaroo. “ Neither of them funks you,
I'll go bail for-that. Clear off, gentle-
men! The entertainment’s over, and the
bell for classes will be going in five
minntes”. ~. . <

“Which “may account for Racke’s
willingness to_go to the gym at once,”
said Lumley-Lumley. “He knew he
couldn’t stay there ong.”

“Five mmutes would be quite as long
as Racke would stand up to D’Arcy, I
fancy,” said Clifton Dane.

Tom Merry and those .he had sum-
moned had disappeared into Study No. 10,
and the excitement 'was obviously over
for the time being, though it “bhardly
seemed possible that the affair could be
at an end. .

The crowd melted away. But when all
the rest had gone one still remained.
That one was Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth. ;

ot S

- CHAPTER 4.
. Why It Was Not to Be Done !
HE gathering in No, 10 locked at
one another. There was doubt in

the faces of most of the Fourth- {.

Formers, and of the Shell fellows
present none seemed:in a hurry to begin
the explanation that had to be made.

“Will you talk to them, Talbot?” said

'om.
“I think it had better be .you, old

man,’” replied Talbot. .
“Right-ho, if you say so.

won’t expect any eloquence from me,

know. Not sure that you won't condemn

wha§ I'm going to say as being a bit
t.” .

You ohaps

“I¢’s only your heart, Thomas,” put in
Cardew. *We know that’s soft.”

“But I don’t think you'll say I'm wrong
when I've got through. Fizgy ought to
be here, really. But I don’t think he'd
be keen on taking on the chinwag. - The
situation is just this. At present it's quite
out of the question that any fellow who
is among Cousin Ethel's special chums
should give those cads what they are
spoiling for.” : :

“1 see!” said Cardew. *Then-it's for
us three to attend to it. I begin to per-
ceive why we were called in, by gad!”

But Levison locked doubtful.- There
had been a time when Levison had cer-
tainly not been among Couvsin Ethel’s
chums, when her feeling towards h'm
had been very much what her feeling
towards Racke now . was, and when he
had deserved her-dislike. But even then
she had been nicer to him than he had
had any claim to expect; and now she
had qmckli seen the marked change in
him, and had gone out of her way to
show that she regarded him as a friend.
And little Frank was a .great favourite
of hers, which fact also had its influence
with Levison. . .

He was ready enough to fizht in her
cause, but he did not want to be chosen
her champion as one outside her imme-
diate oircle.

 about it—she dlso_hates havin
1 | bandied about as if she were the cause of

Three-halfpence, 2

- “You’re all avrong, Cardew!”- said
Tom. - “It’s just because I fancied you
fellows might be butting in that I wanted
you here. You've got to stand in with
us, that’s all abeut it.”
- “The inference is so extremely flat-
terin’ that I cannot argue the . point,”
replied Cardew. -“To be considered as
one of the royal circle around Queen
Ethel I would forgo -more than merely
punchin’ the nose of the dear Racke,
though I yearn to do that.”

“Ass!” growled Levison. But though
the manner in which Cardew had put

‘it would have been impossible to anyone

else there, except Lowther, perhaps, he
voiced pretty fairly what botﬁe Clive and
Levison felt. As for the four chums from
No. 6, their fealty to Cousin Ethel waa
not to be doubted. .

“Figgins & Co. are in this, then?”
said Clive. :

¢ Anlyone else?” . _ .

“Only the fellows here.” .
. “I'm blessed if I can see that we’re in
it yeti” growled Blake. *“I don’t know
what Tommy’s driving at.”

“You can’t guess why Manners refused
to fizht Racke?” asked Tom.

“Blessed if I gan! T know there was
some_ jolly good reason, as. it was old
Manners, but I don’t know what it was.”
_ “Thanks, Blake,” said Manners, with a
friendly nod. . g s

¢ No need for that. If we fellows don't
understand each other by this time we
ought to. But I'm blessed if I under-
stand Tommy!” . . o

“You're going to,” said Tom. “Cousin
Ethel asked Manners not to.™

“My hat!”

“ Whew 1 e ¢

“Well, I don’t see how you could after
that,” said Herries. - “But she hasn’t
asked me or Gustavus, 8o that'’s all right.”

“But it’s not,” answered Tom quietly.
¢ She has, practically.”
D_“How do yow make that out?” asked

’.ﬁShe has a' double objection to any-
thing of the sort. She hates any 6f her
chums being mixed up in & ﬁght just now,
when~the Head’s birthday’s so near.
And, though she doesn’t say much about
thaib—for she’s leaving it to us, you
know, and that puts us on our honour
her name

a fight.”
“Which is exactly what that ruffian
Racke wants!” said Cardew.
*I begin to see,” Blake said slowly. -
Dig’s face showed plainly that he also

‘began to see; and Levison and Clive did

not lag behind in apprehension. Bube

' Herries and Arthur Augustus still looked"

doubtful.

*“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, Cousin Ethel is

a.deab good gal; but in mattahs of this
kind feminine judgment is vewy apt to go
astway. You know vewy well that no one *
would have a gweatah objection than I
should to her bein’ mixed up in anythin’
of the sort—I should wegard it as dis-
gwaceful But I weally do not see—-"
. *That’s because you have your'monocle
in your eye, Gussy,” Lowther put in.
“I've often noticed that you can seco
better without it, Take it out!”

*“Wats, Lowthah! This is net a time
for wibald jestin’, My suggestion is sim-
play this, Tom Mewwy. In the old
duellin’ days———”

“Call that a suggestion?” inquired
Lowther. ‘It sounds rather more like
the beginning of a.story.” :

“And we haven’t time for stories just
now,” said Talbot. “The bell will go in
a moment,” )

“In the old duellin’ days,” persisted
Arthur Augustus, “a fellow who wanted
to ficht anothah fellow about a lady, but
wouldn’t have her'name dwagged into it
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simplay ﬁut an affwont upon the othah
fellow—thwew a glass of wine in his face,
.or somethin’ of that sort. Then they had
their duel—"

“And everyone -asked what woman
was at the bottom of it all!” said Levi-
son sardonically, *‘They didn’t hide much
that way.” . N

‘‘We haven’t any wine!” said Digby,
with a grin. %L

“A bottle of ink would do quite as
well,” said Gussy seriously.. .

“Ink wouldn’t prevent the talk,” Clive
gaid. “It's -that we've got to avoid
most.”

“If the dear Racke an’ the beloved
Crooke will'let us,” remarked Cardew..

““There’s one thing no argument will
got round,” said Talbot.
do ag Cousin Ethel wishcs, none of us
must row with those cads. And I, for
one, am going to accept her wishes as
commands,” .

That was just the kind of sentiment to-)
go strgight home to the impulsive,
chivalrous heart of Arthur Augustus.

‘“ Bawvavo, Talbot !” he said. ** Hewwies,
deah boy, we must not lag behind the
west. But did Cousin Ethel weally ask

ff Wacke, Marn-
nahs? .

‘“She spoke to Flgi , and asked him

Gousgﬁs’l’r’ to me,” rephed Manners.

~= There had been a time when Arthur| be

Augustus was furiously jealous of Fig-
gms, and even now his countenance
wlouded for a moment. - But it cleared
again directly. - A

“Not time for much more jaw,” said
Tom. “The bell’s late in going as it
is. Do you fellows all agree to keep this
dark, and to keep off those rotters?”

“For ever an’ ever?” demanded
Cardew.~ - ~ 2 - i

My hat, no! Only till Cousin Ethel
has gone.” .

- “For . this' relief, much thanks!”
breathed Cardew.
- And the faces of most of those present
showed that they also were thinking of |
vengeance when that time came.

“I1 agree,” said Levison, with a very

grave face. ‘But there’s one point you
seem:ta.me to have overlooked, Merry.”
“ Whit’s that?”

“Well, there are enough of us in the
“secret—fourteen or so, as I make it. I'm
not asking for any more to be let into it,
thouil; I feel—"  Levison hesitated,
and his face flushed. _*Oh, dash it all,
I feel”zt an honour I should be taken

“Bame here!” said Cardew. “I speak
for Clive, whose emotions have over-
“gome him |” ,
* Yily chump!” snapped Clive.

“But there aren’t enough in it to make
sure of its being all carried out as you
.want it. There are lots of fellows besides
us quite ready ta go for anyone who
dares to say a word against Cousin
Ethel.?

““'That’s so,” admitted Tom. * But——"

“Noble, Dane, Glyn,” said Talbot.
*Gore, too, I’'m sure.”

‘“Roylance would,” said Manners.

“Don’t forget my Cousin George,”
put in Cardew. ‘“No end chivalrous
chap, my Cousin George.”

“And JInlian and that crowd,” said
Clive. “They are up in arms about it.”
*Old Grundy, too,’” said Manners.

“Well, vou couldn't take Grundy into
a secret,” objected Lowther. ‘“His bull-
bellow would give it away at a hundred
IS ecal“hs. Gwunday, Lovw-

‘Do not sneealf*#t  Gwunday, -
thah! I have the vewy highest wespect
for Gwunday, an!T.mean to tell-him so,”
said_Arthur Augustus reprovingly.

“Won't he be pleased!” murmured
Cardew.,

‘prophet.
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Tom looked rather worrled.

“Well, we can't exactly take half the
two Forms into our confidence,” he said.
“Though I'd trust any of those fellows
all serene, including érundy. " There’s
one thing, though—if any of them do get
on to Racke and Crooke, it won’t be
quite the sarme as any of us doing it.”

“No; it won’t be half so satisfying!”
snapped Herries, .

‘“8till, there will be some measure of
satisfaction in it,” remarked Cardew.
* Anythin’ calculated to make things un-
pleagagzt for Racke an’ Crooke is all to the
good.” :

“It’s not—it isn’t what we want just
now,” said Tom, “But only let the rot-
terz';"waitl We'll make them sit up later

“If we are to| on

The bell went at that moment—some
minutes late. The council broke up, But
as Tom made his way to his desk in the
Shell Form-room he was
whether Levison would prove a true
Levison was shrewd about
matters of this sort—no bad judge of
human nature. And others had agreed
with him. Tom himself could think of
other fel ows Lesides those mentioned who

“were likely enough to take up the cudgels

if Racke and Crooke went too far. There
was Lumley-Lumley ; he had a very high
regard for Cousin Ethel. - There were
Redfern & Co. ; those three could always
counted on for the decent thing.

But he never thought of the fags; and
in the event, though Levison was right,
it was one of the fag tribe who was to
make Aubrey Racke smart most for his
caddish behaviour.

Baggy Trimble had heard most of the
conversation—through the keyhole, which
was Baggy's favomsite-manner of gather-
ing information.” But approaching foot-
steps had warned him away before the
d'scussion aroused by Levison’s specch
had begun. ; \

““This oucht to be worth something to
Racke and:Crooke!” muttered Baggy to
himself, @ He made tracks. “Puts %Zem
safe. 'They can do as they jolly well
like, knowing that they won’t get it in
the neck for it! Yah! I guess Cardew
would wish he hadn’t meddled with me if
hé knew!*

CHAPTER 5.
The Views of Grundy.

A FTERNOON classes had come and
gone, and the fine morning had
been succeeded by a wretched
afternoon. The rain was pouring

down; the old elms in the quad dripped
with it; they sky was one mass of leaden

rey. .

& There was no temptation for anyone to
stir out, and Grundy & Co. were at home
in Study No. -3 on the 8hell passage.

Grundy sat in the armchair, wrapped
in profound meditation. Gunn was con-
ning over his part in the revue. Wilkins,
who had a thinking part in that, was
busy with lines.

Suddenly Grundy looked up and spoke.

“Wilky,” he said, *you never were
much of a fighting-man, were you?”

“What on earth are you maunderin
about now, you potty chump?”’ growle
Wilkins, looking up.

“Can’t you answer a plain question,
you idiot?”’ roared Gx'undr. .

*‘I don’t see why I should answer potty
questions, anyway,” replied Wilkins. ‘And
his pen began to scratch again.

“Stop that! Listen to me! Don’t you
know that I never talk idly?”’ roared the
magnificent George Alfred.

_ “Brrrr!” was the only reply Wilkins'

seemed to conrider suitable to that é:oery.
‘‘ Are you going to answer me, rge

Wilkins 7 .
““Oh, let me get on with these lines,

wondering |

| larly

you burbling chump! ]
them up to Linton to-morrow.

Gunn looked up now.

“Hang it all, Grundy, that is silly
rot, you know,” he gaid. *“You don’t
want Wilky to fight 1;a{ou, do you? He
ain’t up to your weight, anyway.”

1 should jolly well think not, William
Gunn! Why should I want to fight him,
even if he was?”

*“ Well, it sounded rather like it.”
»‘“Ass! Burbling maniae! It's Racke
he’s to ﬁ%ht, of course, Or it might be
Crooke But I -think it’s more likely to
be Racke. He’s at the bottom of it all.”

“Wilky; my old hero, you're going to
fight Racke !’ said Gunn, with a grin.

Wilkins had been trying again to get
on with his lines. But he pushed the
‘Paper away from him as he looked up
now, and snorted : ' )

“Tm ;olly well not [

“ Eh? »

Grundy seemed quite surprised.

Wilkins and Gunn were not particu-
ly surprised. They were used to
weird things from Grundy. But this
really was rather npeciallf weird.

“I tell you I'm not! I don't say I bar
fighting altogether. A chap has to fight
sometimes. But Im not quarrelsome,
and I don’t have to very often,” said
Wilkins. ‘““I've no use for Racke or
Crooke; but as long as they leave me
alone I'm not going to scrap with them.
Why should 17" ;

“I don’t think Gunny’s quite hefty
enough,?  said Grundy thoughtfully.
*“He would do for Scrope or Clampe, if
they came into it, or Mellish or Chowle;
but they’re hardly likely to.” |

‘““See here, you cackling ass,” said

- Gunn_hotly, “I’m no more quarrelsome

than Wilky is, I'll own that he’s a
bit above my mark with the gloves; but
I'm jolly well not going to be put déwn
to the level of a worm like Mellish !”

“That’s right,” said Grundy approv-
ingly. “I thought I could strike a spark
of spirit out of-éne or the other of you.
1 don’t see why you shouldn’t take on
Racke, as Wilky funks him.”

“You ‘silly idiot! You boss-eyed
baboon !” roared Wilkins. * Who says I-
funk Racke?”

A distinct spark of spirit seemed io
have been struck-out of George Wilkins
now, He arose; and he looked very like
making an onslaught on his great chief.

“Nobody, if you say you don’t,™
re}.)‘h%d Grundy mildly.

ell, I don’t, then; lyc;u ought to R
know that!” Wilkins growled.

“But what for? at’s the sense of
it 7" inquired Gunn. :

“Those two rotters aren’t up to my
weight,” said Grundy.

- “Oh! Have they challenged you? I
don’t see why you shouldn’t let ’em have
their way, if they have. You could lick
the two of them together, old top,” said
Wilkins. =

“Of course they haven’t challenged
me, chump! They wouldn't dare!™
hooted Grundy. . .

.“Then I can’t make out what all this
i3 about,” Gunn said, bewildered. “I
thought perhaps one of them had, and
that you'd conscientious objections, same
as Manners. Can’t make Manners out,
but I know it’s not funk. Then they’d
go about saying you funked them, same
as Racke does about Manners. There’s
D’Arcy, too, now, they say. Well, I ain’t
sure 1 shouldn’t go for either of them if
I heard him call you a funk,
you know.”

“I'd do that,  too,” said Wilkins.
“Qrundy’s a siily ass, but he ain’t a
funk !” .

“You blithering idiots! ~ You potty

.maniacs ! You raving tunatics | roared

Y've got to show

Grundy. ~
Must keep up the credit of_ the study,
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Grundy. “You haven’t the sense of a
blessed baby in arms!” .

This was not exactly illuminating, and
Wilkins and Gunn only stared the
harder. Always ready to fight, Grundy
had not hitherto shown any craze for
fromoting combats between. other

“If youw'd.only tell us what it's all
about,” said Gunn. *We can't get on
to it.’ -

“ Don’t you kriow what happened this
morning ?” snapped Grundy.
~ “You went for a walk with Miss Cleve-
land. Is that any reason why we should
ﬁg‘ht with Racke and Crooke?” asked
Wilkins, 3

““Ass! 1 didn’t go for a walk with her
—at least, T didn’t go for a walk with her
just to go for a whlk with her. Is that
clear enough for you?” _ o

“Clear as mud!” grinned Wilkins.

But Gunn understood now, and the
grin faded from his face.  Gunn was a
bookish fellow, with  a tendency to
romance, which he usually took &
deal of trouble to hide. He was by long
odds the most sensitive and the most
sentimental of the three.

“Y see now;” he.said. *You stepped
in between her and those cads, and you
think it may want doing again. :I‘ ey
won’t fight you, because they haven’t the
pluck to stand up to you; but it may be
necegsar;{rm for ﬁomeﬁne'w take them on.
Tm in that all right.

Grundy gave Gunn a clap on the back
that nearly took the wind out of him. .

“{#ood man!” he s»id warmly.

%S0 am I on,” Wilkins growled. “I
should have been from the first if only
that silly ass had made 1t plain what be
was gassing about. I don’t know that
Miss Cleveland has ever taken any
special notice of me—or of you, Gunny
—or of old Grundy, till to-day, for that
matter. But that's not the thing. Any
decent chap would stand up for a rip-
ping girl like that, even if he'd never
spoken to her.”

Grundy beamed upon them both. The
fire of chivalry was still alight in Study
No. 3, it was plain, though perhaps the
Shell . generally would hardly - have
th’%ug}:t of seeking it there.

ap <

“C;,h come in!” howled Grundy.
 Mind, not a- word about this, . you
twol” -

Arthur. Augustus came in. He was
dressed in a manner that suggested
doing honour $o an occasion of import-
ance, and he had his monocle in his eye.
He had also a beaming smile upon his
noble face, and he advanced upon Grundy

with a slim right hand extended.

“ Shake, Gwunday!” he said heartily.

“What for?” growled Grundy.

“Because of what you did this morn-
in’, deah boy; that’s what for!”

“] don’t remember doing anything
that was any particular bizney of yours,”
iepl(iled Grundy, still withholding his

and.

“Weally, my deah fellow, did you not

- pwotect my Cousin Ethel fwom——

“Oh, that!” said Grundy, *“Well, I
don’t mind shaking hands with you, if
you want me to. But you needn’t
imagine for a moment that I did it for
your sake.” ]

The smile on Gussi’s face was fading,
and the grip of his hand was somewhat
less hearty than it would bave been a few
seconds earlier.  He felt that Grundy

~was_hardly taking this in quite the

proper spirit, . .
“I congwatulate you on your weadi-
ness to do the wight thing at the wight
time, Gwunday,” he said. *Pewwaps it
was wathah more than most of us would
have expected of you; but—-"
¢ What?” hooted Grundy.
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“1 wepeat that it was possibly
wathah—" e

“Don’t repeat it, then, if you want fo
get out of this study without a thick
earl” - )

“Weally, Gwunday——"" :
. “Don’t be such a_ sickening, patronis-
ing ass! After-all, it’s only an accident
that Miss \Cleveland’a your cousin, and
not—-" ’

“I will say no more, Gwunday. I am
onlay sowwy that you cannot take a|
fwiendly advance in a fwiendly spiwit,”
said Arthur Augustus, between sorrow
and anger. ’

And he turned to go.

s . here, D'Arcy, you ain’t a bad
fittle ass!” said Grundy, with. great con-
descension. “But you fellows don’t
know how to handle an affair of this
sort. Better leave it to me!” 3
 Gussy did not reply to that. He did
not even seem to realise that Grundy
meant - to - be . complimentary, “for he
banged the door behind him as he went

| out. o
CHAPTER 6.
The Attitude of Reylance, :
6 E, he, he! 1 can tell.you chaps
something you'd like o

hear!”

It was Baggy Trimble who
spoke, lookix;i into Study No. 7, where
Aubrey Racke and George Gerald
Crooke sat together, each with a cigar-
etto in full blast. = .
© ““Not dashed well likely!” growled
Crooke., - - T =T :

“But I can—I can, really! You'll say
so when you hear it.”

““May as well listen to the fat cad,
Gerry,” yawned Recke. “There’s
nothin’ clse much doin’. as Scrope hasn’t
come along for that little game.”

“Hand over one of those fags, then,”
said Baggy importantly. :

. Crooke, with a grunt, ‘gave the fat
junior a cigarefte, and Bﬂﬁgy lighted
up with a very fmowmg fook on his

gy face. .
“You chaps stand on velvet, though
you don’t know it,” he said, puffing

away.

‘“What do you mean, you fat idiot?”
asked Croocke politely.

““If you'd heard -what I heard in Tom
Merry’s study just now——""

“Where were you to hear it? TUnder
tho table ?”’ gibed Racke.

“No, I wasn't, then! I was at the

' keyhole—I mean, I happened"to be pags-

ing. course, I'd scorn~—-

“Don’t tell us you'd scorn any dirty
trick, for we eha'n’t believe you, by
gad !” snarled Crooke.

“Well, you wouldn’t, either!
stoPEm! Wharrer doing? Yow!”

“Leave him™ alone, Crooke!” said
Racke irritably. “I fancy the image has
somethin’ worth tellin’, for once in a

Here,

way.”

Km] it appeared that the image had,
for he departed ten minutes later the
richer by a pound note. As Racke, the
bestower of the note, was notoriously
close-fisted, there could be no possible
doubt that the news had pleased him.

Crooke did not scem so pleased. He
was hardly as deeply involved as Racke, |
and two or three recent eovents had
caused himn to see the red light. -

-this again, l()iy gad!” said Racke, rub-
bing his hands together. * They’ll stick
to what they say, y’knew, an’ see what
that means! Merry, Talbot, Manners,
Lowther, Blake, Herries, Digby, D’Arcy,
Cardew, Levison, Clive, Figgins, Kerr,
Wynn—not that Wynn “matfers—all-
p}fedgeg’ on honour to keep their hands
off us ‘

“fi‘lénty left, though,” growled
e . . o

Three-halfpence. 7

a Nobody that matters much, I fancy.”

: “What about Noble, Grundy, Red-
ern—-""
won’t meddle! Why

“0Oh, they
should they?” . .

“ Grundy meddled this mornin’, didn’t
he? An’ I'm dashed sure there’s-a
beastly catch about it somewhere!
Shouldn’t wonder if they were only lurin’
us on.”

*“ How could they guess we should hear
all about it 7’ . .

“ Well, no, they couldn’t know that.
Oh, come in!” " ) - ’

Crooke hurled his cigarette into the
fire as he snarled that invitation, and
Racke’s followed it. et

Roylance appeared. =

“Crooke made a mistake,” eaid
Racke, showing. his teeth in a grin that
was by no means friendly.

“You both make qluite a lot of them,”
‘replied Roylance coolly.

“When I said ‘Come in! I hadu't
any idea you were at the door,” eaid
Crooke.’ ?

““Never mind! It's -only one more
mistake. You’ve been making quite a
lot of them lately. This ome isn’t im-

portant, as I should have ceme in any-"
. way,” the New Zealand junior said.

Dick Roylance was & very cocl
customer, and a very hefty one. He

d had a row with the two black sheep
during his firet term at St. Jim’s; and
he had very rarely spoken to them since.
They counted him always as among the
enemy, and his would have been the
next name Crooke would have mentioned
had not Racke interrupted him a minutoe
or two earlier.

“Can’t_you take a hint, dash ybu?”
snapped Racke. = o =

“I think I can—when it suits me.
Can you?” _ i

““ What's that got to do with it?”

“A good deal. In fact, practically
everything. I came here to give you a
hint. I won’t say a friendly one.”

“Well, you ain't welcome, by gad, so

you'd better go!” said Cré8ke.

““I should be sorry to be welcome here.
Kind of thing that would let any fellow
down herribly,” answered Roylance, still
quite coolly, ;

Crooke blinked. Racke had an answer

read{.

“You've nothin’ in that way to worry
about, I assure you,” he sard. “We
don't care for the emugly righteous in
this study. There’s the door!”

“It will stay there all right till I've
finished, I fancy,” said Roylance. “I'va
somethmg to say to you two before I go,
though.’ ST

“You've nothin’ to say that we care

to hear;” returned Racke. ]

“Quite right! I don’t a bit believe
you'll care to hear this. But you're
gomg to!” E

“You must -have forgotten that we're
two to one, I fancy, Roylance,” blustered

rooke.

“Not at all.
trifles like that.”

‘“Well, say what you have to say an’
do the departin’ act,” said Racke, pre-
tending to yawn. “I'm gettin’ tired of
you. Serious society rather bores me,
y'know.”

- “You two have been going about say-

I don’t mind about

-ing that Manners funks Racke,” said
“We shall never get such a chance asi )

Roylance. _
“Well, doesn’t he 7” sneered Crooke.

=" Thus far the Colonial junior had kept _
But now he

his temper wonderfully.
fired up.

‘;No, you lying hound!” he rapped
out.
“He declines to fight me, anyway,”
drawled Racke.

“Y don’t doubt that he has bis reasons
for that.” B .
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Cadet Notes.

A further privilege has now been
conferred by the Army Council upon
those lads who have served in the
ranks of duly recognised Cadet Corps
or units throughout the country. We
have mentioned in previous issues the

authority mhich bhas been given for
. such lag secure admission into the-
R.A. ilots or observers. The
New, issued last week, extends
thi ge to the Royal Artillery,

wgineers, and the Machine Gun
rps, the three specialist units of the
Regular Forces, which offer splendid
opportunities for-training and advance-
ment, and wiil prove of immense pepu-
Jlarity with the members of Cadet

Corps. . ] .
'Il"llx,e, Qrder provides that N.C.0.’s and
rivates of these units of the Cadet
'orce which dre trained in specialist
duties will in future, on being called
up for military. service, be considered
for posting to those arms for which
. they have beén trained as Cadets;
This means in effect that boys who
have served in the Royal Engineers
Cadets, or in those units attached to
the Artillery or Machine Gun seccsmme
will have the privilege of being sen
1o the same arm.of the Regular Forees
when they are called up instead of
being attached 4o the ordinary in-
fantry battalions. This ought to have
the effect of stimulating reoruiting
for these specialist corps, of which
there are several of .the Royal En-
gineers and the Machine Gun Corps in
London, and others attached to the
Royal An‘«illery’ﬁs various parts of the
country. Full particulars of these or
any other ¢orps will be sent to readers
wishing to join tHe Cadet Movement on
application to the Central Association
Votunteer Regiments, Judges' Quad:
rangle, Law Courts, Strand, W.C. 2.
\ANNANANANANANAAN. /

1

-“ An’ of course you know what they
are?” sneered Racke. ~

e. .
“I don’t. But I'm perfectly satisfied

that Othey are good ones.

h, T theuéfxt that you'd be sure to
know, bein’ such a chum of his!”

“I am a chum of his, Racke, I'm glad
to say. .That’s why I can feel sure with-
out having it all explained to me.” .

“Queer - thing' Roylance hasn’t been

“enlisted in the Cleveland Legion, ain't |

it, Racke?” gibed Crooke,

Roylance turned on_ him so fiercely
that Crooke shrank in his chair.

“You'll keep that name out of thig!”
snapped the New Zealand junior.

“He's really one of them, you see,
Crooke,” said Racke.

“I don't quite understand you; but,
as far as I can get it, I fancy every
decent follow here may be counted in,”
Roylance replied. “But I didn’t come
to talk about that. I came to say this—

if T hear either of you rotten cads say

again. that Manners funks, or even if I
hear that you have said it, I'll make you
eat your own foul lies with a sauce that
you’'ll hardly fancy !1”*

A more "direct challenge could not
have been given. Roylance, who had
groven himself Manners’ superior, and

ad only gone under to Tom Merry after

one of the hardest tussles in the annals

of 8t. Jim’s, was not exactly the sort of
fellow either of the black sheep was keen
on tackling. ~ But Racke’s new-found
maztial spirit could not stand this
streaght talk. . :

= ?‘:{ come for him, Crooke!” he

“Keep your distance!” snapped Roy-
lance. ~ “If you “come within hitting
range you’ll get knocked down'!"

And he put up his fists.

Spluttering” with rage that he should
feel 8o confident that he was equal to
thrashing them both, the two came on.
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Together they should bhave been overs
weight for him. They fancied that thes
were. And they might have been ha
he .allowed them to_get to grips.

- But that was not his game.

. Crooke hung back—ever so little—the
‘mere hesitation of a second. But that
eecond was long enough for Roylance.
He let drive full.at Racke’s chest—all
his weight and muscle put into the blow.

fall with a erash and a yell. -
Roylance took & couple of strides for-

ward. - Crooke was backing now. But

the study was not big enough for that

game. .

‘Again” Roylance struck. The blow
smashed clean through Crooke’

eap - into the armchair, his arms
dropped by his sides, his face gone lead-
colopred. L T L

“That’s to go on with,” Roylange said
quietly.  “I think everyone knows that
I’'m not a guarrelsome féllow. - But Ym

or together, an;

time you like!
whether you fi

t or not, you'll get it in

the neck if there’s any more- of your
rotten ~ sneering about Manners. I
haven’t marked your faces this time;

1 won't promise not to next, though.
And I shan’t intrude upon. you here
again unless you force me to; but if you
1ve cause for complaint I shall come, for
% consider these little disciplinary
measures should bBe put through -in
private. I .don’t like your talky-fighty
stem 1'¥ "F
With that he went, before either
could get out a word in reply to the
longest speech they had ever heard him
mike. He meant every word of it, they
could see that;- and even ke no
longer felt quite so bucked by the goo
tidings Baggy Trimble had brought.
Racke struggled up from the floor, and
stood glaring at Crooke, who eat with
his hand on his heart, groaning dismally.
But it ‘wds no use blaming Crooke.
Racke had already made up his mind
whom he had to blame for this,
“Yow!” groaned Crooke, “I knew
that brute could hit hard; but, by gad,
if it had been a little harder I think if
would have settled me!
over the heart!"”
“Rotten prize-fightin’® cad!” snarled
Racke. = “ He's the strength of a horse;
a fellow hasn’t a chance against him!
But you can see what’s behind this !”
“It’s all I've any use for, without any-
thin’ behind it,” replied Crooke dole-
fully. .
_ “It’s & put-up job! Manners an’ that
lot sent him. An’ I shouldn’t wonder if
they”gaVe Grundy the tip this mornin’,
too

It was right

Crooke shook. his head. )
“Not Grundy,” he said with convio-
tion. - “He doesn’t take tips from any-
body. He was on his own.
feel dead certain that this was anybody’s

though.

“Y've put it down to Manners, an’ I
mean to be even with him for it !" snarled
Racke.

“I haven’t any objection, I assure you,
though I'd rather be even with Roylance.
Anyway, don’t try gettin’ even with your
mouth, Aubrey! Seems somehow that
doesn’t pay. Wo shall have Blake along
next, warnin’ us that D’Arcy’s not to be
called a funk at any price.”

brigade, remember!”

“Don’t I wish Roylance was!” said
Crooke feelingly. ‘“The more there
are of them the hetter.
Julian or Lumley-Lumley comes along on
the same game the two of us ought to be

able to mop him up. I hope it won't be

It sent Racke reeling backwards, to|.

s clumsy |- campaign
ﬁua.—rd, and he sabk back in a huddled |

ready to take on you two_cads, aiag? g
And,

An’ I don’t |

move bx,:l’t Roylance’s. We may find out,

‘“Blake’s one of the non‘cbmba.tant §

Well, if:

WAsJﬂME ‘41D,
PRICE, 2

ORDER HOW.

‘Noble or Grundy, though. Pity they
ain’t in the league!”

Roylance had come at nobody’s insti-
gation, and he did not even tell anyone
what he had done. As he walked away
fbxz‘omllfo. 7 Clifton Dane looked out from

o '

“I heard a big thump just now,” re-
marked the Ca.nadiagdjunior. .

“8o did I1™ replied Roylance.
“ Where was 1t?"”
“In Racke's stui?.” ;
“Oh! Thieves falling out—eh?”
“Might easily have been that,” said
Roylance. . And he walked on. .
_Yet Dane was one of the fellows whose
aid he.nngll:t readily have enlisted in the
e had started.
_ But Roylance did not feel in need of
any aid; he preferred to play a lone hand
and to play it in his own quiet, coo
way. L : ‘

ety

CHAPTER 7. ;
D’Arey Major and D’Arcy Minor.
() \HAT'S something like it!” said

: Tom Meny, with immerise satis-

faction. e
The third rehearsal of tho
revue which was to form a very special
item in the celebrations in connection
with the Head'’s birthday had gono swin-
mmgly.

“There were many actors; but nearly
everyone had been word-perfect. 'This
may have been because Monty Lowther,
who had written the greater part of the
revue, had provided few “fat” parts.
In fact, only Monty himself and a few of
his most particular chums, who had been -
urgent with him in the matter, had any-
thing that could be 0 styled.

Harry Wharton’s sketch,” which was
included in the revue; had been taken
twice that evening. It needed to go with
a rush, and. Tom Merry and Blake, who
were acting as joint stage-managers, had
done all they could to jmpress that fac
upon those taking part in 1t. :

Nearly everyone ed happy. But
there was one discontented face in tho
crowd. It was a smaller crowd than it
had been, for only those in the sketch
were still left. The rest had cleared off
to prep—deferred by permission till latcr
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in the evening than tsual,/on condition
that there should be wo scamping- of it.
Both Mr. Linton and Mr. Lathom were]
very keen en the success of the revue, as
was Mr. Railton. But Mr. Ratchiff bad
with great difficulty been persuaded to

tion in the matter of prep; and Mr.

Selb} was reported to look with a jaun-

diced eye nmhe» whole affair.

- The one discontented expression was on
the noble countenance .of Arthur Augus-

= “tus D’Arey. . .

- . —Gussy had not had a good day. The

: _.- vkase which kept him from administering | |
< . ‘a fearful thrashing to Racke still rankled

~somewhat. He saw that it was right he
should not fight; but he liked it none the
better for sesing that. - -

< Guasy-would not have allowed that it wus.
practically it had éome to that, .
- Lastly, he had played the Crown Prince
-in Harry Wharton’s sketch to applause.

~Arthur Aug bad as big-an appe-
tite for applatse .as most fellow
somehow this had failed to please him: -
i . Nothing that anyone could say seemcd

todothat, . .- .

“You -did it. jolly well, Gustavus,’
said Blake.

““T ar: awash of that fact, Blake!”’ was

the frigid reply.
1t ‘'was ripping 1"’ remarked Lowther.
“I appwe that no. one heah is
likely fo dispute my histwionic abilities,”
said the swell-of the Fourth, sticking his

= mqmd? inte-his eye; -and surveying the
* assemblage wit‘h‘}ﬁ% disdain. * e

“ o~ “ Not likely I said Manners, . -

e old ass mean, Franky?”.
-asked D’Arey minor of Levison minor,
‘These two leading members of the Third
Form were in the sketch,

he can’t act,” Frank translated

y- %
i mbs! Why doesn’t he talk Eng-
“They are not in question,” went on
% Gussy. “I am suah that I could play.
<~ Macheth or Hamlet fx a mann 22
. “That would fairly bring down the
; house with laughter!” chipped in
5 Lowther. e
: ‘“Bai Jove, Lowther, you weally are
widic! I believe that you pwofess to be
a student of Shapespeah? Suahly you are
awaah that Hamlet an’ Macbeth are most
sewious an’ twagic parts?”
d top—that's why

««

I” answered

~  “Dry up, chump!” eaid Tom Merry
- sharply. . *“Just leave our Gussy to us.
He can jolly well lick your silly head off
in any part he chooses to take on!”

But even that testimonial failed to
bring a beaming smile to the face of
Arthur Augustus,

‘““Guesy. has great natural advantages
“for his present part,” said Lowther slyly.
To tell Lowther to dry up and to get him
to dry up were not quite one and ths
same thing, Just now he knew that pru-
dence counselled letting Arthur Augustus
alone; but he would listen neither to

iddy Hun is like another—
“Ytou’_llube put fotlxt in a jiﬂyw i:l ]you
aren’t+ jolly careful, young "
ved Jack Blake. e . ¥
“But hardly to the same extent as his
major is!” murmured Lowther.
“Den’t you see, fathead? They want
him to stick to the part,” whispered
Frank Levison to Wally. “He'll chuck it
for certain if he gets any more chipping
about it.” .
“QOh, all right, clever! Think I don’t

know that?” retorted Wally, i

is just as like that Prussian rog;er as one

give the fellows in his House any relaxa-| |

Then he-had been snubbed by Grundy. |
possible for Grundy to_snub him; but| '

but |
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But he dried up.
“Tom Mewwy——"

said Tom cheerily. “Don’t ex to
have, either—not till this bizney’s over,”

“Tommy and Blake are like twin
Atlases supporting the world,” said
Lowther. ¥

"But,’ Tom Mewwy, I pwotest——

“Can’t listen, Gussy! I've no fault
whatever to find with you. It’s your
modesty——"

“Nothin’ of the sort—I haven’t any—I
mean, that is weally not the question at
all. 'What are you gwinnin’ at, Blake,
you wuffian? Dig, you sillay ass—Hew-
wies, you uttah idiot—Lowthah, you
chortlin’  chimpanzee — Mannahs, you
cwass chump—heah, I say, come back, all
of you!” ) -

But they paid no heed. Not only those
upon whom he called in so endearing a
fashion, but everyone else left also made
for the door. What was the use of stay-
ing to listen to Gussy’s protests, when
their minds were made up to regard those
protests as mere air?

Only the two fags were left.

Upon them Gussy g’mred ferociously.
A quiet grin overspread the face of Frank
Levison. Frank was generally among the
peacemakers ; but he could not_resist the

”»

prudence nor to Tom Merry. temptation to chaff the swell of the
“That's it1” said Wally D'Arcy| Eourth just then .

cagerly.” “It’s an awful thing to have in| ““Don’t you like your part, Gussy?” he

the family; but I must say that old Gus|a -

sked. - . . .
“Weally, I think you will send me dis-
twacted among you all!” -

“Well, Gus, you won’t have far to go—
that’s one comfort!” said Wally phito-
sophically. -

“1 uttahly wefuse to take the wottent
part! I have made that quite cleah on
several .occasions, an’—="_

“But you are taking it,” said Fiank.
“ And you do it jolty well, too!” . ~

“Wats! It was an agweed thirg that
I should not take it. Ibhave, it is twue,
wehearsed it, but—"" .
“Three times,” put-in Frank.

-1
“No time for jaw just now, old chap!”

it "A{id if you don’t call that ‘Ekmg

“Bai Jove, I will not stop to talk with
you cwass young asses!"” F
“Half a jiff, Gus]
serious to say to you.” o 13

‘¢ Anothah time, Wally! I weally have
not the leisuah to attend to you at the
pwesent moment.” - !

“Oh, haven't you? Well, you've jolly
well got to, and that's all about iti"

Arthur Augustus glared upon his minor
through the celebrated monocle. But
Wally did not blink in the least.

“ At anothah time, when I am less
pwessed, I will do my best to give you
the benefit of my advice in any juvenile
twouble in which you 'may have landed
yourself, Wally!" Now—-" 3

“ Whatdyecallit trouble be blessed !’
snorted Wally. *I suppose it’s becausa
you're so pressed for time that you can’t
fight Racke—eh 7"

The monocle fell to the floor, as Arthur
Augustus gasped: :

“Wha-a-at?”’
“That's what I've got to talk to you.

"T've something

) about, old top!” said D’Arcy minor.

“I'm net going to put up with this sort

of thing, you know !” —~
“You are not goin’ to put up with—

Oh, am I mad, or am I dweamin’ 2"

. “You ain’t dreaming! As far being

mad‘ you always were a trifle potty! I

didn’t mind that so_very much, though

it ain’t all violets to have a potty major !

{-But that's a heap better than having a

funky major1” '

“Do you mean to insinuate, Wally,
that I funk Wacke?” demanded Arthur
Augustus®majestic in his" wrath. )

“Y don’t mean to insinuate anything—

I'm talking to you straight—man to man,
you know! X.nd I say its a beastly
disgrace to the family ! S

“A disgwace to the family1” gasped
Gussy. - e
- 4Ves! Can’t yow¥e that, you fat-.
Tae GEM Lisriny.—No. 560.
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headea chump? You'd see it fast enough ;

if-I funked anyone!™

That was true, Arthur Augustus was
very anpxious - that Walter . Adolphus
should live up to. the family standard, as
set by himself. He often took his miner
to task for wearing collars of something
less k:han im;nmiulate dw?iten}?s;;l, for
speaking impolitely, and for behaving
l&e “a young \"uﬂ{m t”  And he would
most certainly have been annoyed by an
suspicion that Wally fell below the hi
honour and high courage that were the
birthright of the D’ Arcys. .
. But that he should bo taken to task
by Wally! - - 3
% 1.am not funkin' Wacke, Wally!”
he said in half-choked tones.

“Looks jolly like it, I
Doesn’t it, Franky " -

“I don’t think ' Gussy would f
anyone,” said Frank Levison, *Not that
-sort, any more than Manners is. And
s‘gu don’t say that Manners funks Racke,

ally?” - = .

"'I};lat’s,'not my bizney,” replied Wally
doggedly.  “I don’t rub it into young
Reggie about his mejor, but he’s started
to rub it into mo _about mine, ard that
shows he doesn’t like the way Manners
major 1s going om. Not that young
Regaxre matters!”

““Well, I'm jolly sure that Gussy has
some good reason,” said Frank, who was’
very fond of the swell of the Fourth, and
who saw him looking troubled and
angry. - - .

“Then he can give it to me, I 8’pose?”?

“I-can’t, Wally; an’ you have weally
no wight to wequest anythin’ of the sort.
It is not for you to sit in judgment-on
my actions !” S -
U1 ain’t sifting in judgment, you silly

must say!

—_idiot—T"m only telling you what I think

-abdut you !” roared Wally. “And as for| -

your actions—it's the way you don’t do
things 'm down on. Oh, yowd bettér
:ggﬁliii’mqur rotten Crown Prince part;
Bhits you! You’re as big a funk as
that beastly Hun is ! L -
id  Wally stamped away. -
“Come back, Wally!” cried Arthur
Augustus.  *“You weally must listen to
~weason | - o
“I won’t listen to anything! REither
-yon give Racke the thrashing ke needs,
or—well, I shall know what to do! Come

 along, Franky!”

“Tll try to soothe him down, Gussy !”
said Levison minor as he went.

“ Not on my account, Fwank, I pway,”
rqphed Gusey, icily. “I have done with
him _for evah! T wenounce him!”

2 He'e jolly well welcome ! said Wally
bitterly, when Frank told him that.

“But what are you going to do,
Wally 7 asked Frank. e
- “¥ouw'll see—and goon, too!”

CHAPTER 8.
- Skimpole Makes an Offer,

RTHUR AUGUSTUS, with a
" thunderous look upon his noble
brow, had just reached the door
cT of the concert-room when the
lean and bony form of Herbert Skimpole

of the Shell appeared thereat.

“D'Arcy, my dear fellow——"" began
Skimmy. : .

“I weally cannot speak to you. just
now, Sl':’lmmay ! I am quite in a fluttah,
an’—— .

“You -are alone, I perceive! - I had
-rather expacted to -find Tom Merry

ere ! :

“H you have any biznay to twansact
with Tom Mewwy, Skimmny, I must cn-
tweat you to postpone it till to-mowwow.
I have myself to see him upon s most
important -subject-—in fact, upon two
important subjects, an’” I’'m goin’ to him

" _mow !”

""Thea’r,x I will come with you, my dear

low | -
~-*Oh,- deah!” groaned Gussy. But,
harassed as he was, he could not so far
fo;iet his Chesterfieldian politeness as to
‘make his hint to Skimmy plainer.
- He hurried out of the concert-room,
and Skimpole followed, blinking

Upstairs they went, and to the Bhell
passage. But Study No. 10 on that
passage was dark and empty.

“They are not heah-!"” said Gussy.

“The room is certainly vacant; -there-
fore the deduction that the persen or
persons you seek is or are absent would
-geem an_obvious one!” said Skimpole,
in his precise'manner.
. That manner- jarred badly upon Gussy
Just now. -
-—*Oh, go away!” he said crossly. “I

%Sﬁnob——l positivel cannot—enduah
twivial wemarks at - :l{e pwesent moment,
Skimmay ¥ . T - o
“ My dear D’Arcy, do. not allow your
irritation to overcome you! ‘There is
nothing
than that! I—” :
_But Gussy broke away, making for the
Fourth passage. e
Skimmy foﬁowed.— S o
The door of No. 6 refused to yield to

{ Gussy’s pressure.
y

“Who’s there?” yelled Blake.

- 4Tt is 1, of course, you duffah !
—-*“No ‘of course’ about it,- old bean!
It might be anyone,” answeted the voice
of Lowther. . -

“Hook it !” growled Herries.’

“8eat, Gussy!” called Dig.

,Arthur Augustus fairly quivered with

-wrath. - He- felt as though . the very
foundations of society were suffering
upheaval. : .
He_had _been taken. to: task: by his
minor. There was a conspiraty fo force
-him-to play an absolutely detestable part
in the revue. And now he was shut out
of No. 6!

The Terrible Three were there. Had
not Lowther spoken? Herries and Dig
were there. Gussy had the highest re-
gard for Herries and Dig; but he had
never regarded them as porsons on tle
MII;IBAPISHG of importance as his noble
self. '

Unlike as they were in most respects,
the two now standing at the door of
No. 6 had one point in common. Skim-
gole was quite sure that he had the best

rain at 8t. Jim’s; and Arthur Augustus
was absolutely certain that his equal in
tact, judgment, and general all-round
ability was not to be found witkin the
walls of the ancient school. ’

“You’re a wude wuffian, Hewwies !”
Gussy roared. “ As for you, Dig, I will
not Ilgwah myself to eay what I think of

ou ! .

“I shouldn’t,” chuckled Dig. *“If
you’ve started thinking, old chap, keep
the results to yourself—don't waste ’em
on nie!” ’

Gussy thumped upon the door viciously.

“Am I to be kept out of my own
studay ?” he roared

“Looks -a bit like it!” replied Blake
heartlessly. .

“Wats, Blake! I simplay will not be
kept out |”

“Come in, then!” chouted Dig.

. At that the ire of Gussy rose to such
a pitch that he did a-thing for which he
was sure to suffer repentance later.

Hoe kicked at-the door.

“Who else is outside there?” asked
Lowther. - .

“ Noboday—at least——""

- “There must be someone else. No
Vere de Vere would *lowah’ himself by
kicking a door {”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“But there is someone else — I am
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| here!” spoke up Skimmy,

more highly uﬁ);hil_osophical»

““Are you, Skimmy? Well, you're

| welcome to -~ stay- there!” said Tom

erry. s .
“ Kut up, you two, and let us get on
with the washing !” growled Manners.
“You insuffewable wotgahs! I insist,
Blake, ‘upon bein’ gives admittance to
my own studay ! You wotld not wish me
to appeal to Wailtonss e it?”
No answer was Vv ed to that
threat.

“It would really appear, D’Arcy, that -

they have some reason for.not desiring
your presence,” “said Bkimpole mildly.
‘But my time, my dear fellow, is valu-
able, and their exclusion of you does not
necessarily. ‘axi;le that they will not
admit me.”" May T therefore requess
you to stand aside while I as pormission
to enter?” & P e
“Bai Jove, Skimmay—" L
“Go - away; both you silly idiots!”
shouted Manners.:- - - '
‘“It would almost seem' thaf they do
not desire my presence, either,” said
Skimmy, with a look of surprise. * May
I inquire why you are“being kept out,
D’ Arcy ?” , .
“Because the sillay »wottahs - know

vewy well that I hgi;q positively wefused

Y wevue,

to pl ay’t.he Cwown’
“But 1 really f W‘zi» ﬂtéa’i'e »

~ “Qh, I do no%?y‘ect ¥ou to undah-

stand, SkimmayY You weally are such

yince in ¢l

‘a tewwible ass ‘about such things as this,

you know! I ha¥e been wehearsin' the
w'etched part on the distinet undah-
standin’ that someone else should be
found to take it in the actual pwo-
duction. But no one has come forward,
an’ those boundahs wefuse to listen to
my pwotests. They are twyin" to- pin

-me- g,own, to keepin” Vthe “loathsomo .

¥ ol ARRR Rt §

‘“Is thet's6? . It is-a very curious and
quite_improper proceeding, I consider.
But I fthink that I can aid you in the
matter, I_)'A_rcy.” .

“Oh, wats! I weally beg your
pardon, Bkimmay, but—-""

“wilt you alloy.-me to explain, my
dear D’Arcy? -
offer myself ‘for. the part.’

“Oh, bai Jove!” said Gussy faintly.
It had -been- atéggested by someone
that, apart from sy, -Skimpole was
the only junior at Si. Jim’s who was
naturally . fitted for taking the part of
the Crown Prince  Gussy had con-
sidered that an aspersion on his figure,

t is my intention to

which he did not regard as at . all .
“But neither he _
nor anyone else had seriously thought of

resembling 8kimpole’s.

Skimmy’s assuming the role. -~ .

“The proposition appears te cause you
some  astonishment, ~D’Arcy,” eaid
Skimmy. _ _

“Oh, bai Jove!” repeated Gussy. It
was all he could say. -

“The invocation of a heathen deity,
D’Arcy, is scarcely an intelligible answer
to my remark.”

““ Oh, but weally, you know, deah boy,
you couldn’t, you inowl It’s uttahly
mposs !” . .

“T entirely fail to sce the impossibility,
my “dear fellow. "In fect, I may say
without vanity that I regard myself as
a person for whom impossibilities do’ not
exist 1" .

Skimmy had raised his_voice some-
what, and those within No. 6 heard that
statement,

‘“ Entirely without vanity !”” murmured
Monty Lowther, grinning.

“Shush I’ hissed Blake. * What's the
pottﬁ old- donkey gassing about?”

‘ But—but you nevah have done any-

thin’ whatevah in that line, you know,
Skimmay,” said. Arthur ~ Augustus
weakly. < - :

“That i8 nbt to the purpose. .I have

already shown that I can excel at cricke

=
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without all the laborious practice that is
necessary for those of inferior mental
endowments. Brain, my dear D’Arcy,
governs in these matters as well as in
those of real importance. I once made
a3 many as.twenty runs, which 1is
rega.rgi' , I understand, as a very high

“Oh, bai Jove ! said Gussy again.

“He’s thinking about footer,” re-
marked Dig, inside No. 6. ’

“I took up- boxing, and rapidly
digésted the hints given me by our friend
Talbot. I apprehend that I could now,
with consummate ease, beat any member
of your Form and all but three or tour
of my own ab that exercise.” -

_“Listen to him !}’ growled Herries.

‘““As for acting, I have hitherto con-.
sidered it a thing beneath my notice. I
am not sure that in a properly con-
stituted staté of society there would be
any place for the theatre. But that only
makes it the easier for a really powerful
brain. I apprehend that I could, if I
lowered my mind sufficiently, attain any
measure of suecess in the art histrionic
that I might desire.”

“You weally think so, Skimmay?”
gasped Guesy.

-“I am quite convinced of it, D’Aray.
I have just been looking through the

art of Hamlet. I regret to say that it

2s not increased my reepect for Shake-
gpeare, who had, I fear, but a second-
rate brain. There are very silly and
extravagant” things in it. ut am
confident that I could sustsin the role
of the me]anhcholy Prince of Denmark in
a..manner that would astonish - every-

ene.” S
“That’s very likely indeed, I

say,” commented Lowther. :
“Oh, bai Jove!” said Guss

The mighty brain of Arthur

“was almost tottering to itz fall.
““Is the part of the Crown Prince at

all. like that of Hamlet, D'Arcy?” in-

quired the astounding Skimmy.

.- “Ha, ha, ha!” -
The burst of laughter that came from

within No. 6 made Skimmy stare.

P Tom Merry popped his head out of the
00F. -

should

again.
ugustus

“I have a vewy gweat mmd to do
nothin’ of the sort, Tom Mewwy! I do
e not fancay bein’ invited ‘into my own
- studay in this off-hand mannah.”

“Well, I must say you’re not a very
- easy chap to please, Gussy,” said Tom,
w5 with a sigh. ‘“You didn’t seem to like
‘it a bit when you were kept out.” |
- = 8ky le passed in.-  Gussy now
- folloWed him, but did not leave his look

#f hauglty ire behind in the pagsage.
Skidmay says he will (Play the
Cwown Pwince;?’ he announced. “It is
vewy goodof him, no doubt, but I am
not at all suah—" P

“That you want to %ive up the part?
That’s all right; we’ll let you keep it if
you’d rather,” said Blake cheérily.

“I am not suah, Blake, that Skimmay
is capable of sustainin’ the part.”
“Well, if =you could do
growled Herries. .
- Arthur  Aungustus -favoured him with

an icy stare ol disdain.

Do you want to keep the part, or
don’t you? "THat’s the question for you
to decide!” said Manners sharply.
“We'll judge what Skimmy can do or
can’t do.”

“I do not wish to Lkeep the part,
Mannahs! T absolutely wefuse to keep
it!  But—" .

“Right-ho! Put Gussy dewn for the
dead-body act,” said Lowther.
that let him be silerit, as behoves a well-
conduected corpse.” X - R

“ Weally, Lowthah—" -
. - “Bilence” in the court! Skimmy is
= now about to-deliver his oration!” -

it ”

“Come in, you two !” he'said cheerily. | Dj

“ After | &
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“I have no_intention of the sort,
Lowther, my. dear fellow, I assure you:
The matter is really too trivial for that.
But the
though rather as a man than as a
thinker, I admit—has impelled me’ to
come hither and say that I propose to
take the part of the Crown Prince in
this—er—revue, I believe the trifle is
ealled.” - -

“With our consent, I suppose?"
snapped Tom Merry. Skimmy’s intel-
lectual arrogance really was a little too
much even for the genial Tom.

Skimmy blinked at hil in surprise.

“That, my dear Merry, is surely the

' merest formality 7" he said.

“Bai_Jove, though, Skimmay, you
wealli'1 Ié:we a most colossal nerve!”
gasped Gussy.

“You can’t act,

Dig. = .

gAnd .you’re a most awful ass!”
growled Herries. . :

. “I assure you that you are completely
mistaken, ,Diqby—&’% = i

“He doesn’t assure Herries of that,”
murmured Lowther. But Skimmy had
not heard Herries. .

“Well, you never have acted, any-
way.” . .

“That I admit. But that is quite
another matter. - You have a confused
and inferior mind, I fear, Digby !”

-4 8kimmy’s_like the young man who
was asked whethier he could play the
violin,” remarked Lowther.

“ What did he say 7"’ asked Dig.
~%8aid- he  didn’t know—he’d never
tried.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Everybociy but Skimmy laughed—even
Gussy, who had not yet recovered his
temper, and Herries, who did not always
see a joke readily.

“He made a very i)roper answer,”’
said Skimmy. “In the history of human
effort—""

‘“My dear young friends ” put_in
Lowther, with a very creditable imitation
of Skimmy’s pedantic manner,

“ Let’s see, 8kimmy, what was your
part before #” asked Tom. B
“He was a dead body, of course,” said

you know,” said

g.

*That is scarcely accurate, Digby, for
I was to have been a programme—er—
dispenser.” . :

“Well, that would suit Gustavus all
right,” said Blake thoughtfully. “He
wouldn’t have to think. Hard lines to
have to think, and nothing to do _it
with 1”? o

“Why, you sillay ass! You uttah
idiot—""

“He’d be a bit rocky on the change,
though,” said Dig. * Might manage it,
as it would be all in sixpences, but—"

“T shall positively be a wavin’ lunatic
if this goes on, bai Jove!”

“Be a dead bod% old top! Much
more peaceful,” said Lowther soothingly.

“You can have a shot, Skimmy,” said
Tom., ‘I hope you're a quick study.
Here’s your part.”

“1 do not quite apprehend your mean-
ing, Merry; but I am confident that I
can assimilate my part within the next
twenty-four hours.’ i i

“I will coach you, Skimmay,” said
Gussy generously. .

“Thank you, my dear D’Arcy. I will
acquaint you, without fail, of my need of
your assistance should any such need
arise.” :

But it was evident that Skimmy did
not expect any such need to arise,

He went off with the part under his

rm.
“The old ass will forget all about it
before  to-morrow  evening,” . said
Manners, .

“T'll ask Talbot to keep an eye on
him,” Tom replied. -

respect 1 bear the Head—

 Blake.

Three-halfpencs 11

“There I8 anothah mattah én which
I wish to speak to you, Tom Mewwy,”
said Arthur Augustus, i :

“No time new, old chap. We're on
honour to do our pneE, ou know.,”

“But I must spea ——Ymust, weally !
I demand to be welieved of the pwomise
I have made not to fight Wacke!”

“ Wh-g-at1"” - %

“I know vewy well all the ohjections
that can be waised; but——" " -
© ¢ Gussy, you shock me! Would you be
behind others in the way of chivalry?”

-“Of course I would not, Lowthah!
Bat how would you like it if your minah
aéccused you of bein’ a funk?” pleaded

ussy. .

“As I have no minor, and no forgone
combat, the contingency may be con-
sidered an impossible one,”” answered
Lawther,

-“You can’t do it, Gustavus!”

.} asked Lowther solemnly.

sn;ﬁped

“ But, weally, Blake—s;" - -
“You can"% éussy. A vow is a vow.”
“Weally, Tom Mewwy—" .

“ Who's your minaer more than anyone
else that he shouldn’t call you a funk?”’
said Herries. ‘‘We agreed that that, was
to xr’x,a,ke no odds, whichever of us it
was.” .

Gussy stared blankly at Herries.” The
bluff common-sense of that speech some-
how 5ot home to him. After all, who
was Waily that he should be able to goad
?ussy? to a combat he had agreeg to _
orgo s

But Arthur Aygustus: gave vent to
something very like a dry sob as he
went out ef the room. Wally’s scorn
had hit him hard, t

- CHAPTER 9.
An Amazing Challenge !
¢ T works all right, by gad!” said
Crooke, wrtg a grin.  “I barged
against Lowther coming ount of
classes to-day, and he only called
nie g clumsy idiot, though he must have
known -1-did it on purpose!™ -

“Did you tell him s0?” asked Racke,
Barging against Lowther did not #trike
Racke as quite so big an achievement as
Crooke seemed to think it. o

**Well, no; it wasn’t nccessary. I told -
him he was another.” T

“If that’s all you can do—-" -

““I1 thought you were 8o full of dashed
crafty schemes!” gibed Crooke.  ‘“Can’t
say I’ve heard any of ’em yet, though.”

“I've one that might be worth think-
in’ over, old bean! Have you heard that
it was settled last night that Skimpole
is to take the Crown Prince part that
that bounder D’Arcy shied at?”’ -

“No, I hadn’t—— But I can’t see
what—"

“It will go a long way to muck up
their rotten show if we can keep the
footlin” ass out of the way.”

. “More likely to muck it up if he’s in
it,” replied Crooke, with a sardonic

grin. - ) )
“No. It’s the kind of tripe that doesn’t
need actin’. The bigger the duffer the
funnier it will be, hecause all his
bloomers will be supposed to be part of
the humour.”’ -
“But if we ean get hold of Skimmy
it will only mean tﬁat D’Arey will take
it on. An’ if a duffer’s best, you can’t:
beat that ass!” replied Crooke nastily.-
“D’Arcy won’thby ad! If anythin’s
certain, that is.- He’s fallen out with the
whole crowd over somethin’.” ..
*“It might be worth doin’,” said
Crooke. ““An’ it would be dead easy.
Skimmy’s a lonely old bird. Some ch
are a dashed trouble to catch alone, but
not Skimmy. An’ he ain’t suspicious,”
“There’s’ anothey wheeze,” said
Racke, lowering his voice. “A bit more
Tae GeM Lisrary.—No. 560,
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risk' in this; but I think it's worth
doin"’, . .

“I'm not on for anythin’ too dashed
risky,” ‘answered Crooke uneasily.

“%(ou needn’s tell me that at this time
of ‘day! But this can be done all right,
if it can bo done at all, I fancy.”

““ What is it?”

“You've heard of that precious en-
larged photograph of Manners’?”’

he very tono in which Racke spoko

Manners* name told of bitter spite. It
was Manners whom Racke hated above
everyone else at St. Jim’s just now,
- ““Yaas, I've. heard of i, Aubrey.
What about it?”" .

“If we could get hold of that!”

Crooke slappeg his thigh.

By gad! .
he said. “They're countin’ no end on
leasin’ the Head with that gadget,
fhough.”

“Well, you aren’t so keen on pleasin’ |

”

the Head, are you, Gerry? .

“I hate the old ‘beast!” replied
Crooke. *“I'd like to muck up the whole
dashed show! - I’ve had too much of his
chin-music !”

“8o0 have L,” said Racke. “An’ I
think we can do a bit towards muckin’
uﬁ) the show. The beauty of it is, too,
that no one can suspect us when we'’re

giving the old hunks such & -handscme |-

present on our own account.”’

“I sha'n’t grudge the oof spent on
that so much if we can put a spoke or
two in his dear, admirin’ pupils’ wheel
;m“ the great day!” Crooke said spite-
ally. _

And the two young blackguards leered
at one another. Yet they had had from
Dr. Holmes nothing but long-suffering
m%rcy far beyond their deserts.

apt .

"‘Ifang it all, can’t we be left alone
for a minute, by gad?” groamédl Racke.
“0h, come in!”

Cigarette-ends were hurled into the
glowing fire, and ¥Frank Levison entered.

“Oh, get out, you pious little prig!”
snarled Crooke. . .

“I've got something to say first,” said
Frank “quietly. “ And you’d better not
try on any of your games. There are
half a dozen of our fellows in the

passage, ugd we'll-tag you bald-headed |

1f 'gggydp I

what you've got to say an’
bunk!” snapped Racke.

%“T’ve come with a challenge to voun,”
Frank answered. -

“What—from Roylance?” -

“No,” said Frank, in surprisc. «
. “You; rotten major, then? DEut he’s

one— :

Racke pulled himself up short. He
had nearly let slip his knowledge of
something he was not supposed to know
—that Ernest Levison- was one of the
band whom he and Crooke sneeringly
called “The Loyal League.”

~“M¥ major’s worth a thousand of you

cads!” flashed Frank, “But it's not
from him. He knows you're below his
wel ht;" -

“Who, then?”

“D’Arcy minor.”

“D’Arcy minor! By gad!

“0Oh, my aunt!”

‘“Ha, hal ‘This is funny, Gerry!”

¢ Funniest thing I’ve heard for a dog's
age, Aubrey!” ?

“I_don’t think you'll find it funny,”
said Frank,  “Wally can box.” -

¢ Which of us is it to?” asked Crooke.

“Need you ask?”, chortled Racke.

’,“To both of us, of course—both at once!

Oh, my stars an’ garters!”

“No; it's to you, Racke. Wally’s
going to fight you instead of his major,”
explained Frank seriously.

‘Well, that's keepin’ it in ' the
family,” replied Racke. “There’s one
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That would be a score!”

litile hitch in the dashad arrangement,
though, I don’t fight with Third Form

fags, y'know!” . R
sf\fya,lly said you'd say that. He says
you’re a cheap sort of funk, anyway, and
you'd be sure to think of ¢hat way out.”

“An’ what does the mighty Walter
Adol;fhus propose to do about it?”

“Slap your face!” said. Frank,

“Then he’ll get the hidin’ of his life,
by gad!” = - :
“Oh, no, he won’t; because he won’t
take ity you see!” :
. “An’ you think I'm goin’ to be forced
into a ﬁilgt with a Third-Former, to be
the laughin’-stock of all St. Jim’s?”
hooted Racke.

“You can’t sneak out of it, not any
way I can sec.” ) .

*Ha, ha, ha! You'll have to keep out
of D’Arcy minor’s way, Aubrey!” jecred
Crooke.

Racke’s face was a-study. £,

Natura]ﬂlf, he believed himself able to
thrash Wally. But he was not at all sure
that he could do it easily, As Levison
minor had said, Wally could box. There
was a difference of a head between the
two, and, of course, there was a differ-
ence in weight; but Wally’s strength was
at least equal to Racke’s, for Racke was
weedy and unfit. €%

“This is silly rot, by gad!” growled
Racke.
.. “You won’t find there’s any rot about
it,” said Frank. :

He turned to go. -

“Here, 1 say, kid, you haven't fixed
up date and place!” jeered Crooke.

“We'll fix that up all serene !”” Frank
replied cheerily. o

“My hat! You talked to ’em jolly
well, Frank !” the two black sheep heard
Curly Gibson say as the door closed.

“Ha, ha, ha! Isn’t it a joke, Aubrey?”
chortled Crooke. K )

But the expression on the face of Racke
suggested that he hardly thought it such
a.joke as he had done at first,

CHAPTER 10,
No Way Out !
{3 TOLD you so!” said Crooke.

He and Racke sat on a stile

in Rylcombe Lane smoking.
Cousin Ethel had just turned
the corner of tho lane. She was walking
briskly, as if on some errand of import-
ance, and ‘she looked as if St. Jim’s

| agreed with her in every way, for her face

was touched with a charming colour, and
she smiled as she came.

But the smile faded from her face as
Racke and Crooke detached themselves
from the stile and she saw them.

It was Crooke who had proposed wait-
ing there, as a safer place than the quad.
He had felt sure she would come along,
he said. : .

The black sheep had no intention of
doing or saying anything which could
be made cause ‘of complaint to the
authorities,. They saw no reason for it,
while the mere sight of them in her path
was enough to give the girl asinoyance,
and any attempt of theirs to engage her
in conversation would be hateful to her.

They told ecach other that they had as
good & right to speak to her as anyone

else at St. Jim’s. It was not their fault

if her special chums had poisoned her
mind against them.

Cousin Ethel halted. Then she did
what was ‘quite the best thing to do in
the circumstances. . - E

Without giving any sign that she saw
them, beyond the action itself, she turned
and walked back. .

“By gad!” said- Racke, flabbergasted
for the moment.

“Oh, confound her!” snarled Crooke.

“Look here, we can eatch her up if
we hurry, old top! We needn't even

«peak to the minx; it will put -her in

what her precious Cousin Gussy calls a
¢ fluttah * to _hear us behind her. An’
the road’s as free to us as to her I -
‘‘ Right-ho, Aubrey!” i
"They followed quickly. But within
twenty yards they pulied up short.
Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn had just
rounded the bénd ! T
To pull up thus was the most foolish
thing the two could have done. It gave
away their game even to so slow a brain
as that of Grundy. L ,
““The cads!” he growled. *They were
doggmg, her! Here’s your chance,

Wilky
said George Wilkins at

[ Ilm on !!’
once. - "

Cousin Ethel had smiled graciously
upon the three as she had - th
and if Wilkins

any doubts otherwise that smile would
have dispelled them.

“Soam I!” said Gunn, . -—

Racke and Crooke turned. -

“Hi!” yelled Grundy.

Racke and Crooke paid no heed.

‘“Stop, you rotters!”

Racke and Crookestopped suddenly.

But that was not on account of
Grundy’s command. On the whole, it
was much safer to disobey Grundy than
to obey him, - )

They stopped because around another
bend of the winding lane had just como
seven Third-Formers—D’Arcy minor,
Levison minor, Manners minor, Frayne,
Jameson, Hobbs, and Gibson.

Racke was between two fires.  And
now that it came te the pinch Crooke
really did not find it n}uite so funny as
he had expected to. Of courss, he could
lick aotg of thoge kids; and Wally, by
long odds the most hefty of them, was
after Racke. But he didn’t want to get
mixed up in a row with them. -

As for Racke, he would have given
quite a lot of money to have been we?l out
of it. Te have met Weally & Co. alone
would not have pleased him. He was
trying to dodge Wally. But to meet
them belore fellows from his own Form
was ten times worse.

“Here thoy are!” roared Manners
minor, in high delight. “‘Come and have
your ugly mug smacked, Racke!"

The seven came on; the three came
on. There was no.way of escape for
Racke and Crooke.

The three got there first.

“You cowardly rotters have been
annoying Miss Cleveland again|” howled
Grundy. - -

He bad no evidence, of course; b;xt he .

had no doubt. . .
“It’s a lie!” snarled Crooke. - ““Why,

we didn’t even speak to her! We weren’t

within & dozen yards of her, I swear!”

. “Bhe turned back because you rotters

were here,” said Wilkihs.

“Take that, Racke!”

Wally had walked straight up to Racke.
He had not heard what Grundy and Wil
kins said, being too keen on his own per-
sc)n‘ailI x{:g’el to pa ény léeed. b Bt

‘‘Hal asped Grundy. “My hat!
What's thi.s?g

‘“He sa{s my mﬂ'or'a a funk!” cried
Wally. “I sent word to him that I meant
to fight him, and I'm jolly well going to!
I don’t believe old Gus is a funk ; but I'm
not going to have that sort of thing said
about a chap in my family, whether it’s
true or not!” - . - .. - -

*‘Great Scott! Here’s a bantam game-
cock for you!” said Grundy. But ho
looked at Wally as if he fairly loved him.

“Don’t be an ass, young D’Arcy!”
said Wilkins, “I'm going to take on
Racke!” ) )

“You? What on earth’s your dashed
qguarrel with me?” snorted Racke, turn-
ing away from Welly. He meant to have

and Gunn could have felt-
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revenge sooner or later on the fag leader;
but_he felt that he would much rather
tight Wilkins, )

“For annoying Miss Cleveland!” said
Wilkins coolly. - s

“I did nothing of the sort, an’ it would
be no dashed affair of yours if I had!
But come on !” hooted Racke.

“Come on, Crooke!”
Cuthbert Gunn, “You’re my mark—"’
“Well, 'm dashed! If thig~—-"
““Stop it, Wilkins|” roared Wally.
I'm going to take on Racke! Ain’t I,
Grundy?” 8
- Grundy could not resist thit appeal.
He liked Wally’s pluck; and he liked
having himself appeal to as arbiter. But
he still doubted a little. )

“You ain't big enough, young
D’Arcy,” he said.  “A fag can’t ﬁg;ht
with a ‘chap in the Shell, you know.”
" ':;I should #hink not!” said Racke

otly. -

.He would have done better to keep
silence. Grundy looked from him to the
eager-faced Wally, sturdy and resolute,
an% from Wally to Wilkins; then Grundy
said:

“You can put your jacket on again,
Wilky ! The kid must have his way, and
I'm blessed if I don’t believe he’ll win!
You can take on Crooke, if you like,”

“Hanged if he shall! Crooke’s mine!”

cried Gunn. *
He had never
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Crooke was amazed.
known Gunn to fight, and had very rarely
even seen him with the gloves on. But
Gunn evidently meant it! k -

_“T don’t want Crooke!” growled Wil-
kins. “But—-"

“8hut up! I don’t know whether I
ought to allow this; but Im going to.
Pe‘?l, ‘Racke !”
yout

“Then you can sight as you are!’
You're goig  to stahd up. to young
D’Arcy, or you're going to have me about
your ears hike a blessed tornado !”

Even that dire threat would not have
moved Racke had he seen any possible
way of getting out of the combat.

Bug there was no way, other than that
of submtting to a racging by the seven
fags, with Grundy & Co. as hilarious wit-
nesses. - Better to thrash 1’Arcy minor
than that, though all- 8. Jim’s might cry
shame upon him for the achievement.

Slowly and relictantly he peeled.
Frank Levison produced sponges and
towels from a bag he carried. It seemed
that the seven hag gone out with the hope
of meeting Racke and Crooke from the
‘preparations they had made,

- “My hat! There’s nothing slack about

“ you-'kids, T must say!” remarked the

great, ‘Geor{ge Alfred. ‘“Here come
into this field; there’s a decent pond to
dip sponges in. You'll second Racke, of
course, Crooke?” * ’
“Who says I will? T'm not so dashed
_keen on bein’ mixed up in a scrap be-
twween a chap in our Form an’ a dashed
kid in the Third!”
“If it’s good enough for me it’s good
enouzh for you, you sweep!” roared
Grundy.,

“I ain’t so jolly sure it is good.

enough, old cha}), ? ‘said Wilkins, rather
anxiously. “D’Arcy minor's a hefty
little beggar, and no end of a good little
sport; but this is rather thick, I must
say. I don’t like having a hand in it.”

“Can’t say I do, much,” said Gunn.

“ Are you two setting up your silly fat-
headed opinions against mine?” hooted
Grundy,., “Just you come on! Croocke,
are—— .

“Oh, all right! As long as you take
the blame of glt, Grundy—"

“T should like to sce an{one have the
blessed cheek to blame me for doing what
I think the right thing 1" said the magni-
ficent Grundz.

said William |

}:’ll do nothing of the sort, hang |,
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. He was very likely to see it and to hear
it if Wally were licked ; and by no means
sure not to if Wally came through
triumphant. But he did not dread public
opinion in the least; in fact, he hardly
recognised its existence. Grundy was a
law unto himself.

CHAPTER 11.
The Black Sheep Shorn !

i ALLY stood up confidently.

W Racke was grumbling about the

absence of gloves. But Wally

said he did not want gloves, and

Grundy said Racke would have to get

along without them—which, of course,
settled it. :

Frank Levison seconded his chum, and
Grundy acted as referee and timekeeper.

“Two - minute rounds — one minute
intervals!” he said. -

“Oh, don’t bother
Grundy!” pleaded Wally.

“Dry up! We ain’t heathens, are we?
Ready? Time!”’
~ Wally dashed in like a young tiger.

He knew the game. Fad l%zxcke had
courage and nerve enough his longer
reach would have enabled him to stall his
youthful opponent off—to keep him out of
punching distance.

But Wally was within Racke’s guard
before his opponent realised what was
doing. -With head well down, he
thumped away at Racke’s chest with all
his force.

There again he used the right tactics.
Racke’s chest was a better mark for him
at present than Racke’s face, and the
weedy waster would soon feel the effects
of those lusty jabs .

“Bravo, Wally1”

HGo it, kid!”

“Youll lick him in a couple of
rounds!” ’

“Stick to it!”

So yelled some of the fags. - Only
i Frank and Joe Frayne were silent—too
| tensely excited even to vell.

The honours of the first round were un-
doubtedly with the Third Form cham-
pion. At its end Racke was gasping for
breath, while Wally had hardly taken a
sinzle punch. .

But if Racke had fought little he had
seen plenty of boxing, and he already saw
his error. .

Wally was not suffered to close in the
second round. Racke kept his arm out,
clumsily enough, but to some effect. He
did not hurt Wally much: but neither
did Wally hurt him,  and Wally had a
feeling of being baffled and held off that
took the edge off his early exultation.

He was a far better boxer than Racke,
however. and he plaved his game with
skill. That stiff arm of Racke’s was not
going to keep him off long.

It did not. At some rizk to his face he
got inside it by a feint and a_whirlwind
rush. Racke’s rigcht smote him heavily
on the forehead; but he got his left in
on Racke’s chin with a lot of powder be-
hind it, ‘and the older fellow staggered,
and all but fell.

“Good for you, young ’un said
Grundy approvingly, at the end of the
round.

“Don’t-he in too biz a hurry, Wally,”
whispered Frank. ‘“He’s blowing. You
can wear him down, and I know you
don’t mind being hurt, though I hate the
brute punching you!” '

“I’'m going to lick him. unless he can
knock me out!” said Wally doggedly.
“0Of course I don’t mind being hurt.
But he hasn’t hurt me much yet.” -

During the next three or four rounds,
however, Wally did get hurt a good deal.
More by luck than by judgment Racke
got home a punch very near the point of
the jaw, which sent the youngster to
grass, and made his head buzz-and sing
for onite a time afterwards, -

about rounds,
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But Racke was getting hurt, too, and
Racke did mind. He had no notion
that those small fists could hit so hard
and so straight. He began to wonder -
when the end would come, and to try
his hardest for a knock-out blow. As
yet he refused to recognise the possi-
bility of an end which should find him
vanquished. . : .

“We can’t let this go on much lon%er,
ghm?dy,” said Wilking, to his mighty
ief. .

“We? What in the world have you
got to do with it, George Wilkins?”
snapped Grundy.

But he was getting anxious, too. If
Wally were beiten perhaps even the
great George Alred would own for once
that he had made a mistake. He felt
that he could not bear to ses the plucky
kid licked.

Did the sibility of defeat ever
present itself to the staunch mind of
Walter Adolphus—bar accidents, that is?
Surely it must have done; but he never
looked as if it did.

Not even when he was on his back,
gasping, and Grundy had counted up to
eight while he strove hard to rise.
Racke’s face wore a sneering grin of
triumph then, and the fags were silent
and downcast; but Wally went on
striving to get up. and at “Nine!” he
staggered to his feet. ’

Racke rushed in to finish him off.
Wally swayed unsteadily. .

“Time!” called Grundy, with a voice
that was not free from the suspicion of
a shake. )

“Rats, howled
Racke. 2 ,

But Grundy was not a-cheating cad.
The round really had drawn to an end.
But for that “Wally must have gone
under.

Very tenderly Frank s%onqu his face,
saying no word. It was Reggie Manners
alone who spoke, and there were tears
in Reggie’s voice, though there were
none in his eyes. .

“Buck up, old chap! You're bound to
lick him, you know! You've got pluck
enough for ten!” . .

Racke got some heavy punishment in
that round, and he did not fancy it a
little bit. He was blowing hard now, and
he knew that his chest must be one mass
of bruises. His face had received less
punishment than Wally’s, but it was niot
without decorative effects.

Wally looked the fresher of the two ab
the end of the round. Racke puffed and
groaned, and Crooke’s sneers did not help
him. Crocke was not sure he wanted
Racke to win. There might be less
trouble if D’ Arey minor came out on top.
That there would be trouble Crooke felt
sure.

“I'm going all out for him this time,
Franky !> said Wally, as he was called up
to the scratch again. - .

And he did. A lucky punch on Racke’s
nose set the ruby flowing; a second smote
him in the right eye. Racke gave
ground. Wally pressed on. '

Biffi—biff ! Right—left! -

His fists thudded .on Racke’s body.
Racke threw up his arms, reeled, and
sprawled :

He had got it on the mark, and he
lay dead to the world while he was
counted out. :

The fags crowded round Wally, shout-
ing their joy. Grundy, Wilkins, and
Gunn patted him on the back, Crooke,
a8 soon as Racke stirred and groaned
in coming to, got up from his knees and
began to slink away.

“Here, come back!” hooted Gunn’.,
“T’'ve something to say to you, Crooke!
" “Stop him, you chaps!” roared
Grundy. :

Four figures had appeared at the gate
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you cheatin’ cad!”
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trousers; but I don't think that the fear of
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- of the field—thoso of Roylance, Durrance,
~Julian, and Kerruish. )

"~ They barred Crooke’s way. . There was
no getting past them. The job .of stop-
pintg Crooke secmed to be quite to their
taste. . :

Grundy & Co., followed by all the fags

" except Wally and Frank, went towards

* the gate.

“ What's this show, Grundy?” asked
Julian. - ..

“Young D’Accy’s just given Racke a
hiding,” replied Grundy coolly.

“My. hat! You let that kid fight
Backe 1 gasped Roylance. e

“I.knew he would lick bhim,”
Grundy.
of this sort, you know.
in'g »n
__“*All about everything!” chipped in
Kerruish. “Well, judging from the look
of Racke, you.can’t very well do much
slaughtering to him to-day, Roylance,
old top!”

“ There’s Crooke, though,” said Julian.

Crooke scowled at him.

*Crooke’s mine !” said Gunn.

‘CEh?')’ ]

“I'm ¥oing to fight Crooke,” Gunn said
valorously.

“Oh, I wasn’t—only going to
a thrashing,” feplied Roylance,
stand in your way, Gunn.”

“0h, goed!” said Gunn.

“ What are you makin’ trouble with me

- for, Roylance?” snarled Crooke.

“I warned you. You can’t deny that.
And you can’t deny, in-the face of these.
fellows, that you and that other sweep |
were_sneering at Maznners again last
night. Durrance told you to shut up, and
J\;liz}’n offered to go into the gym with

said
“I'm never wrong in matters
Comes of know-

give him
‘I won’t

‘*Sneakin’. hounds}!” snapped Crooke.
“Well, come on, Guun, if yon are ao
dashed keen on a lickin’!” R

Crooke thought he had-a chance of
beating Gunn.  Anyway, it wae better
than either standing up to Roylance or’
taking a thrashing from him. Even the
black sheep could not_ quito make up
their minds to accept lickings in thst
WRY: - :
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For Noxt Wednesday 1 ;
“{N HONOUR OF THE HEAD!"
_ By Martin Clifiord.

In last and this week's stories some of the
_happenings to wkich the visit of Cousin Ethel
t0 8t. Jim's and the approaching celebrations
in honour of the Head's birthday gave rise
have been recounted. Next week you will
read of the hirthday celebrations themselves,
and of other troubles in connection with them,
Racke and Crooke, finding that persecution
of Cousin Ethel and talk of funk on the part
ot the fellows who decline to fight them really
‘do not pay, try other measures. What suc-
cess they have you will learn next week., But
other people besides Racke and Crooke come
prominently into the yarn, the Terrible Three
and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy among them.

THE WAR AND THE BAD BOY.

We have heard a good deml lately ahout
the increase of lawlessness and petfy crime
among boys in consequenice, as many hold,
of the absence of their fathers in the Army.

_. I suppose there is no doubt that there has
been such an increase; and I suppose part of
it maiy be put down-to the cause assigned.
But I doubt whether the. targer part of it
sbould be. - .

After all, the average boy is scarcely as
much under fatherly control as that comes
to, Hé may get a *hrashing now and then;
the strap may whirl about his hack, or a
gtoutly-soled slipper sting through his

_f this sort of thing happening keeps: ib« high.

.| is never worth while, Depredations on stalls,
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WEEK'S

“ MACNET,”

- Gunn was not sure, but he was keen on
trying. He had the honour of bein
seconded by Grundy, while Roylance took
on the duties of the. referes. Kerruish
seconded Crooke, t:honﬁ :it went much
against the grain’ -with him to do it.
Racke had slunk off alone.

“In the first round Gunn was knocked
down, and Crooke thought he had won.
In the second round Gunn again went to
grass, and Crooke exulted -openly, and
Grundy said hard things to William Cuth-
bert-Gunn. ) )

“I'm not done yet!"” said that hero..

He had the best of the third and
fourth rounds, though the fighting was of
a scrappy and unscientific nature. In the
fifth he floared Crooke, and then every-
one knew the combat was over. -Crooke
stayed on his back til he had been
counted out, and then got up, put on his
jacket, and departed without a word to
anyone. -

“He's got off cheaper than if he had
stood up to you, Roylanoce,” said Ker-
ruish. ¢ ; .

“He wouldn’t have stood up to Roy-
lance,” said Julian.

" “Gunny’s  won!”  hooted- Grundy,
bestowing upon Gunn’s back a hearty
and painful thwack. *‘He never won a
fight before in all his life, but he’s made
a start now{”

“Oh, dry up!" snorted Gunn. “1
don’t. want praising, I'm sure. What
gbout youn ’Arcy?”?

he got lots of it. : .

Something like a‘erowd: had gathered
by the time they reached the gates.
Wally would have hung back, but there
was no chance of that. His condition
had been sighted from afar, and his major

Wally did not want p‘i‘_éise, either; but

tin’ Waeke 7
acke’s face; Gus?”

“Have you seen-
demanded Wally, -with a grin. that hurt

,h'isv swolﬂen ‘mot.x:th. .

tand
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““But_the vewy ideah of a kid like
you——" . :

“Well, you wouldn’t!” g

“But—- Oh, weally, Wally, you don’t
qndahsgandl I nevah heard in all my

e—_ 3y -

“Well, you’ve heard it now, anyway.
Let go of me; I've got to attend o my
dial before dinner.” .

“Wally licked the cad,”-" announced
Grundy. “And Gunny here - licked
Crooke. I rather fancy those two will
be a bit more careful after thist”

And Grundy looked as if the whole

lesson belonged to him—as very likely he
‘thought it did.

could not feel that a fight between a
Shell fellow and a Third-Former was
right.  But what could he say? The
Third-Former had won!- .

“ We're all proud of you, kid!” he said.

“Eh? Il my kind ancles—eh ?" re-
turned Wally, with another ghastly and
painful grin. ; 3

“Three cheers for D’Arcy minor!”
velled Reggie Manners. And everyone
present joined in the cheering = ..

Racke and Crooke, busy with repairs,
heard them, and scowled at one another.
Cousin Ethel heard, and wondered what
they meant. But she did not learn that
until later. :

The general opinion in the Shell and
Fourth was that those twg black sheep,
after so thorough a shearing, would lie
lc‘;v;vt.for a time; and the Third were sure
of i

But everyone was wrong. Racke and

together, agreed to leave Cousin Ethel
alone in future. But there were other
ways of gefting- home on their enemies,
they began to scheme fresh plots at

once, S T o
k T fTE wxp,
(Don't miss next Wednesday’s Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co.- at St.
Jim's—“IN- ' HONOUR OF THE
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spirited boy out of mischief to any con-
siderable extent. - And the bad boy of to-day is
usually one whose spirits run too high.

I am not excusing him, but I have no wish
to.condemn him unreservedly, Not many
readers of the GEM get into the police-court
for hooliganism and theft, I faney. For the
hooligan and the thief have not learned fair
play, and the GeM does help to teach that.

The human boy is rather a lawless animal,
and is apt to be proud of his lawlessness., He
is in a state of chronic revolt against what he
thinks is the unjust oppression. of grown-ups
in general. ©Of course, he is wrong in the
main; but I don't think one can ever quite
convince him of that. < -

What I think’ he can be convinced of in
most cases is that the kind of thing which
takes fellows into the courts is nmot worth
while, because there is really nothing plucky
or manly about it. Hooligan attacks, for
instance. What courage does -it need for a
fellow to- join with ten or twenty others
against one? It's cowardly, and cowardice

shops, orchards, gardens, and so on, again—
where is the pluck of these? . It's stealing,
and stealing 1s never worth while.

I don’t think grown-up people are so oppres-
sive as they are undiscriminating. The effect

mischief is likely to be the driving of t'ye boy
responsible for it nearer to crime.: He is get-
ting his standards of conduct mixed up when

of making a crime out of a harmless bit of |-

" HEAD I"—by Martin Clifford.):
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ba very loth to punish a boy for fighting. Tie
other fellow will probably haye done all
needed in that way; and, in any case, ht
is not a dreadful sin, even if you are in the
wrong, as long as you fight fairly, —~ -

It is often hard to draw the ‘line-between
gropqr and decent conduct and priggisbness,

etween ordinary, more or less innocent mis-
chiet and wickedness. “We don't-want our
boys prigs or criminals; we know that there
are likely to be lapses in the good ceaduct of
the fellow who is ou the whole doing his best.
But some of us grown-ups are much 'more
ready to admit that as
to see it in individual cases.

Don’t run aw_s:iv with the idea that I think
all your wrong-doings are the fault of your
elders, my friends! Thers is nothing that
saps the will to be manly ‘more than the
“can’t help it ». attitude, the disposition to
find anyone bui yourself to blame for your
‘errors, - Shoulder. them yourseM; if you think
you are treated -unfairly, try not to brood.
And always remember that when your con.
science tells you a thing is dead off the voice
in you that tells you it is a fine, dashing thing
to do is a lying voice!

that sort of thing is done, I would not mind
seeing a hooligan gang birched ; but I should |
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credit of teaching the black sheep &

‘Tom Merry’s face was very grave. Ho-

Crooke, when they came to take counsel’

a-general theory than
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= ' : No. 22.—Koumi Rao.
BIGEEBEBIBFVIBEPLDEHBIBHEBIBEIGBEHBPHBBISIIEHFBE,

FEBHHBIIDHBY
KOUMI RAO is Jam of Bnndoipore, one

of the =small principalities’ of
India.

To the schoolhoy mind there is
naturally something very ticklesome about
vhe notion of a human being as a “Jam.®
But it ix not really funny at all. Just as
* pain * has quite a different meaning accord-
ing to whetiler it occurs in English or in
Freneh, so “Jam » in Hindustani means some-
thing very different from the same word in
English. Its meaning is “ prince » or “ruler.”
Ranjitsinhji, the great cricketer, is a Jam,
you know, R

Some of my younger readers have inquired
why Koumi Rao does not talk like Inky.
I'hey apparently believe that Inky's weird and
wonderful language is the current speech of
the land of Hind. Not a hit of it! It is due
only to the fact that Inky had the very hest
native  masters—masters of what I do not
know; certainly not of the -tongue which
Shakespeare spoke.” I rather doubt whether
they knew their own language particularly
well.  But no more needs to be said about
e-that, except to make it clear that Inky’s

lingo is as_puzzling to Koumi Rao as to any
other comparative stranger, and much more
puzzling than it is to anyone at Greyfriars.

Not that Inky and the other dusky prince
can now be considered as even comparative
~trangers, On the contrary, since a certain
thing which befell at Ureyfriars one Christ-
mastide there are strong links to bind them.
Few of you who read will have forgotten how
Koumi Rao lied for Tuky's sake, telling the
men who had been sent on a desperate and
deadly mission against Hurree Singh that he
was the Nabob of Bhanipur. They had grown
chummy before that, as was but natural
when two of an alien .race from a far land
found themselyes together among a crowd of
Britons, though each had his own geod friends
among that crowd. But after that it was
more than common friendship that bhound
thiem. Inky will never forget!

There is a lot of difference bhetween the
two. Inky is far hetter-tempered than the
Nt. Jim’s fellow. He is far less disposed to
arrogance and pride of birth. Indeed, there
is not so very much besides his queer talk and
his dusky skin to mark Inky out from his
chums. It is only now and then that the East
shows in him to any extent.

This is hardly the case with Koumi Rao.
He has settled down at St. Jim’s now; hut
bis life there has more than a touch of loneli-
ness about it, Possibly he does not feel this;
he may prefer it, indeed. He has friends—
fellows who think quite a lot of him. But he
is nmot much in their company. It is ‘for
Figgins & Co., and, after them, Tom Merry,
that he cares most; but he has comparatively
little share in their doings.

He was a passionate, undisciplined, half-
savage youngster when he arrived at St. Jim’s,
He did not take chaff well; but that was not
surprising—he had never been used to it, of
course. Figgins & Co. were more than decent
to him, and, though he broke out at times,
he was grateful to them, and really fond of
Figgy. But it looked as though he would
never be persuaded to regard Tom Merry as
anything but an enemy; and his enwmity was
by no means of the passive kind.

Tom's uncle, General Merry, had heen mixed

* np in the affairs of Bundelpore during his dis-
tinguished Indian career. To Koumi R the
very name of Merry was like a red rag to a
bull. When he found that Tom was the
general’s nephew he wanted vengeance at
once. Nothing could convince himn that, what-
ever trouble there had been in the past, it
was neither Tom's affair nor his. In the East
feuds are handed down from one generation to
another, and Koumi Rao, fresh from the East,
was not to be shaken in his faith that this
was fitting and correct.

He fought Tom, and was beaten. He fought
foul, and was taken to task by Figgins & Co.

The feeling against him was very strong, and

generous, good-hearted Tom Merry could not
see any way to set matters right, though he
was willing enough to do so if hut a way

- among his persecutors,
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could be found. Perhaps the stories he had
heard from his uncle of what happened in
India bad made him hetter able to understand
Koumi Rao’s point of view than Figgins was,
Anyway, the feud was no choice of Tom's.
There came an end to it in an unexpected
and dramatic manner. Tom-and the new
fellow had fought again, alone, and Koumi
Rao had tried to use a dagger. It was
wrested from him, and. the fellow whom he
had tried to stab defended his life against
the scoundrel sent alt the way from Bundel-
pore to kill him. Such generous courage as
that was too much for Koumi Rao to hold
out against.

But that incident was by no means the end
of the troubles into which Koumi Rao’s pas-
sionate temper got him. Figgins & Co. did
their best to instruct him in the ways of
British zchool life ; and if plenty of chaff could
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have made him leave off minding about being
chafied they certainly deserved huge success,
They did net deserve blame, anyway, for
their chaff was of the good-natured sort, and
the Jam had to be broken in. One of Kerr's
favourite dodges was to talk to him in what he
pretended to he Hindustani—something after
this kind :

“ Bang-wallop chuckalucky puff-puff! Bang-
bang-wallop bumpetty-bump snooker chucka-
biddy tooralooral! Snooker-pool tooralooral
dum-dumn chutney !

The Jam did not c0 much mind that. He
could stand a fair amount from Kerr. But when
Crooke called him a nigger he wanted to kill
Crooke, He still retained his Oriental ideas
about killing. The lords of Bundelpore had
always heen masters of life and death, and in
his own land Koumi Rao would have had no
objection in shortening Crooke by a head.
But that sort of thing was obviously impos-
sible at St. Jim’s. Crooke added to his offen-
siveness by suggesting the use of the Jam as
a guy in the Fifth of November procession.
And the Jam added to his list of those who
ought to be killed the names of Levison and
Gore and Mellish, who had heen prominent

Kerr told him that if he killed Crooke he
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would have to go to prizon for the rest of
his life; and, that being so, he might as well
kill the other three also, having only oue life
to spend in durance. XKerr suggested the
borrowing of Taggles’ chopper for the pur-
pose. As there appeared to he some difficulty.
about getting the . chopper, Buck Finn's
howie-knife was obtained instead—at least,’
the sheath was, for Mr. Linton had taken
away the blade, and Buck had fastened the
handle to the sheath, as an ornament to his
study wall. Supplied with this not too
dangerous .weapon, but, of course, quitc un-
aware of its harmless character, Koumi Rae
was encouraged to do some killing. It was'
meant as a lesson to him as well as a joke;
bhut it was a doubtfully good joke, and not u
very successful lesson. - Playing with «
%emper of this type is very like playing with.
re, :

Then Crooke was struck down senseless by-
a stone in the dark quad, and suspicion
pointed to Koumi Rao. He was quite inno-
cent ; Gore had done the cowardly deed, mis-
taking Crooke for someone else. Buil the
evidence seemed conclusive, and Koumi Rao
was senteneed to expulsion. It hit him hard;
not only the disgrace of it, but, now that it
came to the pinch, the leaving those who had
been his friends. He wanted to run away
bhefore he was turned out, and Fatty Wymn
helped him to bolt. But he was caught, and

collared by the juniors for the Guy Fawkes

procession. They would hardly haye dealt
with him so had they understood haff of the
rage and despair that tore him. As it was,
Figgy, though belicving him guilty, spoke up
for him ; the Jam never forgot or could forger,
that. Then Gore owned up, and all was put
right, g

More trouble came later. Tt was very
serious trouble. Koumi Rao had heen got at
by a Hun spy, with the design of using bim
as an instrument in the stirring up of disaftec-
tion to the British rule in Bundelpore, IMiggins
was the chief agent in foiling the Hun rascal's
plans. Fatty and Kerr and several others
helped, especially towards the finish; but
Figgy was foremost. That was not becau:c
he was cleverer than the rest, or saw farthier;
it was only hecause of the very real atfectiou
the Jam had for him. It was more than atfec-
tion, indeed—“an overwhelming gratitude
and devotion that astonished Figgins, Figuy
was not much given ta deep thirking, and he
did not understand Koumi Rao; he regarded
him as rather a queer, foreign sort of heggar,
as he would have expressed it; but he liked
him, and treated him as a pal in his rough-
and-ready manner. There could hardly have
been a greater contrast between the deep,

subtlg Oriental and the honest, frank, simple-
natured Figginz, But they pulled together
well.?

Figgy found Koumi Rao sitting alone in his
study in the dark, and the Indian confessed
that he was brooding over the fact that
Bundelpore had had to submit to the British
Raj, and was thinking of the chances that the
war might give to India to break loose. Figgy
guessed that someone had been putting such
thoughts into his mind; but Koumi Rao
would not say who the tempter was. IFiggy
took him up and carried him off to a tea-
party in spite of his struggles; but he would
not join in the paper-chase the next day. MHe
did come, actmally, for Figgy forced him to;
but he gave his chium the slip on the way. 1t
was Fatty Wynn, taking shelter from the rain
in an old shepherd's hut, who learned about,
Herr Hermann Schultz. Fatty heard a good
deal, and he knew that Koumi Rao, though
sorely tempted, had not quite given way. The
thought of Figgy kept him from deciding. He
could not hear to imaging what would be hix
chum's feelings towards him if he consented.

Fatty tried to capture the Hun, but failed.
The trying was plucky enough; but Fatty has
never lacked pluck. He made a prisoner of
Koumi Rao, and led him back to St. Jim's,
closely gripped by the arm, through the rain.
The Jam wanted to know if he was going to
tell the Head what he had heard.

“I'll speak to Figgins first,” said Fatty.
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«I'll leave it to Figgins.”
Jam’s face cleared a little.

But while Fatty was-speaking to Figgins the
Jam holted. - Figgy & Co:, the Terrible Three,
and Blake & Co. followed him., By accndent
they had got upon thietrail of Herr Schultz.
He ‘was keeping a tobacco-shop at Wayland.

The Jam had not come to say that he
agreed, however. His- words were straight-
forward and noble.

“] have decided. That is w hat I have come
to tell yon. 1 cannot betray those whose
bread I have eaten. I have a friend who
trusts me, and I cannot break faith with
him.»

So;honest, simple George Fxggms, who had
wrought better thah” he knew, had won the
day! Nothing else could have held Koumi

Alld at that the

‘ﬁ-ﬁ-: GEM LIBRARY.

llao but the bond of l’rlendsblp for- Figgy
was 5trong ‘efiough.

Schultz bad not played his last card, thougn
he did not hold the ace of trumps as he
fancied he did.- He told Kqumi-Rao that he

meant.to send him to Germany, -drugged, ana-|

packed in a box. At Potsdam the. Jam must
hear reason and toe the line.’ But if he did
not he would simply disappear, and the
people of Bundelpore would be told that ‘he
had been made away with by the British,

The Jam, though he'had no knowledge that
aid was at, hand, defied the rascal, and even
went for him. Then at the critical moment,
the St. Jim's juniors poured in. =

“ Figgins, you are still my friend ?”

“Your pal for life, old son!” -

‘“I am sorry—I am ashamed.”

« All's well that ends well, Jnmmy"’

4 playing-fields.
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“Flggms, my friend, some day, when 1 am
in my kingdom, you shall 'be my Minister,
and ten thousand spears shall do your bidding.
'While the 'stars shine and the rivers .roli
Koumi Rao will be faithful to his friend and
to the British Raj!»

One fancies that, for all his wnywnrd paw-
sionate nature, Koumi Rao will keep that '
vow. He is a fine fellow, through:so very-
un-British. -And.he can hold: his own ln the -
He no longer dreains-of trying
to bribe Tom Merry with a diamond to let
him have a place in the team: but he is a
good footballer and ‘an excellent. cricketer,
He is also one of the hest junior chess-players.

You will remember how he played against - Ny
Manners, and could not stand the air-raid* 4
which left his opponent unmoved. ;

THE END, "
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HERRIES’

UNCLE HARRY. F‘

L -~ - By the Hon. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

[EpIToR1AL. NOTE.—This-is a story of No. 6
from 'an inside point of—'vl'ew.—-T. M.]

about ‘$t. Jim’s knows about Study
7 No. 8; ¢ur fame has spread far and
. wide, .

All the sentors know us and take a lot of
notice-of -us.
kid assenior spoke to me.. He said:

“«There are some awful young. asses, aren't
there?’

~Yaas, wathah!” 1 answered. He
smiled -and walked on.

1 have often-~wondered whetker he .meant
anything in particular. .. -

The" juniors, naturally, alwws look up to
us, ahd most come to me.for advice when they
are”in difficulties, I don't a bit know why it
is they ‘so seldom have the sense to take it,
though.

There. are four chaps in our study—Blake,

“Herries, -Dighy, amd myself. .«

" Blake- is-a “good  sort, and qmte useful at
- games ; Herries is a good sort, and also quitc
useful _at- games, though not so useful . as
Blake; Digby is a-good sort, and about as
useful -us -Herries.

Having - fully-descnbed Blake, Hemes, and
Dig,- I must give a few words to:myself,
though modesty prevents me from doing the
subject real justice

I'have brains—that is umversally admitted.
Even Lathom, our Form-master, has admitted
it. Without vanity I say that T have o figure.

EVFRYO\*E who kxlnws anythmg at all

. And I know how to do that figure 1ustu.e in

the matier of clothes. - . 4 - d,

My tact and judgment are—

[Seven pages of three hundred words or so
each _have ~been deleted here from the
author's- MS. - Seemed to me he was not
exactly. going on with the story.—T. M.]

1t was a-rather cold, wintry November after-
- noon, .and we four were sitting in our study
wondering what on earth we could find to do.

Footér was off, owing to a match having
been scratched. -

We.had seen. the pictures for the week at
the Wayland Picture. Palace, and they were
not yorth seeing again. There seemed nothing
in the wide world to do.

Then' Toby; the School House page, poked
his shdck head into the study.

‘-Letter for Master Herrlea!” he saxd with
a grin;

“QOh, good'” grunt,ed Hemes, “Buzz it
over!”

Taby dhanded the letter to Hemes. and

departe

Herries tore ogen the flap ln a rough way
that ‘made. me shudder.

“P's from my mother,” he said.
. Herries read_the letter through, He always
takes a long time readmg a letter.

«My Uncle Harry’s coming,” said Herries.

“When?” asked Blake. “Not this after-
noon, I hope, becau e there's nothmg for tea.
Tea-in Hall to-day.

“But it is to-day » replied Herries. "« And
the mater says he’s going to stay here. Per-
haps-he’s coming as a master.”

“ What a lark !” chuckle] Blake.

“ What's he like?” asked Dighy. E

% Yaas, wathah!» I murmured. “What is

he like, deah boy ?”
«Never seem the ass!® said Hemes dis-
respectfully.
“Never seen him?» asked Blake.
does he live??
“QOh, Australia!

“¥Where

I kvow I've got some

then-

Even: when. I was quite a new {

relatlons llvmg over there There”was an
Uncle Jack, but he died. ~This one’s Uncle
Harry. Mother says ‘he will most probably
be in your Form: ;R

“That means he'll take the Fourth!”
grinned Digby. “ What a jape!”

“ Weally, Digbay,” I ventured to remark,
“it is suahly undahstood that we must tweat
Hewwies’ uncle with the utmost wespect!”
D“ golly handy when we're stony"’ ‘grinned

igby

«Weally, Dig—-> I remonstrated.

But ‘Blake broke in:

“Don’t be an ass, Gussy!” he said. - © What
are uncles for, if not to shell out tips?”

“Can he lay it on hard?” asked Digby.

“How do I know, ass?” growled Hemeu
% Don't I tell you I've never seen the chump 2"

“We'll ask him to tea,” 'muttered Bldke
“Better get up a collection at once. 1 dare
say he'll be hungry.”

“We want to make a favourable impression
to begin with,” said. Digby - thoughtfully.
“May as well do him well. Suppose we get.
up a bit of a celebration?”

% Yaas, wathah!” ‘I agreed. “Just whati I
was thinkin’. I'll get the fellahs——

“Tell. you what!” broke in Blake very
‘rudely. “We’ll ‘get a .crowd of the Fourth
to come down to the station. Make a giddy
procession .of it !” .

“Jolly good idea!” said Herries. “Nunky
ought to be frightfully bucked if-a heap of us
toddle to the station to meet him.”

“Good !» :

Bl“ll. I go and get the fellows together » said
ke,

£ Weally, Blake » I said, ﬁxlng my monocle
into my eye and giving him a frigid" stare,
“you are aware that I am leadah of this
studay——> -

“I'm jolly well not 1 said Bldke with what
I considered unnecessary emphasls “I'm
leader of this study!»

“Wot !” T said firmly. Firmness is a great
characteristic of mine.

But Blake merely grins in a sllly way when
I am firm. He did so now.

“ You shouldn’t say ¢ wot,’ Gussy' If. shows
lack of breeding,” he said, waggmg a Teprov-
ing forefinger at me.

I gasped. For Jack Blake to lecture me on
breeding was—well, the limit !

“You sillay ass—" I -began hotly. But
Blake wasn’t listening. . He-bad gone. out of
the:study to recruit the crowd for the station.

When he had - gone Digby, who had been
thinking hard, looked up,-and remarked: .

“Blessed if I knew Lathom w‘as going
away !

We stared at him. ' It certainly was a fact
that we bad heard nothing about our.Form-
master having a holiday: We knew he wasn't
leavmg, we should have heard of that.

“He .may have gone, though,” suggested
Herries. - “We haven’t.seen him'since lessons.”

« Well, your-mater “said most distinctly that
your Uncle Harry ‘was commg mto your
Form.”»

“That must Su‘lb]y mean that heis comm"
as a mastah,” 1 said, after some thought
“A chap's uncle couldn’t—»

«Qf 'course, ass!”- snorted Herries. And
they went to find Blake. I followed them.

Blake seemed overjoyed at the prospect of
having Uncle Harry as a Form-master.

“The majority of the Fourth seemed very
keen to take part .in. the procession that T
was leadipg to the.station, most of them
being under the impression that the first

_thing the master would do would be to stand 1.

treat to the Fourth; and we couldn't work
that notion .out.of them.

We all lined tp-outside, 'and T prepared to
take the lead, as usual.

“ Hallo, Gusay' What do you want ?» asked
Blake, who was at.the- head of the crowd.

“Weally, Blake! Suahly you undahstand
that I am leadah——> 1 began. -

“Leader your aunt!” grow%ed Blake.

“Here, I'm leader!” Herries said, coming
up. “ Amt it my uncle?”

By that time - we bhad naturally come to ¢

regard his uncle as our common property.
But Herries got so flerce about it that we had
to. give way. It was rather mean of-him, [
thought, to threaten to monopolise his uncle,
But we had to let him le'\d So I gave wav
gracefully.
. We reached the station in sal’ety, nothmﬂ
happening to call for leadership.- The little
exit. door made rather a good imitation of a
triumphal arch. And we lined up on exther
side of it.

The train' came “in at last -and some pac-
sengers alighted. One came out of the stdtion
with a run, evidently in‘a hurry, -He was
an officer, -and not likely to be Herries’ uncle.

The .other one, with his hat on at a: rakish
angle,” was dressed in Etons, and carried- a -
large brown leather bag. He ceruamly

_couldn’'t be_Herries’ uncle.

He came out,.and stopped, starmg at us.

Herries . had. mumbled- © Auspicious -occa-
sion,” - and we had begun to -cheer, as
'a:\rranged. But we stopped, and we stared,

“Is this a welcome for me‘”‘ the stram,cr
said, beaming. .

«Xo!” hooted Blake. .

“Well, it's a novel way of greeting a new
chap, 1 ‘must say !»

% Are you a new kid?” asked Iiggins, starmg
at the chap, “We didn’t lmow that there
was one coming.”

“0Oh!” said the new boy. He v.as, as far
as I could:judge—and I am rather -4 good
judge of ages—about fourteen or fifteen.
“Yes. I'm a new boy. Is my nephew here?”
And he looked round with a grin.

“ Your what ?” gasped three or four of us.

“ My nephew George—George Herries!»

Somebody held up Hemes "He needed hold-
ing up
B “ My -hat !» said Ker

“What d'ye mean?? =tuttered Herries. -
“My uncle! You silly ass!® -

«Be careful how you speak to )our uncle 1
said-'the new boy, wntlnl grm “I'm Harry
Medland.” ~- ’

“ Harry Medland'
poor Herries. - -

Of course, when one thought abouf, it, .it-
was quite poss. . Herries ‘was a bit older tham
his uncle, that was all; but it seemed f\mny
at the time.

- «Then—then you're not the master of the
Fourth ?” ‘gasped .Figgins.

- “(Great Scott, no! I'm going in the Fourth
with George, though How are you, George?”

By this time Herries bad begun to under-
stand. Herries is not 'very quick, you knovs

“ All ‘right, uncle!™ he murmured, amid a
general .laugh.

Of course, had it been my uncle, I should -
have seen thmugh it directly. But Herries
is rather dense.

Herries' uncle wasn't at 8t Jim's long,
‘Ehml;gh‘ His father died, and ‘he ki ta g

ack.

anle Hdrry 1 gasped

THE END.
N A




