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CHAPTER T

» FATTY LITTLE OVERDOES IT.

§e / I EN sausage-rolls, six beef-patties,

cight mince-pies, and a few

cakes,”  said  Fatty  Little.

“ That’s all T had before brek-
ker. A fellow must have a snack the
first thing in the mornming to give him
an appetite, you know!”

I grinne.l.

“ Ts that what you call a snac]\'
quired.

" Well, 1s it anything else?”’ demanded
Little.

“It's 2 meal—a feed for a dozen'!
said Reginald Pitt.  *“ And you scofted
twice as mueh brekker as I had, on the
top of it! Great Scott! ‘Where do you
put all the stuff?”

“ Oh, don't be dotty!'”
fat boy of St. Frank’s. “ A chap must
have grub, I suppose? T've got a bigger
appetite than most fellows, I'll_admat,
but that’'s because I'm Lusze You seem
to forget that I've got a big frame to
I\m D gotny.

“ Judging by vour affpetite, T should
say vou'd got a tablond homdmﬂ' house,”
chuckled De Valerie. ¢ You eat enough
arub for five hroal;fa:sts—and then you
call 1t a snack '™

It was the last day cof the old year,
and a group of fellows were chatting 1n
the big lounge hall at CLiff Castle—-the
rreat old munsion which Lord Dorrimoroe
had rented for the especial purpose of
entertinning a large Christnias  party,

I in-

"

protested the

There was a good fow St. Frank's juniors
im that party, including myself. Natur.
allv, Nelion Lee was al:o present.

‘We were nearly at the end of our
visit, o

The Christmas fostivities were over,
and on the morrow—New Year's Day—
we should leave CLff Castle.  Nelson
Lee and T would go to London, to our
old addross in Gray's Inn Road: the
other fellows wonld go to their various

homes, to spend a week or so before
returning to St. Frank’s for the new
term,

We had had a splendid time under
Dorrie’s roof. Tatty "Little had revelled
in the holiday whole-heartedly. The
amonnt of stuff he had eaten was some.
what staggering. But he seemed to stan.
1t “ondelfull}

Manv of the juniors had predicte:l
that Little would finally end wup by
choking himself; others had declared that
he would die from over- -cating.

But the fat boy demolished large
amountz of indigestible pastry, and
thrived on it. Nothing seemed to harm
hirn.

His appectite wus cnormous. and foaul
was the one thing he hived for. On the
whole, Fatty was a good sort—one of the
best, but his weakness was grub.  He
freely admitted this himself, since he
could do nothing eise.

The St. Frank's juniors knew him well,
and had expected great things from him
in the way of feeding; but he had sur-
prized everyvbody.

To those who di1 not know him well.
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hre seemed to be a veritable glutton. But
this was not really the case. Little
needed the food. His capacity was ter-
rific, and he possessed an appetite which
was never satisfied. He did not eat for
the sake of eating. When he had de-
molisped sufficient—which was a very
rare occurrence—he would demolish no
more, no matter how tempting the tuck
happened to be. But for Fatty Little
to be satisfied was something of a mtracle.

Lord Dorrimore bhappened to be
coming down the big staircase into the
lounge hall while we were discussing the
‘“snack >’ which Little had disposed of
before breakfast. And his lordship came
down. lounged up to the fat boy. and
seized him by his broad shoulders. Little
grinned and waited.

““T suppose you were jokin’ just now,

young man?’’ said Dorrie.
‘“ What about, sir?”’

“ You mentioned something concerning
a dozen sausage rolls, a few mince pies,
and such like,”’ said Dorrie. “1Is it a
fact that you packed away all that grub
Lbefore you came into breakfast this
movmn’?”’ -

Little coloured slightly.

“ Well, you see. sir, the tuck was all
sct out on the sideboard, for chaps to
help themselves as they pleased,” he ex-
claimed. “ 1 didn’t think there was any
harm in having a snack—"’

‘“ Harm'"’ interrupted Dorrie. ¢ Good
rrracious! Who's talking about harm?
You’'re welcome to-a thousand pastries,
if you can eat ‘'em. That’s not the point.
At breakfast this morning you ate as
though you hadn’t tasted food for months

—and now I hear vou packed away about | me aside.

a ton before comin’ into the breakfast
room. My lad, let me give you a word
of advice—a word of fatherly warnin’.
Open your ears, an' listen to the words
of the sage.”’

“Yes, sir,”” grinned Little.
““ One of these davs you'll over do it.
ou know—you'll eat so much that you'll
ave fgghtful pains inside your tummy,”’
sald his lordship, wagging a finger. “I'm
just speakin’ to you in a friendly way,
an’ I know you won't get offended. Once,
out in Central Africa, I knew the king of
a native village. He was just about your
size, an’ he was so fat he couldn’t see
his feet. That poor chap had an appe-
tite that was a positive discase. That's
what you’ve got, and you'll find it out
one of these dJdays.”

“ Did the poor chap peg out, sir?”’
asked Pitt, grinning. ‘

l h I?y gad, no!” said Dorrie. ‘‘I cured
um,”’ -

“ How did you manage that, Dorrie?”
I asked. : :

“Ah!' That's a secret,”’ said our host.
‘“But I cured the old buffer, and before
1 left his kraal he was as thin as a rake.
I shall have to think about takin’ you in
hand, young ’un.”

“ But I'm all right as T am, sir,”” said
Jummy Little, “I’'m healthy enough,
and I'm active, and nobody can accuse
mo of bemg a glutton.”

“ 1 wouldn’t dream of making such an
accusation,” said lL.ord Dorrimore. * It
ain’t your fault, my son. It’s a disease,
and 1t'll grow on you frightfully. In
the end you'll gro® so big that you won ¢
be able to carry your own bally weight!”’

And. with that awful prophecy, Lord
Dorrimore strolled out of the hall, wink-
ing at me as he did so. Fatly was in no
way offended. and he grinned cheerfully
after Dorrie had gone.

“There you are. my beauty,”” I said
grimly. “ You can <ee what’s going to
happen to vou, unless you mend your
ways. How would vou ﬁke to go about
in a bath chair—because your legs are in-
capable of supporting vour bulk?”

‘“ Bath chair!”’ exclaimed Handforth.
“ He'll need a motor lorry !”

‘““Ha. ha, ha!” )

Iattle took the chaff all in good part,
and shortly afterwards he was found
helping himself to other pastries. It was
reallv amazing, and Lord Dorrimore
couldn’t quite understand it. He took

a word, Nipper.”’ he said mys-
‘* Have you noticed this be-

*Just
teriously.
fore?”’

““ Notice:d which?”’ I asked.

“* This appallin’ propensity for packin’
grub awav—on Master Little’s part,’”’ said
his lordship. ‘“ Is it a new complaint?’’

I chuckled.

‘“He can’'t help it,”” I explained.
“ Fatty's sole trouble at St. Frapk’s 1s
grub. Grub 1s second nature to him.
It's grub in” the morning. irub in the
afternoon, and grub at night. Every
farthing of his pocket-money—and he
gets a liberal allowance—goes on food-
stuff.”

Dorrie shook his head wisely.

“Jt’s  bad—shockin'ly bad,” he ex-
claimed. “ 1 don’t blame the kid, of
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He's a frightful size, an' he

ecourse.
But the wur he scoffs the
e,

nceeds a lot.

stuff 1s simply unbelievable, by gad!"”
‘““Don’t you worry about him,"” I
chuckled. ‘‘ He'll always be the same,

I expect. His pater is just as bad—"’

““ That's nothing,”’ said Dorrie. ¢ Do
you think he'll make a raid on the side-
board this evenin’?”’

‘“‘He’s bound to,” I declared. ¢ That
sideboard is like a magnet—it draws
Fatty to it irrvesistibly.”

l.ord Dorrimore nodded.

““Good!” he said. “T'll tell you what,
Nipper. Keep Little with you
evenin’ until seven o’clock. Then bring
iun along to tho sideboard, an’ let him
Yaok'away as much as he likes—but don't
wve anything yourself.”

““Why, what’s the idea?” I asked curi-

ously.
“You'll see, later on,”” said Dorrie
" sinoothly. “Can I rely on you to do

this for me? Is ira go?” _
“Of course it 1s,”” I promised.

“ An’ yon won’t touch any grub your-
self?”’ ,

“ Not likely,” T gruthed. ** After this
warning, I wouldn't eat a erumb—and,
in any case, I should have nothing at
seven o'clock, considering that we all
dine at eight. Fatty, of course, will feed
at any old time.”

““To-morrow 1s the first day of the
new year,”’ said Dorrie. “ 1 want Master
T'atty to start the new year well—that’s
why I'm keen on givin® him a little lesson
to-mght.” o

“You won't harm him, I sappose?”’ I
asked. |

“Harm him?’ said Dorrie. ¢ Good
lordy, no! My treatment wiil do him
gcod—piles an’ piles of good. You'll see.
Just you wait, my son, an’ ycu will see.
1 always believe in doin’ a chap a good
turn.”

His lordship lounged off, his cyes
twinkhng; and 1 knew that Fattv Little
was in for something novel. Whether he
would approve of Dorrie’s ¢ treatmeut ”’
remained to be seen.

There was dancing in the big ball-room
that evenmng, and I wished Dorrie and
his ideas in Timbuctoo. For I was
imable to donce with anybody—although
Watson's sister, Violet, was booked to
me for at least two dances. I couldn't
even watch the fellows who were dancing,
for my eyes wera nceded in another

gquarter,

thl% .

|
|
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I was compelled to keep wmutch over
Little. I had given Dorrie my word,
and a promitse is a promise. Little was
not interested in anything except food,
and he repeatedly tried to sneak away
from the ball-roon.

“ You don’t want to go away." T sail
briskly. *‘ Stay here, Fatty, and look at
the noxt waltz. You ought to trke les
s¢ns

“Oh, dry up,”
quarter to seven, and we've
over an hour for dinner! Great
hevrings! I can’t last out unti
['m starving!™

‘““Rats!” I cxclamed.
with you.™

“You can jaw in the breakfast-room,"
said Little., “ There are heaps of good
things on the sideboard there, and T was
thinking of having a little biting-on—just
a mouthful, you know." ‘

““Such as a dozen sandwiches, and a
dozen sausage-rolls—--"

“ Obh, ease off,” grinned Little. ‘- Well,
[I'nu going——  Hi, leggo—""y

He duin't go.

said Little. “Tt's a
got to wair
ickled

then.

“I want to jav

[ held him firm, and
kept him so bnsy talking and arguing
that the quarter-hour went fairly swiftly.
[ heaved a great sigh of relief as the
clock chimed the hour of seven.

“A wlple hour before dinner,"”
groanced Fatty. * By chutney! I can't
wait unti! then, vou ass! I shall faint
with weakness——" .

“Oh, come on," I said brisklv. ““ Let's
go along to the breakfast-room, then.
We can eastly slip out in the middle of
thia fox-trot."

“ Thank goodness.”” said Little happily.

We leit the ball-room and made our
way to the sideboard. 'Tho apartment
was quite empty except for our two
selves, for the room was left deserted for
the evening. The sideboard, however,
groaned under the weight of the gool
thangs which were displayed on its sur
face.

Fatty
ecstacy.

* Look at ‘em—look at ’em!" he sail.
“ Great doughnuts! And these things
were herve all the time.  Ain’t you going
to sample a few?”

““ No, thanks,'" I said.
dinner.”

““1 shall .gat my appetite back again
by dinner--—"

[Fatty was unable to say any more. for
his mouth was too full. He sampled tio

Littlo clasped his hands in

“T want somce
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pestries, he sampled the cakes, he sam-
pled anything and everything. And each
sample was sufficient for any ordinary
meal,

Where he packed the stuff was a mys-
tery.

At last he was satisfied, and he heaved
a sigh of comfort.

““Now I feel all right,’’ he said. * It’s
rather a pity to lecave these good things
here—"’

“You’ll do until
marked.

to-morrow,” 1 re-
‘“You can't eat any dinner

" What rot!”’ interrupted Fatty. ¢ By
eight o’clock I shall have a fresh appe-
tite. This was only a mouthful !”

“My hat!” 1 grinned. * You fairly
take the biscuit!”

I steered him out of the breakfast-room,
and saw him safely across the lounge-hall.
Then T dodged back. As I had suspected,
I.ord Dorrimore was in the breakfast-
room, examining the remains.

““Now, Dorrie, what's the game?”’ 1
asked bluntly.

“Yon'll se¢c before long—an’ you'll
‘hear, too,”’ said lis lordship compla-
cently. ‘I sce the grub’s been goin’.
You can’t tell me that Fatty devoured
all that frightful amount unaided ?”’

‘“ He did ; and he called it a enouthful,”
I said.

“Ye gods and little winkles!”” ejacu-
latcd Dorrie. “ The poor chap will be
m a shocking condition. But vou’ll see
soon. Yes, by gad. You’ll sce. Just
you wait, Nipper!”’

I couldn’t get any more out of him, and
my only course was to wait. I founa
Jimmy Little in the ball-room, sitting on
a lounge, and looking supremely. happy.
Handforth strolled up as I did so.

“ Hallo. Fatty,” he said. * You're
looking mighty pleased over something.”

‘““He’s just been feeding,” I explained.
‘“ He 18 responsible for the disappearance
nf about twenty-eight pounds of rich
pastry——"’

“And I reeled off the articles in succes-
sion.

“TIt’s serious,”” said Handforth, re-
garding the fat boy as though he were
seme weird zoological specimen. ‘ After
all that stuff you'll be ill, Fatty. You'll
over-do- it one of these fine days, mark
my words.”’ .

__“You’'ll have pain in your interior,” I
declared. |

FYatty Little grinned.

-

“I’'m all nght,” he said.
twice as mmuch——" ‘

He paused, and a surprised expression
came into his face. - His hands went to
his waistcoat for one moment, and he
caught his breath in. Then he looked
up with an air of relief,

‘ Anything the matter,” I asked curi«
ously.

““ Nunno !'" stammered Fatty,

“ Just a spasm?”’ .

*“ Something seemed to catch me——
Yow!” gasped the fat boy. ¢ Oh, great
doughnuts! Yarooch! Oh, goodness!”

He doubled himself up, panting.

“ What’s wrong., you ass?”’ demanded
Handforth. - Don’t make that disgust-
ing noise here! Can’t’ you see the young
ladies looking at you—"'

*“ Ow—yow—yarooh!” roared Fatty.

A good many juniors colle¢ted round.

“ Hallo! What's wrong?’ asked De
Valerie. . |

““You’d better ask this porpoise,’”’ said
Handforth. ‘'‘He’s just eaten enough
pastry to stock a coufectioner’s shop—
and 1 suppose the stuff is having a bit of
a {ight with his interior works. "1 don’t
wonder at it!”’

“ Begad!” said Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, adjusting his pince-nez, ‘and re-
garding Little severely.  *‘ This 1s fright-
fully unmannerly of vou, Fatty, old boy,
it 13, really. 1 hate to reprove you—-"’

‘“I've ecaten

‘“ Yarooh!” gasped Fatty. “ I'm dy-
ing! I'm poisoned! Yow! I've got hor-
rible pains Oh, chutney! Oh—
yow!”’

“ Pains!” said Handforth. with a sniff,
“well, I'm glad of it, my son! It ought
to teach you a lesson!' Perhaps you
won’t want vour dinner now!”’ .

Fatty Little was gJmost yellow in the
face, and his features were screwed up
painfully,

“Ow!” he groaned.
out, somebody !
have pity on me'!
Ow!”

The fat boy was half carried out of
the ball-room, and the juniers, who did
not know that Lord Dorrimore had becn
busy—simply took it for granted that
I.ittle had been over-cating himself,

Fatty thought so, too.

He orawlef away mto a corner, and
we left him. Then 1 sought ont T.ord
Dorrimore, and found him chuckling as
he chatted with Nelson Ice. The guv’-
nor was grinning. too. -

‘“ What the dickens have you dane 490

‘*“ Help—help me
Have pity—yarooh'—
I can’t walk upright
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Fatty?”' 1 asked. ‘“ He seemsa to he
dying in the most horrible convulsions!”
Dorrie beamed.
“ (Good!” he said hoartily.'

“ You ecallous bounder——

““ That's just where you make a mis.

take, my eon.” grinned Lord Dorrimore.
“T'm  kind-hearted an' thoughrful.
Master Little has been eatin’ more than
1s goad for him, an' if he doesn't ease
vp before long he'll fill out ke a balloon
-—and then somethin' truly shockin® will
happen. So I thought it about t'me to
take action.”

“Yes. T kuow that,”" T said. * Yon
doctored tnat grub—but, by the look of
Fatty, I should sav you poisoned it.
What awful stuff did you use?"’

It’s auite all right, Nipper.” put i
Nelson Lee.  ‘‘ Dorrie has not harmed
the lad 1in any way, although I will admit
that his treatment was  somewhat
drastic.”

" Drastic ! T echoed.
frightful state.™

“That's becavse he nte g0 much.”
rald Dorrie. ‘“ You =ee the idea? The
more he demolished the worse the pain.
But it'll do him good in the long run:
it'll do him a terrific amount of good.
You sce, this atuff T put in the pastry
'a an extraction from an African herb.
T'mlosi knows all about it. an' ‘t's the
finest thing for reducin’® weight thero ia.
A. month's conrse will make a chap ten
fimes as healthv, an’ bring him down
to normal size.”

‘“And does he have
with every dose?’ I asked.

“That's 1uat it,”" said Lord Dorrimore.
“The etuff’'s all rigcht—quite harmleas
snd beneficial : but I'm afraid it wouldn't
«lo as a commercial propaosition. Elderly
l1diea and gentlemen with obese ten-
dencies would probably iib at goin’
through agony with every dose."

“ They would.” I agreed firmly. “ But
ntre yvou sure 1it's quite harmless, Darric?

I felt a bit anxious when I aaw Fatty}

writhing, and heard him yelling.”

‘“That’'s only the way it acts,’’ said
his lordship complacently. ¢ As I told
vou before, the stuff 18 splendid. It
can't do anything but good. In the
mornin’ Little will be as bright as a
tark-—""

C“And he'll have a bigger appetite
than ever, I suppose?”’ chuckled Nelson
I-ce.

“ That’s admitted

quite possible,"’

| Dorrie.

“Fatly's in al.

shocking pains|

|
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“But. you see, he'll be
frightened to cat too much, because of
the paina. We've got:. to make him
beliove that he's ill because he packed
too much grub away. He mustn't knaow
a word about this special treatment, or
the whole game will be ruined. So vou
keen mum, mv sop!’”

“Trust me,”” I said.

I waa quite satisfied that Darrie hod

done no bharm to the fat bov of Sr.
Feauk's. If it had been otherwise.
Nelsan Lee would not have stmod by

smiling. And I cortaiuly agroed that the
lesson waa ne~casary. although at that
time [ had no idea of tho consequences.

I <aw FLittle shortle after leaving
Dorrie, and T found him in a quiet
corner, groaning to himself. He looked
up at me with a sickly expression, anda
his fat hands were clasped over his waist.

coat,
bad*” [

“Forline
pathetically.

“Ia awfol!" moancd Fativ. ““ Great
cocomuts! T ecan’t vnderstand why o
wot these spasma. T haven't had pains
in mv tummy for vears.”

I shook my head.

“You've got to
vou're tl.”’ [ aaid.

asked  svmn

12k wvaurself why
“Just think of the
erub you've eaten here—iust consider
the cnormous amonnt of indigeatible
nastry you've demolished. [t won't do,
F::H_v. Even your intericr won't stand
it!”

“T—I think T ahall go to bed,” said
the fat bov miserably.

‘“What about dinuer--—""'

“Ow! Dou't talk about it!"' groaneaq
Fattv. ,
“But T thought you Liked to talk of
grub,”” T anid in surprise. * We're
having a svolendid feed to-night—ronat
beof. with plenty of fat, and—-"
"l

“Ow-vow' Go away, vou aae'
gasped Little.  “ You're making me fecl
worae "

“And gravy with nice oily--—""

But Tattle didn’t wait to hear any
maore. He staggered down the passage,
clutched at the balustrade of the starr.
case, and hsuled himself up ‘to bed. 1
grinned as I watched him.

“TIt's the first of January to-morrow,"
I shouted. ‘ Take my advice, Fatty, and
turn over a new leaf.”

But Fatty JTattle had gora.

And not a sign of him was soen during
the rema mder of the ovening.
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CHAPTER 1I.
NEW YEAR RESOLUTIONS.

o IRST of January,” remarked
F Tommy Watson. ‘‘ Well, we've
started on another year, and
Christmas is over. Before long
wo shall be back at St. Frank's, and
everything will be going on as usual.”
Weo were standing in the doorway of
Chff Castlee New Year’'s Day bad
Jdawned bright and sunny. A hard frost
was in the air, and the snow was crisp
and powdery under foot.

The previous night we had stayed up
until midnight —until the old year went
out, and the new year came in. We had
heard tho church bells of the village, and
there had beon a bit of a celebration.

But wo were all feeling bright and
fresh, and everybody was active 1n sorne
way or other, {ur we were duo to leave
CLff Castle that day. The majority of
the followa were off home, to aﬂepd the
remainder of the holiday with their own
. people, ] .

Nclson Lee and 1T were gon:jx straight
to London, where we should stay at
Cray's Inn Road. 1f possible, we meant
to pay calls’ upon Sexton Blake and
Tinker, and other friends.

And the ma)ority of us would meect
again at St. Frank's when the new term
comnmenced.

Breakfast was not vet ready, but we
were quite ready for breakfast, for the
sharp air gave ns keen appetites, and
we were all hungry. A chuckle from
rome of the fellows caused me to turn,
and I saw the reason for the amusement.

Fatty Little bad just appeared.

* Not dead yet, then?’ remarked Pitt
vheerfully. . .

* You look eall serene this moruing,
Fatty,” said Do Valerie.

““ Oh, I'm all right now,” replied Little.
** 1 had some horrible ams last night,
after I'd got to bed, but- then I ten
ssleep, and didn’t wake up until this

morning. Great pumpkins! T had an
awful time!”

“Tot it be 8 warning,” 1 said
solemnly.

* Eh?’

‘“ A warning, not to over-eat yourself,”
1 went on. ' A few more bouts hke
that, Fatty, aud you'll be finished. - You
wouldn't like to go thmuﬁh those tummy
tsoubles every day, would you?”’

Fatty Little shook his head soberly.

- ** By chutnoy, I should think not!” he
exclaimed. * Once is enough for me, 1
can tell you. I'm going jolly easy at
brekker this morning; in fact, 1 don’t
think I ought to take anything at all—
but I'll risk a snack!”

““ A normal snack, or one of
brand?’’ inquired Pitt.

‘“ A snack is a snack,’”’ said Fatty.

‘I it?’ grinned Pitt. ‘* Allow me to
diffcr, my fat porpoise. A snack to me
would be a sandwich and a bun. A
snack to you would consist of a dozen
sandwiches and two dozen buns. That’s
just the difference!”’

Little looked round at the grinning
crowd.

*“Well, I sha’n’t eat much for brekker,
anyhow,” he said. “If any of you
fellows think I'm going a bit too strong,
just give me a reminder.. I don’t want
to risk another béut like last night !’

And at breakfast the fat boy displayed
remarkable control. He partook of no
more than the other juniors. He ate
normally, although  he certainly cast
many longing glances at the well-filled
dishes. But Fatty had made up his
mind, and ho resisted all temptations.

‘“* Good for you, my son!” said Lord
Dorrimore, when breakfast was over, -

“1—1 don’t understand, sir,” sald
Fatty.

“You curbed your abngrmal twist,”
explained Dorrie blandly. * You neld
yourself in check when you wanted to
demolish the rations. at’'s rather a
good word, you know. What you ought
to do 1s to ration yourself to a certain
amount of grub overy day—)ust that and
nothing more. Then you won't have any
more trouble with your little Mar?. Beg
pardon—1 mean your big Mary!’

Little grinned.

‘“ Yes, sir, it's a pretty good idea,”” heo
said. ‘1 don’t want any more of those
Pains. I enjoyed brekker this morning.’

‘* But you would have enjoyed doutlo
the amount—what?"’ asked hia lordshir.
“ Of coursec you would! But if you only
make a point of curbin’ your natural
desire for grub, you’ll soon find that

your own

you'll be able to do with less—an’ yaw'll
frel stronger an healthier. Think it
over, my son.”’ , |

Dorrie  strolled away, and Little

apparently did think it over, for shortly
crwards he came into the lounge-hall,
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where a number ol us were strapping up
our bags and doing various other pre-
paratory jobs.

‘“1 say, you chaps,’” said Little, “ I've
come to a decision.”

““That’s interesting,”” I remarked,
looking round. * Let's hope it'll be a
sonsible one."”’

““It 13, said Fatty.
first of January—-"'

"“To-day 1s the

*“ Go hon!" grinned Hart. '

“It’s a day when quite a lot of peopie
mako resolves,”” went on Little. ‘ Wel!l,
I've decided to make a new year resolu-
tion of my own. And I'm going to keep
it—always. It’s an important step.”

" I_.suppose you’'re going to raticn
vourself?”’ asked Pitt, withy a chuckle.

“Well, not exactly,”” replied Fatty.
“1It’s this way. Last night T took a bit
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too much—I don’t mind admitting it.
So. in future, T mean to ecat normally—
that is to say, I'll have the grub the
school provides, and nothing more.”

““Oh, you mean when you get back to
ot. Frank's?”’
- Of course,’” said Fatty. ‘‘ That’s the
1dea. Last term I spent all my pocket-
money on grub, but I've been thinking,
and 1t seems to m& that the money was
rather wasted. I've resolved to speud
nothing at all on tuck.”

““* My hat!” said Watson.
pretty sovere step.’

“Dear fellow, I admire you—I do,

“ That's a

really,’”’ said Sir Montie. ‘* But vou mustﬂ

nllow me to remark that your resolve is
a trifle too sweepin’ " |

“ Don't discourage him, you ass,” [J
iterrupted. -

“ Begad! T wasn't meamn'

“T haven't finished yet,”” interrupted
the fat boy. ‘“ There are exceptions,
of course. That's only natural.”

*“Ah! Now we are getting to 1t,”
grinned Pitt.

“ T suppose there’'ll be exceptions six
times a day?’ ' .inquired De Valerie.

Little shook his head. ,

“Oh, no!” he replied. *“1 want you
chaps to hear my resolve, and I want
you to make me keep to it in the new
term, if T show any sign of weakenmug.
I've decided not to spend any pocket-
rwoney on grub—except for tea in the
study."”’

“ Well, that's only naturval,” T said.
““ Wo all spend money on study teas.”’

‘“ Kxactly,” said Fatty Little. ‘. When

I get back to St. Frank's 'I'm_'_gging. o'n“

7

and then

»

this plan: Brekker in. hall,
nothing at all until dinner-time—

*“ Nothing befcre brekker, of course?”’
asked Pitt.

““No, nothing; and then from dinner
I'll go to tea-time without a break,”’ de-
clared Fatty firmly.

‘““And at tea-time, I suppose, yeu'il
make up for all the time you’ve lost?”
inquired Pitt, with a chuckle. * You'll
have a terrific bust up——"’

‘““Nothing of the kind,”” interjocted
Fatty. ‘“ At tea-time I'll go equal sharcs
with the Trotwoods—and they gencrally
spend about a bob cach for tea. I whack
out my bob, and no more. And then I'll
go until supper-time 1n the ordinary
course. In short, I won't spend any
moro on tuck than the Trotwoods'”

“#That's g resolve?’ I asked

“Yes.”

‘“ You're absolutely irm?”’

“Of course I am!”

“Good!” I exclaimed. * We'll keep
you to it. Don't forget, Fatty, that vou
mustn't eat anything except the school
grub until tea-time—and then Vou
mustn't spend any more than a bob!”

“ That's right,”’ said Fatty. ‘ But, of
course, if the Trotwood twins spend a bit
more on tea, I can do the same-—stand
my usual share.”

““ That's understood.” 1 said. ¢ Goorl
for you. IFatty. It'll be a bit of a task.
you know, and vou'll need a strong will
to keep that resolution.” |

“TIt'll be a fight.” said Fatty, shaking
his head, ** but I'm capable of it, and
I'll stick to my guns. If 1 don’t—if 1
show any sign of weakening—I want you
chaps to bump me.” :

“If we do that
cranc!” egrinned Hart.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Better still, T'll hand my pocket-
money over to a committee,”” went on
Fatty brilliantly. ¢ We can decide that
on the first day of term.”

He was full of his resolve. and he evi-
dently mecant it. Fortunately, he was
unaware of the fact that the food which
had caused him so much pain had been
doctored. Had he known that interests
ing fact, there would have been no re
solve at all.
~ But Fatty sct the fashion that morn
ing.

It was the first day of the new vear,
and, as [attle had said, it was just the:

we shall need a

Ny
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time for the making of good resolutions.
The famous Edward Oswald Handforth
was tho next fellow to fall into line.

Tho trouble started on the wide steps
of Cliff Castle. Handforth and Church
and McClure were having a little argu-
ment—not that there was anything par-
ticularly novel in this. Never a day
Egsaed without an argument of some

ind cropping up. And Haudforth, of
course, was always right—in his own
opimon, His long-suffering chums were
not allowed to have any opinion. Thejr
leader had a fist with a terrific punch

behind it, aud Church and McClure had |

learned to be very wary of that fist.

“*You're am ass, Arnold McClure, and
you always will be an ass,” exclaimed

Handforth sourly. “ You must be dotty
to suggest that we should

toria {o my dad’s house by 'bifs!"’

** But it’ll save moncy, and we're a bit
short—"’

** That doesn't matter,”’” said Hand-
forth. T thought you had brains!
(’an’t we go by taxi, and send the pater’s
butler out to pay the man off 7’

“ My hat!” grinned McClure. ¢ That's
not a bad wheege.”

* Jolly good, \in fact,” said Church.
“1 didn’t think Handy had enougn
sense to think of a dodge like that.”

“ Kh?” said Handforth.

. | di’d’u't think you had enough
sense——

. '* If you say that again, I'll punch you
inte the middle of next week!’ roared
Handforth. ‘“ You rotter! I suppose

you know 1'm more brainy than you
are?’
HI

- T didn’t know it,”’ said Church.
thought——"" -

“It’'s a queer thing you can think at
all,” sneered Handforth. ‘‘It's a bit of
a puuze, in fact. How can a chap think
when he’s got nothing to think with?”

** There's no reason for you to be
wild,” said Church. *‘‘ We all know what
your brains arc hike, Handy—everybody
here has had an insight into your manr-
vollous capacity. I'Hl gct the kitchen cat
has got more sense than you have!” he
added warmly.

Handforth rolled up his sleeves.

‘ That's done it!'’ he bellowed. ** Take
that, you insulting bounder!”’

Church attempted to dodge, knowing
what was coming, but ho was just a
shade ton late., The huge fist struck

o from Vic-
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him on the nose, and he went over back-
wards, tripped over a couple of steps,
and fell into the snow with a thud
which sounded quite aldrming.

* Church lay quito still, his eyes closed.
““ Good heavens !’ gasped McClurec.
“Get up, you shamming rotter!”’

roared Handforth. *“1 didn't hurt

you!” »

But Church remained quite still.

‘* Oh, my goodness!”’ gasped McClure.
‘“You—you’ve stunned him, . Handy!
He went over with a terrible crash!”

Handforth gave a gulp, and turned
pale. Then he rushed to Church’s side,
and knelt down in the snow. His rugged
face was alight with concern and

anxicty, for he realisod that Church was
not shamming.

“ Buck up old man!” he said huskily.
“You’re all right—"

‘“ Look at this whacking great stone,”
interrupted McClure. ‘“ He caught his
head on it as he fell—it was lying ‘in
the snow, and we didn't see it. You're

too jolly careless with your fists,
Handy——" -

‘““Oh, dry wup,” panted Handforth.
“Jook! He's coming round.”
Church was certainly opening his eyes,

and he blinked at his chums rather
dazedly.

‘““ What is the matter here ?”’ demanded
a sharp voice. ‘“Good gracious! Is
Church hurt in any way? Let me get
past, boys.” '

Nelson Lee appeared in the doorway,
and he pushed his way through the knot
of juniors who had hurried out to see
what was wrong. I was there, too.
.(;I‘he guv’'nor hurried down to Church’s
eide.

‘““Ilow did this happen?”’ he asked
sharply. ¢ Church, you are looking
rather pale—there is a nasty bruise on
your head——"’ .

. e | t.rig'ped over, sir,”” said Church
loyally. “Only a sharp knock, sir—I
shall be all serene in a minute or two.”

Handforth looked grim.

‘““ That’s not richt, sir,” he said. “1
gave Church a punch on the nose, and
kuocked him down. Ide fell on his head.
I'm awfully sorry—I didn’t think for a
minute that he'd hurt himself.”’

Nelson Lee turned to Handforth
angnly.

*“I don't like to speak cross words
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just now, Handforth, but I am com-
pelled to do so,” he said curtly. ‘““1I
have had occasion to speak to you on
this subject before. You are altogether
too fr®e with your punches—and 1 ym
surprised that you have not caused grave
Ynjuries to your school fellows on other
occasions. It 1s perfectly unwarrantable
for you to use your fists so recklessly.”

““ Yes, sir,” said Handforth meekly.

““T am particularly surprised to find
that you should knock your own friends
about with such inalicious disrezard for
their safety ”

““ But it wasn’t malicious, sir

“I repeat the word, Handforth--
malicious !” snapped Nelson Lee.
‘“ Were you at all careful, you would
not deliver your punches so rashly. It
1s very lucky that-Church is not badly
injured, as he might well have been!”

““ Don’t rag him any more, sir.” said
Church, scrambling to his feet. ““I'm all
right now—only a bit of a headache.
Handy didn’t mcan to hurt me.”

““ That is not the point, Church,” said
Lee. “1 am quite certain that Hand-
forth had no intention of hurting you.
But he Las a habit of punching hard
when there is no provocation, and unless
fic learns to control himself, he will

one day do somebody a real injury.
Take that to hcart Handforth.”

“Yes, sir,”” said Handforth lamely.

LR

¢ I didn’t mean to hurt Church at all— |

and I'm awfully cut up about it. 1
—1I'll be more careful in future. Thank

groodness he’s all right now!”
Nelson Lee nodded.

“I’'m pleased to find that you acknow-
ledge your fault, Handforth,” he sund
Tt is all to your credit, my boy.

The guv’nor turned and entcred the
castle again, leaving Handforth looking
somewhat subdued.

“You got it in the ncck, that time,
Handy,”’ said Christine.

I expected Handforth to get wild at
the good-natured taunt—for, after all,
it was a taunt. But Handy merely
nodded.

“Yes, I did! T got it in the neck
properly—and I deserved it, too!”’

“You—you admit?”’ gasped De
Valerie.

“Yes, of course T de,”” said Hand-
forth. ‘“\What Mr. Lee said was right
on the nail. I have been a bit too free
with my nunches. In future I shall have
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to ease up a bit. Forgive me, Church,
old man for swiping you like that.”

‘““Don’t be an ass,”” growled Church
“It's all right.”

I*andforth shook his head.

““It might have hurt you badly,”
said. - *‘I shall have to——"

He paused, abruptly, and his
glittered.

“By George!’ he exclaimed. ¢ It'a
the ﬁrst of January to-day, and I've a
dashed gced mind to follow Little's ex-
ample !”’

‘““Spend no pocket- money on grub?”
chuckled Yorke.

‘““No, you ass—I've a good mind tc
make a new year resolution.’

““That's the ticket!” I said heartily.

f* Never spoil a good one, Handy.”

“I'll do 1it!” declared Handforth with
set lips. ¢ There couldn’'t be a better
time for coming to a decision of this
sort. T ought to follow Mr. Lec's ad-
vice—and keep myself 1n check.  So.
from now onwards, I resolve ncver to
puuch any chap’s nose again—uuless ho
hits me first!”

¢

cyey

“Great pip!”’ gasped McClure. * Dec
you mean that?’’

“I do!”’

‘“ Honest injun?”’

“It’s a resolve—and resolves ain't
made to be broken,” said Handforth

erimly. “I won’t punch anybody un-
less I’m punched first—and then, of
course, I shall be compelled to retaliate.
That's only natural. But you won't

| find mec hitting out i1n -the first place.

I'll keep my Gsts in check.”
Church and McClure exchanged mean-

1 ing glances.

““ Right you are Ilandy——we’ll sce
that you keep that resolution,” saud
McClure briskly—‘“and I call upon you
other chaps to witness 1t!”’

“ We've witnessed it all right,”” sud
Reginald Pitt. ~ ‘“ From now onwards
Handforth is pledged not to punch any
fellow until he 1s attacked. It's a o,
and life at St. IFrank’s will be all the

casier for it!

Church and McClure, at least, wer
heartily in agrcement. Life for theo
in Study D would be totally different.
Hitherto they had always bcen wary t
an argament. But from now onwards
they would stand in a very different
positiom,

‘New year resolutions were certainly
in fashion!
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CHAPTER III.
MORE RESOLUTIONS,

VERYTHING was ready.

E Two big motor-cars were wait-
ing outside Cliff Castle, and they
weire piled with ]urrgatre A

crowd of juniors was waiting about the

steps, attired in their overcoats, and car-

rying small articles of personal luggage.

The last minute had arnved, and the
party were off to the station, to catch
the express for Loondon.

““Sha’'n’t be lonz now,” I said cheer-
fullv. ‘““We've had a rippmrr time here,
and I'm almost sorry to leave.
has been a fine host, and I've never
epent a happier Christmas!”

““ Hear, hear!”’ said several other fcl-
lows.

“ Still we must go home for a bit,”
cemarked Somerton. *“ Our
be wondering it we don’t. There’s not
much time before we get back to St.
Frank’s, for the new term.’

““We shall all be togethel

get to London. anyhow,”
““ At Victoria there will be a loving
parting. and we shall all go our various
ways. There’s a pretty long trip before
some of us, too.’

l.ord Dorrimore emerged from the
hall, and eyed the scene.genially.

‘“ Well boys, we shall be partin’ be-
fore long,”” he said. “I'm comin’ to
London with you, but then we shall

separate—by gad!”’

I{is lordship paused,
Somerton curiously.
“By cad!”’ he 1epeated mildly.

*“ Anything the matter, sir?”’ asked the
Duke of Somerton.

““T was just lookin’ at your clothes,
old man,” said Dorrimore. “I was
wonderin’ what has happened to your
trousers. g i

until we

and gazed at

There's sonrethin’ missin’ !
“ Missing 7"’ said the duke, startled.

“ A button, perhaps,”’ grinned De
Valerie. .
““No, not a button,” said Dorrie,

winking at me. “1 was thinkin’ about
the crease. Trousers are supposed to
have a. crease, you know; but yours
.are baggy. T‘ley re Rhoclm]oly baggy.

‘“ Are they, sir?”’ said Somerton, flush-
ing a trifie.

““They're 10 an appallin’ state,”’ said
Lord Donumone. who was real ly onlv

Dorrie-

eonle will

said Pitt. |

mg to me.
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pulHing Somerton’s leg. ‘ An’ look at
your boots! They're down at the heel,
an’ I'm hanged if there isn’t a burst in
the left” toecap !” -

-Somerton regarded his boots anxiously.
He was a duke, and possessed estates
with an enormous rent roll. But the
schoolboy duke was probably the most
careless fellow in the Remove. A stran-
ger would have mistaken him for the
son of a very poor business man.

He wore his clothing anyhow. It was
a standing joke in the Remove that the
Duke of Somerton always wore an inky
collar. His collar wasn’t inky just now,
but it was certainly a bit crumpled. For
his own personal appearance he didn’t
care a jot. He was free and easy by
nature, and free and easy in his habits.

He failed to notice the grins which
were apparent on every face. Lord
Dorrimore was as serious as a judge—
although. of course, he was mele]y
pokmo' fun at the youthful duke.

‘““An’ then your overcoat,” he re-
marked. ‘“I don’t believe 1t's been -
pressed or cleaned for months. Did
you buy it in a second-hand shop ?”’

‘““Ohb, by Jove!” protested -Bomerton.
““ The coat 18n°t so bad, sir——"’

““ And look at vour collar—it's in a
shocking state.”” went on Dorrie severely.

«“ A collar like that ought «to be clean,
an’ tidy. Are you aware of the fact
my lad, that you are .simply a walkin’
exhibition ?”’

‘““ An exhibition, sir!”’ asked the duke
blankly.

“Simply that an’ nothin’ more,”’ de-
clared Dorrie. ¢ An exhibition of furrht-
ful slovenliness. Take my advice, an’
smarten yourself up a bit. If you don’t,
you’ll be mistaken for an errand boy! ik

Dorrie could keep his face straight no
longer, so he turned, and entexed the
hall again—leaving the crowd of juniors
chuckling at Somerton’s obvious discom-
fiture. The duke was certainly startled,

He regarded his boots and trousers
with much concern.

“T say old chap?”’ he asked, appeal-
““ Do they really look bad?”
““ Awful!” T said solemnly.

“ Terrible !” declared Pitt.
““ Disgraceful I’ sald De Vale ue.
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

But Somerton did not Jom in the -
laughter,
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“Now I cometo thirk of it, I suppose
I do look a bit of a wreck.” he ad-
aitted, with concern in bhis voice. 1
ought to take more care of my appear-
ance, you know. I shall have to mend

matters.”’

‘_‘ Better mend yvour clothes first!’.
grinned Hart.

“Yes!”

“I'll do what Handy's done—make a
resolution,”” eaid Somerton firmly.
‘““ Yes, that’s it! The very i1dea! When
I turn up at St. Frank’s for the new
Lornh, I'll come in a complete new out-
"t")

““That's what vou did last term,” 1
chuckled. ‘“And within a week you
were looking like a tmmp 1

““I sha’n’t this time,”’ declared Somer-
ton. ““I'll always have a crease in my

trousers, and I'll always wear a clean

collar, and I'll always make a point
of gomg about smart. Nobcdy shall
ever tell me that I'm shabby or untidy.
It's a resolve. From now onwards I'll
be as smart as—as Tregellis-West !”’

‘“ Begad !"”” ejaculated Sir Montie.

“You’ll have to be pretty carcful,
then,” I said, grinning. ‘ Don’t forget
t{:at Montie i1s the mould of fashion, and
the—"'’

‘“ Really, old boy,’”’ protested Montie.
“ Pray do not be so frightfully absurd.”

‘““ Ho isn't -absurd,” said the duke.
‘““ You're the smartest chap in the Re-
move, Tregellis-West, but next tecrm
veu 'l have to look out for yourself—
beca.use if you're not care,ful I shall beat
you 1n the dandy line.”

“That's frightfully irterestin’—it is,
really,” said Sir Montic mildly. “I
shall have to look to my laurels, begad !”’

He did not speak with much concern
in his voice; for Somerton would find
it necessary to make extraordinary ad-
vances In his personal appearance to
outshine the recognised swell of the An-
cient  House. .

Lord Dorrimore had been really joking
—it was his nature to be humorous it
he saw half an opportunity.

““ That’s three new yecar resolves,”
I remarked, with a smile. ‘““I wonder
how many of them will be kept up?”’

‘““ All of 'em—for a day or two,” said
Pitt.  “ It'll be rather interesting to
watch how things develop, wlien the new
term starts. I wonder how long it will
be before Handy _puns hes some  poor
chap on the ncse?”

—

|

‘require any tuck.

IX

“We're all woundering that,” chuckled
De Valerie.

It wasn't long before we geot off in the
big cars. Some of the guests had de-
parted already ; others would go later,
but we boys went by oursclves, except
for Dorric and Nelson Lee.

At the station there was rather a long

wait for the train, for we got there
gsooner than we had oxpecl:ed, and, to
make the delay longer, the train was
expected to be somcwhat late.

“ Well, we needn’t hang about the
platform " I said, stawmping my feet
on the hardened snow. * There's a re
freshment room just along the platform,
and we might as well bave a cup ot
coffece.”

“ (rocd 1dea,’” saitd Handforth.

Many others agreed, and a crowd of
us entered the little refreshrnent roons,
and collected round the counter.

“ Hallo!”" I said, looking round.
“Where's Fatty 2" '

“Qutside!”” grinned Watson, ‘‘IHe
wouldn’t be tempted.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Well, T don’t blame him,” 1 said.

“ He's made a wwlxe and he's kecping
to it. II he starts w ell there's a chance
that he’ll continue “ell "

We partook of coffee and various other
items, including mince pies and pastries
of all sorts. The quality of the stuff was
not up to the standurd of the pastry we
had had at Clff Castle, by any means,
but the keen air bhdl[)(.‘n(}d our appetites,
and we quite enjoyed the snack. 1 felt
rather sorry for Fatty Little, pacing up
and down the platform, manfully trying
to make himself believe that he did not

““ Train’s signalled,” remarked Wat-
son, glancing out of the window.

““We'd better buck up, then,” I said.
“1 want the bill—""

““ Pray leave that in my hamds, dear
boy,”’ Sdld Sir Montie gracefully. I
shall be quite ddwhted to settle up the
triflin’ account.’

““ But look here, Montie——"'

¢ Dear fellow, I insist—I do, really!"

There was no time for an argumecnt,
and so Montie paid the bill. The figure
ran into something like thirty shillings,
for a good few of us had partaken “of
the snack—and leheqhment room charges
are not precisely cleap.

The train steamed i, and we scram-



bled on board. Nelson J.ece and Lord
Dorrimore went by themselves, and the
juniors tombled in anywhere.

“ Feeling all serene, Fatty?” I asked
vhwrfnlly, after we had started

Jimmy Little nodded.

o Fme. thanks,” ho said.

‘“ You don't require any grub yet?”

““ Grub doesn't interest me now,’”’ said
Fatty, with an effort. ‘I don't sup-
gmso I shall eat anything until I get
wome—and it’ll be all the better. 1 shall
enjoy my tea.”

Under ordinary circumstances, the fat
boy would have practically made the re-
freshment room barren; but he had
made his resolve, and he was sticking
to it. Most of the juniors laughed at
the idea; but it was no laughing matter
;uth butty He was something of a
1o,

In Tondon there came a parting.
Shortly after we had arrived n Bwtona
most of the fellows had gone off in
varions directiops. Some by taxi home,
athers to different termini, to continue

their journey.

Tregellis-West and Watson came along
with Nelson l.ee and 1 to Gray’s Inn
Road, whore they would have tea with us,
afterwards going on to their respective
homes, which were in London.

Nelson L.ee and Dorrie took a taxi br
themselves, leaving we three boys to fol-
low on at cur leisure.

“ We'll go by bus,” T said. *““ We can
e London better from a bus; and I'm
quite glad to be back in the "ald spot.
Fhere's nothing like London, after all.”

Tregellis-West shook his head

1 dont quite agree with it. dear
fellow,” he said. ‘* A 'bus is all very
well, but 's not exactly the ideal of
mmfort begad. I certainly think it
would be better to go by taxi.”’

Before we could object Sir Montie had
socured a cab, and we all tumbled in.
We drove as far as Holborn Civcus, when
| called a halt, and we jumped out, and
Sir Montwe pard off the taxi”

rit Drar fellow, what's the i1dea of
sto pin’ heret” he inquired mildly.

\iu huwnt got to Gray’s Inn Road
Yoy —

* We're not far off,” 1 said, “ and we
might as well look at some of the shops.
it'Hll be a bit of a change, aftmr being
huried in the country o long.”

" Ié's not a -bad idea,:‘ekd boy,”’

4

sard
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Montie. Begad' Those necktics look
rather rippin’, I must admt!”

“ Bother the neckties,” said Wawon.
“Drag him away, Nipper—'""

But Sir Montie refused to be dragged
away. He examined an array of neck-
ties in a brilliantly illuminated window
with much interest, He certainly did
not require anything in the nnture of
neckwear, for he had a tremendous as-
sortment,

However, he plunged into the shop
after inspecting the window, and pro-
ceeded to purchase a dozen ties of the
most expensive variety,  Other articles
took his eye inside the shop, and by the
time he had finished the bill came to a
considerable amount. He paid it, and
the shopmnn romised to send the goods
on to Gray’s Inn Road within the hour.

“Rippin’ 1idea of yours, stoppin’ the
taxi in Holborn, Nipper,” said Sir
Montie, as we emerged om the shop.

“Yes, wasn't 1it?” I said. ‘‘ It’s made
ﬁou apem] u good deal of money, any-
oW, on: earth did you buy. all
those ties?

‘““1 shall probably wear them, dear
fellow.”

“T'm glad you said * 'probably. because
there's no certainty about it,”” 1 re-
marked. * You've got s0.many neckties
that you could put a different one on for
every day of the year, and still hnve a
few left over.

Trogellis-West smiled.

“You are exaggeratm in the most
[rightful degree,” he declared. *‘ How-
ever, 1 presume you are only jokin’.”

A little further on the swell of the
Ancient House was attracted to another
brilliant window—with the result that a
pair of boots was added to his purchases,
They were endoubtedly fine, but so they
ougﬁ_t to be considering that the price
was somewhere-near five guineas,

By the time we arrived at the guv’nor’s
place in Gray's Inn Road, I was just
wondering how much Montie .had s pent
since wo had departed from“Cliff ('ast]e
His hand had been in his pocket without
& pause,

** How much money did you start out
with to-day, Monhe' " I asked msuallz
while we were htwmg a wash In the bat
rooin,

Trogellis-West looked up from the folds
of a towel. 2

Q’)
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““I really couldn’t tell you, old fellow,”
he said.

‘““ Well, roughly ?"’

‘“ Somethin’ like twenty-five pounds, 1
believe.”’

“And how much have you got léft
now?”’ I asked.

““To tell you the truth. Nipper boy,
I am runnin’ rather short,” said Montie.
‘* However, the matter can be rectified
in the mornin’—-"

“* That's not the point.”' I s:id, wagging
my finger at him. * Allow me to inform
you, my son, that your extravagance is

cnormous.

‘“ Begad!'"

“You've been studying cconomy the
wrong way about,”” I went on. “lts
time you turnéd over a new leaf. Thosc
neckties, for example—you didn’t neca
them. Unnecessary expense.”

““Yes, but dear old fellow——"’

“Wait until I've done,”” I went un
“ Those boots—they were certainly a
luxury. Unnecessary expense again. We
came from Victoria by taxi, instead of a
‘bus,  Still more unnecessary expensc
You’'ve been spending money like water,
and 1t’s tune you .called a halt.”

Montie regarded me rather blankly.

‘“Now you come to mention it, dear
Loy, I suppose T have been rather lavish,”
ho remarked. “ I don’t believe in spend-
mg money over luxuries. I think I'd
Letter make an alteration——"’

“Or make a new year resolution?”
grinned Watson,

‘““Begad! That's not at all a bad
idea,” said Sir Montie. ‘1 might as
well be in the fashion, you know. Yesy,
I will certainly make a resolve on the
spot. I‘rom this minute onwards I will
study economy. I will only spend money
when 1t 1s vitally necessary to do so.
Extravagance 1s a sin, and T will not be
geailty of 1t in the future. Yes, old boys,
I hereby resolve to study economy!”

“@Good!” I grinned. * We'll sce how
it works.”

I was wondering, as a matter of fact.
how long the new order of things would
Inst. A grecat many resolves had been
made that day by the juniors, but four ot
them were outstanding ones.

[ was curious to know how llandforth,
[.ittle, Somerton, and Tregellis-West
would keep to them new year- resolu-
tions. Somehow, I couldn’t quite Lelieve
that they would last tlhiroughonut the whole
tweclve months!

YEAR HEROES
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CHAPTER 1V.
THE HEROES..

ERE we are again!”
"I made that remark as Wat-
son and I strode briskly through

“H
the 1nassive gateway at &t.

Frank's, into the familiar old Triangle.

A good many days had passed, and thic
new term at the old school had com-
rmenced. It was early afternocon, and
the major portion of the fellows hail
already arrived. Others were dribbling
in by every train that came to Bellton.

“Well, 1 don’t know whether to b~
glad or sorry,” remarked Watson. * It's
rathcr a pity the holidays are over, bLut
I must say it’s ripping to be back at the
ol place. T reckon we shall make great
strides with the footer this term.”

“ Rather,” I agreed. ‘* We're going to
whack everybody—at lhiome and away.
Hello! Can’t 1 cce the slim figure ot
Little over by the tuck-shop?”

“ My hat, yves,”" said Watson. ¢ We'd
better get on his track. You haven’t for-
gotten the resolse of his, I suppose? Nc
money to be spent on tuck except at tea-
time, then only a bob's worth. T1’il bet
he's dropped his determination ‘already.
Gruh always was his undoing.”

We strolied across the Triangle to Mys.
Hake's little shop. The place was
crowded out, for Mrs. Hake always did
a roaring trade on first day of terms—
and got in extra supplies for the occa-
s1on.

The fellows wera flush on that day,
and the good lady saw no reason why she
should not have a share in the general
affluence.

Jimmy [.ittle was standing about out-
side the tuck-shop as we arrived. He
was oblivious of our approach, for he
was cngaged in the highly pleasant task
of counting his money over.

In addition to silver he possessed e
good number of notes.

““ How. roes tt, IFatty " I asked cheer-
faliy. *“ Glad to be back again for the
new term:

FFatty Little looked up with a start.

“ Great doughnuts!  You startled me,”

he said. “ Jolly pleased to sce yauagain.
Nipper. Same to you, Watson. I--I

suppose you're going into the tuck-shop
for some erub?”
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“We weren't thinking of it,” 1 said;
“Lut it's not at all a bad suggestion.”

** }—1I can’t very well come in,” began
Fatty.

** Rather not,” interrupted Watson,
“ What about that resolve of yours? No
taek between meals—and only a nominal
amonnt for tea. You haven’t been get-
ting weak on the point, I suppose?”’

“Nun-no! Not at all!”’ stammered
atty, [—T'm feeling a bit peckish,
that's all——awfully peckish, in fact. I—I
could eat a quid's worth of tuck on the
«pot.  But I'm sticking to that resolu-
tion,” |

“ Good man,” T said heartily. “ You've
ot a strong will.”

“You're a hero!” grinned Watson.

“ Cireat pickled herrings! 1 should
ttiink T am a hero,”” declared Little. *“ I
Jon't know how 1 shall keep 1t up, but
it's got to be done.  Mrs. Hake's grub
Inuks better than ever to-day——-f'nst when

I can't have any!” he added plamtively.

“Then don’t be .such an ass!” I said.

‘“Fh

“Don’t stand here, looking at the
stnff!” I exclaimed.

* You—you mean I should be justified
in—-in going in?"’ asked Fatiy ecagerly.
“1t's the first day of the term, and I sup-
pose there's a difference—"

“ None of that!” T said sternly.
“You're weakening, you bounder! - 1
meant, go somewhere else—somewhere
far ayway from the tuck, It'll only tempt
you, if you keep looking in at this win-
dow.”

“Yes, 1 suppose you're right,”’ said
Fully, in a sad voice, ‘‘I've got tons
of tin, too—more than I can do with,
veally. It seems a pity. But I'll be
firm,”” ho added stontly. “ T'll keep to
the resolution!”

* Good man!” T chuckled.

IFatty wandered off, looking like a lost
sheep,  His usually aunny face was dole-
ful and -vorried. His position was a
ehiffienlt one. He had resolved not to
partake of grub between meals—and that
resolve had been made in the hearing of
a fair number of juniors. He couldn’t
posably back out of his pledge without
revealing himself as a weak-willed fellow.

‘“* Poor old san,” said Watson grinning.
“ 1 expect he'll cave in before the end of
the week. . We'd bettar get along to
Studyv:C. What the dickens happened to
Mentie, 1 wonder?”

J

|
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~“Blessed if T know,” I said. ‘" Wo
arranged to meet him at Vietoria, and he
failled to turn up. I expect he’ll ‘come
down by the next train.” |

““He may come by the express to Ban-.
nington, and taxi from there,”” remarked
Tommy Watson. ‘“*If so, he’ll be in
presently.”

“Too expensive,”” T said. ¢ He’s prac-
tising economy, don’t forget.”

““ Oh, yes, of course,” grinned Watson.

We glanced over to the gateway, and
saw three juniors striding in.  They
were Handforth, Church, and McClure.-
The famous trio in Study D had arrived.
They came marching across to the
Ancient House doorway.

“ Still alive and kickings-T see,” 1 ob-
served cheerfully. “ How goes it, m
merry children. Glad to be back
again?”’

“Well, we’re not exactly sorry,” said
Handforth. ‘““Hallo! Here’s the one
and only Fullwond—looking more flashy
than ever, too. Where did you buy that
fancy wvest, Fully? It looks rather
gaudy.” . & N

Ralph Leslic I'ullwood scowled. The
cad of the Remove was himself, as usual.
Heolidays had not changed his character.

“ Mind your own rotten business!” he
sard sourly. ;

“How sweet!” exclaimed Handforth.
*“ How remarkably polite and courteons!
I suppose you don’t happen to be looking
for a thick ear, Fullwood?”’

Fullwood glared. '

““No. I don’t,”” he said shortly. ¢ Rats
to vau.” B

“ You'd better go easy, my son,”” said
Handforth. ““T’'m not prepared to stand
any of your beastly rot. - Two more
words from you, and I'll lay you flat on
your back. That would improve your

4 ntee new suit, wouldn’t 1t?”

Fullwood scowled again,

“You can go and eat coke!” he said
sneeringly. ¢ I've heard that pigs rather
like eating coke occasionally I’ '

“Why, you—you——"  Handforth
Pﬂ“h(‘.‘(l, and glared round. *““Did you
wear him?"”’ he roared. “Did you hear
thot cad call me a pig? Great pip! T'll
wipe him up and pulverize him!”’ -

Fullwood was walking off, and Hand-
forth rushed after him. But I made a
swift movement, and caught Handy by
the coatsleeve. He swung round, pros<
testing violently, -~ o -
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“Lemme go, you silly ass!” he Lhowled.
‘““I'm going to wipe Fullwood ”?

“ No, yon'ro not,”” -I interrupted
calmly. *‘ You’re not going to touch
Fullwood !"”

“But he insulted me

“I can't help that,” I said. ‘“You
shouldn’d speak to him—and then you
wouldn’t get answered back. Yon
started the conversation, don’t forget.
{\ny‘l}ow, youw're not doing any punch-
ing.

‘“Ain’t I!” bellowed Handforth. ¢ I'll
punch you-—"

“Oh!” T said, in surprise. ‘“ And is
this the way you keep your wonderful
new year resolutions ?’

Handforth gasped.

“My—my  which?”’ he stultered
blankly.

““You heard what I said.”

“ Oh, my goodness—"’

“Of course!’ ejaculated DMcClure.
“ We'd forgotten all about it. Handy 1:
pledged not to punch anybody this
term !’

‘““ By jingo. yes!" said Church joyfully.
Handforth looked like a newly landed

fish.
“Yes: but—but that's all rot!’ he
said  weakly. ‘“We—we were only

"

joking, you know

“0Of course, if you regard a solemn
resolve as a joke, I won’t say any more,
and you can go ahead with punching
Tullwood,” I said grimly. “But I
always thought you were a fellow of
your word, Handforth. You made a
positive resolve the day we lcft CLff
(‘astle—and I thought vou mcant it.”

Handforth turned red.

“Y did mean it,” he panted. ‘‘ That
i1s to say—— \Well, of course, I'll stick to
it. A resolution is a resolution. You
won't find me backing out of anything
I've agreed upon.”

“Good man !’ T said. “ I thought you
were the right stuff, Handy.”

I was as scrious as a iudge—outwardly.
Inwardly, T was chuckling. Handforth's
discomfiture was considerable. He had
probably forgotten his precious resolve
while he had been at home, and he was
rather staggered to find that we had not
forgotten 1t.
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were standing by, listening, juniors tc
whom this resolve was news.
““ What—what did 1 say—exactly?"”
acked Handforth, in a strange voice.
“You resolved not to punch anybody
this term—in fact, for always,” I said.
““ Great pip!”’

1

“ That's ripping!” remarked Owen
major. ‘‘ We sha'n’'t be 1n fear of
Handy's fists in future. We can punch

hini—and he daren’t punch back!”

““Oh, my goodness!” said Handforth.
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Hold on!" I put in. ‘ That’s not
qute the arrangement. Handforth’s re-
solution was this; he won’t punch any-
body unless somebody punches him to
begin with. In that event, he can punch
to his heart’s content.”

An expression of great relief came
upon Handforth’s face.

“ My only hat!"’ hLe cxclaimed. “I'd
forgotten that bit!”

‘“He'll store all his punches up in
future,”” chuckled Hubbard. ““ Then,

when some fellow digs him in the rbs,
he'll regard it as a blow, and he’ll lct
fly. Woce betides the chap who forgets
himself!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'"

“ Come on, Handy, let’s get along to
Study D.,” said McClure. ‘¢ We’ve got
to get our things straight; and_there's
always a lot of work to do on the first
day of the term. We shall be in a
muddle until to-night!”’

“ Right,”" -said Handforth. ¢ Comc¢
on, and remember, Nipper, I'm_a fellow
who kecps a resolve when he makes one.
I'm going to keep this!”

“If you do, you’ll be a hero!”’ grinned
Owen major.

Tho chums of Study D marched into
the Ancient House, and they werc
followed by a good few chuckles. Not
myny fellows really believed that Hand-
forth would kecep to his extraordinary
resolution.

““- How long do you give him?”’ askcd
Watson.

‘“ About a week—no more,”” I said. ““ It
he keeps it up for a week, he'll be a
marvel, because he’ll have to stand a
terrific amount of check from the other

But he was obstinate, and Le wasn't]chaps. He'll go nearly dotty by the end

likely to give in. Mo looked after Full.
wood sadly, and his hands hung limply
by his sides. '

A good few other juniors’'#t

of a week. Punching is like eating and

drinking to Handy: he can’t live without
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“Well, wo’ll see,”® said Watson. ““1've
got an idea—— Hallo! Some more
ayrivals by the look of it.”

The station cab had just driven into

the Triangle. It was loaded right up
with neisy juniors. They had apparcatly
engaged the vehicle, and were sharing the
expense, which couldn’t amount to much
indhvidually.

“ Pitt and Grey,” I said, strolilng over
towards the cab. ‘ And Hart Can’t
vco any_sign of Montie, -though, By
jingo! Just have a look at Somerton!
Do my eyes deceive me, or 1s it really
true? . .

““ Great Scott!” grinned Watson.

The Duke of Somerton had just
iirscended from the cab, and he presented
a  remarkable appearance. Instead of
Faggy trousers, a crumpled jacket, and a
yimy collar, he warce his clothes 1 a
momner which Sir Montie Tregellis-West
himself could not surpass. The duke, In
fart, wasg spruce to a degrce.

‘“ Hallo, Somerton! How goes it?”’ 1
~uid cheerfully.

‘““Glad to see you again, old chap!”
cxclaimed the duke. ““1'm m a termble
state of discomfort—— Er—I1 mean I'm
feeling mipping, you know! 1 suppose
yrw've noticed a little difference?’”

*“No,”’ T said.

‘“ You—you haven’t noticed——"' began
Somerton blankly.

‘““Not a little difference—a )olly big
Jdifference,”” I explained. ‘‘My dear
vhap, you look as iIf you’ve just stepped
out of a tailor’s window. Splendid! Keep
this up, and you’ll beat Tregellis-West
at his own game.”

‘“ These new year resolutions are ali
being kept,”’ chuckled Watson. ‘1 don’t
mind saying that I'm surprised. You
look topping, Somerton, although there’s
a speck of mud on your collar—"’

‘“ By Jove!” ejaculated Somerton.
‘““Really? I'd better buzz indoors, and
put a clean one on.’’

He hurried off, and we grinned.

‘“It’s wonderful,”” I said. * Of course,
they’re very keen just at present. But it
can't last for long, i1t’s against human
nature. There aren’t many resolutions
imade that are ngidly kept.
myself,”

We went into Study C, and arrahged
our books and other things quite neatly.
And we decided that everything should
he kept tidy in future. Probably this
stato of affairs would last three oy four

I've tried it

r
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days, and then Study C would take on
its usual homely appearance of fearful
disorder,

Tommy and 1 strolled out into tho
Triangle again after that, and almost tho
first person we saw was Sir Launcelos
Montgomery Tregellis-West. Qur noble
chum was just entering the gategway.

To our astonishment, Montie was
carrying a heavy suit-case in one hand
and a bulging Gladstone bag in the other.

He looked rather untidy, and he was cer-
tainly fagged.
. Begad! So there you are, dear

fellows!” he exclaimed, setting his lug-
gage down. ‘‘ I'm frightfully glad to sce
you—I am, really. I was hopin’ that you'd
be at the station to meet me——"’

“You silly ass!”’ said Watson.
arranged to meet at, Victoria!”

“ Dear old boy, I tried to gct there in
time, but my ’bus was held up in the
trafhic,”’ . excraimed Montie. ‘“1 was
awfully cut up, but it . couldn’t be
helped.”’ '

‘““Your bus?”’ 1 repeated.
mean a motor-bus?”’ :

‘“ Exactly.”

““I didn’t know there was a taxi strike
on,”’ said Watson.

‘““There isn’t, that I know of,"” re-
marked Sir Montie. ‘‘T went to Victoria
by ’bus, you know. An’ I wasshockingly
disappointed when I found neither of you
chaps at the station to mect me. I had
to carry these bally things all the way
up by myse!f!” ‘

“But why?’ 1 asked. ‘“What about
the cab? asn’t 1t there?”’

“©Oh, 1t was there all right!"’ said Sir
Montie.

‘““1 suppose he wouldn’t take you for

soma reason?’
‘“Dear boy, I didn’t ask him,” ex-
plained Montie. ‘‘ You apparently forget

that I came to a firm resolve——"’

‘““ What another !V yelled Watson.

‘“Begud! No! I’ve only made one,”
said Tregelhis-West. ‘‘One resolution 1is
quite enough for nie to deal with, begad!
1t is, really! Studyin’ economy is simply
a frightful fag.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tt 1s no laughing matter, eithcr—
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’
“ Really, dear old boys——"

“So that’s tho explanation!” I
chuckled. *‘ You went to Victoria by 'bue,
and missed your giddy train, and walked
up from Bellton, instead of taking tho

6 We

“Do you

)
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SOME NEW YEAR RFSOLUTIONS
. Handforth refrainsfrom using hisfists. 3. The Duke of Somerton pays meore
2 Fatty Little avoids the allurements of attention to his attire.
the tuck-shop. 4. Sir Montie pays less for his.
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rab. Good old DMontie! Studying
cconomy i3 not as easy as it sounds.”

‘““ Nipper, boy, you are right,”” agreed
Dontie. ‘It entails a frightful amouut
of hard work. But I made the resolve,
and I ust stick to it.”’

““ Good for you!"’ grinned Tommy.

‘“By the way, how are the others
goettin® on®”’ asked Iregellis-West curi-
vusly. ¢ Handforth, 1 incan—Handforth
an’ Little an’ Samerton? 1 sincerely trust
they are stickin® to their gung?”

“* [nke glue!” I replied. ¢ Fatty won’t
touch any grub, although he's got
pocketsful of monecy, IHandforth can’t
punch any noses, and the duke 1s leoking
liko an edition of your past seclf.”

‘““Begad! My past sel}

‘“ Exattly. You'ro not looking your
bost just now, Montie,”” 1 explamed.
** Your glory has departed. owinyg. I sup-
pose, to tho excrtions of the day. A cha,
can’t lug bags about and look_ wecll
grooned all the time.”

A worrted expression
Montie's face. |

‘“ That 13 what has been concernin’ me
so frightfully,” he said. *‘ Begad! I'm
not so sure that taxis and cabs am't
cconomical after all. It'll cost me far
n:ore to buy a now pair of trousevs'”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

We couldn’t help roaring, but Sir
Montie Tregellis-West was looking quite
serious a8 we  assisted him  with his
baggage into the Ancient House.

All the resolutions werec being kept.
How long would they last?

Y

camov 1nto

[ R ]

CHAPTER V.

GETTING THEIR OWN BACK.
DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
looked round Study D, in the
Removo passafo, with an ex-
1

pression  of scontcnt on his

rugged face.

““ Things don’t secm to be right, some-
how,” he remarked. ¢ That bookcase is
i a different position, for one thing.
Some silly ass must have moved it—"’

“[ did,” said Church calinly.

“You did?”"' snapped Handforth.
‘“ What for?"’ '

'* Becauso wo had it in front of the
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window all last term, and the thing was
a nuisance,”’ explained Church. ‘‘It's far
botter where i1t 15, in that recess.”

‘“Rot!”’ said Handforth. “It’'s dark
there, and we can’t sce any titles. Shovo
it under the window, and ﬁ‘uck up about
it. I romember wo had a bit of a bust-up
last term over that fatheaded bookcas«.”

“I know.," said Church. * You forced
us to put it where you wanted it. This
time we're going to have our own, way—
ain't we, McClure?”’ L

‘ Rather,” said McClure.

Handforth glared.

““ That boﬁ&case 13 going under tho
window !’ he_snapped. ¢ ?f you thinik
you're going to be bosses here, you'vo
mistaken! 1'm the leader of this study,
and if you don’t buck up and move that
piece of furniture, I'll—="

“Well, what will
Church sweetly.

“T'll punch your silly head!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"”’

you do?”’ asked

»

‘“Why, you—you—
‘““ How can you punch my head wken
I haven't even touched you?"’ asked

Church. ‘‘ You scem to forgct that you
mustn’t hit anybody until somebody hits
you."'’

Handforth gasped.

““You silly idiot!"" he roared.
doesn’t apply in this study!”

*““Oh, doesn’t 1t?"" said Church. “ 1
think you’ve made a bloomer thero. A
resolution like yours includes everybody.
Clurey and I have come to a decision,
Last term we stood a lot of your rot—"’

** My which?”

““ Your silly rot,”’ satd Church calmly.
““ But this term we'ro not going to bo
such soft asses—"

“ Great pip!” said Handforth.

‘““Woeo'ro going to make a stand——"’

“ A—a stand?”’

“ Kxactly,”” said Church. ‘ Weo've do-
cided that wo shall get on a lot better
if you keep your own place, Handy——"'

“My—my own placé?"’ gasped Hand-
forth faintly.

“ Of course,”” put in McClure. ¢ Lacgt
term you scemed to think that you wero
the lord and master of Study D, and
Church and I were a couplc of asscs to
remain under your thumb so long. That's
all altered now.” .

“JIs 1t?"" said Handforth dazedly.

“ Xes; it'll be quite different in futuro

‘“ Dif—difforcnt——"

““ That
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“ Qo different that you'll hardly know §with such a crash that it collapsed, strew-

what’s happening for a day or two," said
Church pleasantly. ¢ That bookcase affair
1s one instance. McClure and I have
decided that it shall be in the recess, and
it'll be there. This study has got three
votes, and” the majority is against you,
Handy.”
‘““My—my goodness!’’

‘““Then there’s the little matter con-
cerning footer boots,”” went on Church
thoughtfully. ‘“ We're not going to stanu
any more of your rot in that way, Handy.
We're not going to.let you shove your
dirty footer boots in the fender. 1t only
makes the iron rusty, and then we have
to clean it. Of course, if you make the
fender dirty in future, you have to clean
1t yourself !”’ _

‘“ Exactly,” grinned McClure.

Handforth stared at his chums blankly.

Then his exnression changed, and s face
grew red. He raised his fist, and brought
it down with a thump which shook the
table violently.

‘““ Now listen to me!’”’ he roared. “ If
you think I'm going to stand any of this
tommy rot, you’ve mado a bloomer! I
have always been boss of this study, and
I’'m going to be boss still. If you don't
shift that bookcase within ten seconds
I’ll shift it myself!”’ -

““ Oh, will you?" said McClure warmly.

“ 71’1l shift it now!” bawled Handlorth.

He made a rush at the bookcase. Wheén
ho arrived, he half turned, ready to deal
with his chums as they-lay fingers on
him. But Church and McClure merely

lnoked at their leader, and Handforth was
rather  nonplussed. ¢

““ Go ahcad,” said Church,
‘“ Shift 1t!”

“ Ain’t you going to stop me?’ de-
.manded Handforth warmly. ‘

““Not likely,” said Church. “If wo
touched you, you’d make that an excuse
for landing out with your fists. And
we're not going to risk that, thanks!”

‘“* You thouggt we'd fall into the trap,
didn’t you?” grinned McClure.

Handforth clenched his fists, and gazed
at them helplessly. - They were large and
forinidable, and capable of doing great
damage. But he was tied hand and foot ;
he' couldn’t strike unless he was struck!

“ only hat!”’ he muttered. ** Some-

")’

thing’ﬁ go bang in a minute!

Something did. He grabbed the book-
~wase, carried it across the room, and
slammed -it down in front of the window

nodding.

| wasn’t looking

Jlarly impressive?’”’ asked Church.

ing the books all over the flooi.
‘“ And we don’t want an

oither!”’ snapped Church sharply.

can just pick those books up——"’

*“ You—you—you—— Oh. my only
Aunt Jane!” gasped Handforth. “I'd
give a whole week’s pocket money just
to deliver one punch—one terrfic punch—
in the nuddle of your confnundotl face!”

‘“ That’s very interesting,”” said Church.
““You can punch if you hke——"

“You give- me permission?”’ asked
Handforth eagerly.

“Well, not exactly,” rephed Church
hastily. ¢ But if you punch mo you will
have broken vour resolution—on the
very tirst day of term! A fine namc you'ii
*make for yourself, won’t you?”’

Handforth sat down. abruptly.

““You'd better dry up—the pair of
ycu” he exclaiined. ** Humsan nature
can only stand g certain amount, and
when that certain amount 1s exhausted
something’s got to happen. 1've warned
vou—be quiet! If I have any more of
your infernal nerve, I shall let myself go.”’

McClure laughed. :

**That doesn’t concern us.,” he said.
‘““We're not going to be closed up in our
own study. You havo my full permission
to go and eat coke!”’

1T ??

Hand{orth paused, and stared in front
of him unseemgly. Then he rose to his
feet, strode to the window, and gazyl out
imtn the Triangle. When he made that
resolution, he had never dreamed that
anything of this nature would occur. His
cyes were openied, and he was staggeeed.

He turned from the window, and gazed
into the mirror over the fireplace. He
at hunself, although he
appeared to be. His thoughts were very
far away. With a feeling ofshorror, ho
realised that his days of power werve over.

“Well, can you sce anything particui
suppose you think you're rather hand-
some?”’

“Eh?" said Handforth, turning.

‘““ As a matter of fact.” went on Church,
**you're uglv. I've often wanted to tell
you so, Handy, but I didn’t think 1t werth
the trouble. Your face looks very much
like a design for a gargoyle!”

Handforth went purple.

**You—you rotter!” he reared.
‘““ You're taking advantage of that resohis
tion of mine!: Last term you woukin't
have ‘dared to say a thing hike that!”

temper,
‘“You
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“Tho truth must be told sometimes,”’
said Church. ‘¢ Last term the truth would
have caused trouble—this term it-~can’t.
That’s just the difference. Your clumsy,
great hands are powerless.”

‘““My which hands?”

““ They remind meo of legs of mutton.”
said Church. ‘ How on earth you carry
them about with you is a puzzle to me,
Handy. I've often wanted to tell you
these things, and now I'm able to do
Y

“I didn't think you were such a pair
of caddish rotters,” said Handforth
sourly. ** My own chums can do nothing
but turn against me. Just because my
nands are tied, you stand there and insult
m: right and left v

““ Yes: but look here

“You'ro not worth punching cven.”
went on Handforth bitterly. 1 don't
think I should whoj you, even if I could.
You'ro not worth spending the energy
on! A couplo of msulting rotters—that’s
what yvou are!” -

McClure grinned.

“ My dear old chap, that’s just where
vou make the mistake,” he said. ““ We
Laven't insulted you once yet.”

““Didn’'t you compare my face to a
gargoyle?' roared Handforth.

“* Church did.””

“ Well, wasn't that an insult?”

“Of course not,” said McClure. It
was simply the truth!” | '

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared Church. *‘‘ The
tcuth must be told sometimes, Handy—
cven 1if 1it's rather unpleasant.”

Handforth breathed hard.

“Well, 1 won’t say any morec just
now,”” he exclaimed. ‘T’ disgustea
with you-—I'm fed up to the neck. I've
rover met such a couple of cads in all
my life. You don’t deserve to have a
leader like me!”’

“You can let one of us be lecader, if
vou like,”” sald Church. “1It's abcut
timic there was a change, anyhow. And
why don’t you pick up those books,
Handy? They look untidy lying there —
and Clurey and I won't touch ‘emn.”

Handforth gazed at the books, he
gazed at his chums, and then he marched
out of the study. He mzarched out
simply because he couldn’t trust himself
for a second longer. He felt that he had
to hit something—it didn’t exactly
matter what, but it was highly necessary
.to punch somewhere.
" He slammed the
charging down the pussage.

bR

door, . abd: went
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decided to rush to the gymnasium, where
he could punch a ball about to Lis
heart’s content. In the lobby he was
Justdgassmg out when he ran into Full-
wood*and Co.

‘“ Look wherc you're goin’, you clumsy
clephant!”’ said Fullwood sharply.

“ And tako care of those barges you
call feet!” said Gulliver.

“Eh?”" gasped Handforth. ‘ Are—aro
you rotters speaking to me?”

“Qf course we are.' said Gulliver.
“We're just tellin’ you to mind whero
you'rc goin'. We're~ not prepared to
stund any of your bunkum this time,
Handforth. You can go an’ fry your
face!”

“Oh, my hat'’ said Handforth, in
anguish. *‘“ What a dotty ass I was to
make any resolves at all!”

There were three noses he was simply
longing to punch—noses which deserved
punching—but he was unable to excirt
himself. For one second he thought of
breaking his resolve on the spot,, but
then he got himself under control again,
and he stalked out iuto the Triangle.

He camc out waving his hands wildly.
and he nearly walked into Tregellis-West
and mysclf, who were just coming ovcr
from the Colloge House, where we had
becn paying our respects to Christino
and Co.

‘“ Ha)lo, Handy—go easy'” I said.
‘““What’s wrong with you?”’

Handforth stopped, and regarded ua
with set lips.

“T'm going dotty!"" he said hoaracly.

‘““ Bezad!”’

“’é‘l}\lut's ithpossible, Handy,”’ T said.

(¥4 ?’!

‘“ A ”chap who's dotty alrcady can't

go——

“Oh, don't try to be funny!’ san
Handforth sourly. * You chaps have
done a. finc thing for me with your

beastly resolutions! I've been 1nsulted
more this afternoon than I've ever been
insulted before!”

“Wel), T like that!"” I said. T really
like that! We've done it for you! Yon
silly ass, you made the resolution of your
own free will, und I dare say the i1nsulta
vou refer to are merely a few horme
truths.”

“That's about tace size of it, dear old
boy,” said Sir Montie. *‘‘ Some of the
chaps have been mortally afraid to speax
to Handforth in the correct way, because

He badlthey were wary of his frightful great’
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fists. But that’s over now; you can't
- land out, Handy I’

Handforth glaredr

"1 know I can’t,” he growled. “If I
could, I'd land out at your fat-headca
nose! I'd flatten it into your silly
face!” -

Handforth stalked on, breathing hard,
and Montie and I chuckled.

““I don’t think I give him a week,” 1]
said. ‘'‘ He won’t be able to stick it, you
know. Poor old son! Unless he punches
somebody soon, he’ll go off his rocker.”

Handforth marched into the gym-
nasium. He marched straight to thc
punching-ball, and he delivered a swipe
which broke the thing clean away from
its fastenings and exploded it.

“ Well I'm blessed!” said Handforth.

The force he had put into that punch
would have knocked any fellow in-
sonsible, so it was lucky that the blow
had been delivered on such an object.
Handforth proceeded to punch away at
-various other articles. He punched until
‘hig fists were sore—until he realised he

was hurting himself: |

Then, feeling much better, he went
back to Study D.

‘““Oh, good!’ said Church. ‘‘ Tea's
Just reufy Handy. You can have the
cup with tho chipped edge.”’

*“ That's your cup!” snorted Hand-
forth. ‘‘I’'m not going to have——"

‘“*You're going to have what's given
to you,”” said Church. ‘' You're late,
and late-comers can’t have any choice.
Either Church or I had that cup all last
term, and now it’s your turn. Besides,
you chipped the cup in the first place.”

Handforth sat down at the table.

“I don’t mind telling you that ['ve
got a stronger will than I thought 1
had.” he said grimly. ‘' I'm sticking to
my resolution, although many strong
‘chaps woiuld have given way long ago.
I.et me just warn you that human en-
durance can’t stand too much—and if
I do break my rcsolve, I'll break it pro-

l)‘}&.l,

urch and McClure realised that
there was something in what Handforth
said, and they thought it was just as
well, perhaps, to give him a rest. They
had ceortainly got a great deal of their
own back, and they had told their lordly
leader a few things they had never
oxpected to telt him,

Tea in Study D proceeded peacefully.
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This, in itself, was remarkable, for tea
in that particular study was general!
an exceedingly noiry meal. With Han
forth helpless, Church and McClure wero
able to talk frecly, and to tell thewr
leader to dry up if they wished to.

_ Handforth was a hero to put up with
it for so long. Whether he would be ablv
to continue was a doubtful problem.

Personally, 1 don’'t think he was
capable of standing the strain.

_CHAPTER VI.

THE WEAKNESS OF FATTY,

‘ REAT pancakes!”
Fatty L.ittle sat on the stairs

in the Ancient House, and held

his plump hands over his waist-
coat. He was fceling ternbly empty,
although he certainly didn’t look it.

He had tasted no food since dinner
cxcept that which the school provided.
At tea-time., of course, he had shared a
feed with the Trotwood twins
Study L, but it was a merc snack to
Fatty’s mind,.

The Trotwoods had dono themaelves
particularly well, they considered, it being
the first (fay of term.. They had spent
five shillings on tea, and Fatty had
accordingly speut half a crown.

The food obtainable for half a crown
was a mere mouthful for Fatty, and,
when tea had fimished. he had been
hungrier than ever. Supper. in hall, was
a mere appetiser. and now that bed-
time had arrived, Jimmy Little was
feeling almost faint for want of food.
At least, he told himself that such was
the case.

As a matter of fact, he had had quite
enough for any healthy boy; but his
apprtite was an appal]ing proposition,
and he always felt hungry after a square
meal. He really required tgo squarc
meals, one immediately following the
other. to actually satisfy lhim.

*“ omeone in the family dead?”’ asked
Pitt concernedly.

Tittle looked up, rather startled.

“Eh?”’ he said. 1 didn’t hear— "’

“You look as if you'd lost a dearly
beloved relative.”’ said Pitt. ¢ Why the
worried frown, Fatty?”
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“I'm hungry!"” said Little plaintively

** Hungrv?’' ecchoed Pitt. * Hungry,
after all the grub you had at supper-
t'me?"’

¢ Oh, dou’t talk rot!” ‘protestcd Fatty.
“ I didn’t eat much—only the same as
anv other fellow. And now I'm simply
starving to death. I sha'n't get a wink
of sleep all night—not a wink '™

*“ Poor old son!” grinned Pitt.

“ This 1s what comes of making reso-
itions,”” went on Little sadly. * How
I'm going to last out the term, I don’t
krow. I—I thipk Id rather commit
simicide than keep on in this way. It
simiply amounts to the samc thing; I'm
starving myself to dcath!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

I'atty Little was not likely to gamn
much sympathy, and when he went up
to bed with the Remove he was chaffed
a great deal. DBut he was chaffed no more
thann Handforth. There was a consider-
able amount of fun between the two of
them. ’

Fatty lay groaning in bed, but he
didn’t groan for long. Somchow, 1u
spite of his fears, he fell off to sleep
within a few minutes. i

** A week or two of this, and he’ll got
a lot of his weight down,” remarked
Pitt. “It'll do him good, toco. He'll
save heaps of money, and he’ll be all
the healthier. Resolutions are fine things
to make.” . _

“It's a pity you didn’'t make omne,
then,” sneered Handforth.

““ My dear chap, it wasn’t necessary,”
said Pitt blandly. ¢ Why should I make
a regolution when I've got nothing. tc
resolve? With you it’s different; it's
high time you controlled your fists!”’

‘*Hcear, hear!’ said Teddy Long.
“ We've put up with Handy's rot for
terms and terms—and now we can tell
him to his face what a potty ass he 13!
He. he, he!”

Handforth clenched his fists.

“ You little worm!” he roared. ‘1
may be willing fo put up with rot from
sther chaps, but I'm not going to stand
any of your beastly nerve! Another
word, and I'll smother you in your own
scd-clothes ! ‘

**Yah!” shouted Long. “ You
laren’t touch mo!”

-** You'd better dry up, Teddy,”’ 1 said
grimly. “ I'll punch your nose—"

. But this was unnccessary, for Hand-
iocill was already taking action. - He

-} murmured sleopily.
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stalked over to Long's bLed, and seized
the cad of the Remove firmly by the
shoulders. ILong was greatly alarmed.

“Lemme go!" he roared. * You
mustn't touch——"
* “1 resolved not to punch anybody,”
sald Mandforth grimly. ‘1 didn't eay
anything about giving a little cad a well-
deserved whopping!”’

Whack! Whack! Whack!

ITaudforth took the struggling Long
across bis knce, and he proceeded to slap
away with all his strength,

“Yaroooh!’ howled Teddy
“Ow! Lemnme go! Yow-ow!
you rotter! You’ve broken
Yaroooh!”

The cad of the Remove struggled
violently, but he couldn’t get free.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

‘“A  fine resolution, wasn’t
sncered Fullwood. ¢ He’s broken
before the (irst day is over!"

‘“‘ Rats!”" panted Handforth. ' 1
haveu't punched the worm yet!”

“ Handy’s quite right,”” I put in. *“ He
made up his mind not to punch anybody
until he was provoked. He's simply
giving lL.ong a spanking, and I don't
blame him, cithcr. Long deserves it.”
~ Most of the other fellows agreed, an:l
it was considered that Handforth hadl
not broken his resolution. He had
proved, however, that he was not willing
to put up with insults from cads. Deliver-
ing a spanking was not forbidden.

The Remove dormitory settled down
to slecp at last. On the first night of a
new term there was always a good deal
of noise and a fair amount of trouble,
particularly if any new fellows happencu
to be present.

There was no new fellow on this par-
ticular night, although I understoo:d
that a new junior was really due for the
Remove. Heo would probably come
down i a day or two.

In the morning, the first junior en
awaken was Jimmy Little. I’ie opened
his eyes soon after dawn had broken.
and beforc the rising-bell clanged out itz
urgent note. And Fatty blinked at the
ceiling and felt an aching void.

“* By chutney! I'm jolly hungry,” he
‘““ Never mind, 1've
got hcaps of tin, and I can get a big
lot of grub before brekker.”

But his thoughts came to an abrupt
halt, and a siuking feeling assatled hiun

wiidly.
You-—

your——-

it?:'
1t
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*“ Oh, great Joughnuts!”’ he murmured
dolefully. ** 1 mustn’t touch anything—
not even a crumb! What a potty ass |
was to make that resolutinn at Chff
(‘astle. I muat have been off my chump.”
Fatty found it impossible to sleep. His
hunger was so great that all he could
do was to lie in bed and think of luscious
things of an edible nature—things which
weoere forbidden to him.

The thoughts were so maddening that
at last he could atand it no longer. He
docided to get up and go for a walk.
_Anything was better than hangmg
‘about. He would go for a walk until
breakfast-time.

The fat boy dressed liimself. and was
just on the point of leaving the dorm-
tory when the rising-bell rang. Most of
the juniors opened their eves and gazed
about them dreamily. I was fully awake
in a second.

‘“ What's the idea, Fatty?’ [ asked.
sitting up. ‘“A bit of an early bird.
aren’t you?"’

“I'm going for a walk,” said Litile
bluntly.

‘“* A walk—alone?”’

**Yes. I caun’t stand thinking about
the grub until breakfast-time.” ex-
plained Fatty. ‘' Over an hour yet—just
imagine it! An hour of agony! So I'mn
roing for a walk. and I shall try to
drown my thoughts.”’ :

“ Mind you don’t get near a tuck-
shop,”’ I said warningly. ‘‘ You may be
firm enough now, Fatty, but as soon as
vou spot some grub you’ll be done for.
You'll fall—and then where will your
resolution be?” i

-¢* T—1 shall be all right,”’ said Fatty.
*““Don't you worry.” .,

He passed out of the dormitory, and
Pitt shook his head.

‘“ We ought to have commandecred his
money,”’ he sauid. *' It'sa all very well to
let him loose, but it's risky. 1 don’t
think he’s strong enough to stand before
. 2 shop window, and then pass on—unless
the shop . happens to be an iron-
monger’s.”’

‘““ Well, we can't form a guard round
him,”” .I grinned. ‘‘If he breaks lus
resolution, he breaks it—and it won’t be
vexy  surprising. Our  heroes in  the
Remove will soos be their old selves. I
imagine.”’

Meanwhile, Fatty . Little had emergead
into the Triangle.

It was.a clear, bright January morn-

YEAR HEROES

33

ing, and there was a distinet frost in the
atr. The sun was shining down juite
brilhantly. Little glanced at rs.
Hake's tuck-shqp for a second. and then
he turned his back and marched across
towards the gates resolutetly.

T

“T'll be firm"”’ he murmured.
be as Airm as a rock!”

He succecded in getting out of the
Triangle somehow, although powerful
ropes seemed to be pulling him in the
direction of the tuck-shop. He had to
strain hard in order to wrench himse!t
away. ' |

Out in the lane, he set his footsteps
towards the village. He didn’t intend
to euter Bellton, for he felt that such a
move would be too risky. Little knew
well enouﬁh that he couldn’t trust him-

self once he was in the midst of shops—
alone,

His plan®was to walk to the stile, and
to go for a stroll in Bellton Wood and
across the felds beyond.

“ My hat!” he murmured, his cyes
sparkhng. ‘' I—I might be able to get
something after all—and still stick to
my resolution.”

He bhad visions of turnips and carrotz.
TWHere were plenty of fields about, and
surely it was possible to pull a few
turnips? Then it occurred to him that
turnips were probably not in scason—
and there would not be much satisfacticn
in eating a few seeds. y

By the time he rcached the stile be had
come to the conclusion that the tuenip
and carrot 1dea was out of the question.
And he hesitated as he was about to haul
himself over the old woodwork.

He considered.

v

“I’'ll be strong!” he murmured.
‘ There’s no reason why I shouldn’t step
into the village. T can pass the giddyv
shops without walking in—even if I can'’t
buy anything, I might as well have &
look !

1t was a fatal decision, but Fattv simply
couldn’t help himself. He walked to
the village briskly—for, in spite of his
size, he wus quite active. He reached
the tuck-shop-in the old High Street, and
determined to walk straight past.

Unfortunately, Mr. Binks, the shop-
kceper, was just in the act of placirg a
dish of cakes in the middle of the win-
dow. The dish caught Fatty’s eye, anc
he paused. He turncd his attention to
the tucksshop. - S
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belioved 1t—that [ wouldn’t
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“ T might as well see
got,”” he told himself.
to know, because we shall want some
inck for tea.”

He gnzed into tho window, and fn-
gored his money lovingly. He had
enough to purchase every articlo in the
shop front, but, simply because of that
ridiculous resolution, he was prevented
froin buying a modest sixpennyworth !

It was absurd--absolutely dotty!

Why on earth should he stand by it, he
areved with himself as he gazed into the
window. And what f he did buy some
tuck? Who would know? It was early,
and none of the fellows were about yet.

Ounly a bare minute elapsed before
Fatty Fattle came to a firm decrsion. He
srave himself a shake, uttered an uncasy
laugh—and marched into the shop.

He had fallen!

“T want :ome grub,'”’ he said eagerly.

Mr. Binks looked at the fat juntior over
the tops of the glasses,

“ What would you like, voung gentle-

man’" he imquired.  * Pastries, eakes,
biscuita? [U've everything you could wish
fc‘r-m---—-—"

“1 don’t caro what 1t 18, 1nterrupted
Fatby hurriedly. ** Shove five bobs’ worth
of stulf into a bae, and hand it over—
auick. D'm starving!”

Mer. Binks eved the fat boy curiously.
“ Yo don’t look it, young sir,” he re-
marked. " Starvin'! [ wouldn't have

'!.‘
-

Fatty waited impatiently while the old
fellow leisurely selected an assortmeount of
cnkes and pasteies, and placed them in
n big bag. Fatty would have preferred
ten shillings’ worth, but he felt gwmity
enough as it was, without making the
matter worse.

Moroover., he was in o tremendous
hurry to get out of tho shop. If any
fellow happened to see him emerging,
he knew that it would be all up—he
would be exposed as a weakling.

“ Here you nre, young gent,”” said Mr.
Binka.
“Oh, good!”

Little planted «omo money on  the
counter—he wasn't quite suro whether
it amounted to five shillings or ovor—1ime
ho didn't wait to find out. He emerged
intn the High Strect, and gnve a RMY as

- he obwerved Reginald Pitt and Jack Groy
«further along the road,

|

i

{
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what they’ve hiw, for they immediately turncd into
“It’s just as well | another shiop.

Fatty tucked the parcel inside his over-
cont and marched on. He had to pass
that shop on his way to the school, and
he hardly breathed as he went by. Some-
how, he managed to get past successfully,,
and he hurried on towards the bridge.
Once in the lane, he would enter the
wood 1n order to dispose of hLis secrot
purchases, |

But fate was against him,

"He had not precceded far when Lo
heard a hail from the rear. He turned,
his heart in his mouth, and saw Pitt and
Grey hurrying up the road towards him.

“ Hold on. KFatty!” shouted Pitt. “ We
might as well all walk together.”

Little stood rooted to the spot. Ha
carried the bag in his hand now, and he
had an instinctive feeling that he woul:l
be caught with the goods on him. He
locked round with anxious eyes, and then
came to a decision,

He pitched the bag over the hedge,
and prayed that his action had not been
scen by the othor two juniors.  He
waited in the middle of the roadway for
tivy others to come up.

“ Getting an uppetite for breakfast?”
inquired Pitt genially. ‘“ Youll be
pretty hungry by the time you get back
to school, Fatty. Rather an ynwise thing
to come out like this!”

“ Unwise?”’ said Little. " Why!"

“You'll only make yourself hungrier—
this keen air, you know,"” said Pitt. 1
suppose you haven’t been cating anything
in the villuge?”

“ No.” said Littlo truthfully. “ Not a
mouthful 17
“You've sticking to your resolve,

then?”’

“Ye-a-s!" said Fatty Aushing slightly.
“ Great doughnuts! OFf course T'm stick-
ing to it. I haven't touched a bite of
anything sinee suppertime last night.
It's been a terrible struggle, but -I'vo
won through.” .

“That's good,”” said Pitt. T thought
we could rely on you to stick it,-Fatty.
Well, come along What's the rdea of
standing hera® It'll be time for brekker
scon. Buck up!”

A B E Sl

“ Well ™ |

“ [—I think I want something from
the village, vou know,”” stammered Fatty.

But, apparemtly, they had not seen| I you don't mind, U'll just pop back
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while you chaps go on. 1 don’t suppose
1 shall be more than ten minutes.”

** None of that,”” put in Grey. * You
mean to visit the tuckshop. 1 expect
you were going there when you spotted
us in the High Street.” Oh, Fatty, how
could you do it? How could you break
your resolution—-"

“ But I'm not going ta the tuckshop'!
roared Fatty. “ I give you my word,
I won’t go anywhere near a place where
they sell food. 1 won't spemfa farthing
on tuck of any sort.”

*“ Honour bhright?”’

‘“ Yes—honour bright !’”

Fatty was quite safe in making that
promise, for he had already purchased
the materials for a4 good snack! But
Pitt and Grey were not to know this,
and Fatty considered that he had got out
of the difficulty very neatly.

“ That’s all right, then,” said Pitt.
‘“ We've got your word that you won’t
buy anything in the village—anything In
the food line, I mean. We take your
word, of course.”

* Thanks'!’ said Fatty. ‘“I'll be gct-
ting back, then.”

e turned and walked briskly towards
the village. Pitt and Grey continucgd
their own journey to St. Frank’s, but as
toon as they turned the bend in the lane,
Jittle came to a halt.

‘* Phew !’ he breathed. ‘ That was a
narrow <have! Bnt the bounders didn’t
see an?thing, and I've dished them
nicely.’

He had no intention of going to the
village, of course; he had merely made

the excuse in order to get rid of his un-}-

wclcome companions. And now he was
intent upon recovering his parcel from
the other side of the hedge.

He knew the spot exactly, for he
noticed that an old tree stump was jut.
ting out just at that point.

He reached it, and pushed his way
through a gap in the hedge. But when
he reached the other side, he got some-
thing of a surprise,

There was a sudden scamper, and three
grimy little village uirchins: rushed away
across the held. Their mouths were full
of .pastries, and each wichin he'd qakes
in hic handa,

Upon the. ground lay an empty bag.

Fatty Little «tared at i in a dazed
kind of way, and all the joy went out
of his heart,
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After all his trouble, after all his
scheming, the feed was lost by a ghastly
piere of luck. Those village youngsters
had. been behind the hedge, and they
had demolished Fatty’s smlcf:

‘He knew that it would be useless to
give chase. All the food wculd be gone
by the timno he caught the young rascals
-—cven supposing he caught them at all.

He stood there, a dull feeling within
his breast.

“ By chutney!” he murmured. “1
can’t stand it—I simply can’t put up
with 1t much longer. I shall die of
starvation!’

He picked up the bag hopelessly, and
there was not even a crumg‘.2 So, with
heavy heart, he turned his face towards
St. Frank’s again. And he groaned at
the thought of the breakfast which the
school provided. It was ample for any
normal ‘Bsppetite—but a mere mouthful
for Fatty's.

He was to have that,
mogye !

By the time he reached St. Frank’s he
was feeling unhappy and disconsolate,

New Year’s resolutions were all very
well, but they were terribly difficult to
stick to. Somehow, Fatty had an in-
stinctive feeling that the end must come
soon. He had held out lLike a hero so
far—but it couldn’t last for ever.

and nothing

CHAPTER VII.

HANDFORTH BREAKS THE SPEIL.

was going towards the Ancient
House that evening, after coming
from Little Stde.

I walked up to the guv’ner at once.

*“ Just a word, Nipper,”’ said the
«choolmaster-detective. *‘ There i1s a new
fellowv coming down to-morrow, I believe.
He will be for the Remove, by what |
understand, and it is almost certain he
will enter the Ancient House.” ,

“We'll make him comfortable, sir,”
I said cheerfully. *‘Is he anything par
ticular””

“ Well, T hardly like to speak of the
bey befoic he arrives,’” said Nelson [.ee.
* His name is the Hon. Douglas Single-

NELSON’ LEE beckoned to me as I

‘ton, and I bave an idew that he will be
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rather a remarkable youth in many
ways.””

““ You're pretty vague, sir,”’ T said.

“T don't quite mean to be,” said the
guv’'nor, ‘‘ but Singleton is new to public
school 'life, and perhaps you will find it
rnecessary to forgive him for many little
idiosyncrasies, You are the captain of
the Remove, and it will be your duty to
see that tho other boys do not take ad-
vantage——" '

“ Dash it all, sir!” 1 protested. * yvou're
not going to appoint me the new chap’s
gnardian, I suppose? Can’t he look after
himseif?”

1 faney he can, and T've no intention

of requesting vou to act as the lad’s

guardian.” said Nelson Lee smoothly.
“T don’t wish to say too much on the
subject, as the ‘information I possess
may be exaggcerated.”” -

“You’re making a mystery, sir,” 1
chuckled.

“ Well, :t will soon be solved--that's
one thing about it.” smiled Nelson Lee.
“ The Hon. Douglas Singleton will arrive
sotne time during to-morrow, and then
you will be able to see for yourself, and
to draw your own conclusions.”

The guv’nor would say no more at the
moment, and I was left wondering.
Obviously the new fellow was something
of a navelty, otherwise Nelson Lee would
not have tiken the trouble to speak to
me as he had done. I was certainly
rather curious.

1 went along to Study C, and found
Tommy Watson busily preparing tea,
while Sir Montiec was writing a letter.
A newspaper was’propped up in front
of him, and he consulted it frequently.

“Tea,” 1 exclaimed. _“That's the
ticket, Tommy. TI’'m hungry. Why
aren’t you helping, Montie?"”

“Dear fellow, I'm writin’ a letter,”
said Sir Montie.

¢ Some giddy advert,”’ exclaimed Wat-
son. ‘ Montie’s found sdmething that
attracts his noble eye, and he’s writing
off straight away. Some neckties, or a
fancy vest, or something!”

Tregellis-West looked round.

“To tell the truth, dear fellow, T am
rathcr struck by this advertisement,”” he
explained.  ** They are makin’ o special
line of sorne rippin’ half-hose—socks, you
know.. They’re real silk, and something
frightfully special.”
© 4 How many pairs are you order:ng?”’
L gaked: < o, " = 3%l ~
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“Ounly a dozen pairs, dear fellow,”” saicl
Moutie. . “ I am also. requestin’ the firm
to send some of their latest neckties, and
there is really a splendid dressin’-gov:n
gom' at fifteen guineas.”

“ What's wrong with the dregsing-
gown you've got now?”’ I demanded.

“ Nothin',” said Tregellis-West, *‘ no-
thin’ at all. DBut this article seems to be
rippin’—-"" ‘ ,

“Now, look here, Montie, this won't
do,”” I saud severely.

“Eh? Beogad, [—"'

“TIt won't do at all,’”’ T went on. ** Goo.l
heavens! You are studying economy,
an'! yet you sit there ordering fifteen
guinca dressing gowns——""

“Only one, old boy,"” .said
lamely. -

“One 13 more than enough,” [ deo-
claired.  ““ And socks! Great Scott!
You've got about a lhundred pairs of
sccks upstairs, and enough neckties to
go round tha whole giddy school! I3
this what you call studying economy?
What about your resolution, you—yo:
weak beggar?” =

Sir Montio removed his pince-néz in
sorno confusion.

" Begagl!
he exclaimed.
these things would be extravagant

“ Extravagant isn't the word,” Tesaid

MOlltit!

'l‘

[—I—— Really, old boy!
“T1 didn't realise that

e

geimly,  ** They're unnecessary—they'ro
necdless luxuries. . It _can’t be doaw,
Montie. Tommy and T forbid you to

write off for those—thoso fal-de-lals'"

““Begad!" said Mountie blankly.

““So you'd better.screw that letter wyp,
and  throw it into the waste-paper
basket,”” I went on. ““ You've gob to
spend your money on sensible articles—
not on things that are useless to any-
body!" )

Tregollis-West sighed.

“ Vory well, old boy,”" he said re-
signedly. « 1 suppose you know besr.
It's frightfully rough, but that is one of
the penalties of makin' hasty resolutions.
Begad! I never realised that studym’
cconomy would be so shockingly difli-
cult !”’ .

Tommy Watson and I exchanged «
wink. ‘ .

We were highly amused at Sir Montio's
‘“ordeal,” and we knew that it could
not last for long. - Meanwhile things were
coming to something like a crisis with
Fdward Oswald Handforth, .



THE NEW YEAR HEROES

Life in Study D had been somewhat
strained during that day. Church and
l‘d.c(‘fluro were out of hand. They
“ Jawed "’ at their leader to their heart's
content—and he was unable to hit out.

Handforth heard more about himseelf
that day than he had heard for years.
He knew oxactly what his persenal ap.
pearance was hke: he knew how melo
dions his voice sounded ; he knew every-
thing that was worth knowing.

And Handforth was just about fed up.

He stalked out of Study D, and made
his way to the lobby, intending to walk
about the Triangle to get cooled off, He
was wondering what could be done—if he
would be justified in breaking his reso-
lution, |

Then ho became aware that Fullweod
and Co. wore standing in the lobby, chat-
ting. Handforth heard s name men-
tioned, and he came to a halt on the
Ancient House steps. He listened, his
blood nsing.

“ An ass, did you say, Gully 7" sand
Fullwood ianguidly. ** Well everybody
knows that. He's the most irig_hlrgd ass
we've got in the bally school, by gad! 1
really beliove a sheep has got more brains
than Haadforth!”’ |

“ You het!” chuckled Gulliver, " And
just look at his face!”

“ Don't!” put in Bell. “ Don't ask us
to look at it, Gully. [It's bad enough to
catch a glimpee ow? now an' again.
Are you sure it's a face, though? It's
always struck me as ing a door-
knocker,”

“Ifa, ha, ha!" roared Fullwood and
Gulliver. |

Handforth felt liko smashing the whole
echool.

“It'a about bime somethin’ was done
""" began Fullwood.

“Tt is!” roared Handforth furiously.
“RBy George! It is!” -

He spun round, and stamped over to
the Nuts, ~ R

“ Hallo!” «aid Fullwood langmdlg.
““ Who put this thing here? You might
take it away, you chaps. It's makin’ mo
feel quite 1J1l—" :

** Listen to me!"” bellowed Handforth.
“1 warn you—""

“PBy gad! Tt can talk!” said Full-
~ wood, in astonishment. ** It ean actuall
talk, if you can call that noise talkin’
‘T'his is veally interesting——""

“If 1 have any moté of your rot.”

27

voared Handforth, “ U'll take you up, and
lay you across my knee, and swipe you.
I've stood your nerve until I can’t staml
it any longer! Do yon think U'm geing
to be cheeked by you—you?  The most

mserablo  set of cads o the whole
school "’

“Betlter be caveful,” said Fullwood
sharply.

“COh, ves, 'l be careful!” shouted

Handforth, * Church and MceClure and
the other chaps 1 can stand—at a pinch.
They only rag me for the fun of it, But
I'm not gomg (o stand your aneers and
peers and taunts, You'rn the higgest
wonks and blm-kguunh and cowurds in
the whole of St. Frank s—"'

“Hold on!" sharled Fullweod.  * If
you call me a blackguard, I'll knock you
down!"

Handforth's face became
witly hape,

Do it!” he said joyfully,
Have a shot, my son!”
Biut Fullwood hung back.

“T'm not sothn' my hands, thanks!"" ho
sneeréd, I wouldn't touch your beaatly
person with boun' gloves on.  T'm rathes
Yartimlar about wy hands, you know, an’

don't wapt to—"

““ Oh, don't talk to the chap, Fuliy!”
said Bell, I don’t see why wo should
waste our time on this—this funk!”

“This which?”' demanded Handforth
fiercely. |

“Fank ! said Bell. ¢ You're afead of
a Second Form fag! [ heard one of 'em
cheekin' you this mornin’, and you simpiy
looked at haum!"’

Handforth clenched his fists,

“You know [ resolved—-"

iHumitated

N “lh e !

“0Oh, wo know all about that!"”
chuckled Fullwood. ‘ Rather a neat ex-
cnse, by gad! You funk most of ns, an’

vou hide yourself behind this bally resolu-
tion business., [t's only a dodge to keep
out of trouble, yow—you miserable
coward !”’

“ Say—say that again!”’ panted Handa
forth, with a gulp.

“1 called you a miserable coward,™
said Fullwmx’y obligingly. “ I'll go fur-
ther, an’ call you a contemptible cur——""

“By George!” shouted Handforth
thickly. * 'That’s done it!"” -

Crash !

Handforth, exaeperated beyond ensi
durance, landed out. He was justified; |
When the Remove heard about the affaie
afterwards, it was genetilly agreed thas |

porl
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Handforth had acted in the only possible
way.

His fist landed upon Fullwood's nose
with a thud which sent Ralph Leslie over
on to his back like a sack of coke. He
sprawled down, and lay there howling
with pain. His noso was streaming red.

““ You—vou rotter'”’
““ You’ve broken—--

Smash !

Handforth’s big fist landed in Gulliver's
face, and Gulliver joined Fullwood on the
the floor. Bell attompted to escane, but
Handforth was not to be baulked. He
erabbed Bell, swung him round, and
purched his face with vigour. |

“Yow! Ow!'”’ howled Beil.

Yarooooh!"”

““ Yarooh'!

Y ou—yon Ow-ow-ow!”
Tho threo Nuts lay sprawiing*on the
floor. |
“Want some more?’ roared Hand-

“T'in game

I'l

forth, rolling up his sleeves.
for any fight—any number of you!
take half a dozen ”

““ What about vour resolution?”’ de-
nmanded Owen maior, who had come up
to see what tho noise was about.

““ What about 1t 7"’ said Handforth, with
a fierce laugh. “It's done with: I've
Ginished! Resolutions were never any
»ood, anyway! I was an ass to keep this
farce up so long!'”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ You'd better
roared Handforth

if vou grin at me
“ Oh, my hat!’ gasped Hubbard.

He fled, for Handforth looked very
dangerous. And at that second Fatty
Little came along the passage, his eyes
rleaming, his hair rufied. Heo gazed at
the fallen Nuts in dazed joy and wonder-

not laugh, either!”

““ Look here, Hubbard,

1 3 ]

ment,

“ Who—who knocked those cads
down?"’ he asked faintly.

“I did!” roared Handforth. “1'm

roing to knock them down again when
they get up! I'm going to knook them
down every time—until they apolomsp'

“ I—I apolognse now, Handforth!"" said

Bell hurnedly.

“Rot!
three times yet, vou ass!”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

IFatty Lattle uttered a whoop of excite-
moant.

“ You've—you've chucked up your re-
solve?”’ he asked fevevishly.

B Yes; rats to it!”

¢ Oh, great pancakes!”’
“I'm off =’

gasped Fatty. |

gasped Gulliver. |

I'm going to knock you down

|
|
|
l

#
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Heoe rushed out into tho Trianglo as
though demented. The spell was broken,
and new year resolutions were off !

“ The fat ass!’’ said Handforth. ‘“ What
did he run away for? I wasn’t going to

hurt him

“Yon ass!” erinned De Valerie.
‘“ Fatty’a off to tho tuckshop!”

‘“H>. bha, ha!'”

And Fatty was! He charged into Mrs.

Hake’s little establishment, and thundered
against the counter with enough force to
smash 1t down. He set the dishes and
plates rattling.

“My goodness gracious!” said Mrs.
Hake. ‘“ Whatever 1s the matter, Master
Lattle?"

“ Gimme some tuck—anything !’
panted Fattv. * Some of those pork-pies,
and some of those beef-patties, and someo
of those mince-pies, and somo of thoso
douehnuts, and some of those——"’

‘““ Bless the boy!” said Mrs. Hake
breathlesalv. ¢ He must bo mad!"”

Fatty didn't wait to be served. He
grabbed the tuck, and proceeded to eat
it as though ho hadn’t tasted food for

woeeks. He pulled a pound note out of
his pocket, and tossed 1t across tho
counter.

“1I want to spend all that,”” he
mumbled, with his mouth full.  “_I'll

have another quid’s worth later on—for

tea. Wo'll have a terrific spread in Study
[. to-night, Rats to resolutions!™
¢ Hu ‘ha, ha!"

A crowd of juniors were at the door,
watching the elephant fced. as Pitt put
it.  Little didn’t care. His time of
trouble and worry was over, and he felt
that a great weight was lifted from his
mind. It was a certainty that he was

Inla('inrz a great weight somewhere lower

down'

“Go 1t, Fatty! Fat away'!’ grinned
Do Valerie. ¢ You'll break the record!”

“(Come on, help yoursclves'’ invited
Fatty. “I'll stand treat, you chaps!
Take what you want. This 12 my joy-
day., by pepper'”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Meanwhile. Handforth had easily ob-
tatned promises from KFullwood and Co.
that they would be good boys in future,
They had apologised huinbly, md focling
sore and humbhiated, the Nuts wero
allowed to crawl away. -

Handforth strode straight to Study D.
Church and McClure were just about
to commence tea. They had heard a
slight commotion in tho distance, but they
had nat rnnn((tod it with their famous

v



THE NEW YEAR HEROES

leader.
change.
‘“Oh, here you are!”’ said Church.
‘““Good )job you came, Handy. We

They knew nothing of the

shouldn’t have left a.nl{thing for you, you |

know. Sit down, and keep quict for onece.
We're rather tired of your voice.” -

‘“ It grates on us,’”’ explained McClure.

‘““Is that so?’ said Handforth, with
deadly calmness. ‘‘ My voice grates, and
you want me to keecp quiet?”’

*“That’s 1t,”’ said Church, pouring out
‘the tea. |

‘““Then perhaps this’ll grate on you,
too?”’ roared Handforth.

Crash!

His fist thudded on to Chuvch’s head,
and Church toppled over, teapot and all.
The tea poured over McClure, and there

were many howla,

“Ow! Yarooh!”’ bellowed Church,
holding his head.

** Qooooh!” screamed McClure. *‘1'm
scalded! You—you silly idiot——"’

‘““ Get up!”’ shouted Handforth. ¢ Get
up, and I’ll knock you down again!”’

McClure staggered to his feet, and
Handforth delivered a punch which sent
his unfortunate chum staggering back to
the wall. Thud! McClure ‘struck the
wall, slithered down, und sat on the hard
floor.

‘““Yow—ow!” he ecxclaimed
““Oooh! Yarooh!”

‘“He’s mad!”’ gasped Church faintly.
““Oh, my goodness! It’s turned his
brain ”

“ I'm not mad,” said Handforth, sitting
on the edge of the table. ‘‘I have been
mad, I'll admit. But I'm sane enough
now. Church, you blighter, you'll shift
that bookcase to its proper co before
the window. If you don’t 15)0 it within
ten seconds, I'll punch your nose again !’

Church stared at his leader dazedly.
_‘““But—but what about your resolu-
tion?”’ ho gasped.
~ "“I've chucked it up! I've done with
it!"’ explained Handforth grimly. ‘Two
seconds left, my son. You'd better—
Ah, that’s right!”

Church made haste to shift the book-
“ase,
time of ecase and freedom of speech was

lucidly.

He and'McClure realised that their

|

2)

at an end. Handforth was his old self
again, and the new termm would go on
as the old term had left off. 'T'roublo and
strifo would continue in Study D.

The heroes of the Removo were herocs
no longer. Somerton and Sir Montio
wero delighted to hear tho newe. ‘Tho
duke, who had been going about in agony
for two days, becamo careless at once,
and before an hour had passed thcre was
a remarkable difference in his appearance.

Tregellis-West followed tho example of
the others, and ecomomy no longer
appealed to him. Ho wrote his letter,
ordering the socks and the dressing-gown
and tho neck-tics. and he was happy.

By the following morning everything
was asusual. | .

Somerton looked inky and untidy,
Handforth had a couple of scraps in the
dormitory while getting dressed, and
Fatty Little expended five shillings in the
tuck-shop before breakfast. _

“1 thought it couldu’t last,” 1 said,
with a chuckle. * Still, 1t was interesting
for a couple of days. Handy ‘led tho
fashion, and I don't blame himn. It was
more than human flesh and blood could
stand, to listen to Fullwood and Co.
taunting and jeering hun,

*“Well, it’s over now, and the New

Year resolutions can go begging,’”’ said
Watson. “l've noticed that thngs
generally happen liko this. What's that
you were saying aubout a new fellow,
Nipper?’ . : .
“ Oh, yes!” T said. ‘  He’s coming to-
day.”
‘)‘rSome titled Johnny, isn't he?”’ asked
Pitt. joining us.

«“ Well, he’s an ¢ honourable,”’” T re-
plied. **His name is the Hon. Douglas
Singleton, and " he’s booked for the
Remove. Lct's hope he turns out to be
a decent sort. He’'s a bit of a mystery o
far.”

When the Hon. Douglas Singleton
actually arrived, the Remove was some-
what flabbergasted. For the Hon. Douglas
twned out to be a fellow of amaang
habits, and he succeeded in creating some-
thing like a sensation.

Ile was undoubtedly of
startling character!

a youth

THE END.

—

P ——

An interesting NEW CHARACTER will be introduced in
NEXT WEEKR'S STORY called
THE SPENDTHRIFT OF ST. FRANK'S

¢.

—*——————-——*'——_
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MAGNIFICENT STORY OF ADVENTURE AMONG THE PLANETS

INTRODUCTION.

"BOBERT GRESHAM, -inventor of the
Solar Monarch, an avrship designed to
travel through space, decides to put his
theories to the test by making a journey

to the moon and other planets. He 18
accompanied by
FRANK HILLSWORTH and MAC-

DONALD GQUTHRIE, both wealthy
youny adventurers ; PROFESSOR PAL-
URAVE, a renowned sctentist; and
ABBIE, a burly negro, who acts as cook
and engineer. The airship 13 secretly
"~ constructed, in Iingland. At last every-
thing is «n readiness to start. The adven-
turers are aboard, and as Qresham pulls a
lever the Solar Monarch shoots up into
space. . The moon 15 reached in a week,
the projectile attaining a speed of 2,000
-~ miles an hour. The surface of the moon
appears destitute of life, but the explorers
learn, after many exciting adventures,
that the dark fissures and caves are in-
habited by strange monsters. They return
to the Solar Monarch, and set cff for Venus.
In this world of whiteness the adventurers
encounter many extraordinary beings and
Jresh scenes, such as harve mnever before
been seen by the inhabitants of our Mother
Llarth. They next proceed to Mars and
en the following chapter you will read of
some of theiwr exploits, addiny mnew ex-
periences to their remarkable series of
adventures.
(Now read on.)

Marooned on Mars.

S the river there?”’
“No. 1t’s a road this time,
from what I can see, and the pas-
I'raux
what's

1

sage 18 illuminated, too.”
iowered his  glasses. ¢ That's

S AARIAAAAARARAAAAAAAAN )
NIN TRACKLESS

SPACE.

A Thrilling Account of a Wonderful Voyage to the
Moon, Venus, and Ma.8 and of a Flying Machine
known as the ‘ Solar Monurch,” the Most Marvellous

Invention of the Age.

By ROBT. W. COMRADE.

Author of * The Stowaway’s Quest,’”” ‘' Scorned by the

School,'’ ete,

puzzling me, you know,”’ he said, lean-
g his back against the rail and address-
ing Mac. “ Where does the light come
from? It worries me.”

‘““T shouldn't let it,”’ smiled the pro-
fessor, tucking his hands farther into his
warm gloves. ‘‘ The light’'s here, and
there’s an end to the matter. 1 dou't
say that I shouldn’t welcome an ex-
planation, but it's not necessary.”

They arrtved at the tunnel-mouth,
and, having slowed down, proceeded

through the burrow with due cautious-

ness. ‘Unlike the river:tunnel, this was
a short one, being no more than five
hundred yards in length. They met
nothing ; the place was deserted. Finally
they emerged into another illuminated
cavern, but this was vastly different from
the one they had just quitted. - It way
very much smaller, the opposite rock-
wall being clearly visible, and the whole
place literally teemed with hundreds and
thousands of Martians. They were work:-
ing, by all appearances, and the centre
of the labour lay in the middle of the
cavern. Here a gigantic hole was
visible, while all around lay the hard
rock which had been excavated there-
from.

““ They're boring another shaft,”” said
Frank, *“ but I'm dashed if I can see for
what reason. And look at the way’
they're carting the rock out! Did you
ever sce anything like it in yonr life?
Jove, they'd give a fortune for that
patent in London.”

““ Remarkable,” . exclaimed Cresham,
“but I am afraid it 15 beycnd human
comprehension. . Ixcept for a kind of
elaborated cage, operated by enrdless
wires and rails, I can make nothing of
it -

For

a consderable timie the Solar
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Monarch hovered over the busy scene,

and I shall not-attempt to put down the

hundred and one strange sights thev
witnessed. For one thing, I have not
grasped Gresham’s explanations suffi-
ciently to do so; for another, I am afraid
the matter would be unmtercstmg

And while the aeronef continued her
wonderful  journey, the adventurcrs
dccided to snatch a little something to
eat. Mac looked at his watch as tney
sat down in the saloon. '

““Hoots!”” he cried. “‘ T'll have ye ken
it’s half-past seven. If we were on the
surface now we should see the sun set-
ting in the west, I'm thiuking.”

‘I’d no idea 1t was so late.”
said, stirring his steaming tea. ‘ We
shall have to get out of these under-
ground places before we sleep, though.
I shall feel safer on the surface., under
the stars and moon. Ah, there’s nothing
to beat good old England after all,”’ he
welit on smilingly, as he gazed at a
picture of the Strand.: which hang
on the wall.
I'm getting home-sick, lads. How
you feel 7’

“Well, 1 could do with a sight of the
London stleets, with their noisy trams
and motor-'buses,” said Frank longingly.
“ Ah, wouldu’t it be a change to feel
yourself in an ordinary taxi once again,
speeding through the silent ci iv on the
way to a theatle

‘“In fact, you're . almosk as cager tor
t}gat as you were to come to the planets,
0 ?1, ¢

“That’s 1t,”” Mac sa,nd.mtn. a sigh.
“Mind, I'm- mighty interested in the
planets, but, for a’ that, I winna deny
that 'm fair gaspin’ for a breath of
good auld London fog!”’

The others laughed.

““ Well, boys, I'd beticr tell you now
that as soon as we get back on the sur-
face T mean to. turn the mnose of the

Solar Monarch homewards—"
Frank pushed his chair back.

“ But what about Jupiter and Smturn
and Mercury?’ he said in surprise.
“ Aren’t we going to visit them?”’

““Not this trip, IFrank. You seem to
forget that we can get to Mercury from
I,he Earth just as emsily as we can from
here. The Earth 1s, 1n fact, a kind of
half-way house, arid we shall simply call
t.hore to get a fr@h supply of pro-
visions.’

“You mean,

do

~after-*we get back we

3r

shall start on another journey?”’ ques-
tioned Frank eagerly.

“Precisely. It i1s an ideal arrange-
ment, I consider. We shall have a
sight ol dedr old England again, refresh
ourselves, ag it were, and then start out
agamn secking furthcl marvels, with new
blood in our veins.’

“Tt’s a nipping idea,” cried Frank.
“ I hadn't looked at it that way before.
We shall simply stop at our own planet—
"pay an afternoon call sort of thing—on
the way to another.”

“ It couldna be better,”” Mac declared
e\utedly ““ My hat, won't we create a
sensation when we alifrhr, on carth! We

Gresham

“I don’t minnd admitting

shall be the talk of e»orybo Hallo !’
Mac turned in his chair. 2're at the
end of the cavern and stationary., Well,
Abbie, how goes 1t7"’

"Bv golly, sah,” broke out Abbie,

wc m jest about to enter "noder tumwl
an’ I dunno weder to go froo 1t; it am’t
‘luminated, sah.V

“Well, T think we'll visk it, Abbie,”
Gresham said. *If you'll go below
again I'll smt(h the scarchlight on to
show us the way.’

The. tunnel negoiiated in - safety—it
rwas quite deserted—the explorers found
themselves 1n yet another vast dnder-
ground cave. But this one, unlike all
the others, bLesides being in total dark-
ness, contained nothing buf water—a
great silent, stagnant lake, still and
rippleless.

“Ugh! What a beastly place,”
Frank shudderved, looking at the black
depths beneath hin.  *“ For goodness’
sake let’s find a hole and get out imto
the open!”

““We'll see what's on the other side
first, Frank.”

At twenly miles per hour they tra-
versed the silent waters. When they
had been goiirg fm about five minutes
a tiny island made itself visible ahead.
The ship slowed down. and the powerful
pencil of hight illuminated the 1slana
brilliantly. It was composed of rock,
but covering all the centre were thou-
sands of glittering stones—diamonds
they looked like—and they reflected the
ravs of the searchhight in a thousand
colours, flashing and scintillating bewil-
denngly

‘Do you think they’'re diamonds’
asked Mac in a subdued tone.

‘“ We shall soon know, anyhow,” the

i

_professor cried in an unusually lond.
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voice. ‘“ Lower the ship, Gresham; I
mean to see what they are.”

Tho aeronef grounded, and almost
before it had settled Palgrave was on the
ground. A moment's scrutiny, and he
turned a wildly excited fgece towards
thom. In his hand he held several of the
stones.

“ They're diamonds!” he cried
clatedly: ¢ diamonds of the very first
water and of stupendous size! They
appear to have been cut, too—another
marvel of this planet, T suppose. Come
down quick and fill your pockets. It i1s a

19

chance of a lifetime!

Although not e¢xcited to such an extent
as the scientist, the others leapt to the
ground and hastened towards the pro-
fessor. The diamonds were htera!ly
lying about in heaps, and
vounger members of the party burned
their hands in them with cries of wonder.
They picked out several as large as hens’
eggd, and showed them to Gresham.
They were magnificent. For some
minutes they stood there admiring the
beauty of them, then Mac looked round.

“ Hallo!” he said, half in alarm.
* Where's the professor got to?”
' Somewhere behind those rocks, 1

auppuse,”’ Gresham said without looking
up. Then his face grew grave as he
heard the soft whirr as the screws com-
inenced turning. He gazed about him

quickly, then  darted towards the
aeronef. .
**Too late!’ came a voice hardly

recognisable as Palgrave’s, from the
vessel's deck. “ You're foiled! I'm
going home, to England, and shal pro-
claim myself the inventor of the Solar
Mouarch, and the sole discoverer of the
platets.”

And a wild laugh rang out. As the
three stupelied travellers gazed at one

another dazedly., the aeronef grew
amaller and smaller, until finally the
light was snapped out and all was

darkness.
They were marooned !

They stood silent for some moments,
razing hopelessly at the spot where the
Solar Monarch had last been seen. They
were dazed: even then they failed to
iroalise the dire extent of the calamity
which had befallen them. They could
not bring themselves 1o look the matter
in the face: that they were on a tiny
rock. in the centre of a stagnant lake.

D
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in one of Mars' great caverns, with no
hope of succour!

To all appearances they were doomea.
Nothing could save them except the
aeronef itself, and that was in the hands
of a madman—insane for the time being
And even supposing he recovered his
senses in a day or two hence, would he
succecd in  finding his companions?
Before he could do so they would be
dead. ‘There was Abbie, certainly; but
Palgrave could bring him to reason at
the point of a revolver. Gresham was
the first to break that awful silence.

“My poor lads,”” he commence:t
brokenly, ‘“I am afraid the professor's
unlooked-for lapse from sanity will mean
more to us thran you can realise at the
moment ”?

“ T think not, Mr. Gresham,”’ T'rank
said quietly, dropping his handful of
precious stones to the ground. ‘¢ Both
Mac and I know very well where we are,
and that if we are to escape a miracle
must happen. It is no good giving way
to despair; if we are to die on this
1solated rock, it is not for us to "

‘“ Well spoken, Frank. It gives me
courage when I know that you are calm
in the face of danger—when you know
for a practical certainty that we are
destined to die of starvation and ex-
posure.”” His voice caught a little.
*“ After all the adventures we have ex-
perienced together, just when we werc
planning the homeward journey, this
comes extra hard.” e

“Weel,”” Mac interrupted, ‘“I1 must
say you are two cheerfu’ companious
for a fellow! Ye take it for grantea
that we shallna sce the shippie again.
I'm o' the opeenion that Abbie'll make
matters turn out a trifle different.”’

‘““Mac,” said the inventor, ¢ you malke
us feel ashamed of ourselves for display-
ing such hopeless resignation. You have
put new hope into my breast. As you
say, there is a possibility that Abbie w:ll
turn the tables.”

¢ Unless the professor—

““Now, Frank, no disquieting re-
marks,”” cried Gresham 1n a joking
voice. *“ Qur sole efforts will now havo
to be used to the keeping of one another
cheerful "

“* Hark :

- l".
g’

"

Doun't you hear a splash-

I (Continuedon page Iii 6? cover.)
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They all listened intently, and from
far out on the still water came an un-
mistakable ecommotion. They waitea
there, wondering what it could be. The
sounds grew rapidly nearer, then, with
a final ripple, something landed on the
rock with a dull, metallic clang.

. ““Come, 1t 1s some unknown monster
of this strange lake,” Gresham said in
‘a whisper. *‘ We must find a place in
which to hide; it would never do to fall
victims of this creature.”

Both Frank and Mac carried their
electric torches, and these they produced
now. Soon they were stumbling over
the loose stones—diamonds!—and from
behind could be heard the clattering of
the weird Martian as it follgwed in their
wake. Whether it intended catching
them they knew not, but it was wisest,
In any case, to be prepared. The torches
threw a bright light in front, and sud-
denly Gresham suggested entering a
narrow cavc-like hole in the face of a
large and jagged rock. |
- ‘“ Anywhere’ll do,” gasped Frank, for
he had been hurrying swiftly; they were
all breathless. ‘‘It seems to me we're
coming in for all the fun this trip!”’

- They squeczed into tho cavity, ana
Frank flashed his torch about. Yes,
therc was plenty of room there; it was
a kind of cave. They retired a little
farther back, and the lights were ex-
tinguished. And they were not one
moment too soon. Shortly after the
lights had been switched oft the strange
shding, metallic sounds grew loud and
near. Their hearts stood still for a
moment. Then the noise grew a trifle
fainter—they had been passed wundis-
covered. '

But that was not all. As the monster
grew farther away, the marooned
travellers became aware of a most over-
powering stench, and they were forced to
apply their handkerchiefs to their noses.
It nearly made them sick, and Fraunk
gurgled from the folds of his muffler.
But happily, as the thing grew far dis-
tant, the unpleasant edour faded, and
finally, with a heartfelt sigh of relicf.
thecy heard a mighty splash as the
Martian took to thc water again.

*“* Well, boys, that was far from a
cheering  experience,” said Gresnam.
“ But we are still alive, and that’s one
thing. While there’s life there’s hope,

and 1 suggest—"'

SPACE fui

“ Great guns!’ gasped Mac, who hac
been exploring. ** There's a passage
here which leads straight downwards
Suppose we see—"’

“It can’t go far,” Frank interrupted.
“The sca’s not more than a hundred
vards from where we're standing, any-
how. Still, 1t'll be something to occupy
the time.”

With Gresham's approval they com-
menced walking, in single file, down &
stcep dechvity. They were one and all
trying to make the others forget their
awful predicament. But each was cer-
tain in his own heart that they were
destined to hve their last oh this planer—
that they would never see the Solar
Monarch again. The passage they were
in was narrow, and somctimes thev had
a job to squeceze through. They did sn,
however, and progressed for same twenty

I}miimto_s-: then Frank, who was leading,

stopped dead. A
. “We can’t be under that m%:fl a'l
thrs time;,” he excluimed with conW™Wetme:, ~
“We must be walkimg right beneath
that stagnant ocean.”

“Then all T can sav 13, it's a2 verra
shallow one,” Mac declared. ** The

<1y

question 15, where does this lcad to?

“We're now about to find that out.™

And once more they rrudged onwarids,
hopeless at heart, cheerful in manner.
They cared not one jot what they dJid
so long as they did not st Jdown and
mope. All at once those behind heard
an audible exclamation from Frank.
The next instant he turned an excited
face towards them.

(To be continued.)
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