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CHAPTER 1.
Too Badl

< UMLAY 00 -

i .'Bm Jove! Whare is that boundah Lumlay-Lumlay?’*
The dulcet tones of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the swell of the Fourth
at Bt; Jim’s, echoed along the passage.
t there was 1o replg
Bui Jove!” said Arthur Augustus for the second txm& .';," Jove, this
weally-doo bad of Lumla I buwwied feahfully ovah tyin',/my necktio
as to'be weady, and now {m 8 kee, m me waitin’ 1"
] s D’Arcy remov is eyeglass from his eye, polished it
mrner of a cambric hnndkercluef and replaced it. 'He waa stand-

af the stairs in the School House at St. Jim’s, near the door of
6.~ And he was waiting for Jerrold Lumley-Lumley.
tof' immediately occur to Arthur Augustus to go and look for
ley. He stood in the passage. and called:
%lm mmlay !"
shif re was no reply. But f.h!re -came a shout from Study No. 6,
rbml:znt which DArcy slui'e,d with Blake and Herries and
'ourt

. (.

Weally, ‘Blake——" .é g,
Shnt.up!” roared Jack Blake, from within the study. “ How do you
.am to write a blessed German impot with you standing like a blessed
blessed passage, roaring dway like a blessed bull?””
se to be compal:ed to a blessed bull, Blake. I—"

-

'?g off! I am callin” Lumlny Lre

24
- T wegard your wemark as widiculous. I have awwanged fo go
yi-]:gmlay this ;ftﬂhnoqn, as you have been ass enough to
ained—

Iay-Lumlay ! Lumlay—Lumlay! I;umlay-Lumlay " ‘trmed
8, his voice rising crescendo.
lobk fm‘” ‘him !”* shrieked Blake. ** i T come ouf. to you it
“}Go and look for the other idiot !"
npvdt thought®of that, you know !”

‘;mlmrted Bloef the passage. '
/had compared D'Arcy’s voice to the roatmg af a
Jhis’ lega.ut q_ﬂ)res;wn, Dm’ s tones really bore no
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3 resemblance whatever to those of a bull, blessed or otherwise. The swell |

- Bt..Jim's was great cn-form; his aini was always to cultivate that re o
which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere. :And so, u

to Lumley-Lumley, his voice did not rise very loudly; a

prising that a fellow shut up in his study down the passige

" Arthur Augustus walked along, with his elegant saumtér, till he reack

the door of the study shared by Lumley- - Mellish, and Fevison,

the Fourth. He tapped at the door, and pushed it opes. s
His eyeglass gleamed into the stud Ty %

** Lumlay-Lumlay, deah boy, I'm waitin® for you.™ .

There was no answer.

“* Weelly, Lumlay-Lumlay "” gk >

D’Arcy broke off. A strong smell of tobacco greeted him, ‘and ‘gough

Through the haze of cigarette smoke he made out two forms. ] : iy

** You uttah wottahs!” said D’Arcy. ‘I shall smell of that howwid sm.
now! Wow!”’ e :

- Mellish and Levison grinned at him. y %
.““Have a fag?’’ asked Mellish. 3 i &
'* No, you wottali! Is Lumlay-Lumlay here?* 2.9
“* Looks as if he isn’t, doesn’t itF’* :
“ Yaas, wathah! ¥ am sure he would nevah join _in disgustin’ pwacti
of tgm'rt!” said the swell of St. Jim's.* G

>« Ratg " 5 2
* Weally, Mellish——"* . s 2 k.
-“;21:, buzz off, l“mt&(m %ogr 'nﬂ:er];'ou !”H g %

. D’Arcy’s eye gleal - through his eyeglass. ¢ was very much inclined t

. enter the Ihu‘l]s and give the cad o?tbg; Fourth a ]ickinlgkwhieh he conld.
Eﬁ.lhyil:n'vedme in spite of his elegant ways, although Mellish was the bigger:
the two. g : R
- ‘But he did not. A tussle with Mellish would have disarranged his attis %
and that was a very sdfiotis matter. Besides, he could not enter the stu
without risk of ling of smoke when he came out. =,
he swallowéd his wrath—and some of the.smoke—and retired from
:_t\';i‘l:, shutting the door after him with unnecessary force.. 2

paused in the passage. Ve
was a very good-tempered fellow, but he was getting impat
He had dressed very carefully 'ta out with Lumley-Lumley
-afternoon. Most of the juniors of the School House were playing eric
Blake, D’Arcy’s special chum, was detained to write out a long imposi
D’Arcy had arranged with Lumley-Lumley to go for a stroll, and D
never went for a stroll without dressing as if the stroll were to be in..
Street or Piceadilly. = 7. - - : ; o
But he had turmed up to time, only to find that Lumley-Lumley
there, and that there was no sign of him. . e
- F he forgotten the appointment? g
D’Arcy’s face stiffened at the thought. It was really very ki
to be ing up Lumley-Lumley in this way. i PO
Lumley-Lumley had always n called the Outsider of 8t Jim’s, & :
he hed turhed over a new, leaf, the best set among the j o Merry
.—had taken him -up very much, and he had certainly a ed to hav,
finished completely with the rascally old way be had had, ' MeHish an
- Levison .k h:P their old oystoms;, but hmley-_l«lﬂl‘,wéﬁzlly avoidedy'
‘anythin] the sort. o i d B L S i
. _nﬂhhztf, the Outsider of St. Jim’s seemed resolved to.“ play the game.”
Aud Arthur Augustus was satisfied with him,~ .- & Tyt T b
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But he was growing dissatisfied now. It was, as he would have said, horrid
d form to keep a fellow waiting at an appointment.

Where was the Outsider?

D’Arcy’s face suddenly brightened.

B “Bai Jove! I suppose he’'s still changin’ his clothes. I wemembah
jemarkin’ to him myself that a fellow couldn’t weally be too particular in
hat sort of thing.” s .

And Arthur Augustus ascended to the Fourth Form dormitory.

ip°* Lumlay-Lumlay, deah boy—"

i He stop}}(:d.

% Lumley-Lumley was not in the dormitory. i

D’Arcy sniffed. e

j “Bai Jove! -I'll jolly well go without him!"’ he exclpimed. b

. And lie descended the stairs in ill-humour. It was bad! Tt scemed

possible that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley could have had the cheek to forget

is a£pointment with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, of the Fourth.

D’Arcy glanced into the common-room when he came down. He did not

pect to see the Outsider there, but he looked in. It was a half-holiday,

“@nd most of St. Jim's was out of doors.

% Three or four cricket matches were going on, and seniors and juniors were
‘jo{:'l::g the splendid weather and the gteat summer game.

‘Tumlay! Are you there? Bai Jove!”

’Arcy’s eyeg]ass dropped from his eye in his astonishment.

Lumley-Lum. e{ was seated at the window of the junior common-room. . He

zli:tﬁ a paper in his hands—a pink paper—which he seemed to be studying
ently. i ¥ )

-D’Ariy knew that paper. It was a well-known sporting paper, and it had
often been in Jerrold Lumley-Lumley’s hands in his unregenerate days. But
now-—- .

“* Bai Jove!"” o
Lumley-Lumley looked up swiftly. At the sight of D’Arcy, he thrust the
?l.per under his jacket, and rose awkwardly enough to his feet, flushing red.
‘Oh, D’Arcy!”’ he ejaculated. -
_ f "]?'Arcy advanced into the room.
S \.{-: ** Pway don’t take the twouble to hide that papah,” he said, with erushing
‘ﬂw‘rcasm. “I've seen it alweady.”’
SR
* You seem to have forgotten that you had an appointment with me,
umlay-Lumlay ! 5
2 T—1 guess I forgot,” stammered the Outsider, “I—I'm sorry!”
“®@'Arcy waved his hand majestically.

1 It's of no consequence—no consequence at all,”” he said. *I should not
gare to take a stwoll undah any cires with a chap whg weads sportin’ papahs.
" You seem to have gone back to your old mannahs and custams, Lumlay.
ey 0
. *“ Howevah, I suppose it is no bizney of mine,” said D’Arcy, with a great
¢! deal of dignity. ‘*If you do not choose to adt decently, I am not your father-
sconfessah, but I weserve the wight to dwop your acquaintance.”

And Arthur Augustus turned to the door.

Lumley-Lumley opened his lips to speak, but he said no words. He
A &atch_ed the swell orSt. Jim’s stride from the room, his nose very high in
e.air. . ;o ¥
# The Outsider stood silent, motionless, his face very pale, his breath coming

~and going quickly.
\% The paper dropped from under his jacket. It lay unheeded on the floor at
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Em lfeet The Outsider sank into his chair again. A low groan broke flinr,
is lips. it
“It’s all up!” he muttered. % me’s up! Ontalder—!.lxe Ouhzidét'
That’s what I shall be again now——the utsider ! And it’s not my fault ths
time—not my fault ™ ¥

CHAPTER 2 54
Hats Off1 ;,_‘!e

““ Well hit!"
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy heard the shout as he walked do%ﬂ[
towards the junior cricket ground.’
Most of the St. Jim’s fellows were there, in the blazing summer zunahmii
Fellows in straw hats and panamas lay in the grass, watching the play ‘*2

BBAVO Tom Merry I’

School House was playing New House; and Tom Merry, of the Shell a
Reilly, of the Fourth, were batting for the School House.

Fatty Wynn, of the Fourth, the fat bowling champion of the New House
wns bowling against them, and Fatty Wynn’s bowling was very hard td:

( ¥

But Tom Merry was bentmg it just now,

Every ball that Fatty sent down was negotiated with a g-ra.ceful euse, ancHp
the School House fellows cheered every hit made by their junior skipper. - - p

Figgins, of the New House, who was fielding at pomt gave Fatty ynn ol
shout of encouragement as the field crossed over.

““@o it, Fatty! Don’t let him off I"*

Fatty Wynn grunted. The exertion and the heat were telling upon thc
F‘ouxé: f:mer, nncl the persplmtlen was pouring down his plump cheeksq

i 1 o

“ Play up, Fa{staﬂ' i -

“ Go for the sticks!”

Fatty Wynn bowled again.

{all was what Fatty would -have called a regular ﬁwnat.er, this time 57

and 1t was a little too much of a twister for even Tom Merry. E;

It broke in upon the wicket, and the middle stump was out Yof the ground €
before Tom Merry knew it was in danger.

Then there was a tremendous roar from the New House.

** Hooray !’ f
*““ How’s that?™" N

** Hooray 1"’

“ Qut!” grinned Figgins, “ Bravo, Fatty I'2 ‘. ' 1

And Fatty W{:n grunted contentedi y.

““ Bai Jove! that was a w?pm ball,”” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, to 8
Tom Merry, as the captain of the Shell came out with his bat, ** I couldn’t .l
‘have done that bettah myself, you know.””

Tom Merry laughed—that ringing, merry, pleasant laugh that fenomg i
l:ktu‘i2 to Lear. i

“ Quite right, Gussy,” he agr “ It 1s even barel sible thnb" op.
couldn’t have done it so well Ha, ha, ha! - pos ’y Pl

** Weally, Tom Mewwy- -

* But what are you deing here?”’ asked Tom Merry. ** I understeod y
were going out with Lumley Lumleg ‘He said he idn't feel quite np
cricket! Next man in—it’s your bat, Macdonald.””

“1 am not goin’ out with Lumlay-Lumlay,” said Arthur Angustua,
stiffly that Tom Merry glanced at him in surprise.
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* Been trouble?”’ he asked. ¥
D’Arcy hesitated.
W ° Not exactly,” he said.
48 < You haven't been quarrelling?”’ Tom Merry asked, ‘* Lumley has been as
- good as gold lately, Gussy; and it’s not like you to quarrel with a chap for
. wothing.” .
2“1 twust not,” said D'Arc;. )

“ Then what's the matter?”’ demanded Tom Merry, in his frank way.
4 Why aren’t you going out with him, as you arranged?”
" * You see, 1'made an appointment, and he forgot to keep it——"

“Oh! You can’t find him?"’

3 # Yaas, wathah: I found him.,'"
i *“Then if you found him, what are you complaining about?™
% “ I’m not cemplaining, deah boy.”
o

x,
Uk

Tom Merry laughed.

*: I mean what's the matter?"”
“ I'm afraid I have been deccived in Lumlay-Lumlay, that's all.’

" * In what way?”

¢ ©“1 found him in the common-room, and he was weadin’ a papah.”

i *“ Well, a chap may read a paper and yet be hones}.”

% ‘ Pway don’t be a funny ass, Tom Mewwy. This was not a wespectable
fpapah like the * Times’ or the ‘ Daily Mail.” It was a wotten sportin’
papah, with news about horses, and waces, and other wotten wubbish, and as
agoon as I came in he put it out of sight.”
‘Tom Merry looked very grave.
** Are you sure of that, Gussy?’
¢ ' Yaas, wathah.”
“* I hope it doesn’t mean that Lumley-Lumley has fallen under the influence
of Mellish and Levison and Crooke again,” Tom Merry said. ** But——""
1*“ He hadn’t a word to say.”

** I know it looks bad.”

** Well, you see, I departed, I twust, with dignity,”’ said Arthur Augustus,
#£1 cannot associate with a chap who weads wacin’ papahs. That is wathah
too thick. I have always endeavoured to be select, not to say swaggah, in
d ¢hoosin’ my fwiends. I bar chaps who bet on waces.”

+ T Yes, but 2

Tom Merry broke off. Macdonald’s wicket was down to Fatty Wynn's

fast bowling. .

#*'Man in,”” said Tom Merry. ** Go in, Hancock.””

‘And Hancock went in with a very serious face. He did not expect to live

lopg with the Welsh junior bowling. And he was right—he didn’t.

"Arthur Augustus D’Arcy strolled on. He felt very unoccupied. He had
o stayed out of the ericket that afternoon to go out with Jerrold Lumley-
¢ Lumley, as he was not particularly needed in the match.

‘Now he @id not feel wholly inclined to look on. A group of fellows lying
¢ in the thick rich grass called and beckoned to him.
. D’Arcy halted.

”' “Herp you are,” said Kangaroo, otherwise Harry Noble of the Shell.

#* Here’s room for you, Gussy, sit down.”
¢ ““ Thank you, deah boy; but—-"" .

.. ** 8it down,” said Dighy of the Fourth. °‘ Here’s room, Gussy. Besides,
you're obstructing the view. I want to see that'New House bounder bowl.”
43 4 Weally, Dig——"" '

74" Lie down, Gussy.” A :

' £:%“As a mattah of fact, deah boy, I have my best bags.on, and a silk topper
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is not exactly the sort'of headgeah to wear for spwawlin’ in the gwass, ¥y
now."”

* Good old Gussy,” said Herries. ** Just like him to come and watch
cricket match in a silk topper and his best bags.’2
“ Weally, Hewwies——"" z
Whiz !
Crash !

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave a wild yell as his silk topper was dash;
over his eyes from behind, He was dan_femnaiy near the pitch, and )
ball, deflected from Reilly’s bat, had caught his silk hat fair and square.

:* Yawooh " roared D'Arcy. s

The unfortunate topper rolled off his head, and dropped at his feet, ay
the swell of St. Jim’s swung round in great excitement,

" Bai Jove! The wottahs! Who did that?” -

There was no one elose to him, and he stared in bewilderment. - The r.:
of the fellows roared. The cricket ball was lying in the grass at D'Arc},"
feet, but he was too excited to see it,

** Ha, ha, ha !> -
‘‘ Bai Jove!” @

Yigging came dashipg up, red and grinning, i
:: Give me the ball, Gussy,”

Bai Jove!”

** Ha, ha, ha!”’ ¥ = s
. -li'igdgins fielded the ball, and D’Arc picked up his silk topper. It w g
considerably burst, and upon the whole the swell of St. Jim’s decided n.
to put it on again. g oo s 1

" Better sit down,"” grinned Digby.

“** Ha, ha, ha!”

And Arthur Augustus sat down, still casting disconsolate glances upo:
his wrecked topper. 7

o }'Vhel'e’s Lumley?” asked Herries, lazily, ** Weren't You going. out wit
him?'*

** Yaas, wathah.” X ]

** Hallo ! he’s going out, anyway,”” said Kangarco. * There he goes.”

He nodded in the direction of the school gateway, which could be sec:
from the cricket field. The Outsider of St. Jim’s was walking quickly dow
to the gates, and a second or two after the Cornstalk had called attentic.
to him, he disappeared. }

’Arcy set his lips a little. 1

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had gone out alone; and the swell of St. Jim '
could not help wondering if his going out alone was in connection with hi
secret and engrossed atusy of the pink paper. D’Arcy was not a suspicionq

fellow: few fellows could be less so. ub it ng{emd very clear to hin
that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley, the Outsider of St. Jim’s, was at the ol
game. again. =

o :
cHaPTER 3, ) ’ :
Miszing! )

L NFINSHED !’ was the verdict, when the dee ning dusk compellei

the House teams to draw stumps and leave o;;lny. o

ur Augustus D'Amtv lJ:;iBEd the Terrible Three as the;

walked back to the School House, looking very ruddy with exertion, witl’
~their bats under their arms. L f - g

" Bowwy-I wasn’t playin’, Tom Mewwy,” D’Arcy remarked. e
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o " It's all right,” said Tom Merry, cheerfully. ‘It hasn’t made any
YYiffcrence, you know."
“ Weally, Tom Meww
“ We've got a few extra rums, I suppose, that's all,’” Monty Lowther
remarked.
** Weally, Lowthah >
** Otherwise, there’s no difference,’
** Weally, Mannahs——"*
\ ““ We’ll beat those New House bounders on Saturday, anyway,” said Tom
erry. ‘“ We owe them a licking.”
’Arcy nodded. .
' That’s why I'm sowwy I wasn’'t playin’,”” he remarked. * You see, if
an .Raﬁa:::ccfn playin’, I wuiiah think we should have licked them.™
817

said Manners.

hy

“If you say wats to me, Tom Mewwy——""
T %< Many of them,” said Tom Merry, politely. -*° I suppose your playing
Jou.ldu't have made the light last longer, would it? The sun wouldn't
. stand still for you as it did for Joshua, you know.”
' ** Weally, you ass e -
' Why didn’t you go out with Lumley-Lumley?’’ asked Tom Merry. *‘1I
thought you were booked with him for the afternoon.’”
“Bo I was.”
“* You haven’t been rowing, have you?”
'Vs';:;" Not exactly. I should considah 1t beneath my personal dig. to wow with
rody.

body.

n‘;‘h (.f)h,:‘yrats! Have you beeh getting on bad terms with Lumley-Lumley,

‘ en % 2 s

““ Not at all.”’
*“ Then what’s the matter?'”

Dol Nothin’.”

** Wathead! You didn't go out with him.’’ %

It # He pweferred goin’ out alone, after all,”” suid Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
with a heightened colour. ‘*He forgot all about his appointment with me,
and went out-alone, aftah I had weminded him of it.”’

% Phew !

¢ ¢ That was rather rotten,’’ said Monty Lowther. It isn't like Lumley

Wio do that.” "

10:§* I should have imagined not, Lowthah, or I should nevah have shown
him any fwiendliness,”’ said Arthur Augustus. ‘ Having been tweated in
this. way by the wank wottah, howevah, I shall pwoceed to dwop him like

I'a hot bwick. I no longah wegard him as a fwiend.”

hi 4§ ga , I'm sorry for this,”” said Tom Merry, seriously. ‘° Perhaps

ULamley-Lumley can make some explanation.””.

in - ¢ ¥ ghall wefuse to listen to it. 1 wegard him as a wank outsidah, and I

lighall dwop iim out of my list of acquaintances.”

** Where 1s he now?"”’
« I do not know. I take no intewest in his pwoceedings. When I found
i:im‘,u:;o wemind him of our appointment, he was weadin” a wotten sportin”
apah.
L) Jo - A

e¢ ““I feah that he is fallin’ into his old habits. In any case, he has tweated
me with gwoss diswespect, and I decline to know him any longah.” -

e, - And D'Arcy walked off with his nose very high in the air.” The Terrible

t! Three exchan, glances of concern.

{ “ Hang it all,” said Tom Men‘—iy, uneasily. *“ I hope this isn’t true about
wmley. Gussy'may have jumped po a,wrong counclusion,” E
) -

4 - -

[ . " - ©
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* Well, it would be very like Guasy.”
“ Time we got in,” sald Manners, *‘° We shall miss calling-over if"
don’t buck up.* 2
** Come on, then.””
The Shell fellows hurried in. They were in Big Hall in time for callim
over. Mr. Railton, the master of the School House, called over the nameg. '
Tom Merry glanced at the ranks of the Fourth. :
He wondered whether Lumley-Lumley was there. He met D*Arcy's
ghncei and that glance was significant. The Outsider of St. Jim's was not
resent.
P Lumley-Lumley !"*
Mr. Builybon‘a volce rang out clearly. ‘
But no voice replied with the accustomed ‘* Adsum."
‘The Outsider of St. Jim’s had not come in.
“ Lumley! Jerrold Lumley-Lumley !*

No reply. ;
Mr. Railton compressed his lips a little, and marked down Jerrold Isimle
Lumley as absent from call.ing-over. . 4
The rest of the nathes were called, and replied to, and the fellows disperse
Jack Blake joined Tom Merry at the door. ;

““ Do you know where Lumley is?" he asked.
“ No; he went out alone, I hear. And, apparently, he hasn't come in."*
“ It’s odd.”
“ Yes, rather "
< I hope it doesn’t mean——"" Blake paused.
Tom Merry shook his head. ;
T think not.”” he said. “I know he’s made Gussy suspicious; but
“believe Lumley-Lumley is true blue, though 1 know he's got a rotten record
Give the chap a chance, anyway."” 3
- “¢ Yea; I think so, too.”” .
But Jack Blake was looking rather anxious. :
He had resson for it. Since the reform of the Outsider of St. Jim’s
Blake and his chums in the Fourth had backed him up in a whole-hea

way. 1
If Lumley-Lumley fell from grace again, it would be a blow to them§
and it would show that they had been in the wrong, and that many fello
who had said ““ I told you so’’ would be in the right. P |
And that would not be pleasant for the chums of Study No. 6. it
Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was, therefore, anxiously cxpected by a_
many juniors in the School House at St. Jim’'s. As for the New Hag
fellows, they did mot think about him at all, as the two Houses did mot
meet after evening calling-over, ag a rule. Lumley-Lumley was not ‘back
by the time Blake had finished his preparation, Blake went down ‘to ﬂle
junior common-room, intending to pick a bonme, as he expressed -it, with
umley-Lumley. To his surprise he found that the Outsider .8t Jim’s - .
was nof in. i 3 }
““ My hat!” ejaculated Blake. * There will be a row when ]
It's mearly nine o’clock!” i
D’Arcy gave a sniff.
*¢ His old twicks, I supggw,” he remarked.

* You mean the Green Man in Rylcombe?"

“ Yaas, wathah !I””

Bilake shook his head. . " " g

« ¥ don’t think so, Gussy. Lumley-Lumley wouldn’t be ass enough to
there so openly as this; ?e’a bo to be reportpd to the Head when
comes-in, and he’ll have to explain’ where he’s been.” & °
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* Yaas, wathah; and he’ll get sacked !”

¢* I hope not.”

The swell of St. Jim’s sniffed again,

*“ A fellow who will fail to keep an appointment will do anythin’,” ha
ssid. ““I wegard him as a wank wottah, and I shall wefuse to know him
. when he weturns,”” "

* Ass ™
** Weally, Blake—""
> *“I'm anxious about him,”” said Blake, with a worried look.

¢ Another sniff from Arthur Augustus,

I decline to be anxious about hin\,”’ said D’Aroy.

¢ Oh, rats!”’ 4

It was %etting close upon bedtime, and Blake had reason to be anxious.
‘That Lumley-Lumley, even if he had taken up his old game again, shoutd
tay out like this to go to the Green Man, was incredible. He must have
eetn detained out somehow; and Jack Blake feared an accident of some
sort. - . .

Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, looked into the common-room at half-
apust_nine, which was the bedtime for the Fourth Form.
L “ Is Lumley-Lumley here?”” the captain of St. Jim’'s asked, with a stern

ToW.

** No, Kildare.”

** He has not come in, Blake?"*

* Not that I'm aware of.”

"‘1?0 you know where he is gone?™!

“No.

Kildare looked round.

** Does anybody here know where Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth is gone?"

. There was no replg.

g ** Very well,”” said Kildare, ** he will have to answer for absenting himsclf
in this way. It is time for you youngsters to go to bed.”

el | Bﬂf, Kildare, sure and can’t we stay up for Lumley-Wumley?”’ sang
sout Reilly of the Fourth.

* * No, you can’t!” :
- “*Sure, and we're anxious about him, intoirely I

.- " Nonsense! Go to bed.”

; Kildare strode away. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made the first movement
¢ gewards the door. As he reached it, o figure appeared in the passage.

- The swell of St. Jim’s started back.

.~ * Lumlay-Lumlay, bai Jove!”

3o S CHAPTER 4.
L loy-L ley Deocli to Expl
ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY stepped into the common-room. ’
All eyes were fixed upon him at once.
A fellow who had missed evening calling-over, and stayed out till

bedtime, was certain to cause some excitement when he returned. The
licking that was in store for him, alone, made him an object of interest.

And Lumley-Lumley was not looking the same as usual.

His face was very pale, and he was breathing hard, as if he had come home
in a very at hurry. )

‘"I say, D’Arcy,” he exclaimed, *“ have I been missed?”

Arthur Augustus did not reply.

He was looking straight at the Outsider of St. Jim’s, but his gaze was
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beyond.
“ D’Arcy I
‘“ Pway let me pass.” :
Lumley-Lumley stared at him, 5
““ What’s the matter with you, D’Arcy?” g n
D’Arcy waved his hand loftily.
gi‘:?;’;' do not addwess me,” he replied frigidly. ‘I do not know ydu.””

exgressionless, as if he were looking through Lumley-Lumley at the #.’!‘uge

* I wefuse to wegard you as a fwiend, or even as an acquaintance. Youm
are not a fellow I know.” .

“ You ass—"’ -

“ Weally, you uttah wottah 2

Lumley-Lumley turned away from the swell of St. Jim’a.

& YHave I been missed, Tom Merry?"

“ Yes.”

“ Of course, at calling-over; but since—""

““ Kildare was just asking for you.’ .

1 guess I hurried all I could,” said Lumley-Lumley, with a panting
Lreath. “ It’s cruel bad luck. I guess I'm in for it mow.”

‘“ Yes, rather. Where have you been?’”

Lumley-Lumley coloured.

“* Oh, out,” he said. . .

* Of course, you meedn’t tell me if you don't want to,”” Tom Metry
exclaimed, colouring. ‘ I’'m blessed if I want to know your affairs.”

“ It isn’t that,”” said Lumley-Lumley slowly. *° Ounly—only ‘Where
_is Kildare now?"’ .

““ He is here,” said a quiet voice.

Lumley-Lumley turned round, and faced the captain of St. Jim’s, Kildare
eyed him grimly.

* So you've come back,” he exclaimed.

“I guess sos’”

b ere have you been?”’

“I—I've been in Rylcombe."

¢ All the time?””

““ Most of the time.”

Kildare gave him a sharp look. -

* You are to go into the Head’s study to report yourself,” he said. “I'm
to take you there. You other fellows get to your dormitory.”

And Kildare walked away with the Outsider of 8t. Jim’s. ~ Lumley-Lumley
did not say a word on his way to the Head’s study, but there was a very
troubled expression upon his face, Kildare knocked at the door, and the
Head’s voice bade him enter. g

“ Lumley-Lumley has returned, sir.”

. Oh! Bring him in, Kildare.”

The Outsider of St. Jim’s followed the Sixth-Former into the study, and
stood silent under the searching gaze of the Doctor.

Dr. Holmes was silent for some moments, his stern gaze fixed u the
face of the Outsider. He broke the silence at last, with a hard, stern
voice:

““ 8o you have returned, Lumley?”

“ Yes, sir.”’

Lumley-Lumley’s voice was firm, but quiet and respectful. There was no
trace of defiance in it. Time had been when there was always a touch of
latent defiance in the Outsider’s manner, But he was very much changed of
late. - = z v Mot ™
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- No one could have been mare respectful to the Head now, and Dr. Holmnes
‘noticed that, and it mollified him a little, His voice was less hard as he
went on: :

‘ You missed calling-over, Lumley-Lumley?'’

““ I am sorry, sir.”’

*“ And you have stayed out till after the bedtime of your Form?™”
; “ 1 guess so, sir. I'm sorry.”
T Wierc have you been?"’

“ To R{l!combe, sir.”
= * You have stayed all this time in the village, instead of returning to

school, Lumley-Lumley ?**

“* Nearly all the time, sir.””
“ What were you doing there?'’
Lumley-Lumley was silent.
“ Did you hear me speak, Lumley-Lumley?™
%I guess so, sir.”’
“* Answer me, sir!”
> ““ I—I haven’t anything to say, sir.”’
;. 'The Doctor’s brow darkened.
. ““I-asked you how you have been occupying the time while you have
buen absent for so many hours from the college, Lumley-Lumley. In the
case of ordinary absence, I should simply impose a punishment without
ssking too many questions. But this is a very different case.”

The Outsider’s lips quivered a little, but he did not speak.
“ You have been absent for so long a time, and you have borme so bad a
eputation until quite lately, that I am bound to investigate into this
‘matter,” said the Head. * I insist. upon knowing how you have been
_‘ool‘:‘l_:lisyifg your time.”

The OQutsider broke off, finishing his sentence. He stood before the Head
ith red cheeks and downcast eyes. d

The doctor’s face hardened again.

T Well, Lumley-Lumley, what have you to say?"”

“ Nothing, sir,”

“ You have no explanation to give?”’

L% No, sir.””

“ You refuse, then, to explain to me how you have been occupying your
ime all this while?”’ the Head exclaimed, his voice rising a little.
Lumley-Lumley was silent,

‘Dr. Holmes frowned darkly. He was the kindest of men; but this treat-
ment from a junior was enough to rouse the ire of the mildest of school-
suasters, . Kildare looked at Lumley-Lumley as if he could scarcely believe
his eyes and ears. He was utterly amazed by the obstinacy of the Outsider.

¥ am waiting for your answer, Lumley-Lumley.”
</ I guess I've nothing to say, sir.”

: =t That is, you refuse to reply,” said the Head. “1I can only conclude,
. therefore, that your cccupation was of a sert that will not bear explaining ;
" that what you have been doing, Jerrold Lumley-Lumley,. will not bear tha
i light."” ’ i
© *“1 guess not, sir.”’

i © *“Then kindly explain. Where have you been, and‘whom have you seen?”
*  YLumley-Lumley did not reply.

E ‘T can come to only the one conclusion, then,”’ said the Head. *° But you

‘have shown so great an improvement in your character of late, Lumf -

ﬁ]’..umley, that I shall give you one more chance. I think it probable that
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old bad companions have led you into bad ways again. I shall give you till
to-morro®% morning, Lumley-Lumley, to make up your mind to explain to
Sie
“Very well, sir.”
“ If you do not explain then, I shall flog you in public, in sight of the
whole school,” said the Head,
Lumley’s lip trembled.
“ Very well, sir,”” he said again.
“You may go.” . i
Lumley-Lumley went without a word. Kildare followed him out into the
. passage. In the passage the St. Jim’s captain’s hand fell upon the shoulder
of the Outsider. "
Lumley-Lumley looked up at him, N
i ;(Du iffer young ass,”” said Kildare. ‘ Why haven’t you explained?”
“I can’’
** Why not?”
No reply. ;
*“ The Head means every word he said; it's a flogging in the morning if
yon don’t do the right thing.” o
““I ean’t help it.””
“I think you must be dotty,” said Kildare angrily. “Go to bed you
young duffer.”
And Lumley-Lumley went

"CHAPTER B.
No Followers Allowed. —

O one was asleep in the Fourth-Form dormitory in the School House
when Jerrold Lumley-Luinley entered it.
The juniors were far too much excited about the strange occur-
ence to think of sleep,

They had gone to bed, in ohedience to the prefect's orders, but they lay
awake, discussing the Outsider, and wondering what was happening in the
Head’s study. t

There was a buzz of voices as the door opened, and Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley entered in the dark.

“Is that you, Lumley?”

*“ Bai Jove, is that you, Lumlay, deah boy?™

“1 guess =0, said the Outsider,

He switched the light on.

The juniors eat up in bed to look at him. They saiwv that Lumley-Lumley’s
face was pale, and had a worn expression upon it. He did not look fhe
usual careless, cool Outsider. Something was evidentl_y very much the
matter with Lumley-Lumley. %

““ Where have you been; Lumley?"’

‘““ What's happened?”” &

“What did the Head say?”

Lumley-Lumley sat on the edge of his bed and kicked his boots off,

“You’d better ask him, I guess,” he said, 5

* Can’t you tell us?’’ ~

“T'm too tired to taik.”

“ Look_here, Lumley——'

““ Bai Fove, you know——"" ;

““ Oh, let the chap alone,”” said Jack Blake. * If he doesn’t want to talk,
let him keep his head shut. It's not business of ours, anyway.”
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' ™ Rats!” said Mellish. “T don’t see why he shouldn't explain.”
" Of course,”’ said Levison, the cad of the Fourth, ‘‘ Lumley-Lumley has

been such an exceedingly good boy lately, that it would be quite interesting
. to hear of his latest exploits.’”

‘ Ha, ha, ha !’ h

‘“You can mind your own business,” said the Outsider coolly. * You’ll

get nothing out of me.”

: 7 “Bai Jove!”

“ Have you been to the Green Manp"'

{ ** Find out!” .

** Have you been on the randan?’:

“Go and eat coke!'”

Kildare looked into the Fourth-Fourth dormitory. There was a heavy

rown upon the usually kind and good-natured face of the captain of St.

im’s,

“I'm waiting for you, Lumley,” he said coldly.

““Sha'n’t be a minute.” .

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley turned in. .

Kildare, giving him an expressive glance, extinguished the light and

ithdréw, closing the door of the dormitory. ;

mmediately he was gone, the chorus of inquiries broke out again. The

ibsider of St. Jim's did not appear to hear them. He did not reply once,

fd soon his steady breathing ammounced that he was asleep.

Then the fire of questions slackened.

**Cheeky beast!” said Levison. ‘I suppose he’s been up to something
rotten even to tell us.” -

*“Yes, rather.”* u

¥ Of course.” : -

~"* Wats ]’ said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. ““Perhaps he merely -wegards

it as wto_;t-a _teuwiosity on your part, Levison, and vewy pwopahly wefuses
bo: gwatify it."”

5" Why, you were asking him questions yourself just now!”.exclaimed
ison. .

+ I wefuse to argue with you, Levison.”

4 And the swell of 8t. Jim’s turned his head over on his pillow.

< The talk died away at last; there was evidently no getting anything out

»f the Outsider of St. Jim’s, °*

_The chums of the Fourth were very much puzzled, Yet they hesitated

1o believe that the Outsider had been at what Blake called his ** old games "’

‘again. Jerrold Lumley-Lumley. since his reform, had had many relapses,
nt at last he had seemed to be going straight, and the juniors believed

@w him. If he had indeed gone wrong again, they knew that they could

péver again put any trust in him. But it was only fdir to give him the
sefit of the doubf till the last possible moment.

/When the rising bell clanged out in the morning Lumley-Lumley was

one of the first to rise. Slacking was not one of his vices, and he freqiently

went down to the river for a dip before breakfast. He dressed himself to

g9 out, and Jack Blake sat up in bed to look at him,

¢, ** Hallo, Lumley!”” he exclaimed.

“¢ Hallo!" said the Outsider absently.

*Feel all right after your wild night?"” asked Blake, with a grin,

*¢ Oh, rats!” :

** Goin’ down to the wivah,,deal boy?" asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,

“_g.uite forgetting for the momgpt that -he had dropped the acquaintan>e

“of the Outsider .of: 8t. Jim's, ,
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“‘ ¥es,™ gaid Lumley-Lumley shortly. - :

“T’ll come with you—or wathah, on second thoughts, I won't,”” said th.
swell of St. Jim's. " ““ You acted wottenly yesterday, and I decline to know
ou.”

‘““Rats !’

“If you say wats to me, Lumlay—-"

“ Oh, don’t bother.”

““ Bai Jove!™ .

“ Order, Gussy,” said Blake, laughing, * Wait a minnte for me,
Lumley, I'm going down for a swim.’

Thé Outsider coloured. '

! I'm sorry——"" he began.

I won’t keen you a minute.”

“It’s not that,” said Outsider awkwardly. “I—I'm not going for a
swim, you see.'’

.- Oh, I see. "Where are you going then?”

““Just for a stroll un the river."”

Levison stepped out of bed. i

“ Wait for me,” he remarked, beginning to dress rapidly without the
preliminary of washing. ‘‘I'm going for a stroll up the river.” i

“ Thank you! I guess I don’t want your company,” said the Outsider
curtly. *

Blake chuckled,

- ‘“ That’s straight from the shoulder, anyway,” he remarked.

“ Yaas, wathah!’’ " .

vison scowled.

“I'm going all the same,” he said. ““I suppose the river bank is free
to everybody. Lumley may be a giddy millionaire, but he hasn’t bought
up the valley of the Ryll, that I know of.” R
. The Outsider gave him an angty look,

‘1 guess you mean that you want to spy on me?” he exclaimed.

““ What is there to spy upon?” .

““ Oh, some more mysterious oxﬁeditions. said Mellish, with a yawn.
“Come to think of it, T feel like taking s stroll up the river this morning."
And he jumped out of bed. Jack Blake gave the cads of thé Fourth a
scornful look.

“ Don’t be rotters,” he said. ‘‘ Whatever Lumley may be aip to, it’s no
business of yours to follow him.””

““I suppose we éan do as we like,” sneered Levison,

" Well, you wouldn’t follow me if I were Lumley, that's all.”

“ Wathah not!”

‘I guess they won’t follow me,” said Lumley-Lumley, * N

He quitted the dormitory, Levison and Meilish followed immediately,
the latter putting om his collar as he went. Lumley-Lumley strode down
the passage, and descended the stairs, affd passed out into the old quad.

The two juniors walked a dozen paces behind him, Lumley-Luml,
turned his head and saw them following him across the quad, and scowled.
He reached the gates and passed out into the road, and the cads of the
Fourth, grinning, followed on his track.

Lumley-Lumley walked down the lane as far as the stile of Rylcombe
Wood, and then halted there. He waited, leaning on the stile, until
Levison and Mellish came up. d

“ You are following me, I guess,” he said

Taevienn. grinned.
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k-
. ® Oh, no, merely taking a stroll in the same direction,”” he said blandly.
“And Mellish gave a chuckle, 2 4
" 4“Thern you can walk-on ahead,” said Lumley-Lumley.
% '#Oh, we're in no hurry.”

“ We'll lean on the stile and have a bit of a rest,”” Mellish remarked.
Lumley’s eyes gleamed.
“ You won’'t!"” he said, * You’'ll go straight back to St. Jim's, or you'll
put up your hands, and you can take your choice.”
“I suppose you won’t quite squash the two of us,”” said Levison, sarcastic-
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y.
“I gueds I'll try! Are you going?'’-
*“No.”

** Then here gfes. you worm,*’
And Lumley-. umley.ﬁushed back his cuffs, and rushed at the cads of the
ourth, hitting out. Mellish backed away; he never did care for clase
#uarters on any occasion.

¥, Levison put up his hands; but Lumley-Lumley knocked his ghard aside in
f moment, and gave him an upper cut under the chin that sent him fiying.
Splash! * .
‘Levison was standing very close to the ditch, and as he reeled back from -
umley-Lumley’s blow, he tottered on the edge, and fell in. He disappeared
x & moment in a couple of feet of sluggish, slimy water. %
He came up strangely transformed. Even Lumley-Lumley could not heip
nning at the gight of him. He was a mass of mud and slime, and green
e and rotting weeds ciung all over him.
Grco!” gasped Levison. *‘ Grooch!™
Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Lumley-Lumley.
Ow! Owch!” " 4
*“ Your turn now, Mellish 1" .
Lumley-Lumley turned to deal with Mellish. But Mellish was speeding off
wards the school as fast as his legs could carry him. He had no fancy for
oining Levison in the ditch. :
““Groo! Ho—hoo!”
{* You'd better crawl home and clean yovrself, I guess,” said Lumley-Lum-
y. contemptuously. * Yow'll get worse than that if you follow me any
rther.” 3
Levison did not reply. He crawled from the ditch as Lumley-Lumley dis-
aPpe;\rea into the wmds. _He did not attempt to follow the Outsider; he took
his way, gasping and sniffing, back to the school, where a yell of laughter
from the juniors in the quad greeted his appearance. £ C

g

CHAPTER 6. . .
Arthur Augustus Considers That It Will Not Do!

; UMLEY-LUMLEY made his af)pearance in class as usual that morning,
5 I and did not even look at Mellish 6F Levison.
He appeared to have forgotten the incident in Rylcombe Lane—per-
haps he had other and more important matters to occupy {is mind.

Ee two cads of the Fourth looked at him vicivusly enough, but did not
catch his eye. Lumley-Lumley was very attentive to his lessons, and very
quiet and subdued, and he esrned more t{lan one word of commendation from
little Mr. Lathom that morning. ¥

When the form was dismissed, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy joined the Qut-
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sider in the passage. He tapped Lumley-Lumley on the shoulder, *and the
Outsider looked round.

“1 want to speak to you, deah boy,”” said D'Arcy.

““Go ahead.”

““ 1 heath that you are goin’ to be flogged.”

The Outsider frowned.

I guess it's all over the school by this time,” he said.

““ Yaas, wathah.,”” )

“ Well, it can't be helped.”

*“ It will not do, Lumlay.”

Lumley-Lumley stared at him.

“ What will not do, D'Arcy?"”

“ This wotten conduct of yours.”

The Outsider flushed.

“ Look here, D'Avey——1!"' 1

“ Pway don’t intewwupt me, Lumlay,”” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.
“ When T am intewwupted, I lose the thwead of my thoughts, and I have to
begin again at the beginnin.™

“Then don't interrupt him, for gooduess' sake,” caid Jack Blake.

““ Weally, Blake!"’

““ Would you mind coming to the point, Gussy?’’ asked Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley, politely. ‘I don’t like to hurry you, but life is short, you know.”

“ Weally, Lumlay !"’

““ And I guess I've got to report myself for a flogging, too,” said the Out-
sider, with a curious shrug of the shoulders. d

““ That’s what I was comin’ to, deah boy,” said the swell of St. Jim’s. ‘I
‘was about to make the wemark that it will not do. I cannot allow this
sort of thing. You used to be an awful wottah, at cne time, and we wergall
down on you—-"" .

““ Look here, Gussy—""

“I am only statin’ the facts. The suspish Las forced iteeli into my mind
that you are wecommencin’ your wotten old ways again.” =

“ A "lot of things enter your mnind, don’t they, Gussy?'' said Lumley-
Lumley.

*“ Yaas, wathah; but you haven't answered my question, deah boy,” re-
turned Arthur Augustus. 3

“Y guess I can’t, Gussy.”

There was much sincerity in the Outsider’s tone. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
looked at him doubtfully.” He did not know what to make of the American.
There sleiemed not the slightest trace of his former swanking manner about
him still. 5

“JIt's a feahful thing to be flogged, Lumlay.”

1 guess it is, but I shall have to stand it.”

*“ Wats—I mean, weally, Lumlay !*’

Lumley-Lumley shrugged his shoulders. .

“ Are you wecommencin’ your wotten old ways, Lumlay?” asked Arthur
Augustus. ) 5

1 can’t tell you anything, D'Arcy. So long!”

And Lumley-Lumley walked away.

“ Bai Jove!"” murmured Arthur Augustus. * This is most mystewious. I
say, Lumlay, deah boy!"” .

But Lumley-Lumley apparently did not hear the swell of the School House.
He was walking along with his hands in his pockets, deep in thought.

“* Oh, this is all wot!”” exclaimed D’Arcy impatiently. 1t weally will not
do. Somethin’ must be dome. It put’s me all in a fiuttah to sce a fellow
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contemplate o floggin’ like that!" Aund Arthur Augustus walking in the
opposite direction turned things over in his mind.

“I will see Tom Mewwy about it,” he said. “*I would have pweferred a
fellow in the Fourth; but Blake is such an uuwsliable beast in a mattah of
this kind. Tom Mewwy’s the chap!”

A decision arrived at, Arthur Augustus proceeded to act upon it at once.
‘He found Toim Mexry alone, in his study in the Shell passage.

* Hallo, Gussy! What’s the worry now?"

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy. i

“If you can't make a straightforward statement, get out,” said Tom
Merry. “I'm busy.” :

“ Weally, you know 20

““ What's it about?” demanded the captain of the Shell, picking up a
ruler,

. ““Pway put that muwdewous weapon down, Tom Mewwy!” exclaimed
: Arthur Augustus indignantly. *“I want your opinion, deah boy.”
*, ““My only hat!” exclaimed Tom Mewwy. “ As it I hadn’t given you my
': opinion of you times out of mind. Scat. I'm busy, I tell you!™
oy Arthur Augustus fixed his monocle determinedly.

¥ ““I'm not goin’ from here, Tom Mewwy, until I have your opinion about
. Lumlay,” he said.
‘“ Oh, that's it, is it?"”
““ Yaas, wathah. Don’t yon think he’s vewy queer lately?" -
““I should say so. Let's see, he’s been with you a good deal lately, hasn't
he?’ grinned tze captain of the Shell. ' 5 :

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy i ,

““Ha, ha, ha! Of course, I don’t say he's very far gone, Gussy,” went on

Tom Merry, busily writing, *“ What’s up?™” E

D’Arcy did not veply for a moment. Ige was deciding whether he ought to

L7 'give Tom Merry a severe thrashing. Deciding that a fellow who has been
. severely thrashed is generally no use immediately afterwards for purposes of
- advice, Arthur Augustus agreed to a truce. 1

%1 I have been thinking, deah boy, that I ought to lock aftah Lumlay,

‘What do you think of the idea?”’

““ Rotten !I””

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

*“Well, you asked me, Gussy."”

** Yaas, wathah, but don’t you think you could be sewious, Tom Mewwy?"’

“I'm jolly serious. You'd probably get a thick ear for your trouble I

think.”

And Tom Merry grinned provokingly at the swell of the School House.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, it's not a laughin’ mattah!"” :

'** That all depends whether a chap likes thick ears or not.”

** You're a widiculous beast, Tom Mewwy!" -

**Get out!"”
I wefuse—’ b
The ruler missed Arthur Augustus’s topper by about a quarter of an inch.
» “I will not twouble such an uttah ass for an opinion. I'm sowwy 1
woubled you at——*" £

-~ You will be!"" exclaimed Tom Merry, picking up a heavy book. - .

But D’Arcy was already walking down the Shell passage, a pilture of
righteous wrath. =
.- Disappointed  iu Tom Merry, Arthur Auagustus, however, had no idea of
giving up. There were others he recoll who would probably give wiser
- sadvice than Tom Merry,
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““I shall considah it a mattah of stwict dutay to give Tom Mewwy a seveah
thwashin’, latah,” murmured Arthur Augustus, ‘* Weally deah boy—"’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"”

““ You howwible wuffian, Blake——""

““Why don’t you loock where you're going, ass!”’ demanded Blake.

Arthur-Augustus had found Blake, or ratEer he had been saved the trouble,
Blake having obligingly dashed into the swell of the School House.

* Get out of the way, image!” exclaimed Jack Blake. “I'm in a hurry.
Look out!” - )

‘“ Weally, Blake! My toppah’s wuined, and you've disawanged my attiah
howwiblay I':

Jack Blake frinned. as the swell of the School House picked himself up.
t'm”l{t’]l be all right with a brush up, Gussy,” he said, pointing to tho

pper. >

Arthur Augustus gave Blake a look through his monocle which would have
been fairer if it had been divided between Tom Merry and Blake, .

“ Anything the matter?” said Blake innocently: . g

Arthur Augustus agreed with himself to bury the, hatchet.

** Yaas, wathah, deah boy. I've been looking for you,”” he said, “I wank
to ask your opinion, as a mattah of fact.” -

Bluke grinned.

‘' Pway don't be an ass, Blake. Tell me what you think of my ideah of
- takin’ care of Lumlay?’

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“ Weally, Blake—" e

““Ha, ha, ha! Clean off his giddy rocker. You are leoking for trouble,
aren’t you, Gussy?'” 2

““You uttah ass—"*

““Ha, ha, ha! I like, that, snyway. But you’d look nice as a giddy father,
wouldn’t you?” :

““ You're a feahful wottah, Blake, but as a mattah of fact, Lumlay wants
a father il 2 ks

** Off his giddy rocker for a cert!” interrupted Blake.

And dodging past the swell of the School House, Blake darted away,
Arthur Augustus did not even look in his direction. He walked straight on.
‘With that dignity which only people who are grossly misunderstood can
command, he bent his steps in the direction of Figgin’s quarters. I’Arcy was
angry with himself for not sticking to his original estimate of Blake in a
““ mattah like this.” He was now convinced that Figgins was his man, He
met Figgins in the quad. The long-legged juniordgrinned. He saw at once
that Arthur Augustus had something on his mind. Arthur Augustus eyed
him critically, but he decided to try Figgins. =1

** Sorry, Gussy,” he said. ““ But if it’s money, I'm stoney!” 3

Arthur Augustus tried \to speak, but words failed him. He stared’,
Figgins in speechless horror. . . ol

" You—you uttah wottah, Figgins!” he gasped. “ You—you—— When I
have decided what to do in Lumlay’s case, I shall give you a feahful thwashin’

P

i

. ““Lugley’s case! What do you mean, Gussy?"” interrupted Figgins.

“* Why, suahly you've noticed how stwange he is, deah boy,”” said Arthur
Augustus, greatly molified by Figgin’s evident interest, “1I pwopose to look
aftah him, Figgy——"*

“* Better leave him alone, Gussy !’

“* Yaas, ws.u;gh; but he ought'bo have a chance, deah boy I
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**That’s just it,"”’ said Figgins, with a slight twinkle in his eye. *If you
ring off, Gussy, he’ll have a chance.” g

““Pway take your coat off, Figgy, deah boy !

“No, no!"” exclaimed Figgins. *‘ Kill Herries instead.”

‘And while Arthur Augustus jumped to one sidc to escape Towser, Herrics’s
bull-dog, Figgins vanisla;:d. Arthur Augustus, having a proverbial dread of
Towser’s liking for his ‘‘ twousahs,’’ vanished also. om Merry, Blake, and

. Figgins not showing that sympathy which D’Arcy thought fitting, the swell
of the School House decided to go to the fountain-head, Lumley-Lumley.
° ! After all, he is the pwopah. person to tell me what he thinks of the
ideah,” said Arthur Augustus. * I'll put it Blake's way, and say I think
he wants a fathah to look aftah him.’”

. And Arthur Augustus mustered up as paternal an air as he could command
¢ as he overtook Lumley-Lumley on his way to his study. The American
b {outh looked a shade annoyed. He could see that Arthur Augustus had
. been tracking him down. X

‘‘ Lopk heah, Lumlay,” began D’Arcy, ‘ as I said before, it won't do!””

** What won’t do?"’ said Lumlay-Lmn{e >

: _ ““You must have someone to look akybah you, deah boy. To bowwow
¢ Blake's word, I insist on bein’ a fathah to you—"" )

“.. ““All right, father,” interrupted the American junior sharply; ‘go and
. eat coke!"’

And, shutting his study door behind him, he left Arthur Augustus to thiunk
out a proper course in such a case for a fond parent.

CHAPTIR T.
i A Surprise for the 8chool
1 M R. RAILTON, the Housemaster of the School House, signed to Jerrold

3
:
:
i
F

Lumley-Lumley as he was crossing the Hall. The Outsider stopped.
“ Lumley-Lumley "
) ““ Yes, sir,” said the jumior quietly.
- “I have a message for you from the Head.”
] “ Very well, sir.”
. ° ““Have you decided to render the explanation Dr. Holmes requires?”
‘ Lumley-Lumley was silent.
““ Have you any answer to give, Lumley-Lumley, other than the one you
have already given to Dr. Holmes?"” 2
“ 1 guess not, sir.”
““ Very well,”” said Mr. Railton quietly. ** You are to report yourself for
a flogging when the school assembles in Hall.”’ 4

Jerrold: Lumley-Lumley winced a little. But his tonme was guite calm
- and quiet as he replied:

T \?eg well, sir.””’ -

Mr. Railton gave him an abrupt nod, and went back into his stndy. The
_'School Housemaster was puzzled. In spite of the evidence against him, he
_ did not Sl’uite believe that Jerrold Lumley;Lumleéy had returned to the old

““rotten ~* ways that had earned him the title of the Outsider of St. Jim’s.
ut what was he to believe? At all events, it was certain there was but onc
course open to Dr. Holmes—to administer the promised flogging if the
- Outsider did not confess.

There were grave faces among the juniors when the school assembled in
Hall after lessons. : -

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was®looking quite distressed.
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H¢ hiad assumed the role of a father towards Lumley-Lumley, and he did
not like to see the Outsider punished; but unless Lumley would listen to
reason, there was evidently no alternative.

The Forms were marshalled in order to the Hall, the prefects in their
places, when the Head entered by the door at the upper end.

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley stood in his place in the ranks of the Fourth. The
Outsider’s face was somewhat pale, and there was a deep wrinkle in his fore-
head, but he was quite cahn and cool. Arthur Augustus nudged him as the
Head entered. 5 # -

‘“ bumlay-Lumlay, deah boy!’ he whispered. Lumley-Lumley looked at
him. ““Itisn’t too late, you know.””

The Outsider shook his head. 2

There was deep silence in the Hall. Dr. Holmes glanced along the ranks
of the school, and then his deep voice broke the silence.

* Lumley-Lumley !’

““ Here, sir!”

** Stand forward !”*

The Outsider left his place in the Fourth, and with a firm step advanced
towards the dais at the upper end of the Hall, where the Doctor stood with
the masters, There was a deep breath among the crowded boys. Floggings
were seldom ry seld dministered at St. Jim’s, and the occasion was
a serious one—serious and painful to the feelings of all.

“ Lumley-Lumley,” said the Head quietly, ‘““you have broken an im-
rtant rule of the college, and you have refused to.give an explanation.
ou are sentenced to be flogged.”” 2

* Very well, sir.”* ¥ e .

“If you have any exrlanati«m to give mow, Lumley-Lumley, even at the
last_moment, I am willing to hear you,” said Dr. Holmes.

*“ I'have nothing to say, sir.”

‘The Head pursed his lips. k

““ Very well, Taggles !

Taggles, the porter, stepped forward. There was a grim expression upon
the rugged face of the scgool rter. He really did not look as if he were
at all sorry in assiatjngnab a o‘gging. Taggles’s private opinion was that
all' boys ought to be flogged, if not drowned, and the oftener they-were
licked, the better it was for them, and for everybody else. It was mot an
opinion to make him popular among the boys of St. Jim's,

““ Yes, sir,”” he said, readily enough. "

“* Take Lumley-Lumley up !"” commanded Dr. Holmes.

Lumley-Lumley clenched his hands hard for a moment. For that moment
the old light gleamed in his eyes, and the old ugly look came about his deter-
mined lips; ie was the old Outsider once more. So black was his look
that Taggles backed away a step in alarm. But it was only for a moment
Then Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was quiet and submissive again; his hands,. .
unclosed, and he bowed his head. 9

“I am ready, sir,” he said. i

Knock ! LR W

Every head turned, in the tense silence, as a knock was heard at the
door, and the great door of the School Hall was seen to swing open. Toby
the page entered. .

Dr. Holmes glanced towards him with a frowning brow. An interruption
at that moment was very displeasing to the Head. But the reason of
Toby’s sudden entrance wus seen at once. He had a bufi-coloured envelope
in his hand, Tt was a telegram. :

““Telegram for you, sir,” said Toby. And he brought. it to the dais,
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o Yery well,” said the Head. . -+

Dr. Holmes glanced over the message, and an expression of sur rise came

over his face. He raised his eyes, and fixed them upon Lumley- umley.
“ Lumley-Lumley " he said & arply.
“ Yes, sir!’’ - . "
“ Do you know anything about this telegram?*
The OQutsider loocked astonished.
¢ That—that telegram, sir?”" he ejaculated.
“ You do not know who sent it?’’ .
# Certainly not, sir! How should I know?” exclaimed Lumley-Lumley, in

* amazement.

;; You did not know that a telegram was coming here relating to your-
self?” :

1 had no idea of it, sir.”

_ It is very curious.” The Head read the telegram again, and then
scanned the features of the Outsider. ‘I do not quite understand thie.
Your father, I believe, is not in England, TLumley-Lumley?"’

“ No, sir; he is in South America.” ;

“ Hom 17

The Head paused, and read the telegram for a third time. Then he
T crumpled it in his hands. Taggles made a movement towards Lumley-
. Lumley. Dr. Holmes motioned him back.

There was a breathless hush in the Hall. The fellows wondered what it
all meant. What was the telegram about? And was not Lumley-Lumley
to be punished, after all?

« Lumley-Lumley,” said the Head quietly, I am placed in a difficult

position. I do not desire to punish you, yet your silence leaves me no other
Tesource. This telegram throws, perhaps, a different complexion on the
matter. Lumley-Lumley, I intend to give you one more chance. Do you
assure me, on your word of honour, that w{i!e you were absent from the
school, you were not engaged in-any occupation of a disreputable nature?™
* Very clearly and firmly came the Outsider’s answer:
¢ Yes, sir!”’ .
“ Very well,”” said the Head, after quite a long pause. ** I will bear in
mind, Lumley-Lumley, that your record has been very good for some time
* past, and I will give you another chance. I accept your assurance, and take
* Your word. You may go!”

Lumley-Lumley almost staggered.

:: I—I'am not to be flogged, sir?” he exclaimed.

No.*

¥ Oh, sir!”

1 only hope, Lumley-Lumley, that lyou have told me the truth,” said
Dr. Holmes. *“ You may go. The school is dismissed.”
And the Head, still with the telegram in his hand, quitted the Hall.
The assembled school broke up. The fellows streamed out in a state of
‘utter amazement. There were few who were not pleased to see Lumley-
‘Lumley dismissed unpunished; but all were amazed. Outside, in the

ssage, the Outsider of St. Jim’s was surrounded by an eager crowd of
mquirers. .

“ What was the teleg?am, Lumley?"” asked Blake.

Lumley-Lumley shook his head.
. * 71 don’t know,”” he answered.

¢ You don’t know?”’ exclaimed Levison,

£ T’ve said s0.”
- - * Nor who sent it?""

5
i
4
3

3
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“ No.”

Levison laughed.

** Oh, draw it mild !I"" he exclaimed.

Lumley-Lumley’s eyes gleamed. =

**I've said I don’t know, If you doubt my word, Levison, you can step
into the gym. with me, and back up your o{inion with your fists.””

Levison thrust his hands deep into his pockets, and turned away with a
shrug of the shoulders. He hag no desire whatever to step into the gym.,
and back up his opinion with his fists. That wae xot Levison’s way.

To all the other inquirers Lumley-Lumley returned the same answer. He
did not know who sent the telegram, or what was in it. Some of the
fellows believed him, and some did not. But whether Lumley-Lumley knew
the truth or not, the telegram and its contents seemed likely to remain an
impenetrable mystery to the rest of the St. Jim's fellows.

* Weally, you know, I can’t make it out myself,”” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, ““and so I suppose the west of you fellows will have to give it up!
But it is weally vewy mystewious, deah boys I**

And the dear boys agreed that it was.

CHAPTER 8.
'I_'ha Pink Papar!

" EAR me!”

D Skimpole blinked, and blinked again. Not satisfied with this,

he took off his big spectacles and polished them before lookin again.

*“ Good gracious!” exclaimed Skimpole, as he saw, beyond all doubt, that
it was a sporting newspaper that lay before him on the Fourth Form stairs.
*“ How very strange !’

And Skimpole blinked again.

““ What a shocking discovery! I am afraid some fellow has been guilty of
a woeful relapse,” he continued, as he read the flaring title. * A sporting-
paper at St. Jim’s.”” 2 ’

impole paused to polish his glasses again. He was at a loss as to how
he should proceed. y

‘* The introduction of such literature into the school is very reprehensible,””
ke murmured, still gazing down at the paper. ‘° But, perhaps, it is as well
that I found it. I may be able to point out to the owner the error of his
ways, while there is yet time.’”

So saying Skimpole picked up the sporting-paper as if it had been an
unclean thing; as indeed it was, considered as a mental stimulus,

Possession established, Skimpole was in another quandary as to what he
ought to do. The position would be difficult, to say the léast, if a master
caught him in his present attitude. But Skimpole was a social reformer
before anything. He firmly believed in the tenet ** Be Ye wise as serpents and
as harmless as doves.””
l!]jSt]ill. not quite clear about it, however, Skimpole took refuge in another

ink, : > ;

““It is my duty to be well informed,” he murmured, looking doubtfully at
the pink paper. “‘ All human work is interesting, though it be only bad
work,” says Professor Balmycrampet.”” &

And Skimpole opened the paper. .

The first thing he saw shocked him, if the expression of his face went
for anything. :
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“ Dear me!” he murmured. I had no idea it was as bad as this.. * Sport-

ing intelligence "
kimpole closed the paper again.

“ Perhaps the name of the owner is written on the outside,” he said.
¢ I don’t think I should care to read any more.”

Scrutinising it closely, he satisfied himself that the owner had not revealed
his identity in writing on the outside pages. Skimpole was plainly
disappointed. He would dearly have liked to give the owner of the paper
.a little lecture on morals. He blinked up the Fourth Form stairs to sce
if anyone was about. J

““ It must belong to someone up here, though,”” he murmured.  Perhaps
- I had better look. If he is a decent fellow, I can save him from disgrace.”
¢ But on reaching the Fourth Form passage, Skimpole discovered thay all
 the studies were empty. He walked back to the stairs, thinking things out.
‘“ Perhaps I ought to take it to a prefect.”

Instantly it occurred to Skimpole that he would be put through a severe
cross-examination if he took it to Kildare. Skimpole did not like cross-
examinations, he had to put up with too many DtP them as it ‘was, when
the chums questioned his curious opinions.

No; some other way must be found.

Then he tllotht of finding the Fourth Form chums, Blake & Co.

> *“ But I should probably get a most awful ragging, if I said I found it
_on their stairs,” said Skimpole. * Dear me, what shall I do with itf"”

. A mighty brain like Skimpole’s could not be expected to arrive at the
simple solution of putting the paper in his pocket until such time as he
could think out a course of action. Skimpole despised the simple things
of life. If a thing could not be worked out in diagrams it held no charm
for him. As a competent social reformer he felt that he must forsake all
! gommon sensible methods, and devise something peculiarly his own.

“ My only hat!”’

Skimpole started.

Tom Merry, Monty Lowther and Manners were bounding up the stairs.

Skimfo]e ﬂut the paper behind him hurriedly.

“ Hallo, Skimmy !"” exclaimed Monty Lowther. ° What's u Vi ‘

'\ Ah, your sudden entrance rather startled me, you fellows!"” said Skim-
pole, edging up the stairs. “ Yo are boisterous, aren’t you?”’

Tom Merry grinned.

“ Really, Skimmy! I wouldn’t have believed it of you!" said Manners.

* What do you mean, Manners, pray!" asked Skimpole, trying to appear

- at his ease,

““ Ha, ha, ha!’’

“ We saw you, you know!” said Tom Merry.

Skimpole turned red. 5

“ Surely there is nothing extraordinary in my reading a mewspaper, Tom

Merry?"” he said.

{ " < Nothing at all, Skimmy,” said Monty Lowther. * But why do you hold
it behind your back?"”

“ Really, Lowther- R

“ You needn’t be ashamed of it, Skimmy!'' grinned Tom Merry. * It's
better than Professor Balmyctu.mpeh's rot, I'll bet!"”

“ T don’t approve of betting, Tom Merry s . " .

Skimpole blpushed when he thought of the paper behind his back. Edging
his hard round, in the hope that the Terribie Three would not see him,
he tried to get the paper into his trousers pocket. The chums grinned.

- Oh, don’t be sclfish, Skimmy! You're going to show it to us, aren’t
you?"’
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““ Of course he is!’” said Manners,

i* We certainly ought to share in the good news.” :

“I don’t agree with you, Lowther,”” said Skimpole, still trying to get
the %A}ler into his pocket. ‘‘ There is nothing interesting in it—"

““ Nothing about Professor Balmycrumpet?”

‘“ Don’t be silly, Lowther: 5

Skimpole stopped as he noticed a curious expression pass over Tom Merry’s
face. The captain of the Shell was looking intently at the paper. He had
i‘:lat bethought himself that Arthur Augustus had said the paper Lumley-

umley was reading was a pink one.

‘“ My only hat ! he exclaimed, in a half-amusing sort of manner,

Lowther and Manners stared at him.

. Anﬁt.hing the matter, Tommy?”’

“ 1 think %ou ought to show us that paper, Skimmy.™

“ Really, Tom Merry——"

.““Rats! Let us have a look at the giddy paper, ass!™

“ Really, Manners—""

“I vote ‘ie-tnke it off the fathead,”” went on Manners.

Skimpole backed another step or two. He was alarmed.

I must remind you that this is interfering with the liberty of the.
subject,”’ he said.

. ““Go hon! Fork out that giddy paper!”

‘I must refuse, Tom Merry,” said Skimpole.

““ Oh, rats to this pottering about! Take it off the ass!”’

““Hold hard, Manners!” exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘* Why do you refuse,
Skimmy 7'’ : =

Skimpole went pink. His weedy form began to shake.

“ My only hat! What’s the matter with him?*’

Skimpole was too perturbed to take any notice of Lowther. He was
cramming the paper into his pocket as if life itself depended on it.

“ I must reserve my reason, Tom Merry,” he said.

The Terrible Three looked curiously at Skimpole. A suspicion seemed to
cecur to them, Tom Merry looked at Lowther, and Manners looked from
one {o the other. But the idea of Skimmy leading a wild life was too
ridiculous. They burst into laughter. - .

““ Pray allow me to pass, you fellows; you really ought not to detain me
like this, you know.””

. \']Vhat are you doing with a sporting-paper, Skimmy?"’ said Tom Merry

uietly. "

4 Skimpole nearly fell down in his agitation,

““1 am not doing with it at all, Tom Merry!” he faltered.

*‘ Then why are you so seedy about it, then?"’

Skimpole looked about for means to escape. But there were none. If
he fled along the Fourth passage he knew that he could not hope to outrin
the Terrible Three, should they choose to follow. Manners making another
move towards him, hé sat down on the stairs and slipped down almost as
far as where the chums were standing.

Moty Lowther and Manners picked him up.

“ Pray release me at once, Lowther and Manners!” he said.

“ All right! All right!” said Monty Lowther, grinning.

* Blessed if I understand him,” said Manners, releasing his hold, teo.

“I would explain, Tom Merry,” said Skimpole, looking scared. ‘“ But
I'm afraid of you misunderstanding me. I meant to keep this to myself——'""

‘“ No doubt, Skimm; #2 d
‘ * There you go, Lowther! I was going to say that it is not my paper,”
said Skimpole excitedly. 2
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# My only hat! And we caught him reading it!"

*¢ Really, Manners——'"

% How did you get it, then, Skimmy?*”

« I found it on the stairs, here, Tom Merry "

Moty Lowther whistled.

“ Some g¥ddy bounder looking for a chance to Fet expelled,”” he remarked.
" ““ Well, let’s have a look at it, anyway?” exclaimed Tom Merry.

. I can’t, Tom Merry: it’s not fit for you to read,” said Skimpole.

The Terrible Three could not believe their ears. ;

“ Well, I like that, after catching you up to your neck in it, anyway,
Bkimmy !’ said Tom Merry. %
““ You believe I found it here, Tom Merry?"’
{i “ Yes, Skimmy. I couldn’t believe you had given up old Balmycrumpet
*for that,”’ said Tom Merry.
““ Then T will Tive the paper to you, Tom Merry.”
“ Right-ho! T'll return it to you when I've done with it, Skimmy.”
- **I hope you will do no such thing, Tom Merry,” said Skimpole, with a
st ?‘t']:.‘ “ And I hope none of you fellows will mention my name intonnection
vith it.”’ .
“ Certainly not,” said Tom Merry, laughing. * But I don’t think any-
dy's likely to set you going as a giddy sportsman, Skimmy. Nobody
ould give you credit for leading a wild life.” *
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ : :
Skimpole blinked at the Terrible Three. Skimpole spent most of his
pare time in studying such important questions as Determinism, and
volution, and things of that sort, and felt a lofty contempt for outdoor
rts of every kind. It would certainly have required a very big stretch
b of the imagination to fancy Skimpole as a doggish youth.

! . No; I trust that anybod{ would recognise me as a person ‘of scientific
fléanings,’”” he remarked. ‘*1 should be sorry to be taken for a reader of
{*sporting-papers, or, indeed, newspapers of any sort. I trust you fellows
iwill not read that paper: T -

& ‘“ We shall try to find the owner,” said Tom Merry.
= *“ That is what I was going to do. . You had better leave it in my hands,
Fperhaps,’”’ said Skimpole anxiously. ‘I desire very much to give the owner
gof that paper a little lecture on tife subject——""

“ You would very likely get a thick ear,’” said Tom Merry.
“ Really, Merry: 3

“ Better leave it to us.”

“ Upon the.whole, I think——""

L' “ It’s all serene, Skimmy. We’ll find the owner.”

. - ““ However: Dear me, how rude of them to walk away while I am
alking ! said Skimpole, blinking after the chums of the Shell. * Tom
Merry! Lowther!”

But the Terrible Three were gone.

CHAPTER 9.
Guilty I

OM MERRY paused at his study door, and entered.
I Lowther and Manners followed him in.

The Terrible Three were looking very serious. It was no light
mhtter .finding a sporting-paper in the school. That some of tho
sniors read sporting news, and made bets on races, was an open
ret. Knox of the Bixth, and Sefton, and one or two more, were addicted to
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such things. Mellish and Levison of the Fourth were suspected of it. But
the fellow who had been most thoroujghly addicted to {Piackguardism of
that sort had been Lumley-Lumley—before his reform. But since
 Skimmy found this in the Fourth Form passage,” Tom Merry remarked
slowly. 3 1

““ It was dropped there by a junior,” said Monty Lowther. * Most likely
cne of the Fourth. I supposc we may as well speak out plainly. That
paper belongs to Lumley-Lumley.>”

‘I suppose it does!"” Tom Merry said slowly.

** No doubt on the subject,” said Mauners. ' You remember what Gussy
said about seeing him reading a pink paper in the common-room.”

Tom Merry’s face clouded.

“I've been trying to believe in Lumleg-Lumley,” he said, ‘ but—but
this is a little too thick. If this paper is his, it settles the matter.”

“ Yes, rather.”

“ But he’s entitled to the benefit of the doubt,”” went on the hero of the
Bhell. **If he denies that the paper is his, we are bound to take his word.’”

““ I suppose so,”” said Manners li’:ubtfully.

““ Better go and ask him, then,”” said Lowther. ‘*The sooner we get the
matter cleared up, the better; we don’t want anybody to see us with that
rotten paper in our hands.””

*‘ No fear!” i

‘“Come on, then! Lumley-Lumley’s in his study.”

The Terrible Three were at the Outsider’s door a minute later. Tom
Merry knocked, and opened the door. Lumley-Lumley was alone in his
study. Levison and Mellish shared that stm?y with him, but just now
they were not in the room. Tom Merry was glad of it. The Outsider
turned a flushed face towards the chums of the Shell as they entered. He
had been going through his pockets, as if in search of something he had
lost.

‘“ Looking for something?'* asked Monty Lowther.

““ Yes.”” . ;

““ What bave you lost?””

““ A paper!"” said the Outsider, with a troubled look. “I suppose I must
have dropped it somewhere, or else that cad Levison has got hold of it. 1
believe he saw it in my pocket, and the rotter is very spiteful,”

Tom Merry held out the pink paper.

““Is that it?"’ he asked quietly.

Lumley-Lumley gave a start, and stretched out his hand.

‘‘ Yes, that’s it!” he exclaimed. ‘‘ Where did you find it?"”

““I had it from Skimpole. He picked it up in the passage here.”

“ Thanks !**

Lumley-Lumley thrust the paper under his jacket. Then he turned a
crimson face towards the chums of the Shell. e could read in their looks
what they were thinking. 2

“ You know what that paper is?’* he asked, in a faltering voice.

““ Yes,” said Tom' Merry quietly. ‘“It’s a betting paper.” ~

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley nodd&d.

““And it is your property?"’ asked Tom Merry. .

“I guess s0.””

“* You admit it?"”

“ Yes,”
© ““Very well,” said Tom Merry quietly. “If it's your property, Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley, you can keep it. I've got nothing more to say. Come on,
you chaps.”

The Terrible Three turned quietly to the door again,
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g‘!—,l say——""
Tom Merry stop
€ Well?” ; -
¢ Nothing !”” said Lumley-Lumley after a pause.
The chums of the Shell left the study. In the passage they exchanged
lances.
g“l think it's pretty clear now,”” said Manners, in_a low voice. ‘ He
“did not even deny that the rotten paper was his. I don’t think we meed
.any more evidence.’’
A 'om Merry nodded.
8o I think!"” he said.
*It’s rotten! I always believed in Lumley-Lumley!"’ .
““So did I! I suppose he was taking us in—he has done so before,”” said
Tom Merry. ‘‘I’'m done with him, at all events.’” ¥
“ Same here!””
The Terrible Three returned to their study. They were all three fecling
‘somewhat gloomy and depressed. They had had faith in the reform of the
& Outsider of St. Jim's; and fhey had been slow to lose their belief in him.
‘And if he had been deceiving them—then his reform had been a pretence,
‘a lie all along, and he had been laughing in his sleeve at them all the
ime! ' The thought of that made their cheeks burn. s
They settled down to their preparation, but their brows remained clouded.
They could not help thinking of the discovery they had made. Therc was
tap at the door of the study, and the Outsider entered.
Lumley-Lumley was looking very pale and troubled. 2
The Terrible Three looked at him.grimly. The same thought was in -all
eir minds, that the Outsider had come fo make Some explanation, in his
d cunning way, to deceive them again.
“Can I speak to you fellows?’ asked Lumley-Lumley,
Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders.
"';es, if you like,” he said. &
“T'm sorry you saw that paper—""
T daresay you are!” saxdd Monty Lowther satirically. *You did not
mean to be bowled out, I suppose, if you could help it."” :
Lumley-Lumley .coloured.
I don’t mean that,” he said; ‘I mean it’s given you a false impression,
’:‘r‘;;!mid. You think that I've taken to rotten ways.”
es.’” ;
Lumley-Lumley winced. The Emmpft and unhesitating reply of the
Terrible Three seemed to cut him like a whip-lash.
““ Well, it isn't true!” he exclaimed.
The Shell fellows were silent.
1 know the look of the thing is against me,"” said Lumley-Lumley
‘awkwardly. ““ This is some of Levison’s doing! He took the paper, I
‘believe, and dropped it in the passage, so that it would be found. qwe
4his to him !”
‘¢ He couldn’t have done it if you hadn’t had the paper!™
“Well, no. But——"’
““ What did you have the paper for?”
' Lumley-Lumiey hesitated.
“T can’t very well explain,” he said slowly; “but you're doing me an
in_jnstiee in what you think of me, you fellows.”” .
*“ We're not children,”’. said Tom Merry quietly; ‘“ we can believe plain
idence, that’s all. I suppose you've been taking us in; you’ve done it
before, and we gave yo chance by believing in you. That's all!”
““You've no right to say-that! I—I-" ’

pbeegan Lumley-Lumley hastily.
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Tom Merry's eyes flashed. He rose to his feet. It was not only that he
felt a deep and bitter disappointment in the matter, but he was angered
by the thought that he had been made a fool of. He had alwa(gm stood up
for the Outsider, through thick and thin, and this was the end of it—the
discovery that he had been hoodwinked all the time! He felt as if he
could hardly keep kis hands off the blackguard of the Fourth. .

‘“No right to say it!’ he exclaimed. °'*Oh, you make me sick! You'd
better get out of this study while you're safe.”

Lumley-Lumley hesitatedy. .

“1 don’t want to quarrel with you——" he began,

““ Well, you will quarrel with me, if you speak to me again,” said Tom
Merry contemptuously. “I don’t want to have anything to do with you;
and, under the circumstances, I regard it as an insult, your coming into
my study at all.””

““ Hear, hear !’ said Monty Lowther: -

Lumley-Lumley’s eyes were glinting. His temper, too, was rising now,
Tom Merry pointed to the door, .

““ That’s your way !’ he said,

** Look here, hang you '

““ Oh; get out!”

““ Buzz off 1

R Han% you! I—"

L 2 Youw'll get out of this study !”* said Tom Merry, coming round the table.
**I'm not looking for trouble with you, but I don’t want you here! You're
not fit to talk to! You've lied to us, many a time, and more than ever -
since we took to believing in you! Will you go?” &

“No, I won't!” shouted Lumley-Lumley aavaie]y. ““ Liar yourself !’

No more was said. Tom Merry stepped up to the Outsider of St. Jim’s,
and the next moment the two juniors were in a tight embrace.

CHAPTER 10.
One Friend Left!

“ J GUESS it's not so easy!” gasped Lumley-Lumley, as he met Tom
Merry’s attack coolly enough.

To the leader of the Shell’s surprice his attack was not only
countered, but he was sent back with a heavy knock on the chin. Lumley-
Lumley followed him up.

But Tom Merry was never beaten with one blow. The blow stung him
fearfully, for the Outsider had always been a hard hitter even if he counld
not win fights. In a second, Manners and Lowther had swung the table oyt .
of the way and the two combatants closed. .

It was seen that Lumley-Lumley had profited by his ““ good > pericd.
His style of fighting was very much improved. From the first it was seen
that he had put it correctly when he said it would not be so easy for Tom

erry. ;

At the end of five minutes Lumley-Lumley was still to be “put out.”:
Tom Merry was finding the Qutsider a hard nut to crack,

Manners and Lowther could not disguise from themselves the fact that the
American fought like a fellow who believed he had right on his side: but
they thought the facts dead against him, and of course they did not
hesitate for a moment to back up their chief. "

*“ I'll shift you out, or I'll know why !"* said Tom Merry.

“ All serene!” said Lumley-Lumley, facing him as coolly as if it were
only a bout with the gloves.” “ You're in the wrong, Tom Merry——"



ﬁ : BY MARTIN CLIFFORD, Tzg

~'#And the fight went on. Tom Merry warming to his work made things
hum for the American youth. He believed. that it was his duty not to
‘have such a fellow in the study. He could easily have called npon Manners
and Lowther to collar the Outsider and drop him outside. ut Lumley-
#** Lumley had ‘‘ cheeked * him and he was determined to put him out himsel.%_
- Lumley-Lumley *‘took his change’’ .as if his face had been made of iron.
- All Tom Merry’s heaviest blows seemed to come alike to him. In return he
made the leader of the Shell gasp many a time, and Manners and Lowther
could not help but admire the Outsider’s stamina. At the end of another
five minutes both combatants paused for breath. Both were spent. But
. Lumley-Lumley stood waiting. He made not the least move to go.

“.Oh, get it over, Tommy !I"" cried Lowther. ¢ We'll be disturbed before
lnl’}g if you don’t!” -

om Merry grinned, almost savagely.

““Out you go!” he exclaimed, getfing up to Lumley-Lumley again.

“I guess I'm not going to be ordered about like a dog, Tom Merry

““Bah! Don’t let me hear you speak my name!"

““ All serene. You've got it bad, haven’t you?’”

“* And so have you!"’ roared Tom Merry, rushing in.

Quick as lightning, Lumley-Lumley avoided the blow, and before Tora
* Merry knew where he was he felt a stinging blow under the jaw which sent
him reeling to the wall. Lumley-Lumley’s eyes glittered. He was getting the
" best of it so far. Tom Merry had once given him an awful thrashing.
, Perhaps the thought of it rushed through the Outsider’'s mind? He came
for Tom Merry this time. 'The leader of the Shell was not so done as he
. thought, however. Hard knocking only served to make Tom Merry fight
. more determinedly than ever. e was a lonﬁer practised. athlete .than
i Jerrold Lumley-Lumley. His stamina could not be reduced by a few knocks.
- Moreover he could stand punishment every bit as well as the Outsider.
Lumley-Lumley put in all he had learned. But he found that attacking
Tom Merry was not so easy as defending himself. Tom Merry, nerved to
his highest tension, gave back more thanie received.

Lumley-Lumley felt the hard blows at last. His spirit, bucking up for
the short time since he had closed with Tom Merry, felt the strain. His
. heart was giving wa{. The hard knocks seemed like the hard words waich
he-had received lately. The g&wer of his resistance was breaking.

“ Oh, do get it over!" said Manners. *‘ I can hear fellows buzzing about
in the passage!”’ . i,

Both combatants gave him a look. Tom Merry was determined to throw
Lumley-Lumley out if the Head himself were there. Lumley-Lumley was
equally détermined. that he would be ground to powder first. L

“ Qut you go!”’ panted the leader of the Shell, as he got Lumley-Lumley
in a firm grasp.

But Lumley-Lumley managed to get his arms out, nevertheless, Tom
 Merry had cause for regret. The Outsider made good use of his fists, and in
the next throw Tom Merry was underneath. umley-Lumley had hardly
the breath to continue when the hero of the Shell leaped up and confronted
him like a lion. But he put up his hands. Then Manners and Lowther
felt ‘sorry for him. "The courage of Lumley-Lumley was a_ thing to be
_admired.” Tom Merry was now clearly the better man, as his getting. up
%’a from such a throw in such good form amply testified. But the way Lumley-
¥ Lumley defended himself was magnificent. Time after time Tom Merry
® got through his defence, but the Outsider stood it all. i
+ Lpsing fis patience at last with a fellow who could stand such punishment
‘and not clear out, Tom Mcrry closed with his adversary again. Then
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Jerrold Lumley-Lumley put up a really grand fight. Both fighters heard
the scurrying feet outside. The door was thrown open and Jack Blake and
Co. locked in just as the two juniors came to grips. Lumley again got the
best of the first tussle, Tom Merry coming up against the wall as if Jack
Johnson had sent him there. Lumley stared at the way he returned to
the charge.

** Oh, stop "¢m, for goodness sake!' cried Jack Blake.

“Try it, any of you!’ snapped Tom Merry.

And the fight went on. E

** It’s simply ridiculous, when you fellows can put him cut quite easily I'*
said Blake, .

“1 guess not——"2

‘Lom Merry squashed the rest of what Lumley-Lumley would have thrown
out in defiance. The hero of the Shell had his adversary round the waist
in no gentle hold, Lumley-Lumley gasped. He saw at once that the crucial
moment had arrived.

** Open the door, Lowther I’ shouted Manners.

“ Leave it!” panted Tom Merry. “‘I'll do it myself =

* Wots, deah boy. Leave Lumlay alome, or I'll give you a seveah
thwashin’ 4
- ““Shut up, you ass—’

** Weally, Blake =

“ Out you go!” roared Tom Merry as Lumley-Lumley at last was scen to
be slowly going towards the door.

Yor answer, the American youth somehow got his hand free, and the chums
of the Shell and Fourth stared when they saw him prizing Tom Merry’s chin
up. The leader of the Shell almost cried out, The pain was horrible. But
with a sudden jerk he managed to slip the hand, and before Lumley-Lumley
t:ou.l'?l make any better use of it, Tom Merry whirled him into the corner by
the door, H

““ Out you go, you rotter !’ shouted the furious leader of the Shell.

And openini the door he seized Lumley-Lumley by the collar. But Lumley-
Lumley was half on his feet in the moment of respite while Tom Merry
opened the door. In the inferior position as he was, he yet made a great
fight for it, and at last Tom Merry threw him across the passige outside.

““I'll bet you won't come here again, anyway !’ said Tom Merry.

Lumléy-Lumley did not rise for a moment.” He looked round the circle
of faces. None of the juniors could tell what was passing in his mind. One
thing was certain, however. . Although he had just been more roughly
hundled than anyone could remember, he did not appear to be taking it
spitefully. Least of all did he seem angry with Tom Merry. But no one
spoke to him as he lay there. More than one fellow  was sorry for him;
but what could th&y do, when they thought of Lumley-Lumley’s unenviable
record. Tom Merry was not the fellow to thrash a chap like this for
nothing.

‘* It’s all a big mistake, I guess,” said Lumley-Lumley, looking up.

“* Get away from here!” said Tom Merry.

“* 1 guess I'll go,’" said Lumley-Lumley, rising.

Still no one made any comment.

“1 say, Lowther——"% .

Monty Lowther looked straight at the Outsider. Lumley-Lumley was not

»

slow to understand,
** You don’t believe it of me, Blake——"" .
Jack Blake shrugged his shoulders. The Outsider looked at the others.
There was not a face that did not. seem tg reflect in Tom Merry’s favour.
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. They all clearly thought he had done right-in sacking the Outsider. All
g except one. Arthur AuFustus D’Arcy, a silent spectator of the scene, moved
** a little nearer to Lumley-Lumley. Blake threw n warning glance at the
.- Bwell of the School House; but I)’Arcy had evidently made up his mind on
something.

““ Not one pal left!” said Lumley-Lumley, bitterly,

And he walked away down the passage.

“ Bai Jove——"

“ What's the matter, ass!" cried Jack Blake. * Come here!”

For once Arthur Augustus forgot about such things as ““ dig.”” He started
- off at once after Lumley-Lumley.
~ ‘' Come back, you giddy ass!” said Blake.

** Wats " retorted Arthur Augustus. T think Lumlay has becn tweated
too woughlay. I say, Lumlay, old chap——" )

Lumley-Lumley half turned his head. He looked at D’Arciy in wonder.
He clearly thought some new indignity was being prepared for him. He
turned and faced Arthur Augustus, warily.

Arthur Augustus drew himself up in a very dignified manner,

““ I am the one fwiend left, Lumlay, deah boy,” he said.

———

CHAPTER 11
D'Arcy Declines.

ACKE BLAKE looked up from his preparation as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
came into Study No. 6. Digby, who had finished his prep., and was
roasting chestnuts, looked up too, with a ruddy face, from the fire.

Herries, who was mending a dog’s collar, belonging to Towser, his famous

bulldog, quitted even that interesting occupation, fo look at D’Arcy as he

~came in. Three deadly stares were fastened lﬁmu the swell of Sf. Jim’s
and they seemed to disconcert him somewhat. @ turned his eyeglass upon
the chums of the Fourth in turn.

** Weally, deah boys——"" he began,

2t 1t won't do, Grussy 1"

** Weally——"2 P

“* It won’t do!””

™I fail to understand you, deah boys,”” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
with dignity. ““ If you are wefewwin’ to my necktie, I assure you that it is

‘in the best of taste. I know perfectly well that a necktie, as a wule, should

harmonise in colour with a fellow’s eyes, but in the pwesent instance, con-

;gidewin’ the stwipes in*the waistcoat I am wearin— -

. ““Ha, ha, ha!

*“ Weally, Blake—""

* We weren’t talking about your necktie, fathead.’

“I wefuse to be called a futhcad. If you were not wefewwin’ to my
necktie, I suppose it is m% waistcoat you are alludin’ to in such a gwossly

- wude mannah. Pewwaps the stwipes are a little too thick -

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”* ‘ ?

Weally——*

It’s not the waistcoat.”

What is it then, you silly asses?’*

. Your manners and customs,”’ zaid Dighby, solemnly.

L ' Weally, Dig——"* '

- - ‘“ You have %een backing up Lumley-Lumley,” said Blake, seriously,

#You have been tending him and nursing him——"*
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“I've been lookin' aftuh the poor chap a bit,” said D'Arcy. * Tem
Mewwy gave him a feahful thwashin’.”*

““ He jolly well deserved it,” said Herries.

. ' Weally, Hewwies— *

_“ Fe deserved it, and he got it,"’ said Blake. * I don’t mind your helping
him to his study, and all that. But it’s got to stop there.”

“ In his study?™”

““No ass! I mean yon've got to drop him!”

“ Dwop him !”*

“Yes. It’s quite clear now that he’s the rotter, just as he used to be,
and we can’t have you going round with rotters.’

“ Can’t be did !"* said %igby.

““ Disgrace to the study !’ remarked Herries, with a shake of the head.

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye, and regarded the
<hums of Study No. 6 with considerable indignation.

“ I am surprised at you, deah boys,’’ he said. ‘“ As a wule, I make it my
invawiahle custom to be select, not to say swaggah, in the company I choose.

1 am bound to stick to Lumlay-Lumlay, howevah——""

“ Rats 1" -

““ If you say wats to me, Hewwies. 2
** Rats!”

“You uttah ass " :

Blake shook a warning forefinger at the swell of St. Jim’s.

“It won’t do, Gussy,”" he said decidedly. ** We can’t allow it. You'll
kave to drop Lumley-Lumley. He’s been taking us all in, and le's a
rotter.’” F o -

“Wats 1

** Why, you ass—""

** Yaas, wats!"’ said Arthur Augustus, firmly. “° I believe in Lumlay-
—i..lumley. I considah that circs. are against him, and I am goin’ to stick to

im,"

You frabjous ass—"’

“ 1 wefuse to be chawactewised as a fwabjous ass! I wegard it as my
"dutay to stick to a fellow who is down.”

“Yes, if he's down by no fault of his own,” growled Blake. *‘ But

- Lumley-Lumley is a rotter, and not fit for a clean chap to speak to."

“I am sowwy I cannot agwee with you, deah boy."”

** Look here, Gussy——""

“*I feel bound to stick to my posish,” said the swell of St. Jim’'s, firmly.
It would be quite imposs. for a D’Arcy to desert a chap in distwess.’"

** You ass——"’ o

“ Weally, Blake—"""

- *“ Look here, Lumley-Lumley has proved clearly enough that he's only
been playing a game on us all along,” exclaimed Blake, with heat. “It's
plain enough to everybody but you.™

“ I weally don't think so.™

“ Well, you can take my word for it."

““You are mistaleen, deah boy.””

“ Mistaken !" roared Blake.

** Yaas, wathah!'”

Jack Blake jumped up,  Herries and Digby jumped up too. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy regarded them through his monocle. He did not seem
to %)o alarmed. !

“ Now, look here,” said Blake, crossing between D’Arcy and the door;
“ we've got to have this out!”

** Yewy well, deah boy.”>
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** Lumley-Lumley is a rotten, rank outsider—-""

* Quite wrong——"" 2

“ A chap belonging to this study is not geing to talk to him. It's a

ace to the study, and let’s us all down,’”

Yes, rather,” said Herries.

Wats "™

‘ You've got to chuck him, Gussy.?’

D’Arcy shook his head.

“* Undah the circs., Blake, deah boy, I am bound to wefuse to do anythin’
the sort,”” he replied.

Blake snorted.

¢ “* You are going to set yourself up against the study, then,”” he exclaimed,
““I have no othah wesource, as you persist in backin’ up against my

pinion.  Tt*would be much bettah to wely on the opinion of a fellow of tact

pd judgment.’”

£°“ Aond what are you going to do about that rotter?”’ demanded Blake

wrathfully, X

® “I'm goin" to stick to him,” said D’Arcy firmly. “I'm goin’ {o take
im undah my wing, and be a fathah to him, as you suggested yourself.”

| *“ Fathead !”

‘“ Weally, Blake, I twust you will not persist in usin’ these oppwobwious

pressions, and force me to thwash you! I feel bound to look aftah

umlay-Lumlay. The chap has a vewy bad twainin’, and he may be gettin’
0 twouble again; but 1 am convinced that he is doin’ his best. .I am

goin’ to keep an eye on him. I.am goin’ to see that he does not leave the coll.

3 'thlo[utihavin’ me with him to see that he doesn’t gef into mischief: o
Sy hat 17 3

i £1 Agd if he goes without m gcrmish, I shall follow him, and see what he

foes, and westwain him,”” aaig *Arcy firmly.

- ' Well, of all the fatheads——"’

* I wefuse to be called a fathead!”

You’ll find that he’s going to the Green Man again, and putting money

horses!”” growled Digby.

. “ I wathah think not. But if I find out anythin’ of the sort, I shall dwop

wottah at once, of course, aftah givin® him a fearful thwashin’ for

gceivin’ me!"

& ‘* You'll drop him now,” said Jack Blake resolutely.

¢ Imposs, deah boy.”

- Then we’ll bump you till you agree.’”

i Wats ™

:*“ Look here, Gussy- 2

‘I decline to agwee, and I should uttahly wefuse to be bumped !”

I tell you G . .

“Pway Ewop the subject. deah boy," said Arthur Augustus, with a wave

the hand. ““ You are weally beginnin’ to bore me, you know, and——

! Ow! Leggo! Yawooh!”

ree pairs of hands descended upon Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and he

seized and whirled oft his feet. .

He struggled frantically in thg grip of his three chums. But he was

erless.

Now, then!"’ exclaimed Blake.

Ow! Yawooh!”

Are you going to chuck Lumley-Lumley ’*

Yow! No!*

Bump him !"*
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“ Yow! Welease me! Gwoooooooh!”
Bump! .o
“ Are you going to chuck the OQutsider?"”
“Ow! No! Yow!”
Bump! DBump!

“ Now, then, Gussy, are you going—""

““No!"’ roared D'Arcy.

Bump!

My hat! Of all the obstinate asses!”’ exclaimed Blake, in disgust,
“ Now, then, Gussy, we’ll give you one more chance, and if you say no,
we’ll bump you, hard, and sling you out of the study. Are you going to
chucil.q:_ I;umley-Lum]ey?”

“ No!”

Bump!

* Yawooh !"

“ Open the door, Dig ™

The door slung open. Arthur Auwgustug D'Arcy went ‘with a whiz in
the passage, and sprawled there on the linoleum, gasping. The door
slammed, and the key was turned in the lock.

T

CHAPTER 12.
S8kimpole is Anxious.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY staggered to his feet. -
A He was &tremely dishevelled, and he was dusty, and his bones
were aching from the bumping. But he did not think of that.
He was thinking only of avenging his injuries. He rushed at the study
door, and wrenched at the handle. The &oor was locked, and refused to
budge. D'Arcy hammered at the upper panels with his fist.

“Open this door, you uttah wottahs!'* he shouted.

S ng, ha, ha!”

“ Let me in!"

“ Rats!”

“You feahful wottahs!”

“You're not coming into this study again till you’ve chucked Lumley-
Lumley,” said Blake, through the key! ole. ‘“We won't have you!"

“ No fear!”” said Digby and Herries together.

“ You—you uttah beasts!”

“ Oh, go and dust yourself I

“ ordah you to open this door—""

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

« Blake, you wottah——""

* Go and eat coke!”

Arthur Augustus hammered furiously on the door. Reilly of the Fourth
put his head out of the adjoining study, and yelled. .

“Tare an’ ’ounds! Stop that row, ye spalpeen!" he roared. * Faith,
and how is a boy-to do his prep. with you startin’ earthquakes in the pas-
sage, intoirely?”’ ¢ % =

“I am sowwy, Weilly—""

¢Then chuck it, you ass!"

< Undah the circs. I must decline to chuck it. I am bound to hammah
at this door till they open it, as——""

- ‘:,IKS you hammer at that door again, I'll jolly well hammer at you!" roared
cilly. ’
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3

- % Weally, you know
“ Stop it, i31u:m silly omadhaun !** -

Hammer, hammer, hammer !
Arthur Augustus did not stop it; and Reilly was as good as his word.
'The boy from Belfast rushed out into the passage, and hurled himself upon
ithe swell of St. Jim's. They clasped one another, and in a moment were
hirling round the passage in deadly conflict.

*“ Ow, you wottah——"’
. “ Arrah, then, you spalpeen

* I will thwash you et
“ Sure, I'll pulverise yc g
€ Oy 17 .
“ Oh1”
The Terrible Three came along the passage. They exchanged a grin, and
¢'Tushed upon the two combatants, and dragged them apart.
" ‘“ What’s the trouble?’ asked Tom Merry.
“Ow! Lemme get at the boundah ! =

““ Faith, and let me get a hould on the spalpeen——"’
“ Chuck it!” said Tom Merry, laughing; and he pushed Reilly into his
Petudy. ‘“ Now, Gussy, keep your wool on!”’
1 wefuse to have my hair alluded to as wool—"
‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”
““ Weally, you Shell wottahs——"*
£ “* But what’s the trouble?”’ asked Manners pacifically.
. ““Blake and Hewwics and Dig have turned me out of the studay, and
Klocked the door!” gasped Arthur Augustus. s

. Monty Lowther gave a whistle.
L ‘“My hat! What’s that forr”’ : ;

. ‘“ Because'l stick to Lumiay-Lumlay!"” .
" Tom Merry looked grave.
“* And the rest of the study want you to drop him?’* he asked.
“ Yaas, wathah!”
““ Then you’d better do as the study wants, Gussy,” said Tom Merry
fecriously.  ‘“ It seeems to me that Lumley-Lumley is found out, and he can’t
: x‘}ae‘(’:‘; a d|e,cent chap to stick to him.”

s

““ Look here, Gussy: A 5

. ““I'm stickin’ to him through thick and thin,”” said Arthur Augustus,
#“ and I'm hound to go into this studay, because I've got some lines to do.’”
“ You can do them in our study, old son,” said Manners. : -

. ““ Oh, vewy well! Thank you vewy much!” I)Arcy tapped at the door
bof No. 6. ““I shall give you fellows a feahful thwashin’ to-mowwow [’*

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

£ You uttah wottahs!™

' ‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”’

Arthur Augustus walked away down the %assagc to the Shell quarters, -
reathing very hard through his nose. The Terrible Three went their way.
D’Arcy settled down to write his imposition at Tom Merry’s table in an
iextremely indignant frame of mind. Nothing would ever eradicate from
EArthur Augustus’s noble mind the idea that he should be considered the head
of the study, and to be forcibly ejected because he declined to take orders
from the others was like receiving insult added to injury. He frowned
imajestically over his lines as he wrote them out.

l:*e finished them at last, and rose to his feet.

i “* Bai Jove, I think I will weturn to No. 6, and see if those fellows arg
dnclined to listen to weason!” he murmured.
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“ Ahem! Is that you, D’Arcy?” .

Skimpole of the Shell blinked into the study. Arthur Augustus adjusted
his ?eg[asu and glanced at the genius of St. Jim's.

“ Yaas, wathah!"

* I came here to see Tom Merry,” Skimpole explained. *I handed him
a paper that I found in the Fourth Form passage this evening, and he has
not returned it to me——"’ .

* Oh, you found the papah, did you?" said Arthur Augustus grimly.

Skimpole blinked at him.

““Yes, I found it,”” he s{»}d. ““Tom Merry said that he would return it
to the owner if he found him, and—"

“ Pwobably he hasdone so.”” k

“As a matter of fact,”” said Skimpole confidentially—“as a matter of
fact, you know, I am somewhat uneasy about the matter. I have reflected
upon it, remembering Professor Balmycrumpet’s remark that a true Deter-
minist should always mind the business of other people as well as his own.
I fear, I’Arcy, that someone at St. Jim’s is leading a rotten life, from the
discovery of that paper—a wicked life, D’Arcy.”

*“Oh, wats!” b : ¥

“I am determined, from a senmse of duty, to discover the owner of that

aper, and remonstrate with him,’” said Skimpole. “‘I shall point out to
Eim that he is bound to come to a bad end if he leads a wicked life!™

“ Weally, Skimmay——"" .

“Ts it you, D'Arcy?”

D’Arcy jumped.

“ Whatt"” .

Skimpole pointed a bony forefinger at him.

¢ Are you leading a wicked and depraved life?"’ he defhanded magisterially.

““ Bai Jove!” x g

“If you are, I beg to remonstrate with you—I implore you, before it is
too late, to renounce—"’

““ You uttah ass!” shricked D'Arcy. #

“ Really, m{] dear D'Arcy—"" .

““ The apah was not mine, you fwightful ass, and I'm not leadin’ =&
depwaved life, or anythn’ of the sort, you fwabjous fathead!”

*“*Oh, very well, I accept your assurance!” said Skimpole, -
Oh!”

Skimpole sta% d into the study as he received a slap on the shoulder
from behind. e Terrible Three walked in cheerfully, and Monty Lowther
laid a paper bag on the table. Skimpole blinked at them through his big
spectdcles, and rubbed his shoulder.

“ Really, you fellows——"" .

““It's all Tight, Skimmy,” said Monty Lowther blandly. *I've just seen.
Figgins, and we've been having a trial who can stand the hardest knock.
I hit him as hard as that, and he never turned a hair.”

“Bai Jove! Really Lowther——"* !

“Don’t be alarmed, Skimmy,"” said Monty Lowther. “ Now stand here
and put your head against the door-post—"" .

‘“Ahem! Really—"

“1 will strike you as !Jard as I can upon the nose,” continued Lowther,
sparring up to the astonished Skimpole; ** that will bang the back of your
head upon the door-post. You will make a mental note of your sensations,
which will be invaluable for a report to a scientific journal—"*

“Oh, really—"" .

# Now keep your head still—""
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” .

dear Lowther
low, don’t move, and I shall just catch you—— Where are you going,

?
Ekimpole did not stop to explain. He dodged out of the open door-
and dashed down the passage—in his hurry even forgetting to inquire
Terrible Three whether they were leading a wicked and depraved life.

CHAPTER 13.
AP Ci Y

A, ha, ha!”
The - juniors roared with laughter as Tom Merry slammed- the

door after the fleeing genius of the Shell. Skimpole was gone,
henever Skimpole was gone, it raised the spirits of his Form-fellows.
pole was a good-tempered and harmless fellow, and nobody disliked
But he was a terrific bore.
ai Jove!” ejacnlated D’Arcy. °° The uttah ass!™”
‘Ha, ha, ha !’
have finished my impot, deab boys,”” said the swell of St. Jim’s; “I
vewy much obliged to you, and I will leave your studay now——"'
0h, stay and have some cake,”” said Monty Lowther; * we've brought in
lunt vake for supper.’”
®Thank you vewy much, deah boy.’>
fie door opened. .
hanks, so will we,”” said Jack Blake cheerfully, as he came in, appar-:
not noticing the dagger-like glance that Arthur Augustus D’Are
in his direction. *‘‘That cake looks nice! I thought we should fin
5y here, too!” v v
Weally, Blake——"’
“Aren't you going to do your impot to-night, Gussy?’ asked Dig,

1 }iwe done it, you wottahs!

Oh, good!” said Blake, with his mouth full of cake; but whether he
ferred to the fact of D'Arcy’s impot being dome, or to the quality of the
fe, was not clear. -

3 ou—">" 2
good cake!”” said Herries. :

Glad you like it,”” said Lowther. *‘I was just speaking about a wheese
igging’s. He says he can stand as hard a whack as a chap can give

“I’'ll try him {o-morrow,’ said Blake.
£ Only you must let him give you one back!” explained Lowther,
¥#Oh! Ahem! I'll think about it! Gimme some more cake.”’
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned his eyeglass scornfully upon Blake.
I twust you would not back out fwom a competition with a New House
pndah, Blake,”’ he exclaimed.
ake chuckled.
Ohd, we’ll let you represent the School House, on an occasion like that,’*
aid.
should be quite willin” *, .
onty Lowther shook his head. .
¥'Couldn’t be done,”’ he said. * Gussy is too delicate—3
Weally, Lowthah—""
B* You couldn’t do it, Gussy!”’ said Monty Lowther solemnly. He passed
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his hand over his chest, feeling for the bladder full of red ink that he had
placed there, in preparation for this little jape on the swell of the School
Hdouse. “I'm afraid you would be hurt, and we should have to explain to
your sorrowing parents——"’

““You uttah ass! I am quite willin’ to pwove it by twyin’ conclusions
with you,” D’Arcy exclaimed excitedly. ‘‘If you like to stand up to a
whack fwom me, I will stand up to a whack fwom you, you gwinnin’ ass!”

Monty Lowther shook his head.

“ Oh, go it,”” said Blake. ‘' Only Lowther gets the first whack!"

*“ Yaas, wathah!””

“I’m afraid of hurting Giussy,”” Monty Lowther explained seriously. ‘It
would be horrible to inflict any damage on the one and omly, and e

Arthur Augustus I’Arcy’s eye gleamed behind his monocle.

“Wats! 1 could certainly stand as -hard a blow on the chest as you
could, Lowthah!”’

““ Brag, my son!" said Lowther, grinning.

“ Weally, 'wthah. B :

“ Well, get about it, you fathead!™

““ Weally, Blake! That wemark is unwawwantable! T shall administah
a sound thwash——""

Tom Merry, Lowther, Manners and Blake shook their heads sadly.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy knew only too well what they meant by it.

!¢ I—wefuse to be considered dottay- =

““ Ha, ha, ha ! .

““ As a matter of fact, Gussy, you know as well as I do that your biceps
are too weak.” .

" “Ha, ha, ha!”

“You are a beastly wottah, Lowthah!"* almost shouted the Swell of the
School House. X

““ But you haven't any biceps, my son,” persisted Lowther, with a grin.

Arthur Augustus tried to reply. But for once he was unable. ords
failed_him. e was too full, He glared at Lowther as if he contemplated
that youth’s instant destruction.

I wepeat, Lowthah——"' he began.

“ Yes. But do something, ass!" said Manners.

“I will, bai Jove!”” said D’Arcy. ;

‘And without more ado he procceded to take off his coat.

*** Say your prayers, Lowther,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Be merciful as you are strong, won’t you, Gussy?" said Lowther, noting
Arthur Augustus’s elaborate preparations. ““I'm ouly a 2
““ Garrulous idiot, deah boy ! said’ Arthur Augustus, helping him out.

“Yes, but——""

“I wefuse tc let you back out of it now, Lowthah !"* i

“Idiot! I was going to say that being the challenged party, I have the
right to choose which particular part of me you shall hit."”

he chums grinned. D’Arcy looked up in surprise.

““I think you are perfectly widiculous, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, fixing
Lowther wit.l{ the coldest of stares through his monocle.

““Oh, I don’t know. You might hit him below the belt, Gussy."”

‘“ Weally, Manners——"’

*Or you might slip, old son,” said Tom Merry, ““through overtaxing
your strength——"*

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

# For goodness’ sake get ready, Gussy!" said Blake. * You're like an
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fwoman, . Don't jaw so much, Lowthah will die of old age before you're«
y if you don’t buck up,’*

a, ha, ha!”’ -

If I were not gettin® weady, Blake,’”” went on D'Arcy threateningly, as

olled up his sleeves, *“ I'd——"2

Get ready?”’ suggested Lowther. ““Have you a bit of chalk, Tom

y. I might as well be marking the spot for the lumnatic.”

rthur Augustus D’'Arcy’s eyes flashed. He was dangerously near the

fat of getting angry. But he kept his temper, as Lowther took the chalk

ich Tom Merry handed te him.

I"!l make a nice big mark, Gussy,” said Lowther provokingly., “I¥'ll

L safer.” :

Ha, ha, ha!l”

Pway are you weady, Lowthah?'

Can you see the spot, Gussy?’ asked Lowther, pointing to the huge

s he had marked on his chest. s ~

°Of course I can, Lowthah. What a widiculous question.” I'm goin’ to

< {ou into the middle of next week, deah boy.”

Hold me up, Tom Merry,” said Lowther, making a comical pretence of

Inting away.

#'What wot, Lowthah! Pway pwepare yourself!”

¢ Just here, remember, Gussy,”” said Lowther foldiu.g his arms below the

ik mark. ‘“No tricks, you know. But he can’t give much of a blow,

** continued the joker of the Shell, turning to Tom Merry, Blake, and

adn’t you better have a drink of Bovril first, Gussy?'3
Ha, ha, ha!” F
* I'm in’ to stwike, Lowthah——'"
=1 told you he wanted to cry off, kids,”’ laughed Lowther. -
hur Augustus was speechless with indignation for a moment, Then
i wrath poured over Lowther, so to speak.
¥ No, no, you wastah, Lewthah!" he exclaimed. “You know I do not
n any such thing.”"
nd doubling his fist he made a wild drive at Lowther,
onty Lowther was on the alert. He had no difficulty in dodging the

I* All right! All %ilghtt" he cried. ‘“ But don’t take a chap unaware like
at. I'm ready! old the lunatic off, Tom Merry!"

Merry. and Manners seized the Swell of the School House.

** Only to place you in posish, Gussy,” said they, by way of explanation.
¥’ Arcy was mollified for the moment.

e made up his mind to give Lowther a blow that would more than stop
japing. Lowther grinned and placed himself in position, bugging the
gdder under his coat so that it was exactly under the chalk mark.
There was a slight protruberance, but D’Arcy was too excited to notice

: wasﬂfearful!y angry with Lowther, and. he rolled his shirt sleeves

er still.

Good-bye, Lowther,”’ said Manners mournfully.

¥ Farewell,”” answered Lowther, ‘‘You're sure you can .see the mark,
sy? . I.don’t want to suffer any more than is necessary.’”

gﬂ, ha, ha!” 2

# I shall punch you on the nose, Lowthah, in another minute!”

’ Tlllmt'[r,:,somethxng like it, Gussy,” said Blake approvingly. “ Buck up,
wiher ! ' 4 . ¥
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““ Righto!”

‘As hge spoke Monty Lowther loosened the hutton of his jacket. Nothing
but his folded arms supported the bladder in position.

Tom Merry and Manners were bursting with suppressed laughter.

Blake thought they looked strange, but he said nothing.

¢ Weady, Lowthah?"

*“Yes."”

D’Arcy’s fist shot back to his shoulder.

% On the chalk mark, mind ! yelled Lowther.

*“ There you are, deah boy!"’

_As he spoke, D’Arcy’s fist went out like a piston-rod.

“*Ow! Splosh! Squelch!”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" ;

Monty Lowther flung his jacket open at what shilling shocker writers
call the psychological moment. Arthur Augustus’s fist burst the bladder as
if it had been tissue paper, and a “ fiery "’ stream poured over him.

“ You unspedkable wottah, Lowthah !” he yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha! Ain’t he nice, kids!"” laughed the joker.

D’'Arcy was indeed a sight. Red ink oozed from him, so to speak. His
face was striped like the American flag. His shirt front had become striped
print. His elegant trousers had a new ‘“line’ in the pattern.

“It’s an all red week!” grinned Manners. * Glad to see you support
British manufacture, Gussy. Ha, ha, ha!” -

“(iroo! Goosh! Ow!” roared D’Arcy, trying to wipe the stuff off his

TSON.

L And your biceps are all right after all, Guss,” said Lowther consolingly.
« You howwid wuffian I’ shouted D’Arcy, making another swipe at Lowther.
Lowther, by the skin of his teeth, as the saying is, just managed to evade

the n_ngr{{ swell of the School House. But Gussy did not mean to be done so

easily. e rushed at Lowther again, and the joker, seeing nothing else for
it, bolted through the open study door. %

Down the passage he ran, D'Arcy hot on his wake, breathing wild fury,
and streaming red ink. A yell of laughter followed them from Tom Merry’s
study. #

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Stop, you wottah!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake wiped his eyes.

“ Oh, Gussy will be the death of me, I know!” he gasped. *“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Montqr Lowther and Arthur Augustus disappeared down the passage. The
jape being over, and the cake finished, Blake and Herries and Digby de-
parted. Ten minutes later, Monty Lowther came in, a little breathless, and
grinning. He looked cautiously round the study before he came in.

“T dodged him on the boxroom stairs,”” Monty Lowther explained. “IL
believe he’s searching the Loxroom in the dark for me now.”

And the chums of the Shell yelled again. 5

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

CHAPTER 14,
No Exit
ACK BLAKE and Herries and Digbg had gone down to the junior com-
mon-room. Arthur Aufustus ‘Arcy joined them there about ten
minutes later. The swell of St. Jim's was looking very dusty, and very
breathless, and there were signs of the red ink all over him, though he had
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fie his best to clean himself. The chums of the Fourth grinned as they saw

‘Slain him?"” asked Blake.
‘Weally Blake—'" ) .
Oh, he’s‘!l‘:illed him !’ said Digby. ‘I can see the signs of the blood on
ousers |
FHa, ha, ha!”

Oh, Gusgy! What have you done with the body?””
£ Weally, you uttah asses—"

Chimney’s a good place,’” said Herries. ‘*I remember reading in a news-
once about a body being hidden in a chimney. Do you want any help
the thing, Gussy?”
' Weally Hewwies—’
# Better go and clean the blood off before the police get on the scent,”” said

»

¥ You uttah ass! You know perfectly well that it is not blood——"

 If it should be seen. I don’t see how you could escape being hung,”
d Blake solemuly, ““and if you were hung, Gussy, think. how it would
i1 your necktie!™ $ g

¥ Weally, Blake—"’

Of coiirse, if you object to the strain, you might have gas,
pwing up Blake’s lead.

# You uttah chump, Digby! Pway may I ask if you have got ovah your
Miculous follay, Blake. I wish to entah the studay to change my attiah

a3

said Digby,

've no doubt you do,’” said Blake. *“ But it can’t be did—""
® Not much!” ‘said Herries and Digby. * Not till you chuck Lumley-
mley, anyway.”’ o :
3 BG;ides,“ said Blake, ‘ hadn’t you better bury Lowther, now you’ve
i im#** i ’
hur Augustus looked unutterable things at Jack Blake.
ke, Herries, and Digby grinned. i
#* Weally, Blake!"” began D’Arcy again, ““isn’t it time you behaved like a
fown up and wesponsible person. It is uttahly widiculous to keep a fellow
i of his studay, when he is in a condition like this !’” :
pd Arthur Augustus D’Arcy held out his hand, and surveyed his dilapi-
condition. 2 2 e
k¢ Ha, ha, ha!”’ b
Weally, deah boys, this is more than a joke
* Ha, ha, ha!”’
k' Weally ! .
* If you hadn’t been in such a hurry to go to Tom Merry and Co.’s placo
s wouldn’t have happened,” said Blake. ** By this time you would, of
firse, have given in about Lumley-Lumley, and ali would have been well

1

>

ou uttah wottah, Blake, to suggest that a D’Arcy would evah go back

fwiend——"’ s

I did not say that, Gussy!”

' It comes to the same thing, deah boy !"* i . i

Blake shrugged his shoulders. There was no raillery in his tone now.

rries, and Digby, too, looked serious emough. The mention of the Out-
had done it. .

“Yes, it does come to the same thing, Gussy,” retorted Blake. ““Give him
nd it will-be all right—>" . - ..~ )

'T wefuse! I wefuse, uttahly !’
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** That ends if, then,” said Blake, turning away. * Come on, kids!™”

He walked away leaving Gussy tattered and forlorn, and Herries and
Digby followed him.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s indignation would not allow him to speak. That
he, the accepted leader of Study number six, should be treated thus!
Contumely fo a D’Arcy! He started in pursuit of Jack Blake. The D’Arcy
fist should come down heavy upon him!

But Arthur Augustus had delayed too long. When he arrived outside the
study door, it was locked and closed. The fact that it was Arthur Augustus’s
second experience of this sort of thing did not make it any easier for him to
bear. He rushed to the door and hammered on it.

‘“ Open the door, you wotten wastahs!” ho cried. - i

“ Rats!”

““Open it, I say!” G

““Yes, we hear you, little yellow bird!"” came Blake’s voicer “ But we've
put {";)ll:l't(:leun trousers outside. Go away, there's a good boy!”

o at!” .

D’Arcy’s monocle was jammed in his eye in an instant. He had fondly
hoped a further humiliation was impossible. But there they were on the floor.
The chums had put a complete change for him outside the study door. The
act in itself was a good one, D’Arcy knew. But changed times bring changed
minds. At another time Arthur Augustus would have found it in his heart
to forgive Blake, Herries, and Digby. But not now. They had had the un-
pardonable audacity to put a portion of his immaculate dress outside the
*“ home * so to put 1t, just like they might have thrown out a tramp’s rags.”

“Yon unspeakable——"" -

“ Give up tho Outsider!”

“T wefuse! I uttahly wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort!”

“Then you can go and change your bags in the dormer. Ta, ta!”

D’Arcy looked angrily at the door of his study for a moment, Then he
picked up his things.

““ Yaas, wathah,” he murmured, *“ I'd dwess anywhere before I'd con-
sent to go back on a fwiend. Wathah!" 3

And having wrestled with himseif and won, Arthur Augustus retired to the
Tourth Form dorm., holding his things at arn’s-length so that they might
escapo red-ink, but looking like a conquering hero, nevertheless, if the
maujestic carriage of his head had any suggestion in it. Arrived in the dormer,
the swell of the School House looked at his watch. It was hardly worth
changing for such a short time. Arthur Augustus resolved on a luxurious
wash and then bed. Returning from the bath-rooms ten minutes later, he
took a hook from his locker and read. Presently the chums came crowding
up. Arthur Augustus took not the slightest notice of Jack Blake and Co.
‘He sot on the edge of his bed as if he kad been a statue.

There was the usual merriment of the hour, to be sure, but a hush fell on
dormer as Jerrold Lumley-Lumley entered it. He smiled, but no one said a
word to him. .

* Good-night, Gussy !"* he said, as he passed D’Arcy.

¢ Ah, that you, Lumlay deah boy? Good-night!”

Blake, Herries and Digby scowled. They had hardly expected Arthur
Augustus to keep matters up. They thought, that it was only a joke. Gussy
had ** cottoned ** to a foolish idea which he would think better of when they
came to bed. But D’Arcy did not look the least bit like what they had ex-

cted.

“ You’'re a fool, Gussy !'” said Jack Blake, as he turned in. y .

Arthur Augustus coloured for a moment. But he collected himself with
great control.
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“ For the sake of argument, I'll even go o far as to admit the pwobability,
flake,”” he said. ‘ But I hope I shall nevah go back on a fwiend.’
g There were murmurs from some parts of the dormer, but Arthur Augustus
ed them not, and Kildare having given them their conje a minute or
0 later all agreed to let the matter of the Outsider stand over till morning,
only the sound of deep breathing awoke the echoes of the fine old
om. As soon as he was convinced that all were aslecp, Arthur Augustus
] ghped out of bed and turned the key in the lock, taking the key back to bed
im.
‘‘ That’s all wight,”” he murmured, as he laid his head down on the pillow.
But sleep was not for Arthur Augustus yet. Just as he was dropping off he
eard . a sl}ilgh('. noise over near the door. In an instant D’Arcy was out
Bf bed. e crept swiftly to the door. In the dim light he saw a figure.
Vhoever it was, was striving hard to turn the handle of the dormer door.
D’Arcy watched him. There was no chance of the fellow getting out. As
rthur Augustus already suspected it was Lumley-Lumley, the good-natured
ell of the School House thought he would give the Outsider a chance to get
pack to bed before he spcke to %lm The fellow was down on his luck, D’Arcy
eflected. He had given his word to the Head that he was not on any dis-
nourable business the other night. No doubt Lumley-Lumley wanted to
out now for the same purpose. The thought made D’Arcy peer more
iously through tlie gloom. ~Lumley-Lumley was dressed ! e meant to
ve the college then, if he could. Arthur Augustus was looking round for
thery means to get out. His eye lighted on the windows.
** All serene!” D’Arcy heard him murmur,
. And in a moment he was climbing on to one of the sills, after he had ntly
; ed the window. Arthur Augustus had one thing only to do. He did it.
Lumley was in the act’of dragging his-leg up, the swell of the School
House grabbed him round both shins.
"gtbv;orll‘t. do, weally, Lumlay!”* he whispered. “ You must come down,
peah . boy 1™ : :
b ““ Oh, do let me-go, D'Arcy !” pleaded the Outsider, recognising his' captor.
““ Imposs., deah Eoy’ I cannot possiblay connive at bweakin’ bounds Lum-

““I'm not bent on any rotten tricks, really, Gussy——** .
““ Bai Jove—— But it cannot be done, weally, Lumlay. Bweakin’ bounds
8 bweakin® bounds. You must go back to bed, weally!”
D’Arcy’s voice was entreating rather than otherwise. Lumley was silent.
““ And you’ll give me your word, won’t you, deah boy?”’ went on Arthur
Augustus. “'I weally cannot let you bweak bounds, Lumlay, whatevah it
8. Give me your word, old chap, that you won’t make anothah attempt
o get out of hgre to-night.”” .
- Ther'e was a brief silence. Then Lumley-Lumley felt a hand take his in tke
dark.
¢ ‘“Done, Gussy!” he said, “I give my word |
': Honah bwight?™’

es !’ .

. ** Vewy well, deah boy!”’ .

And Arthur Augustus released the Outsider of St. Jim’s. He returned
uietly to his bed. He did not even listen to learn if Jerrold Lumley-Lumley
id the same.

£ “* Gussy, you ass!” It was a voice from Blake’s bed, Blake had been
wakenea". .*“ Do you think he will keep his werd?”

* Weally, Blake——>*
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“ fgg 1

““ Weally, you know——"*

‘“ Brorerr! Go to sleep!”

1 {)im eunv"inced that Lumlay-Lumlay will keep his word, deah boy.”

e , rats!”

And Blake settled down to sleep again. But Arthur Augustus was right.
Jerrold Lumley-Lumley did keep his word, and he did not make another
attempt to leave the dormitory that night. :

CHAPTER 15,
Thactless.
ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY was looking-a little harassed in the morn-
ing. As a rule, the Outsider of St. Jim’s faced anything that could
happen to him with the same front of cool and steady indifference. It
seemed impossible, as a rule, to break through Lumley-Lumley's icy covl-
ness.

But it was pretty piain that it was broken through at last.

Perhaps the physical suffering he experienced aﬁer the fight with Tom
Merry in the Shell study, contributed. That, added to the trouble that-was
on his mind. At all events, the Outsider was not looking himself at all when
he turned out of bed at the clang of the rising bell in the morning. '

Very few of the Fourth-Formers spoke to him. The Fourth—the School
house portion of the Form, at all events—were accustomed to taking their
lead from Blake and Co. And Jack Blake cut the Outsider.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was the one friend left, the only fellow in the
dormitory who cared to appear friendly to the Outsider.” And he was
evidently in trouble with his own chums about it. 4

D’Arcy made it a point to talk to Lumley-Lumley while they were
dressing. Blake and Co. maintained a grim silence.

But Lumley-Lumley’s replies to D'Arcy’s remarks were very absent, and
after a time the fact dawned upon the swell of 8t. Jim’s that Lumley was
not listenidg to him. He finished tying his necktie, *and jammed his
monocle into his eyes, and turned a rather indignant look upon the junior.

“Weally, Lumlay-Lumlay, that is too bad!" he exclaimed. * I asked
you if you considahed my new waistcoat a success, and you said yaas, and
then I asked you if yourgtefewed the othah one, and you said you had not
noticed either. I wegard you as a careless boundah, not to pay attention
upon an important subject.”

“« Ehot

»

‘“ You are not listenin’ to me, Lumlay-

““Yes, I am,” said Lumley-Lumley. * What did you say?”

** Weally, Lumlay-—**

“I'm finished,” said the Outsider. “TI guess I'll go dowWn now.” .

““ Vewy well,” said Arthur Augustus, with & great deal of dignity, I
am not weady yet, but pway don’t wait for me.”’

And Lumley-Lundey did not. . .

When Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came down, ten minutes later, Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley was walking in the quad. by himself, his hands thrust deep
into his nockets and a wrinkle on his brow. D’Arcy did not go towards
him. But Levison and Mellish of the Fourth came over to the Outsider
and nodded to him familiarly. .

“ Feeling a bit down?” asked Levison,

Lumley-Lumley nodded. ;

I guess so,” he said abruptly.
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¥ ““Tom Merry gave you a jelly good thumping, I must say,” Mellish
fremarked,
b ““ Oh, shut up.”
k. “ You couldn’t expect to tackle him with your fists,”” said Levison, with
ia grin. * ““ You shouldn’t have tried. There are other ways.”
' ‘I owe it all to you, you cad!” said the Oulsider, with a glint in his
eyes.
Levison assumed a look of surprise.
° ‘I don’t sec how you make that out,”” he remarked.
{ * You put the paper in the passage where it was found.”
“ Oh, what Tot!"” ¥
“ You know you did, T guess. I'll thank you not to speak to me again,
Levison.”
Levison sneered. £ .
i *‘ There are precious few chaps in the Fourth who will take the trouble
1o speak to you now, I fancy,”” he said. *
*“1f there wasn’t one I wouldn’t talk to you. Let me alone.”
“ I’m willing to be your friend!” P
“ Well, it takes two to make a bargain,” said the Outsider grimly, *“and
'm not willing, you see, If you don’t leave me alone, I shall hit out, so
‘you’d better clear.” .
t And Levison, with a very unpleasant expression upon his face, cleared.
i Skimpole of the Shell had come out of the School House, and he was blink-
B ing round as if in search of somebody. As soon as he saw Levison he
bhurried towards him. Mellish sauntered away, leaving Levison to meet
fthe genius of the Shell alone. Skimpole poked Levison in the ribs with
this bony knuckles, in the objectionable way he had, and blinked at him
E-benevolently through his hig glasses.
‘““My dear Levison '8
L ““Oh, keep your bony paws off me,” said Levison ungraciously. * What
fdo you want?"’
_ “* Really, Levison- i
““ Buzz off and don’t bother.””
“My dear Levison, I am alarmed about you,’”” said Skimpole. I
fdiscovered a very wicked paper in the Fourth-Form passage last evening, |
fand it convinces me that somebody at St. Jim's is leading a wicked and
reckless life.””
“‘ Fathead !”
T feel it to be my duty to find the individnal and remonstrate with him,
tand point out to him the error of his ways,” Skimpole explained. “Is it
gou,Eﬁgvison?”
; >

“ Are you leading a wicked and reckless life?’”” demanded Skimpole, point-
ng his bony forefinger accusingly at the cad of the Fourth.

“You ass!”’ howled Levison. ‘ Shut up!" 2

““If you are leading a wicked and reckless—yow! Yoop!” %
“ TLevison's fist* came upon Skimpole’s nose with a crash, and the
i philanthropist of St, Jim’s sat down heavily in the quadrangle, His
Espoctacles slid down his nose, and he groped for them wildly,
“P.d-dear me!"’ gasped Skimpole, in amazement. ‘I wonder what
iLovison did that for! I don’t think I said anything to offend him—not
intentionally, I am sure, at all events. I cannot help regarding this as
jalmost ryde of Levison. Ow!”
And Skimvole set his spectacles straight and serambled up and blinked
‘round in search of Levison. But Levison was gone.
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¥ CHAPTER .16
An Old Acquaintance.

TURING morning lessons that day the fellows who took any interest
D in the looks and proceedings of Jerrold Lumley-Lumle, could sce
that the Outsider of St. Jim’s had by no means lost {ds worried
ook. His inattention in class brought down upon him the vials’ of Mr.
Lathom’s wrath. Little Mr. Lathom was, as a rule, a most good—tempered
master, but Lumley-Lumley’s carelessness exasperated even him., Lumley-
Lumley was the richer by two hundred lines when the Fourth were
dismissed at noomn. k4

But the Outsider did not seem to care. He cvidently did not give the
imposition a thought as he left the form-room. s

Arthur Augustus was looking after him thoughtfully through his monocle,
when Jack Blake put his arm through that of the elegant junior. |

“ Come on, Gussy!" 3

* Weally, Blake—""

“ You're coming down to practice, you know.”

“ Undah the circs——""

* Bless you, we don't hear malice for your little games last night,”” said
Digby blandly. “ It’s all serene, Gussy!” B

< Everything is forgiven,” said Blake generously. g

D'Arcy stared at him, -

“ Weally, Blake, I was undah the impression that it was I who had
everythin” to forgive!" he exclaimed.

< ¥our mistake,”’ said Blake cheerfully. *‘Come down to the nets and
forget all' about it.”” I

“QOh, vewy well, deah boy. I had wesolved to wegard you no longah as
~a fwiend, but—"" *

¢ Exactly! Come on.”’

And Arthur Augustus, who never bore malice, went. But he did not
forget his friend, and when the juniors came off the field and came back
towards the School House for dinner, D’Arcy looked round for the outcast
of the Fourth. ' .

“Bai Jove!” D’Arcy ejaculated.

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was standing in the gateway of the school, in
conversation with a fellow who was a stranger to Arthur Augustus. The
Outsider was talking in low and earnest tomes, and the ofher fellow was
listening with an impatient expression upon his face. D’Arcy looked at the
stranger curiously, He was a young fellow of about twenty, with a rather
handsome face, and dressed in clothes of an extremely ° sporting " cut,
with a black bowler hat set a little sideways upon his head. His face was
rather handsome, in a reckless, devil-may-care why.

Arthur. Augustus paused for a moment to reflect, He had resolved to
take Lumley-Lumley. under his- wing, and to look after him like a father.
‘Under those circumstances, it was evidently his duty to look into the matter
of the Outsider’s friendships. The s ing-looking youyg man was not
:mtly;he kind of friend D’Arcy would have chosen for an adopted som, so
o speak.

o rumlay-Lumlay, deah bo, A .

The Outsider started and turned his head.

Arthur Augustus raised his silk-hat very courteously to the stranger, who
stared at him far from courteously in return. =

“Pway intwoduce your friend,” said D'Arcy, with a great deal of
dignity. - N

Lumley-Lumley reddened.
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- " An old friend of mine,” he said, rather awkwardly, Chap I knew in—

In New York before I came to England.” :

““Bai Jove!” . ¥
> ““His name is—is Lilburn—Eit Lilburn,” the Outsider went om. * This
43 my—my friend D’Arcy, Lilburn.””

Lilburn’ nodded carelessly.
- Arthur Augustus raised his topper again, and bhowed very gracefully,

“I am vewy vleased to meet Mr, Li burn,”’ he remarked.

“ Lilburn’s just going,’” Lumley-Lumley went on.

The other shook his head.

[\ " Not at all,”’ he said. * I'm in no hurry. I’'ve come to pay yon a visit,
Jerry, old man. “I'm going to have a look round your quarters here,””

: 'y turned crimson,

I guess you'll make an old friend welcome !’
i ““ You can come in if you like, you know that,”” said the Outsider
@bruptly. ““ But— :
. ‘“All serene, then. I guess I'll come in.”
g And Lilburn came in,
It was easy enough to see from Lumley-Lumley’s manner that he wished
s old acquaintance from New York anywhere but at St. Jim’s. But he
his best to keep a mask of indifference upon his face.
Arthur Angustus D’Arcy gave the Qutsider a curious look.
‘That Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had lately fallen under some bad influence
i ew him, and D"Arey could not .
Ip wondering whether this fast-looking fellow, with his clothes of a
ting cut, had anything to do with it. »
Lilburn strolled easily across the quadrangle with a perfectly cool and
elf-possessed air.
" He looked very much out of place in the old quad. Many of the fellows
jooked at him, and Kildare of the Sixth stopped to speak to Lumley-Lumley,
Lilburn looked coolly at the captain of St. Jim's. He did not secem to
e in the least awed by the head of the Sixth.
**Is that a friend of yours, Lumley?”’ asked Kildare.
| The Outsider coloured awkwardly,
‘I guess sc,” he said.
“Oh!” said Kildare. o
{And he walked on without further remark. #
b Great man doesn’t seem to approve of your friends, Jerry,” gaid
Iburn coolly. ““ Whom may he happen to he?”
“““ That's Kildave.”
‘I guess I'm as wise as ever."
‘He’s captain of the school.”
“Oh, is he?” said Lilburn carelessly. * Great man—eh?"*
| He'’s head prefect.’”
Lilburn paused to light a cigarette.
gmazement and dismay.
Hang it, Lilburn, yon van’t do that here!”
{1 Why not?”*
‘“ Fellows are not allowed to smoke here.”
‘Lilburn laughed.

But I'm not a fellow. I'm a distingnished visitor,” he said.
* Look here, Kit—=**
[ Lilburn blew out a eclond of smoke, =

Lumley-Lumley looked at him in

he exclaimed.
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¢ Oh, don’t rot !’ he said. I’ m going to do as I like. This isn't a very
warm welcome for an old friend.

Lumley-Lumley gritted his treth.

““I suppose the relations and friends of other fellows here smoke when
they come to the school?”’ said Lilburn.

“Yes; but—"

* Well there's no harm in a cigarette.”

“It may do me harm to be seen with you, under the circumstances. I'm
in pretty bad odour among some of the fellows now, owing to—to cir-
cumstances.”

Lilburn shrugged his shoulders.

“Why do you stand it? There’s frcedom outside the, school walls, if
not inside them,’” he said.

* Oh, shut up’” .

Lilburn laughed.

“ You are getting very polite,” he said. Do you want me to go?”

The young man laughed again. Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the
School House, came out of the house, and started at the sight of the
sEort!ng young man. He came dlrec.tly up to Lumley-Lumley. His keen,

arp glance travelled over Mr. Lilburn, from his pointed tan boots to his
-rakish hat, and his glance expressed the atrongest disapproval. Even the
cool and impudent %lluw from New York felt a little uneasy under the
Housemaster's searching glance, and shifted from one foot to the other. .

;‘Ids this a friend of yours, Lumley-Lumley?’ he asked, as Kildare had
aske

p ;gfgl'lm'd b; h he kind of friend to d

B @ udgi a arance, he is not the kind of friend to do you any
good,” sm]d Mrngka{ Dl;pe 2

“1If you please, sir—"'

‘** Have you permmswn tn bring your friend here?*

““I have not asked it

“You should have done so. Boys are not allowed to bring anybedy
they olease into the school.”

“Very well, sir.”” i

“If you wish to see Lumley-Lumley,” said Mr. Railton, addressing
Lilburn, “you must first call upon the Head and see him, and obtain his
permission. Until you do that, I must ask you to drop this boy’s acquaint-
ance, at least within the walls of St. Jim’s.””

Lilburn coloured with anger. An angry retort was upon his lips, but
Jerrold Lumley-Lumley seized him by the arm and dragged him away.

“Get out now, Kit,” he muttered. “ You can see you must go. You
oughtn’t to have come in here. I told you 80.""

ilburn looked sullen. 8
“J guess——"" he began.
ue Lonk here, Kit, vou must
uess I'll go when I pleaﬁe"’

e l? sce you—this evening,” muttered Lumley-Lumlecy.

“You said that yesterday.” y

“T tell you I was prevented from coming.””

Lilburn snee!

“ Well, don’t be prevented again,”” he said. °“You can have me either
as a friend or a foe, Lumley; take your choice about it.”

And Mr. Lilburn, lighting a fresh cigarette, strolled out of the gates of
St. Jim’s, and walked easily down the road. Lumley-Lumley walked back
to the Scheol House with a very c[ouded face.
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CHAPTER 17,
Wally Makes a Discovery.

¥ ELLISH, my dear fellow !

M Skimpole, of the Shell, dug his bony forefinger into Mellish’s
1ibs, in the way that all the School” House fellows found so

cbjectionable. Mellish grunted, <

T Ow! What do you want, you ass!” .

“ Really, Mellish——"”

‘“Oh, buzz off, fathead!"” :

Skimpole blinked at him through his big spectacles. There was benevo-
lence mingled with determination in Skimpole’s face.

3 = dear Mellish, I want to ask you a most important question.’-

“ Well, ass, what is it?”*

““ Are you leading a reckless and wicked life:””

4 Mellish stared blankly at the genius of the Sheil. Skinrpole asked strange

. questions sometimes, and made strange statements, but he had never

; eurprised the cad of the Fourth so much as now.

- Eh#” said Mellish, hardly knowing whether to believe his ears or not.

Skimpole pointed a bony forefinger at him accusingly.

“Are you leading a wicked and reckless life?"" he demanded.

““ M-my hat!” ejaculated Mellish.

** Bomebody at St. Jim's is leading a wicked and reckless life,” said

4 Skimpole. ““I know that by the paper I found in the passage yesterday.

. I have turned the matter over in my mind, and I have come to the con-

¢ clusion that it is mest likely yourself, Mellish.”

“ You utter nass!™

*“ You see, you are the meanest and most dishonest fellow in the Lower

| School! I am sure you do not mind my speaking plainly, Mellish,”

“ Ehp"

- ** Therefore, I think it is most probable that you are leading a wicked
i and reckless life,” said Skimpole severely,

- ‘" Oh, great Scott!” -

““ My dear friend, I implore you to pause while there is yet time,” raid
' Skimpole. *“ Hear me implore you 2
"* You silly fathead !” roared Mellish. *“ What do you mean?’"

“I implore you—""

“You howling idiot!”” roared Mellish. I don’t know anything about
- any rotten paper you've found, and you're off your silly rocker.’

gkimpole blinked at him. :

‘* Dear me, is it postible I have made a mistake?” he ejaculated. * Are
‘you not leading a wicked and reckless life, Mellish®>’ -
“ You—you shricking fathead !””

“Abem! I am sure I beg your pardon, Mellish, if T have misjudged
-you,” said Skimpole, looking puzzled. “* But as you are the most dishonest
‘person in the Fourth Form—— Ow!" <

0. Skimpole staggered back as Mellish thumped him on the chest, with con-
i siderable force, and he staggered against a tree and gasped for breath. By
; the time he had recovered his breath, Mellish was gone. 8
“Dear me!” gas Skimpole. “‘This is extraordinary! Every fellow
take the most disinterested aud friendly interest in seems to be annoyed
by it. It is most extraordinary! I wonder who the wicked and reck) ess
iperson is? I should so like to save him from the downward path! To think
that a St. Jim’s fellow is going on the easy path that slopes the way to

B

crime——2 =
‘“ What are you babbling about?” asked a dise -ceable voice.
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It was Knox, the prefect. Skimpole blinked at him, and backed away a
little. Juniors never liked to get too near to Knox, the prefect.

Knox was a bully, and extremely bad-tempered. He was looking worse-
tempered than usual just now, having just intercepted with his head—
nlnintentaional!y, of course—a footer that Jack Blake was punting across
the quad. A

“ My dear Enox, I did not know you were listening,”” said Skimpole. “‘I
was pondering over the unfortunate circumstances of a St. Jim’s fellow
going to the dogs, through feading wicked sporting papers, and my own
inability to save him, owing to my being totally unaware of his identity.””

Knox stared at him in astonishment.. i

Sporting papers were a favourite reading of Enox’s own, and the prefect
was more than suspected of having bets on horses, through the medium
ot the sporting gentlemen who foregathered at the Green Man in Rylcombe.

** What are you getting at, you silly young ass?”’ he asked. -

“My dear Knox,” said Skimpole, in surprise, I am not getting at
anything. I sicl:ed up a copy of a sporting paper in thé Fourth Form
passage yesterday, and I am very much alarmed for the unhappy and foolish
y()‘!it({)lhl:i’l) is undoubtedly leading a wicked and reckless life.” 3

“ Of course, it may mot be a junior,” said Skimpole, blinking at Knox.
“ Now I come to think of it, I have heard the fellows say that you are
addicted to habits that would not meet with the approval of the Head
if he knew of them.” =

The Sixth’ Former stared at him. i
‘“ My dear, dear Knox—-"’
“«“ What 1"’

“ My dear, dear fellow, are you leading a wicked and reckless life? If
so, I beg and implore you to give it up while there is yet time. I entreat

ou—-"" G

‘““You young ass!”’ roared Knox.

‘“ My dear, dear Knox 2P

Whack ! .

Knox’s open hand caught S8kimpole on the side of the head, and he went
fiying under the trecs, to collapse in a heap of dead leaves at quite a
distance.

Knox walked towards the House with a scowling brow.

But there was a thoughtful expression in his face. Knox, the prefect,
used his position as a prefect chiefly to pay off scores against juniors whom
he disliked; and there were many whom he disliked jn the Fourth Form.

Mellish was in the doorway as he entered, and Knox tapped him on the
shoulder. Mellish looked at him in some alarm. ‘He got on better with
Enox than the other fellows did, by reason of the fact that he sometimes
conveyed private information to the prefect. But when Knox was in a
bad temper, even the sneak of the School House was not safe.

'.: ;)oulae in?,o my study, Mellish,”” said Knox.

“* Follow me!”

Mellish followed the prefect into his study uneasily enough. Knox closed
the door, and then fixed his eyes upon the cad of the Fourth.

““I have _Lust heard something from Skimpole,” he said, * something about
fellows in the Fourth Form having a sporting paper.”” : 5

““QOh, that ass!” said Mellish.

““Was it yours, Mellish?*’

““No!” said Mellish promptly.

Do you know whose it wag?”?
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Mellish was silent,
~ ““I've thought sometimes,” said Enox slowly, and with his eyes fixed
pon Mellish, *‘ that those young scoundrels in Study No. 6, in the Fourth,
ere a little too gocd to be true. What do you think, Mellish#"’ :
° ““They're a set of rotters!” said Mellish.
““ If they were getting up to anything of the sort, they ought to be shown
,”* said the prefect. ““1 shouldn’t wonder.”
“1I shouldn’t either, Knox,”
““ Well, if anything came to your knowledge, Mellish, it would be your
uty to report it to a pml'ect.” said EKnox. “ Of course, I should not
ention the source of my information, if I found out that those young rascals -
re breaking the rules,” =
i ellish grinned.
- “*1 understand,’”’ he said, .
#“Good enough!” ¥
““I don’t believe Blake and the rest are any too good; but they’'re jolly
deep,” said Mellish bitterly. ‘“But if I could bowl them out in anything,
ﬁ[} well would, you can be sure of that, Knox!"” g
e prefect nodded, and Mellish quitted the study. Knox threw himself
pinto his armchair, and the next moment leaped up with a wild yell.
& ‘“ Yarooh I'*
The prefect danced on the carpet for a minute. Something sharp had
fbeen in the seat of the chair, and EKnox had sat upon it. he prefect
oped behind him and brought away a bent pin. He glared at it in fury.
. It was evidently a jape of some junior, who had scores to pay off against
the bully of the Sixth. XKnox glared at the Jﬂ'n for some seconds, and then
Bash hed m the study, in a wild desire to find the individual who had placed
there.
i The door slammed behind him; and then the table-cover was raised, and
chubby, cheeky face peered out from under the table.
i It belonged to Wally D’Arcy—D’Arcy minor of the Third Form, the
ounger brother of the great Arthur Augustus.
. Wally was looking a little scared; but he was grinning. He emerged from
Inder the table, and listened for Knox's footsteps in the passage.
“ My only aunt Jane!” he murmured. * That was a narrow shave! The
8 took it for granted that the chap who put the pin there had gone out
: %h,e study—and I'd only just time to nip under the table. My only
nt 1*?

¢ Enox’s footsteps had died away down the passage. Wally opened the
oor softly, and slipped out, and scudded away down the passage as if he
ere on the cinder-path: .

i He hurried to the junior common-room. The Third-form foregathered,
g a rule, in their own form-room, leaving the junior common-room to the
fourth and the Shell. But Wally was looking for Blake and Co. just now.
Jack Blake was in the common-room, playing chess with D'Arcy, and
erries and Digby were looking on.

Wally came up panting.

 Arthur Augustus tumes his eyeglass upon the cheerful fag.

“ Wally! ou want a clean collah > :

M Oh, don’t you begin, Gus.™ E

Weally, Wally——"* g -

i *‘ I've got something to tell you chaps,”” said Wally, lowering his voice.
®1've just been in Knox’s stud P

You had no wight there, Wallay——"*

Ob, cheese it, Gussy ! I went theato put a pin in his chair. i
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-
*“ A dangewous twick, you young ass——"

** And he came in just as I had done it, and I had just time to nip uuder
the sj:llﬂe, said Wally, ** and then Knox and Mellish had a jaw.’

e “'eally, Wally ; it was vcw;z w'ong to listen——""

“1 didn’t listen, ass,’” said Wally, hotly. * But I suppose I couldn’t help
hearing, as I was under the table. I wasn't coming out for Knox to lick
me—no fear! Knox was telling Mellish that sporting papers, or something.
have been found in the Fourth-form passage, and he wouldn't be surpriscd
if you chaps were up to something of the sort.™

‘* Baj Jove!” .

‘“ Mellish is going to watch you, and see if he can find out anything to
tell Knox,” said Wally. ‘I thought I'd warn you.”

Blake looked aghast.

“ Well, I always knew Knox was a cad, and Mellish a rotten sneak,”-he
said; ** but I never thought either of them was quite so rotten as this.’

** Wathah not.”

D“ ‘I'hanks awfully, Wally—we’'ll be on the look-out for the rotters,’
ighy.

B Yans, wathah !”

*“ Oh, all serene,”” said Wally, and he walked away. The chums of the
Fourth looked at one another. The chess was foriotten

‘““Bai Jovel” said D’Arcy, at last. ‘“This is uttahly wotten, you know.
I think we ought to go to Knox and tell him he's an insultin' blackguard.’

““ The cad!” said Herries.

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

The other three glared at him. They were fecling sore and indignant,
and not at all inclined to laugh over the matter.

‘* Blessed if I can see the joke, anyway,"” said Dighy, peevishly.

“You will when I explain, my son,” said Blake blandly. And he ex-
plained in a whisper, and then Herries, Digby, and Arthur Angustus D'Arcy
joined in a yell of laughter that rang through the common-room.

said

CHAPTER 18,
Sporting Papers!
COME up 't’:_. the study, you chaps, I'm going to get rid of those rotten
apers !
- Mellish started. .

The words were aﬁokcn by Jack Blake, in a whisper, which reached the
ears of the cad of the Fourth, as he sat by the fire in the junior common-
room. After what had passed between him and Knox, the words could not
fail to strike Mellish’s ear curmusly He looked round quickly.

““ Yaas, wathah, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. And the
chums of the Fourth ascen ed to Study No. 6 in the Fourth-form passa, c.
Blake clesed the study door when they were inside, and Herries and Digby
chuckled softly.

i I’l_lsh*” said Bluake, holding up his hand. ““ The rotter's outside the
oor !

A slight creaking sound was heard It was the sound of a coat rubb.u:"'
against the door.

Blake, Herries and Digby grmuccl

* Keep it up!" whispered Blake. ** We're in earnest confab, you know.’

The scraping on the door sounded again, while Blake and his fnends
kept up a loudly whispered conversation. -

i



BY MARTIN CLIFFORD: 53

** Get ’em out, kids!’’ said Blake, aloud. )

s At the same time he indicated by picking up an old newspaper that he

panted as many of them as he could get. Herries and Digby bustled round

d between them they soon had a nice pile of old “ Daily Mails.” Jack

ake made a great commotion in making them up into a bundle.

Mellish, on the other side of the door, was rubbing his hands.

i ** Best to get rid of the things, kids !’ said Blake, with a wink at Herries

gnd Dighy. “ They’d cause no ¢nd of trouble if it got out!”

2 by I think so, too, Jack,” said Digby. ‘ D’you think anyone sus-

** No!" said Blake.

“ Thank goodness!"’ said Herries.

““That’s al right!”” said Blake, giving the bundle of papers a slap. “I

an’t be sorry, kids, to see the last of ‘em!” .

- Herries and Digby murmured their approval.

;‘kWell, I suppose the soomer they're got rid of the better!” went on
e

* Yes, rather!"”

The chums of the Fourth grinned as they heard the sound of feet re-
ting from the door, They were very faint, but the chums heard them
fistinctly enough.

f. *‘ The sneaking cad!” said Blake. ** But we’ll cure him, never mind!”
Shall we all go together?”” asked Herries. i

”Betber not,” said Blake. °* He’ll be afraid to follow us if we all three

Good! All serene!"” agreed Digby and Herries.
f. “* You can follow after and see more fun,” grinned Blake.
“* Ripping! So long!"”’ #
L ““ Ta-ta!” said Blake
¢ And he went out with the bundle of papers. -
As he expected, Mellish was watching. The cad of the Fourth came walk-
ng along the Fourth-form passage just as Blake emerged from Study No. 6.
He grinned as he caught sight of the bundle of papers. Blake got up a
ery good blush. i
- “* I suppose you'll deny it, now, Blake?" said Mellish. . 0
i Jaock Blake did not reply. But Mellish deliberately put.himself in Blake's
ay.
¢ ““Get out !”” said Blake. .
¢ ‘“ Rats! Those are sporting papers you're taking away:
*“You ass!”’ - -
. ** Oh, that’s all right, Blake,” grinned Mellish. ** But I've caught you,
ou see at last!™
% Jack Blake glancing out of the corner of his eye saw that Study No. G
foor was just slightly open. He laughed softly to himself.
+ ‘“* You won’t laugh long now,” went on Mellish. X
**You’'re a bounder, Mellish I’ said Blake. ‘“ Asif a tfhap can't get rid of .

bundle of old news%?pers without you dodging round.’

Mellish grinned. e was swallowing the bait whole, as Juck Blake in-

ended him to. To his mind there wasn’t the least doubt that Jack Blake

Was carrying a parcel of sporting papers.

b2 ““ It’s -all right, Blake,”” he rebot'l:@«li.,e “You can’t have me——'*

L ‘“Get out of the way, you ass!”’ laughed Blake. ‘I wouldn’t take tho

frouble !"*

¢ * Deny that they're not what I say, anyway !”” said Mellish. .
**T tell you they are only old ‘papers—old ‘“ Daily Mails,”” said Blake.

¢ Likely, isn’t it?"’ grinned Mellish. i
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.

** Well, get out of the giddy road, anyhow !'* said Blake.

*“I'll do that right enough,” said Mellish. ‘‘ I'm going to follow you and
see what you do with those sporting papers -

‘¢ All serene,”” said Jack Blake. "gYnu d better not let any of our fellows
see you; they’ll bump you if they do see you, you know.”

And he walked past Mellish towards the quad.

““Oh, I'll risk it, Blake,” said Mellish, tauntingly.

“ You ass!” 4 3

And with this parting benediction, Blake went out into the quad. Mellish
followed him right across it. He did not see Herries and Digby waiting
till he had gained the fields beyond, They were hiding in the Schoal House
doorway an% they were laughing hysterically.

‘*“ Look here, you fathead!” said Blake, playing Mellish up for all he was
worth, ** What do you want following me for, anyway?”’

Mellish sneered.

““ How innocent you are, Blake,” he grinned. *“ Can’t you guess?’’

'* Blessed if I care anyway!”" said Blake. . -

And he went on, carrying the bundle on his shoulder. He meant to take
the bundle of papers to a pond in a field just beyond the top of the Fourth-
form footer ground. There was no one about and it suited him very well,
as the genial grin on his frank face testified.

Glancing round, Blake caught sight of Herries and Di%by in the distance.

‘“ Look Eere, Mellish,”” he said, m:ddenl;«r banging the bundle down on the
grass. ‘‘I’ve had enough of this following business; if you don't go back
now, I'm going to punch your head g

““ Oh, indeed, are you?" said Mellish, ‘dacking a little.

“I am!” said Blake, grimly, and he made a dive at Mellish.

Tiae cad of the Fourth eluded him, but Blake followed him up. The rough
and ready member of Study No. 6 knew that Mellish would not _go back
at any price. The more Blake tried to stop him coming the more he would
be determined to come on and see where Blake put the sportimg papers.
Blake grinned. i

‘“It’s no use, Blake!” sajd Mellish. ‘“ You know jolly well that you
have no right to have sporting papers in your possession——""

The sentence ended abruptly as Blake's flvand missed Mellish’s collar by
about half an inch.

In the moment of turning, Mellish in his turn saw Herries and Digby
approaching. He was clearly alarmed. Blake laughed -and made anogmr
grab at him as they chased about the field. i

- ‘*Now, Dig,” he yelled, *“ collar the cad if he comes your way!"”

“T'll watch it!"" snapped Mellish.

And he did.

Herries and Digby raced up, but Mellish managed to put a safe distance
between him and them.

“I'm following you, you rotters!" he shouted, ** You necedn’t try to
shake me off!" -

Blake, Herries and Digby laughed. .

** Oh, isn't he a lovely jay!" grinned Blake.

Shouldering the bundle he went on.

Mellish followed religiously, always maintaining a safe distance.

Arrived at the pond, Blake playcd his next card. It Mellish was curious,
he must be prepared to wait. The three plotters sat down on the edge of
the pond. :

Mellish saw what their game was at once, and the chums laughed aloud
“as they saw him scowling. But l~l‘e sat tight. .
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! Very good,” grinned Blake. “ We'll have a nice little jaw.”*
““Ha, ha, ha!’’ £

And he and Herries and Digby commenced to talk as if such a person as
i Mellish did not exist, much less was watch"’ﬁ} for them to destroy ** for-
[ bidden ”* literature only half a field away. They grinned hugely as they
E saw him walking about impatiently.
““It’s all right,”” he shouted, “ you might as well do it now; I'm waiting
E ?ere, ‘whatever you do. I'm seeing what you do with those papers, mever
. fear.” ' H

“ Not much,” said Herries, * My hat, wouldn’s it be a lark if I had
*Towser here?”’

““ Spoil everything !"* Blake declared. ** You haven’t let him out this after-
noon, Herries?” -
“ What the dickens do you want your rotten bulldog for?” said Digby.
““ To collar that cad, of course " ‘said Herries. ““ We could throw him in
i the %md after the papers, then—'"

““’But that’s what we don't want,”” said Blake. ‘“ When that rotten cad
i over therc has waited long enough to put him in a temper I'm going to
heave the bundle in the pond.™ =
| ““Then why not now?”

*, Because I want the cad to think we're afraid to do it with him looking

f on,””
" Yes, let’s sit tight,” supgested Digby.

‘“ That’s it, Dig.,”’ said Blake. * When give the word, you and Herries
A fet up and make a dash for the cad. Don’t chase him too hard. Make it
. look as if you can’t catch him, and leave the rest to me. Now, sit as if weo
i were ashamed of ourselves.”” 2

§: There was a chuckle as Blake rose to his feet with a scowling face, Mellish
| stood prepared for flight. Blake moved forward a little. Mellish moved,
j ronnd so as to always have a good view of the pond even if he had to run
for it. Herries and Digby vretended to be protesting with Blake that he
ought to throw the bundle in and have done. 3

~ “I'm not going, anyway!”” shouted Mellish.

““ Now, after him, kids,”" said Blake in a low voice,

All three turned back as if he had forgotten that he must keep anyone
from seeing the bundle of papers. Mellish grinned. Round and round
" Herries and Digby chased him. But, to orders, they never caught ‘him,
t though they could have done it any minute,

e (ﬁ: blow the cad!” shouted Blake. ‘* Come back, you follows I’*

““ Just a minute, Jack; we’ll have him,”” replied Digby.

“I don’t think!” panted Mellish.

““ Oh, hang the rotter!"” shouted Blake. * Here goes 1"

l'And snatching up the bundle of papers he hurled them into the pond,
:Herries and Dighy gave up the chagse of Mellish at once,

£ “Come on!”’ Blake shouted. ’ )

Mellish grinned as they turned back to St. Jim’s,

‘CHAPTER 19,
An tant I n

o HO the dickens is that?” g
\x/ It was ten minutes after Jack Blake had thrown the bundle
o3 into the pond, and Méllish was knocking at Knox’s door.. He
ntered, in response to the prefect’s politely expressed curiosity,
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“« Halis "’ said Knox, not in the least pleased. * What's up with ycu?"
M“Ilr.[i E’hought I'd better come and tell you, that's all, Knox, really ! began

ellish.

““Tell me what?"’ snapped Enox. -

“ Well, I'm going to tell you if yow'll give me a chance,”’ whined Mellish.
“ There’s some dodging going on, that’s all.”

Knox's face became interested.

“ Who is it?"" he asked.

“ Blake of tho Fourth, if you please, Knox.”

Knox looked pleased.

“ They’ve been chucking some papers into the pond at the top of the
Fourth-FForm footer ground,’”” went on the cad of tﬁ: Fourth.

“ Well, you little ass, what of it!"” snapped Knox, turning to his desk
again. © There’s nothing in that. Where's that’stick £

““But they're svortingﬁmpers, Knox,”” snapped Mellish, in alarm.

“Oh, are they,” said Knox, apparently. delighted with the turn affairs
were taking.

Knox knew that Mellish and such fellows as Levison were suspected of an
intimate knowledge with sporting papers. Such a report from such & source
as Mellish’s observation was in his opinion worthy of notice. Kmnox himself

%lmown to take such papers himself, and he reflected that if he could

o -other culprits to light, and subsequent judgment, it would ‘probably
wmo'do away with further suspicions in his case.

“Did you see them, Mellish?" he asked.

“ Rather !”” said Mellish, with a grin.

And he proceeded to relate to Knox the whole proceedings from his coming
upon Blake in the Fourth-Fofm passage. The part where he had listened
at the door of Study No. 6 he studiously avoided. Enox listened patiently
enough till he had finished.

® <« Wait here, Mellish, till I come back,” he said. * I suppoge I must sce
Kildare about this first,” he muttered. as he went out.

Mellish was disappointed at being left in Knox's study at first, but when

he heard Enox mention going to Kildare’s he was glad to remain where he

vras.

Kildare looked up in surprise when Knox entered his study. He did not
often receive a visit from the bullying prefect. He did not care about onc
When he received one, as it is to be feared his face now plainly showed.

« You've heard about sporting pepers being found up and down the
ﬁvhool{.l I suppose, Kildare?” began Knox, taking a seat without being
invited. ¢

Kislare nodded. He was very busy, and he wished Knox far away.

« Well, I thought I had better come and see you about it.first,”” went on
Enox. “I'm afraid that Blake of the Fourth is one of the worst—"

“ Why the worst?”’ asked Kildare, in surprise. ‘““T have never known
him do anything of the kind. Do you mean to say he Las taken to -rotten
ways?”

“ Looks like it,”’ said Knox. ‘ He's heen scon throwing a bundle of
newspapers into that pond at the top of the Fourth-Form footer ground.”

 Where did you get your information from, Knox?"”

¢« Mellish of the Fourth saw them!”

¢ Them?’ asked Kildare.

“ Yes, there are three of them—Blake, Herries, and Digby "*

* Impossible!” said Kildare. *

Enox shrugged his shoulders.
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¢ Yes, I know they're good boys, Kildare,” he said, in a sneering tone,

But what about the facts. I tell you Mellish saw them.” .

“ Nonscnse! It’s some cock-and-bull yarn that young beggar has picked

,”* said Kildare.

‘ Oh, all right!”’ said Knox. ‘' But I think you ought to move with me

the matter.”

Idare shook his head.

I don’t agree with you, Knox. I wouldn’t place any reliance in a story

Mellish’s. He's not a nige junior, by any means, at the best of times."

““ As you will, Kildare. But I'm going on with it. I only thought it

per to mention the thing to you first.”

“It's very good of you,” said the captain of St. Jim’s.

Knox bit his lip. But he suppressed the hot reply that rose to his lips.

fHe knew how Kildare regarded his present action. But he was not going

o miss a chance of injuring Blake if he could help it. Enox did not like

uy of the juniors in Study No. 6.

£ Quitting Kildare’s study without another word, he went straight to Mr.

ilton, the housemaster of the School House,

*“ Well, Knox?” said Mr, Railton, ’ :

““ There is a case here which I think ought to be investigated at once,

r,”” said Knox. ‘‘It concerns sporting papers.’”

Mr. Railton started. =

3 'l]écame to you because Kildare does not think anything of it, sir,”” went
nox. .

i Mr. Railton looked steadily at the prefect,

©*“ I don’t quite understand you, Enox,” he said. ‘‘ Please explain.”
-““ I have learned from a junior, sir, that Blake has a number of sporting
pers in his possession—Blake of the Fourth.”

" Mr. Railton knitted his brows.

“ Do you mean that a junior has told you so, Knox?”",

E' ** Yes, sir.” -
¢ I should not think it advisable for a prefect to encourage tale-bearers,”
id Mr. Railton. ' .
¥ Enox bit his lip. It seemed as if his reception by the School House master
as to be no more cordial than his reception by Kildare,

i “ I do not encourage tale-bearers,” he said. * This-junior brought me
fhe information from a sense of duty, I believe, and certainly without any
ncouragement from me. Having gained the information, I thought it my
y to take notice of it.”” 1 4 T

Mr, Railton nodded.

“ That is so, Knox.”

“Kildare declines to take the matter up, sir.””

' '“ Why sof” ;

““ He declines to think that there is anything in it. As a matter of fact,
** Knox added spitefully, *“ Blake of the Fourth is rather a favourite of
Mr. Railton frowned. " . ’
i*“ You have no right to insinuate accusations of favouritism against
ildare,”” he said coldly. *‘ But I will certainly look into this matter,
nox."* " ’

£C‘* Very well, sir.’*

f “ Where are these sporting papers supposed to be?”

Blake and Herries and Digbhy were seen to throw them in a bundle into
fhe pond near the junior footer ground, sir.”

- Mr. Railton started



58 THROUGH THICK AND THIN!

o]

¢ Into the pond, Knox.”

““ Yes, sir.”” A

“ Who saw them?”’ . =

“The junior who reported the matter to me, sir. Shall I mention his
name?""

It does mot matter,” said Mr. Railton. ““It is singular that Blake
should throw a bundle of newspapers into the pond if they were of ax
innocent character.”” _

“ YVery singular indeed, I think, sir.”

** Has Blake made any explanation?™

““I have not seen Blake about it.”

““ You are certain of your facts, Knox—that Blake was seen to throw the
bundle into the pond#’”

“ Yes, sir,” .

“Very well; T will come with you to look into the matter.”

And Mr. Railton quitted the study with Knox upon that most important
investigation. 9

CHAPTER 20.
- Knox's Catch. "
s T was very dark in the quadrangle, and Knox brought a bicycle lantern
I with him, as he started with Mr. Railton to make that investigation in
the pond. The School House master was frowning slightly as he walked
Deside the cad of the Sixth. He had a feeling that the whole matter would
must likely turn out to be some hoax of the juniors, and the the quest would
be futile and ridiculous. Yet under the circumstances he could hardly refuse
to act upon the report of a prefect. There was little doubt that some of the
fellows in the School House were given to reckless ways, which were likely
to get them into trouble if not checked, and the possession of sporting papers
by a junior was certainly a serious offence. .

The matter had to be looked into, but Mr. Railton was looking into it
entirely without keenness.

From the window of Study No. 6 Blake and Herries and Digby saw the
light of Knox’s lantern gleaming across the quad. Jerrold Lumley-Lumley
saw it, too, from his study window and wondered.

Blake uttered an ejaculation.

*“ There goes Knox!"”

““ Who’s that with him?”" asked Herries,

¢ Mr. Railton!"

““ Phew!"” =

“ They’'re making for the pond,” said Digby, with a grave look. * No
doubt about that. Knox has heard about those giddy papers, and the utter
ass has dragged Mr. Railton into the matter.”

‘Blake grinned.

“ Well, it can’t be helved now,”” he remarked.

“1 wonder what Railton will say?” said Dighy, a little uneasily.

“ Something rude to Knox, most likely,”” said Blake, with a grin. =~

““ Ha, ha, ha!"’

“ Anyway, he can’t say anything to us. A chap has a right to pitch an old
bundle of newspapers in a pond if he likes, and, of course, how were we to
foresee that people would go investigating into it?"

*““ Ha ha, ha!” :

Quite unconscious of the mirth upon the subject in Study No. 6, Knox and
‘he Housemaster proceeded upon their way. .



BY MARTIN CLIFFORD. _ 59

¥ hey reached the pond, glimmering among its rushes and reeds in the rays
bthe lantern carried by the prefect. ;

1. Railton glanced over the surface of glimmering water,

‘The bundle of papers is in there, Knox?” he asked,
* Yes, sir.”
It will not be an easy matter to get it out.”*
**1 will do my best, sir,”” ) - i
Enox placed the lantern on the ground. He fetched a rake with a long
ndle from the gardener’s shed, and began to drag the pond for the bundte,
he pond was shallow, and Mellish had reported to Enox that the bundle
pd fallen near the bank. In a few minutes the prefect felt something.
i He uttered an exclamation of satisfaction. :
£°* I think I've got it, sir.”
i Mr. Railton had been watching him in grim silence,
¢ He did not like Enox, and.he did not like the quest he was engaged upon,
ind he-did not like the cold wind that was blowing about his legs. He was
martyr to a sense of duty. But he looked a little interested as Knox spoke.
: ** Indeed |’ he said.
= Well, land it as quickly as you can, for goodness® sake.”

Knox dragged at the bundle. s

The teeth of the rake had caught in the string that tied it up, and the
pundle came slowly but surely ashore.
i Knox's eyes glittered with triumph a8 the muddy bundle was dragged
l'o'ng'h1 shallow mud to firm ground, and lay there glimmering in the
tern light. * g
Enox had had no doubts about the correctmess of Mellish’s -information ;
It he was very glad to see this substantial proof of Mellish’s truth. Mr,
ilton was staggered. He did not believe the charge against Blake—he
puld not believe that without the stro: proof. _But it looked as if
b ‘pretfect had discovered strong proof. r. Railton glanced at the bundle
uriously. 3
i " I suppose that is it?”’ he remarked.
(*“ Certainly, sir!”’
““Well, bring it in, and we will open it indoors.”
¢ V-v-very well, sir!” -
B Knox did not relish the task of carrying the muddy, dripping bundle; Rut

was certain that Mr. Railton would not do it, so the prefect had no choice

in the matter. He dragged the bundle ulong in the graas with the rake for
b litlle while, and shook most of the mud off it, and then he picked it up
By tho string and carried it. ) 3
i Mr. Railton walked direct!y back to the school. Knox followed him in,
ith the muddy bundle in his hand.
' By this time, fortunately, tle bundle had ceased to drip. Knox carried it
mto the School House, and a good many fellows glan at him curiously,
fnd asked questions. &
b What have you got there Knox?” .
I* Been laying night-lines?”*
' Ha, ha, ha!”’ . - ’
“ Kildaro looked out of his study and started at the sight of the muddy
pundle. Enox met his eyes with a sneering grin. -
“ It has been found, you see,” he said.
Kildare laughed.

E ““Xou don’t know yet what’s in it,”” he }eplied.
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o %porting ‘lmpers.”

* Perhaps!” said the St. Jim’s captain, with a shrug of the shoulders,
“ I'll believe that when I see it.”> :

““ Oh, rats "’ Knox called to Levison of the Fourth. * Levison go and tell
Blake and Herries and Digby that they are wanted in Mr, Railton’s study
immediately.””

““ Righto!"* said Levison.

Knox followed Mr. Railton into his study with the muddy bundle. The
Housemaster had determined that the bundle should be opened in the presence
of the accused juniors. That was only fair play. -

Levison took the message to Study No. 6. e announced it in his usual
kind and good-natured way. i

‘“ You chaps are wanted in Railton’s study at once,” he said. ** Looks like
being a row."

Blako laughed. "

** Good " he replied. ** I dare say there will be a row—but I don’t think
we shall get caught in the storm. Come on, you chaps!"

Herries and Digby looked as serious as they might. Levison grinned. He
did not know what Jagk Blake and Co. were wanted for, but any chance of
their being punished was acceptable.

Jack Blake led the way, and Herriés and Digby followed.

“Don’t be downhearted,” said Levison, with a grin. “I've no doubf
you'il[ be able to clear yourselves. You can’t blame me for obeying Knox,

ou know——"" : 3
¥ou We wouldn’t think of blaming you for anything, Levison,” said Blake,
with emphasis. 3

“ And you might get a thick ear now, if you're not polite,’’ said Dighy.

Levison laughed. But he misjudged the temper of Blake and his friends.
Before ho could do anything Blake had seized him and sent him whirling
across the Fourth Ferm passage. - -

““ Catch him, Dig.!"’ he cried,

““ Rather !’ said Digby. .

And in his turn he bustled Levison into the arms of Herries, who promptly
sent him spinninﬁ back to Blake. Levison tried to make a fight of it, but
it was no use. was ‘knocked about like a football. He began to shoutl
with a view to attracting attention, no doubt. .

“ We’ll spon stow that for you, you cad!” said Blake.

With one powerful drive he knocked Levison sprawling on the floor of the
passage. - ;

Levison sprang up again. . But Blake and Co. were ready for him.

“ That’ll teach you not to sneer at people, Levison,” said Herries.

“T’ll be even with you, you rotters, for this!"} shouted Levison, rubbing his
face. - .

““Rats!" grinned Blake.

And without more ado they went to Mr. Railton’s study. They were sur-
prised to find Knox in the passage outside Mr. Railton’s door.

“ Wher& the deuce have you young rotters been?”’ he demanded, as Jack
Blake and Co. grinned at the sight of the bundle of newspapers. ° Didn’t
Levison deliver my message?”’

“ Of course he did,” said Blake. * That's why we're here.”

Enox coloured. It was evident that Blake meant they had not come to see
Knox for the mere pleasure of the thing. The prefect was about to rusl at
Blake when Mr. Railton put his head out of his study. .

¢ Pray, why are you wasting time in this absurd fashion, Enox?’’ he asked.
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f* Come in at once! All of you! The sooner this mystery is cleared up the
etter !’ 3 :

" Knox would have replied, but Mr. Railton cut him short with a stern
gesture, and all®entered the Housc-master’s study.

CHAPTER 21.
Wot Nice for Knox.

i HAT is this I hear, Blake?””

_, ““I am sure I don’t know, sir,”” answered Blake respectfully.

My, Railton looked keenly at Jack Blake. But Blake stood the
rutiny well. He did not look like a lad who was equivocating. His face °

fwas perfectly honest and open.

““These papers, of course!” said Mr. Railton. “I hear you are given to

reading sportin pers——"" "

“ Who Ia):ys 55 I:?r?” asked Blake stoutly.

“ Ido,” said Knox. “ Shall I untie the papers, sir?"’ continued the prefect.

‘* Pray do sc, Knox. You deny the accusatisn, Blake?” .

“I do, sir.”

i ' Very good. We shall see. And you, Herries and Dighy?"’

- Herries and Digby both denied reading sporting papers. Mr. Railton

mdopted a non-committal attitude. Knox was busy and muddy with the

tpapers. Jack Blake had made a good job of it when he tied them up and the

bad-tempered prefect was far from enjoying himself. After five minutes,

5 1-.dRai ton showed sighs of impagience. ~ Apparently Knox had made little

headway.

1 Wh{t. a buagler you are, Knox,” he said. ‘ Surely it is not so difficult to

antie a few simple knots——""

- ** They are very securely tied, sir,”” said Knox, colouring.

‘“ Pray get a knife then, and cut the string!””

Blake, Herries, and Dighy were hard Elt to it not to laugh outright. But

hey did nat dare do it, all the same. r. Railton was not in a mood to be

trifled with. Knox felt for his knife. He had evidently left it somewhere.

Asking permission to fetch. one, he left the study.

Mr. Railton fretting at the delay began to cross-question the juniors.

. ** You threw those papers into the pond at the top of the iunior fantball
field, Blake?'*

““ Yes, sir.”

*“ May T ask why you did it?" .

‘“ Certainly sir. For a lLiucle amusement]”

Mr. Railton opened his eyes.

““ Amusement ! "

“* Yes, sir. We were being watched. £

. “* As was very necessary I assure you, sir,’’ said Knox re-entering. * They
were watched because these papers are known to be sporting papers.”

““ They are not sporting papers sir,’”’ said Blake stoutly.

Knox smiled confidently as ke cut the string about the bundle of papers,

*“ You say you did this thing for amusement, Blake?'’ said Mr. Railton,

{* I give you my word we dig it for a lark, sir,*

- Knox started as he heard Blake’s words. Hurriedly he lifted up one of the
¢ papers, He did not seem’ in a hurry to show it to Mr. Railton, however,
| Herries and Digby were martyrs to suppressed laughter. They saw that the

prefect had found his mistake alréady. B
i Mr. Railton, intent in questioning the juniors, seemed to forget the prefect.
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* You said you did it because you were watched, Blake, also?"” he said.

““ Yes, sir.” We were watched, and we did it to punish the sneak who
watched us.”

*“ Is this so, Herries and Digby?”’

“Yes, sir-—"’

‘' May I suggest that they are hoodwiuking you, sir.

‘¢ Certatnly not, Enox,” almost thundercd Mr. Railton. I am here to
judge of that. You will have the goodness to tell me whom your in-
formant is. It is only fair to Blake, Herries, and Digby, that he should con-
front them——"*

‘‘ But surely, my word, sir—"’ began Knox, fumbling with the bundle.

““ Enough !"* said Mr. Railton,

And he touched the kell.

‘Irotter, the page, answered it.

" Mellish,” said Knox limply in answer to a look from Mr. Railton.

““ Tell Master Mellish to come here at once, Trotter I’ said Mr. Railton.
*“And we’ll take a look at the papers in the meantime, Knox,”” he continued
as the page retired

This was what Enox had dreaded. Knowing how eomd})letely he had been
spoofed he was now most anxious that Mr. Railton should not see the papers.

““ Had we not better wait till Mellish comes sir?’’ he said.

““ What do you mean, Knox. I made a request, Have the goodness to

2

obey.”
Kynox, realising that the game was up, took up one of the papers and

handed it to Mr. Railton. ‘"I am sorry, sir,” began the prefect.
 Sorry, Knox > ] 2 s
Then Mr. Railton’s -eye caught’ the hesdline on the wet limp paper he

held in his hand. - c
*“ The Daily Mail! This is not a sporting paper. What nonsense is this,

Enox?” -2 ¥
Enox was silent. He had no reply. . 2
Jack Blake, and Co. grinned. Ehe’y could not help it, and Myr. Railton

did not reprimand them. . <
‘‘ They have dome it on purpose to annoy me—and you, sir?” faltercd

Enox. 2 . o

“* Rubbish, Enox !’ snapped the Housemaster,

And he turned to Jack Blake & Co: =~

! Tell me all about it, Blake,”” he said simply. g

Blake explained at some length, and Knox’s face went red and white by
turns as the narration dprnceeded. Mr. Railton, for his part, igwored the
prefect, and he listened quietly until Blake had finished. Onca a smile
crossed his face, but- he instantly suppressed it. i

“1 suggest that we fished up the wrong bundle, sir!”” burst out Knox,
as Blake finished. . ; .

- _ The idea appeared to strike Mr. Railton as worthy of attention, He
looked sternly at Jack Blake & Co. But he was apparently satisfied with
what he read in their faces. ;

“ That is the only bundle of papers we threw into the pond, sir,” said
Blake.
K" Melhish will tell you, sir, that he saw the sporting _papers,’” urged

nox. :

“ I told him repeatedly that they were old * Daily Mails,” sir.”

I don’t think much of Mellish, and, in any case,”” said Mr. Railton, with
imuch conviction, ‘‘ you have been hoaxed, Knox, and ‘it seems to me you
richly deserve it.”’ - . T O

.
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nox bit his lip. He was livid with temper. His heart set on etting

ake & Co. a rich hiding, he was very sore at the prospect of them slipping

rough his hands.

““I do not think so, sir !’ he burst out hotly. ‘“ They are deceiving you,

flam “sure——""

[4‘ Enox ™

“* Hear me, sir, please——**

Not another word !

But- o

f.* Silence, sir! Boys, you may go. Remain where you are, Knox. I have

mething to say to youl” '

Jack ake & Co. lost no time in rliuitting Mr. Railton’s study. At the

est of times it was not a desirable place from their point of view, and the

ditional charm of Knox’s presence lent nothing to their comfort.

““ You are misjudging me, sir,” said Knox, as the door closed after the
ors.

*“ I.do not think so, Knox, and permit me to say
d Kildare not joining you in this matter, now

£ ‘‘ But hear- 7 :

b " L will not allow you to interrupt me, sir!” gaid Mr. Railton. * Your

tlmt”I can quite under-

rivileges are subject to my discretion.
b “ I am a prefect B
-*“ Really, Knox, I had hoped to spare you any need to remiad me, for
rely you have not acted like one on this occasion,” said Mr. Railton
fily. “ You have wasted my time, to prosccute what I am bound to regard
E a personal animus againat a harmless junior, Don’t interru t me, sir!
bu will listen, and I insist on the exercise of a little more discretion in
pture. It is a prefect’s duty, above all things, not to listen to idle
ories 2

““ You will be sorry, sir ** began Knox penitently,

E* Leave the room, sir, or indeed I shall!” thundered Mr. Railton. * 1
bould not like to forget that you are a prefect !”

EKnox moved towards the door as indolently as he dared, and a savage
pression came into his eyes as the door closed between him and the
nery Housemaster,

CHAPTER 22,
Mellish’s Reward.

ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY 'looked into Study No. G.

The chums of the Fourth were busy finishing their preparation,
and they did not look up.

hey knew that it was the Outsider of St. Jim’s who was looking in, and
ey did not choose to see him, «

‘A deep flush overspread Lumley-Lumley's face.

i But he did not recede, -

j He step into the study, and came towards the table. The three juniors
Went steadily on with their work.

I want to speak to you, chaps,” said the Outsider, in a low voice.

: ““ Then Jack Blake looked up.

* Hallo!"* he said,

' Lumley-Lumley’s flush deepened.

““ Can I speak to you?’ he said."

- Blake shrugged his shoulders,
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“* Well, there’s no law against it, that I know of,”” he said, ** We don’t
want to speak to you. You know that.” d

“ You know it jolly well,” remarked Digby.

“I think we’ve made it plain enough,” Herries observed.

Lumley-Lumley bit his lip. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was not-id the
study; the Outsider’s one friend was absent. But he went on.

“1 only want to say that I'm sorry about what’s just happened.”

Blake stared. ,

“ About what?” he asked.

“ I hear from Levison that you fellows have got into a row with Knox
and Mr. Railon over some sporting papers, or something of the so i

Blake grinned. 2

“ It’s Knox who's got into the row,” he said, * The papers weren't
sporting papers at all; and Levison has got the yarn wrong.”

“ He said you were called into Mr. Railton’s study——"

“ 80 we were,” said Digby. ‘“ But it was a jape on Knox, that's all.
‘We’'ve never had any rotten sporting papers here, and we haven’t been in a
row.”’

““T guess I'm glad of that,” said Lumley-Lumley, looking relieved. ‘I
shouldn’t like you te get into a row on my account.”

* Thank you!” said Blake sarcastically.”

¢ I—I thought that Levison might have taken some papers from my
study, and put them here, or something of the sort,” Lumley-Lumley
explained, ‘‘ that’s all. He put a paper out in the passage for the fellows
to. find, and it's caused trouble.” 5 '

“ It’s your having the paper that’s caused trouble,”’ said Blake. ‘' If you
didn’t have the rotten things in your study, Levison couldn’t play tricks
with them.” ;

“* I know; but——"" :

“ You've only got yourself to thank;”’ said Digby; *‘ and we’ve got our-
gelves to thank for being taken in by you. Blessed if I know how we came
to believe in you at all.” 3

“ I did not take you in.”* i

“ Oh, you know what I mean. You made it clear that you were giving
up that rotten, blackguardly business altogether, and now you own_up coolly
that you have sportinglpapers in your study, as a matter of course.”™

“ Not exactly that. It's a curious position 5

** Yes, jolly curious,” C

““ What I mean is, I haven't been doing as you supposed. I haven't
laid a bet on a horse, or taken any interest-in racing, since the time I gave
Tom Merry my word that I was going to chuck it.”

“ And you read ﬂBn‘t.ing papers merely from a philosophical sort of
interest, I suppose?’’ Digby suggested.

- ““ Y can’t very well explain i

“ No; I expect you can’t!”-

“ But it’s not as you suppose, [—"%

Blake yawned.

“ Would you mind leaving us to get our prep. done, Lumley?* he asked.
“ It will save you from making up whoppers, too."” :

““ Hear, hear !’ said Herries. "

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley’s face hecame scarlet.

¢ Look hére—"" he began hotly.

“* Oh, give us a rest!” i

* Yes, rather!” said Digby. * Let the matter drop. You know that we
don’t believe you; what's the good of piling it on?” s X

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley clenched his hands hard.
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- Well, if you don’t believe me, it’s mo good talking,” he romarked,
*I didn’t come here to have a row. I only wanted to say I was sorry I'd
yot you into a row—and it seems that I was mistaken. That’s all.”’
. And he left the study.
b “Blake sniffed.
.- Blessed if I can stand that chap!” he remarked. * How can he pile
m the w]mgpers like that, and with such a serious face, too!"
*‘ Sheer cheek !”” said Herries.
. And the chums of the Fourth went on with their preparation, and forgot
errold Lumley-Lumley. .
 The Outsider of St. Jim’s returned slowly to his own study.
¢ His step was heavy, and his face was frowning and gloomy.
: Both Levison and Mellish were in the study when he entered it, and they
fgrinned at the sight of the Outsider. They shared the study with him,
and since his reform they had done their best to make it as uncomfortable
or him as the; could—and they succeeded pretty well.
| Lumley-Lumley took no notice of their looks. The Outsider, who was
enerally quite ready to take offence, seemed to have become strangely
jubdued lately. He sat down at the table with his books to do his
preparation. x )
£ A few minutes later the door was kicked open, and D’Arcy minor of the
fChird put his head in.
i ‘* Mellish here?”” he asked. ¥
,*‘ Yes; what do you want?”
“* Nothing !"" said Wally cheerfully. ‘ Knox gave me a message for you,
at’s all. You’re to go to his study.”
i- And the fag vanished. . :
Mellish rose to his feet, with a satisfied grin. He knew nothing of the
Hiscovery in the pond, or of the scene in Mr. Railton’s study. He had been
oing his preparation while Knox was making his valuable eatch of old
Daily Mails.” 0
‘ Tréuble?” asked Levison.
- Mellish shook his head.
L ‘* No fear! I expect I shall get something from Knox.”
- He made no further exilnnation, but left the study, and went away in
heerful spirits towards the Sixth Form passage. He had no doubt that
nox had discoveted and proved the guilt of Jack Blake & Co., and he
pxpected some reward from the prefect for his valuable services.
e tapped at Knox's door, and entered.
£ You sent for me, Knox!?" .
§‘‘ Yes!” said Knox, between his teeth.
f. Mellish started back. o
§ The prefect's face was white with rage, and he had a cane in his hand.
ellish would gladly have backed out of the study as he caught sight
'Enox’s face; but with a quick movemeut the prefect interposed between
jm and the door.
f’* No, you don’t!”’ he remarked.
fMellish backed away round the table.
“ Wh-wh-what's the matter?"’ he stammered.
nox ground his teeth.
* You know well enough, you young cad!”’
1" I—I don’t!” stammered Mellish. < I-—I—didn’t you find the papers in
je pond? I'll swear they were there. I saw Blake chuck them in, honour
ht !°

" You young hound!" roared Knox. * This was all a game between you
Blake to make me look a fool to Railton.”

R VR B e I 1
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“ I found the papers, you young sweep——

“ Well, if you found t! em,y what’s the matter?””
* I found them—a bundle of old ‘* Daily Mails,””
Mellish staggered.

“ What !’

“ And you knew it all the time!” yelled EKnox.

« I—I didn’t! I—I thought they were sporting papers. From what Blake
said, thoy must have been sporting papers!” gasped Mellish. ““ Or else he
knew that I was listenini, and he was taking me in! Perhaps—perhaps
gou fished up the wrong bundle, Knox? I—I'll go and leck, if you like.
—I. Oh! Oh! Ow! Yow! Yoop!” .

Knox’s grasp was upon the sneak of the Fourth. g

He swung Mellish round, and the cane rose and fell rapidly; with all tho
force of the prefect’s right arm.

1t lashed and stung over Mellish’s shoulders, and on his back, and round
his hlegs, ‘and the cad of the Fourth yelled and squirmed and hopped madly
with pain. ;

“ Ow—ow—ow! Yow! Leggo! Stop! Owl”

-Lash, lash, lash, :

_““Yarooh! Qoooch! Ow! Yah!”

Lash, lash ! »

“Ow! Help!”

“There!” panted Knox, flinging the yelling, squirming saeak of the
Fourth away }[!rom him. “ There! You won't come to me with lies again!”

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” 5 T :

 Get out of my study i

““ Yaroooooop !™” : 2

Knox opened the door, and bundled the wretched junior into the passage.
He kicked him till he picked himeelf up and ran. Then he slammed the
study door, feeling somewhat solaced. ellish had had his reward!

CHAPTER 23.
D’Arcy is Ready to Oblige—But——

o *ARCY, old man!”

D ““ Yes, deah hoy !”"

“I guess I want to ask you a favour.”

““ Anythin® you like, Lumlay, old son.” é

Arthur Augustus stopped politely in the passage. There was a hesitation
in Jerrold Lumley-Lumley’s manner, and a flush in his cheeks, which showed
that he had somethinﬁ to ask of D'Arcy that was out of the comman, and
that he felt doubtful how his request would be received.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was quite keen enough to see it, even without the
aid of his eyeglass, and he tried to put the Outsider at his ease.

“Go ahead, deah boy,” he said, tapping the hesitating junior on the
arm in quite a fatherly manner. *‘I'm waitin’.”’

*“ You're the only chap in the School House—or in the whole school—who's
at all decent to mé now,” said Lumley-Lumley, with a trace of bitternees iu
his voice, . X

““ Yaas, it’s wotten,”” said D'Arcy. ‘“‘The fellows are asses, you know.
They won’t listen to what I tell them.” .

e Outsider smiled faintly. .

“ I suppose that’s it,”” he said.
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I have explained to Blake, and to Tom Mewwy, and to the othah chaps,
that in a mattah like this they should yield to the opinion of a fellow of
-Aact and judgment,”’ said -the swell of St. Jim’s. ** But they don’t see it.
| They’re asses, you know—but a fellow has to be patient with them, What?"
f, ‘I guess——**
““ Go ahead, deah boy !’ g
“ T guess it’s something big I'm going to ask.”
“That's all wight." i
““You're a jolly decent chap, Gussy. I guess I sha’n’t forget this,” said
fthe Outsider gratefully. “ But you'd better hear what I want.”
“ Vewy well.”
“ I'm hard up.”
““ Bai Jove !
‘*1 want you to lend me some money."
“ Bai Jove !”’
“ Well?”” said Lumley-Lumley, pausing. 8
D’Arcy adjusted his eyeglass carefully in his eye, and looked carefully at
the OQutsider of St. Jim's. Lumlcy-Lum{ey's flush decpened under Lis search-
ing ‘gaze.
© " When a fwiend asks me to lend him some tin, of course, all that I have
is quite at his disposal,” said Arthur Augustus slowly, ** But this is
]lecu:é_iah case. You are the son of a giddy millionaire, Lumley?"”

 Yes.”

!* Your governah is wollin’ in money?"

“*1I guess so.””

** He sends you heaps of it?"’

‘‘ As a rule—yes.”’ &

““ My governah is wathah decent in that way,” said D’'Arey. *I can

genewally degenﬂ on him to shell out a fivah when I want one.vewy bad.
ut he has been gwoin’ wathah close with the fivahs since Lloyd-Géorge

bwought in that supah-tax bizness. It was wathah inconsidewsate of Mr.

Lloyd-George—appawently he has not considahed the mattah fwo=t a schonl

y's point of view.’” 1

““ I guess not,” %rinned Lumley-Lumley. * But——""

* As a mattah of fact, I should be vewy pleased to oblige you, deah boy,”

said the swell of St. Jim's. *“ You have come to the wight person.””
“Good! I want—- " g

* But would you mind tellin’ me what you want the money for, deah boy?*

| The Outsider was silent, and he compressed his lips ‘a little, It was
pretty clear that he minded.

. ““Pway don’t think me inquisitive in any way,” said Arthur Augustus.

£ As a wule, I am vewy careful to display no undue cuwiosity wegardin® the

Bffaihs of my fwiends.” But this is a weally exee_ﬁtional case, deah boy. I
ve a gweat feah that you.are gettin’ into mischief of some sort. Undah

e peculiah circs: of the case, don’t you think that you had bettah tell me

t you want the cash for.”

Look here, Gussy- &

‘ Of course, I don’t feel the slightest personal cuwiosity,” D'Arcy hastened

explain. ““TI am speakin’ entirely for your good.”

‘Yga, yes; but—"" "

i °“ Now, what is it for, deah boy?"’

¢ < It’s for something important.’”

£ “ Yans. But what?” -

f““ T guess I can’t very well explain——'"

§ “ Weally, Lumlay-Lumlay—"
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““The question is, whether you'll lend me the tin or not,” said Lumley-
Lumley. “ That’s all I have to say, Gussy.”

“ Weally, you know 5

I want five pounds—in a hurry.’?

“A fivah?”

** Exactly.”

“ And you are stonay?’*

“I guess so.”

D’Arcy was silent.

As Lumley-Lumley was his friend—as he had proclaimed plainl enough
to all St. Jim's—Arthur Augustus was not at all unwilling to {end him
money. But he was very uneasy. The Qutsider of St. Jim’s was generally
only too well supplied with ready cash. His father, the millionaire head
of the firm of Lumley’s, Limited, was only too liberal with him in the matter
of ‘pocket-money.

If Lumley-Lumley was hard ur, where had his mopey gone? How had he
contrived to expend alarger allowance than any otheér fellow at 8t. Jim's
had? Besides, although his father was abroad, Mr. Lumley’s lawyers had
instructions to send Jerrold money when he asked for it, in addition to his
2llowance, and the margin was a very wide ome. But it was clear that the
Outsider must have exhausted this source of supply, as he had to turn to
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy for aid.

What did it mean?

Jn spite of himself, Arthur Augustus could not help a chilling doubt creep-
jng into his mind that perhaps his chums were right, and he was wrong,
and that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had fallen into his evil old habits again
—_of betting on races and playing cards with the cads at the Green Man.

How else was his state of *“ hard-up ** to be explained?

The troubled look intensified upon the aristocratic face of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, as he took off his monocle and polished it, and replaced it in his
rig_ht eye, and stared at the Outsider St. Jim’s.

errold Lumley-Lumley waited in silence. He seemed to be waiting as
patiently as he could for the swell of the School House to make up his
mind; but he had nothing to say by way of explanation. -
- There was a long silence; and it was the Outsider who broke it at last,
with the single monosyllabic questions
“ Wells”

D’Arcy hesitated.

““ Canyou lend me five pounds?*

Arthur Augustus was silent.

The Outsider’s lips took on an ironical curve, and he turned away.

““Very well; never mind,” he said curtly. “I dare say I shall be able
to raise it somewhere else.”

D’Arey made a qlt):gck movement towards him,

“ Hold on, deah boy !"

The Outsider paused.

“ Well?” )

“ You don’t want to tell me what you want it for#”

“I can't.”

“ Why not?”*

“* Well—I can’t. That’s all.” .

“ Very well,” said the swell of St. Jim’s quietly. “I do not wish to
push a ¥wiend.ly intewest to the point of inquisitiveness, deah boy. I will
tend you the cash without askin’ questions,”

Lumley-Immley’s face cleared.
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¥ ¥ Thanks!” he exclaimed.
““ Not at all, deah boy !"*
“ Five quid!” said the Outsider eagerly. * You don't know how useful
. this will be to me, Gussy!"
‘I twust it will, Lumley.”
““ Hand it over, then.”’
““ Bai Jove!” 2 .
£ _Arthur Augustus stopped suddenly. There was one little thing he hadn't
b-thought of, and it oceurred to him now, and he paused in dismay. -
“ Well, what’s the matter?” asked the Outsider quickly.
““I—I forgot =
¢ Forgot what " - % ;
7 X ““I—1 should be vewy plcased indeed to lend you the fivah, deah boy,
b but A
“ But what?”
# But I am stonay, too.”

P
CHAPTER 24.
D'Arcy Docs His Best.

ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY stared blankly at the swell of St. Jim's
for a moment.
“ Stony?"’
““ Yaas, wathah!”
““You ass!”’
“ Weally, deah g-—“ :
“* What on earth did you want to make so much bother about it for, then,
if you could lend me the money?” the Outsider exclaimed angrily.
£ Arthur Augustus D’Arcy drew himself up a little.
* Weally, Lumley——*
¢ Oh, rats !’
The Outsider turned away angrily.
“* Lumlay, deah boy!"
The Outsider did not seem to hear. He walked away with his hands thrust
Edec intci hila trousers pockets, and his brows gathered in a gloomy line.
‘“ Lumley !"* 9
No reply. D’Arcy looked a little offended as the Outsider disappearsd,
ut the frown soon vanished from the kind face of the swell of the Fourth.
‘“ Aftah all, it must have been wathah exaspewatin’ to the chap, to he
atechised, and not to get the money aftah all,”” he muttered. * Upon the
vhole, I will ovahlook his decidedly wude mannahs.”’
i Arthur Augustus walked away thoughtfully.  Jerrold Lumley-Lumley
wanted the moneﬂ, and he had evidem;!({ depended upon the swell of Sf.
Wim's for it. Arthur Augustus had failed him. What would he do now?
i *“I shall have to waise the money somehow?”” murmured D’Arcy.
i “‘ Hallo! Thinking out great things for the next number of the Weekly ="
sked Jack Blake, coming along and bestowing a very hearty slap upon
D’Arcy’s shoulder.
| The swell of St. Jim's staggered.
¥ ““Ow! You ass!*’
" Deep in a geometrical problem, I suppose?'” said Dighy.
Certainly net. I am wowwied for money.”
" Blake whistled.
¢ Has the governor been playing it low down again®" he asked. * His
prdship growing stingy in his old age?” <

i




70 THROUGH THICK AND THIN!

““ Weally, Blake, that is not a wespectful way to speak of my patah,” said
D’Arcy, in a very stately manner.

“ How is a chap to speak respectfully of a pater who doesn’t ladle out the
fivers?’’ demanded Blake. ‘‘ You are our last resource when we're hard up,
and if you go stony, what’s to happen? Your governor must see things in a
reasonable light, or we shall have to send him a round robin.””

. ““Pway don’t be a silly ass, Blake. I am hard up, as a mattah of fact.
Can you lend me five pounds?”™

Blake grinned. ~

“ Pounds of what?** he asked. Paper?”

““No, you ass.”™

“Ink?”

*“ Weally, Blake——""

““Or cinders?”

‘““Pway don’t wot! Can you lend me five pounds, Dig?’*

** Yes. Avordupois pounds of candles, or marbles, or waste-paper,” said
Digby cheerfully. *¢ l\?:t the other kind of pounds.’”

**I mean soveweigns, of course,’”

““ Oh, quids!” said Rlake. . -

““ No,” said D'Arcy; “ soveweigns! I object to the term quids. I wegard
it as vulgah.” T

““ Quids or sovereigns, it's Jall the same,”” said Blake. ‘I could lend you

fivepence, if that's any good.

““And I could add a bob to it,”” said Digby generously.

““ Pway don’t talk out of your silly necks, deah boys. Can you lend mo
five pounds, or not?”’ 1 12 at

“ Not!"”” said Blake and Digby together.

““ Vewy well! I shall have to seek assistance elsewhere,” said D’Arcy,
with a great deal of dignity.

““ But what do you want it for?”’ asked Blake curiously,

“To lend to Lumley-Lumley.”

““ My hat! Has he gone stony on his hosses?”

“ He has not been bettin’ on horses, deah boy. He has givén me his word.”

““ Not worth very much, I think,”’ said Blake, with a yawn.

st § twustcinu do not doubt the word of a fwiend of mine, Blake.”’

““ Yes, rather—if that friend’s the Outsider,’”’ said Blake cheerfully. It
it's to lend to Lumley-Lumley, I withdraw my offer of the fivepence. Ycu
can’t have it.”” |

““Oh, don’t be a silly ass, deah boy ! -

And D’Arcy walked away. Blake and Digby exchanged a look,

““ 8o Lumley’s stony |”” said Blake. ‘I should think it ought to be clear
even to Gussy that he has been on the razzle again. He's the richest fellow
at St. Jim’s, and always has plenty of money. He must have been blueing it
right and left to get stony.”

““ Yes, rather,” said Digby.

“ He won’t have a penny of mine—let alone five pounds—or fivepence!™
said Blake, with considerable emphasis. And Digby heartily concurred.

Arthur Angustus D’Arcy looked in the quadrangle for the Terrible Threc,
He found Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther in a group, chatting, and he
bore down upon them with a somewhat troubled expression upon his face.
D’Arcy lent money often enough to the Terrible Three, and he had no hesita-
tion about asking for a loan; but he doubted whether they would be able to

" raise five pounds, or whether they would lend him anything when they knew
that it was for Lumley-Lumley. -

Tom Merry had a letter in his hand, addressed to him in the handwriting
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his old governess, Miss Priscilla Fawcett. D’Arcy saw a postal ‘order
isticking out of the envelope, and his face brightened. Tom Merry was
fevidently in funds.

‘“Hallo, Gussy!” said Tom Merry.  Wherefore that worried brow?
mebody been sitting on your Sunday topper?”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy: e
L ‘" Laundress spoiled some of the collars?” asked Monty Lowther sym-
dpathetically.

< I;way don’t be an ass, Lowther. I want you chaps to lend me five
pounds.’*

¥ ‘‘ Phew!”

i If you could waise the money, I should take it as a gweat obligation,””
aid Arthur Augustus, ““ and I need not say that I should wepay it with the
Wewy next fivah I get fwom my governah.” . §

4 {Vhat on carth do you want five quids for?”’ demanded Lowther, -
** Soveweigns, deah boy.”
“ Quids !"
i ““ Soveweigns !’
- * Sovereigns or quids, what on earth do you want such a sum of money
for?” exclaimed Tom Merry. * Buying a new bike?"

“ Certaiuly not; and I could not purchase a bicycle for five pounds, any-

“*Then what’s the trouble?”*
. ““ There isn’t any trouble.”’
* Well, I can raise two quid,’” said Tom Merry. “ My old governess has .
just come down jolly handsome, and I've got two postal orders here for a
pound each. You can have them both, Gussy, if you want them. We are
poing to have a little celebration, but we’ll put it off till you get a remit-
fance from your pater.” .
i °* Certainly !"” said Manners and Lowther together, very cordially.
- " You are vewy kind,” said D’Arcy. ‘‘ Undah the cires., I think I ought,
bewwaps, to tell you what I want the money for. It is for my fwiend
umley-Lumley.” -
{ “Oh!"” exclaimed the Terrible Three together.
£ I have pwomised to lend him five soveweigns =
i Tom Merry put the postal orders in his pocket.

So the Outsider’s hard up?** he asked.
*“ Yaas, appawently.””
* He can't have any of my quids,” said Tom Merry abrutly.” *If he’s
rd up—a chap who's rolling in money—the only explanation is that he has
en gambling. IHis old tricks again, as we know perfectly well. I'd lend
u the last Yenny in the locker, Gussy ; but I don’t put down a single boblet

Pi'f gamb: SC
: e:

ing debts for the cad of the. school.””

ar, hear I’ said Manners and Lowther.
'Arcy coloured.

#‘Lumley-Lumley has given me his word
Blow his word!”

** he began.

e Weally, Jom Mewwy——""

| Let him drop, Gussy. He's no good ! said Monty Lowther.

" I donot wequire your advice about dwoppin’ my fwiends, Lowthah,” said
ffhur Augustus, with great dignity, “and I wefuse to hear my fwiend
pleen of dispawagingly. Good-aftahnoon.” And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
jiked away with his aristocratic nose very high in the air.

Porn Merry locked a little troubled.

%1 don’t like saying ‘No’ to Guesy!” hc remarked. ' * But it would bo
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too bad to let him be plundered by that cad! If Lumley-Lumley has run
through all ais own money, and started spending other people’s, he wants
stopping.”
And Manners and Lowther agreed. .
D’Arcy walked away to Kildare’s study, and asked for, smd obtained, a
pass ouf, of gates to go down to the village. At the village post-office ko
sent a wire to Eastwood House:

““ Dear Father,—Fiver urgently required.—ArTHUR.”

Then he walked back to St. Jim’s, feeling a little casier in his mind. As
a rule, the noble earl responded gencrously enough to the urgent needs of
his hopeful con in the Fourth Form of St. Jim’s.

“The governah cannot fail to undahstand,” murmured D’Arcy.

Arrived at St. Jim’s, he looked for Lumley-Lumley, to report progress to
him. Arthur Augustus was determined that Lumley-Lumley shonld see
that he meant to be the-one friend. He sought the Outsider in his study.
He was not there. But Mellish and Levison were.

““He's not here, D'Arcy. And what's more, we don't want him ! said
Levison, with lofty scorn. ‘‘ We're particular, you know.”’

Arthur Augustus ignored them. I:Radcnu]d quite understand that Lumley-
Lumley wcmElu refer to risk the cold shoulder from decent fellows rather
than put up with the interested friendship of cads like Mellish and Levison.

“I weally must find him, you know,” muttered D’Arcy, as he hurried
away; and, descending to the passage that looked out over the quad on the
ground floor, he got it in the neck, like the old lady who persisted in admir-
ing the sight of London from the middle of the road.

Arthur Augustus did not hear a swift footstep behind him, and before he
cou]%vqu‘i:;e realise it he was bumped into from behind.

“ Wea )

But D'grcy managed to avert a complete spill by fallmg ca his hands,
and, after gathering his fallen topper, he looked wp wrathfully, to see
Lumley-Lunﬁey stansiug before him.

‘“Hallo, Gussy! That you?™

Arthur Augustus was speechless for a moment. Lumley-Lumley would
have ncdded and passed on; but the swell of the School House had found
his man, and the way he fixed his monocle told the Outsider that he was
expected to stay and listen to something important. ‘

Undah the cires I will excuse you, deah boy,” began Arthur Augustus,
with great dignity. I, of course, wecognise-your peculiar posish, Lumley,
and make allowances ’

‘“ That’s real good of you, D'Arcy: but do you mind letting me off now?
I must get that fiver somehow !*

‘“ There is no need, deah boy. I have sent the telegwam,” said D’Arcy,

Lumley-Lumley’s face brightened.

-

CHAPTER 2B5.
No Fivers!
L OU don’t mean to say you have wired home for it, D’Arcy?’?
Y *“ Pwecisely, deah boy !”’

*“ That’s real good of you, Gussy "’
" ““*Not at all, deah boy. When I pwomised to lend you the tin, I did not
know I was stony, Lumlay! I wiahed to the governah, after—as the safest
wesource, deah boy.” ’ ’
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Lumley-Lumley, after his keen fashion, guessed that D'Arcy had been to

e of his friends about it first. There was a softer look in his eyes as
he saw D’Arcy’s goodness as it really was, Arthur Augustus was proving a

iend indeed !

i ““ Bhake!” said the Outsider impulsively.

§ Arthur Augustus shook, but he winced at Lumley’s grip.

T * You feahful wuffian, Lumley. You've cwushed my bestly fingahs fwight-
ully. If you were not despewately in need of a little tin, I'd give yoa u
peahful thwashin’ ! o5 B
b “}iutl straight, I do want that oof badly, D'Arey,” said Lumley-Lumley

nxiously. s
. *“ Pway have the goodness to call it tin, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus,

ietting his crushed fingers. *“‘I have been lookin’ for you evewywheah,
eah boy, to tell you that your twoubles are now ovah.”

“You don’t mean to say you've got it, Gussy?" .

E * Pway have a little patience, Lumley. I said I had sent the telegwam

o the governah. That is all for the pwesent."

b ““ But he's sure to send the oo—tin, isn't he, Gussy?” said Lumley-
umley. | :

“ Yaas, wathah! The governah would nevah wefuse my urgent wequest,
umlay.”’

t ““Gee! T'm in the soup if he does!”” &

An expression of horror overspread D'Arcy's face, He barred slang ab
ny time. . .
‘S:IIIpw scon do you think you will get the reply, Gussy?’ asked Lumley-
umley. » g -

“I t?;me to ask you to wait here with me for it, deah boy,” said Arthur

““It is half an hour since I sent the telegwam,"so the answah cannot be
png in awwivin’, now."’
| “I'm in a deuce of a hurry, Gussy,” said Lumley-Lumley. ““I have to

o out shortly, whether I get the fin or not. I do hope the good old
fovernor buzzes——’’
Arthur Augustus looked severely at the Outsider.

I should object to such an expwession bein’ applied to my fathah,
mlay,”” he said. ““ Pway have the goodness not to wepeat it! The
jovernah will wespond per weturn, I am sure. We can see the boy when he
pmes with the weply fwom heah.””

“Good!”

" Yaas, wathah!’"

£ I wish he was here though, Gussy.”

£ Weally. Lumley = .

(%' No, 1 am not ungrateful, D’Arcy,” said the Outsider quickly, “ But
Bu know- 4
'* Yaas, wathah! But it's all sewene, deah boy. We sha’n’t have long to
iit, you know.”

¥** Right-ho "

And they waited. 2
rthir Augustus would have liked to know what use Lumley proposed to

e of the money. He had no real doubt of the Outsider, buf he could not
lp feeling a little uneasy. To say the least, Lumley-Lumley was very
geited as they watched the quad. for signs of a telegraph-boy. Twenty

iutes passed, in which they discussed everything from prefects to fuster
m, but no telegraph-boy put in an appearance.
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** Whatevah you are goin’ to do, Lumlay?”” said D’Arcy all at once, T
twust, deah boy, you will not forget our conversations. on’t let anythin®
put you back on the old game, deah boy——""

“ Not much, D’Arcy " "

There was something so firm in Lumley-Lumley’'s tone that Arthur
Avgustus felt satisfied.

““Not much!” repeated the Outsider. ‘ That’s a deal, Gussy. I'm meat
right through, though things seem what they are not, as Tom Merry will
yet find out.”

“ Yaas, wathah! It is-hard lines on both you chaps,’”” murmured Arthur
Augustus.

ut still the wished-for telegram did mot come. Lumley-Lumley could
not help showing some signs of impatience. D’Arcy made all allowances, but
he was hardly prepared for the Outsider’s next remark.

““Your governor's mot likely to be rocked, is he, Gussy?” he asked.

“ Wocked, deah boy?”’

“ Yes; my governor once had a stiff rocking. A company gang almost
peeled him to the skin, and I thought as these times are a bit nutty for the
peers, you know. 4 ’

Even Lumley-Lumley *“ dried up * as he marked the expression of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s aristoeratic countenance.

<71 fail to undehstand—uttahly, Lumley "’ he said, rather stiffly. ** My
patah—wocked ?”’

““ Yes !’ grinned Lumley. ‘ They seem to be taking all the peers’ money
off them now, your pater might not have a fiver left——"

“ Excuse me, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, fixing his monocle with 'rigid
dignity. ° But I feel constwained to chawactewise your wemark as wubbish,
weally 1"

Lugﬂe -Lumley laughed.

_ % (ood!” he exclaimed. * All the better for me; but I wish that wire-
lioy would buck up!”” }

Arthur Augustus’s offence at the idea of a D'Arcy not having a fiver left
in the family locker was speedily dissolved in solicitude for his friend. He
looked anxiously across the gquad. Lumley took out his watch.

“ Gee!” he cried. * But I shall have to hop it 2

“ Weally, Lumley -

« Sorry, Gussy, really. But I must

There was a curious tone in the Outsider’s voice. It had a strange ring
of something like fear in it, and D’Arcy was touched. He laid his hand
on Lumley’s arm. ! 2

“ Weally, Lumley, you must wait for the tin now, deah boy,” he said.

7T can't, really, Gussy! Tell you what, though. I have to go up to my
study, first. I’ll come down here again, afterwarde.””

* ¥You will have time, Lumley?**

« T guess I'll come back if I have time, Gussy.”” i

“ Vewy well, then, Lumléy,”” said Arthur Augustus, releasing him.

And the swell of the School House resumed his wateh at the window as
the Outsider rushed away. Ten minutes passed, but Lumley-Lumley did not
xeturn. Arthur Augustus waited confidently for the advent of the telegraph-
hoy. Just as he was on the point of considering the advisability of going
in search of Lumley-Lumley, Arthur Augustus spied that junior himsell
hurrying towards the gates. D’Arcy could not believe his eyes at first, but
a second glance was sufficient, :

He hurried down into the quad.

* Lumley !"” he called out. "

No' answer.

't
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##< Lumley !”* shoutéd Arthur Augustus again.
he Outsider half turned and waved his hand.
Sorry, Gussy, but I must go FE
‘ Wait anothah minute or two, deah hoy—'"*
£ ** Couldn’t, really: 4]
“** Bai Jove!””
i D’Arcy’s exclamation was occasioned by the entrance of the much-desired
glegraph-boy through the gates. - Lumley did not see the lad as his back
pas turned to him. The boy knew St, Jim's well, and was making for the
chool House.
i Lumley !”” shouted Arthur Augustus.
‘“ Master D'Arcy! Here you are!” said the telegraph-boy, running up to
D'Arcy.
““ Lumley !"” repeated the swell of the Fourth, tearing open the telegram.
* Lumley, dealr Loy !"”
. But the Outsider was heading for the gates, all heedless. He seemed to
ave forgotten D’Arcy’s existence.
i The telegraph-boy grinned.
b “° Run after him, sir.”’
“ Bai Jove! What a good ideah!"”
¢ And Arthur Augustus ran to the gates at top speed.
““It's all wight, Lumley, deah boy!"’ he shouted again. °“ Here is the
gelegwam, deah boy !”*
Lumley-Lumley stopped at that. The anxious expression died out of hia
ince, as he saw the swell of the Fourth racing towards him, and trying to
jead the telegram as he did so. ; =t :
i ““ Got it, Gussie?”’ asked the Outsider eagerly. “ Gee! What luck!"”
i “* Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove!” - :
** What's up?”
L I'm sowwy, Lumley deah boy. weally——"" began D’Arcy apologetically.
“ Why? What the deuce—"" :
- 1 weally had no ideah, Lumley!"” protested Arthur Augustus. -
- ““ Oh, do hand it over, Gussie!"” said Lumley. * I assure you I am not
shing it like this for nothinﬁ, Buck up, really !’
** I know you are not, deah boy; but weall e
- A look of annoyance came into Lumley’s eyes.
“ I'say, Gussie, make it cash !"” he almost implored.
““ Yaas, wathah! I would if I i
“ What! You mean to say you ran after me to tell me your »»
“ Here is the beastly telegwam, deah boy. Pway wead it for yourself,”
id Arthur Augustus,
Lumléy-Lumley took the telegram quickly.
¢ * Sorry—no fiver to spare—father,” ** he read. “ You ass! As if I hadn't
oot enough time already. You do take the biscuit, Gussie—"’
= Weally, Lumley. &
F* Rats!™
“ Come back, Lumley! You are not fit, deah boy, to go anywheah while
pu are like that!™
5 “More rats !’
And Lumley-Lumley was gone, leaving Arthur Augustus staring after
tim in bewilderment. )
¢ ** Bai Jove! I forgot to give the telegwagh messengah a gwatuitay !’
| The diminutive representative of a government department, which bestows
1l conceivable conveniences on a trusting public, was loitering very slowly
pwards the gates, however, and Arthur Augustus did not lack for an
pportunity. .
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« This is all the work of that wetched Chancellor of the Exchequah, bai
Jove !”” murmured D’Arcy, reading his father’s telegram again; and when he
reached the School House, he had mot quite regained that repose which
stamps the cast of Vere de Vere.

]

CHAPTER 28.
& D'Arcy is Indignant?
M I WEGARD it as wotten [”*

Arthur Augustus made that statement as he came into Study No. G
in the Fourth Form passagé.

Blake looked np from his work with a yawn.

“ Hallo, Gussy ! What's rotten now?” he inquired,

< T have had a telegwam from my patah.””

« Well, it's a free country,” said Dighy. *‘ Paters have a right to send
telegrams when they like.””

Jack Blake nodded solemnly.

“ Yes; it’s no good kicking against anything of that sort, Ghussy,”” he said.
“ These paters are all the same; they will do these things, you know.”

“ Oh, wats!” =

“ You haven’t brought your pater up carefully, "’said Blake, with a shako
of the head. * If you had looked after him when he was a little boy s

« Pway don’t talk out of your hat, Blake. I weagrd. e

“ If you had watched over him tenderly in his earliest years,”” persistcd
Blake, ** he wouldn't do thesethings in his old age.”

< Ha, ha, ha!”’ g

“ You uttah ass! Look at that telegwam !” .

And Arthur Augustus tossed the telegram upon the study table.

Blake and Digby looked at it. Herries, who was sitting in the armchair
mending a dog's collar, the property of Towser, left that important occupa-
tion for a moment to glance at the wire that had raised the indignation of
the swell of St. Jim’s.

The chums of the Fourth read the telegram, and burst into a roar,

+ Ha, ha, ha!”

D'Arcy jammed his monocle into his eye, and regarded them with great
indignation.

“ Weally, deah boys——"" % ;

 Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Blake. ““ Good cld governor e

ki weﬁnré it as wotten!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” 5

« There is no weason at all, that I can see, for wibald laughtah on this
subject,”” said the swell of the Fourth stifly, “ I wegard it as wude! My
governah ought to know bettah than to do these things."”

“If you had cared for him in his tender youth. ’ began Blake. .

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ .

« Qh, pway don't begin that silly wot again !’ said the swell of 8t. Jim's
peevishly. 1 wegard you as asses.: I considah that this is playin’ if
wathah low down, And it is all the fault of that wetched Chancellah of
the Exchequah!”

Blake stared.

“ Whose fault®’ he asked.

“ That boundah L]o{d George,” said D'Arcy. ‘ My governah has bee:
much closer with the fivahs since that wotten supah-tax was put on incomes.
and now that the House of Lords is pwactically abelished, I suppose pect®
will have to be vewy economical. I wegard it as wotten !"
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. "“It's hard cheese!” said Blake sympatheically.  Of course, if Lloyd

. George knew that he was cutting down your allowance of fancy waistcoats

¢ and silk-hats, he’d pause in time, before he brought the country to utter
ruin,”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Upon the whole I wegard it as my duty to send him a telegwam, before
- he goes too fah,” said D'Arcy firmly. "
‘ “Goit!”

“ Very likely it might make him resign,” said Blake. * Point out to
him that you have no confidence whatever in him.” .

““ Bai Jove, T will!"

... And that the country will go straight on the road to ruin, at top speed,
- if ﬁo\{ have to go without any of your regulation number of fancy waist-
coats.””

‘“ Weally, Blake—** . &

““ And that if you have to reduce your supply of silk-hats, there’s no
- telling what will become of the British Empire e
. ““ You uttah ass ¥«

*“ Explain that the future of England may be hidden in a silk-hat, or
¢ bound up in a fancy waistcoat o
i Ha,}ia, ha!" :

“I wefuse to eontinue this widiculous discush,” said D’Arey. ** I shall
certainly send him a telegwam . Bai Jove!”

“ What's the mattah now?” .

- o I forgot that I am bwoke, and cannot pay for a telegwam,” said D’Arcy.
* But_ for that, I should certainly tell E:w Chancellah of the Exchequah
what I think of his weckless conduct.” * ° N :

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

* Meanwhile, how am I to wnise some cash?’’ said D'Arcy—** that is the
important point. I have been pwevented fwom helpin’ a fwiend by lack of
money.'" "

““ Horrid "’

“ I wefuse to ask you fellows for an hol})—"

** It would be all the same if you d’i(d, if you mean to give it to Lumley-
- Lumley,” said Blake cheerfully.

- " "Weally, Blake—""

-« “ But it is rather rotten of Gussy's governor,” said Digby. * I should
; have borrowed some of that fiver, if the noble duke had sent it. Send your
E governor a telegram, Gussy, and point out to him that he has disappointed
us,”” :

“I wefuse to do anything of the sort.”

And Arthur Augustus walked haughtily out of Study No. 6, leaving the
hums of the Fourth howling with laughter.

Arthur Augustus waited for Lumley-Lumley to return.
., But it was a long time before the ‘Outsider of St. Jim's came back to the
school. When he did appear at last, D’Arcy was waiting for him on the
chool steps.

The Outsider’s figure loomed up in the dusk.

D’Arcy made a movement towards him.
. ““Lumlay, deah boy! Just in time to get in for callin’~ovah! I'm so
'sowwy about that telegwam !”

Lumley-Lumley nodded and passed into the House. Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy started as he saw that the Outsider’s face was very pale. -
. ““Bai Jove, Lumlay! Ts there anythin' the mattah?”
- “Yes,” muttered Lumley-Lumley.

i Broevrew sd ob gwe:
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** What is it, deah boy#™?
~** Oh, nothing.”

‘* But—I say——"’

Lumley-Lumley did not listen. He strode on into the House, and the swell
of 8t. Jim’s was left standing in the doorway, with a very troubled expression
upon his face.

CHAPTER 27.
The Wrong Man.

L Ow !JI_
l Arthur Augustus D’Arcy uttered that exclamation quite suddenly.
He had reccived a sudden slap upon the back, which sent him
staggering upon the steps of the School House, and he made a wild plunge
downwards. kil X

With a terrific jump, he managed to clear the steps, and landed in the
quadrangle on his feet; and then he swung back towards the doorway in a
rage, to find Kangaroo of the Shell staring at him in astonishment.

* You uttah ass!" roared D’Arcy.

“My hat!” 5

“You feahful chump!”’ i

- %Vhl:;ﬂ: did you do that for?”’ asked EKangaroo innocently,

“ What did you do that jump for?*?

“ You fwightful ass! You knocked me ovah.”

“1 ‘was just greeting you 4 .

““ Weally, Kangaroo——'" -3 W .

“ Sorry if I startled you,” said the Cornstalk blandly, as D’Arcy’ came
up the steps again “* I 'was going to—what are you pushing back your cuffs
For?””

“You fwightful ass! I am goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’. You have
thwown me inte quite a fluttah.” )

““But I only wanted to tell you about neglecting your duties to your
adopted son,”’ said Kangaroo, in an injured tone. - :

Arthur Augustus dropped his hands,

** What do you mean, Kangaroo?**

“ You've allowed Lumley-Lumley to go out of your sight,’”” said Kangaroo
severely. ‘I understood that you were keeping an eye on him.”’

* Yaas, but——""

“ Well, don’t let it happen again,” said Kangaroo, and the Cornstalk
junior turned away with a grave shake of the head, and was gone before
IYArcy recovered from his amazement. y

Arthur Au%atu.s went slowly up to his study. Upon consideration he
decided that Eangarco had been ** wotten.”

At the same time, the Cornstalk’s remark had put new ideas into his head.
If he was going to look after Lumley-Lumley, and save him from falling into
bad hands, it would be necessary to keep a strict eye upon him. He had,
indeed, atlowed Lumley-Lumley to depart from St. Jim’s unwatched, and the
swell of the Fourth felt his conscience prick him for having been so careless.
He had prevented the Outsider from going out at night; but what was the
use of that, if the fellow were allowed to go out alone by day, and escape the
eye of his guardian angel? -

Arthur Augustus determined that it should not occur again.

He had made up his mind to look after Lumley-Lumley, and to take the
Outsider under his wing, so to speak; and he meant to do it, however un-
pleasant the task might be to himself—and to theé Outsider of St. Jim’s,
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The moon, coming up over the old clock ‘ower, cast a glimmering light
i:Ef,o] il.w window of Study No. 6, as D’Arcy went in. The gas was not yet
alight, .

Arfhur Augustus threw a glance from the study window into the guad-
- rangle. s

The old trees stood out in masses of black against the white.glimmer of the
moon, and tho buildings roso dark and. clear to the view.

The swell of St. Jim's thrust his hands deeply into his pockets, thinking,
as he stood at the window, of the problem of tEe Outsider of 8t. Jim’s, which
ke had set himself to solve. " -

‘“ Bai Jove !" muttered Arthur Augustus suddenly, and he stepped closer to
the window of Study No. 6. ) :

‘“ Bai Jove!” *

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked out of the study window.

It was moonlight, and for an instant, the swell of the School House thought
he saw someone moving about in the quad. below. i

** Bai Jove !”’ he murmured again.

The inevitable monocle dropped from his eye. .

There could be no mistake this time. There was someone stirring in the

i b ki

uad.
% Instantly, the thought of the Outsider cccurred to Arthur Augustus. Who
else would want to move about in that mysterious fashion at night?”

Surprise for the moment took away Arthur Augustus’s initiative.

““Yaas, I'm not mistaken,” he said. “The boundah is goin’ to bweak
bounds,” -

He could plainly soc the mysterious figure making for the elms in the quad.
Gaining their shade the figure moved in a way that left no doubt to D’Arcy’s
mind, They were the very movements of the Qutsider.

* To say it was pwob would be widiculous,” murmured Arthur Augustus.
““It’s perfectly certain.’’

And as he reflected his natural presence of mind re-asserted itself.

““ It must be stopped, of course,”’ he said hurriedly, snatching up his hat.
¢ What an ass I am, bai Jove, to stand stawin’ like this!”’

And heo hurried downstairs.

In another moment Arthur Augustus stood in the quad., resolved to ®atch
. the figure at all events. It had not yet reached the end of the row of elms.
To seek the cover of these lordly shades was the work of ‘a moment for
E Arthur Augustus,

. It was well, for the figure turned on the moment as if to retrace its steps.
Even in that simple action D'Arcy found further likencss to the Outsider.

“ Evewy movement is exact. It must be him,” he murmured.

Then he followed at a distance as the fellow went ahead once more. D’Arcy,
despite his certainty that it was Lumley-Lumley, was resolved to be very
cautious.

It would hardly do to make another mistake, and he knew that his Forme
master often took a stroll in the quad. of an evening.

Arthur Augustus dodged from tree to tree, at twice the speed of the un-

 known. v
Doubts: were struggling in his mind meanwhile. Was it possible, that
‘Lumley-Lumley was breaking out again?
. D’Arcy’s natural good nature prompted him to head off the midnight
~wanderer and attempt further argument by way of reforra, Caution occurred
‘to him as the wiser course.

Ho was glad he did so.

't ““Bai Jove!”
- The figure had stopped once more, and D'Arcy had only just time to conceal

B ral o e b, w0 B8
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himself. Peering cautiously from behind the great elm, Arthur Augustus con-
cluded the fellow was thinking it over whether to cross the belt of moonlit
quad. just beyond the trees. . ~

“ How stwange !”” muttered D’Arcy, as the figure took something from its
coat pocket and consulted it. ‘* It looks as of the wottah has weceived special
instwuctions, fwom his stwange ways. ' Gweat Scott!” ’

The fellow at the end of the elms began to hum a song. He did not hum
Io!l(ﬂy, but the circumstances brought another doubt to Arthur Augustus’s
mind,

Lumley-Lumley was kardly likely to sing at such a moment.

“ Not undah any pwovocation, bai Jove!” muttered D’Arcy, watching the
figura intently, :

But the swell of the Scheol House found fresh ground for conjecture as the
figure all at once strode out boldly into the moonlight.

Arthur Augustus followed in hot pursuit, The song, though oxnly softly
-hummed, might bo & signal, .

* Yaas, wathah——"’ !

If Lumley-Lumley had stopped in the middle of the moonlight patch to
whistle and dance * Yankee Doodle,” Arthur Augustus would not now have
thought it strange. .

He was too excited. His excitement was rising every moment.

But his duty was never far from his thoughts, however wild.

*“ Bweakin’ bounds is bweakin' bounds, bai Jove!"’ he murmured. ‘“And
beastlay bad form, to say the least. Wotten!"” :

The last exclamation was occasioned by Arthur Augustus reflecting theb
when he crossed that belt of moonlight the fellow might turn and see’ him.

Still, forward he must go at all costs. He had no time to waste in making
2 long detour. -

** Not poss, deah boy,”” he muttered, ‘The wottah would.escape in the
meantime,”’ =

Then a bright idea occurred to Arthur Augustus,

Whipping off his boots he took them in his hand and ran at top speed across

. the bright patch and gained the shadow of the school wall. Seeing nothing
as he,gained the comparative darkness he thought he had lost the fellow,
and in his w.sappointment he let one of the boots drop.

““ Oh, dash i 2

Even as the exclamation escaped him he rediscovered the mysterious
ﬂg\ﬁre. It was approaching the slanting oak that leaned towards the school
wall. ”

The fellow had heard the boot drop. He was peering through the darkness
to try and discover what the noise was. Not finding it, of course, he turned
toward tho slanting oak again.

Now was D’Arcy’s time to act!

There could be no doubt as to the mysterious one's intentions. Arthur
Augustus was convinced that it was Lumley-Lumley about to scale the wall
by means of tho slanti#® oak. .

** How beastly Ewovokin‘ to havo only one boot on,”” said Arthur Augustus,.
quite audibly in his excitement. y .

The mysterious figure heard him and turned again, He walked forward
towards where Arthur Augustus trusted to the darkness to conceal him,

““Bai Jove!” :

D’Arcy stopped and put on his boots, giving a slight grunt as he did so.

** Dear me,”’ said the figure, coming back to the oak.

It was evident that he had heard the grunt, The voice carried to Arthur
Augustus, and he was convineed more than ever that it was Lumley-Lumley’s.
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Iie rushed forward. D'Arcy's feet made sufficiont patter to give the stranger
some slight warning.
The figure was close to the oak.
- You wottah !”” said Arthur Augustus.
And he tackled the fellow Rugby fashion as he reaclied the foot of the tree.
2 Oh!” gasped the fellow, as if the wind had been knocked out of him.
**You ruffian You—ow!—— Let me go—""

“ Re—leaso me!”

“ A wetched wottah bweakin’ bounds? Not much!”

£ And Arthur Augustus brought his prisoner heavily to the ground.

“Oh! Oh! Oh, dear!” i g .

“It’s useless to argue with me, you boundah ! cried D'Arcy, excitedly.

© “I know what you are up to, deah boy. I'm afraid you've lost, wathah!"'
Whether the fellow wanted to argue or not does not matter much. But it

Was certain that he did not mean to be mauled without a fight for it. If

 D’Arcy had not been so excited he would probably have heard a pair of
spectacles rattle to tho ground. :
But Arthur Augustus never for a moment forgot his duty. At all costs

il[e was dete!'mineg to overpower his man, and drag him back to the School

ouse. . -

Yy , He was determined to bring the Outsider back from the ways of the

. transgressor. . k

~ ““It's all up, Lumley, déah boy!"" he panted.

““ Lumley——"?

“ Yaas, wathah——"

“D*Arcy !

‘ Yaas, deah boy! Alive and kickin’, bai Jove!"

* What—what !” D’Arcy! How dare you?"

“* Bai Jove!”

. Arthur Augustus recognised the unmistakable accents of little Mr. Lathom,
the Fourth Form-master. Then the thought of subterfuge on the part of

, the Outsider oceurred to him.

““It’s a twick, bai Jove!”” he exclaimed.

“D’Arcy ! How dare you, sir!”

““Bai Jove——"*

¢ _ Arthur Augustus’s grasp released -itself mechanically. There could _be no
doubt about the owner of the voice this time. He had’ been . pummelling Mr.

' Lathom—Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth! His own Form-master!
It was little Mr. Lathom, taking his evening stroll in the moonlit quad.,

whom the swell of St. Jim’s haﬁ pounced upon!

CHAPTER 28.
Mr. Latham is Angry. &5

* A-A-A-A-T Jove!” ;

3 B Arthur Augustus staggered back in the dim moonlight. He had
made a little mistake.

It was really not a very great mistake—anybody might have mistakerm
‘anybody for anybody else in the 'dim and uncertain shadows of the old
quadrangle of St. Jim's. .

And Arthur Augustus's mind had been full of Jerrold Lumley-Lumley and
. the mysterious manners and customs he had developed of late.
-So it was really not surprising at all that he had made this slight mis-
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take ;nindaed, the swell of St. Jim’s could not really blame himself for it
at_all. -

""But it was pretty clear that Mr, Lathom blamed him. The master of
the Fourth was one of the best-tempered of little men, but the temper of
a seraph mi,ght have been seriously ruffled by such an attack.

“D'Arcy I’ 5
“ Ya-a-s:: sir I’

* How dare you?"’ shrieked Mr. Lathom.

“ Oh, sir!”’

“ You—you extraordinary boy ! panted the Fourth Form-master. ‘' Are
you—are you insane?”” ,

* I—I hope not, sir.” "

* What do you mean by it? How dare you seize me, and set upon me
in this manner?” shrie the master of the Fourth.

* You—you see, sir—"’

- ** D’Arcy, this insolence—this wretched impertinence—""

D’Arcy drew himself up.

“1 twust, sir,” he said, with a great deal of dignity, * that you do not
sugpect me of bein’ delibewately impertinent to a Form-mastah, six! I
should wegard such a pwoceedin’ as bein’ in the worst of bad form. I did
not know it was you, sir.” o

Mr. Lathom calmed down a little.

Do you mean you mistook me for someone else?’’ he exclaimed.

*“ Yaas, sir!” 3 ;

“Tt js very extraordinary that a master cannot take a walk in the
nadrangle, I)'Arcy, without being assaulted by a foolish jumior in mistake
or someone else,” said Mr. Lathom. * However, I am willing to believe

your statement.”” '

“ Thank you, sir. I am vewy sowwy, sir.”* ;

““Very well. You mistook me for Lumley-Lumley of my Form, I pre-
sume,”’ said Mr. Lathom, peering at D'Arey in the dim light.

“ Lumley-Lumley, sir.”

““ Yes; I recall that you uttered that name when you seized hold of me.’*

“ D-d-did I sir?”’

“ Yon did !"

“ Weally, sir—"" v .

“ You said also something about a—about someone breaking bounds.”*
“Oh!” said D’Arcy. *

< Upon reflection,” said Mr. Lathom, ‘it appears to me-that you mistook
me for Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth Form, and supposed that I—he—was
going to break bounds.”

“ Do you think so, sir?"’ stammered D’Axcy.

“ I judge so from.your words.” :

“ Weally, sir——""

““ Was it the case, D'Arcy?” .

“ Was—was wh-what the case, sir?’’ asked Arthur Augustus, stammering.
He realised that in his keenness to look after Lumley-Lumley’s interests, he.
had succeeded thoroughly in giving the Qutsider away to his Farm-master.

¢ You know what T meéan, D’Arcy " . .
¢ D-d-do I, sir?”

“You do!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom, his voice rising again. “I am no
stranger, D’Arcy, to the talk there has been lately on the subject of Lumley-
Lumley. Had you any reason to suppose that he was breaking bounds
now?"” ’

I T T—
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, ““That he has broken bounds lately, and has been unable to furnish any
explanation of doing so, I am well aware. Has he now gone out without
permission?”’ *

T ”

““I gather from yonr stammering, D’Arcy, that such is the casge, and that
you are perfectly well aware of it,” said Mr. Lathom sternly.

Arthur Augustus was silent, Whether Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had gone
out again the swell of the Fourth did not know; but he wus not likely to
state his suspicions on the subject to Mr, Lathom. His objeet was to
befriend the Outsider, not to get him into fresh trouble; though it looked
as if the latter was what he had succeeded in doing. 2

“ Well, D"Arcy?”

-““ I—I have nothin’ to say, sir.”

““ Very well,” said Mr. Lathom. * Come with me.””

““ Wh-what for, sir?"

*‘ Because I order you to.”

“Oh! Vewy well, sir.”

There Wwas no arguing with that. Arthur Augustus followed the master of
the Fourth into the School House. He was locking very red and con-
{used, and many glances were cast upon him as he entered at the heels of
the Form-master. .

“In trouble again?"" murmured Blake, as he passed,

““T have been doin’ my dutay,” said D’Arcy loftily. .

“Yes,” growled Blake; * you're always doing something of the sort,
ain’t you?” c

“ Weally, Blake——"’ ’

“Come!” snapped Mr. Lathom, turning lis head. =

““ Yaas, sir.”” ?

Mr. Lathom looked into the junmior common-room, There were a good
many juniors present of the Shell and the. Fourth, but Jerrold Lumley-

- Lumley was not among them. Mr. Lathom glanced up and down the room,
and all eyes were turned upon him.
© ““Is Lumley-Lumley heret’ asked Mr. Lathom.

““ No, sir,” answered Tom Merry.

*‘ Do you know where he is, Merry *”’

“I have not seen him since calling-over, sir.”’

“* Thank you.”’

Mr. Lathom turned from the room, and signing to D’Arey to follow him
again, ascended the stairs to the Fourth Form passage. The master of the
Fourth was evidently determined to probe the matter to the very end.

He knocked at Lumley-Lumley’s door, and opened it, Mellish and
Levison were in the room, seated at the table at work. The big armchair
was befofe the fire, and the top of a head showed slightly over the back:
but M-:. Lathom, who was shortsighted, did not notict it. " He only notired
that only two juniors were visible in the study.

‘“ Levison!"" he said sharply. -

Levison rose to his feet in surprise. He tried to think of which of his
delinquencies might have come to his Form-master's ears to bring about
this visit to his study. Without knowing what it was, he was at a joss For
a lie.

- Yes, sir,” he said meekly.
" ‘“Do you know where Lumley-Lumley is?’*

Levison started, and grinned a little.

““ Lumley-Lumley, sir! Oh, yes!™

¢ Where is he?””
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“1In the armchair, sir.”” =

““ What!"' exclaimed ™r. Lathom.

The form of the Outsider rose into view beyond the armchair. He looked
at ilr, Lathom over the top of the chair in amazement. Mr. Lathom looked
at him.

** Do you want me, gir?’’ asked Lumley-Lumley.

Mr. Lathom frowned . . -

'* No, Lumley-Lmuley, T do not want you. I merely wanted to know
where you were,’”” he said, “I had reason to suppose that you had brokenm
bounds. D’Arcy!” . ®

““ Yaaaaas, sir,”’ stammered D’Arcy.

“ I think you are a stupid boy,” said Mr. Lathom.

“ Weally, sir—"*

*“ You will take five hundred lines!”

““ Oh, sir!”

““ And if you are guilty of such stupidity again, I shall cane you!?

And little Mr. Lathom strode from the study, very angry and very much
annoyed. Levison and Mellish broke into a chuckle.” Lumiey-Lumley looked
at Arthur Augustus in astonished inquiry, But the swell of St, Jim’s did
not explain. He did not feel guite up to it just then, He followed Mr.
Lathom without a word.

CHAPTER 20,

¥ Looking for Lumley.

i EDTIME, you kids,” said Darrel :afithe Sixth, looking into th

B junior common-room in the Se ouse, .
Tom Merry rose and yawned.

““ Thanks, Darrel, old man,” he said. ‘I should never have thought of it.
I’ll excuse you to-night if you’'re in a hurry.”

Darrel laughed. 3

“ Buzz off I’ he said, and quitted the rocom. **I shall look into the dormi-
tory in ten minutes.” ; d

““ Thanks, vewy much, deah boy,” said D'Arcy. S

And the Fourth and the Shell marched upstairs. Monty Lowther tapped
ArZaur Augustus on the arm.

*“ Where’s your protege?’” he asked. .

The swell of St. Jim’s screwed his monocle into his eye, and stared at
Lowther.

““ My what?" he inquired. g

“Your protege,” said Lowther pleasantly. * That’s French, you
know——"

“I know it's French, you ass!’”

‘“ It means a person 1ycuu protect or take care of —**

“Iam perfectl,y well aware of that, you ass!”

** Well, where 1s he?’>

““If you are alludin’ to Lumlay-Lumlay-

‘“ Exactly. Where is he?”’

- 1 pwesume——"" D’Arci had been going to say that he presumed that
Lumlay-Lumlay was with the rest of the Form; but as he glanced round,
he saw that the Qutsider was uot there.

““ He's escaped,’” said Lowther solemnly,
“ Weally, Lowthah——"* . .
* After him!"” said Manners.

”,
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“ I pwesume that he is in his studay,”” said D'Arcy.

“ Bet you he isn’t.”’

S Wata !"'

“* Well, look !"* said Lowther.

“I jolly well will, you silly ass,” said Arthur Augustus.

" And he hurried back towards the stairs. The Shell fellows went on
towards their dormitory, and Monty Lowther grinned softly, Tom Merry
"and Manners stared at him,

‘“ Where’s the joke?'' demanded Tom Merry,

“In the Fourth-Form dorm.”

“Ens

! *“Gussy’s gone hunting for Lumley-Lumley,”” yawned Lowther. “T told
- him that the Outsider wasn’t in his study, but he would go and look."

‘“ Well, isn’t he there?” asked Manners. - a
ﬁ “* No,”” said Lowther,
“Do. you know where he is?”’ ° p

“Yes; T caught sight of him in the Fourth-Form dorm.,” explained
Lowther. “ He came up before the others.”

The Terrible Three roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! Poor old Gussy!”’ 1
i . Arthur Augustus, quite ignorant of the fact that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley
- had really preceded the rest of the Form to the dormitory, hurried down-
- stairs to look for him. He wondered whether Lumley-Lumley had ventured
"to break bounds—at a moment, too, when discovery was certain. D’Arcy
. was feeling very anxious about the junmior in whom he took such a fatherly
! interest. 3
. ““Lumley, deah boy!” he exclaimed, as he opened the door of the
- Outsider’s study in the Fourth-Form passage.
; There was no reply. The study was dark and empty. D'Arcy struck a.
. match and looked round. There was no onc in the room.
E Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s face fell. :

““ Bai Jove!”” he muttered. <

He quitted the study and hesitated, thinking it out in the passage. Where
- was the Outsider of 8t. Jim’s?

D’Arcy went down the lower stairs, and looked in the Hobby Club room,
: and in several olher places, and found him not. XKnox, the prefect, caught
* sight of him in the passage.
. ‘ What are you doing downstairs now, D’Arcy?" he demanded.

** Lookin® for somebody,”” said D’Arcy.

** Well, go to bed; and take fifty lines for being down after half-past

nine,’” said Knox.

** Weally, Knox——"*
- *“Cut off I"””
E “But I'm lookin” 2

~ “Cut offI”” roared the‘prefect.
*“ Undah the cires— g
. __Enox came angrily towards him, and D’Arcy thought he had better go.
i He ran un the stairs. In the dormitory passage he paused.
"~ **1 wondah where the boundah is,’” he muttered. ‘“ Weally, he is givin®
- me a dweadful lot of twouble. But I must stick to him.” .
. _ Darrel came along the passage. e frowned at the sight of the swell o
St. Jim’s,
*“ Go into the dormitory at once, D’Arcy!"” he exclaimed. * You oughs
to have been in bed by this time.”
* Weally, Dawwell—"*
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““ At once, I say.”

“ Oh, vewy well,” said D'Arcy resignedly.

And he went reluctantly into the dormitory. A general grin greeted him.
Most of the Fourth were in bed, and they looked out of their beds to grin
at the swell of St. Jim’s.

"1 can’t find Lumlay-Lumlay, Blake,” said D’Arcy.

*“ Can’t find whom?”

“ Lumlay-Lumlay, deah boy.”

‘““You ass!™

il Wea]ly, Blake——"

* Look in his bed.””

“ What I

*““ Ha, ha, ha!”?

*~*Bai Jove!” ejaculated D’Arcy,

He looked at the Outsider’s bed. There was the Outsider, snugly tucked
in, and apparently going to sleep. Arthur Augustus I’Arcy stared at him
in amazemenf and annoyance.

‘“ Weally, Lumlay, this iz too bad!” he exclaimed.

Lumley-Lumley opened his eyes.

“ Did you speak to me, D’Arcy?”” he asked.

‘“Yaas, wathah. I say, it's too bad.”

*“ What's too bad?’” asked Lumley-Lumley, in astonishment.

“ Givin’ me all this twouble for nothin’!* exclaimed D’Arcy indignantly.
I have been lookin' for you evewywhere, ™

“ Lookin’ for me !’ eiaculated Lumley-Lumley.

“* Yaas, wathah.” .

“What on carth have you been looking for me for?’* demanded Lumley-
Lumley. “ And if you were looking for me, why didn’t you look here? I've
been here all the time.” ¥

““ You—have—been—here—all—the—time !”*

“ Yes, of course.”” 2

“ Did you come up before the west of the Form?" asked D*Arcy dazedly.

“1 guess so."”

“ Ha, ha, ha!’”’ roared Blake.

““ Weally, Blake, there is nothin' to cackle at. That wottah Lowthah has
been wottin™ again,””

“ Ha, ha, ha!*’ s

“ I wegard it as—"*

“If you don’t want a licking, D’Arcy, you had better get to bed,” said
Darrel’s voice at the door. The prefoct was locking impatiently into the
dormitory.

“ Sowwy, Dawwel, but vou see

“Yes, I sec. Go to bed.”

“I am weady to explain!”’

“Go to bed.”

“ But, weally—"' .

Darrel came towards the swell of the Fourth. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
dodged round his bed ?

“It’s all right, Dawwel, I'm just goin’ to turn in.”
* “ You'd better,”” said the prefect grimly. ** I give you one minute.”

And that one minute had to be enough for D’Arcy. He did not fold u
his clothes so carefully as usual that night. Darrel turned out the light un§
retired. In the darkness of the dormitory a voice was heard proceeding
from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s bed. It stated plaintively that it was
weally too bad. And the Fourth-Formers chuckled. : .

i

2
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CHAPTER 30.
L loy-L the 1

OM MERRY and Co. chuckled as they went to bed.
: The thought of Arthur Augustus D’Arey searching the house for
the fellow who was already in the dormitory appealed to them as

_funny. Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, saw lights out in the Shell
“dormitory, and he looked suspiciously at the Terrible Three. When they
- were very merry the captain of St. Jim’s knew that there was generally
some mischief in the wind,
* " None of your little games after lights out, you kids,” said Kildare. “X
shall keep an eye on this dormitory.”
""gh,dKildnre L

cod-night, you young rascals.”
‘‘ Good-night, 51.1 a{m!"g %
.+ _Eildare shut the dcor. Monty Lowther sat up in the darkness and
- chuckled again.
i “Do you want to go to sleep, Tommy?"’ he asked. L
~ “Yes,” said Tom Merry.
. " Well, you can’t! Do you, Manners?"
- *“Yes,” said Manners.
©  Well, you can’t, either. I've got a wheeze.”

‘‘ Keep it till-morning.” yawned Tom Merry. * Besides, I'm fed up on
your wheezes. Good-night.”

‘“Rats! Wake up.”

i

. Snore! :

. Tom Merry, you ass!"
Snore! . 7
Bump! .

“ Yow!"” roared Tom Merry, starting up in bed as a ?ﬂ]ow descended upon
him. ““What's that? Ow! You silly ass,” Lowther!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ By Jove, I'll—""

« You'll listen to me, or you’ll get the bolster next,”” said Monty Lowther.
1 tell you it's a wheeze, you chump.”

Tom Merry sat up in bed resigncdly. -

““ Oh, all serene!"” he exclaimed. ‘* What is it?”’

- “I think that it’s time Gussy gave up this new dodge of his of playing
heavy father,” said Lowther. i

‘“ Well, so do we all, but he won’t.” .

" Then we’ll jape him till he docs/’ said Lowther. * He's watching
Lumley-Lumley around like a giddy cat watching a mouse.”

““ Yes, it’s funny.” ! i .

‘“ We can make it funnier,” said Lowther. “ I'm going to jape his lord-

. ship, and you fellows are going to help me. I hear that the other night
Lumley tried to scoot out of the window, and Gussy held on to his trousers
, and kept him in.””

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Monty Lowther stepped out of bed and lighted a candle-end. Tom Merry
and Manners sat up in bed and watched him curiounsly, and so did several
more of the Shell. Lowther stooped beside his bed and dragged a long dark
obaiect out from underneath it.

‘ What on earth’s that?’’ exclaimed Tom Merry, in amazement,

“It’s a dead body.”

S Bhp .

“ Well, it's going to be,”’ amended Monty Lowther, ““ At present it's a

»
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suit of Lumley-Lumley’s old clothes, stuffed with rags and old cxercise
papers and things. e gave the old duds to Taggles, you know, and I
borrowed them.”

** But what——""

** Look at it,”” said Monty Lowther cheerfully.

He set the stuffed clothes up beside the bed, supporting the qlueer figure
with his hand. The clothes had been stuffed out with great skill, and bore
a close resemblance to a human figure. The head was composed of a closely-
grah}_:ped bundle of cloth, but it was quite good enough to pass muster in the

ark.

“* My hat!” ejaculated Kangaroo. * What on earth are you going to do
.with that?'” :

" I'm going to stick it up at the window at the end of the Fourth-Form
passage.”’

“ What on earth for?"”

* And then warn Gussy to be on the look out.”

‘“HMa, ha, ha!”

Monty Lowther pinned a cricket cap on the cloth head of the figure. He
pulled the peak well down over the featureless face.

““ Looks pretty natural, doesn’t it?"' he said, with some pride.

““Yes, rather! Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ Lend a hand, you chaps.” 4

Tom Merry and Manners turned out of bed. They donned trousers and
slippers, and lifted the dummy between them.

Monty Lowther blew out the candle and - opened the door of the
dormitory.

All was silent outside.

Kildare had gome back to his study, and the light in fhe dormitory
passage was turned half down.

In the dim glimmer of light, the chums of the Shetl, treading softly and
cautiously, carried the figure along the nassage.

At the end of the passage was a window, outside of which the ivy
clustered thickly. Some of the more venturesome of the juniors_had some-
times climbed out of that window, and descended to the aquad by clinging to
the ivy. Tt was a venturesome thing to do, especially after dark; but
Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had been known to do it.

‘““Halt!” whispered Lowther. ‘ Don’t make a row.’*

“ Who's making a row?"’ gaid Manners,

‘“ Well, don’t then.””

Monty Lowther cautiously onened the window. Outside it was quite dark,
ouly a glimmer of starlight appearing in the sky.

The Terrible Three hoisted un the figure to the window-sill, arranged it
there. with all the appearance of a junior just climbin out.  Monty
Lowther unwound a strong cord, and fastened one end to the window, and
the other round the neck of the figure.

“ What on earth’s that for?” whispered Manners.

Lowther chuckled. .

““In case Gussy knocks it out of the window. We don’t want it to be
Ieft out in the quad., to be found in the morning, you know—we couldn't
go out and gather it up. If anything happens to it, we can pull it in
afterwards.”

“ Good 1"

At the end of the passage it was almost dark; the gas-jet was far away,
near the door of the Fourth Form dormitory. 1In the dim shadows the
figure locked remarkably lifelike. The clothes ‘werc of an unusually striking
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}mttern for a St. Jim’s junior—Jerrold Lumley-Lumley’s taste in attire was a
'éu:tle' élorid. Anybody would have recognised the figure at once as that of the

uisider. g s

The chums of the Shell grinned as they looked at it.” If Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy were bromght upon the spot, there was no doubt that he would
believe that it was his protege, escaping once more from his fatherly eye.

“ Oh, good!” murmured Manners, f .

*“ Come on,” said Lowther. | S

And the chums of the Shell retreated along the passage.

““ We shall have to wait a bit, till the Fourth are asleep,”’ whispered Monty
Lowther. ‘' Then one of us can sneak into their dorm. and wake Gussy,
One of you fellows had better do it; he might suspect me of pulling his
leg—he’s suspicious of me, for some reason.'’ -

" Manners can do it' said Lowther, * Merely whisper to Gussy that
he'd better buzz-along to the passage window if e wants to do his duty.
That will be enough—you mustn’t te%i any stories. Ten to one Gussy won't
think of looking in Lumley’s bed; he’s bound to buzz along to catch the
Outsider before he can get clear.” .

‘“ What-ho!”” murmured the juniors;

Monty Lowther listened at the Fourth Form door.

““1 can’t hear any voices,”” he whispered; ‘“ they’re asleep, I think.
Better give them another ten minutes, perhaps.”

‘ Hark !” muttered Manners.

It was a sound of a footstep on the lower stairs. -

The Terrible Three listened in alarm. Somcone was coming upstairs.
They remembered Kildare’s promise to keep an eye on their dormitory. -He
might be coming up to do so; or he might have asked another prefect
to ‘givo them a look in, if he was busy. - E
i ‘“Keep low,” muttered Tom Merry, “If we're caught out of -the

lorm——""
" A figure appeared at-the head of the stairs in the dim light. Dim as it
was, the Shell fellows recpgnised Enox, the prefect.

‘‘ It’s Knox !"’ muttered ]!Eanners. )

. Enox, the prefect, came jnto the passage. The Terrible Three scudded
softly back to their. dormitory. At the door they paused, and looked
anxiously back along the passage. Would Knox see the figure at the dim
window? If he did -

There was a sudden exclamation from the prefect.

Monty Lowther grunted angrily.

““ He's seen it ™"

¢ The game’s up !’ .

““ A good jape spoiled !"” growled Lowther. *“ Better cut!” "

The Terrible Three darted into the dormitory. From the other end of
the passage there was another exclamation, in surprised and angry tones,
from Knox, the prefect. .

“ Lumley-Lumley! Get down from that window at once!"

CHAPTER 31.
Not Dead Yetl
L UMLEY-LUMLEY, do you hear me?"
L Enox was astounded. He knew that the Outsider of St. Jim's
was the coolest fellow in the School House, but he -had never
expected anything of this sort.
}f)he Outsider’s figure was plainly visible at the window to the eyes of the
angry prefect; but he did not move as Knox called out.
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*¢ Lumley-Lumley !” @

" Still no reply. Knox gritted his teeth, and started towards the figure
at the window. *

Still it did not move. Was the Outsider numbed with terror at being
discovered, or was this sheer impertinence? Knox raised his hand, and
brought it down with a sounding smack upon the motionless form in the
open window.

““ Now then—— Oh!"’

Knox uttered a cry of horror.

The figure could not have been holding om, for Knox’s -smack sent it
whirling out of the open window. Tt liad never even oceurred to Knox
that Lumley-Lumley would lodge himself in the window-frame without
a hold upon the window. The sudden fall of the Qutsider took him
completely by surprise.

““ Good heavens!”

Knox made a wild clutch at the boots as they disappeared over the
window-sill ; but it was too late!

They flashed from view; and Knox was left staring out into the blackness
of the night. The figure at the window Lad vanished. As a matter of fact,
it was hanging by the neck upon the rope Monty Lowther had fastened to
it. But the weight of the figure dragged the rope down taut, and it was
buried from view in the thick ivy under the window.

The figure had vanished.

Knox, with a face as white as chalk, and his breath coming and going in
rainful gasps, leaned out of the window, and tried to penetrate the thick
blackness below.

He could see nothing, but here and there the glimpse of the edge of an
i\'{;{leaf, fluttering in the night breeze.

ell the prefect kmew that no one could fall from that window, upon
the hard flags beneath, and live. Yet, with a faint hope in his heart, he
leaned from the window and called to Lumley-Lumley, ang listened anxiously
for am answer. - x }

“ Lumley! Lumley! Lumley!”’

His cautious cry echoed in the t&uadrang[e. Nothing replied, save the
faint murmur of fhe ivy in the wind.

*“ Lumley !

Terrible silence.

Knox drew his head back from the window, with the sweat of agony
upon his brow. What a fool he had been to strike the boy, in such a
'gallilgerous position. Yet who would have thought that he would have
allen?

There was something amazing about it—why had he been'lodged in the
open window, like that, without holding on? Yet it was certain enough—
with his own eyes Knox had seen him pitch out and disappear into the
darkness., o .

The prefect’s heart was beating like a hammer with horror and fear.
‘What was he to do now?

Lumley-Lumley must be dead! Should he say nothing—or had he been
‘seen there? Kildare had asked him to give the Shell dormitory a look-in,
and knew that he had ‘come upstairs. ould he be suspected, if he szid
nothing about this frightful happening?

Knox wondered—but he felt that he could never kaep it up, if he held
his tongue. When the body was dizcovered, he would give it away, he felt
—and perhaps someone had seen him and might betray him! And perhaps
Lumley-Lumley might not be quite dead—he might live long enough to
dcnounce Enox—Kuox might be suspected of murdering him! The prefect,
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in an agony of fear and remorse, felt that he must make the terrible truth
known at once.

He hurried downstairs to Kildare’s study. Kildare was there with Darrel
and Rushden of the Sixth. The three seniors started to their feet at the
-sight of Knox’s ghastly face, as he rushed into the study.

““ Good heavens! hat has happened?” exclaimed Kildare.

“ Lumley-Lumley !"* gasped Knox.

““That troublesome fellow again!” Kildare exclaimed. ‘ What has he
.done now?”’

" ““He has fallen from the window.”

“ What !”

** The window at the end of the dormitory passage,” panted Enox.

Kildare turned pale.

““ Good heavens! Tallen! Then he must be——'

““ Killed!” gasped Knox, almost hysterieally. “ T know! But it wasn’t
:ln_y fault_! I’ﬁ swear I never touched him—at all events, I hardly touched

im! I e .

Kildare’s brow grew very stern. He grasped Knox by the shoulder, and
shook him into something “like coherence,

“ Now tell me what has happened,”” he said, in a stern tone,

Knox panted for breath. :

** Lumley-Lumley—he was climbing out of the passage window to get down
the ivy, you know, and—and I called to him, and he wouldn’t get back—and
I ran up to collar him. I—I was afraid he would hurt himself, you know.
I tried to drag him in, but he struggled, and fell out of the window.,”’

‘ Let's go and see at once,”” said Darrel, in a low voice. :

Kildare nodded; and the three scniors rushed out of the study, and in a
few seconds were out of the Schogl House. They reached the spot under
the window at the end of the dormitory passage,” where, if the junior had
fallen, his body should have been,

It was very dark, but they struck matches all together, and searched tho
ground for the body of Lumley-Lumley,

It was not there. 3

Kildare looked up at the wall. He caught the E]immer of the window
high above, and under it the masses of thick, dark ivy. Could the hody
have caught there? It was impossible; its own weight would drag it down.
Besides, if Lumley-Lumley was holding on there he was not dead, and ho
would cr{ out for help.

** Lumley !”” shouted Kildare.

There was no reply, save the echo of his own voice,

Enox came panting up.

‘“ Have you found it7’* he gasped.

** No,” said Kildare curtly, .

“ No!” repeated Knox, in amazement. °‘ But it must be there! Ho
can’t have fallen very far away from the wall. Is there any—any blood?””

P e

3
]
]

““ Get a lantern, Rushy,” said Kildare shortly.

*“ Right-ho!”’ N ; :

“ He must be there,” breathed Knox. **I tell you I saw him fall. I
tried to save him, but I couldn’t. The instant I touched him he fell out.”*

* You said in my study that he struggled with you,” said Kildare, in o
eurt tone,

““ Ye-es—yes, so he did; but just for a second or two. I—TI was so
startled, I hardly knew——"' y

““ It looks to me like a trick,” said Darrel quietly. * Lumley-Lumley is
not the sort of fellow to tumble out of the window like a baby.™
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T think so, too,” said Kildare. * Knox has been made a fool of .
“ I tell you ** ghrieked Knox. 2
“ Well, we shall soon see.” :
Rushden returned with a lighted bicycle-lantern. Kildare took it,.and
scarched carefully for some distance round under the window. Knox
followed the light with hag_gard .eyes. To_his stupefaction, no sign was
discovered of a body. If Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had fallen out of the
window, he had disappeared since. w i

“ I—I can’t understand it,”" muttered Enox. ¥

““ You have been taken in.” E

¢ But I—I saw him!"*

“ Let’s go up to the dorm. passage,” said Rushden. * We may be able
to find out something there.” *

“ Good! Come on!” )

The four seniors re-entered the house, and ascended to the passa%e upon
which the junior dormitories opened: The window at the end was still open,
and the breeze came coldly in, with a sound of faintly rustling ivy.

Kildare looked out of the window, and examined the window-sill. His
cool head and sharp cyes discovered what Knox had overlooked.

““ There is a rope here,” he said.

Enox started.

4 A rope!”

“ Yes; look.”

““ I did not see it."’

“ Perhaps the young rascal slid down the rope, and bunked, and left
Knox to think that he had broken his neck?’ suggested Rushden.

Knox caught the rope in his hands, and pulled.

““ There is a weight on the rope!” he.exclaimed. ‘‘ My hat! The Joung
villain has been hanging on it all the time, and making fools of us!"

“ Making a fool of yeu, you mean,” said Kildare grimly.

““ There’s certainly a weight on the rope,”’ said Darrel, testing it. ““Can
young Lumley be hanging on it all the time?” ok

I shouldn’t wonder,”’ said Kildare. * It would be like his cheek, anyhow.
Tull in tho rope, and we’ll see.””

Knox and Darrel pulled on the rope. The heavy object at the end came
ploughing its way up through the creaking, rustling ivy.

A cricket cap came into view. ¥

Knox gave a hoarso cry.

““Oh, Heaven! The rope is round his neck—he’s hanged himself!”

And the rope slid from the prefect’s nerveless hands, and the object disap-

peared again into the darkuesa.

CHAPTER 32,
. Quite Innocent. .
ARREL had kept a grip upon the rope, however, and the body did not
D slide down very far.
Darrel and Rushden pulled upon it again, while Enox stood aside,
trembling in every limb. 5
The cricket-cap came into view again, and Darrel reached out with his
hand to grasp the body.
He uttered a cry of surprise.
“ What’s the matter now"’ asked Kildare, flashing the lantern light on the
object that had come into view,
i)a.rrel laughed.
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. - ** Nothing,” he said.” Only it’s a dummy,”

> . " A—a what?"’ gasped Knox.

" A dummy !

S “Ohl?

- Kildaro smiled grimly. -

. ““I said it was a trick,” he remarked. * Drag the thing in, and let us have

i a look at it.”*

.. . The dummy was dragged in at the window, and thrown upon the floor.

~8een at close quarters, Monty Lowther’s wonderful handiwork was very easily

. seen to be a dummy. The three seniors began to chuckle, and Knox’s face
was black with rage. The 1elief Knox felt at finding that he had not

killed Lumley-Lumley, was quite swallowed un by his fury at being made a
= fool of in this way. )

*A—a dummy ! he gasped. ““ The young hound! It'sa jape, of course.”

“Of course it is,”’ said Kildare coldly. ““ And so this is the thing that
you told us strnggled with you at the window.”

* Ha, ha, ha!” roared Rushden

Knox was livid with rage.

“It’s a trick,” he said hoarsely. “T'll make that young scoundrel suffer
© for this! And the cnraged prefect turned towards the door of the Fourth
Form_ dormitory.

““ Hold on,” said Kildare. “ You don’t know who played the trick.”?

“It was Lumley-Lumley, of course.”’ -

“I don’t see how you can tell.”
L “* Who else could it be?” demanded Enox savagely.

“I don’t know! But I think it very unlikel&thut Lumley-Lumley would
make up a dummy resembling himself,”” said Kildare. &

* He has stuffed up a suit of old clothes on purpose to take mo in,”
said Knox, .

. ““Oh, rot! He couldn’t know you were coming by.”
“‘ Look here,” roared Enox, '“do you mean to say that you're going to
;defend the young scoundrel who played a trick like that?”

“You’d better moderate your veice in talking to me, or yow’ll find your-
self in trouble, Knox,” daid Kildare quietly. **1 shall look into this matter,
but I shall not allow you to jump on Lumley-Lumley without proof.”

““ I don’t sec how we're to get proof——""

““ Then you’ll let him alone.”

“ Look here, Kildare—""

““Oh, shut up!”

Kildare led the way to the Fourth Form dormitory, and Knox followed,
trembling with rage. Kildare opened the dormitory door, and switched
m tho light.

There were exclamations from the Fourth' Formers as the light glared on.
veral of the Form were still awake, and several more tvoke up in the light.
rthur Augustus D’Arcy sat up in bed, and groped for his eyeglass under the
pillow.

“ Bai Jove!" he ejaculated.  What's the little game, you know?*’

- ““ Hallo! Giving us a midnight call, Kildare, old man?"’ asked Jack Blake,
ith sleepy cheerfulness. ‘*“ You might have left Knox out. Ilis face will
ake mo dream.”’ =

““ Yaas, wathah.”” .

.““ Is anybody out of the dormitory, Blake?”’ asked Kildare, sharply,
“Yes.”

“Oh! Who is®”
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«« A1l the House, cxcepting the Fourth Form,”’ answered Blake, innocently.
There was a soft chuckle from some of the beds.

Kildaro frowned.

““ Don’t be cheeky, Blake.”

« Certainly not, great chief. But you asked me

“ Silence !

Kildare looked at 1ho beds one after another.

But every bed had its occupant, and all the occupants were sitting up now,
looking on' in interest at the investigation. Knox gritted his teeth.

< He has sneaked back to the dormitery, of course,” he exclaimed.

¢ It doesn't look like it to me,” said Kildare.

« Agk him, then.”

“ Woell, it's not fair to ask a kid to condemn himself,” said Kildare.
« That’s not the game. Still, you can question him if you like.”

Knox strode towards Jerrold Lumleyf}.mmley's bed.

 Have you been out of the dormitory since lights out, Lumley-Lumley 2™*
bho demanded. i .

Lumley-Lumley looked surprised.

“T guess not,” ho replied.

¢« Answer mo plainly, yes on no.”’ .

“No!” . o g

¢ T pelieve he is lying,”” said Knox savagely. « You cannot trust his word.
He has the worst character of any boy in the School House.”

“ You forget yourself, Knox,” answered the Outsider of St. Jim's coolly.

There was a roar of laughter from the juniors. Lumley-Lumley's reply
bad a double meaning, and they fully appreciated the humour of it.

Knox clenched his fist and moved qnickly towards the Outsider; but
Kildare, as quickly, interposed. .

“ T,et him alone’. he said curtly. ) !

« Do you think I'm going to be cheeked—""

 You shouldn’t have spoken as you did,” said Kilduare. * You have no
right to pick upon Lumley-Lumley” in this way. Were any of you fellows
awake when I came in.”

“ Yaas, wathah.” A v .
< Then you could tell whether Lumley-Lumley had been out of his bed or

»

33

not. g

“Yaas, I certainly could, if I liked.”

« Has he left the dormitory, then?'’ demanded Enox.

Arthur Augustus D*Arcy had extracted his monocle from under his pillow.
He now proceeded to screw it into his eye, as he sat up in bed; and having
done that, he regarded Knox with cool contempt. " -

T wefuse to weply ! ho said calmly.

“ What!” . b

« ¥ decline to entah into any discush with you on the subject, Knox,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with great dignity. ' Lumley-Lumley has assured
you that he has not left the dorm., I wefuse to entah into any conversation at
a1l with a fellow who doubts tho word of a friend of mine.”

“ Good old Gussy ! grinned Blake.

* Weally, Blake—""

 Then it is a fact that Lumley-Lumley has not left the dormitory?" asked
Kildare. e k

“ Yaas, wathah; but 2% g
. ¢ T was awake, too,” said Blake. * Nobody has been out, Kildare. Enox
js off-side. He generally is.” j . : 4

+ Yaas, wathah.”
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** You see, Knox——"" began Kildare.

“Idon’t see!” retorted Knox. *‘They are lying and backing one another
up in their rotten lies, of course.”

°* You have no right to say anything of the sort, and the sooner you get
out of this dermitory the better,” said Kildare sharply. ** You can go and
question the Shell, if you like.”
: * Yaas, pway get out, deah boy. Your wotten manners<vowwy me."”
[ The seniors left the dormitory, leaving the Fourth Formers chuckling.

They did not know what all the frouble was about, but they knew that Knox
had had a defeat, at all events, and they were greatly pleased thereby.
Kildare and his companions looked into the Shell dormitory.

; A row of juniors, in a row of white beds, had their eyes closed, and were
. breathing regularly and peacefully, as if they had never thought of such a
i thing as a jape in their lives, and were all busily engaged in dreaming over
- schemes how to be good little hoys on the morrow.
3 The prefects looked at them suspiciously; they knew the juniors too well
. to take much notice of appearance. But there was no evidence at all to go
upon, and even Knox felt that he could not begin on the Shell. They left
the dormitory again, and then were gone. A considerable number of the
closed eyes opened, and the sound of a chuckle was audible in the Shell
dormitory. .

** I rather think Krox has had it in the neck this time !’ murmured Monty
Lowther, in a tone of dreamy enjoyment.

And Tom Merry und Manners murmured softly:

“ What-ho |**

CHAPTER 33,
Knocks for Knox.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY started and awoke,
A “ Bai Jove!” he murmured, sleepily. -
It was more than an hour since the visit of the prefects to the
Fourth Form dormitory in the School Hcuse, and the Fourth Formers were
deep in slumber,
3 hat had awakened him the swell of St. Jim’s could not for the moment
. tell.  But he opened his eyes and stared irto the gloom of the dormitory,
““Bai Jove! What was that?”’ v
Dab! Somcthing soft dabbed gently upon ‘the nose of the swell of St.
. Jim’s, and he started up in bed.
““ You uttah wottah!” he murmured.  What——"*
“ Wake up!”’
*‘ Whe's . that#’? g
““I am the ghost of St. Jim's came a whispering voice, “I——*
““ You uttah,ass!"” -
“ Awake! Avaunt—I mean arise,” saijd the ghost. *‘Neglectful parent,
look after your son! Do thy duty!”
**I mean that is Lowthal’s voice——"* i
There was a subdued chuckle, and three dim figures flitted towards the
door of the dormitory. . ;
. ““1 wegard you chaps as uttah asses!” said D'Arcy, ];leering through the
darkness. *If you are wefewwin’' to Lumlay-Lumlay, he is in bed, and I
wongly object to your flippant wemarks on the subject.”
Another soft chuckle.
Arthur Augustus settled his head on the pillow again. But again the
soft voice came whispering from the direction of the door.
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“ Neglectful parent ” :

“ You uttah ass!”’ exclaimed D’Arcy, exasperated, ** get out of this dorm.
at once, or I shall awise and give you a feahful thwashin’.” .

“ Hallo!" came a drowsy voice from Blake’s bed. *“ Who's that jawing?"

“I wefuse to have my wemarks chawactewised as jawin’!" )

““That you, Gussy?”

*“ Yaas, wathah! And o

“ Why don’t you shut up, and let chaps go to sleep in the middle of the
night?’’ demanded Blake.

‘“ Weally, Blake!"” )

“ Cheese it, you ass! Don’t talk in your sleep.”

“I wasn't talkin’ in my sleep!”

f Well, don’t talk in your wake, then!" growled Blake.

“1 wegard you—""

“ Br-r-r-r-r! Shut up!”

And Jack Blake snored to give emphasis to his request for silence. From
the dim figures at the door came another distinct chuckle.

‘“ Do thy duty!”

“ You fwightful asses!” shouted D’Arcy, rolling out of bed in great ex-
citement. “* Just you wait till I collah you, and I'll give you a feahful
thwashin’!” ) < s

He struck a match, and lighted a candle-end. The dormitory door closed
softly ; the Shell humorists were gone. Arthur Augustus made a few steps
towards the door, and then paused. He could not very well pursne the
Terrible Three along the passage in his pyjamas. He breathed wrath as he
turned back towards his bed. '

“If those uttah wottahs come back here, I will thwash them!" he ex-
claimed.

Jack Blake grunted.

““ Oh, go to sleep!” \
* Wats "

Arthur Augustus turned dn again. But he did not go to sleep. . No sooner
had he blown out the candle, than the door of the dormitory opened softly.
A whispering voice was heard in the silence, along with a cautious footstep.

““Gussy! Gussy! Art thou looking after thy little boy?” !

“ You feahful ass——"" -

“ Iast thou soothed him to sleep, and- persuaded him not to go out and
play cards with naughty men at the Green Man?”

D'Arcy leaped out of bed.

“ You wottah! I'lIl—"

The door closed again softly as D'Arcy rushed towards it. This time the
awell of St. Jim’s did not go back to bed. -He guessed that the practical
joker would return, and he took the bolster from his bed, and stationed
himself just inside the door, ready to swipe at the intruder when he should
return. )

He waited. But not & sound broke the stillness save the sleepers in the
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ormer. Arthur Augustus began to wish he had not left his comfortable bed.
/e was on the point of turning in, when a faint tound caught his car.
““ Bai Jove! Here they are, after all!”’ he murmured, as the sound came
apidly “hearer.
.And he took a firmer grip of the bolster, ;
The neglectful parent meant to adminster a lesson to Monty Lowther. He
chuckled with satisfaction as the footsteps came nearer and nearer. 'Then
noticed for the first time that if the *“ ghosts ** meant to carry the thing
well, they were certainly making o great deal of noise. There was no
ttempt to hide the sound of those footsteps, apparently.
“ Bai Jove, what silly asses they are!” murmured Arthur Augustus.
They must expect to be caught this time. Lowthah must surely know
fellow must be waitin’ in ambush. Bai Jove !’
The dormer passage rang with the sound of approaching footsteps. They
' thudded on the passage as if their owner had a set purpose and meant to go
¢ through with it, but Arthur Augustus’s mind was too full of Lowther to
E notice the fact. .
“T’ll give the boundah a weal doin’. Yaas, wathah!”’ murmured D’Arcy.
And as the footsteps of the ““ ghost ™ sounded just, outside the dormer
door, D’Arcy nipped out and bashed the ** ghost ** for all he was worth.
Swinging the heavy bolster he brought it down on the ghost’s head with a
b sounding bump.
“Ow! Ow! What the—"*
““Yaas, wathah, deah boy ! cried the excited swell of the Fourth. * Take
that—and that—and that——"
I¥Arcy, swinging the bolster like a club, knocked the ghost sprawling in
I the passage. Arthur Augustus, flushed with triumph, lavished his blows un-
i'stintingly. The ghost spluttered, howled, made threats; but it was all
cone to Arthur Augustus. He pelted the fellow for all he was worth,
i. “ You blithering jay!" roared the ghost. “I'm Knox! What the deuce
ido you mean 22 ¥
“I'm a neglectful pawent, deah boy!" cried Arthur Augustus gaily.
“ Come in, you giddy ass!” called out Blake, from his bed. ** Can’'t you
hear it’s Knox!™
. “ Wats! Yaas, wathah! I'm doin’ the knocks, deah boy!”
And, indeed, Arthur Augustus was. But it could not be expected to last,
of course. Knox, his temper already in no good condition, through pasgt
events, began to struggle wildly on the floor, and as Jack Blake & Ca.
umbled out of bed, and rushed to drag D’Arcy off, he managed to get on
his feet again, and charged D’Arcy over.
P ““ Chuck it, you stupid young ass!” roared Knox. * What d’'you mean?*
- “* What do you mean, deah boy, playin’ the giddy ghost when a fellow's
fleepin’ peacefully. You deserve all you have got, deah hoy. Yaas, wathah!
Pome on, deah boys! I don’t believe it is Knox, you kmow. It’s a gidday
plind——"*
i “ I'll soon show you, then—""

&
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“Quick! 'Lights!” shouted Jack Blake; and before Enox could hurt
Arthur Augustus, he was surrounded by a host of juniors, some of them
carrying lighted candle-ends.

“ Bai Jove—""

“ What d’you mean by this?” raved Knox:

““ Wealy, you know, I'm vewy Sowwy, Kuox. But, weally, I thought I
was wepellin® the ghost—"’

* What the deuce are you talking about?’’ shouted Kunox, walking over
to the swell of the School House. **For two pins 1I'd—"

“ Hold hard, Knox!" said Jack Blake. ° There was someone here
moment ago. I heard Gussy say something about it——""

“ Bosh!”” snapped Knox. ‘“It's a get-up to put me off looking for Lumley-

Lumley—""
“ Lumley !’
“Yes,” sneercd the prefect. ¢ This young ass was pelting me while

Lumley-Lumley gets out!” .
Arthur Augustus drew himself up to his full height.
“ You have pwesumed to doubt my word before, Knox,” he said, with
great dignity. ‘I have nothin’ more to say te you
“ Here, here!"™ echoed the juniors.
= <« '}l make you speak, then, D'Arcy 1 gaid Knox; and making a dart ¢t
Arthur Augustus, he seized him roughly by the collar of his sleeping-suit.
“ Pway welease me at once, you wuffian! Ow! Ow!”
Knox shook the swell of the School House. But only for a moment. They
thought Arthur Augustus a lunatic to go ghost-chasing, but they were not
. going to see him * walked over." i
In an instant, obeying Jack Blake’s nod, they threw themselves between
Knox and Arthur Augustus. Knox stared at them as if he could not believe
his eyes.
¢ Te]l me where Lumley-Lumley is,” he roared, ““or it’ll be worse for
you!” &
The chums of the Fourth looked at Blake expectantly.
« e don’t know anything about’Lumley-Lumley,” said Blake.
« Rats! You don't expect me to believe that!” snapped Enmox. “I'll
see for myself, anyway!” ,
¢ We never for a moment thought of stopping you.,'” said Blake. ‘* There's
Lumley’s bed. Looks as if he's there all right, if you ask me anything.”
“r We'll gee!” said Knox, striding to the bed.
The juniors followed him, ‘Arthur Augustus surveying operations from his
own bed.
¢ fe’s there, all right, unless he went out with Gussy’s ghost,” Knox,”
eaid Dighy. ’
“ Weally, Dig—"'
Knox's disappointment was evident as he stood at Lumley-Lumley’s bed-
side. One glance was enough to assure anyone that it was filled as usual.
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he juniors began to grin. But Knox was determined to pursue his quest
ito the end. He swung the clothes back.
£ All laughter ceased in a moment,
Knox grinned trmmphantly as he disclosed pillows and bolsters arranged
o- lay like a figure in bed, but no Lumley-Lumley,

“ Not there, you see. Gone!"”

** Bai Jove!”

CHAPTER 34, =
+ Fairly Caught,
UMLEY-LUMLEY was gone ! :
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy groped for his eyeglass, and jammed it
into his eye, and stared at the empty bed in blank amazement.
. ‘The cunning arrangement of pillows and bolsters and folded clothes had
flooked exactly like a sleeper’s form; but the imposture was revealed now.
L And for some moments the swell of St. Jim's could scarcely believe his eyes
ns he stared at the empty bed.
“* Bai Jove!” he ejaculated. *‘ Geat Scott!”’
The Fourth-Formers stared at the bed, and the remarks they made were
'by no means favourable to the absent junior. Knox's lips curved in a cruek
fsmile. He had caught the delinjuent out at last, and he was satisfied.
““ He’s gone,”” said Jack Blake, rubbing his eyes. *‘ No doubt about that!”
“ Faith, and ye're right,”” said Reilly. . *“ The bounder is out on the tiles
again! Didn’t you know it, Gussy?”’
“ Weally—weally, I am surpwised at such a question. Of course I did
ot know it.”” R
_““ Well, he’s gone,”” said Herries. *“ There will be a row now, and serve
him right. I should think this would be enough even for you, Gussy.”
¢ Weally, Hewwies—"*
F ““ Oh, it’s no good talking to Gussy!'’ said Digby crossly. ‘I suppose
pou still believe in that howling Outsider, fathead?”
¥ Weally, Dig—"
© *“ Does anyone here know when Lumley-Lumley left the dormitory?’” asked
Knox, looking round. ‘ He was here when I came before.””
i ‘I don’t know,” said Blake, ‘I didn’t know he was gome at all, until
fou turned the bed down.”
i “ Bai Jove, I hadn't the slightest suspish!”
“You tried to keep me out of the dormitory, D’Arcy,” said Knox, with
m unpleasant smile. ‘‘I think you will have to explain that.”
‘I have alweady explained that I thought you were a pwactical jokch
vom the Shell dormitowy, Enox.”
£ ““I'm afraid that is a little too steep.”
L« T wefuse to discuss the mattah with a fellow who does not take my word,”
id Arthur Augustus, loftily. ““I have nothin’ more to say to you, Knox.”
The prefect glanced round the dormitory again. He went to the window -
d examined it. The eyes of all the juniors were upon him,
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““The window is unfastened,”” said Knox. * Lumley-Lumley has gone out
this way, and climbed down the ivy, I suppose.”

““ Bai Jove !”’

“ He will find a little surprise waiting for him when he comes back to the
school,”” said tho prefect. ‘* Get back to bed, you boys!”

The juniohs turned in again, and Knox extinguished the light and left the
dormitory. There was a buzz in the room after he hed gone. . The juniors
were not thinking of sleep again just-yet.

** The Outsider’s clean bowled out at last,”” Blake remarked. “I'm sorry
for the chap—he showed signs of improving, at one time. But I think this
makes it pretty clear that he was taking us allin—cicar enough for Gussy,
I should think."

“ Wats "

Jack Blake sat up in bed.

“ You fathead!”” he exclaimed,

I wefuse to be called a fathead!” -

““ Do you mean to say that you still believe in Lumley-Lumley after this?"?
. roared Blake, exasperated.

““ Yaas, wathah!”’ &

“* Well, of all the silly asses——"" i

T am convinced that Lumley-Lumley will be able to explain,” said the
swell of St, Jim's obstinately. ‘I do not intend to desert a fwiend becaus~
appeawances are against him, Blake. I think it vewy pwob. that he is
simply gone to jape some chap in one of the othah dormitowies.”

“ Ass! Why should he make up his bed like that? That was to take
us in, in case amybody woke up.”

“Wats! I dare eay Lumley-Lumléy awwanged that in case a pwefect
came in.”

““ Well, it hasn’t done him much good, if he did,”” said Blake, with a
grunt, ‘* He's bowled out now, and serve him right. I suppose he will be
expelled.”” -

‘- And ‘a jolly good thing, too,” said Levison.

“ Hear, hear!"’ chimed in Mellish.

“Oh, go to sleep, yon wottahs,”” said D'Arcy. ““I am quite sure that
Lumley-Lumley is quite innocent in the matter, though I admit that he
has been vewy weckless, I shall speak to him vewy plainly for this.”

“ Ass!” said Blake.

And he settled down to sleep again.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did not sleep. He was feeling very anxions about
his friend. He clung to the belief that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was only
absent from the dormitory on some reckless jape. But as the time })asged
on, and midnight chimed out from the clock tower, the swell of St. Jim's
had to give up that theory, It was pretty clear now, even to Arthur
Augustus, that the Outsider of St. Jim’s had left the school.

D’Arcy felt a chill of dismay as he realised it.

Where was Lumley-Lumley gone?
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Where could he be gone, if not to his old huunts—the haunts which he
d solemnly promised the juniors never to visit again—which he had
Heclared that he had given up for ever?

Was it podsible that the other fellows were right, and that the Outsider
jwas deceiving him, and.playing upon his credulous friendship?

D’Arey drove the suspicion from his mind, Without clear proof he would
fbelieve nothing against his friend ; and he required stronger proof than the
other fellows., The rest of the Fourth had long ago made up their minds
mpon the subject of Lumley-Lumley,

While Arthur Augustus lay sleepless in the Fourth-Form dormitory
fKildaro also was wide awake. Knox had gone to bed—the St. Jim’s captain
had told him to leave the matter in his hands, and Knox was contenit to do
s0, He did not want to spoil his night's rest. Kildare had left the School
fHouse, and was pacing up and down in the gloom below the windows of the
fFourth-Form dormitory. .

He was waiting for 4he Outsider to return.

Enox had reported the matter immediately to Kildare, and the captain
jof St. Jim’s had determined to wait up for the Outsider. Lumley-Lumley
thad reached the end of his tether: If he had really broken bounds at night
he would be expelled from St, Jim’s, and that would be an end of the trouble
the had caused.

¢ Kildare had a long time to wait. Half-past twelve chimed out, and the
aptain of St. Jim’s was still pacing to and fro, .
Suddenly he started. : =

From the darkness of the quadrangle came # sound of a soft footstep, and
p dim figure loomed up in the gloom, hurrying towards the house.

i Kildare did not need telling whom it was, He stepped in the way of the
hadowy junior, who recoiled with a startled ery. ’

. ““ Lumley-Lumley !"*

. The Outsider gasped.

“ Kildare !” : 5

““ Yes,” said the captain of St. Jim’s sternly. * So you are caught."”

: The Outsider caught his breath. 1fis eyes gleamed in the darkness, and
jis face was very pale.

i T puess s0,” he said at last,

i * Where have you been?”

£« Out,” said Lumley briefly,

t *“ To Rylcombe?”

“I guess so.””

““ Very well. You need not trouble to climb up the ivy; you can follow
me into the house,” said the Sixth-Former coldly

£ ““ Very well, Kildare.” !

‘ Lumley-Lumley followed Kildare into the silent, slumbering School House,
fhe captain of St. Jim’s closed and secured the door, and pointed to the
im staircase.

- ““ You can go up to bed now, Lumley-Lumley. - This matter will be rejaorte‘
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to the Head in the morning, and you will be called upon to give an account
of your comduct.”

The Outsider shivered slightly.

“Very well,” he said quietly,

He went up the stairs, Kildare saw him into the dormitory, and then
went to his own room. As the Outsider closed the dormltory door behind
him, a voice came from D'Arcy’s bed.

““Is that you, Lumlay—Lumlay e

“1 guess so,”

‘““You have bwoken bounds?’

“ Yeg.r

““ Knox found your bed was empty, deah boy, and——""

“I know,” said Lumley-Lumley, with strange quietness. *‘ Kildare was
waiting for me under the windows outside. I'm caught this time.”’

““I must say that you cannot be surpwised at it, Lumlay-Lumlay. What
did you do this wotten, weckless thing for?"

Lumley-Lumley gave a hard laugh.

‘““Because I'm a fool, I guess,” he replled ““I shall have to pay the
penalty mow. Well, T can stand it, I suppose.’

‘It will'be a very sewious mattah,’” said the swell of St, Jim’s. ‘I twust
you will ‘be able to convince the Head that you have been up to no harm,
deah boy.” -

“‘I guess that will be hard.”” The Outsider paused as he was taking his
boots off. ‘‘ The feilows all know I was out, I suppose:™

“ Yaas, wathah.,’ K

‘ What do they think?"’

“ They think vou are a wottah,'

““ And what do you think, D'Arcy?”

“I think you are an ass.”

Lumley-Lumley laughed. =

** Does that mean that you belicve in me still, Gussy?'’ he asked, in a soft
volice.

** Yaas, deah-boy !

““In spite of all?”’

“Yaas, wathah.”

“You're a good sort, Gusay,’
sort. Good-night!"”

And Lumley-Lumley went to bed.

said the Outsider huskily—‘“a jolly good

CHAPTER 35.
No “" for the Outsi .

HE Fourth-Formers cast somewhat peculiar glances upon Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley when they turned out of bed on the following
morning.

The general impression was that the Outsider had * done it ™ mow.
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'\~ He had escaped a flogging once before in a way that had not been
; cxplained; but be could not possibly escape this time,

He could not explain his absence from St. Jim’s until half an hour after

midnight when the juniors were all supposed to be in bed and asleep.
* It was a serious matter to break bounds after dark, and to stay out to
such an hour made the matter all the worse. It could hardly be supposed
that Lumley-Lumley had done it with innocent motives. The only possible
conclusion was that he had joined once more his old associates, and that
he had spent the night at the Green Man, with his choice friends, ‘gambling
and probably drinking. He had heen known to do that in the past, and
he had been pardoned once—but the pardon could not be given a second
time. If the Outsider was guilty this time he was doomed, so far as St.
Jim’s was concerned, i

All the fellows knew it, and they felt that Lumley-Lumley had reached
the end of his tether at St. Jim’s.

For that reason they were more kind towards him that morning than
they had been of late. Everyone, or nearly everyone, believed that he had
.been a blackguard; but it was useless to be down upon a fellow who was
going to be expelled. It was bad enough to be sacked from the school.

Arthur Angustis still persisted in his views. But he found no one else
to agree with him, and even D’Arcy, in face of the Outsider’s silénce, hardly
knew what to say. For, even to his only friend, the Outsider had no
explanation to give. He would not say where He'had been, or what he had

.. done. He simply said that he had nothing to say.
. “ But you will be called before the Head*as soon as you go down,” the
i swell of St. Jim's urged.
““I guess I know that ,”’ replied Lumley-Lumley shortly,
“ You will have to explain.”
¢ I can’t explain.”
* What will you say, deah boy?'’
* The same that I've said to you.’f
““That you've nothing to tell?”” -
1 guess so.”’
“It will mean the sack,”
The Outsider shrugged his shoulders,
“T guess it can’t be helped,” he said,
And the subject was @ropped. )
The boys had not been down long before the news was all over the School
.House, and from the School House the news spread to the New House..
" . The whole school buzzed with it.
A junior had broken bounds at night and had been caught coming back
at half-past twelve—canght in the very act by the captain of the school !
- It was enough to excite St. Jim’s. It came as a shock to the Terrible
Three when they learned the details of-the discovery. .
. Monty Lowther gave a low whistle when Blake and D’Arcy told them
‘what had happened and they realised what it meant.
“ He will be sacked,” said Tom Merry.
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“My fault, I'm afraid,”” said Lowther, looking very serious. “If T
hadn't come into the dorm. Knox mightn’t have spotted him perhaps.”

¢ Oh, he was coming, anyway,” said Blake. It was just an accident,
Gussy biffing him with the bolster. He was going to look in Lumley-
Lumley’s bed anyway; he seemed to suspect the Outsider specially, for some
Teason,””

“ Yaas, wathah.,”

Monty Lowther grinned faintly.

“I1 know the reason,”” he replied.

“ You didn’t give him away, surely?” exclaimed Blake.

* Not intentionally, of course.” Monty Lowther told the story of the
dummy at the window. *“ I suppose it was that made Knox so awfully keen
on Lumley-Lumley. - I'm sorry if I've helped to get him found out. But
it’s his own fault really. If he hadn’t been out of the dorm, after hours, he
couldn’t have been caught.”

*“ Quite s0,”’ said Manners. ‘I don’t see that you’re to blame in any way.
You certainly conldn’t foresee that he was at his old games at that special
.moment,"’ e

" Weally, Manftahg+s—""

“He may be able to get ont of it yet,”” Tom Merry remarked thought-
fully; * Lumley-Lumley has a wonderful gift for wriggling out of scrapes.”

Blake shook his head, .

““ He won't get out of this, I think,”” he said. * Ile’s fairly caught at
1ast, and the Head can’t do anything but sack him.” )

““It’s wotten!’’ said D’Arcy.

“ Oh, it serves him right.”

“1 am sure he is quite stwaight!

“ Rats!"” '

 Weally, vou fellows—""

‘“ More rats!” B

And the juniors walked away, leaving Arthur Augustus bristling with -
indignation. Arthur Augustus was certainly playing the character of the
faithful friend to perfection; but the juniors were getting, as Blake
expressed it, * fed up ” with it.

Lumley-Lumley sat very guietly at breakfast, and he looked neither to
the right nor to the left. It was easy enough to see by his looks what he
vas feeling like. He knew that he was finished with St. Jim's, and he was
taking it with fortitude. )

“ The utter ass, to throw up everything like this,”” Kangaroo remarked to
Tom Merry, glanciiig across from the Shell table at the Outsider, during
breakfast. ‘° He had every chance, and now he has chucked everything up.’”

Tom Merry nodded. .

“I suppose he was bound to break out again at last,”” he said.

I ari enlightened now as to the person who is leading a wicked and
reckless life in this House,” said Skimpole sadly. ** It is Lumley-Lumley, my
friends.””

“Co hoa!"
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““ This is not a laughing mnttﬂ Lowther. * I am very concerned for Lumiey-
Lumley. This outbreak on his part is undoubtedly the effect of the com-
bined influence of his heredity and his environment

“ Did you know that in time, Skimpole?”

" My dear Lowther, every Determinist knows that

“Then why didn’t you warn him to take s;mnethmg for 1? in tlmci"
demanded Lowther. ““If he had taken some medicine for his Reredity, o
had his environment operated on, he might have been all right.”

“ My dear Lowther, you do not understand A

I think you have neglected your duty, Skimpole,” said Monty Lowther,
with a solemn shake of the head. ‘I am shocked at you!”

‘“ But, my dear fellow, heredity——""

** Skimpole I”” said Mr. Linton, from the head of the table. *“ What non-
gense arc you talking?’’

“I'm not talking nonsense, sir,”” he said, “I am talking determinism, sir,
and trying to explain to Lowther that the influence of heridatat and env irony
—I mean envirenment and heredity—"

““ Rilence! Take fifty lines for talking nonsense.”

- 8kimpolc stared.

“0Oh, sir! I—"

“ Take a hundred lines, Skimpole,” said Mr. Linton, severely.

““ Oh, dear!” murmured the genius of the Shell, and he relapsed into
silence at last. Monty Lowther gave him a most sympathetic look.

“ Never mind, Skimmy,” Lhe murmured.” ““It's Lmton s heredity and en-
vironment that makes him do these things, you know.’

‘‘ Really, Lowther—.""

* When a Form-macter is environed by a silly duffer who talks fat-headed
‘bosh, what is he to dof" argued Lowther.

o= Ta.'ke fifty lines for chattering, Lowther.”

““ Oh, certainly, sir,”” suid Lowther.

And there was no more chattering at the Shell ‘table.

At the Fourth-Form table, the fellows were very silent. Although Lumley-
Lumley’s popularity was all gove, the fellows could not help feeling a little
sorry for a fellow who had made a ** muck ™ c-f everything, and was going to
ba sacked.

After breakfast, when Mr. Latham rose from the table, he made a sign
to the Outsider of St. Jim's.

“ You are to go inte the Head's study immediately after prayers, Lumley-
© Lumley,” ho said.

Lumley-Lumley compressed his lips.

“ Very well, siv,” he said quietly.

““ The Fourth will go into the Big Hall, instead of their Form-room, after
prayers,” added Mr. Latham to the juniors.

“ Yes, sir.”

The juniors knew what that meant, It was to be an assembly of the school,
ond for one reascn—to witness an expulsion ! '
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CHAPTER 386-
Condemned !
R. HOLMES wore a troubled look as he sat in his study.
The good old Doctor had just come from the school chapel, whero
ho had conducted morning prayers. ;

He was waiting now for Lumley-Lumley.

There was a tap at the door, and Mr. Railton came in. The master of the
School House was looking grave.

. ““ You wished me to be here, sir?"’ he asked.

““ Yes, Mr. Railton.” =

““ This is a most painfnl matter, sir,’”” tho House-master said nbmptly L
am very much surprised at Lumley-Lumley breaking out again in this way.
He certainly seemed to me to have parted with all his old habits, and to
have settled down into a very decent lad.”

The Doctor ncdded.

“J had tho same impression, Mr. Railton. But—'"

Mr. Railton wrinkled his brows thoughtfully.

““There can be no mistake,” he said. *“ From Kildare’s story, Knox re-
ported to him that Lumley-Lumley’s bed in the Fourth Form dormitory was
empty, and he walted for the boy to return, and caught him as he came back
at hali-past twelve.’

““ That is tho case.”

“1 am afraid that there is no room left for doubt, sir,”” Mr. Railton said,
with a clouded brow. *‘‘I am very much pained and disappointed.””

Tap!

“ Come in,” said the Head quietly.

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley entered the study.

His bearing was very quiet and subducd. Thero was courage and firmness
in it, but no trace of bravado. Whether he had recommenced his old reckless
ways or mot, he was certainly not quite the old Outsider. There was no
reckless, no cynical indifference, in his manner. His bearing was firm, but
perfectly quiet and respectful.

¢ My, Latham told me to come here, sir," he said.

*“Quite so. Kildare has made his report to me, Lumley-Lumley.™

*“ Yes, sir.”

“ You left your bed in the Fourth Form dormitory last night, nmlt.mg
pillows and bulstﬂs in the bed to look like a sleeper?”

“ Yes, siv.’ )

“ Then you left the School House, and the precincts of the scheool?*”

“ Yes, sir.””

“You remained absent, without the knowledge or permission of. any
master, until the late hour of half-past twelve?'"

““ Yes, sir.”

“You do not deny it
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*“I guess not, sir. It’s all true,” said the Outsider, simply.

{ Mr. Railton gave him a very keen look. The Outsider met it calmly,
" without flincking.

““ Where did you go, Lumley-Lumley?* the Head questioned.

The junior hesitated.

“I demand to know zil,” said Dr. Helmes, frowning. °° Surely you can
¢ 8e0 that this is not a time for trifling, boy.”’

*I went to Rylcombe, sir.”” «

* For what purposet”

*“To—to see someone.”

" Who was it?”

" A—a—someone I know.”

‘“His name?”*

Lumley-Lumley was silent.

““ Did you go to the Green Man public-house?””

*I did not enter it, sir.””

““Then you went near it?”’

“ I guess so, sir.’”

““ To meet this person you speak of 7"’

“* Yes, sir.””

“ He was in the Green Man puhllc-hol.se'-‘"

i Well yes, sir.”’

. ‘" Now, Lumley-Lumley, you know the penalty of your action?" gaid the
i Head quietly. ‘“ The penalty is expulsion from the school. But I wish
[ to give you every chance to explain, every chance to make your conduct look
.’ a little less black than it does at present. Tell me the whole truth. A few
! days ago you stayed out without permission and missed calling-over, and
f came in at a very late hour?"”

k: €« ch Eir 3

k. ““ When I was about to punish you, I recexved a telegram,”” pursued the
¢ Head. ** This telegram was unsxgned but it stated that you had stayed out
£ to render a service to the sender, and that you did not deserve to be
{ punished.”

i Lumley-Lumley was silent,

‘“ Whether I did right in taking any notice of this telegram, I can
“hardly determine even now,”” said the Head gravely. ° But I have known
boys to be guilty of quixotic freaks, and to be more ashamed to own up to
fgooﬂ actions than to bad ones. My experience of boys led me to believe
‘that in that case you might have acted from a good motive, and perhaps
‘done a good action, which some mistaken sentiment of schoolboy homour
fprevented you from explaining. I have known such things. For that
reason, rather than run the risk of inflicting an undeserved punishment.
tI pardoned "you.”

L * You were very kind, sir,

** said Lumley-Lumley, in a low vcice.
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I intended to be just,” said Dr. Holmes. “ The result of my kindness
appears to be that you have now been guilty-of an unpardonable outrage
upon the rules of the school. You cannot expect me to pardon you on trust
a second time, and especially in such a serious matter as breaking bounds
at night.”

“ I do not expect it, sir.”

“ My duty to the other 'boys would render it lmpusmhle,” said the Heaﬂ
“ Yet, T wish to give you every chance. You met a certain person last
night—was it the same person for whom you missed calling-over one evening,
and who sent. me that peculiar telegram?”

“ Yes, sir.’

“ Who is he?”

“* Bomeone I—I've known for a long time, sir,” muttered Lumley-Lumley.
X knew him in New York when my father and I lived there—in the days
before Lumleys, Limited, made their pile, sir.”

“ But why should you meet him at such strange hours?”*

The junior did, not answer.

“ And how have you been occupied?””

No r

The lf:zad s brow grew very stern. >

“I can only suppose, Lumley, that you have revived the old wicked
habits that you were ounce hefore convicted of, and pardoned for,”” he said.
“* ’J.‘hat you have gambled, aml ‘smoked, and drunk with low nequmntances.“

** I have not done so, sir.

“If your excursion was of an innocent nature, why cannot you give
me the full particulars?”

“ I—I can’t sir!”

“ Can you assure me that you have not played. cards, or smoked, or
wooked at a racing-paper on these occasions, Lumley-Lumley?"

The Outsider’s face was very troubled. He did not reply.

““ Have you been concerned in laying bets on a horse, Lumley?’?

No answer.

““ You cannot reply?"” asked the Head, with a rising voice,

** No, sir.””

* Why not?"

“ I have nothing to say, sir.”

The Doctor rose to his feet. .

‘I will not continue this scene,” he exclaimed sharply. “ Your guilt
is cleat. and it remains only to mete out the punishment. Mr., Railton,
will you kindly take this boy to the hall, there to await my coming?”

“ Certainly, sir!’" said the Housemaster.

He dropped his hand upon the Outsider’s shoulder, and led him from the
study. In the passage, Jerrold Lumley-Lumley looked him in the face.

““ You need nnt hold me, sir,”” he said, in a low, tense voice; * I shall
not run away.’

-_—
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“ Very well, Lumley; I will take your word.”

“ Thank you, sir.”

And the Outsider of St. Jim's followed the School Housemaster down the
passage. Toby, the School House page, -came towards him.

““ There's a young gent asking to see you, Master Lumley,” he said.

The Outsider started, and coloured red.

*“ I—I can’t see anybody,’ he exclaimed hastily. ** Tell him to go away
—to go away at once, Toby. At once, do you hear?”

*“ Yes, sir,” said Toby, in surprise. *° But—""

“ Lumley-Lumley cannot see anyone now,” said Mr. Railton. *‘ Take his
message at once.””

“* Yes, sir.”

*“ Follow me, Lumley-Lumley !'*

And Mr. Railton led the way into Big Hall, where the whole school was
already assembled. A murmur greeted the entrance of the Outsider, at the
heels of the Housemaster. The big caken door shut heavily.

CHAPTER 37,
The Witness. ;
LL eyes in the great hall of St. Jim’'s were turned upon Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley as he came in.
Lumley-Lumley walked up the hall with a firm step.
As he passed the place where the Fourth Form stood in order, the voice
of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was heard.
“ Buck up, Lumlay, deah boy.””
The Outsider nodded, and passed on,
Dr. Holmes was already in the hall, having entered by the uppzr door.
Lumley-Lumley stepped upon the raised dais,
His face was very pale, but quite calm.
Never had the Outsider of St. Jim's, famous as he was for his nerve,

- ghown so much guiet courage as at that moment,,

““ The beggar’s got pluck, anyway,”” muttered Blake.

“ Yaas, wathal, deah boy!”

+ Silence ** called out a prefect.

There was a deep; silence in hall as the culprit stoed before the Head, with
the eyes of ail St. Jim’s upon both of them.

Dr. Holmes fixed his glance upon the Outsider. He seemed a little puzzled
by the boy’s attitude. Guilty looks and dismay he could have understood;
and he could havé understood an assumption of reckless bravado. Bub
Lumley-Lumley’s manner did not show either, He was calm and quiet and
respectful, and it crossed the mind of the Doctor that this was not the
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bearing of a gyjlty boy. . And yet, if the Outsider had an explanation he
could give, why did he not give it? -

“ Lumley-Lumley *—the Head's deep voice was heard in every corner of
the hall—" you are called up here before all your schoolfellows to be asked,
for the last time, if you have any adequate explanation to give of your
conduct, ard if not, to be expelled from this school with ignominy.”

Lumley-Lumley’s face became a shade paler, but he did not speak.

““ Have you anything to say, Lumley-Lumley?” said the Head, after a
long pause.

“ Nothing, sir.” i

““Very well ! Lumley-Lumley, on more than one previous occasion you have
acted in a disgraceful manner. You have been pardoned more than omce.
You have shown signs of amendment which, I believe, amounted to nothing
more than hypocrisy. Jerrold Lumley-Lumley, you are expelled from the
echool—"’ ¥

The Head paused. The great door of the hall had swung open, and a
stranger had entered.

In spite of the solemnity of the moment, many heads were turned to see
who it was. The new-comer was unknown to most of the fellows, but to Tom
Merry and some of the others he was known.

He was the young man who had visited Lumley-Lumley at St. Jim's once,
and whose visit had caused the Outsider such evident uneasiness,

* Lilburn " muttered Tom Merry.

Mr. Railton frowned. He guessed that this was the visitor whom Toby had
announced to Lumley-Lumley on the way to Hall. Mr. Railton was exceed-
ingly annoyed by his entering the hall at such a moment. ’

He made a gesture to the new-comer.

“* You have no right here!”” he exclaimed. * Pray leave at once!’

Lilburn looked at him coolly. There was a cigarette between his lips, and
his reckless bearing did not please anybody there. At a sign from the House-
master, the prefects would have thrown him out of the hall.

“X guess I've got business here, sir,”” said Lilburn.

““You can have no business here!' said Dr. Holmes sharply. °“ Leave at
Ence'! I do not know you, and it is sheer insolence to force your way in

ere ! .

Lilburn shrugged his shoulders.

“T guess I'vé ccme here to pull you out of this scrape, Jerry,”™
I can’t let you go through it, Jerry, my buck. I'm not so bad as that!"*

“Shut up! Shut up!"’

“ Silence, Lumley-Lumley " said the Head sternly. Then he fixed his eyes
upon the new-comer. ““Do you know this young man, Lumley?"

“*Yes, sir.”

“He does not look like a creditable acquaintance for any boy here,”” said
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. the Head, with a disparaging glance at Lilburn’s flashy clothes and flashier
- mecktie and jewellery, and at the cigarette that was still held between his
lips. **I am not surprised, Lumley, at-your fall, if this is the kind of friend
you have made!” 3 . .
Lilburn grinned. Hard words did not seem to trouble him very much.
“Pile it on!"" he ejaculated. *I guess I can stand it.”
- ** Silence, sir”
““Get out, Lilburn !"* said the Outsider.
Lilburn shook his head.
I guess I've come here to pull you out of this scrape, Jerry.”
“What do you mean, sir?”’ demanded the Head sternly. ‘“Do you mean

- to say that you know anything of the offences for which I Have expelled
Lumley-Lumley from this school #**

The new-comer nodded.

I guess s0,”" he replied,

““Who are you?"’ asked the Head.

“I guess I'm sailing under the name of Kit Lilburn,” replied the youth,
seemingly in no wise abashed by the Doctor’s stern looks. * I hail from the
other side.’”

“ Do you mean that you are an American®’

“ You’ve hit it.”’

““Is this—this person the person you have mentioned to me, Lum!ey-
Lumley?”* asked Dr. Holmes, in a freesing voice. . E

‘* Yes, sir,” said Lumley-Lumley.

‘““What is he doing here?”’ ¢

* I've sa:d my say,” remarked Lilburn. *“I've just got a sight of the cards
from the page kid, and I know the whole lay-out.”

‘I do not understand you.”

** You’re going to fire Lumley, sir, so I understand it?>*

“I am going to expel him from this school,” said the Head frigidly. “I °
fail to see how it can concern you in any way.”

*“ I guess it does.”

““ If you have anything to say on the subject, Mr. Lilburn, say it at once,”
said Dr. Holmes,

“ Ain’t he just clean business from the word *Go’F” said Mr. Lilburn, in
tones of great admiration. ;

There was & faint chuckle in the crowded hall, and the Head of St. Jim's
appeared about to choke. . .

“I know the whole game, and I ain’t letting Jerry down,” said Mr,
. Lilburn, with refreshing coolness. “I guess you've found out about hig
~ breaking bounds, and so on, and you’re going to fire him because of that?’ .
. Undoubtedly ! ° B )

R
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“Well, let up, then! He ain’t to blame.”

“ Shut up, Lilburn !’ muttered Lumley-Lumley again. “You fool! Don’t
you see that you mustn’t speak?”

““ If he has anything to say that will throw a better light on your conduct,
Lumley-Lumley, you had better let him speak,” said the Head.

““That’s hoss-sense,’’ said Lilburn approvingly. ‘¢ This is where you take
a reef in your jawing tackle, Jerry.” !

“ Lilburn—"

“ I guess it’s my say-so, now. Lumley tame out of the school to meet me,
sir,”” said Lilburn, ‘ He ain’t to blame."”

The Head's brow was very stern.

“If he came to meet a person of your apparent character, Mr. Lilburn,
the case against him is only the woxse,” he said.

““But he couldn’t help it, you see, sir.”

“ What?”

““ He had to come,’” explained Mr. Lilburn.

“What do you mean? I suppose you had no power to force him to come
out from the school to see you?"’ exclaimed the Head, in astonishment.

““That’s where you miss your guess, sir,”” said Lilburn coolly. “ I called
the tune, and he had to dance.”

““Do you mean that you held some power over him, and that you were
villain enough to exercise it to his ruin?"”’ exclaimed the Head, with angry
scorn.

““ Exactly !"’ said Liiburn.

There was a murmur from the hall.

« And what disgraceful secret is it that gives you this power over a boy
whom you have brought to his destruction?"” said the Head.

Lilburn zhuckled softly.

““I guess I’ll explain that now:

_ “For the last time, silence!"” said Lumley-Lumley. * Do you know what
you're risking? You needn’t think of me. I can stand it.””

“I guess I’m going ahecad.”

“I am listening to you, sir,”” said the Head coldly.

And the whole school listened breathlessly for what Lilburn had to say.

”

CHAPTER 38.
Cleared I
ILBURN‘ removed the stump of the cigarette from his deeth, yellowed
with tobacco-smoke. He put a fresh one into his mouth, but did not
light it. Even the cool, reckless blackguard refrained from that with
-the Head’s stern eyes upon him.
“1 guess Lumley knew me in New York,”” he rcmarked “ That was
before his father made his millions.’
¢ Lumley has already told me that,” said the Head.
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“‘I knew he was here,”” went on the new-comer casily, ““and when I found
myself in London I came down’here to look him up. You see, the Lumleys
ad progressed in the world, and I hadn’t! I was broke to the wide, and 1
~kinder guessed that the son of a millionaire wouldn’t forget his old friend.
’d stood by you in some tough corners over the water, hadn’t I, Lumley?”
““ Yes,” muttered Lumley. .
8o you see, although Lumley didn't like the look of me, he stuck to me
/hard and fast,” explained Lilburn. ““I found that he had changed a heap
since I used to know him in the Bowery."” .
““ For the better, I hope,” said the Head.
“I guess you would think so,” assented Lilburu. ‘T reckon I thought
im turned soft. But he stood by an old friend, and I think I've spent more
.of his money in the last few weeks than he’s spent himself in whole dog’s
483&8.”
““ That is nothing to boast of, sir.” -
+ “I'm not boasting ot it. I'm stating a fact. Lumley-Lumley has plenty
of money from his popper, and T didn't sce why I shouldn’t rope in some of
it for the sake of old times. He was willing to shell out, but he didn’t want
to get mixed up with me. But I had the rottenest luck. I mever played
;poker without losing, and never backed a horse that didn’t come in ninth
‘or tenth. ¥ ran through Jerry's money as fast as I ran through my 6éwn,
;and Jerry went stony—didn’t you, Jerry?"
“*Shut up I’” muttered Lumley-Lumley,
. "1 should certainly not blame a boy for standing by an old friend, even
©if he had selected so unfortunate a friend,”’ said the Head. ‘“ But this does
‘not excuse——" )
““ Then, you see, sir, I got Jerry to give me some of his advice about the
. form of the critters,”” Lilburn explained. ‘‘ He’s told me there was a lot of
‘trouble with some of the fellows here about his having a sporting paper.
-He was leoking over it for me, to give me a chance, and h®s never laid a
shilling—not a red cent.—on a horse himself. Have you, Jerry?*

“Nol”

“I should be glad to believe that," said the Head.

“Jerry wanted me to vamoose,”” said Lilburn coolly, ““But I couldn't
go. I badn’t the tin. I couldn’t raise even the money to follow his tips.
It had to be raised somehow. I got him to raise it last night.”
~ *“ And in what manner?’’ said the Head sternly.

- *““We went to Lewes together, and pawned all Jerry’s trinkets,” said
: Lilburn. ** A tidy sum they raised, too, with diamond sleeve-links, and a gold
watch, and- e

““ Do you mean to say that you induced this foolish boy to part with his
personal belongings in this way, to raise money for your rascally gambling,
sir?"’

Lilburn nodded.
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# Just that!”’ he assented coldly. *‘ But Jerry couldn't help himeelf.””

*“ Because of some hold you have over him?*""

“ Exactly! He knew that the police were looking for me, because of a
little trouble I got into in London, and he couldn’t say a word about me tc
anybody, you see, in case I was nabbed.”

*“ Good heavens!”

Lumley-Lumley turned a white face to the Head.

““I couldn’t help it, sir. I couldn’t betray him. He's been a reckless
rotter, I kncw, but his father was my father’s friend a long time ago, and
this chap did me a good many good turns when I was poor. I couldn’t desert
him. I wanted to help him get enough money to escape, sir. He told me
that he wasn’t to blame in the matter that the police were after him for.
It was a case of mistaken identity.”

““That's what T told him, sir,”” sald L:lburn, with a chuckla “ But the
time has come to own up now, I guess.’

The Head’s expression softened.

““Then you have had the courage to risk arrest by t!]e police, in order to
save Lumley-Lumley from the trouble you were the cause of his getting
into?”” ke exclaimed. . -

““I guess not. I'm in no danger.”

““What!"" exclaimed Lumley-Lumley, dumbfounded.

““I guess I was playing you for a sucker, Jerry,’” said Lilburn, with a
somewhat shame-faced loock for the first time. ““ You see, I piled that on,
because you had turned so goody-goody, and had made up your mind to have
nothing to do with me. I Knew that if you reckoned an old chum was in
danger you would stick to him like glue. That was why I worked up that

~yarn. about the police.”

Lumley-Lumley gasped.

“ Then it wasn't true?””

“Not a bit."”

“You lied to me?”

“Yep.”

Lumley-Lumley pressed his hand to his forehead for a moment. He seemed
to be dazed and almost petrified by the discovery. :

“ Lumley-Lumley,” said the Head, and his voice was very gentle, ** is that
correct? Did you refuse to explain because you believed that this man was
in danger, and you were afraid of bringing risk to him?”

“Yes, sir,” said Lumley-Lumley, in a low voice.

“1 guess I couldn’t do anything else, Jerry,’’ said Lilburn. *““You had
taken the goody-goody tack, and

** Silence, sir!’’ said the Head sternly. “ You have behaved disgracefully!
You have deceived and robbed this boy!"
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“ T never lied to him till he told me he would have nothing more to do with
me,”” said Lilbnrn suddenly.

“ A very proper thing for him to teil you, I think. Then you have run
no risk by coming here and making this explanationi’*

Lilburn grinned.

““I guess I shouldn’t have come if the risk had heen lymng round loose,"
he remarked. ‘‘I'm off to-day now I've raised some tin, and I don’t suppose
I shall see Jerry again. I thought I'd do him a good turn before I left,
that’s all. It would have been low-down to leave him here to pay the piper
when I could explain, I guess I'm through now, Ta-ta!’*

He turned away.

Lumley-Lumley stood silent.

Lilburn held out his hand to him.

“I'm going, Jerry,” he said. *“I sha'n’t trouble you again, old chap.
You've stood by me like a real white man, and I sha'n't forget it; you won't
see me again. Give me your fist before I go.’

Lumley-Lumley shook hands with him silently, but he did not speak.

Lilburn swaggered down the hall and passed out at the great door, and
it closed behind him.

He was gone. .

There was a dead silence in the hall for some moments. The crowded
fellows all wondered what the Head was going: to say. Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley stood. silent, with a very white face. He was waiting to hear his
doom.

‘“ Lumley-Lumley,”” said the Head at last, and his voice was very soft,
“ this is a very strange story, and I understand your strange conduct at
last. You acted as you did to help an old friend who deceived you into
supposing that he was in’ danger,””

2 ““ Yes, sir.””

“You did wrong,” siid Dr. Holmes. “ You had no right to meet such
a man, old friend or not; and you had no right to help -a fugitive from
justice, us you believed him to be. But these faults are not the kind of
faults that I should punish most heavily, Lumley-Lumley. I shall pardon
you.”

There was a buzz in the hall. .

“ Oh, sir !’ muttered Lumley-Lumley.

““You must give me your word,” said the Head, ** that you will not sce
that man again, at all events, without my knowledge.” <

“ Willingly, sir.””

I pardon you, Lumley-Lumley; I think you have acted as you have done
from a mistaken generosity and an overstramed sense of friendship,” said
the Head. “ You may go.t -

* Thank you, sie,> . : R .
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A voice rang from the crowded hall.

“ Weally, you fellows, what did I say? Didn't I say ell along that old
umlay-Lumlay was twue blue?””

“So you did, Gussy!” exclaimed Jack Blake, thumping the swell of St.
im’s upon the back. *‘ And you were right. You have stuck to him through
hick and thin. You were right all the time, Gussy!"’ N

T believe I genewally am wight, Blake, deah boy,”” said Arthur Augustus
wodestly. *“Fn mattahs of this kind you can't do bettah than follow tha
pinion of a fellow of tact and judgment, you know.”

The Head had passed out by the upper door. Lumley-Lumley, confused
ud hardly realising his good fortune, stood looking dazed. There was a
ush of the juniors to congratulate him. g

‘“ Bwave, Lumlay-Lumlay !"*

¢ Hooray !"

* Bravo 1™ .

Tom Merry seized one of the Outsider’s hands, and Jack Blake seized tho
ther. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy clapped him on the back. All the Fourth
nd the Shell seemed to want to shake hands with him at once, and Jerrold
.umley-Lumley was nearly swept off his feet by the rush.

“ Now then, clear. the hall!" called out Kildare, ‘“Into the Form-rooms
or morning lessons.”

““ Hooray !""

“ Clear out, you youngsters

¢ Shouldah-high, deah boys!” shouted the swell of St. Jim's,

¢ Hooray !"” i

And Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was hoisted upon the shoulders .of Tom
Jerry and Figgins'and carried in triumph from the hall.

CHAPTER 39.
B s AN gerene.

ATTY WYNN had worn a thoughtful expression all through morning
lessons. It was evident that the fat. Fourth-Former was thinking
something out. As the juniors came out into the passage after

morning school, Fatty Wynn delivered himself of the result of his decp
reflections. .

““ Figgins, old man!”

“ Hallo!” said Figgins.

“ We shall have to make it up to him somehow.”

“ Make what up—to whom?"’

“It!" gaid Fatty Wynn. “ To Lumley-Lumley."”

“Qh!” said Figgins thoughtfully.

Eerr nodded, .

P—
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L ““It’s only right,"” he said. ** We’ve all been down on him, and he's had
rotten time lately, to say nothing of nearly getting expelled. And it
Aurns out that he’s been playing the giddy Don Quixzefe instead of being
“what we thought he was."”
«** Wathah think I told you fellows so all along." chimed in the voice of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. "
““ 8o you did,” said Jack Blake cordially. I say, you ought to make a
npecml note of t]ns, you chaps; Gussy has been right for once.’
“ Weally, Blake—""
= “ Quite right,” said Tom Merry, joining the group. °‘ But how were we
%o know? Who would have suspected Lumley-Lumley of playmg the giddy
me,obe in this way.”
“ He was a silly ass to stick to such a chap,” said Monty Lowther. ** ‘But
u can’t blame a fellow for standing by an old chum.”
‘ Wathah not! The weal twouble was that he nevah consulted e
nggiy Of course, I should have scen thwough the mattah at once, auﬂ
ve warned Lumlay-Lumlay that the wottah was takin’ him in.

<we're bound to do something to make it up to the Outsider,’
yun, sticking to his idea.

*I'm guite with you there,” said Tom Merry hea;hly. “ But what can’
w¢ do, ng old man? We’ve told him we're sorry.

h!”

jink it's pretty obvious what we're to do,’” said Fatty Wynn.
deah boy.” ..

d stand him a feed.”

said

i : 2
nything to cackle at myself,’> said Fatty Wynn warmly.
‘chap wrong it's only decent to make it up to him And

t up to him better than standing him a really good, first-

““If you've
how cin you
elass feed?'*
“*“Ha, ha,
s - s if] t like the idea—"" began Fatty Wynn huffily, )

‘ssid Tom Merry, laughing. “I think it’s ripping. We’ll
. the Hobby Club-room, and all Lumley-Lumley’s friends

“we’ll show the whole school what we think of him.* .

“* Yaas, wathah, deah boys.”
“ My idea,’” ‘said Fatty Wynn, “is to pool all the available cash and
fstand somethmg really stunning. I'm wllhng to collect the subscripticus,””

| *“ Oh, good!”
M «“T'll begin now,” said Fatty Wymn. * Nathing like striking the iron
hile it’s hot. No time like the present, you know.”
= Yaas, wathah, and it's a vewy fortunate time as far as I'm concerned,””
nrked Artlpu: stus D’Arcy, feeling in his pocket-
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““X thought you were stony,” said Blake. *

.

““So I was, deah boy. But my governah has appawently thought bettal,
of it, and he has sent me a fivah by post this mornin’. I suppose he meanf
that wotten wigh as a sort of warnin’ not to be extwavagant. Noff that therce
is any danger of my bein’ extwavagant, of course. But you know thesc¥ ;

=patahs.”” .

“ What-ho !"’ said Blake sympathetically. * And as the pater has dubbm%n(

up the dibs, I suppose you'll let the Chancellor of the Eschequer off now.” *%

€

*“Ha, ha, ha!” ; nal
““ Weally, Blake~—-o>" I
“Dub up!” said Fatty Wynn. i
And the juniors dubbed up most generously, "'3\1;

Fatty Wyun’s face was beaming as he took his way to the tuckshop.
Fatty Wynn was a shopper of great skill, and he could obtain great value
for a small sum, and he had now a large sum to dispose of. Needless to say,

his purchases were on a scale to delight the eyes and the hearts of the
juniors.

The idea of standing a big feed to Lumley-Lumley mmght' on very much.
Most of the juniors in both houses joined in it heartily. New House and
School House pulled together like one man in the matter. :

After school there was a crowded reception in the Hobby Room. That'
room, extemsive as it was, was crammed. Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was cap-
tured by the Terrible Three as he came out of the Form-room and marche:".
off. £

“ What’s up?"” demanded Lumley-Lumley. s
© “Feed!" explained Tom Merry. ““ We're going to celebrate.””

“ But look here—"' '

* You don’t bear any malice, surely,” said Tom Merry. “ As for the little
row we had, it's nothing, you know. You can punch my head, if you like.™

** And mine,”” said Monty Lowther,

The Outsider laughed. )

“I don’t want to punch your head,” he said. * If you admit that yau
were hasty in judging me so roughly—* £e

“We do!” % >

““ Well, then, it’s all over and done with,” said Lumley-Lumley. *I kno
vou had plenty of reason for not trusting me, though I hope that youw'
give me a chance another time, if anything should crop up.”

“You may be suge of that,”” said Tom Merry. 7 ’*
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L but T don’t want any fuss— -

“this isn’t a fuss!”” Faid Tom Mefry. “It’s a feed. And you're the

! of honour, and you've got to come,””

Q.m'l they marched Lumlgy-Lumley into the Hobby Club room.

K loud cheer from the crowd of junmiors there greeted the appearance of
. Outsider with the Terrible Three.

g75[:31'@_ he'is 1"

"ilootay

““ Bravo, Lumley-Lumley !"’ - :

The Outsider coloured with pleasure. This was a little better than what

 had been used to of late. -

“*Here's your place,” said Blake, -

aas, wathah ! .

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was placed in the chair of honour. More

s were arriving every moment. The scene was most enthusiastic. Aend

ed—it was quite a record in the annals of St. Jim’s!

ty Wynn had done his duty well.

ley-Lumley’s face was very cheerful. To be restored to the confidence

e school amd the friendship of the fellows he liked was all that he

, and for him the clouds had at last rolled away. #5

lly, of the Third, jumped up in his place at thg table, anld held up

of foaming ginger-beer. 4 '

'Gentlemen—"" y

 Hear, hear "’ roared the fags.

Shut up!” shouted the Shell and the Fourth,

(]

{ Gentlemen-
ose the health of our respected and ecsteemed friend Lumsley-
the Fourth,” said Wally, unheeding. *‘ May his shadow never
and may he always have a D’ Arc;' to stand wp for him wnen
to a scrape ! ;
iad the ginger-beer—were drunk with enthusiasm. Lumley-
and there was a suspicion of moisture upon his eye-

1, of you chaps!’ he said. “It’s jolly being st
nd ¥'m' only sorry there was:ever any trouble
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But. I think T'd go th!'oug]: it all again for the sake of proving wha
splendid chap Gussy is to an k to a fellow, when he was down, through tﬁ
‘and thirn !
‘“ Hear, hear!™”
““ Oh, weally, you know-
with confusion. =
““ Here’s to Gussy !” said Lumley-lmmley i
¢ Hooray !"” %
And that celebration was kept up by Tom Merry and his chums nu the
grew terrific, and the prefects came in and turned them out.

1
" murmured Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, cu'teﬁ_‘
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