£50 CASH PRIZES.

'NEW BERIES

- Dear %W/
atall rclurn 142 Foll valie
ququ'/Z}-;ytvz/ oul of taéla/;brqf;zaéf?
ot took 4T7L—<9C?C42112ddxﬂ2; coHech
Wil b pablished e firre

L Arotmas,
‘Q y vUTy /ahwmﬂ/,
g€r£7fﬁ;7f{: ,4iééiyz¢7ﬁ47ié>f' 1

nith

“
i //

g
o

ff
i




“THE GEM™ LIBRARY,

EASY conmine HIDDEN ey
TO BLOCK
WIN CONTEST

S 2 _
1 o TURN OF SEND POSTCARD
y AND SEF 1 TO-DAY. WILL BRING
] ‘ROYAL LUCKY CH A RM
FREE.

o,

JERY

Al ONCE, CAN CoUN

XMAS AND NEW YEAR CARDS.
FREE! £10,000 XMAS GIFTS. FREE!
SEND NO MONEY.

You can gain a.Cash Prize and one of our other valuable prizes for selling onr Ponny Xmas Cards. We give
away valuable Watches, Phonographs, Rifles, Diamond Rings, Musical Instruments, Real Silver Hall-marked
Umbrellas, Cutlery, Silverware, and many other presents from our Xmas Catalogue, and ‘it need not cost you
One Pe: of your own money. Send us your name and address, and we will send you per retiurn of post
the “ Royal Lucky Charm"and 72 Penny Beautiful Xmas.and New Year Posteards and Soeicty Greeting Cards,
heavily gold-mounted and hand-painted. If you cannot use or seéll’all.the 72 cards, remit for what you have sold
within28 days, We will reward you aceording to our Xmas Catalogue, and everrif you do not sell a single card yor
can keep the “Royal Lucky Charm ” for-yourself, and with th Royal Lucky Cliarm” and Xmas Cards.
you will receive full particulars of the £1,000 Cash Hidden Block :Contest., We will also give you the opportunity to obtain from us a Solid Gold

ateh, Bicycle, and Sewing Machine. Any oneis wortliten guineas. Send posteard atsonee to—ACTE & CO. (Pept. O, C.);85, Fleet Street, London, E.C,

GENUINE LABRADON 6d. DEPOSIT.q

This Handsome Phonograph, withlarge enanielled
Flower Horn (Gold lined), and Two Records,
complete in case, will'be sent to any address
on veceiptof 6d, DEPOSIT and upon pay

M‘k .. ment of the l:\‘sﬁcut 46 rurint

- el 1’3"(‘)'”1"/-":3"01( C gaven Ir (**

Send 6d, or more and secure this

wonderful Bargain.

Hiwstrated Prige List Free.

THE BRITISH MFG. CO.

P 24, Great Yarmouth.

FOOTBALL

This sgplendid large-size Match Football will be sent to
auy address on yeceipt of

ed,. DEPOSIT

and upon payment of the last of 16 further weekly
fustulments of 64 each. A able Repairing Outfit s
given FREE, BSend @d., or wmore, and. secure this
wonderful bargain,

BRITISH MANUFACTURING CO.,
Cash Prige, 7/6. 2, GREAT YARMOUTH,

“Boxing,” 4d.; *Thought:Reading,” 4d.; * Handentt
SPEGIAL BouKs. and Guol-breaking Mystery,” 4d, "(?un{m'lnx,” 44,
““Riddle Book "eontalubug 2,000, 44, ; “ Book of Tricks, " 4d, Lot, 1/4, all post free.— ]
WILKES, World’s Bookseller, STOCKTON, RUGBY. ¥

S IR

MADE TO MEASURE

On Easy Terms

The ent is perfect—thatkind which makes yon feel
comfortable and welldressed, The¢loth isspecially
chosen for hard wear, and gives satisfaction to the
most particnlar,  FPrices 30/-, 34/8, &e., or on

tomy, Bf= MONTHLY

Every Suit made to measure, Our Credit Terms
are for all—we supply Olothes and Boots—so that
you can be well dressed by paying o little at a time,
Write for Patterns now,

B00TS, 13/6 & 17/6 '

Send 2/6 with size, pay a further sum on re.
ceipt, and 2/6 monthly, Send 2/6 now,

MASTERS, Ltd.,
97, Hope Stores, RYE,

EFIREE FOR S XX.X.
E A In this puzzter you have three hnes of Jetters, When
Ol

these are arranged in their correct positions the:

3 s t) 1
tho numes of three well-known wild 1nmhnr.l- th FLy
the forest, Tfyour amawer ix correet wo will pro

With a. germine” Labracton- =TT Wt ety
F I o cost. Send your nuswer, plainly written,

d

addressed envelope, so that we can:tell you if correct

e ~— When yowreceive the Wateh you must-show it and do

your best to advertise Jt, ind winners will be required to buy a Chain from us
to wear with tho Watch, It costs you nothing t try.

THE LABRADON WATCH CO. (%2"),  Banisa s

BLUSHING.

FREE to all sufferers, particulars of a proved homa treatment that quickly

¥ romoves all embarvassment, and permanently cuves blushing and
! flashing of the face ahd neck, Emelose stamp to pay postage to Mre. D. TEMPLE
(Spacialist), 8, Blenheim Strect, Bond Street, Landon, W.

A CYCLE for L.

DEPOSIT & 1/~ WEEKLY.

Asan advertisement we will send to first 1,000 applicanis

our £8 88, 0d. "ROYAL EMBLEM"” OYCLE for

18, DEPOSIT, and on last payment of 81 weeks

B, making £1 s, A HANDSOME RRUSENT 18

FREE. Wwnte for Hlustraied Catalogue. £3 158, 0d.
Cash Price,

ROYAL EMBLEM CYCLE DEPOT
(C30), GREAT YARMOUTH,

MOUSTACHE

A nice manly monstacho positively grows in a fow d
atamyage by using “ MOUSTA," the only Guarnnt:ga
Moustache-Forcer. Acts)ike mmgic on the smoothest faces, Boys
becoma mon.  Remember—Wo Guarantee to return
your money in full (luchding postage expenses) {f not
entirely successful, so that if you receive no benefit you
are not one penny out of pocket, Box seut (in plain wrapper)
for @d. staps. Do not delay, but send at onve to

Ju A, DIXON & Co. 42, Junction Road, London. N,

| SIMPLY TO CET IT ON THE MARKET.

5,000 genuine }-plate, or 2} by 2}, CAMERAS ABSOLUTELY FREE to all
sending 28, 6d, for samples of our famous Photographic Materials, Cata-
logue I'ree, Send posteard.—Hackett’s Works, July Rd., Liverpool,E.

4 NIECEIET. SILWVEER

KEYLESS WATCHES FREE

s Wx-[gl(\"ﬂul\'nnl ahsolutely FREE a nickel SILVER KEYLESS WATCH—
perfect thmekoeper—a genuine watch—not a cheap toy—for selling or using A Y. I GF AXE GO
48 of our beautiful Pictorial Posteards at One Penny each within 28 nuypff Thve I3 EE LO BT s =
4 800N a8 you have sold or used the 48 cards and sent us the 4s., you get the Shoots death.dealing bullets with terrifio
n:;.; are no nnl...-t vonnlit:;uw. IH _:-«m do not v;:mt a watch we have many force, killing Birds and Rabbitseasily av
caents as per list we will send; but do not fail to send a postcard with . 3
your IBI éguv“n’l;lll ndx:;wy n.n,t unm;i Hend no nmno%r We trust you.—~THE quI{l‘[:; mélg:('l l{?g-“l'xls't S”?‘K{ggl’g:'Tor;’:jléKéK IN TIIE WO
M esden Junction, LONDO used. ¥ iy We
L S Frank Clarke, Crown Gun Works, @8, Gt. Charles

s




Samm. - SEE PAGE 21.

///i:,‘- ////// v//‘/ 7
)

M

L

7

2

EVERY THURSDAY.

OO D> PP W

Complete Stories for Everyone, and Every Story a Gem !

NN N N NN NP NN LN NN N NI *

¢ A

PN

=y ey

~ i} ' :
B ’
A Schoo! Tale of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s. By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
B o S
CHAPTER 1. graceful attitude against the stone balustrade. His mannors
A Joyful Surprise for D'Arcy, never failed to have that repose which stamps the caste of
& AT’S the time, D’Arcy?”’ Vere de Vere.
W Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked round with a ‘ Weally, Blake, that is the third time you have asked
slightly bored expression. The chums of the me that question,”” he said, in a tone of remonstrance.
Fourth  IF'orm at St. Jim’s—Blake, Herries, Digby, and “Is it?” said Blake. *‘Well, what’s the time? That’s
D’Arcy—were standing on the steps of the School House, the fourth.”
evidently waiting for something or somebody. It was a “I weally do not know. If you go down the steps and
keen October afternoon, and the juniors—three of them, at ewoss the quadwangle, you can see the clock in the towah.
least—were tattooing with their heels on the stone to keep The clock inythe towah was wight by my watch this
their feet warm. But Arthur Auguastus D’Arcy leaned in a mornin’.’ i

w Sories).

%“E‘R DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.
<o
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“Yes; I'm likely to do that when you've got a watch in
your pocket. Why can’t you tell me the time, ass?”’

1 object to bein’ called an ass!”

“Why can’t you tell me the time?” roared Blake.

“ Well, I could, you know; but it cweases my waisteoat to
keep on pullin’ out my watch. Howevah, I suppose I must
tell you the time once more, deah boy.”

And the swell of St. Jim’s pulled out his handsome gold
watch and cast a languid eye upon it. ’

“[t’s a quartah to six,” he said. ‘The postman is late,
and ho may be here any minute now.’”

“Good business!”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

“Yes; good,” said Digby dubiously, ‘“if D'Arcy’s letter
comes ; - but——""

“It's bound to come, deah boy. My wespected matah
told mie in her lettah last week that there would be a gweat
and pleasant surpwise for me in her lettah this week, and,
of course, that statement can only have one meanin’.”

Jack Blake nodded thoughtfully. ;

“T suppose so,” he assented. ‘It must mean a tip,
a decent one."”

“ Yaag, wathah!”

“§till, you never know,” said Digby, who seemed to he
'?’ afflicted’ with doubts. I have an uncle who promised me

and

a treat one Christmas, and sent me a copy of Cruden’s
Concordance.”
i “My hat! If I had an uncle like that, I'd—I'd invite
b him into Study No. 6, lock the door, and get Herries to
] play the cornet to him.”
““Oh, cheese it!” said Herries,
rather sensitive about his cornet.
“ My matah isn’t like that,” said Arthur Augustus
serenely. « ‘‘She’s a good sort. It means a tip. My
governah has wathah failed in that line lately. I w'ote to
him for a fivé:pound note the othah day, and he w'ote back
me a \mmphlet on ‘ How to

turning pink. He was

and encl Live on a Pound a
Week,” he did weally. I wegarded it as wathab wotten, you
know, because I was expectin’ the fivah gov. havin’
failed to play the game, I am wight down on the wocks,
and haven’t even the pwice of a new pair of gloves about
me. Unless my matah turns up twumps, I am bwoke till
Saturday.”

“ And so are we all,” 'frunted Jack Blake. “We blued
about every penny we had on that visit to the Zoo. I came
back with twopence.” j 5

T had a French penny,” said Herries.

«And I had a tanner,” said Digby. ‘“If Gussy doesn’t

et a remibto.nce‘} ) ¢ ly don’t know what St No. 6
13 going to do. We can’t borrow of Tom Merry, because he’s
as stony as we are, and Manners and Lowther are in the
same boat.”

“And Figgins & Co. are stumped,
6 thoughtfull{, with a glance across the quadrangle in the
~ direction of the New House. ‘‘It’s marvellous how money
. goes when you’re spending it."”

too,”” said Blake

3 “T say, what's the time, Gussy?” said Herries.
4 “ Weally, Hewwies, I cannot consent to keep on ceweasin’
6 my waistcoat |”

“ Here’s the postman !’ exclaimed Blake joyfully.

% The portly figure of Blagg, the Rylcombe postman, could
be seen crossing the g from the direction of the gates of
St. Jim’s. four jors looked eager. Even Arthur
Augustus allowed jome signs of interest to appear in his
face. He jammed his eyeglass into his eye, and fixed it
an the postman.

¥ “Yaas, here he is,”’ he remarked.

| sugpense will soon be ovah, deah boys.”

; “Well, T hope it will be a remittance, that’s all,” said

g ., who seemed determined to keep up the character

“Now, the feahful

¥ ibting Thomas.

“Oh, that’s all wight, Dig. T tell you my matah is bound
to turn up twumps. She said distinctly that there was a
'Eﬂul surpwise for me comin’ in her next lettah. It can’t
be less than a sov., and it may be a fivah.”
m“!yVell, a sov. would tide us over till Saturday,” said
~ Blake.

“It:s weally much more pwob. that it is a fivah, deah

boys.’
%he ostman plodded up to the School House, The juniors
. descended the steps to meet him, and Blaﬁg stopped.
| 2 Any'thmf) for us?’ asked Blake. ' That is to say, any-
thing for D’Arcy? Never mind the others!
letter is the important one this time.”
“Yes; there 1 one for Master D’Arcy.”
“ Wegistahed, T suppose?”’ asked Arthur Augustus.
Blagg shook his head.
“No; I haven’t any registered letters this morning,
Master D’Arcy.”
Dighy,

. The School House swell’a face fell for a moment.
“DARRELL'S SECRET.”
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D’Arcy’s

nodded, as much ag to say that he had said so.
groped in his bag for D’Arcy’s letter.

“Oh, it's all wight,” said Arthur Augustus, looking
round. *‘ Ladies always forget to wegistah letters, you
know. I knew one once who sent a wing by post without
wegistahin’ it, you know. It’s their way.”

."\\'ell, I don’t see what she would want to register a
wing for,” said Herries. *What kind of a wing was it—
cold chicken ?”

“Tt was a diamond wing.”

“The ass means a ring,” grinned Blake.

“T object to bein’ alluded to as an ass, Blake!”

“Go hon! I was brought up carefully to speak the truth,
Gussy, and I’'m not going to depart from it now to please
you. Is that D’Arcy’s letter, Blaggy 1" ;

“That’s it, sir.”

“There you are, Gusey. Open it quick!”
onvolol)e with a penknife. * There, now, buck up! You can
take all my letters into the house, Blagg ! Be extra careful
with those containing gold and banknotes !

The postman grinned, and went on. Arthur Augustus drew
forth his mater’s letter, and unfolded it. There was no
enclosure, and D’Arcy’s face grew lonier.

't‘ \‘Y,e)l,” said Blake pleasantly, ‘““hand over the bank-
note !’

“There doesn’t seem to be any banknote, deah boy.”

“Then hand over the gold!”

“ There doesn’t seem to be any gold, I'm afwaid.”

““Then chuck out the postal orders!”

“1 am afwaid there are no postal ordahs.”

. ““What did I tell you?” asked Digby, addressing no one
in particular.

“That’s right,” said Blake, turning on his chum, ““begin |
to cackle like a girl I ’

* Blake, I cannot hear you pass such wemarks upon the
gent’I’e sex. 1 have a gweat wespect for them, and I wefuse

“ Read your letter!
the next post?”’

.“lll,yefuso to hear you pass dispawagin’ wemarks upon
girls

“Read your letter !’”” howled Blake.

“Tt is twue that Dig was a pwovokin’ ass, but——""

“ Eh, what’s that?’ said Digby.

“1 was wemarkin' that it is twue you were a pwovokin’
ass, Diﬁ; but that does not justify any dispawagin’ wemarks
upon the gentle sex.”

“ Are you going to read that letter?” shrieked Blake.

“Not ~until you have withdwawn your dispawagin’
wemarks about girls,” said Arthur Augustus firmly.

The swell of the School House was awfully near at that
moment to being hurled bodily into the puddle left by the
latest rain at the foot of the School House steps.  But
Blake restrained himself.

“] withdraw them,” he said, breathing hard through his
nose. ‘“I withdraw ever]ything I said and didn’t say, all
that was implied and all that wasn’t implied. Now read
the letter !’

“1 am satisfied, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus. =
you young persons will keep quiet for a little while, T will
pewuse this lettah.”

And he perused it, the chums of Study No. 6 watching
him the while. An expression of amazement overspread
D’Arcy’s face. He ejaculated, ““Bai Jove!” twice, and
whistled once.

“Well, what's the surprise?” demanded Blake,
your governor coming to visit you?”

“No, deah boy, that’s not 3t

«Tg there a fiver coming by the next post?”

“No. I am sowwy to say that my matah has ovahlooked
the wathah important fact that I am stony bwoke. Women
are so thoughtless, you know.”

“ Well, what's the news, then? I suppose there’s some
news ?”’

“Yaas, wathah !’

Arthur Augustus looked worried. And Blake’s manner,
as soon as he saw the troubled look on his chum’s face,
changed at once.

“7 say, nothing wrong at home,
asked.

“Oh, no. I am afwaid there’s goin’ to be somethin’
w’ong here, though.”

“What's the matter?” Z

“ My young bwothah is comin’ to St. Jim’s.”

“Your young brother ?”

« Yaas, wathah; my young bwothah Wally.”

« And that’s the joyful surprise?”

* Yaas, wathah!” ‘

Blagg

Blake slit the

Perhaps there’s some tin coming by

“1e

is there, old chap?”’ he

A Splendid, Long, Complete Schg
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“That’s right,” said Blake, ‘“begin to cackle like a qill"' “ Blake ! interrupted D’Arcy, ““T cannot hear you ‘

| pass such w \.ll\ﬂll\s upon the gentle sex, I have

CHAPTER 2.
Raising the Wind !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY folded the letter and
R put it in his pocket. The swell of St. Jim’s wore
a worried look. Blake, Herries, and Digby
looking serious, too.
“Women have eurious ideas of a joyful surprise,” Blake
remarked, in a thoughtful way.
““Yaas, wathah!”
“1 suppose you couldn’t wire to your mater to send a

were

fiver instead ?
“ Well, no, I am afwaid that would be wathah imposs.,’
said D’Arcy. ‘Of course, you know, I'm glad to have

young Wally here.”

‘Yes; you look glad;”’ assented Blake.
. “It's—it's wathah a shock to me,” explained D'Arcy.
“You see, my young bwothah Wally. has never w Oall\

1\\(“11(‘(] me with the wespect due to his eldah bwothah.’
*Is he much younger Hmn you?” asked Blake curiously.
“Will he be in the Fourth?’

D’ Arcy shook his head.

“No, he'll be in a lowah Form—the Third, T suppose.
Now, as a mattah of fact, it’s a feahful twouble to a fellow
to have a youngah bwothah in a lowah Form.

“Ha, ha! Hell make you do all Im\ exerciges for him.’

“Yaas; ['ve no doubt he will twy.’

““ And he'll get chipped to death by the Third Form fags
it he starts wearing a topper, and “of course he will! It
runs in the family.’

“ Weally, Blake—-"

“ It will cost your gov.
seriously.

“The matah asks me to look aftah him.”
#Of course, I want to please the matah,

something in toppers,” said Blake

said D’Arcy.
though she has

“DARRELL'S SECRET.”

NEXT
THURSDAY :

a gweat \\mpcot for them, and I wefuse——"" l

vewy singulah ideahs ahoui joyful surpwises. I shall do my
best' for young Wally. But suppose he fails to tweat me
with pwopah wespect before the fellows, you know? The
[um sh. will be ((ml(‘ml awkward.

‘Very awkward,” said Blake. ‘‘ Still, there’s compensa-
tions. He will prulml)l\ come with a lot of tin, and you can
borrow some. So lhr' most nnpmlunl question mully is,
\\hnn will D’Arcy minor arrive?

“It would be infwa dig. to bowwow of a Third-Formah.”

“ By Jove, 1 forgot that! He can come when he likes,
then!”

“He is (nnnn' to- night,” said D’Arcy. “ As a mattah of
fact, he is comin’ by Hn‘ half-past six twain at Wylcombe.
The matah wants me to go down to the station and meet
him.”

* Well, that would only be a brotherly thing to do!”

i have no objection in the world; but the weather looks
wainy, and I shall pwobably spoil my clothes! Of course, I
am willin’ to make sacwifices for a blood-welation. The
matah suggests that my fw iends would like to come down
to the station with me, so as to give Wally a warm welcome
and make him feel at home at once.”

“8o we will!” said Blake. Lady Eastwood has stood
us more than one feed, and it's only fair that we should
stand by this young rotter—I mean this young gentleman—
newly arriving at a public school. I dare say the poor
little sprat \\xll be awfully shy and bashful, and won't be

able to say ‘boo’ to a goose !’
D’ Arcy ‘grinned.
“I am afwaid you have a wathah mistaken idea of

young Wally, Blake!”

“Oh, these new kids are all the same! We'll go and
meet him. It’s rather a come-down for Fourth-Formers to
go to the railway-station to meet a Third Form fag, but of
course Lady Iastwood doesn’t understand these fine

A Splendid, Long. Complete School Tale of
'Fom Merry & Co.. by Martin Clifford,
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distinctions. It's a pity we are all stony. We ought to have
stood the kid a feed on his first night !’

“I haven’t told you all, deah boys!” ; -

“Oh, rats! You haven’t any young sisters coming as
well, 1 suppose?”’

*“Oh, no; it’'s mot quite so feahful as that! But the
matah wants us to have young Wally in Study No. 6!”

Blake laughed,

“I'm afraid that can’t be did!” he remarked. ‘ Third
TForm kids can’t pig in with grave and reverend seigniors
of the Fomrth Form. It wouldn’t be allowed, even if we
wanted it; and, as a matter of fact, I think I should draw
the line there !

“1 rather think go0!” said Digby, with emphasis.

“Right-ho!” said Herries. “You wouldn’t have my
bulldog in the study, and I'm blessed if we're going to have
eny Third Form fags there either!”

1 shall have to w’ite to the matah, and explain that
at's damposs.,”’ said D’Arcy, with a worried look. ** But you
know, it’s so hard to make people u these things!
It would be vewy painful to me to think that anybody
might suspect I didn’t want young Wally to come to Sf.
VWL, without be they might

“Well, without being very suspicious, i suspect
that if m&;'y saw your chivwy now!” Blake remarked.

“Not at all, h boy! 1 am vewy glad to have the
opportunity of doin’ somethin’ for young Wally; but if he
faile to twedt me with pwopah wespect, the posish. will be
50 beastly awkward, yom know! Still, I suppose we must
make the best of it. Matah seems to think that St. Jim’s
will 1 as wathah an event for us to have young
Wally % 1% chap’s mother thinks so diffewently fwom
1("hb iF

. N
By Jove, you're right! But young Wally will soon get
%ww and coffed into his place, you know!” said Jack
“As 2 wattah of fact, Blake, Wally is a D’Arcy, and he
\\‘louiir‘um&!y wefuse to be kicked and cuffed” into his
place!

“ Well, if the train’s coming in at half-past six, we’'d
better get a move as we've got to walk,” said Blake.
2 ight your mother’s not to enclose a
five-pound note in that letter. I can’t say I think your
swmeox’c p!m the game, either! While we're in
\ M.Qmw we tBtlo le',r? };). sﬁnmbmly fo:" some tin!”

Your governor, ake?’ Digby suggested.
Jack Blake shook his head
“It's no food. He's made a rotten rule on that subject,
ever since 1 wired to him last time for some cash. = He
wrote that he’ll never send any tin in answer to a telegram,
but will deduct the amount ufv money I waste on telegrams
from my next allowance.”

““Bai Jove, that’s wathah wuff!”

“ Well, what about yﬁur governor, Dig? A giddy baronet
ought to be able to du up at times!”

“Well, we could try him,” said Digby doubtfully. “It
only costs a tanner to send a wire.”

“Haven’t you any kind uncles or aunts?”’

“ Ye-c-es, but they’re not good for more than half-a-crown
or s0; and that's not worth a wire. You can’t startle an old
lady with a telegram for two or three bob!”

** What about your people, Herries?"”

“No good. I've had three distinct warnings not to over-
draw my allowance any more.”

“ They’re talking about national degeneracy!” said
Blake, with a sniff. “ As if young people were degenerat-
ing! It seemp to me that degeneration has set in among
pu'regfs and guardians, and is proceeding at an alarming
rate!

“Yaa#, wathah!” said D’Arey, with a nod. “ You know,
I've heard that when my patah was at Eton, he used to
spend a feahful lot of money! He’s saving tin every term
by lkeepin’ me at St. Jim’s instead of Eton, and I ‘weally
think T ought to have the diffewence in pocket-money !

““Why don’t you point it out to him?”

“1 have, wathah!”

** And what did he say?”’

“He said I was a young jackanapes; and I weally
couldn’t belp wegardin’ that weply as appwoachin’ to
wudeness! But I've %ot an ideah——"

“Your ideas are all right, Gussy, but some tin would
be more useful just now!”

“It's an ideah to get some tin!"”’

“Oh, now you're tsﬁking! What ‘is it?”

“Tll wire to my matah for some cash to meet the
expenses of seein’ young Wally comfortably placed in the
school, Of course, it will come feahfully expensive, and I
don’t see how I am to meet it out of my own wesources—
especially as I haven’t any wesources at t¥ne pwesent time!”

Jack Blake clapped the swell of the School House on the
shoulder with a force that made him stagger,
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bad (iipging! And we’ll all look after young Wally, and
regard him as the apple of our eye!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy rubbed his shoulder.

“Vewy well, Blake; but I weally wish you woald not
dislocate my beastly backbone, you know!
tannah?”’

“ le !)’

‘“ Have you a tannah, Dig?”’

*“ Not the ghost of one!”

‘“Have you a tannah, Hewwies?”

“T’ve got a French penny!”’

“T'm afwaid the charmin’ young lady in the post-office
wouldn’t consent to send a telegwam in exchaage for a
Fwench penny, deah boys!"’ L

* Perhaps she might, if you gave her your most killing
smile, Gussy!”’

““ Oh, weally, Blake——""

““8till, it might have fatal results, and we don’t want
to try any risky experiments! I dare say Tom Merry bas
a tanner or two. Let’s go and see, and then we shall have
to buzz off to Rylcombe without wasting time!”’

“ Wight-ho! Let's go and see Tom Mewwy!”

The chums of the Fourth made their way to the Shell
ﬁsage in the School House, and Blake kicked at Tom

rry’s door. The door flew open with a jerk, and there
was an angry yell from Manners. Blake, Herries, Digby,
and D’Arcy entered, and Blake stared at Manners rather
aggressively.

e chums of the Shell were at home. Tom Merry was
examining a football that had certainly seen service, and
looked as if it would not stand seeing much more. Monty
Lowther was stretched in the easy-chair, with his feet cn
the fender, laying down the law on the subject of football
in his easy, drawling voice. Manners was seated at the
table. He had what appeared to be a wooden box with a
handle in the side before him, and he was carefully turning
the handle. The startling opening of the door had made
him give it a sharp jerk—hence his ejaculation of annoy-
ance.

“Is that a musical-box you’re playing with, Manners?”’
asked Blake. i

“Rats! Don’t you know a daylight developer when you
see it?’ growled Manners.

“Oh, is that a dayli
expected them to be in the daylight!”

" Ass!  You can use them in any light! They're to
obviate the need of a_ dark-room, and you can carry them
with you on tours, and so on!” o

““And can you develope with them?” asked Blake

t developer? I should have %

“ Well, there’s no accounting for tastes! I use a Sandow
developer myself !

“ You utter ass!” hooted Manners. “ This isn’t a physical
developer, it’s a photographic developer! It’s for develop-
ing films!”

“Oh, I see! I thought you wouldn’t get much vhysical
development by turning that little handle!” sni(I Blake

blandly.

Manners looked daggers at him. Words failed the
amateur photographer of the Shell. Ie did not believe
that Blake was really so ignorant on the subject, either.
The twinkle in the Fourth-Former’s eye seemed to hint that
he was ‘‘rotting.” . Manners went on turning his little
handle, and Blake, seeing that he was not to be drawn,
turned to Tom Merry.

“Tom Merry, old son, have you a tanner?”

* Lots!” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “I've had a postal-
order from Huckleberry Heath by the post that just came
in. It's not cashed yet!”

“Then we’ll cash 1t for you; we're going to the village I’
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\Merry’s study. Gore and Mellish and Shar

Bvery Thursday.

“@Good! It's for a pound, and you can take the tanner-
and bring me the change.”

“If it’s all the same to you, we'll take the change and
bring you the tanner,” said Jack. * We're in want of cash
for a most important purpose. A younger scion of the
house of D’Arcy is going to honour the Third Form at
8t. Jim’s by entering it to-day!” A

There was a general movement of interest in the study.

“ By Jove!” said Monty Lowther. * Are there any more
at home like you, Gussy?”

‘“ Weally, Lowthah——"" 3 .

“Good!” said Manners. *I’ll take him as my fag, if you
like, Gussy!”

“ Wally would uttahly wefuse to fag for you, Mannahs

“Oh, his name’s Wally, is it?” said Tom Merry.

“Yaa, wathah! Walter Adolphus D’Arcy.”

‘““Ha, ha! And is he like his elder brother?”

“I wegwet to say that Walllvm does not wesemble me
vewy much at pwesent, but I have hopes of him, Tom
Mewwy. He may impwove as he gwows oldah.”

““Then he’s more likely to get on in the Third Form,”
said Tom Merry, laughing.. ‘“As a matter of fact, two
Gussies would be rather overpowering! I’ve often thought
that one was too much!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

‘“ Where’s that postal-order?” said Blake.

“Here you are. You can have half of it till Saturday,
if you like.”

“ Thanks; I willl We're going down to meet young
D’Arey, and we want to get a lift of gome sort back. We
were thinking of standing a feed, t rter celebrate his
coming. I should like to kill the fat-hefided calf, you know
only Lowther’s people might object to the = funera
expenses !”’

“Eh? What’s that?” said Monty Lowther.

“If you fellows like,” said Blake; “I’ll tell you what—
frour study is bigger than ours, and we’ll have the feed
1ere, and you can join in!”’

“ Well, that’s not a bad wheeze!” said Tom Merry
thoughtfully. ““But won’t it be making too much of a
Third Form kid? It would be bad for him to get swelled
head--and it rather runs in the family, you know!"”

* Weally, Tom Mwewy—"

““Well, we could give him a licking to-morrow, if neces-
sary, to take him down a peg,”” said Blake. * But I expect
he’s some shy, mum-chance little beggar, and it would make
him feel at home to make rather a fuss of him at firs !’

“Good! I'll get in the things at the tuckshop while

ou're gone, and you Inl?‘ht bring in some extras from

other Murphy’s in the village.” ¢

“Right you are!”

And Jack Blake put the postal-order in his waisteoat-

ocket, and the Fourth-Formers_ quitted the study. Monty

owther broke into a chuckle when the door closed.

“My hat,” he said, “I’m curious to see young D’Arcy
minor! If he’s anything like Gussy, the Third Form wiil
rag him to extinction! Some shy little rotter, I expect—all
high collar and silk hat! My word!”

——

CHAPTER 3.
A Short Way With Humorists,
| A, ha! ‘It’s a lark!”
It was Gore of the Shell who spoke, and Jack
Blake heard the words as he came out of Tom
] : : were chuckling
over some little joke in a group, and Jack Blake looked at
them curiously. That it was something ill-natured he was
cert:lzm, or it would not have amused Gore and Mellish so
much.

“ What’s on?” asked Blake, as he came along the passage.
The juniors looked round, and Gore gave him a grin.

“Such a lark!” he chuckled.

‘“What's a lark?”

“It’s Mary, the housemaid, you know.
noticed her?”

““ Blessed if I have!” said Blake.

“I have,” said D’Arcy. ‘I wemembah she has been
lookin’ wathah queer lately. When I wequested her yester-
day to seo that my boots were made just a little bwightah by
that lazy young wascal of a boy, she was cwyin’. I assured
her that it was weally a mattah of no such gweat importance
as all that, you know.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Gore. “Do you think she was
cryirﬁg about your rotten boots, you ass?”’

“YY y
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Haven’t you

boots are not wotten, and I wefuse to be called an

“It’s a regular romance,” said Gore. “ You've heard of
that young chap, Lynn? There was a lot of jaw about him
a few weeks ago.”

‘1 remember;” said Blake. “He was an under-keeper on
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Sir Neville Boyle's estate, and he showed us a jolly lot of
places for fishing in the Rhyll, last summer. He was a decent
sort, and that yarn about his being mixed up with poachers
was all rot, in my opinion.”

“I suppose you didn’t know that he was engaged to Mary,
the housemnidy?” rinned Gore. : ]

“No; I don’t take such an interest in other people’s affairs
as you do, Gore.” _‘ .

‘“Well, it was a fact, anyway,” said Gore, “and since he's
got the sack from Sir Neville, Mary has been going about
looking like the ghost in a drama. Stand here, and you'll see
her coming along in a minute.” =

* Well, you rotten pig,’”’ said Blake, with great frankness,
“do you see anything funny in that?”

““ Well, yes, rather; it's a good joke, I think. You see-—-"'

“ And you're waiting here to see her, because she inoks
down in the mouth?”’ asked Blake, with a gleam in his eyes.

“You mind your own business, Blake.” ;

“I make this my business on the spot,” said Blake. * This
is where we clear the passage.
pippins !”

‘““ Yaas, wathah!
it's the pwopah
thwashin’ to him.”

“Look here——""

‘“ Hands off—""

Blake, Herrieos, and Digby charged as if they were charging
down a football field. Gore and Mellish and Sharp went reel-
ing away, and a series of powerful kicks helped them towards
the stairs, down which they bundled at top speed.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stood looking on through his eye-
glass. He would have lent a hand if it had been necessary ;
but as it was not needed there was no sense in rumpling his
clothes for nothing. The three unlucky humorists rolled
;Ip\iv(p the stairs, and Blake & Co. plunged after them, still
kicking.

There was a light step in the passage, and D'Aroy turned
round to see Mary, the housemaid. She was a neat and
pretty girl. D'Arcy, when he came in contact with her, had
always treated her with great politeness. He made her a
graceful bow now, and the girll, seeing that he wished to
speak, stopped.

“I am awfully sorry to heah that you are in twouble,
Mawy !” said D'Arcy. ““Is it twue that younE Lynn has had
the ordah of the push—I mean, that he has been discharged
by Sir Neville Boyle?”

Mary's eyes filled with tears. There was no doubt that
she was (aking the matter very much to heart. To Mary,
young William Lynn was all the world, and the matter, in-
different to all others, was a tragedy for her.

‘“Yes, Master D'Arcy. And it’s not true that he had any-
thing to do with the poachers. He was as honest as any
young man in the countrr-su_le. It's not true.” :

“Don’t cwy, my dear,” said D’Arcy. “‘I'm quite sure it's
not twue. I wemembah Lynn wescued my toppah for me
when it dwopped into the wivah one duly and I was vewy
gwateful, and so I am sure that he cou dn’t have had any
dealin’s with any wascally poachahs. I believe Sir Neville 13
a wathah unweasonable old gentleman, but pewwaps the
mattah can be explained. Don’t cwy! I'll look into it for
you.”

Mary’s tears were flowing, and D'Arey's generous assur-
ance did not stop them, Peth?s Mary did not think that
D'A}rcy’s looking into it would improve the matter very
much, -

“I believe the case was not pwoved, was it?"’ said D’Arey

‘“No, but Sir Neville’s head-keeper was against William
from the first,” said Mary, crying softly, *and he told
wicked stories about him.”

“Bai Jove, that must be looked into!” said INArcy.
“Now, don’t cwy, Mawy, my dear, and I'll look into the
mattah, and set it wight.”

And the swell of St. Jim’s walked on after his chums. The
maid smiled a little through her tears. She did not think
that D’Arcy could help her, but at all events sympathy was
something, and D'Arey’s sympathy was very genuine. The
swell of St. Jim’s found his three comrades dusting themselves
in the hall. Gore, Sharp, and Mellish had disappeared.

“Are you weady?” asked D’Arcy. ¢ Bettah get our
coats!”

“Rats! Better walk sharp.” AT

“ Suppose it comes on to wain?”’

“No time for dressing up for the occagion,” said Blake, * and
it won’t rain much. Come on!”

“ My toppah is upstairs,”

‘It can stay there. Here's your cap.”

“On such an occasion as this, when my youngah bwothah
is comin’ to the coll., I weally think we might dwess decently
for once,” said D'Arcy, with dignity.

Blake replied by seizing him by the shoulder, and running

I wegard Goah as a beast, and I think
thing to do to administah a feahful

lendid,
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him out into the dusky quad. The swell of the School House
struggled in vain in his leader’s muscular grip.

g “]Vﬁéqlcuse me, Blake, you wottah! You are cwumplin’ my
jacket.”

iz “‘I say, we shall want a pass,” suid Digby suddenly.
They’vo made locking-up earlier now, you know, now
that the nights are drawing in, We shall be out after

Taggles has locked up.”

1 forgot that!” grunted Blake. * “ Wait for me. T'll ask
Kildare for u pass. He's bound to give it me when I tell him
it’s to meet a new kid.”

Jack Blake re-entered the School House. Herries and
D!iby waited on the steps in the growing October dusk, and
D’Arcy took advantage of the opportunity to slip into the
house for a silk hat. Blake hurried to Kildare's study, but
1t was vacant. The captain of St. Jim’s was out. He came
out again, and encountered Darrel of the Sixth in the pas-
sage. Darrel was outside-right in the first eleven, and the
finest winger at St. Jim’s. He was a somewhat grave and
quiet fellow, and Kildare’s closest chum.

* Hallo, Darrel " said Blake cheerfully. “ You'll do!”

‘“ Eh—what’s that?” said Darrel, looking at him.

“1 wanted to see Kildare, but yowll do. I want a pass
for self and three to go to the railway-station.”

“Can’t be done!” said Darrel, shaking his head. “ You
wouldn’t be back before locking up, and you’ve had too many
passes lately.”

“This is a special occasion.”

“Yes. It always is.”

“But this is really special,” explained Blake. ‘‘D’Arcy’s
Koungc.r brother is coming to St. Jim’s, and his mother
ag written to Gus to meet the train at half-past six.”

“Oh, that alters the case,” said Darrel ood-naturedly.
“Come into my room, and I'll write out the pass. Mind
you come straight back!”

“dWoIl;,the lane winds a lot, you know, and if we leave the
road——

* Cheese it!"”

Two minutes later Jack Blake rejoined his chums with the
pass in his pocket. Arthur Augustus came out at the
im;m moment arrayed in a nobby autumn coat, and a silk
at.

“Got it?” asked Digby.

‘ Yaas, wathah! I weally considah—’

“Ass! I was speaking to Blake., Have you the pass,
Blake?”’ .

“Yes, I got it from Darrel. Come on!”

And the chums of the Fourth lost no time in etting down
to the gates, and were soon striding through t‘};le gathering
dusk towards Rylcombe.

— - p—

CHAPTER 4,
D'Arcy Decides to Look into the Matter.
RACK! Crack!
Jack Blake started, and glanced at the dark woods
that bordered the lane. The sounds of the gunshots
came eerily through the thickening dusk of the October
evening.

“Bai Jove, that sudden wow thwew me into quite a flut-
tah!” said Arthur Augustus. ‘I pwesume that is some
poachah at work,”

* Bhouldn’t wonder,” said Digby. “There has been a lot

of Fpuching in this part of the county lately, and they're
Eutfl?r'w a lot of fuss about the matter, too. Hallo, who's
a

A tall figure in coat and gaiters suddenly appeared from
the shadows of the trees, and looked out into the road. The
man was a burly fellow, with a short, black beard, and he
carried a gun in the hollow of his arm. The juniors halted
instinctively at the sight of him, 'and Blake signed to his
comrades to be silent. Where the chums had stopped a
tree threw its dark shadow over the lane, and it was plain
that the man looking out of the wood did not see them.

“Bai Jove,” murmured D’Arcy, “is it o poachah, deah

“No,” muttered Blake, “I know that chap’s chivvy. It’s
Barberry, Sir Neville Boyle’s head-keeper.”

The keeper looked up and down the lane, as if in expecta-
tion of seeing someone. It was a lonely way after dark, and
Blake wondered whom the head-keeper expected. But as it
was no poacher, there was no reason }or the juniors to keep out
of sight, and they walked on. The keeper gave a start as
they came out of the shadow of the big tree, and came into
view in the dusk of the lane.

**You have been a long time!” he exclaimed sharply.

‘‘ Have we?” said Blake cheerfully. ‘‘ You see, we didn’t
know you were waiting for us, Mr. Barberry—- Hallo, he’s
gone !\’

The keorer started at Blake’s voice. He had evidently

mistaken the boys, in the thick dusk, for the persons he had
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been expecting, whoever they were.. As Blake spoke, Bar-
berry turned round, and strode abruptly back into the wood.
The junior grinned.

“He doesn’t seem pleased to see us, and I'm sure I poke
to him most politely,”’ he remarked. :

“ Yaas, wathah, there was weally nothin’ left to be desircd
in that wespeet, Blake.” %

“Thank you! If Chesterficld Grandison
manners, they must be all right.”

*“Oh, weally, Blake—"’

I don’t like that chap’s chivvy,” Blake remarked thought-
fully, as they walked on. ‘I like a chap w 0 can say a
Civi{ good-evening, instead of looking at you like a demon
in a pantomime.’’ :

“Yaas, wathah! And speakin® on this subject, I am
thinkin’ of takin’ up my amateur detective work again,
deah boys.” 2

“Good! You are going to investigate and discover why
Barberry is a surly pig? ave you any clue?”’ :

““ Pway, don’t wot, deah boy! I had a little conversation
with Mawy, the housemaid, while you were wollin’ those
wottahs downstairs, and weally I was vewy touched.”

“Youw've been touched a long time, old chap!”

«'‘ Weally, Blake, I should be obliged if you would not
intewwupt me with wude and iwwelevant wemarks. 1 was
deeply touched by her gwief. She seems to be suffewin’
fwom melancholy, pewwaps a bweakin’ heart, and a bweakin’
heart is a sewious thing, you know.”

“Oh, of course. You always have a breaking heart when
you fall in love,‘ﬁou ought to know,” assented Blake.

tl

passes  my

“Pway be se I have only been in love thwee times,
as you know perfectly well.”

“And is Mary to be the fourth?”’ demanded Dighy. L

“I shall take it as a favah, Digby, if you will speak with
more wespect of myself and that extwemely wespectable and
mewitowious young person,”’ said D’Arcy with dignity * This
is not a subject for jokin’. Sewiously, Mn.wg 15 wowwyin’
about that young keepah chap Lynn, who has been sacked by
Sir Neville Boyle for actin’ in collusion with the wotten
poachahs. Now, I don’t believe he was weally guilty, and he
seems to have been sacked on suspish.”

*“It’s a rather eerious matter for them,”” said Dighy. “ They
were going to be married at Christmas.”

*‘ Yaas, it’s vewwy hard on both of them—-"

‘“ What is, being married at Christmas?”’

““No, certainly not. It is vewy hard on both of them to
have their mawwiage mucked up like this, and, as a mattah
of fact, deah boys, I have pwomised Mawy to look into the
mattah.” '

*“You have whatted Mary what?"”

“1 have pwomised Mawy to look into the mattah.”

“ And what difference will that make?”

I hope it will make a gweat diffewence. The poor gal
was cwyin’ like anythin’, you know, and I hate to gee a
gal cwy. Somethin’ ought to be done, so I have pwomised
to look into the mattah. She says William—young Lynn,
you know—is innocent, and I weally think him a most
wespectable young fellow myself, because he wescued my
silk hat for me one day when it fell into the wivah.”’

“I don’t see how you could have a clearer proof than
that of a chap’s absolute respectability,” assented Blake
solemnly. .

“I believe you are wottin’, you wottah ; but it does weally
show that a chap’s heart is in the wight place when ho
wealises the importance of a silk hat not bein’ lost or
damaged. He was vewy civil, too, and showed me a nice

lace to fish, and explained quite politely that T mustn’t
f[:sh on 8ir Neville Boyle’s bank of the wiver. If he had
put it wudely, I should have insisted upon fishin’ there, of
course.”’ 2

“And got run in for poaching?”’ A

“ Well, it would have been a question of dig. with me,
and I could not vewy well have given way. But he weally
put it vewy nicely, and I wegard him as a most wespectablo
and mewitowious young man, and quite deservin’ that I
should look into the mattah.” 5 :

“You young ass, what good do you think you are going
to do?”’

‘T object to bein’ called an ass. As for the good T am
goin’ to do, I expect to eclear young L nnj and if he's
cleared of suspish, Sir Neville will take him on again, and
then those wespectable and mewitowious young people can
get mawwied at Chwistmas all the same. I shall give them
my blessin’,” said D’Arcy, with quite a paternal air, *
like to see young }people happy.”’

“1 don’t see what you're going to do.” ;

“ Neithah do I, at pwesent, but I have pwomised to look
into the mattah, and I shall keep my word. Of course, I
have a clue to the weal facts.”

““ What is the clue?” 2 s

“Mawy says that the head-keepah told wicked stowies
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‘ The keeper gave a start as Tom Merry & Co. came out from the shadow of the big tree. ‘

about Lynn to Sir Neville. Now, if Lynn was condemned
on Barbewwy's evidence, and he is innocent, it stands to
weason that Barbewwy was tellin’ lies.”

“Did you work that out in your head?”

“ Yaas, wathah! Now, to continue the line of weasonin’
in the style of Sherlock Blake or Sexton Holmes—I mean
Sexton Holmes or Sherlock Blake—I mean——"

“ Never mind what you mean; get on with the washing,
and we'll guess the meaning as near as we can.”

“ Weally, Blake—— But, as I was sayin’, to continue
the weasonin’ in pwofessional style, what was Barbewwy’s
motive for tellin’ whoppahs about young Lynn?”

‘“Perhaps young Lynn is a nobleman in disguise, and
Barberry is his wicksd uncle.”

“Oh, pway don’t wot, deah boy! You wowwy me. It
ewossed my mind that pewwaps Barbewwy might be young
Lynn’s wival.”

““His what?”

““His wival for the hand of Mawy, the housemaid. But
upon weflection I don’t think that is the case, as he is twice
as old as Mawy, and a widowah; @ind besides, I believe he
i3 not acquainted with her.”’

‘““Well, that last circumstance would stand somewhat in
the way of a desperate attachment,” agroed Blake.

“Therefore, wfmt was Barbewwy’s motive?”

“Don’t ask me conundrums.
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in store for you if you start in the funny man business
again,”’ ;

“I wasn't askin’ you a conundwum. I said, what was
Barbewwy’s motive? 1 wegard it as wathah plain that he
put the thing on young Lynn to keep himself clear. You
see, it seems pwetty pﬁxin that somebody was in collusion
with the poachahs, and it may have been necessawy to find
a scapegoat.” e

“My hat,” said Blake, “ thero may hé something in ;thutl
I never like a chap who can’t say a civil good-evenin’.”

“Yaas, and young Lynn is weally a vewy civil young
person, and he wescued my toppah.”

“Good! We'll look into this.” 3

“I shall be vewy pleased to weceive Aang assistance you
can wendah,” sni«f Arthur Augustus, with dignity, .us
vou will please to wemembah that it is I who am lookin
into the mattah.”

Half-past six rang from the village church as D’Arcy
spoke. Blake gave a start.

““Hallo, the train’s in!” he execlaimed.

“Bai Jove, that's wathah wotten! Buck up, dear boy!
It’s awfully bad form to keep a chap waitin’ when you're
goin’ to meet him at the staticn. Wun like anythin’ I

And the juniors sprinted, and a couple of minutes later
arrived breathless at the station.

A cheerful-looking youth, with his hands in his trousers

A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale of
'om Merry & Co., by Martin Clifford,
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Ppockets, and his cap on the back of his head, was standing
in the station entrance. D’Arey uttered an exclamation.
 That’s young Wally! He's awwived.”
Blake gave a long, long whistie.
“That D’Arcy minor! My only hat!”

—

CHAPTER 5.
Master Wally.

"ARCY MINOR looked coolly at the juniors from St.
Jim’s.  He did  not bear much ‘resemblance to
D’Arcy ‘major. There " was & resemblance of

features, but in ““mannnrs and customs * the youthful Wally
was amazingly unlike his brother. .

There were' some untidy fags in the Third Form at St.
Jim’s, but the inkiest of the Third Form fags did not seem
to Blake’s mind quite so untidy as D’Arey minor.

D’Arcy minor was dressed in Ktons, Tis waistcoat was
crumpled, and there was a smear of toffee on his trousers,
His jacket was plentifully adorned with little hairs, appa-
rently from the coat of some animal. His collar was awry,
and soiled in a way that made Arthur Augustus shudder
to look at it. His hair was untidy, and his cap was on the
back of his head. His boots were muddy. They were of the
lace-up variety, and the laces of one were undone, and
trailing round the boot. Withal. there was a therfui grin
upon his none-too-clean face that was very taking.

“I’IL’I’“O, kid "’ he said, addressing D’Arcy. ‘““So you've
come.

Arthur Augustus screwed his eyeglass into his eye, and
surveyed his young brother majestically.  Blake, IHerries,
and Digby were beginning to grin, and Arthur Augustus
rother was not asserted at
onoev,vlt”w%s' in danger of being lost for good and all.

ally!

‘“

+Hallo! Same old Gussy!” said Wally cheerfully.
“Same old window-pane!”’
“Wally 17

‘‘ Blessed if I know what you want to keep on repeating
my name like a giddy parrot for! Ain’t you going to shake
hands with your brother, after being parted ¥or weeks and
weeks?”” demanded Wally, extending a grimy paw.
€ ﬁnrt_};ur Augustus D’Arcy looked at the hand, and did not
take it.

“I am sowwy,” he said, with dignity. “I will shake
hands with you pwesently, when you have had a wash. I
cannot have my gloves wuined.”

“Looks a bit spotty, doesn’t it?”
placently.

‘“ Where arelyour gloves, young 'un?”

“Blessed if I know. The mater gave them to me when
I started. I think Pongo gnawed one of them in the
nultvv:ay carriage, and the other must have been left on the
secat.”

“ Pongo!” said D’Arcy faintly. “You don’t mean to say
?gat, %gu'vo bwought that howwid, wotten mongwel to St.

im’s

‘' Yes, rather!” said Wally. ‘‘There was a row about itg
but I argued it out with the mater. Here, Pongo, Pongo !’

He whistled, and a ra, ged-looking cur came slinking up.
Wally pnttqd uis rough head affectionately.

: “He's a jo'ly good ratter,” he said. ‘““If you've got rats
in the studies at St. Jim’s, he'll clear ’em out for you.
Bites like anything, too. He bit the guard of the train, and
there Jvas a row. I had to nurse him most of the way

own.

“Yaas, you look like it.”

‘“That’s the worst of Pongo,”
at hig dusty, hairy jacket.
no mistake.”

“You ought to havo the howwid bwute dwowned.”

. “Rats!” said Wally. “You've never liked him since the
time he got his teeth into your trucks. It was your eyeglass
he didn’t like. I told you he would let you alone if you
chucked yohr eyeglass. You didn’t.”

“I am hardly likely, I pwesumo, to change my habits for
the sake of pleasin’ a wotten mongwel, Wnﬁly.”

“Then you can’t blame him if he goes for you.' Don’t be
afraid now, though. I’'ve got my eye on him. If he goes
for you I’ll have him off before he hurts you. But I say, if
these chaps are friends of yours, you may as well introduce
me. I know you’re overcome with joy by my arrival,
Gussy, but you mustn’t forget your manners, you know.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Blake. : :

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Herries and Digby in chorus.

Wally looked at them. ! Gt 7

“ Your friends seem to find something amusing in the
case,’”’ he remarked. *“ Are they often taken like that? Or
is this 2 ventriloquir! imitation of cheap German alarm

agreed Wally com-

said Wally, glancing down
“His wool does come off, and

clooks?’
The Fourth-Formers ceased to laugh, and turned very red.
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Blake wagged his forefinger warnirgly at the youthful seion
of the house of ]I_)’Arog. ; 7 A

‘“ Look here, kid,” he said, “you're g::mg into the Third
Form at 8t. Jim’s. We belong to the Fourth. You'll have
to learn to treat your seniors with respect.” :

' Oh, 'l give you all the respect ggu deserve,” said Wally.
“It won't be enough to worry about, I dare say. Have
you got any kind of a go-cart to get to the coll. in, Gussy?”’

"1 wefuse to be addwessed as Gussy. My name is Arthur.”
‘‘Oh, don’t be particular about a trifle. I'll call you
Arty if you like.”

“If you addwess me as Arty I shall give you a feahfuf
thwashin’,”

Wally cocked his eye thoughtf'uivly at his indignant brother,

*“I rather think you couldn’t do it,” he remarked. * Buf
keep your wool on, old son. Down, Pongo! Down, you
young rascal!”

.. Keep that wotten bwute furthah away fwom my logs.”

“It's your eyeglass that worries him. I've warne you
of it before. Couldn’t you take it off for & bit?”

i Cortamljy not!” D’Arcy turned to Blake & Co. “ Blako,
deah boy, allow me to pwesent my youngah bwothah Wally.
You need not twouble to shake hands with him, Wally,
this is Jack Blake, and this is Digby, and this is Flowwies.
You will have the kindness to tweat them with pwopah
wespect, as my fwiende, and as membahs of a highah Form.”

“Oh, certainly!” said Wally. I suppose you fellows
always treat chaps in a higher Form with great respect.’”

Jack Blake coughed.

“ That’s nothing to do with the matter,” he remarked.
“If Third Form kids don’t behave themselves, they get
licked. You ought to bear that in mind. It may be useful
to you. Now, Gussy, I've got to go to the post-office to
cash Tom Merry’s postal-order. Take this young ragamuffin
away, and get the trap, and I'll meet you at the 'tuckshop.”

“Gollﬁ," said Wally, smacking his lips, *“I’'m hungry !’

Jack Blake hurried away. i
D’Arey minor had surprised .
Blake wondered what Tom Merry would think of him. The
cheerful youth evidently had no idea of keepm’g his place
as a humble and insignificant Third-Former. There were
probably ructions ahead for Mastex Wally.

Blake cashed Tom Merry’s postal-order, and then walked
over to the tuckshop. There he found Wally eating jam-
tarts. A considerable portion of the jam seemed to
spreading itself over his face and hands. Arthur Augustus
was watching him in dismay. Herries and Digby wera
grinning, and urging more tarts upon the cheerful, youth,

D’Arcy minor’s box was in the trap outside. D’Arcy minor
looked up at Blake with a decidedly jammy grin.

‘“Come and sample these tarts,’”” he said ;
ripping.”

“My good youth, it's against college etiquetfo for- a
Fourth-Former to devour tarts with an infant,” said Blake
severely. X

“Well, 'm not an infant, my ippin.”’

“The Third Form are called the infants at St. Jim’s.”

“They’d better not call me an infant, or somebody will
get his nose punched,’ remarked Wally, jamming another
tart into his mouth.

Jack Blake chuckled.

““T can foresecoga high old time for this young merchant
in the Third Form,” he observed. * Young Jameson and
Curly Gibson will give him a fow lessons, I think. Lemme
see—I told Tom Merfy I would take in a few things. May
as well have some tarts, if young Wally hasn’t cleared out
the stock. Do you always eat jam with the outside of your
face, Wally1” = 3

“Lend me your handkerchief, Gus,” said Wally.

‘“ What for?”’ asked the swell of St. Jim’s distrustfully.

“To rub the jam off my mouth. I’ve lost mine.”

‘T uttahly wefuse to have my handkerchief wuined.”

“Oh, I don't care! If you want me to arrive at St. Jim's
like this, all right. I euppose I shall have to go in and seo
the Head.” ; » "

D’Arcy groaned, and passed his cambric handkerchief to
his younger brother, Wally rubbed his .mouth and faco
with it energetically, o energetically that it tore. Then he
offered it back to his brother. D’Arcy drew back from' the
soiled rag. &

“You can keep it now,” he said faintly, “I make you a
pwesent of it.” &

‘“Right-ho! I'm waiting for you chaps.”

*“Then wait, and don’t jaw,” said Blake.

¥ Qh, rats!”

Blake gave a jump.

*“ What did you say?”

“Rats |” ;

“ Are you aware that you dre talking to a Fourth-Former
of St. Jim's?” i

‘“Hadn’t thought about it.””

“they’ro
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“another dog without going for

Every Thursday.

“D’Arcy, old chap, I'm sorry, but I'm afraid that it will
be necessary for me to smash this rotten little specimen into
little pieces."”

“ More rats!” ,said Master Wally. “ None of your gam-

“mon, yoi know!

Blake looked at him. He looked at him with an expression
that might have brought a blush to the cheeks of a_ stone
image. But it had no perceptible effect upon Master Wally.

That youth st his hands in his trousers’ pockets, and
began to whistle.

“Let's get into the trap!” said Blake shortly.

They mounted into the trap. Blake’s purchases were
stowed away beside Wally’s box, and Herries and D’Arcy
stowed themselyes away, too. Blake and Digby mounted in
front, and Blake took the reins. Wally looked at him.

“ (et in, young shaver,” said Jack.

“Who's going to drive?”

“1/am."

“T think you’d better let me take the ribbons, old man. I
know more about horses =

“Get in, or I'll leave you behind!” howled Blake.

“QOh, all serene! Keep your whiskers on!” And Master
Wally clambered into the back of the trap. There was a
yelp from Arthur Augustus.

“What’s the matter with you, Gus

“Ow! You have twodden on my foot, you young ass.”

“Sorry! Blessed if I can see why you want to spread
your feet all over the floor. I say, you chaps, make room
for Pongo!”

“If you think you're going to have that mongrel in this
trap,” said Herries, with emphasis, “you're making a big
mistake, young shaver.”

% $ Il'!'n jolly well not going to leave my dog behind, I know
hat ’

“T should certainly wefuse to have him here.”

“Qh, he can follow, I suppose,” said \/_Val[y. “ He'd be more
oomf’y" if you'd have him in, and let him sit on your knees,

us,

“ Weally, Wally—""

« Never mind, he can follow. Here, Pongo—Pongo!"”
"Phere was the sound of a desperate combat in the dusk
outside the tuckshop. Barking and yapping and snapping
ana snarling made vhe night hideous. ‘ally chuckled.

““He's a terror, Pongo 15,”” he remarked. ‘' He never sees
him. He’s lost an ear in a
ficht with a bulldog, you know, and he's been half-killed lots
og times. He's covered all over with marks. I wouldn’t take
his weight in gold for him. Pongo—Pongol Doggie! Come
here, Pongo!” Sk : o

The young gentleman gave a piercing whistle that niade
D’Arcy jump, and Herries stop his ears. Pongo came trot-
ting up behind the trap, looking well pleased with himself.
Wally D'Arcy shook his finger reprovingly at his shaggy
favourite. x : :

“You young rip,” he said, “I'll lick you if you don’t
Jearn manners! Follow on, now!”

And Pongo followed on as the trap rattled off through
the October gloom towards the ancient college of St. Jim’s.
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CHAPTER 6.’
Skimpole Wishes to be Kind.
OM MERRY looked round the study with an approving
” eyo. The cloth was laid, and the orockery set. Cups
and saucers, borrowed from all quarters, adorned the
table, and if no cup matched a saucer, and no saucer matched
any other saucer, what did a detail like that matter? Plates,
too, were there in plenty, in an assorted heap, and the soap-
dish containing the jam glistened in the gaslight. There
were good things galore on the study table. The feeds in
Study No. 10 in the Shell were well known, and Fifth and
Sixth Formers had been known tospealk of them with respect.
There was little doubt that Master Wally would be oth
pleased and impressed.
“That's all right,”’ said Tom Merry.
“Yes, rather,” said Lowther. ¢ A lot of trouble to take
over a Third-Form kid, though.”
“It's a special ocoasion. D’Arcy “isn’t a bad sort, when
he's not funny. I expect his brother will be a chap like
himself, but younger and shyer, Some little kid who can’t

say boo to a goose, and sits quite quiet, you know,

Monty Lowther laughed.

“He'll have a high old time among the Third Form fags,
if that’s the kind of kid he is,” he remarked. * They’ll roast
him.”
“Wo might keep a fatherly eye on him ab first,” said Tom
Merry thoughtfully. “ Three fatherly eyes, in fact—I mean,
three pairs of fatherly eyes.”

] don't know. If tiey thought he was backed up by

NEXT
THURSDAY:

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.,

“DARRELL'S SECRET.”

One Pennv. v

follows in a higher Form, they'd make his life a burden on
principle.”

““ Something in that,” remarked Manners. “ 8till, we could
give young Jameson a licking to start with, He's the most
obstreperous of those young rascals.”

“ Botter give him a feed,” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“He would pass a licking on to D’Arcy minor. Now, every-
thing seems to be ready, and I think we may as well go
down to the gates, and flaok for them.”

“Jolly cold weather for waiting at the gates.”

“Well, we can chip Taggles, to pass the time.”

“H'm, all right. Hallo, here’s Skimpole. Lucky we're
going out.”

A large head, adorned with tufts of hair and an enormous
pair of spectacles, looked round the door of the study. Skim-
pole, the brainy man of the Shell, nodded to the Terrible
Three. He had a large notebook in his hand, and a pencil
stuck behind one large ear.

“T want to speak to you fellows—'

“Sorry I said Tom blandly. ‘ We're just going out.”

“Tt’s rather important. 1 will walk down to the gates
with you, and explain.”

“ Couldn't thinlz of troubling you,” said Tom Merry, put-

ting on his cap.

““No trouble at all, Merry.”

“Now, look here, Skimmy, you must take care of your
health. You must not go out of doors on a raw October
evening. Good-bye!”

And Tom Merry furned down the gas, and the Terrible
Three left the study. Skimpole blinked at them, and fol-
lowed them down the passage. He tapped Tom Merry on
the arm. 3

“It's a rather important matter, Merry. As a sincera
Socialist, I am bound to assist all I meet who are in afflic-
tion, to comfort the unhappy, and—"

“ And to bore everybody else.”

“Really, Merry! It is a rather important matter. I am
thinking of taking up my amateur detective work for o
short time, in order to set a certain matter right. You may
have noticed that Mary, the housemaid, has been looking
very rotten lately. I have discovered that she is engaged to
a young man named Lynn.” !

“Did you discover that all by yourself, Skimmy ?”

“Yes, I unearthed the secret.’

“The secret was known to everybody in the county who
cared to know it, so I suppose it wasn’t any very great
mental exertion on your part to discover it.” "

“She is engaged to a young man of the name of Lynn,”
said Skimpole. *This young man has been dlsohar{i(\d by
his employer for acting in collusion with poachers. He was
under-keeper to Sir Nevillo Boyle.” A

“T know all about it, Skimmy, and it’s rough ‘on Mary;
but you won’t improve the matter by bothering your head
about it.”"

“You are quite mistaken there, Tom Merry. I am going
to look into the matter, and reveal the truth—""

“ Ags!” said Tom Merry politely. :

«T regard that as almost rude, Merry. Mary still believes
that young Lynn was innocent, and consequently her a eo-:
tion for him survives, though it seems that his being dis-
charged from his employment has interfered with their
arrangements in some respects. Now, I was thinking that
if T could prove—-"" :

“You are going to prove his innocence?”

“QOh, no. I am afraid that would be impossible, as he ia
undoubtedly guilty. I was thinking that if I investigated
the matter, and proved his guilt, Mary, as a sonsible young
person, would naturally cease to think about him—""

“Vou unutterable ass!” said Tom Merry.

“ Roally, Merry! You see, I feel ver much for Mary's
distress, and I desire very strongly to relieve her. Surelﬂ I
cannot do that more effectually than by proving that her
young man is unworthy of her affection.” 4

Tom Merry laughed.

«Well, go ahead, Skimmy. If you come across young. n
in the course of your investigations, and explain your views
to him, ho will probably dot you on the nose. That do
you good.” e

«T was thinking that you fellows might be willing to assist
me. I shall have to explore the woods after dark, and track
down the poachers. It is a very adventurous sorf of thinq,
you know, and I should think you would like to back me up.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«1 cannot see anything comical in the matter. It is a
very serious one.”

“It will be a serious one for you, if you are caught break-
ing bounds of a night to track down poachers!” grinned
Towther. “And so it will if you happen to run into any of
the giddy poachers. You may get knocked on the head.

“ Ag a sincere Socialist, I am prepared to run risks for the
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- sake of doing good. It will relieve poor Mary’s mind ever
go much to know that her sweetheart is guilty., But if you
do not wish to assist me personally, it will suffice 7 you will
lend me all the spare cash you happen to have. My idea is to
take a quantity of grub into the wood, and hide it in the
hollow oak, so that I can get meals there, and pursue my
investigations without interruption. What do you think of
the idea?”’

“ Rotten !”

* Really, Tom Merry—"

“Skimmy, take a little run, old chap! Go and write the
four hundred and forty-fourth chapter of your book, and
give-us a rest,”

And the Terrible Three quitted the amateur Socialist, and
hurried down to the gates.

Skimpole blinked after them, shaking his head solemnly.
Then he slowly and thoughtfully took his way back to Tom
Merry’s study. The Terrible Three arrived at the gates,
which had been closed by Taggles. A trap loomed up from
the dusk of the road, and Jack Blake jumped down and
dragged at the bell. Taggles came grumbling out of his
lodge. He grumbled as he opened the gates, and grumbled
gtill more as the trap came in, and nearly ran into him.

‘“Oh, cheese it, old chap,” said Blake. “ We’ve brought a
nice new boy, one you will be bound to like. Surely it is
worth while trotting out of your old lodge for that.”

** Which all boys is himps,” said Taggles, ‘‘and ought to
be drownded at birth; and which you are the worst himp
of all, Master Blake.”

“Taggy, old man, I call that ungrateful, when I've got a
bob for you burning a hole in my waistcoat pocket,” said
Blake reproachfully.

“ Which it's very kind of you to remember me, Master
Blake.”

““Yes, rather, but you're such a pleasant, agreeable chap
to remember, Taggy, that it makes memory quite a pleasure.
}Ierg you are, and mind this trap. Brown’s man is coming
or it.’

“ Right you are, Master Blake.”

The juniors alighted, and walked into the quadrangle, and
Taggles took away the trap, and closed the gates. Tom
Merry looked round for D’Arcy minor. That young gentle-
man was whistling to his dog with a piercing note that made
Tom Merry stop his ears.

“ Where's I)’Arcy minor?”?

“There he is.”

“My only Aunt Jane!”

CHAPTER 7.
Scoffed.

ALLY looked round at Tom Merry. His dog had

w answered his whistle at last, and Wally had taken

a grip on his collar, and lifted him into his arms.

Pongo struggled a little, and deposited a fresh coating of
frowsy hairs on Wally’s jacket.

“Tom Mewwy, this is my youngah bwothah, Wally,” said
D’Arcy feebly., *‘I—I am afwaid you will think him a feah-
ful young wagamuffin. I have twied to bwing him up in the
way he should go, but it is a feahfully difficult task.”

“8o I should imagine,” said Tom Merry, looking at
D’Arcy minor.

* Keep still, Pongo! Good doggie! Keep still!”

“Nice dog, that!” said Lowther.

“Yes, he’s ripping!”’ said Wally. ‘““You should see him
rabbiting ; nothing will stop him. Are you allowed to hunt
rabbits in these parts?”

“Yes, if you can pay the fines, or do the hard labour
afterwards.”

Wally grinned.

“Then I expect Pongo will get me into fearful rows.
Nothing can stop him when he’s on the scent of a rabbit.
It comes cheap, in a way, because he keeps himself, you
see, and he costs me next to nothing for dog-biscuits !”

“ What breed is he?’ asked Manners. S

“ Fox-terrier - pointer-retriever-bulldog-newfoundland-blug-
hound,” said Wally calmly. “ Rather a mixed breed, you
know.”

Manners was silent. He had asked that question from
politeness, but perhaps Wally had scented a hint of patron-
age in the manner of the Shell boy.

“ Pway come in, Wally!” said D’Arcy brusquely.
that beast in the quad!”

“No fear! It's time for Pongo to have a feed.
can’t have a rabbit, he will have to have a biscuit.
body got a dog-biscuit in his pocket?”’

“Sorry,” said Tom Merry ironically; ‘“I usually have
plpnt)’r’ of them about me, but I gave my last one to the
poor !

“Does anybody here keep a dog?”’ asked Wally.
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“Yes, I do,” said Herries. ‘‘If you like, I'll show you
where to keep that brute, and give you a biscuit for him.”

“Thanks; you're a decent chap!

“ Vewy good,” said D’Arcy; ‘show him where to put the
beast, Hewwies, and then bwing him in. Then I will take
him to a bath-woom.”

Herries conducted Wally to the building behind the New
House, where the boys of St. Jim’s kept their pets. There
Herries’ bulldog Towser—the best-hated animal in the
school—reposed in his kennel. e looked out, with a.growl,
at approaching footsteps, and his eyes burned at the sight
of another dog. Wally still had Pongo in his arms, and he
looked distrustfully at the powerful bulldog,

“I say, he won’t get loose, will he?’ asked D’Arcy
minor.

““No, he¢’s on his chain, Don’t be nervous.’

“Who are you getting at?’ asked Wally pleasantly.
“T’m not afraid of any old bulldog, but I don’t want a brute
that size to go for Pongo. Pongo is certain to go for him,
but he will be able to get out of it again if your brute's on
a chain, so that’s all right.”

“You can kéep him in this box till you get a kennel,”
said Herries. ‘‘ Better tie him up, too, in case he gets
wandering. They always make a row here if my bulldog
gets loose, though he’s a pleasant and harmless animal.”

Wally chuckled.

“No good tying up Pongo. He'’s such an artful beggar!
He would be bound to get loose, He'll be off somewhere,
as sure as a gun!”

“1f he gets into the woods after the rabbits, he'll get
shot,” said Herries warningly. * Barberry has shot twice
at my bulldog, and he’s a nice, quiet animal 1"

“Yes, he looks it,” agreed Wally, glancing at the savage-
looking bulldog. ** :\uf who may Barberry happen to be?”

“8ir Neville Boyle’s head-keeper.”

“There will be a row if he shoots at my dog,” said
Wally. “Pongo is bound to go rabbiting; it's his nature.
Blessed if I can see why people can’t let a dog be happy!
My mater made an awful fuss because I had him in my
room one night, and he tore up the pillows and bolster.
Mater isn’t fond of animals. She wouldn’t let me bring m
ferret to school, You'd like him; such a comical qittle
beggar!”’ .

“ Here's the biscuit,” said Herries.

“ Right-ho!  Thanks, very much!
animals here!”

“ Lots of the fellows keep pets.”

“@Good! I like that! Pongo always kills white mice
and rats. I dare say there will be some rows about that,
too!” said Wally, with a chuckle.

Herries vouchsafed no reply. e felt that this new
ornament of the Third Form was a little too much for him.
He led him back to the quadrangle, and, as they passed
the angle of the New House, three juniors in running
flannels came into sight. They were Figgins, Kerr, and
Wynn of the New House, taking their evening sprint round
the quad to keep in form. Figgins & Co. halted as they
saw Herries and his companion.

“Hallo!” said Figgins affably.
young brother is coming to St. Jim’s.

“ Yes, rather, here he is!”’

Figgins & Co. looked closely at Wally.  They looked at
him, and they looked at one another. Then three distinct
chuckles were heard in the quiet of the October evening.

“My only hat!” said Figgins.

“My giddy Aunt Matilda!” murmured Kerr.

“ Great pip!” remarked Fatty Wynn.

il

There's a lot of

“T hear that_D’Arcy’s
Is it a fact, Horries?”’

And Figgins & Co. sprinted on, etill chuckling. D’Arcy.

minor stared after them,

** Who may those merchants happen to be?” he asked.

“ Figgins & Co., of the New House.”

“Oh, you have separate houses here?”’ asked Wally, as
they walked on through the dusk towards the School House.
“1 think I remember Gussy telling me something about
it. You have House rows, I believe!?”’

“That’s it,” said Herries. “The School House is cock-
house at St. Jim’s, you know, and we have to keep
Figgins & Co. in their place!”

Do you always lick them?”

“Oh, yes, always—except—except when they
Here we are!”

They entered the School House. Tom Merry & Co. were
waiting for them in the hLall. = Arthur Augustus looked
depressed. Wally gave him & friendly dig in the ribs that
made him start violently.

“ Cheer up, old cock !” said Wally.

“Weally, Wally, if you addwess me in that diswespectful
mannah—— %

“Oh, don’t get on the high horse, Gussy! I've had enough
of that in the holidays!” said Wally, in a tone of re-
monstrance. ‘“The pater was talking to me in the same

lick us!
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| o Wally ! eried Arthur Augustus, ““Wally! Where are you?'"
coolness returning as he found himself in the presence of the chums of St, Jim’s, ‘ Fancy meeting you

strain too, just before I left! T suppose I had better go in
and sea the boss.”

“The—the—the what?"

“The Head, then.”

“T1f he heard you allude to him as the boss,” said Tom
Mor}ry, “there would be a licking for the cheekiest kid at
St. Jim’s!”

“Oh, but he didn’t hear, so it's all right!
den?”

“You must come and have a wash and bwush-up first,
Wally,” said D’Arcy; “and you had bettah weport yourself
to the housemastah in the first place. I pwesume that
awwangements have been made for you to be in the School
House?”’

“T hope so. I shall want to keep Pongo in my study.”

“ Pets are not allowed in the House, and Third Form kids
don’t have studies,” said Tom Merry.

Wally stared.

“ Ain’t I going to have a study to myself, then

Where is his

9%
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us!” said Master Wally, all his

v
.

‘‘Here I am,

“No. You'll do your prep. in the Third Form room, with
the rest of the infants, and you'll have a locker there to keep
your things in, if you can find an empty one. The other
b
Infants often take two or three when there are vacant places
and you may have to fight somebody for onel!”

Wally pushed back his soiled cuffs with a grin of anticipa-
tion.

“QOh, T sha'n’t mind that,” he said; *I know Gussy will
hold my coat!”

“ Weally, Wally, T should wefuse to do anythin’ of the
sort,” said D’Arcy. “Come with me, pway, and make your-
self a little tidy. Tom Mewwy has been kind enough to have
a feed pwepared in his study for you, to celebwate your
?\vwival. This is an unpwecedented honah for a Third Form
kid 1

“1 hope it’s an unprecedented feed, too,” said Wally;
“I'm jolly hungry!”

“ Pway come along!”

A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale of
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said. “ You'll
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Arthur Augustus marched his terrible younger brother off.
Tom Merry & Co. exchanged glances and chuckled.

““ My hat,” said Tom Merry, ‘ this will be a sad trial for
the one and only Gus! I hardly expected to see anything
like this!”’

‘“Nor I,” grinned Blake. ' He came as a surprise! Poor
old Gus! And his mater told him that Wally was coming
as a joyful surprise!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Let’s get up to the study,” said Lowther. “We may as
well have the feed quite ready by the time his lordship
comes up. I can foresee a heap of lickings in store for that

oung gentleman, and he may as well start with a good

eed.’

“ Right-ho! Hallo, Skimmy, going out?”’

Skimpole had just come downstairs with a leather bag in
his hand, and his cap obviously concealed under his jacket.
He seemed inclined to avoid t})xle chums of the Shell, but it
was impossible, and he stopped. :

““Yes, I am going for—for a little walk,” he said. *It is
a—a very pleasant October evening, and—and in ghort, I am
going for a little walk.”

Tom Merry laughed. :

‘* Yes, it’s a pleasant misty evening, with a pleasant little
drizzle coming on,” he agreed. ‘‘ May as well gpeak out,
Skimmy. You are going out to play the giddy goat!”

‘“Really, Tom Merry, I—"’

““You are going out of bounds,” said Tom Merry severely,
““and that bag contains the grub you told us you were going
to hide in the wood. Now, then, isn’t that it?”’

Skim‘pole turned very red, and looked unean.
= ‘“Well, perhaps you are right,” he said. ‘‘I really think

ou might show a{ittle more sympathy in this matter, Tom

erry. You can see that poor Mary is almost breaking her
heart over that young fellow Lynn getting the sack, and it
will be a great comfort to her to know that he deserves it.
When I have proved him Fuilty-——"

* When you have what?”’ roared Blake.

“ When I have proved him guilty, she will naturally cease
to think of such a worthless fellow, and will be happy again.”

“You crass idiot "

“ Really, Blake, I cannot help regarding that expression
as almost wude. But I shall do my best, in spite of opposi-
tion. A sincere Socialist is only made the more determined
by opposition. Pray, do not delay me any more; I am in a
great hurry1”

Tom Merry laid his hand on the amateur Socialist’s
5 er.
~ ‘““Look here, Skimmy, you can’t play the giddy goat!” he
d., et into a fearful row if you go out of bounds
g&‘m[ht You've done it before, and been let off lightly,

t you can’t impose on Mr. Railton’s patience too often, you
know I”?

“I should not hesitate, as a sincere Socialist, to break
bounds for the sake of doing good,” said Skimpole; ““ but, at
it happens, I have a pass out of bounds to-night !’

A g’ass?” said Tom Merry suspiciously. *“ Where did you
get 1t

“ Knox gave it to me,” said Skimpole. “I told him I
particularly wanted to go down Rylcombe way, and he has
given me a pass. I am going to do a little shopping for him
m the villuin.”

Jack Blake gave a sniff. '

“¥Yes, I know what that means
cigarettes for him!”

“Really, Blake, I suppose a prefect can do as he likes?
As a sincere Socialist, I approve of everyone doing as he
likes! If Knox chooses to ruin his wind by smoking cigar.
ettes, why shouldn’t he? It’s his own wind, isn’t it?”’

“Rats!” said Tom Merry. * You're talking rot, Skimmy ;
but you always are, so we won’t argue the point! If you
hadn’t a pass, I should march you in again by the scruﬂ? of
your neck. As it is, I suppose I can’t stop you from playing
the f]ddy goat!”

“I am only able to conclude, Merry, that your absurd
remarks are dictated by an envy of my wonderful ability as
a detective!” ?

** Exactly I’ said Tom Merry, laughing.
Come on, you chaps!”

Skimpole left the house rather hurriedly, as Tom Merry &
Co. went upstairs.

“Of all the asses,” he remarked, ‘I think Skimmy takes
the cake! He's going to make Mary happy by proving her
sweetheart guilty, and he had the cheek to ask us.to supply
him with provisions for his expedition in search of the
poachers! . I should be more inclined to provide him with
a strait-jacket 1””

‘“He seems to have got them from somewhere, though!”
remarked Monty Lowther.

‘Yes, I dare say he has raided Gore’s cupboard; he
generalfy does when he’s in want !”

‘' Ha, ha, ha|”
“DARRELL'S SECRET.”
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They entered Tom Merry’s study. The gas wgs turned up,
showing that someone had been there since the chums of the
Shell left the room. Tom Merry looked round quickly, then
he gave a whoop. &

*“ My hat! Look

His shout was echoed by Manners and Lowther. The good
things that had been piled on the table had disappeared—
hardly a thing was left. But in the place of the feast des-
tined for D’Arcy minor’s honour, was a.scrawled note,
pinned to the tablecloth. They did not need to guess that
16, was in Herbert Skimpole’s handwriting. Tom Merry
picked it up and read it out:

19

“‘Dear Merry.—I have been compelled by necessity to
borrow your feed. I shall return the full value of it to you
out of the profits of my book on Socialism, which will” be
published before Christmas. Yours sincerely,

** HERBERT SKIMPOLE,’’”

. The chums tooked at one another.
ing. Digby burst into a roar. Herries stared at the de-
nuded table. The Terrible Three were furious.

“I think this takes the cake,” said Jack Blako. by - %
ha, ha!”

“Skimmy has
Lowther wildly.
of the gates yet.”

Tom Merry brightened up.

“G ! He can’t be gone yet.

Blake sat down, gasp-

Pasgod the limit this time,” said Monty
‘Give me the chopper, He can’t be out

ood Come on, kids! We may
catch him, and get the grub back, and give him a.fearful i
hiding into the bargain.”

The juniors did not need bidding twice. Tom Merry
rushed from the study, and the others followed him fasf.
They rushed headlong down the stairs and out into the
dusky quadrangle.

CHAPTER 8,
The Third Form of St. Jim's.
x ERE'S the bath-room, Wally,”
. “Right-ho!” said D'Arcy minor. ““Show us a

3 light, will you? While I'm having a wash you
might find out where they’ve put my bhox, and get me ‘out
a clean collar, will you?”

* Ya-a-s, wathah!” R

“ And bring me a brush to get some of this dust off.”

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

““Don’t forget to give the chap a tip for carrying my box
up. I don’t want to be mean.”

““Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus faintly, And he left his
young brother to clean ui), and went away in search of the
cheerful infant’s box. t was decidedly infra dig. for a
Fourth Form fellow to run errands for an infanf in the G
Third Form. But D’Arey’s desire to render his brother’s
appearance a little more respectable before he saw the
housemaster overpowered every other feeling. He scouted
in the Third Form dormitory, and found the box, which
Taggles was just placing on the floor. He gave Taggles a
sixpence for Wally, and the porter grunted and left tho
dormitory.  D'Arecy stooped down to open the box, and
remembered that he had forgotten to ask kanlv for the key.

“Bai Jove!” murmured the swell of St. Jim’s. * That 3
young boundah will exhaust me at this wate. I shall have 1

to go down again.” {
He descended to the bath-room. Wally was puffing and -
blowing under the flowing tap, and did not see or hear him. ‘

D’Arcy tapped him on the bare back to gain his attention, :
and Wally started and suddenly raised his head, sonding i
a shower of cold water over Arihur Augustus. D’Arcy.
started back with a gasp.
‘“You uttah young ass!
‘“ Hallo,” said allyy
Sorry.”
“Yaas, I should think

You've wetted me.”
“is it you? You startled me.

ou are sowwy,” said ID’Arcy
witheringly, as he mopped his splashed face with a towel.
I wegard you as a careless and flippant young beast. You
did not give me the key of your twunk, and I have had to
come down again for it.” %]
““Oh, that’s all right,” said Wally cheerfully; “it’s not A
locked.” L
“Bai Jove!” !

“T've lost the key ages ago. It's just corded up. You
can cut the cord.” :
D’Arcy did not reply; his feelings were too decp. Ile

left the bath-room and ascended to the Third Form dormi-
tory once more. He sawed through the cord with his pen-
knife, and the lid of the trunk started up. It was evidently x
crammed to its fullest capacity, and a little over. Arthur 1
Augustus’s boxes were models of neatness. But Wally did
not follow in his elder brother’s footsteps in this respect.
Doubtless his fond mamma had seen to the packing of the

box. But Wally had been at it since then, to pack in his

Splendid, Long, Complete Sehool Tale of
A R Merry 6o bF Mavtia Ciiftord:



Every Thursday,

own personal treasures. D’Arcy raised the lid, and gave
a sniff of disgust at the wild disarray that met his eyes.

Shirts and collars were jammed together with sweaters
and boots, and a pretty little autumn overcoat was crammed
round a muddy football. Boots and caps, pegtops and
marbles, dog biscuits and white collars, formed a heap of
untidiness that made the flesh of the School House swell
to creep.

‘“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove!
The young wascal !’

It was rather difficult to find a collar without a stain of
some kind on it. Arthur Augustus selected the cleanest,
and sorfed out a clothes-brush. He carried them down to
tge bath-room, and found the new junior putting on his
shirt.

‘““Thanks!” said Wally. “You're a brick!"”

“ Your box is in a feahful state, you young wascal.”

“Yes, isn’t it?"’ chuckled Wally. *‘ Curious thing that my
box always gets like that, isn’t it? You shall tidy it up for
me to-morrow, Gus.”

“Pway get finished, and let me teke you to the house-
mastah,” said D’Arey stiffly.

Wally did not take long to finish. Three rubs with the
brush, and he announced that his clothes were all right.
One hack with a comb, and his hair was finished. D’Arcy
looked at him hopelessly, and led him out. He certainly
looked cleaner and tidier, and a little more of a credit to
the swaqll of the School House.

Arthur Augustus tapped at Mr. Railton’s study door. The
housemaster bade him enter, and the brothers went in.
Wally held his cap in his hand, but did not look at all
scared. He glanced round the room, and ducked his head
to Mr. Railton. -~ The master of the School House looked
at them curiously

“1f you please, sir, this is my young bwothah,” said
D’Arcy. “ He has awwived at the school, sir, and I have
bwougf')ht him to you.”

“Ah, I am glad to see you, D'Arcy minor!” said the
housemaster. **Dr. Holmes has spoken to me about you,
and I have been expecting you, I understand that you have
been previously at a preparatory school, and the Head
informs me that you will go into the Third Form.”

“Yes, sir,”” said Wally meekly.

““You will have a locker in the Third Form-room for your
books and other things, and you will do your preparation
there,”” said Mr. Railton. * Your brother will, I have no
doubt, show you about the school and explain matters to
you. You had better go and report yourself to your Form-
master—Mr, Selby, in the next room.”

And Mr. Railton shook hands with the new School House
boy, and I’Arcy led him from the study. Wally was
looking thoughtful. J

“I rather like Railton,” he remarked.
sort of merchant.”

* Mr. Wailton is wathah a decent sort,” said D'Arcy, with
some emphasis on the ‘‘ Mr.”

“T wonder what my own boss will be like?” .

““Mr. Selby is wathah a sharp man, and he will keep you
up to the mark. I wish you would not use that extwemely
vulgah word, Wally.”

““Oh, rats! Let’s wake the old boy up.”

And Wally thumped on the door of the study next to
Mr. Railton’s. D’Arcy jumped, and a thin voice bade the
boys enter., Mr. Selby was a gentleman with weak nerves,
somefimes very lenient and sometimes very severe with his
boys. Ile was fortunately in a lenient mood now, or that
thump on the door might have cost D’Arcy minor dear.

“ Ah, D’Arey !” he said, looking over a book on his table.
‘. D’Arcy minor—yes, quite correct. What is your full name,
D’Arcy minor?”’ .

“ Walter Adolphus Montague Fitzroy Plantagenet Tudor
D’Arcy, sir,” said Wally, with a face as grave as that of a
graven image. Mr. Selby %ave a start, and looked curiously
gt i(hc new junior, Then he wrote the name down in his

ook.

““Dear me!” he remarked. “I think Walter D’Arcy will
0 for—for all ordinary purposes. You will be known as
)’'Arcy minor, as you have an elder brother here. I shall
examine you further in the morning, and assign you your
place in the Form. You will have—er—No. 10 locker in
e Third Form-room. You will—er—ask Jameson for the
Koy, Jameson having been allowed to use the locker while
it was empty. You will find the rules for your conduct
written up in the Form-room, and I have no doubt that
your brother will explain anything to you. You may go.”

“Thank you, sir,”” said Wally demurely.

Ang they went. The moment the door had closed Arthur
Augustus took a grip on his brother’s ear that made that
young gentleman wriggle.

‘“Here, hold on, Gus!” grunted D’Arcy minor. * Hold

on! Let go!” v
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“You young wascal, why did you tell Mr, Selby that
widiculous list of names? e will find out some time that
you have only two Chwistian names.” &
Wally chuckled. ;
“(an’t you understand a joke, you solemn old owl?"” ha
said. “I think I shall have to liven you up a little, Gus. a
There's a little too much of the Pooh-Bah about you.” !
““Don't be an impertinent young wascal. I suppose I had :
bettah show you to the Form-woom while I'm on the mattaly,
as I shall have no time to attend to you to-mowwow.”
“ Right-ho! Lead on, Macduff!”
Arthur Augustus led the way to the Third Form-room.
‘A considerable amount of noise was proceeding. from that
apartment. The juniors of the Third Form did their prep. -
in that room, having no studies of their own. Prep. over, ‘
they were allowed to use the room till bedtime, and they ]
preferred it to the coramon-room, where they had to sit
quietly or be cuffed by their elders in.the Fourth Form and «
the Shell. .‘
Prep. was over in the Third Form-room now. The infants,
as they were called at St. Jim’s, were enjoying their relaxa-
tion. The Form-rooms were common property between the
two Houses, and there were New House as well as School
House boys there. Twenty-five or thirty youngsters, from
the age of nine to that of thirtéen or fourteen, were in the
room, most of them with inky fingers, and a great mony
with inky faces. Two or three of them were older still—
lazy “slackers,” who had failed again and again to Kl
their remove, and remained among the infants of the Thied,
although they towered above many of the smaller bo w
the Fourth Form. Among these was Jameson, wﬁ‘#’
reason of his size, was the cock of the Form. Y9
The Third-Formers were playing leap-frog down the
centre of the room, and Jameson had just alighted closa to
the door when Arthur Augustus opened it. Jameson turned
rpurlxd and looked at the swel! of the School House aggres-
sively.
“ Hallo, here’s a lark!" he exclaimed. “If it isn't Gl
D'Arcy gave him a withering look. Jameson was O
than D’Arcy, as a matter of fact, and nearly as old, o
was an ‘‘infant,” while Arthur Augustus was in the Fourth.
Therefore, he should have been respectful. Buf he wasn't,
“Jameson,”’ said D’Arcy *frigidfy, “you will have the
gwent kindness to give the key of No. 10 logker / ‘
bwothah, who is comin’ into the i
‘“What a lark!” rosred Jamesom. *
in the Third! Won’t we warm hims
* Well, rather!” said Curly
an innocent face, flaxen hais,
mischievous disposition in the
just !” >

Arthur Augussus looked a ‘liﬁﬁqw ' Wally wa
trouble to him and a worry, that not be deniod, but
in his heart the swell of St. Jim's bad a real regard for his
younger brother. He wanted to make things easy for him
at the beginning at St. Jim’s. It looked as if they were to
be far from easy,

“If you tweat my bwothah with wudeness, Jameson,” ho
said, “ I shall give you a feahful thwashin'.”

“ Rats!” said Jameson promptly, “Get out! Traval!
Shde!} We don’t allow Fourth-Formers in this room.
Bunk "

“T uttahly wefuse to bunk.”

“Then we'll jolly well bunk you,” shouted Jamesow.
“Come on, kids!"’

An inky-fingered erowd surrounded the swell of St Jim's
at once. In their own quarters the Third Form were
cheekier than they ventured to be in the quad or the common-
room. Jameson laid violent hands upon Arthur Augustus,
and Arthur Augustus promptly knocked him down. Curly
Gibson collared D'Arcy minor. D’'Arcy minor did not show
any signs of being scared. He let out his loft with setentifio
accuracy,”and Gibson sat down. He sat down without know-
ing exactly how he got there, but feeling as if his chin had
been kicked off by a particularly powerful mule. He felt
for it, and was almost surprised to find it still there. Gibson
ooked at D’Arcy minor doubtfully, and retired. He had
mof desire to sample further what Wally could do with his
woft.

But the odds were great. The brothers were rushed to
the door by force of numbers, and hurled into the passage.
The doorway was crowded with a pack of jeering fags.
Arthur Augustus, with his blood at fever heat with indigna-
tion, was charging back, when Wally caught him by the 4
gleeve and sl'oppeg him. i

€« NO gO."

“ Cheese it, kid!”’ he said.

“ Welease me, Wally!”

“Rats! Let's get along and have that feed.”

“Jameson has not given you the key of the lockah.”

“T'll make him give it to me presently,” grinned Wally.
“I think I could knock that merchant out, big as ha i
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But the fact is, if I'm backed up by a fellow in a higher
Form, they’'ll all be down on me,” went on Wally, as he
dragged his brother along the passage, ‘I don’t want to
make a start like that.”

“ Yaas, there is certainly somethin’ in that,”” admitted
Arthur Augustus.

‘“As a matter of fact,”” went on Wally, ‘“it's rather up
against a fellow to have a brother in a higher Form. Of
course, I don’t blame you,” added Wal'ly magnanimously.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard through his nose. It was
up against a fellow in .the Fourth to have a brother in the
‘“infants,” and to risk being continually dragged info the
rows and squabbles of a set of inky fags. It had never
occurred to the swell of St. Jim’s that there was an opposite
side of the question, too. At the same time, he felt-a little
relieved in his mind. Wally was evidently able to take care
of himself. e was not likely to nced any assistance in
keeping his end up among the Third-Formers.

“Vewy well, let's get to Tom Mewwy’s
Arthur Augustus.

They went down the long corridors, and eame out into
the School House passage. Tom Merry came in from the
quadrangle at the same moment, looking very flushed and
annoyed.

“ Anythin’ the mattah, deah boy?'’ asked Arthur Augustus.

“Yes; the feed’s been scoffed.” z

CHAPTER 9.
Tea in Tom Merry's Study.

¢ ALLY gave a grunt. The news was particularly
unwelcome to him, because he was very hungry,
and he had been looking forward to the feed. Ie
would have been fighting Jameson now had not the thought
of tho feed in Tom Merry's study drawn him away from
the Third Form-room. Naturally, he felt annoyed.

“Bai Jove,” said Arthur Augustus, “‘it 1s a New House
waid !

“NoO; it's that villain Skimpole. He’s borrowed the feed,
and walked it off, The silly ass is going out to track down
the poachers, and he wanted to take provisions along with
him.. We've hunted round the quadrangle for him, and
can’t find him, He's vanished !”

. tuHe's gouc out, right enough,” said Monty Lowther,
coming in. “I've asked Taggles, and he says he let him
out, and Brown’s man gave him a lift to the village in his

study,” said

»’i'.\ﬁu'l;b:"wibh‘ ﬂ{(‘ grub.” :
s rotten !’ 'uidOWally. “I'm pretty sharp
do?’

VA -are yo mg
‘Pem Merry o5y
. . “Wo won't let you starve, youngster. Where's Blake?

T suppose he brough

ose | the things from Rylcombe. Did
you bring in mue yed

ake ?

“Middling,” said Jack Blake, coming in. “ You see, I
thought you had most of the feed here. But I dare say
there will be enough to go round. Let's see, anyway! I
left the stuff up in your study.”

They ascended to the study. Blake’s parcel was still
there, lying on the table. It was unwrapped, and the
guanifity of good things it contained satisfied Am juniors.

“Wa've got some grub left,”” Manners remarked.
“Mlhere’s heaps of bread, and lots of butter and jam in the
cupboard, and part of a ham.”

don’t know about that ham,” said Tom Merry
thoughtfully. ‘I was going to have some of it last night,
and it was rather—rather—well, rather ratherish !”

“QOh, it’s all rightd” said Manners, opening the cupboard
and taking out the ham. “Things keep any time in this
cold weather, I don’t want any ham myself. T don’t care
for it much; but this i3 perfectly good, and you needn’t be
afraid of it.”

“1 don’t know that [ care for ham much,” remarked
Lowther., “But put it on the table, by all means. Do you
care for ham, young D’Arecy?” “

“ Sometimes,” said Wally; “not that kind, though. I
suppose this is a high-tea; but T don’t believe in having it
too high. That ham is simply soaring!”

Tom Merry smiled in a sick?y sort of way.

“ Better shove it out of the
remarked.

“TIt's been a jolly good ham !’ said Manners regretfully.
It scems a pity to waste it.  Suppose we keep it for
Herries’s bulldog.”

* Let me catch you poisoning my bulldog !’ said Herries,

“T tell you this ham has been a jolly good ham!”

SWERS

s

window, Manners!” he
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” Sllz;;xg it out of the window, old chap !” said Wally. “It
talks !

“ 1’1l sling you out of the window, you cheeky kid, if you
call me old chap!”

“Ts that how you usually speak to a guest?” asked Wally
innocently. :

Manuers turned red. He did not reply to the question,
but opened the window, and slung out the "ham with a
swing of his arm. There was a terrific yell from the dark-
ness below.

“Ow! Ow! Oh!” &

“Yla, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. * That's Gore’s voice,
You’ve stumped him !

“Blessed if I kiew anybody was there,” said Manners.
“T suppose he's gone out into the quad to do some of his
filthy smoking on the quiet. Serve him right !”

“Well, welve seen dxe last of the ham, that’s one com-
fort !” said D’Arcy minor. -

But D’Arcy minor was mistaken, There was a sudden
crash of breaking glass, and the ham came whizzing back
into the room. Gore had returned it—through the window-
pane. The ham dropped on the knees of Arthur Augustus,
who had just sat down.

“Bai Jove !” ejaculated D'Arcy. ‘‘ What's that? Ow!”

[le jumped up, and the ham rolled on the floor. There
was a yell of laughter from the quadrangle. Gore considered
that he had got his own back. Manners picked up the ham
i»nt-]o more, and started towards the door with a vengeful
00K,

“Where dre you going ?”’ called out Tom Merry.

“To find Gore!”

“(heese it! You banged him on the napper, you know "’
gsaid Tom Merry, laughing.

“He's busted our window, and it hasn't been broken for
more than a week !”

““Never mind; you must have nearly busted his napper,
Chuck the ham into his study, and come in and feed.”

Manners grinned, and went along the Shell passage to the
next study, He hurled the ham into it, and closed the door.
He came beck, with a faint, lingering scent of the ham about
him. Wally sniffed a little.

“Naver mind the window,” he said. *“ We want a little
fresh air after that ham! If you've got any potatoes, I'll
show you how to bake them in their skins a treat.” ?

“We haven't any,” said Monty Lowther; ‘“and we know
how to bake them in their skins a treat, without instruction
in lthgt important branch of knowledge from a Third-Form
kid I’

“Oh, keep your wool on, old son !

“Yaas, wathah; keep your wool on, Lowthah!
bwothah only wants to be obligin’.”

“Oh, don’t you begin!"” said D'Arcy’s young brother un-
gratefully, “Never saw such a solemn old owl as Gus, He
ought to be in the House of Lords! T say, is that feed ever
going to be ready? I'm jolly hungry.”

“Sit down, dear boy !” said Lowther affectionately, push-
ing a chair towards D’Arcy minor. ‘‘Make yourself com-
fortable, and don’t stand on ceremony! Dear me!”

One leg of the chair gave way as D’Arey minor sat on it,
and he rolled on the floor., Lowther gazed at him with
great concern. ‘i

“Dear me! I hope you’re not hurt,” he said. * How
stupid of me to forget that that was the visitors' chair—I
mean, that that was the one with the weak leg. Not hurt, I

hope 7"’ 5
“Oh, nol” said Wally, rubbing his leg. * Not at all; not 1

e R o e

I

My young

a bit!”

He sat down on another chair.  The chums gathered
round the table. The absoluie coolness and self-possession
of the Third-Form junior had, as Blake put it, flabbergasted
the boys of the Fourth and the Shell. Exactly how to deal
with him they did not know—Arthur Augustus least of all,
But he was a guest for the time being, and so they possessed
their souls with patience. Manners made the tea, and Tom
Merry poured it out.

*“Pass my cup, kid!” said Lowther, who was sitting next
to Wally. )

“(Certainly I’ said Wally politely.

He was busy with knife and fork on a pork-pie. He laid
them down, and passed Lowther’s cup of tea along. As it
approached Lowther, the cup slid from the saucer, and.
inverted itself on Lowther’'s knees. Monty gave a fearfulliis .
shriek and jumped up, knocking the table with his knees ¥
and making the crockeryware dance,

“Oh! Ow! I'm scalded!”

“Dear me!” said D’Arcy minor.
you’re not hurt !”

“Yon young—-—"

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry warningly. ¢ Visitors "

“Ow! My trousers are soaked, and I'm scalded !”

“Well, I'm sorry,” said Wally—'‘ as sorry as you were for
giving me the visitors’ chair by mistake ! I can’t say more!”

“T'm so sorry ! I hope

A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale of
m Merry & Co., by Martin Clifford. $
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’ Lowther looked daggers at the new junior. The others
burst into a roar. Monty mopped the tea off his trousers
with his handkerchief, and sat down again. He took care
to get a little farther from D’Arcy minor. That youth
pursued his meal with a cheerful smile upon his face.

I’Arcy minor was hungry, and he did ample justice to
the feed in Tom Merry’s study. The juniors looked after
him well, Lowther was unusually quiet, and Manners did
not seem to have much to say. But Tom Merry took the
cheek and coolness of the new ‘“infant’” with perfect good-
humour. 1’Arcy minor amused him.

D’Arcy minor was quite unconscious of either exasperating
or amusing anybody. He had a good tea, and was comfort-
able. When the feed was over, he rose at last with a very
?ut,iaﬁcd expression, and a smear of jam upon his chubby
ace.

“Well, that was a jolly good feed, and I'm much obliged,”
he said. ‘It was decent of you to look after me like this.
I’ll do as much for you when I get settled here. I always
run through my tin, but I can easily borrow some of
Gus—"

“Weally, Wally—"

“ And I'll do you down first chop ! said D’Arcy minor.
| “You may not be aware, young man,” said Blake
| solemnly, ‘‘that it would be infra dig. for Fourth-Formers

to feed with a Third-Form infant. We would not come !”’

“(Oh, I expect you'd come when you saw the grub!” said
Wally cnlmlly. “Vou wouldn’t stand so much on your
dignity as a Fourth-Former if you were hungry. If you

r follows would like to see some fun, you can look into the

Third Form-room presently.”

“Vou had bettah not go back there now, Wally !’

“ My dear kid, I must get the matter settled to-night, and
start clear to-morrow!” said Wally. “I've got to make
Jameson give me the key of my locker, and I know jolly

[f
well that he won’t give it up without a hiding ! l mm\““

1

|

0
“You—you young ass!”’ gasped Tom Merry, * Jameson \\“N H
will make mincemeat of you!” [ oot ) \
’ « ammon!” said the younger son of Lord Eastwood Lk S a
sheerfully. *You can come and look on, if you like ! Mind,
h you're not to back me up. It's bad form to be backed up by
fellows higher up in the school. I wouldn’t stand that. You

can look on if you like.’

A “We may as well go and see him slaughtered !” said

# Blake. *It will be rather amusing, and we can bury him
qumt;lyy behind the woodshed when the fags have done with
him.

“Yaas, wathah!”
i “Right-ho !’ said Tom Merry. ** We'll just go along, and
: we won't interfere unless D’Arcy minor asks us to, It’s
: gettled.”
“T gha'n’t ask you to, my pippins!” said D’Arcy minor.
5 #(Come on, kids!”’
And Wally led the way. The juniors followed—Tom
Merry laughing, Lowther frowning, and the rest of the
Luniors wearing mingled expressions, as if they did not quite
now what they thought -about the latest addition to the
Third Form at St. Jim’s.

:'-‘W“L -

CHAPTER 10,
: Knocked Out!
D’AR(,‘Y MINOR opened the door of the Third Form-

room. There was still a great deal of noise in that

apartment. Some of the youngsters were reading or
playing draughts or dominoes, But some were boxing, and
Jameson and Gibson were having a bout with foils. But the
various occupations ceased at once as the face of D’Arcy
minor, with its bland smile and its smear of jam, was seen
in the doorway. Jameson dropped his foil.

“Hallo! Here's that kid again!” he exclaimed. ‘‘Have
you come back to be slaughtered ?”

“T've come for the key of my locker, please!” said
Wally.

“The what "’ said Jameson, in a terrifying voice.

“The key of my locker. I am to have No. 10, and Mr.
Selby says that you have the key, as you've been using the
locker while it was empty.”

“And I'm going to continue to use it, my son,” said
Jameson, grinning. *‘ You can shove your books and things
under o desk, or in the coal-box! Keep ’em in the box-
room ! That’s good enough for a new fag! Here, what are
these outsiders doing here? We don’t allow the Fourth
«Form and the Shell in this room !”’

IDTom.Mcr{'y &l.(fo._ hn{l walked in. Arthur Augustus had e e o e - —
een ejected earlier in the evening, as we know. But it was 7 *ATCY S i inge rovi is
different when it came to (-joctinpgy seven of the best }tm:«icir bk et s-hook l”.s Onger. reprovingly, it his

‘ shaggy favourite. ‘‘You young rip,” he said,

NSNS ~\\
=~

-

athletes in the School House. As a matter of fact, Tom
Merry. & Co. could have taken on the whole of the Third «pn liek you if you don’t learn manners!
¥Form, npd knocked them into a cocked-hat. Follow on mow!”

“You'd better kiek us out, then,” said Blake sweetly. 1 ;

N V 3
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“(ome on! We're waiting to be kicked out, Jameson—
simply yearning for it, in fact!” g

«Oh, "don’t let’s have a Form row!” said Curly Gibson.
“ Lot young jam-face have his key !

“Rats ! said Jameson angrily.

“ Look here, if all these fellows have come here to back
him up, it's no good having a row,” muttered Curly. *“You
can bung him in the eye to-morrow to make up.”

Jameson shook his head obstinately.

“ Hold on!"” exclaimed Wally. ““You're making a little
mistake. These chaps haven’t come to back me up. They’re
here to see the fun. They've promised not to interfere under
any cires.”

¢ Yaas, wathah!”

“Unless D' Arcy minor asks us to,” said Tom Merry.

D’Arcy minor sniffed.

“T'm not likely to ask you to, Meiry. I can look out for
myself. You see, you kids? These churs are only
spectators. Jameson is going to give me my locker key, or
1 shall make him—off my own bat!”’

Jameson laughed, and the other Third-Formers joined in
the laugh. Wally was a head shorter than Jameson, and
slxghtet built in every way.

“You'd better be careful, kid!” murmured Tom Merry.

“Oh, rats, Merry !”

Wally over to Jameson. The cock of the Third
looked at him with a grin. 2

1 want the key of my locker,” said Wally.

“1 have three lockers

“Can't be done,” said Jameson.

at present. I need them all. One of the other fellows will
lot you have a corner of his, perhaps, if you stand him
some farts. Gibson might.”

“ Well, T might let (y‘qu keep some things in my locker,
voung D’'Arcy,” said Gibson. *“We'll talk. it over in; the
tuckshop to-morrow mormng."

“Thank you for nothing,” said D’Arcy minor. ‘“‘I'm nob
looking for a conversation in the tuckshop. I want the key
of my locker.”

“ﬂ‘ll have to go on wanting for a comsiderable time,
I thiak" said Jameson, yawning.

;j If you don’t give it up I shall fight Eou for it.”

““If "you don’t stop your cheelk I shall lick you," said
Jameson, beginning to get red in the face. “I've had
absut enough of it, you know. Drop it!”

Wally put up his right, and gave Jameson a slight tap on
the nose. The cock of the Third staggered back. He was
not hurt, but he was utterly amazed.

* You—you—you cheeky young villain!” he gasped.

“Is that enough,” asked Wally, “or do you want one in
the eye to warm you up?”’

For answer, Jameson hurled himself at the new boy in
the Third. Wally dodged the clumsy rush, and gave
Jameson a dig in the ribs in passing, which made him reel
azainst a desk. He leaned on the desk and stared at Wally.
Some of the Third gave a yell.

* Bravo, young Jam-face!”

Perhaps they were not sorry to see Jameson knocked
about a little.  There were few in the Form whom he had
not knocked about, more or less, himself.

Jameson’s face went very dark. He slipped off his jacket,
and passed it to Curly Gibson.

“I&ight-hol” he said. “If you mean if, I'll give you a
chance to show what you can do. Mind, I am going to
smash you into little pieces.”

“(tood!” said Wally, without appearing much alarmed.
“That's what I want.”

He glanced towards Tom Merry & Co., who had closed
the door, and arranged themselves in a row just inside the
voom, leaning back against the wall to look on.

“Which of you kids is going to be my second?'’ he asked.

“Bai Jove, I will back you up, Wally, deah boy!”

Wally, dear boy, shook his head.

“You don’t know enough about the game, Gus,” he said.
S doPend on you like a shot in choosing a silk hat, but
you don’t know enough about this sort of thing.”

“ Weally, young Wally——"

“Will I do?” asked Tom Merry, with exaggerated humility.
“T shall be happy to act as second for a young gentleman
whom I regard with so much respect and admiration.”

““Not so much toffee,” said the young gentleman; * but
yow'll do. Get a basin of water and a sponge from some-
where—this chap will need ’em.”

It was rather new to Tom Merry to receive orders from
a Third Form infant, but he did as he was directed, with a
droll look upon his face. The basin and the sponge were
soon procured.

Meanwhile, the adversaries had stripped for the combat.
Jameson had a swaggering manner, as if he expected to
knock his enemy out in a round or two. All the same, he
made careful preparations.  He realised, in spite of his
swagger, that the new boy in the Third would {))e a tough
nut to crack, He took off his waistcoat, and tied his braces

NEXT
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round his waist, and rolled back his cuffs, A pair of brawny
arms were exposed to view. Wally’s were about two-thirds
the size of them. But Wally’s arms were hard as nails,
while Jameson's were just a little flabby. From what could
be seen of Wally, it was pretty clear that he was ‘' hard.”

“Shove the basin there,’” said D'Arcy minor, = ¢ Stick the
gponge in it. You can stand back, too, and don’t get in
the way.”

“ Cortainly !” said Tom Merry.

“Who's going to be time-keeper?"”

“T see you lknow all about it, young shaver.”

¢T knocked out every fellow in my Form at the prepara-
tory school,” said Wally modestly, *and I've fought with
nearly every boy in the village near my pater's house at
home. I like to go by the rules, you know. None of your
serambling for me, Still, it’s just as you like, Jameson.
Will you have rounds or rough-and-tumble?”

“ Rats!”’ said Jameson.

“We'll say rounds, then—three-minute rounds, and one:
minute rests."

“Will your lordship deign fo honour me by allowing me
to keep time?"” asked Jack Blake.

““No gammon! You can keep time, but keep an eye on
your watch, and don’t get mooning.”

Blake gasped. But he took up his position, watch n
hand. The adversaries toed an inky mark on the floor, which
had apparently been placed there on a previous occasion of
the same sort. They shook hands in the approved style, and
then Jameson hit out. His fist went within an inch of
Wally's nose, and then glided upward as the blow was
guarded, and D’Arcy minor came in under his guard with
left and right. Jameson took the right on the chin, and the
left just under the nose, and staggered back, vand sat on
Gibson’s knee. -

“ My hat!” ejaculafed Tom Merry.

“ Bravo, 'Jam-face!” yelled the Third Form.

Jameson sprang forward again, his face dark and con-
vulsed with anger. . The shout of the Third-Formers showed
him upon what an insecure tenure he held his dominion in
the Third. The young rascals were ready to welcome any
new champion as cock of the Third, and most of them would
be glad to see Jameson licked and pulled off his perch, s
they would have expressed it.

Jameson’s rush was heavy, and hard to withstand by a
boy of so much lighter weight. Wally did not try to stop
him. He feinted and dodged, and Jameson followed him
furiously round the ring, hitting out every moment. But
nearly every blow was guarded. It was not till the end o1
the round that he managed, by sheer weight and strength,
to get through Wally’s guard, and get home a blow from the
shoulder, But that blow was a telling one, with the burly
junior’s strength behind . Wally spun half-round, and
crashed down on the floor in a heap, and Jameson panted
over him triumphantly.

“Time!” cried Jack Blake.

“Rot!" growled Jameson.
beggar, and be finished off.”

“Pime!” said Blake, with unpleasant emphasis. “If you
transgress the rules of this combat, Jameson, I shall have
to take a hand in it myself.”

“Oh, rats!” said Jameson sulkily. But he stepped back,
and rested on a desk for the -minute interval.  Tom
Merry helped D'Arcy minor to his'leet. He sponged his face,
Wally sitting on his knee the while. Wally gasped for breath.
He had had a very hard knock, and it had had its effect upon
him. But it was easy to see that his spivit was as uns
daunted as ever.

“YFeel all right?” asked Tom Merry, when the minate
had ticked away.

“Of course,” said D’Arcy minor.
mind a tap like that, do you?”

Tom Merry laughed.

“T should have minded it myself, that’s all.”’

“Well, really,” said Wally, in a lower voice, “it was a
hard knock, and a few more like that would send me to
sleep. I was an ass to let him do it. He won’t do it again.”

“1 hope not. Up you get!”

“Time!” said Blake.

The Third-Formers crowded round cagerly to watch the
second round, Tom Merry looked on with keen interest. He
was rather a connoisseur himself in these matters.

“Get up, you cheeky young

“You don't think I

attention of a fellow in the Shell; but Wally was a rather
original Third-Former. The fight in the ¥orm-room was
worth watching. Tom Merry was curious to see how it
would turn out, and he was beginning to think that the
new “infant’” would prove the victor, in spite of the size
and strength of his adversary. Wally was evidently marvel-
lously proficient, for a junior, in the art of self-defence.
Jameson pushed his young opponent hard, driving him
round the ring, attempting to get in another knock-down
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blow. A couple more of such heavy hits would have knocked

Wally out of time, and both of them knew it. But it was

not easy to get in such a drive again, Wally was as watch-
| ful as a cat.

At last Jameson saw his opporfunity. A careless guard,
and Jameson went forward with plunging fists. But it hap-
Eened to be only a feint—a trap into which the bigger boy

ad fallen blindly. Wally’s left whipped round in time to

" dash aside his drive, and then Wally’s right came crashing
« forward, Jameson’s guard was completely lost; he hac
. yiven himself quite away. Wally’s right bumped on_his
Law, and he staggered. Then Wally's left came crashing
ome, and there was a spurt of red from Jameson’s nose. He
reeled back, his hands dropping blindly, and Wally sprang
forward like a little tiger, both fists coming out together in
a grand drive. Crash they went upon Jameson's chest, and
tiio cock of the Third was hurled back as if by a cannon-
ball. The bump of his fall on the floor rang through the
room.
“ Bravo!” roared the juniors.
“ Huwwah!” cried rthur
“Huwwah! Bwavo! Wippin’!”
Tom Merry patted his principal on the shoulder., The
" yound was not quite up, and Wally would have been justified
in claiming the combat if his adversary did not rise when

~ ten were counted. And Jameson could not have done it. But
the youthful Walter Adolphus was evidenly a sportsman. He
grinned at Tom Merry.

* What dodyou think, now, my son?” he asked.

“Jolly good, daddy,” replied Tom Merry gravely.

D’Arcy minor laughed a little breathlessly.

| “To tell you the truth, Merry, he's & tough nut,” he

| said. “ He doesn’t know much about fighting, but he’s as
strong as an ox.. I suppose he has found it easy to crow
over these kids because he’s so big. He was just waiting
for a boxer to come along.”

“ And now one has come along!” laughed Tom Merry.

“Fxactly! I think one more round will be enough for
him. What?” ;

*I think so, too.”

Jameson would probably have been satisfied without

' another round, but his backers were urging him on. He felt
that he was licked, but the Third Form were by no means

 tired of the entertainment yet. A dozen voices urged
Jameson to proceed, and some lingering hope of yet snatch-
ing viotory from the jaws of defeat urged him on also. He
stood up for the third round, looking decidedly groggy.

The third round was merely a farce, however. The punish-
ment Jameson had received iad left him sick and dizzy. His
blows were all clumsy, and easily guarded, and he hardly
stopped one of those that Wally gave him in return. Wally
was a generous foe. He saw that the game was in his

- hands, and he let his adversary down lightly. The round
Sndfd with a smart tap that made Jameson sit down sud-
enly.

Curly Gibson picked him up as Blake called time. Jameson
was looking dazed. One of his eyes was closed, and his nose
was swollen and red. His lip was cuf, his cheeks growing
‘blue, and the * claret” was flowing in two or three places.
It was pretty clear that Jameson of the Third was absolutely .
** done.” .

. “Going on?” asked Curly.

“No!” grunted his principa’

“ Botter try another round,” urged Curly. ‘You may

® lick him yet, you know. You're bigger than he i, and you

“ought to be able to lick him, you know.”

~ “Tackle him yourself, then!” snapped Jameson.

. “I think you ought to go on. You oughtn’t to let a new-

gomer lick you in three rounds. Take him on for a fourth,

yway. It's fun, you know. Ow!” Curly broke off sud-

‘denly as the indignant Jameson let out his left. Curly sat

‘down against a form.

~ “ What did you do that for?”’ he gasped.

€ Oh, you shut up!”’ said Jameson,

“Pime!” called out Jack Blake.

“T'm done!” grunted Jameson,

“ Woell, you look it.”

. “Give us your fist, old son!”’ said Wally cheerily. “No

~ harm done.” ;
Jameson hesitated a moment, and then shook hands with
the victor. In spite of Wally's coolness and usual cheek,
there was no trace of crowing in his manner. He seemed
like a youth who had been through too many fights to
attach much importance to one more.
“VYou'll let me have the key of my locker,” he said

politely.

© 7 Jameson grinned faintly through his bruises, and detached

a key from a bunch, and gave it to the new junior without

a word.
~ “Thanks awfully,”

What are you thumping me on the back for, you fathead

“DARRELL'S SECRET.”
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“Bravo, Jam-face!”
Augustus enthusiastically.

N

said Wuliy. “It's all over, you kids.
4'/77
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“ Congratulating you,” said Sanders of the Third. :

“ Well, don’t congratulate me again like that, or you'll get
hurt. Some of you were talking about ragging me a while
ago. I'm ready for'the ragging: I'd like to get it all over
this evenifig, and start clear to-morrow. Where are the
raggers?”’

There was no reply. The Third-Formers looked at one
another rather queerly. They would as soon have ragged
a wild bull as this new junior who had so wasily licked the
cock of the Third. Wally looked round inquiringly, but no
one met his eye.

“ Any raggers?”’ he asked again,

“1 think not,” murmured Curly Gibson,
little joke, you know.”

“Good! I'll have my jacket, Merry,
ling.”

“ Certainly !” said Tom Merry. %

Jack Blake helped D’Arcy minor on with his jacket. b
he slapped him on the shoulder.

“Jolly good!” he said. *You know how to use your
fists, and I don’t think the Third will do any ragging in your
case, young ’un.”

“1 don’t think they will,” agreed Wally, “and the Fourth
won’t, either. From what I've seen, it seems to me that
the Fourth Form puts on a lot of airs here towards the
Third. That won’t go down*with me, you know."”

“ Weally, Wally—"

“Now, don't you begin, Gussy! What I mean is, no
fellow will ever put on airs to me without getting a dot on
the nose. That’s a friendly hint.”

Blake looked at Tom Merry, and they both Erinned. There
was no doubt that D’Arcy minor was a ‘' coug drop.” Wally
set his collar straight—as straight as he ever wore it—and
gave his face a rub with the towel, and asked his brother
if he looked all right.

“No, you don’t look all wight,” said Arthur Augustus.
“You look vewy wuff and wumpled, and you want a wash.”

“Well, I shall have one to-morrow morning,” said D’Arcy
minor. *“ Where's that chap, Herries? I want to go round
and see my dog again before bed-time.”

“Oh, right-ho?’ grinned Herries.  ‘‘ Consider me your
guide. Come on!”

D’Arcy minor followed Herries from the room. He left
the place in a buzz of comment on his latest exploit. Jameson
found himself disregarded. Boys who had trembled at his
frown now openly discussed his licking before his face.
Jameson, like Lucifer Son of the Morning, had fallen from
his high estate, and great was the fall thereof. He went;
away quietly to bathe his injuries, dolefully conscious that
he was no longer cock of the Third. "Tom Merry & Co.
walked away, disoussing D’Arcy minor with gfeat interest.
Arthur Augustus was looking pleased.  He regarded all
fighting as ‘‘wuff,” if not “bwutal,” but he could not help
being proud of the exploit of his young brother.

“That was &

if you've done cacks

L S I

CHAPTER 11.
D’Arcy Minor takes French Leave.

*ARCY minor put his hands in his trousers pockets,
D and whistled cheerily as he followed Herries round
the New House to the building where he had left
his favourite, Pongo. He did not seem much the worse for
the fight. As a matter of fact, he had received only one
really serious blow, and he had almost recovered from that.
There were a few marks on his chubby face; but he: was

accustored to that sort of thing.

The evening was growing old. It was getting near bed-
time for the Third Form, and Wally wanted to see his dog
safe for the night before he turned in. He had a stron
affection for the sneaking, slinking, ragged little mongrel,
which could not have been greater if Pongo had been a
dog of the finest breed. They entered the building, and
Wally whistled for Pongo with that shrill note which was
intolerable to any ears but his own and Pon%z‘s.

But the usual reply of Pongo was not to heard. Wally
whistled again, and still there was silence as far as Pongo
was concerned. The other animals were not silent. Herries’
bulldog gave a very audible growl. There was a scream from
a parrot, and a chatter from a monkey, But the voice of
Pongo was not heard. Wally looked anxisus.

“ Pongo—Pongo! Good doggie! Pongo!”

But Pongo did not reply. Wally took a lantern Herries
had lighted, and looked round in great anxiety for his pet.
Pongo was not to be seen. He was invisible as well as in-
audible. It was clear that he was gone. His collar lay on
the ground beside the box where he had been placed. The
dog had evidently slipped his collar, and escaped.

“ He's gone,” said fﬁ:'ries.

“TLooks like it, doesn’t it?’ said Wally., ‘ He's always
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slipping his collar, you know. He goes out after the rabbits
of a night, and there’s no stopping him.”

“He'll jolly well get shot if he goes after the rabbits
round here,” said Herries. “ My dog Towser was shot at
twice by that brute Barberry, and he’s a nice, quiet animal,
as you can see for yourself,”

“¥Yes, I was thinking of that,” said Wally, looking
anxious. ‘I wouldn’t have old Pongo hurt for anything. 1f
he’s got out, I shall have to go and look for him.”

Herries laughed.

“You can’t go out to-night, you young ass.
aro locked.”

“ Have you never got over a gate?’ asked Wally.

‘“Yes; but a kid in the Third can’t break bounds.”
. “That’s all you know,” said Wally, going out of the build-
ing. .

““ Look here, you young ass, if you are missing at bed-time
you’ll get a record {icking.”

“Well, I'll look round inside the walls first,” said Wally.
“ But depend upon it, Pongo has gone rabbiting. He'd get
out through a keyhole if there wasn’t any other way.”

“I don’t see how he could get out if the gate hasn’'t been
opened. Better get along to the porter’s lodge, and ask
Taggles if he’s seen him.”

*“Yes, that's a good idea.”

Taggles was sitting in his little parlour, enjoying a glass of
gin and water, when a sudden knock came at his door. He
was not used to being knocked up at that hour, and the start
he gave spilt a considerable portion of the gin and water over
his waistcoat. Taggles was fond of gin and water, taken
internally. Externally even that charming compound was un-
pleasant. He rose with a growl to go to the door. Nor
“1'1“ his humour improved when he saw two juniors standing
there.

“Young himps!” grunted Taggles. “T'll report yer!”

“Tave you seen my dog?” asked D’Arcy minor.

“Blow your dorg.” And Taggles would have closed the
door, but {)‘Arc minor inserted his foot in the opening, and
he could not. ally was not to be got rid of so easily.

“Hold on, old son,” he remarked coolly. “I am looking
for my dog. He’s a little ragged chap, with a cast in one
eye, and one of his ears bitten off. Ilave you seen him?"

“Yos, I ’ave,” said Taggles, with much satisfaction. * He
ran hout when I opened the gates last for the 'Ead’s carriage.
He ain’t come hin.”

“You are sure he went out?”

““ Yes, drat yer! You won’t never see him ag’in, I ’opes.”
And Wally’s foot, being now withdrawn, Taggles closed the
door, and returned to what was left of his gin and water.

“Sorry!"” said Herries. “Can’t be helped, though. He'll
turn up again. I say, where are you going, young 'un?”’

“I'm going to look for Pongo.”

“You can’'t. Don’t be a young ass!” exclaimed Herries,
in alarm. ‘“You'll get into a fearful row. Come in with
me.”’

“Rats!” said D’Arc,

The gates

; minor. “I'm going over the wall.
I'm not going to have Pongo shot by any rotten keeper. I'm
going to look for him. Give me a bunk up.”

“Don’t be an ass!” urged Herries,

“(xive me a bunk up.”

. Herries hesitated, but Wally had already taken hold of the
ivy. He gave him the required bunk, though with many
misgivings. The Third-Former drew himself up on the ivied
wall, and dropped down on the other side. erries stood
staring at the place for some moments, and then turned
slowly and walked towards the School House. The moon
was coming out over the clock-tower, and the night was dry
and cold. Herries went in, and looked for Blake, and found
his leader in the common-room. Blake at once noted the
disturbed expression on his chum’s face.

“ Where’s young' D’Arcy?” he asked.

““Gone out!”

“ What?"’ almost yelled Blake.

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.
you say, Hewwies?”

“He’s gone out. That rotten dog of his got out of the
gates, and he's gone out to look for him. I warned him
not to.”

“You ought to have marched him in by the scruff of his
neck !” grunted Blake.

““That would have been imposs.,, Blake. My young
bwothah would have uttahly wefused to be marched in by
the sewuff of his neck.”

“ Well, there will be a row,” said Blake. * Those kids go
to bed at nine, and it's close on nine now. Wait till Selby
comes to look for him, that’s all.”

““Yaas, wathah! I am afwaid there will be a wow. There’s
anothah silly ass' gone out, too—that ass Skimpole. Tom
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Mewwy has been inquiwin’ for him, and he can't be found.”

* Hasn’t Skimmy come in yet?’ said Blake, with interest.
“My hat! Then he’s really gone to look for the poachers, I
suppose. He will be looking for & new school soon, if he
keeps on like this.”

“I'm feelin’ wathah anxious about young Wally,” said
D’Arcy, with a clouded brow. *‘ You see, the matah wanted
me particularly to look aftah the youngstah. If he gets into
any bothah to-night, and she hears of it, she will think I
haven't taken pwopah care of him, though how anybody is -
to tak’e care of such a young wip as Wally I weally don’t
kaow.” "

“We could go and look for him, and bring him in by
main force,” suggested Digby.

““ And get into a jolly row ourselves,” asid Herrles.

“ Hallo, here’s Tom Merry looking as if he had lost -a
threepenny bit.  What’s the trouble, Merry?  Anything
wrong ?”’

‘“Skimpole hasn’t come in.”

“Well, let the silly ass stay out, then.”

“That’s all very well, but I don’'t want him to get into
trouble,” said Tom Merry. ‘It isn’t only that he will get
a licking for staying out late. That would serve him right.,
But it looks as if he has really gone looking for the poachers.
He may get knocked on the head as likely as not. I wish I
had yanked him in and locked him up in a study, now,
although he had a pass from Knox.”

“If you take it on yourself to keep watch on Skimpole,
youw'll never be in want of a job,” grinned Blake. ‘‘Jolly
glad he isn’t in the Fourth. I suppose you're responsible as
head of the Shell. You ought to bring Kim up better.”

Tom Merry laughed, rather uneasily.

“Well, I'm uneasy about him, and I've half a mind to go «‘
out and look for him,” he said. ‘Ie’s such an ass. He's
bound to lose his way in the wood, if he 'goes into it, and he
never thinks of unytiing till it happens. Ie may stay there
all night, and it’s going to be a jolly cold night.”

“It's not a bad idea,”” said Herries thoughtfully.
like, I'll come with you and bring my bulldog. Towser 15 a
wonder at following a scent. You remember how he followed
the scent of those burglars who broke into the chapel?”

“Yes—I don’t think!”

“If you mean to say that Towser didn’t follow that
geent——"" began Herries warmly.

“My dear chap, I don’t mean to say anything about
Towser. 1'm thinking about Skimpola. He ought to be
looked for. I've a good mind to go.” !

“ Yaas, wathah! We might make up a party, and look i
for young Wally at the same time.”

““ What’s that about young Wally? Where is he?”

“He's gone out to look for that wotten mongwel of his.”

Tom Merry gave a whistle.

“My hat! He's starting his career at St. Jim’s pretty
well. You'd better give him a hiding when you get him in
again.” 3

““Yaas, I was thinkin’ of givin’ him a feahful thwashin® |
fwom a sense of duty. I weally think I must g0 and look for
him, at any wate. Are, you coming, Blake?”

“Well, you'll get into mischief if I don’t come with you!”
growled Blake.

“I wefuse to accept your company on those terms, Blake.
I wefuse o 3
““ Rats !
lickin,

”

“If you

We may as well all go together, and take the
gether when we come in.  We shall be company for
er in Railton's study when he lays it on.” {
wathah! Pewwaps if we explained to Mr. Wailton
, we might get his permish to go out and look for
g wascal.”
ore likely get a wigging for letting him go, and th
he'd go out, and look for him himself, or aendga couple‘ﬁa«?
prefects,” said Blake. ** And if two prefects had to go oub
and find Wally, I should feel sorry for him on the way.
home.” WA

“Yaas, wathah! Pewwaps we had bettah go now and
ask Mr. Wailton’s permish aftahwards.” f

“T suppose so. re you game, Tom Merry?"”

‘“Oh, yes, rather, and the more the merrier. Better gob
our coats ; it’s jolly cold: There's a clear moon luckily. We'il
meet you at the slanting oak.”

“ Right you are.”

And ten minutes later the juniors were on the outer side of
the walls of St. Jim’s. When Mr. Selby marchéd the Third
Form off to bed, D’Arcy minor was missing, and when, at
half-past nine, the Fourth Form and the Shell went up to
their dormitories, they went up without Study No. 6 or the
Terrible Three.

-
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CHAPTER 12,
A Night Out.

LY ONGO—Pongo!”?

3 H? D’Arcy minor called the name softly as he went
r down the moonlit lane. The moon, full a.nd' round,
was sailing above the tower of St. Jim’s. The buildings lay
a black mass in the midst of the trees. Over the lane and
. the woods the moonlight fell in a silver glimmer.. Save
E where heavy branches overhung the road, the lane was as

light as by day. It was a perfect October night—clear, and
2 cold, and quiet.
' Wally D’Arcy kept his eyes about him as he walked down

; the lane. He called to his dog, and he whistled at intervals;
7 but no sound answered from Pongo. It was clear that the
v dog had made straight for the woods in search of the unfor-

Wally stopped at a spot where = gap
showed in the hedge. He bent down, and examined the
thick, fallen leaves in the- ditch. There were traces that
seemed to indicate that a dog had lately scrambled across,
to the experienced eyes of the junior. Wally had often had
to follow Pongo to recapture him, and save him from venge-
ful keepers, and it was no new experience to him. He
plunged through the hedge.

“This is just where the brute would get in!” muttered

. Wally. * He’s after the rabbits. I'll make him sit up when

_@i catch him. The worst of it is, that it’s no good whistling

tunate bunnies.

i He won’t come if he’s on the scent of a bunny.”

Although Wally would not have admitted it to anyone else,
he knew very well that, while Pongo was tracking rabbits,
his master’s voice would only have had the effect of making
him slink quietly away beyond the sound of it. Pongo was
not a well-disciplined dog. s
s oWally breathed all sorts of threats as he plunged into tho
. wood. He always did when he was hunting for the truant
Pongo. He never carried any of them out, but they were a
golace during the hunt.

rack ! Crack! «
~ The dull report of a gun echoed twice through the gloomy
- wood. Wally started, and a strange thrill ran through his
vems. ¥
" Poachers !” he murmured.

Then another thought flashed into his mind. He remem-
bered FHerries's remark concerning Barberry, the head-
keeper of Sir Neville Boyle. His eyes blazed as he thought
that the gun he had just heard might have been levelled at

ongo.
“ My hat!” he muttered. ‘‘Pongo! Poor old Pongo!
.~ If he is—" :
'~ He did not finish the reflection, but hurried on in the
direction of the shots.

he wood was thick, and dripping with moisture. Only
in a few open spaces the moonlight fell. Wally blundered
through the thickets. He gave a sudden start at the sound
~of a rustle close at hand; but before he could escape, a
hand of iron was on his shoulder. Ie struggled instinctively.

“ Quiet I’ muttered a voice. ‘“ Who are you?”
~ It was a pleasant voice. The strong hand that gripped

the junior dragged him into the open, and the moonlight fell
upon him. Wally looked at his captog curiously. IHe wore
the garb of a kecper, but he had %o gun.  Wally had
pictured to himself a savage-featured poacher, and he was
' relieved to sce a handsome, kindly, bronzed face, certainly

. not moro than twenty-five years old—pleasant to look upon,

‘ though somewhat clouded in expression.
‘“Who are you?"” said the young man, in a low voice, still
- keeping a tight grip upon \\;nlly.
4 “T'm D’Arcy minor.”
The young man started, and smiled a little,
‘“You are from the school 7"’
“Yes,” said Wally
** And you have come out after rabbits, I suppose 7"’
Wally flushed.
N “TI’'m not a poacher.”
“Then what are you doing here?” The young man
' looked at him scrutinisingly. “ You ought to ‘be in bed.
. The boys of 8t. Jim’s are not allowed out at this time.”
’ “I know that. I've taken French leave,” said Wally,
with a grin. ‘‘ You see, my dog’s bolted.”

“Your dog?”’ said the other, looking puzzled.
© “Yes, my dog Pongo. He's a rare old rabbiter, you know,

ﬁpd ’l’le’s out after the bunnies. I've come cut to look for

im. p

“ At this time of night?”’

“ T've been out at midnight looking for the young bounder,
at home at Eastwood!” grinned Wally. *That’s nothing
new. Pongo is a terror!”

“ You are not allowed here, though,” said the young man,
© “There is a public footpath through the wood, and peopla

have to keep to it.”

“ Are you a keeper 7 asked Wally.
2 To his surprise the young man coloured at the question,
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0 N’o," he replied, after a pause; “I am not a keeper—
now.’

“Then suppose you toddle along, and don’t interfere with
me !’ suggested Wally. ‘“If you’re not a keeper, it doesn’t
matter to you what I'm doing here. But you look like a
keeper,” he added, scanning the young man curiously.

“T was one,” said the other shortly; “I was one of Sir
Ncy‘ill,e Boyle's keepers. This wood is on Sir Neville's
and.’

Wally gave a low whistle.

“Oh, ho! You're the chap they were talking about in
the trap, perhaps—young Lynn?”

‘* My name is Lynn.”

D’Arcy minor chuckled.

“I know now.
House at St. Jim's?”

“Yes,” said Lynn quietly. ‘‘That is no affair of yours,
however !’

“Oh, it’s all right!” said Wally. “I heard Gus—that’s
my brother Gus—talking about you in the trap when I came
from the station. He’s awfully sorry about it, because Mary
is 80 cut up; and he thinks you are innocent of what you
were charged with, and he says he is going to set matters
right—though I'm blessed if I know how.”

Lynn smiled faintly.

“It is very kind of him“to think so well of me. I am
afraid the matter will not be set right unless I am able to
set it right myself. Now, you had better cut off to the
school, youngster !”

“Thank you for nothing ! said Wally coolly.
ing for my dog!”

“I will look for him if you like.
tion.” .

‘“A ragged little rotter, with a cast in the eye, and one
ear bitten off I"’

“Good ! said Lynn, with a smile,
him. I shall be about the woods for some time yet.
you cut off I

Wally shock his head.

“T dare say that’s very
I can’t take it, you see.
may be shot by some rotten keeper--excuse me !
going in till I've found him.”

Lynn laid his hand earnestly on Wally’s shoulder.

“Don’t be foolish, my lad! There are poachers in the
wood !”

“Were they poachers I heard firing just now 7"’

“T don’t know; very likely.” Lynn looked thoughtful.
“Tt sounded to me, though, like the report of Barberry's
double-barrelled gun.” '

“ Perhaps he was shooting at Pongo. TLet me go!”

“Listen to me. There are poachers in the wood. The
magistrates lately have been very severe with them. They
would not hesitate at anything to get rid of a witness, If
you saw them at work, you might be bludgeoned! Go
home !

“T'm not afraid

“I tell you, you cannot stay here!” gaid Lynn im-
patiently. ““You must go!”’

“I'm not going! 1 say,” broke out Wally suspiciously,
“you haven't taken to poaching yourself, have you, now
that your governor has sacked you?” o’ A

Lynn turned very red. His grasp tightene® on Wally,
and that young gentleman was very nearly to getting a
powerful box on the ear at that moment.

“No,” said Lynn quietly; ‘I have not turned poacher.
But I am going to see you out of the wood!” Iis grip
tightened again. ‘‘Come with me!”

Wally did not argue the matter. * ¥le was determined not
to go without Pongo; but he would have been a child in the
hands of the powerful young keeper. He walked a few
paces beside Lynn without a word, and the young man’s
grip relaxed. And the moment it relaxed, Wally twisted
out of his grasp like an eel, and darted into the wood.,

‘“You young rascal " cried Lynn. ‘‘Come back !”

But Wally was gone. :

“T'm look-

Give me his descrip-

“I will look out for
Now

ood advice,” he remarked; * but
'm here to look for Pongo. He
'm not

1

— N

CHAPTER 13.
Skimpole Swears!

entered the wood at a point some distance further

on than the place where Wally had entered it. Thero
was a beaten tracf( leading through to the footpath, and
the juniors Ereferrcd it to pushing their way through dense
thickets. They had left St. Jim’s impulsively, to look for
the truants, and it was not till they were fairly in the wood
that the almost hopeless nature of the search was borne
in upon their minds. The woods extended for miles, and the
two missing juniors might have taken any path, or might
be wandering in the recesses of the wood where no path
existed. Bui this latter thought spurred the juniors on., If
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Skimpole or Wally had lost his way, a night passed in the
open air might turn out a serious thing for him.

“I suppose we had better separate and halloo,” said Blake
doubtfully, ““The trouble is that all the woods on this side
of the footpath are on Sir Neoville Boyle's land, and his
keepers are having rows with the poachers lately. If they
heard us, they’d be down on us like a hundred of bricks.”

“And they couldn’t very well fail to hear us, I should
think,” Monty Lowther remarked.

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows thoughtfully.

“ That's so,” he said. * Wo don’t want to have a row
with the keepers. It would lead to no end of trouble at St.
Jim's. They would be bound to think we came out for
rabbits, and Sir Neville might go to the Head about it.”

**My hat!” said Manners., ¢ That would make a row !”

“Yaas, wathah!”’

““ All the same, I don’t see how we are to find them without
shouting. Skimpole would be pretty certain to answer. But
when you come to think of it, young Wally would guess that
we were after him, and he would keep mum.”

“Yaas; he's a cunning young beggah !

*“ Let’s look round for them first, anyway. We—— Hallo!
What's that ?"

It was a double report; the same that Wally had heard
from a different part of the wood. The juniors started as
the dull, heavy sounds echoed through the dark trees.

‘ Poachers !” muttered Digby.

Tom Merry shook his hcag.

¢ I don’t know. The poachers use snares for the hares and
rabbits, you know; and, as for the birds, they wouldn't be
shooting them at this time. That was more likely a keeper's

gun. Perhaps young Wally's dog has got it in the neck.”
th“Poor little beast! It may save Wally from a row,
ough.’

€

h.”

’Fhat's pretty clear proof that somebody’s out in the
wood, and the less row we make the better,” said Monty
Lowther.

“True. Hark!”

Tom Merry held up his hand, and the juniors stopped
breathlessly. * There was a rustle in the thicket. The boys
from St. Jim’s remained as still as mice, in tho thick
shadow of a big tree. Near them was an open patch where
the moonlight gall, and a form was seen to emerge from the
thickets into the light.
huge pair of spectacles.
warning to his comrades.

“It's Skimmy ! Quiet, and we'll give him a lesson about
wandering at night. He’s as much trouble as Wally's dog,
and he ought toﬁeurn better.”

‘““What’s the game ?”’ murmured Blake.

“He's out looking for poachers. Why shouldn’t he find
somo 7"’ 3

The juniors chuckled softly. They caught on at once to
Tom Meorry’'s idea. Skimpole, all unconscious of {ho
proximity of the School House boys, paused and leoked
vound him, blinking in the moonlight. His trousers were
drﬁiwhed from the wet thickets, and he was shivering with
cold. .

“We'll collar him,” murmured Tom Merry, “and make
him think he’s fallen into the clutches of a gang of poachers.
We'll make him swear a fearful oath to goel out of the wood
and never come back again,”

Blake . chi¥kled outright. Tho sound seemed to ocatch
Skimpole’s ear, for he turned round, and stared into tho

ack shadows under the big tree. The glimmer of the
moonlight on his spectacles was all that could bo seen of his
face, and the effect was curious,

“Is anyone there?” said Skimpole, in a voice uavering
with the cold. “If anyone is there, I shall be glad to be
informed where I am. Tost in meditations upon the deplor-
able state of society in the present day, T have lost my path
in this horrible wood. You need not be afraid to let me sce
gou, my dear sir, if you are a poacher. As a sincere

ocialist, T have to admit the right of any man to take as
many rabbits as he pleases, in spite of the absurd objections
of the person who happens to be the so-called owner of the
la.nd'.' n fact, I may go further, my friend, and explain

Skimpole did not go further, for an excellent reason. Tom
Merry tm(l crept round in the dark shadows, and got behind
the amateur Socialist. A grip on the back of his neck
interrupted Skimpole, and before he could think of rosist-
ance, he was forced down into the grass upon his face, and
a knee was planted in the small of iis back,

“D-d-dear me!” gasped Skimpole.
unpleasant! You are hurting my bagk !
would not be so violent !"

It was impossible for Skimpole to see his assailants. His
face was pressed into the damp grass, and his spectacles
were covered with moisture, so that he could not have seen
Tom Merry if ho had been looking straight at him., He had
not the slightest doubt that he was in the grasp of a gang

The moon's rays glimmered on a
Tom Merry muttered a word of

“This is—is most
I really wish you
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of poachers. One was kneeling on his back, and another
was standing on his legs, and two more wero holding his
arms. There wasn’t much chance for Skimpole. He could
only gasp and wriggle. X :

“Hold him tight I"’ said Tom Merry, in a deep bass voice,
which bore little resemblance to his usual tones. ** He is a
spy !

1“I—-I am sorry that you should mistake me for a spy!”
stammered Skimpole. “I am nothing of the sort! I came
into the woqd to make certain investigationg-——""

““You came to spy on us poachers!” said the deep bass
voice sternly.

Skimpole wriggled uncomfortably.

“Tell me the truth, minion !’

It did not occur to Skimpole at the time that minion was
a rather curious word for a poacher o use. The deep Lass
voice sent a thrill of terror through every nerve of the
amateur Socialist,

¢ I—I—T shall certainly tell you the truth!”” he stammered.
“It is impossible for a sincere Socialist to prevaricate.
certainly did come into the wood to investigate a matter in
connection with the poachers, but I had no intention of
causing your arrest, 1 assure you, I meroly wished to set
the mind of Mary, the housemaid, at rest by proving to her
satisfaction that i’mr sweetheart was guilty——"" ;

A chuckle interrupted Skimpole. But the deep, terrifying
voice immediately followed :

“It will be safer to kill him and bury him in the wood,
mates "

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus.

“'Xou utter idiot " muttered Tom Merry fiercely, *Shut
up !

“T wefuse—"

Fortunately, Skimpole, with his head plunged in the thick
rass, was not in a position to hear very clearly, Nor was
e in a state of min(f to be observant.

“ Make that ass shut up, Blake!"” whispered Tom Morry,

“I uttahly wefuse—-"

o
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D’Arcy was interrupted by a grip of iron on his collar, and
Blake’s fierce voice in his ear.

‘ Another word, and I'll squash you !”

Herries and Digby grasped the swell of the School House
at the same moment.
into silence. The deep bass voice went on:

‘“Have you anything to say, minion,
you?”

“ Ye-e-5,” gasped Skimpole—‘“yes, rather! T have a
strong objection to being buried. will leave the wood at
once, if you wish, and agree not to make any more investiga-
tions !" ’

“Can we trust you?”

‘“ Yes, certainly ! A sincere Socialist—-'"

It would be safer to bury your trusty dagger in his ribs "’
said Blake, in a deep, deep voice. * Finish him with your
trusty dagger!”’

¢ I—I—1 bolg of you not to be hasty ! I really—roally——
Pleaso—— Oh!”

“ Let him swear to keep the secret, then !” said Manners,
lin disgguised tones. ““Let him take the fearful oath, and
ive !’

“l V\I’refctled spy and minion, will you take the fearful oath
and live 7

“Yes, certainly ! T will take a.nythin% you like I

““ Hold the dagger to his throat while he swears !’ growled
Tom Merry. .

“I—I can swear quite comfortably without the daggor
too near,” murmured Skimpole. “I would much rather
not have the dagger to my throat, if you don’t mind.”

‘“ Rats—I moan, silence, minion !"

Jack Blake opened his pocket-pencil, and jammed the
point of the lead against Skimpole's neck. 'ilho amateur
Socialist gave a shudder at the contact,

“ P-p-p-please take it away I"" he murmured. ¢ P-p-plea-

before we bury

“Hold the trusty dagger there while he takes the oath 1™
growled Tom Merry.
‘“Ay, ay, captain|”
(Continued on page 22.)
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PPLE The First Prize will be awarded to the person who gets all or, failing this, most of the pictures

APPLEBY. right. The Second Prize will go to the reader nearest to the First Prize Winuer, and so on. In the

s event of ties, the Prizes will be divided--that is to say, if two competitors tie for the first place, the
T e first and second prizes will be divided between them, and so forth.,

What Competitors have to do.—The Competition is very simple. We are publishing thirteen sets of Puzzle
Pictures, each set consisting of six pictures. "This is the Sixth Set. Keep this set until you have all the others. Hach of these
pictures represents the name of a well-known Association Foothall Player.

All you have to dois to write carefully under each picture the name of the Player you think it represents—it is NoT necessary
to add the name of the player’s club. Then place the set away until the others have appeared, when the latest day for sending in
competitions will be announced. The Editor of the Gem Linrary will not be responsible for any loss or delay in transmission
or delivery of the lists by post, nor for any accidental loss of a list after delivery. There will be attached to the final list a form
to be signed by each competitor, whereby he agrees to these conditions, and no list will be considered unless this form shall have
been duly signed by the competitor. No questions will be answered. Read the rules. The Iditor’s decision is final.
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# Now, base spy and minion, repeat this fearful oath after
me. * By all you hold sacred, bg the Form-room at St. Jim’s,
the clock-tower, and the gym., by the first book of Livy, and
the last book of Tacitus, that you will keep secret this dread
meeting.” "’
nTherg was again a chuckle, but it was lost upon the
torrified Skimpole. He repeated the rather curious oath,
trembling in every limb. ;

“Vou will immediately leave the wood and go <traight
back to school and get to bed, without saying a word to a
soul. Swoar by the Iliad of Homer and the Zineid of
Virgil, by the Georgics, the Bucolics, the Philippics, and the
Ars Poetica.”

Skimpole swore.

< ghall we let him live now that he has sworn, comrades ?”’

¢ Rotter make all sure by driving your trusty dagger {o his
heart I

“Really—" protested Skimpole.  “Really, I assuro
you—"’

“Cheese it—I mean, silence, knave! You may go! Co,
without once looking back—go, and if you linger by the wey,
look out for our trusty daggers, that's all!” ;

Skimpole was allowed to rise. His assailants (hsapl!;.cnrqd
in the wood. The amateur Socialist blinked round him in
dismay.

“Dear me!” ho murmurad. ‘¢ I—I should be most happy
to leave the wood at once, as I have a strong objection to
being murdered, but I really do not know the way.”

“ Keep straight forward till you get in the beaten traclk,”
said the deep voice from the bushes; “ then turn to the right,
and it will lead you to the lane.” :

“Thank you very much !” said Skimpole.

And he plunged away throufh the wood. The track was
only a few paces distant, and he was soon running along it
for his life. His footsteps died away in the distance, and
the amateur poachers leaned against the trees and gasped
with merriment.

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. ¢ Skimmy grows funnier
mvm-f' day. I don't think we should have disposed of young
Wally so easily.” s z

“Well, we've disposed of 8kimmy, an way,” said Blake.
“He'll go straight home now, and he won’t look for
poachers again in a hurry.” X

“Vans, wathah! And now he is gone, Blake, I wish to
oall your aftention to the wude expwessions you took the
liberty of applyin’ to me—""

“0Oh, ring off, Gussy! We'll go and look for young Wally
now."”

“ T wefuse to wing off !

“(Come on!” said Tom Merry.
finished talking. I—" i

The hero of the Shell broke off abruptly. As the juniors
plunged on through the wood a sound came from the
distance—a low, strange cry—the cry of a human being in
puain. It echoed among the trees for a moment, and then
died away, and was followed by silence—a terrible and
oppressive silence. The juniors involuntarily halted. The
looked at one another in the gloom. They could not see eucg
other's faces. But they knew that they were pale as death.
That low cry seemed to be ringing in their ears yet, and
the silence that followed it was more terrible than any sound
could have been.

Undah the ecircs.——"

“Gussy will never bo

—

CHAPTER 14.
A Strange Meeting.

ALLY ran on through the wood at top speed after
escaping from young ILynn. The discharged

keeper's intentions were kind enough, but they did

not agree with the inclinations of the junior. He did not
mean to leave the wood without Pongo, and he was haunted
by the fear that the shots he had heard had béen fired at

s favourite.

* He ran on for some distance, plunging recklessly through
bush and briar, shaking drops over himself From wet
branches, and at last sto bped to listen. His breath was
coming in short gasps, and his heart was throbbing wildly.
But there was no sound of pursuit; Lynn, if he had
purs(;wd him, had missed him in the darkness of the tangled
wood.

“I'm out of that!” murmured D’Arcy minor.
people are too obliging by half.
old Pongo is? Pongo! Pongo!”

He called the name softly. He did not want to betray
his whereabouts to Lynn, or to the man who had fired the
shots, whether he was Barberry, the keeper, or a poacher.
e ﬁnvo a start as he caught the sound of a low whine in the
wood.

“Pongo! Pongo!” whis{)ered Wally breathlessly.

The low whine was audible again. It was a dog’s whine—
the whine of an animal in pain. Wally thought again of

“Some
Now, 1 wonder where
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tho two gun-shots, and his heart beal ﬁeroel‘f. He gropod
through the wood in the direction of the sound,

“Ponza! Good doggie! Is it you, Pongo?” :

The dog whined. Wally groped forward, and his hand
touched a warm, palpitating body. The body was weot |
Was it the dew? What was it so wet and warm that meg
the fingers of the junior? The hot tears started to Wally’s
eves—his heart beat thickly. He did not need a light to
sfmw him what it was. Ile knew that it wag blood !

“Pongo!” .he whispered, and the tears dropped hotly
from his eyes upon the snuggling muzzle o
“Pongo !’ ‘

The dog snuggled into his arms with a_low whine. He
knew his master. Wally hugged him in his arms, pressing
the warm, throbbing body to his chest. ;

« Pongo—poor old Pongo! Oh, the brutes! The brutes!”

The dog had been shot. I
irate keepers, but he had always escaped with nothing worse
than a graze. His luck had failed him this time. Whether
he was badly hurt, the boy had no means of iul.lin%; But ho
had been hit, and his ragged coat was wot with blood.

Wally choked back his tears. e picked nI) the shivering
mongrel in his arms, and hugged it under his jacket.
Pongo lay there contentedly enough. Tho boy did not give
a thought to the state he was making his clothes in. His
only idea was to get away—to get Pongo away fram further
danger, somewhere where he could examine his wound.
Holding the dog close in his arms, he made his way through
the black thickets.

But in the run from the young keeper he had totally .
He had found the dog, but he had lost
The woods were trackless to a stranger in the day:
time; at night there were few who could find their way about, g

lost his bearings.
himself.

once off the beaten track. Wally was totally strange to the
He had not given this aspect of the matter a thought

place.
till ho tried to find his way homeward. Then he realised
“My word !”

that he was hopelessly lost. s
“ My word !” murmured Wally, in dismay, **M;
He had not the faintest idea in which direction St. Jim's

lay, or the village, or the road. Black thickets, huge trees ;

with a faint glimmer of the moon on their foliage, enveloped
him on all sides. He was lost!

He held the dog close. Tor the firsh time the loneliness,
tho deep and terrible silence, of the solitary woods by uighﬁ
rushed upon his mind. He was glad of the companions ip
of the dog. Pongo nuzzled and whined faintly.

It was useless to remain where he was. His only course
was to keep on, trusting to luck to find a beaten tracks or to
emerge by chance at some point of the wood. He moved
on slowly, stumbling over tangled twigs, tearing his clothes
on thorns, stumbling in masses of fallen and sodden leaves.

The thickets suddenly seemed to recede from him, and
there was a gilimpso of moonlight.
Was it a YM ? He stopped and looked about him. He was
on the cdge of a ‘hollow glade. Deep, thick grass, heavy
with moisture, covered the ground, glistening in the moon-
licht. The shadows of huge trees were thick round the
glade. At one point was a glimmer of red—of a light !

Thore was someone in the glade. For a moment Wally’s
heart throbbed with relief at the thought of human beings
near at hand. But it was only for a moment. He thought
of the keeper who had shof Pongo—he thought of the
poachers.  And he drew quickly back into tﬁo blackest
shadow. :

The light was very close to the ground. . It moved slightly,
and Wally could see that it was a lantern. The light grew
stronger. The boy followed it all keenly.
been partly covered, but now it was exposed. Two or three
dim forms moved in the shadows. The moonlight fell upon
a man of powerful frame in gaiters, with a gun in the
hollow of his arm. Two others were kneeling in the grass.

Wally watched them curiously. The man with the gun
looked "like a keeper, but the men kneeling in the grass
could never have been mistaken for anything but poachers.
They were a pair of powerful ruffians, with caps drawn down
low over their brows, and cudgels sticking from the pockets
of their coats. What they were doing Wally could not at
first make out. %

But he knew that he was in danger. He knew that he
was watching poachers at work, and that one of those
cudgels might descend upon his head if he were discovered
there. He clasped a hand over Pongo’s muzzle to keep him
quiet. The dog understood. No sound came from };ongo
save his quick, short breathing. .

The boy did not stir. It might be as dangerous to retreat
as to advance, if the ronohors caught a rustlo in the thicket.

“How many?” asked the man with the gun, in a low,
harsh voice. ‘

“Thirty brace.”

“ Good ! A

The men rose to their feet. They held a sack between
them, and Wally knew then that they had been filling it with
their prey—-hares, or rabbits, or birds, he could not tell

A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale of
'Fgm Merry & Co., by Martin Clifford,

the dog, .

He gave a gasp of relief, ‘,‘

The lantern had -

Pongo had been shot at before Ly :

s
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what. But the third man puzzled him. What was a man
clad as a keeper doing watching such a proceeding? Was
it a case of collusion between keeper and poacher? It
flashed into Wally’s mind that that was the explanation.

There was a sudden rustle in the wood, and another figure
stepped into the moonlight in the glade. There was a sﬁnrp
exclamation from the keeper.

s Lfrm ! You here!” .

Wally recognised his old acquaintance. The two poachers
dropped the sack, and each grasped his cudgel, and they
drew closer together. The man in the keeper’'s garb seemed
too taken aback to move., He stood staring at the young
man blankly.

““Yes, Mr. Barberry, T am here !” said Lynn quietly.

“You fool! You fool!”

“Stand back !” Lynn’s voice rang out charply as the two

poachers moved towards him. He raised his right hand, and

.‘lf)ho;v('-.g a stout blackthorn in the moonlight. “ Stand
ack !’

The ruffians hesitated, and seemed to look to their con-

federate for guidance. Barberry was staring almost help-
lessly at Lynn.

“You fool I” he muttered again. ‘“‘You fool " -

“Not fool enough for your purposes, Mr. Barberry !"’ said
the vour}f: man, his voice ringing with scorn. ‘‘ You lied to
Sir Neville about me, but he will soon know the truth now.
He knew that someone was in collusion with the poachers,
and you made him believe that it was I. He will know
better to-morrow !”’

“Fool!” said Barberry again.

“I suspected that it was you,” résumed Lynn. “ Why
otherwise should you have lied my character away? T sus-

ected it; and ever since I left Sir Neville’'s employ I have

een on the watch. I knew I should catch you sooner or
later if you were guilty—and you are guilty. It is you who
are the fool, You could not play this game for ever. You
are discovered now.”’

“ Fool, I say! You can never proye—""

“The proof lies in that sack, and in the other which has
been taken away.”

Barberry started.

“¥You know nothing——""

“1 have been on the watch since mightfall.

Five of you

ghave been at work. Two of your confederates have gone

“with a sack full of rabbits an hour ago. I know their names
and where they live, Before morning their houses will be
gearched by the police, and I think proof enough will be
discovered. And you know they will turn upon you to get
favour from the magistrates. You know it without my
tel.lingbyou. Your game is up.”

Barberry gritted his teeth savagely.

*“ And—and you are fool enough to tell me #0%’

“T want to give you a chance—more than you would havo
given me. Confess to Sir Neville, and elear my name—and

Otherwise—prison.”’

Barberry bowed his head, as if in intense reflection. It
was a trick. The next moment he swung the gun suddenly
round, and the butt end crashed upon the head of the young
keeper. Lynn gave a low, almost strangled cry, and dropped
heavily into the grass.

CHAPTER 15.
St. Jim's to the Rescue.

terror. The young man lay in the thick grass of
the ilude where he had fallen. Wally could not
<ee him, but he pictured him in his mind.. The blow had
been a severe one. What had happened to Lynn?
Barberry stood silent, breathing heavily. His two com-
panions stared at the fallen man in terrified silence.
h“h’ was your work,” muttered one; ‘‘I had no hand in
that.’

; WALLY did not move, He could hardly breathe from

Y Nor 1.”
“Hang you!” muttered Barberry savagely. ‘ Hang your
cowardice ! If he had gone, all would have been ruined.”

He threw the gun into the grass, and stooped beside the
fallen man. - Lynn was insensible, and the blood was oozing
from under his thick hair. The blow had stunned him.
Barberry rose to his feet again. He had acted upon the
savage impulse of the moment. The fear of exposure and
the hatred he felt for the man who menaced him had driven
him to the act. Now he was nonplussed.

“(Get tho sack away,” he muttered at last.

“ And—and that?” muttered one of the poachers.
—you dare not—-""

He did not finish. Barberry laughed shortly.

"]Do,n’t be a fool! Do you think I am like{y to risk my
neck 7’

“But what are you going to do? When he comes to
himself——""

“J don’t know—I must think.”

“You
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There was a short silence. The men lifted up the sack

again, but they seemed reluctant to go. One of them
handled his cudgel, and looked at the imert form of the
young keeper. %Vhen he came to himself, their liberty
depended on him, and it would be so easy to silence him
now.
“ No!” said Barberry, breaking the silence at last. ‘' No,
never that! But—but he can be silenced without—without
that. Listen to me! Put some of the hares in his pockets,
and leave the snare there. Let him be found. I will take
care that one of the under-keepers is sent in this direction,
and he will find him, He will be arrested as a poacher
before he is able to speak. It will be taken for granted
that he was poaching, and was knocked down in a row with
one of the gang. Do you see?”

One of the ruffians chuckled.

“T see! It will work, but——"

“J shall be there, to give'suspicion the right turn,” said
Barberry, with a savage grin, all his lost nerve seeming to
return to him as he planned the way out of his danger.
“Take that sack away, and shove it into Lynn’s cottage.”

“Lynn’s cottage?”’

“Yes. Leave about a couple of dozen in it; that will be
sufficient. I will see that tge sack is found there by the

roper persons. Then when he recovers and tells his story,
f fancy he will find it hard to make people believe him.”

“ (Good ! :

“Get away, then—quick! There's no time to waste.”

Wally crouched quite still, half frozen with horror and
foar. The shadowy form of the keeper secemed to him like
that of some demon as he listened to his words. The depth
of cunning amazed.and horrified the boy. But he soon had
something nearer to think about. The two poachers, carry-
ing the sack between them, moved from the glac e, and
strode directly towards the spot where Wally was crouching
in the shadow of the.tree.

The boy had no time to escape. e could hardly have
moved without making a sound to give the alarm; but he
had no time to move. The ruffians were upon him in a
few seconds, and there was a startled exclamation as one
of them stumbled over the crouching boy.

Pongo gave a low, fierce growl.

The sack dropped with a dull thud .into the grass. The
grasp of the poachers was upon Wally the next moment,
and he was dragged out into the moonlight of the glade.
His heart was bea‘tiniz violently ; his tongue clove to the
roof of his mouth. He tried to remain cool; he tried to
keep his wits about him; but everything secemed to swim
before his gaze. g

“Who—who is that?”’ broke in short, gasping syllables
from Barberry.

“Some*brat; he has been watching.” :

Barberry pressed his hand to his brow. He realised what
it meant to him. His deed had not only been seen, but his
plot had been overheard. His look was almost murderous
as it was fixed on Wally.

“It is @ brat from tie school,” he muttered. ‘ That—
that dog is a brute I shot at an hour ago. I thought I had
killed it. Boy—brat—oh, all is lost!”

Wally’s terror was passing. His wits began to clear, and
he hugged the dog tighter in his arms, not resisting. the
grasp of the poachers. That would have been futile.

‘i All is’ up,” muttered Barberry brokenly, “ unless—
unless——’

He looked fixedly at the poachers. They did not meet his
glance. They were desperate men, they had done desperato
things, but

““No,” muttered one—*no!”

“He will blab! All is lost!”

“Make him promise—-""

Barberry laughed savagely X %

“A lot of use that would be. Do you think a promise
would bind a boy’s chattering tongue? If he goes ack to
the school the whole place will ring with this to-morrow.”

He grasped Wally fiercely by the shoulder.

“ Brat, what are you doing here?”

“¥ came to look for my dog.”

“Your dog? Oh, I wish I had shot you instead! But
it is not_yet too late—it is not too late.” :

He picked up his gun from the grass. What terrible
thought was in his mind Wally could guess only too well.
He began to struggle. ¥

“Help! Help!” |

The boy’s cry rang piercingly through the wood. One of
the poachers clapped a rough hand savagely over his mouth,

“ Quiet, you whelp !’

But the cry had been heard. There was a sound in the
wood—of fluttering twigs, of parting thickets, and rustling
folinge. The poachers started and listened.  Barberry,
with his hand on the gun, stood as if suddenly turned to
stone. Who were they who were racing at top speed through
the dark wood towards the glade?

A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale of
om Merry & Co.,, by Martin Clifford.
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Wally strove to shout, again. He was as amazed by the
hurrying footsteps as his captors could be. But the rough
hand on his mouth choked his cry.

“ Bottor cut!” muttered a rough voice.
Mr. Barberry!” . :

The keeper did not reply ; he seemed almost stunned. The
poachers looked at him impatiently, and then, suddenly
releasing Wally as the footsteps came closer, they darted
into the wood and ran. The sack lay in the grass whero
they had dropped it. Wally reeled against a tree, the dog
still in his arms.

“Telp !” he gasped.

“8t. Jim’s to the rescue!”

It was Tom Merry’s voice, And Tom Merry & Co. weroe
bursting from the thickets into the moonlit glade. There
was a strange sound from Barberry. It was something
between a sigh and a _groan: He dropped the gun, and,
turning, plunged heavily into the wood. He knew that all
was lost now—that only arrest remammed—arrest and im-
prisonment, from which only prompt flight could save him.

“ Wally " cried Arthur Augustus. “ Wally! Where are
you?”

“Hera I am, Gus!” said Master Wally, all his coolness
roturning as he found himself in the presence of the chums
of St. Jim’s. *‘Fancy meeting you!”

““Who was that bolting?”’ asked Tom Morry breathlessly.
“ A couple of poachers and Mr. Barberry.’

“ What!”

“Tact! He was in leaguo with them; look at that sack.”
“My only hat!” <

“Bai Jove! Pewwaps you will admit now, Blake, that
was wight.”

“T never said you weren’t, Gussy.

“T am vewy glad I decided to look into the mattah. It
has had most fortunate wesults.”

“Why, what have you done?”’ demanded Monty Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah, it is wathah bad form to carp in that
cwitical way.”

“ 1t was you yelled for help, T suppose, you young rascal?”’
said Tom Merry.

“Yes. They had collared me, you see, and that beast
Barberry was picking up his gun. Blessed if I know
whether he was going to pot me or not, but he looked like
it. Much obliged to you chaps for coming up like this.
But I say, look at that poor chap; he's in a pretty bad
state, I think.” :

“ Who—what? Why, it’s young Lynn!”

“Vos; and it was Barberry clumped him op the head
with the butt of his gun.” 3

Tom Merry knelt beside the young man. The moonlight
gleamed on his pallid face as Tom raised his head. The
junior shuddered. For a moment he feared that Lynn was
doad. But, he was breathing, tyugh faintly. The blood,
oozing from under his hair, wal _taining one side of his
white face. A huge bruise was forming where the blow had
fallen. The juniors gathered round anxiously. — Most of
them knew Lynn, and liked him.

“Ts he badly hurt?”’ asked Blake, in a low voice.

“T can't quite tell. He’s stunned, and doesn’t show any
sign of coming to. We must get him somewhere where ho
can be seen by a doctor.”

“The village is a jolly long way off.” <

“There’s Sir Neville Boyle’s place, that's not a half-mile
from here,” said Tom Merry quietly.

Blake gave a start.

¢« Qir Neville has sacked him, you know.”

“He couldn’t refuse to take in a wounded man. Besides,
it's pretty clear mow how the facts of the case stand.”

“ Jolly clear!” said Wally. “I heard the rofters talking,
and I can tell the whole story. Barberry won’t dare to
show up again, you can bet on that.”

“ Well, we'll get him to Sir Neville's place,” said Blake.
“We can carry him between us. He’s no light weight,
though.”

Lynn was indeed a good weight. But there were seven
juniors, none of them weak. hey raised Lynn in their
arms tonderly enough. e was still quite insensible.

“Good,” said Wally; “and the doctor can attend to my
dog at the same time. That beast Barberry shot him, but
T think he isn’'t badly hurt. He seems lively enough. Do
you notice how he keeps on trying to get at you, Gus?”’

“You—you young wascal!l Keep the bwute away from
my twousahs.”

“Certainly! r
the manner of a master of the ceremonies.

marched.
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“The game's up,

-
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March, you kids!” said D’Arcy minor, with
And they
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CHAPTER 16. VA

Sir Neville Boyle Makes Amends. et }»

IGHTS wore gleaming from the drawing-room windows '
H‘7 of Sir Neville Boyle’s house. The baronet had "com"}
pany that evening, and the juniors, as they tramped-.
wearily enough up the long drive, heard the sounda.
of music proceeding from the lighted rooms. The French '
windows upon the terrace were open, and the portly form
of Sir Neville Boyle, in evening-dress, could be seen there.

The baronet uttered a sudden exclamation. e had
caught sight of the curious procession on the wide drive.
He came quickly forward to the steps of the terrace, and
peered down into the darkness.

‘“What is that?” ‘

“ Pway excuse us for this uncewemonious visit at such
oxtwemely unusual hour,” came a polite voice from ¢
gloom; “but there was really no alternative—"

““Dry up, Gussy.”

“1 wefuse to dwy up. I am explainin’ the mattah to Sir
Neville Boyle. Undah the circs., sir, I think you will
oxcuse this extwemely uncewemonious call, as we have an
injahed man here who is gweatly in need of medical atten-
tion.”

“ What on earth does it all mean?’ exclaimed Sir Neville,

S

e

t :

The voices had been heard, and a number of Sir Neville's 4
guests had come out at the French windows. A crowd of
men and women in evening-drest looked down on the juniors
in great amazement. The boys from St. Jim’s carried their
burden upon the térrace, and there was a general exclama-
tion of horror at the sight of the white face with its terrible
stains of red.

“In Heaven's name,” cried Sir Neville Boyle, ‘‘ what has
happened 7’ k

“Pway allow me to explain.”

“This is Lynn, sir,” said Tom Mefry quietly. ‘“He was
knocked down and stunned by your head-keepei, Barberry,
in the wood.” 4

‘“‘Bless me! Ho was poaching, I presume?”’
i ““No. ) Barberry was poaching, and Lynn discovered i
him——

“What! You are dreamin Yoy ;.

“There are plenty of proofs, including an eye-witness to
the whole matter,” said Tom Merry, * But at present this
chap needs care. He has had a fearful crack. Will you
send for a doctor?” °

“Of course. Whatever the truth is,
proper attention,” said the baronet.

And in less than a minute a mounted groom was galloping
for a doctor. The injured man, who was still unconscious,
was carried into the house. The merry party in Sir 1
Neville’s drawing-room had had its gaiety damped. 1
= I“tThig‘ matter will need explaining,” said Sir Neville. ¢

“Tt's all right!” broke out D’Arcy minor.

“ Indeed,” said the baronet drily. *“Is it?”

“Th? I was gpeaking of Pongo.” It’s all right.”

““ What does boy mean?”’

“ He means HgMbeastly dog is all wight, sir,”” said Arthur
Augustus. :

““That’s it, he's all right,” said Wally gleefully. “He's
only been grazed. There’s a lump of skin gone, and he's
lost a lot of blood, but he’s all right. I can wrap him up in
my jacket and carry him home. I say, we’d better be off.
The sooner I get poor old Pong comfortably to bed, the
better it will be for him.”

“ Pway wing off, Wally. Sir Neville is speakin’.”

. “ Borry, sir! I'm so jolly glad that Pong is all right, you
know.

“You boys had better come into the library, and explain
this matter,” said Sir Neville. And, excusing himse{i to
his guests, he led the way. The juniors were subjected to
a pretty keen examination in the library, and the baronet
learned the whole story.

“Poor Lynn!” he said. ““He has beon greatly wronged,
but I could not but believe the testimony of my head-
keeper. If Barberry is to be found, he shall be arrested.
1 had not the slightest suspicion that he was such a rascal.
1 will send you boys back to the school in the carriage,
with a note to Dr. Holmes, which may save you from the
punishment you deserve—for you deserve it, you know,
though the matter has turned out so fortunately.”

“We should like to hear what the doctor says about
voung -Lynn first, sir, with your permission,” said Tom

1

he shall not want i‘or

arry.

“Yaas, wathah! I wish to be able to inform Mawy, the
housemaid, that I have looked into the mattah, and that it
is all wight.” R >

T can hear the doctor now, I think,” said Sir Neville
I will rejoin you.” :

:
1
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He left the juniors in the library. In ten minutes he re-
turned. Tom Merry looked at him with eager inquiry.

“How is Lynn, sir?”’ "

“ He has had a nasty knock, but the doctor says he will

be quite himself again in a week, T am glad to say. And
now, the carriage 1s ready for you.”

*Thank you, sir!”

“One word, pway,” said D’Arcy. “You may not be

aware, Sir Neville, that Lynn was engaged to Mawy, the
housemaid in the School House at St. Jim’s, a most wespect-
able and mewitowious young person.”

“No, I cannot gay I was aware of it,” said Sir Neville,
with a smile,

“It is wathah an important mattah to her, sir. You see,
they were goin’ to be mawwied at Chwistmas, and when
you gave young Lynn the ordah of the boot, it quite mucked
up their mawwiage pwospects. I was quite touched by
Mawy’s sowwowful looks, you know, and I pwomised her
to look into the mattah and set it wight, and I am glad that
my efforts have turned out so successfully. But may I assure
Mawy that it is all wight, sir—that you are goin’ to take
yeung Lynn on again, and they can be mawwied at Chwist-
mas all the same?”

Sir Neville laughed.

“Certainly, my lad. And you may tell Mary, also, that
I am going to make William Lynn my head-keeper, as a
compensation for the wrong I unintentionaltly did Lim.”

“Bai Jove, that is good news! Thank you vewy much,
Rir Neville.”

The baronet showed the boys to the waiting carriage, and
shook hands with all of them ere they departed. Wally was
still nursing his injured pet.

T think I managed that affaih pwetty well,” D’Arey re-
marked, as the carriage rolled schoolward. And as the
others were too sleepy to argue the point, D’Arcy remained
unconfuted.

They arrived at St. Jim’s at last._ Taggles was so amazed
at the sight of the juniors in Sir Neville Boyle’s carriage,
that he forgot to grumble at the trouble of opening the gate.
Tom Merry rang up the School House, and Mary the house-
maid came to the door to open it. The girl was looking
very quiet, but there were traces of red about her eyes.

Mr. Railton came out of his study, with a very severe
expression on his face. Tom Merry took off his cap and
presented Sir Neville's letter. Meanwhile, Arthur Augustus
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was explaining matters to Mary, and Wally was taking hig
pet away to be housed for the night.

“It’s all wight, Mawy,” said D’Arcy.
I pwomised you to look into the mattah.
tunate enough to pwove young Lynn’s innocence. Bar-
bewwy has made twicks—bunked, you know—and Sir
Neville is goin’ to make Lynn his head-keepah.”

The girl looked astounded.

“Oh, Master D’Arcy, it is cruel to joke about such a
thing !”” she murmured.

“Weally, Mawy, can you possibly considah me capable of
jokin’ on such a mattah?”

“ But—but——""

“It’s all true, Mary,” said Blake—* true as a die! We’ll
tell you all about it to-morrow; but every word Gussy says
is the solid truth, except that he didn’t——"

“ Ahem!” said Mr. Railton, having read the letter.
“Under the circumstances, you will be pardoned, my boys.
Go to bed at once.”

*“ Yes, sir.”

“Mary, I am glad to tell you that William Lynn is quite
cleared of the charge against him, and that Sir Neville has
taken him into favour again,”’ said Mr. Railton kindly.
“There, don’t cry, my dear, it will be all right now.”

Mary was crying, but it was from happiness now. She
went away with her apron to her eyes. D’Arcy minor came
in with Herries. The new junior presented a shocking
sight. He was covered with mud and blood and ecanine
hairs. and Mr. Railton gave him a very expressive glance.

“You had better take your brother to a bath-room before |
he goes to bed, D’Arcy,” he said.

And D’Arcy did. Glad enough were the juniors to get to
bed again. And glad, too, to escape the licking they had
fully expected—and which Skimpolo had not escaped. ' The
next day St. Jim’s was buzzing with the story, and Figgins
& Co. came over from the New House to hear all the details,
and to growl at.Tom Merry and Blake for leaving them out
of the fun. Arthur Augustus told the story right and left,
and worked it out to his own satisfaction that he had looked
into the matter and set it right. And he was extremely
indignant when he found that most of the fellows were more
inclined to attribute the happy result to D’Arcy minor.

THE END,

(Another long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co. mext Thursday,

entitled, * Darrell's Secret,” by Martin Clifford, Order in advarice Id.

“You wemembah
I have been for-
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GRAND STORY.

A

THRILLING TALE OF THE COAL-MINES

By MAX HAMILTON.

P e e S R

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

David Steele, fifteen years of age, is forced through cir-
cumstances to leave the little North-country village which
had been home to him all his days.

Wrexborough is his destination. He tramps on hour after
hour, but at last, being too tired to move, falls to sleep
on the banks of a canal. He is awakened by voices, and
overhears a vile plot. He resolves to frustrate it, and is
successful in saving the victim’s life.

The next morning the rescued man tells David he is Mr.
Scots, a wealthy Wrexborough mine-owner, He exacts a
promise from the boy not to say a word about the attempt
on his life, and orders Mr. Grafton, his manager, to find
David some work to do. He also gets Mrs. Nichols, the wife
of one of his men, to board and lodge him. David is dumb-
founded on discovering that Markham, one of the men who
had made the attack on Mr. Scott, is living under the same
roof. On his first morning, David is awakened early, and
goes down into the mine. He is shown through the shaft
by Mr. Hobbs, an overseer, and is then set to work as a
“trammer,”

(Now go on with the story.)
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Left-handed Billy.

David’s new duties were fairly arduous, but he soon found
that at least they were simple of comprehension. The little
mine ponies, long unused to the light of day, trotted stolidly
along between the rails from the ‘‘flat” to the spot whero
the ** filler " was waiting to load the coal which the * getter a
had brought up, and the ‘‘ holer,” or skilled miner, wielding
his pick as he lay outstretched upon the ground, had under-
cut from the face of the seam.

He soon made acquaintance with several of his mates, lads
of his own age, who gave him a hearty if unceremonious welcome,
and who were all anxious to hear from his own lips the story
of his rescue of ** Left-handed Billy,” as they one and all termed
their employer. In fact, when the dinner-hour came round,
and tho lads were free to surround David, he had no littie
difficulty in parrying their questions on his adventure, and
at the same time sticking as far as possible to the truth.

One thing he soon gathered from their talk—that Mr. Scott
was thoroughly popular with those in his employ.

“ A right good chap, our Billy !’ declared Jim Cottrell,
one of the trammers, heartily. *‘There ain’t a man in the
pit as wouldn’t be glad of a chance to do what you did for "im.”

A B:Fgendld. Long, Complete School Tale ot
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“’Copt Markham and his lot,” broke in Joe Benson, with
o grin.  ““ You forget Markham, Jim. If he saw Left-handed
Billy a-tumbling into th’ water, I don’t think he'd hurry much
to get 'im out.’

Dayvid leant forward eagerly.

* Has Markham got a grudge against Mr. Scott 7’ he asked
eagerly.

Jim Cottrell nodded.

* Ay, that he has,”” he roplied, with his mouth full, ¢ though
why, it beats me to say, He's allus a-grumblin’, and trymg
to make others like him ; but, bless you, ’e only gets laughe
st for his pains, ’cept by a few silly "uns as foolish as himself.
Seerhs 'e’s got a taste for making mischief.”

“Do you remember,” broke in Joe Benson, ¢ what a row
ho made when Phillips was turned off ? Called a lot of the
chaps together, and wanted to lay the case before the Miners’
Federation.”

* Ay,” chuckled Jim, ‘ and my dad spoke up to him straight.
Yold ’im that if he thought the Miners’ Federation 'ud bother
their heads about a chap as hadn’t been fit for work through
dArink for months, he was jolly well mistaken. You should
'ave 'eard the others call out ‘ ’Iar, ’ear !’ when dad finished,”
continued Jim, turning to David with evident pride in his
parent’s speech-making powers. *“ Markham was sick, ’e was.
B f;rumbled somethink about taking away a chap’s character,
and letting his wife and kiddies starve—as if we didn’t all
know what Phillips was !
Miner’s Rest long ago.”

“And as for ’is wife and kiddies,” Joe went on, ¢ there
weren’t no need of the subseriptions t’ chaps were going to get
up for them, for Left-handed Billy he started ’er in a little
shop all on his own, and without saying a word to anyone.
A right good 'un he is ! Hallo, boys, time’s up ! Come along
and ‘get back to t’ tubs!”

"E left ’is own character at the

What Happened in the Mine.

David Steele was not naturally suspicious, but his experiences
of the last foew days led him to receive Markham's apparent
friendliness with considerable mistrust.

Nor was he wrong in this. In reality, Markham stood in
mortal terror of the lad, whose knowledge of past events, if
he chose to make use of it, could consign him to a respectable
term of penal servitude.

Ho believed that David was spying upon his actions, and
he had the best of reasons for wishing certain transactions
in which he was engaged to be kept as secret as possible. Such
boing the case, he racked his brains for some means of getting
the lad out of Wrexborough for the present. Violence—
coming from him, at least—was too risky, What then was
to be done ?

It was only after deep consideration of the subject that an
idea struck him.

¢ Bkirling and his lot!” he exclaimed. “ Why didn't I
think of him before ? Skirling’ll set his whole gang on the
boy for a sovereign, and if that don't make the pit too hot
to hold Master David Steele, why, I'm a Dutchman'! "

And, with a satisfied grin on his face, he set off at his earliest
spare moment to the Miner's Rest, where he was certain of
finding Job Skirling and a circle of admiring followers.

He was not disappointed. A glance round the tap-room
showed him the burly, bullet-headed figure of Job Skirling
—nicknamed, as he would have been proud to tell you, the
** Wroxborough Terror.”

A big, hulking fellow was Job Skirling, a man with whom
few of the better sort of Wrexborough cared to be seen, but
one with whom fewer still cared to quarrel. If he had pos-
sessed a little more pluck he would have made a first-class
prizefighter. As it was, he took advantage of "his physique
to make himself foared and hated. His * gang,” a3 they
wero called, consisted of a few of the rougher and younger
pitmen who, under his leadership, had succeeded in getting
themselves into very bad odour in the district.

Such was Job Skirling, the worthy who turned a contemptuous
eye on Markham when the latter accosted him with ;

* Hallo, Skirling ! T want a word with you !

“ Want a word wi' me, do you, old cockalorum !’ returned
Job politely. “The question is, how long you'll have to go
on wanting ! "—a sally which was received with uproarious
applause by his neighbours in the tap-room.

t.would not at any time have suited Markham to quarrel
with the * Wrexborough Terror,” but to-night less than ever,
So he betrayed no anger at that gentleman’s remark, merely
approaching his mouth to Skirling’s ear to whisper :

*“I can put a bit o’ money in your pocket, Job !

Job Skirling looked up inecredulously, but Markham’s face
convinced him that he was in earnest. Money never came
amiss to the * Wrexborough Terror,” who was generally in
debt for his score at the Miner’s Rest. Signing to Markham
to follow him, he shouldered his way into the street.

 How much is the job worth ? ” was his first inquiry,

*“ Twenty bob ! :

NEXT
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“H'm! What’s to do?” -

““ Look here,” said Markham. * You know that kid, Dave
Steele, that tho boss has been making such a fuss about ?

¢ Yes—stuck-up little beggar ! "

“You're right,” returned Markham; “he is a stuck-up
little beggar. More than that, he is a sneaking little beggar
—a 8py o Scott’s. I've found him out in his tricks, currying
favour with the overseers by preaching, and I want the place
made too hot to hold him.”

¢ Well, why don’t you do it yourself ?  inguired Job.

“’Cause I haven’t got a dozen chaps to back me up, and
a dozen can do a sight more to make it disagreeable for him
than me by myself. Tell you what, Job, I believe it was he
split on you to Hobbs t'other day, when he was so down on

ou.l”
. Skirling’s -eyes sparkled angrily. He was too vain and
stupid to see that Markham was making a tool of him.

“Did he, the young cub ?" he muttered. * Then I owe
him ‘one, as well as Hobbs. Here, hand over the quid, and
consider the trick done. I'll make his life a terror. He'll
find it the best plan to quit Wrexborough before I've done
wi’ him1"”

The sovereign changed hands, and Markham returned home
chuckling at the thought of the enemies he had raised wu
against David Steele. If any man could make a boy’s life
unbearable, that man swas Job Skirling. Markham guessed
rightly that to whatever bullying he might be exposed, David
would be too proud to complain to the authorities, and that
very pride would make it all the easier to render his existence
intolerable, and force him in sheer misery to leave the Wrex-
borough pit.

Partly from fear, and partly from admiration of their leader,
the Skirling gang were well disciplined, and when the word
was passed round that Dave Steele was to be bullied into

leaving the mine, the whole crew prepared to obey orders
implicitly.
They began by throwing every possible hindrance in the

way of his work, and more than once David was sharply reproved
by the overseer for his slowness in carrying out his duties
when he had, cither by force or by a trick, been purposely
delayed by some member of the gang. In vain the boy remon-
strated ; blows, and the taunt that he was ‘‘ Scott’s spy
were the only satisfaction he received. David was no coward,

but there was not a single one of his tormentors for whom

he was physically a match, He was, therefore, practicall

* helpless in their hands—a fact which Job Skirling himself

demonstrated by intercepting him in one of the lonelier galleries
of the mine and inflicting an utterly unprovoked thrashing
upon him, which he wound up with an assurance that there
were plenty more of the same kind to follow.

From his fellow ‘* trammers "’—boys of his own age—David
got plenty of sympathy, for there were few of them that had

* not at some time or other smarted at the hands of the Skirling

gang ; but more than sympathy they were powerless to give,
and they, as well as tho victim himself, were quite unable
to guess at the reason for this sudden ill-treatment and organised
animosity.

Job Skirling fulfilled his ]promise that the boy’s life should
be made a terror to him. It was with a feeling of relief that
another day was over that David knocked off-work each evening.
His enemies had told him plainly that they meant to drive
him out of the mine, but by that very statement they had
roused all the pride in the lad’s nature, and he determined
that he would never give in to them. But if he was obstinate,
80 was Job Skirling, who, quite apart from his promise to

Markham, had begun to grow furious at having his authority

defied by a ‘‘blooming kid!”—a frame of mind that was
strengthened by Markham’s cunningly-worded taunts on his
lack of success.

“Tll teach the little beggar to defy me,” he growled in
answer, ‘‘ next time I come across him ! ”

That next time was not long in coming. On the following
day, as David was leading his pony from the ““flat” to the
face of the seam, the little animal suddenly stopped short,
and, with unaccustomed obstinacy, refused to budge an inch.
In vain David tried to coax him forward. Planting his fore-
feet firmly on the ground, the pony resisted all his attempts.

“ Why, what’s the matter with you, Toby ?” the ladpsaid,
pﬁtting the creature’s neck soothingly, for Toby was trembling
all over.

“ Won't go on, won't 'e!” said a voice in his ear. *“I'll
show you how to make him !”

And Job Skirling—for he it was—planted a well-aimed
kick in the little beast’s ribs. Even when it was repeated
again and again, however, Toby did not stir; but, with his
ears laid back, struggled to retire rather than advance,

His anger overcoming all considerations of prudence, David
sprang to the pony’s head.

** Leave him alone ! ” he said fiercely.
not yours ;
treated !

““ He's in my charge,
and I'm responsible for seeing that he's properly

The answer was a blow that sent him reeling backwards -
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and Skirling, delighted at the opportunity of tormenting his
victim, seized Toby by the head, and by main force dragged
him and his load a few paces onwards, pausing now and again
to inflict a brutal kick on the struggling pony.

“ You're responsible, are you ?” he jeered. ‘' Well, then,
you'd better try and stop me from treating your mangy beast
ag I like !

“You let him go!” cried David, as, still giddy from the
offects of the blow which Skirling had dealt him, he rushed once
more at his antagonist. ** Let him go, you brute ! ”

With a snarl, Skirling turned once more on the boy, and
raised his arm for another blow—one that was never given,
however. For a sudden, rending crash struck upon David’s
ears, while at the same moment a blinding cloud of dust almost
choked him.

He staggered back, wondering what had happened. Ho
was in utter darkness, His own lamp, which he had placed
upon the ground when he rushed at Skirling, as well as that
of his antagonist, had in some way, of which he was a9 yet
ignorant, been extinguished. 3

A moan, that seemed to come from somewhere near his
feet, made him stoop and feel for Skirling ; and his late enemy
seized his hand and clung to it desperately.

“Don’t leave me ! he almost sobbed. I can’t move,
Dave. There’s a great bit of rock on the top of me. Yo won’t
leave me alone to die in the dark, will ye, lad ? I'm sorry
for what I did to ye, 1 am indeed. Don’t leave me—don’t
leave me !

His voice rose nearly to a screams David realised how
poor a creature was this bully who had made his life a misery.
I'here was little of the bully now about the wretched man
who clutched the lad’s hand, fri%htencd out of his wits by
she prospeet of loneliness and death.

“g won’t leave you,” David returned contemptuously.
‘ But what has happened ? I don’t understand!”

““ A bit of the roof given away,” said Skirling. *‘ The walls
must 'a been ‘creeping.’ I suppose that blessed pony of
yours could feel it comm%‘. Oh, I wish I hadn’t been such
a fool as to meddle with the beast ! My leg’s broke, for sure.
It hurts awful. And we're cut off from the shaft. Most
likely we'll die afore they get us out !”

And the ‘ Wrexborough Terror” fairly gave way and
began to blubber. Perhaps it was as well for his self-esteem
that the darkness hid the contempt on David's face.

“Well,” gaid the latter, *if we’re cut off from the shaft
we're not the only ones. There’s two or three others at the
end of the gallery. And, hallo, there’s a light! They're
coming to see what's the matter !

David was right. Three mibers who had been working
at the end of the gallery, warned by the sound of the falling
rock that something serious had occurred, were hurr infz to
the scene of the catastrophe, and, as they reached it, the light
from the lamps showed what had happened. As Skirling
had surmised, a portion of the roof had given way, blocking
up the gallery and burying beneath the débris David’s tub
and the unfortunate pony, whose instinct had vainly warned
him of danger. Both Skirling and David had narrowly escaped
the same fate ; the former, in fact, had been knocked down
and bruised by a shower of rubble.

It did not take the new-comers long to realise their position,
but the phlegmatic coolness with which they accepted the
situation was in marked contrast to Job Skirling’s moans and

eries.

“Fh, lad, not quite so much noise about it ! ” gaid Nathan
Benn disdainfully. * Here, Dave boy, lend a hand whilo
we get him clear o’ the rubbish ! ™

“Pake care !’ shricked Job, as they began to clear away
the stones from his recumbent form. ‘ My legs is broke !

“ What, both o’ them ?” returned Benn coolly. * No
fear! Take my word for it, you wouldn’t make so much
noise if they were. Now, then,” he went on as, having freed
Job from the heap of rubble, he knelt down beside him and
ran his hand along the prostrate man’s legs, *‘ where’s the
damage ? It’s not in the bones, for they are sound enough. Tt
strikes me you’re more frightened than hurt, Job Skirling !

Even the peril in which they were placed could not provent
a grin going round the little group at the expense of the * Wrex-
borough Terror.”

“Stand up and don’t fool !’ went on Nathan Benn sternly.
“Fh, but it’ll be a good laugh when t’ chaps hear how Job Skirling
cried like a baby when t’ rock fell in !

1f ever a man looked like a pricked bladder, that man was
Job Skirling at that moment. Benn wasted no more words
on him.

“ Now, lads,” he said, turning to the others, ‘ while the
lamps hold out we'd better set to work wi’ our picks on the
rock, to meet t’chaps as’ll- be digging away on t’ other gide.”

The suggestion was at once acted upon. And Benn, who
was a cool-headed, sensible fellow, arranged his little party
of five to the best advantage. While two used their picks,
two removed the fragments of rock they had displaced, and
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the fifth rested for half an hour at a time till his turn cam?
round again. %

Of the depth of rock through which they had to cut they
were, of course, ignorant, and every now and then they would
pause and knock loudly, in the hope of obtaining an answering
signal. It was not until the last of their lamps was just expiring
that one came, however ; but when it did come, it was received
with a cheer from five thankful throats.

Ounly a few minutes later their lamp went out, and they
were left in utter darkness-—a darkness that could be feit.
Further work was impossible. All they could do was to sit
and wait for a deliverance that might come too late.

Those long hours of darkness were a horrible strain upon
the nerves. More than once Job Skirling gave way entirvely,
and. burst into incoherent sobs ; the others sat for the most
part grimlr gilent. David had not the vaguest idea of how
long they had been entombed. He only knew that it scemed
to him years since he had looked upon the light of day. A
stupor, from which he in vain tried to rouse himself, was creeping
over him.

As a matter of fact, the time during which the five men
had been imprisoned might now have been reckoned by days,
not hours ; and foul air and lack of nourishment were doing
their deadly work. Skirling had long ceased his lamentations,
and Benn his attempts to raise his comrades’ spirits. The
exhaustion that precedes death was stealing over them. Even
hunger had ceased to be painful, and their ears had become
dulll’cd to the sound of the distant blows upon their prison
wall.

Gradually, however, these sounds grew nearer; and at
length, in an interval of consciousness, David awoke to the
fact that voices were close at hand.

It took him a minute or two to realise what those voices
meant, then he called weakly to his fellow-prisoners, but received
no answer. The horrible fear that he was the only one left
alive forced itself upon him. Shuddering, he rose, and stag-

ered in the direction of the sound. As he did so a ray of
ight met his eyes. He gave a faint cry, that was answered
by a glad one from without.

The rescuers were still gome distance away, but they had
reached a point at which the fallen rock was more loosely
piled together. In fact, by creeping under a huge slab which
was supported in its place by smaller boulders, it was possible,
though dangerous, in view of a subsidence, for a shght lad
like David to work his way through the débris.

At another time the boy would have thought twice before
taking the risk, but in his eagerness for release he did not
hesitate, and began to creep painfully along the tortuous little
tunnel that led to safety. Exhausted as he was, it was no
easy job, and when he was seized by the shoulders and dragged
out into a group of miners, his senses had almogt left him.

It was Scott himself who supported him in his arms, while
Grafton held a mixture of beef-tea and brandy to his lips. It
brought new life to him, and he was soon able to answer the
questions put to him.

“ Are the others alive ? ”” asked Scott anxiously.

“ 1 don’t know, sir. I know they are unconscious, for none
of them answered when I called.”

Scott groaned.

“ Poor fellows—and it may be hours yet till we can reach
them, or even pass them food—if they are able to take it ! ”

“ Let me take it to 'em, sir !

It was David who spoke.

“ Nonsense, lad ! T can’t let you risk your life again. It
was a more dangerous job than you imagined, crawling through
that opening—the wall might have ‘crept’ at any moment,
and come down on you. Besides, you are only fit for a rest.”

But David stood his ground. '

I got through to save myself, go I can go back to save
the other chaps,” he said doggedly. ‘‘ I'm the only cne that
can, for no grown man could squecze himself through.”

There was a murmur of applause. Scott hesitated, and
then laid his hand on the boy’s shoulder.

“ You're right, David,” he said. ‘ But I wish to Heaven
1 could take your place ! ”

And he turned aside, covering his face with his hands, while
David, with a couple of flasks stowed in his pockets, and pro-
vided with a lamp, recommenced his perilous journey. His
head was clearer now, and he realised fully how perilous it
was, how his every movement was liable to brin, (}own upon
him some mass of tottering rock that would crush him out of
recognjtion. 3

As for the rescue-party, they stood in breathless silence
until a distant “ All right !* told them that the dangerous
passage was a,ccoml)lished.

“ Bravo, Dave !’ shouted Scott.
his words excitedly.

It was some hours later when they forced their way to the
gpot where the poor fellows lay, and found them alive—thanks,
in all probability, in some cases at least, to the nourishment
that David had brought and administered. The news of the
boy’s plucky feat had been ecarried to the pit’s mouth, ard

And the miners echoed
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loud ag wore the cheers that greeted rescuers and rescued,
the loudest were for David Steele. In fact, but for Scott’s
interference, the boy would have found it difficult to escape
from the throng that surrounded him.

And the fact of his incrcased popularity was not the only
result of the accident in the pit for David. From that day
forward Job Skirling and his gang molested him no more.
Whether the * Wrexborough Terror ” felt any gratitude or
admiration is doubtful, but the tale of his cowardice had spread,
and Job found himself deserted by even his most faithful fol-
lowers, ¥rom henceforth Markham  had nothing to hope
from his ally or David to fear from him.

David Makes a Discovery.

Tor some time David’s life in the mine continued un-
eventful enough ; but the ronnd of his daily duties did not
provent him from speculating on the mystery that surrounded
his employer,

Abovoe all, he watched Markham.

Days passed, however, and nothing in the latter’s conduct
pointed to any further development of the mystery. Neither
wag Scott’s nocturnal visit repeated. HMe and Markham, if
they met, must have chosen some other rendezvous. In fact,
it was hardly likely that they would venture on the experiment
of drugging a possible listener every time they wished to talk
in private.

More than once the boy almost decided to tell Scott that he
had been a witness of his strange visit ; but the idea that his
smployer might think he had been spying restrained him,
and this reflection decided him, for the present, to hold his
tongue and keop his eyes open,

Thus a week or two went by, and he was almost beginning to
believe that no further light would be thrown upon the matter,
;}'lll\pn one day his interest in it received a fresh and unexpected
illip.

It was on a Sunday afternoon. He had set out for astroll, and,
‘eaving Wrexborough behind him, he had wandered up the
1ills that surrounded it and away over the moor beyond, when,
while still two or three miles distant from home, he was over-
;aken by a sudden storm of rain, Ordinary rain was not of
much account to a country-bred boy ; but this was a regular
downpour, and David, who was not desirous of spoiling his
Sunday best, made a holt for the only shelter in the neighbour-
hood—some tumbledown buildings which stood in melancholy
decay ’nrnund what was known in Wrexborough as ** th’ owd
shaft.’

The old shaft was the mouth of a worked-out pit. Beside
the black opening, round which the shrubs and gorse had
grown, stom! the weather-beaten walls of what had once hen
the engino-house, and a shed or two, and it was in one of these
latter that David took refuge from the storm.

He had been sitting down forsome five minutes when the crazy
door, which tottered on its hinges, was suddenly pushed open, and
a man entered the building.

The place was in semi-darkness, the only light proceeding
from the open door and the various holes in the battered roof.
The new-comer, therefore, did not see David, whose presence
he was so far from suspecting that he never even looked around
him, as, walking straight up to the wall opposite the door, he
thrust  a piece of paper
which he had been carrying
in_his hand into the inter-
stice of two of the planks,
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The moor lay undulating before him, its wide expanse
unbroken by even a tree. There was no one to be seen.

He ran round the sheds and the engine-house, examined them
inside and out, called—toro avail. In thespace of a few seconds
the stranger had vanished as completely and mysteriously as if
tho earth had opened and swallowed bim up. S

Had it swallowed him up ?  Fiad he fallen down that black
yawning bole leading to the bowels of the earth ?

The boy’s eyes grew round with horror at the thought. Had
he, in leaving the shed, unaware of the proximity of the disused
shaft, stumbled into it ?

But if that were the case, surely a ery would have escaped
him, a shrick of horror as he felt himself falling through the
yielding air, a shriek that would certairly have reached David's
ears,

Puzzled and bewildered, half irclined to believe that his eyes
had played him false, David rose from the kneeling posture in
whicn he had beer peering over the edge of the shaft.

* I must have been dreamigg,” he muttered. ‘‘ It’s a rank
impossibility for a man to disappear entirely without a sigr
or a sound in about half a minute. I must have been dreaming.
And yet

Fe ran back to the shed as the thought struck him.

No, he had not been dreaming. The stranger had thrust
something—a piece of paper—between the joints of the planking,
and that piece of paper was there still, though so tightly
rammed into its hiding-place that if David had not seen it put
there he would certainly never have discovered it. As he
smoothed it out and held it to the light, he read a few lines
in pencil traced upon it. They ran as follows :

“ Fverything is ready for to-morrow night, Be here by ten
without fail. I havemadesure of him. This time we are certain
of success.”

There was neither signature nor address.
mean ?

The missive in itself was mysterious enough ; but even more
mysterious was the complete disappearance of the man who
Liad brought and, no doubt, written it. Who was he ? And
who was the correspondent with whom he adopted such an
extraordinary method of communication ?

“ Upon my word,” thought the boy, “ I seem to do nothing
but tumble into mysteries. Here’s emogher—a regular Sherloclk
Holmes problem. It's a jolly sight easier to work out than the
Scott and Markham business, though ; for, after all, I've only
got to wateh who comes here for letters to get some sort of aclue,
And that's exactly what I will do. ‘ Everything is ready for
to-morrow night.”” I wouldn’t mind betting a good deal that
the gentleman who wrote that has a pretty fishy job on hand—
helping himself to somebody else’s spoons and forks, perhaps,
or somothing of that kind. T wonder how long it will be before
his friend calls for his note—which I'd better put back where
he expects to find it."” :

The next thing was to find a coign of vantage for himself. To
stay in the shed was impossible. It was only by chance that the
bearer of the missive had not noticed him.

The old engine-house offered the best post of observation.
From it he could see anyone entering the shed, while himself

3 remaining unseen.

‘“ Not that that matters
much,” he reflected, * for
the man who comes for that

What did it

turned on his heel, and left
the shed as quickly as he
had entered it, pulling the
door to behind Y\im.

letter is not likely to guess

that I've had a look at it

already.” ‘
Feeling like a detective

The whole thing had. been
done 8o quickly that before
David had had time to
realise that the'stranger had
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on a hot scent, he ensconced
himself at his post, his .eyes
fixed upon the door of the
shed.
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“weather, he was gone.

The boy sprang to his
feet.

The light in the shed was
dim.  He had not seen the
features of the man who had
so suddenly appeared and
vanished ; ~ but’ something
in his gait and build was

familiar,
He ran to the door,
opened it, and looked out, ““ Darrell’s Secret’’ will please you all.
then rubbed his eyes. »
The stranger  had. dis.
appeared.
For a moment David
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could not believe his own
sight,

‘““DARRELL’S SECRET.”

You will find in our next issue a very interest-
ing tale of Tom Merry & Co.

The part played by Darrell, prefect, and one of
the best, will especially appeal to those of you who
can sympathise and understand. This means that
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horizon, and detective busi-"
ness began to lose some of
its attraction. In fact, the
boy was seriously consider-
ing the advisability of
postponing his investiga-
tions for the present, when
the sound of an approach-
ing footfall fell upon his
ear, and the next instant a
man came into view, and
walked straight to the door
of the deserted shed.

David drew a long breath
of astonishment.

The man was Markham.
(To be continued next

Thursday.)

The EDITOR.
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