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CHAPTER 1.
A Letter for Joe.

HE waif of St. Jim’s came out of the Third Form-
room, and walked down the passage with a cheerful
smile upon his face. It was a rugged little face, was
Joe Frayne’s, and it bore the signs of the hard life

the little waif had been through in his earlier years, befors
Tom Merry had rescued him from the slums and brought
him to St. Jim’s. But Joc’s heart was light, and those
signs of earlier sufferings were fading away—in a short time
bade fair to cease to exist.

. And Joe was looking very cheerful now.

He had had a kind word from his Form-master, and a
kind word from Mr. Sclby meant something—he had few to
spare. Joe was making progress with his work—the work
that had seemed like an impassable barrier when he first
came to St. Jim’s. Some glimmering of meaning was
dawning upon him when he looked at the pages of * Virgil,”
and that opened a new and wonderful world to Joe. Mr.
Selby had been pleased to commend him, keeping him a
few minutes behind the Form for that purpose, when the
class was dismissed. And Joo Frayne seemed to be walking
on air as he came down the Form-room passage.

There was a buzz of voices in the hall, and Joe knew that
a good many of the Third were waiting there.

But he did not care

He feared nothing at that moment. Had he not a true
and faithful friend in the Third Form—D’Arcy miner,
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generally known as Wally? And Jameson, and Gibson, too,
had finally declared for him—they were his friends, too. -
The fact that Joe’s father was more than suspected of
being a well-known convict, had not, as the waif had ex-
pected, been his ruin at St. Jim’s. It seemed to make many .
of the fellows sorry for him, and certainly it had made his . -
friends stick closer. His enemies in the Form made the

‘most of it, but Joe Frayne was learning not to care for them.

Joe glanced at the group of juniors. They were gathered - *
before the letter-rack; but as he came along, they turned
round and stared rudely at him. Joe recognised many of
his old enemies in the group—Picke, and Fane, and Hobbs. =
and Colley. He gave them a careless glance, and was
passing on, when they called to him.

“Frayne!” . N

¢ Letter for you!”

Joe paused. i

He had not expected a letter—there was no one to write -
to the waif of St. Jim’s. There was no one he had known
in his old life in London from whom he would care to hear
a word from. . “

That there was a letter for him surprised him; that he -
should have his attention drawn to it by Hobbs & Co. was
a greater sirprise. He had becen far from expecting a good-
natured action from them. :

“Thank you kindly,” said Joe.

Hobbs grinned. -

““Oh, we spotted it at once, and meant to tell you,” he
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said. ““It’s a ripping letter, to judge by the writing—J
don’t think !” ; s
“Ha, ha, ha!” -
Joc glanced at them quietly, and then he lookedaup for the
“letter. A square, coarse envelope was stuck in the rack,
- dirty and crumpled, with grubby finger-marks over it. In
a large, sprawling hand was the address: “J. Frayne, Skool
Ouse, St. Jaim’s Kollegit Skool, Sussex.”

The orthography of Joe’s unknown correspondent was

peculiar, and naturally provoked a smile, but it secemed to
_-be_the cause of a veritable triumph to Hobbs & Co. They
grinned and chuckled over it gleefully.

Joe flushed as he took down the letfer.

He did not know the writing, but it was clear that the
letter was from someone who had known him when he was
a denizen of Blacher’s Buildings.
. “Open it, my son,” said Fane. “ We want to see whether

_ - there’s the same variety of spelling inside.”
. “Ha, ha, ha!”
f.. - “It’s from your governor, I supposc?”’ Hobbs remarked.
-“It'may be the happy news that he’s just been let out of
““prison.” -

. ““Wrong !” said Picke. * Frayne’s father isn’t.in prison—
the police are still looking for him !’
“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““He hasn’t been seen since he tried to burgle Greyfriars
School I’ said Picke. “I read all zbout it in the papers.
It’s a jolly good thing for St. Jim's to have a famous name

_like Frayne represented here !” .

The Third roared.

Joe’s face was crimson. He took the leiter in his hand
~ and walked slowly away with it. But the fags were not

s disposed to let him escape easily, and most of them werc
curious, t0o, to see what was in the letter. They hoped to
be able to badger Joe into letting them see it. -

“Give us a view,” said Fane imploringly. ““ Let’s sce the
orthography and the diction. It's bound to be interesting,
and I’ve no doubt there’ll be a Latin quotation.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . .

Arma_virumque cano—arms and the burglar I sing,”
- grinned Hobbs.

- ‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Let’s have a look, Frayne.”

“Read it out.”

. ““We want to hear from your governor, vou know.”

Joc made no reply. He went out into the quadrangle
with his letter. There was a blaze of spring sunshine there,
“and the quad. looked very green and cheerful, From the
“playing-fields came a roar of voices, and the merry sound
of bat meeting ball. The Fourth and the Shell were already
there at practice, and in the distance Joe caught a glimpse

- of Tom Merry, of the Shell, batting against the bowling of
Fatty Wynn, of the Fourth, with Figgins keeping wicket.
But Joe did not give a second glance at the cricket-ground.

'+~ He wanted a quiet spot where he could look at his letter.

© It was a new experience, getting a letter, but that was not
-all. " Had it been from some old acquaintance in the slums,
who had found out his address, Joe would not have minded.
Life at St. Jim’s was not making him snobbish. - He would

- ‘gladly have extended a helping hand to any old acquaint-
ance, so far as he was able. But a nervous dread was
tugging at the heart of the little waif.

Only one man, so far as he knew, from his old life, knew
that he was at St. Jim’s—the drunken, brutal tramp who

" was called the Weasel. That ruffian had seen him at the
school and extorted money from him, and finally disgraced
him before all the fellows. After that he could do no more

. .injury, and he was kicked out by the juniors, and had not
been seen since. Was this a letter from him, renewing his

~ demands, since he could no longer come in safety to the

#chool 7 If so, Joe’s mind was already made up. He would

not even answer it. But was the letter from another?

Had the Weasel, as*he had threatened, seen Bill Frayne,

and told him that his son was at St. Jim's? Was this

-letter from Joe’s father—the hunted criminal ?

. The green trees, the sunny quad., the grey old buildings

of Bt. Jim’s, seemed to swim round the little waif as he
thought of it.
What if Frayne should come?

- True, the man could not show himself in public without
risking arrest. He was a ticket-of-leave man, and wanted
for not reporting himself to the police.  He could not
report himself without being arrested for his attempted
burglary at Greyfriars School.

-+ Villain and ruffian Bill Frayne undoubtedly was, but he

~was Joe’s father.
Was he his father? Joe had been told so, that was all he

_knew. He had belonged to Bill Frayne—but he had be-

~longed to more than one man in his young life, and been sent

out to beg under threat of ‘thrashings. He had long hed a
_secret hope that he was no relation of Bill Frayne’s. But
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he was only too miserably conscious that the wish was,
probably, father to the thought.

With. gloomy and foreboding thoughts in his mind, Joe
was scarcely conscious of the half-dozen fags following
closely in his footsteps. His tormentors were determined
pot to let him escape. The fact that Joe was gaining more
and more the esteem and: regard of the Form, exasperated
the juniors who had set themselves against him, andamade
them more resolved to, humble him. Hobbs & OB, had

Joe stopped at a bench under the old elms near the School
#ouse, and sat wearily down. The brightness was all gone
from his face now. As he sat down, the fags gathered
round him. It was as if to suit them that Joe had chosen a
secluded spot. The little waif looked at them as if suddenly
becoming conscious of their prescnce.

“Wot do you want ?” he asked.

The fags grinned.

“Won't you read out the letter, Frayne?”

“No, I won’t!”

“Give us a sample of the spelling.”’

“Oh, go away and lemme alone,” said Joe.

‘“Rats 1” :

‘“Show us the letter.” :

“Read out something from your governor.”

* You might let a chap alone, Master *Obbs,” said Joe

patiently. “I ain’t done nothin’ to you. Lemme alone, I -

say.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Won’t you give us a free sample ?”’ implored Picke.

“No, I won’t!” -

“Just a sentence from your dear father—just to say
whether he’s been arrested or not,”” grinned IIobbs.

And the fags yelled with laughter.
. Joc gave Hobbs one look, and then he crumpled the letter
in his left hand, and clenched his right hard. The fist shot
out and caught Hobbs fairly on the nose—a rather promi-
nent nose, favourably placed by Nature for stopping a fist,

“Oh !”” gasped Hobbs. -

And the next moment he was rolling on the ground.

Joe cast a fierce glance round at his tormentors.

“Now come on, any of you!” he exclaimed savagely,

- something of the spirit of the old Pagan persecutors:

CHAPTER 2.
Wally Takes & Hand.

OBBS staggered to his feet.
His nose was crimson, and already swelling, and
the force of the blow had brought the water to his

eyes.
He was simply stuttering with rage.

“You—you guttersnipe I”” he panted. “You beggar¥
Punch my nose, will you, you burglar’s son! You young
convict !”’

“It ain’t my fault if my father’s a convict,” said Joe.
“I didn’t bring him up, I suppose, and it ain’t decent to
chuck it in my face. But if you can’t let a chap alone, come
on, Master Obbs. I’'m ready for yer.”

He had thrust the letter into his pocket, and he had his
hands up.

Hobbs rubbed his nose, and sneered.

““ Do you think I'm going to fight you?” he said. ‘ Think
T’d lay hands in fair fight on a slum convict? No fear 4

“You're afraid, Master *Obbs, that’s what’s the matter
with you.”

Hobbs crimsoned. That was exactly what was the matter
with him, and he knew it, and he was afraid that the other
fags realised it, too.

“You young ruffian!” he snarled. “You’re not decent
enough to lick—but we’ll rag you, bald-headed! Collar
him !

“Good egg!”’

“Hands off !”” yelled Joe, stepping back.
say! I shall hit out!”

“Collar the cad !”

‘“Get the letter !

“We'll read it out in the Form-room,
on the wall!” grinned Picke.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!?’

The fags were closing round Joe in a circle. But the lad,
with his fists up and his eyes gleaming, looked so dangerous
that they hesitated to rush at him, six to one as they were.

‘“Hand over the letter,” said one, “and we’ll let you go.””

‘“ We won’t !”” roared Hobbs.

¢ Yes, we will, Hobbs! You shut up !

“Hands off, I

and then paste if

“ Hand over the letter, Frayne!”
“The letter’s mine,” said Joe.

another chap’s letter—rotten mean !
Fane turned red.

i Selendia ops, complsteTaloct

“It’s mean to read
Master Tom says so,X
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¢ Don’t Master Tom us, you young cad!” he exclaimed.
“ Do you think we care twopence for any Shell bounders,
and what they think ?”

¢ Oh, that cad sucks up to the Fourth and the Shell,” said
Picke. ‘“He can’t stick to his own Form, like a decent
chap.”

“You don’t gimme much chance,” said Joe.

¢“Oh, don’t jaw at us, young Frayne. Hand over that
letter and you can clear out as soon as you like.”

“T won’t!” )

“Then we'll take it.” -
- Joe did not reply to that, but his fists clenched harder.
The hard glitter in his eyes showed the fags plainly enough
that they would not get the letter so long as he could strike
ﬁ blow, and they knew from former encounters how tough

e was.

But for very shame’s sake they could not draw back now.
Fane, who had more pluck than the rest, led the rush
onward.

“Collar him! Down with the slum cad! Oh!”

Fane’s words were stopped by a heavy drive on the jaw,
and Fane dropped on the ground as if he had been shot.

But the others were rushing on.

Colley fell across Fane, feeling as if a mule had kicked
him under the jaw; but the others were hammering at Joe
at close quarters now.

The waif of St. Jim’s backed away, defending himself
as well as he could against the heavy odds.

Fane and Colley scrambled up and rushed to the attack
again, and stumbled over Hobbs, who had just been knocked
down.  Hobbs was hurt, perhaps; or perhaps believed
- discretion to be the better form of valour. At all events,
he remained where he had fallen on the ground.

But the other five were pressing Joe hard. e backed
against a big elm, still fighting. From the cricket-ground
in the distance the shouts were ringing:

“Well hit, Tom Merry!”

¢ Bravo!” 3

Joe did not hear. All his thoughts now were of the five
cruel faces before his—the five pairs of hands that were
hammering away at him.

A heavy blow from Fane came through his guard. and
crashed him back against the trunk of the elm.

The waif slid down into a sitting posture, and before he
could recover the raggers were upon him.

“ Got him!” yelled Picke. ;

He rolled on Joe, and Fane and Colley seized the waif by
the arms, and the others grasped him anywhere, and even
Hobbs rallied now and lent a hand.

Joe still struggled hard, but it was evidently useless. He
was held too tightly to have a chance of getting away.

© “Now,” panted Fane, ‘“are you going to give us the

letter 77

“No!” velled Joe.

“(ive it to me, you young fool !

“T won’t!”

“Take it out of his pocket, Hobbs ! said Fane.

Possibly Fane did not care to do that himself. But Hobbs
had no objection. He groped in Joe’s pocket for the letter.

Joe made a desperate effort to tear himself loose. But it
was in vain, and Hobbs dragged out the letter and held it
up.

“There you are, Fane!” he gasped.

b Flane held out his hand for the letter, and then drew it

ack.

“You read it out, Hobbs?’ he said.

“Right-ho!” said Hobbs.

“ Gimme my letter ! shricked Joe.

‘“Rats!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” \

“ You—you cad to read my letter !

““Keep him quiet !

13 IA__ O
was stuffed into his open mouth.
0-0-0-0-0h !”

*“Ha, ha, ha !’

Hobbs thrust his thumb into the envelope, and slit it
open. He dragged out a rough sheet of paper, upon which
words were scrawled in pencil.

Joe made a tremendous effort, and his captors rocked for
a moment, but they pinned him down again.

““Read it out, Hobby !”” shouted Fane.

“What-ho!”

“Ow!” gasped Joe. “’Elp!”

There was a sound of rapid footsteps, and a fist smote
Tlobbs under the jaw as he was beginning to rcad. FHobbs
sprawled on the ground, and the fellow who had knocked
him down stooped and picked up the letter.

It was Wally, of the Third—D’Arcy minor.

His eyes fairly blazed at the fags.
£ You cads!” he shouted. “Let him alone! Get up,

Joe!
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Gimme it!”

He’ll wake the blessed place!”

h—— Groo!” gurgled Joe, as a handkerchief
“Groo! Oh Yah!

Oucfouay, © 3

“Mind your own bizney, D’Arcy minor!” said Fane un-

dauntedly. “We're going to make the cad show us his
letter ! ’

“You're not! Let him go!”

€ Ow !Y?

groaneéd Hobbs, sitting up and rubbing hia
aching jaw. “Ow! Oh! Ah!”

“Let Joe alone, I tell you®®’ i

“Rats!” 74

Wally said no more. He grasped Fane by the shoulders i
and tore him away from Joe with a terrific wrench. Fane
was flung staggering away, and he fell at full length. The 1
other fellows released Joe instinctively. i

‘“Get up, Joe!”

Joe staggered to his feet.

““ Now, if you chaps want any more trouble, just come on ! 2
said Wally cheerfully. ‘““Joe and I could wipe up the = =
ground with the lot of you, and you know it! And we're ~ -
quite ready to do it, my sons! Come on—one at a time, or :
all at once—and I should prefer to start with Hobbs! Come >
on, Hobbs! I'll see if I can add to the beauty of your nose,** -
Hobbs! Do come on!” =

But Hobbs declined. He thrust his hands into his pockets -
and walked away, and the other raggers followed him.
Ragging Joe Frayne was one matter, but ragging Wally, the -
terror of the Third Form, was quite another. The raggers - -
stood not upon the order of their going, but went at once.

“ Hurray !’ said Wally.  Are you much hurt, Joe?”’

¢0Oh, no, Master Wally !’ '

‘“Here’s your letter.” . .-

“Thank you! They were going to read it.”

“Cads!” said Wally. “Did you put up a good fight ?”

“1 did my best !” .

“Good! Then I won’t lick you!” .

Joe grinned and looked at his letter. Wally put his
hands in his [Fockets, and whistled while he waited. But
his whistle suddenly died away, and he started towards Joe
with a sharp exclamation :

‘““Joe, old chap, what’s the matter ?”

Joe made ng reply. He had reeled back against the tree,
with his face white as death, his eyes staring wildly at the’
letter clenched tightly in his hands.

CHAPTER 3.
Gussy Knows He is Right.

¢ EALLY, Tom Mewwy—"
w “My dear Gussy—"
¢“Undah the cires.—"
“Rats!”

“If you say wats to me, Tom Mewwy——""

“I do!” said Tom Merry cheerfully. * And many of
‘em !” ’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the elegant junior who was the .
ornament of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s and the glass-
of fashion in the School House, pushed back his spotless
white cuffs.

“T am sowwy, Tom Mewwy—" |

“Don’t apologise, old chap!” said Tom Merry, with a i
smile. ““I know you can’t help being an ass!” -3

“You uttah chump——" -

“Same to you, and many of them !” e = )

“I am sowwy!” repeated D’Arcy deliberately. * But,
undah the circs., I am afwaid I have no wesouvce but to give
you a feahful thwashin’, Tom Mewwy! Will you have the
extweme goodness-to step out into the quad, so that I can
thwash you?”

“Not at all!”

« Weally—" .

“ Go and lie down for a bit, Gussy, and sleep-it off !” g,

The swell of St. Jim’s gazed at Tom Merry with scornful -
eves. He jammed his eyeglass into his right eye, and -
gazed at him again.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, the Terrible Three
of the Shell, were standing in the doorway of the School
Iouse, in cricketing clothes. Tom Merry had a bat under
his arm and a healthy flush in his cheeks, and his blue eyes = -
were very bright. A picture of healthy British boyhood, -
was Tom Merry, of the Shell. o 4
_Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had been pointing out things to
1I)Iim. It had pleased D’Arcy to commend Tom Morry’s !
atting. e

Anyg batsman who could stand up against half a dozen -
overs from Fatty Wynn, of the New House, was all right.
D’Arcy admitted that. What D’Arcy contended was that as =
Tom Merry had been footer captain of the junior eleven
in the winter, it was only right and proper that a Fourth
Form chap should be cricket captain for the summer.

Blake and Figgins, of the Fourth, fully agreed with ==
D’Arcy on that point. There was one minor point’ upon -
which they disagreed—Blake thought that, 1t- was absurd of -
Figgins to want to be cricket captain, and Figgins thought -
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that it was absurd of Blake.
absurd of both
D’Arcy,
could be

D’Arcy thought that_it was
of them. In the opinion of Arthur Augustus
there was really only one fellow whose claims
considered, and that fellow, of course, was Arthur

D’Arcy himself,

This seemed so clear to D’Arcy that he marvelled at the
dulness of other fellows in not ing able to sce it; in fact,
" +he couldn’t help suspecting that ey were only pretending.

e had always found Tom Merry a_ sensible sort of chap,
and yet Tom Merry utterly failed to see this ! -
om Merry, Manners, and Lowther looked at D’Arcy, and
D’Arcy looked at them. The Terrible Three were grinning,
and D’Arcy was frowning,
. _“T have wequested you, Tom Mewwy,
- House, so that I can’thwash you !
Jim’s in measured tones,
Tom Merry laughed.
““No fear I he said.
“1 twust you will not wefuse,
- “But I do! I'm quite comfy

“But I cannot thwash
where we may be int
~4ny moment,” said
Wailton may

“ Exactly I’

“Pway step wound the chapel with me !
“Rats]”

“I shall begin to think that you are
. Mewwy 1

Tom Merry nodded with perfect coolness.

“That's just it,” he explained; “I'm
trembling ! ° Yoy don’t notice me tremble,
internal—but I'm really more afraid than
‘grﬁml')l’ing outwardly. Inwardly, I'm quiv
jelly I’ )

“You uttah ass——"’

* ‘““As a matter of fact, I'm too terrified to move, and if
"You want to thwash me, you'll have to thwash me here,”
Merry.

a, hal”

to step out of the
said the swell of St.

Tom Mewwy,*

here I’

you in a public place like this,
ewwupted by a mastah or a pwefect at
Arthur Augustas indignantly, * ¢ Mry,
,eome out of his studay any minute.”

-

afwaid, Tom

in fear and
because it’s
if T were
ering like a giddy

o roared Manners and Lowther,
D’Arcy glared at them indignantly.

“T wegard you as thweo silly asses "’ he exclaimed.
_“Thank you! You're only one silly ass, but vou’re as
- silly as three,” said Monty Lowther, ““so that really mekes
it even !’ .

“ Weally, Towthah——

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

- “I insist upon your steppin’ wound the chapel with me,
“Tom Mewwy ; othahwise, I shall bwand you as a coward !’

“Bwand away !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You fwabjous ass——"
" “Hear, hear!”

-~ “You uttah wottah—

“ Hurrah 1

“Unless you are simply
know vewy well that I
season !’

.- “Bravo!”

““ You—you—-7 .
““Wind yourself up, and put a new record on,”
Manners,

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

The swell of St. Jim’s
- rhums of the Shell mad
i stepped forward.

- “Tom Mewwy,
,IDU P

“ Help!”’ said Tom Merry faintly,
“T wegard you—="

““ Help 1"
Tom Merry threw one arm round Lowther’s neck, and the
und Manners’s neck, and clung

ng to them for support.
_He might have been overcome with terror; but D’Arcy was

; The fellows about were roaring with laughter,
and the swell of St. Jim’s was crimson with indignation,
: Ip me away!” moaned Tom Merry. “Help me away,
{A)e slays me with the terror of his glance.”
Ha, ha, ha|” .
= **Cling to me, old chap,
Lowther kindly.
-*“This way,” said Manners gently.
And they led Tom Merzy upstairs, the hero of the Shell
clinging to them like a man of ninety-five at least.
here was a roar of laughter from the fellows in the hall.
‘Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, came out of his study, and
tared at the Terrible Three in amazement.
-*“What on earth are you fellows doing?” he exclaimed.,
‘ Helping Tom Merry away,” said Manners stoutly. ““ He’s
rightened.” . . we
“Frightened7” § i
" TrE GEM Lisriry.—No. 166,
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pwetendin’ to be a silly ass, you
ought to be cwicket captain this

£

suggested

B was speechless with wrath. The
® a motion to depart. D’Arcy

you feahful boundah, I am goin’ to lick

and close your eyes,” said Monty
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*“Yes. Gussy has struck terror to his soul.”

“You young duffer! Ha, ha, ha!?

Tom Merry, clinging to his chums, disappeared up the
staircase. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stood looking after the
Terrible Three, his brows wrinkled over his cyeglass in
speechless indignation,

“ Faith, and it's a terror ye are, Gussy!” roared Reilly of
the Fourth,
a, ha !”?

‘““ Ha, h

“ Weally, deah boys—7*

““Ha, ha, ha!” .

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with his nose very high in the
ai*, walked out of the School House. Outside, in the sunny
quad., two juniors of the Fourth Form were engaged in a
warm argument. They were Jack Blake of the School House,
and Figgins of the Now House—rival leaders of the juniors
of St. Jim’s.

* Now, Figgy, don’t be a silly ass!” Blake was saying.
an imploring tone.

“Well, don’t you be a frabjous dummy, then!”
Figgins,

“ Weally, deah boys,
D’Arcy pacifically.

Both turned to look at him.

“I'm not rowing,” said Blake.

, in
said

I twust you are not wowin’,” said

“I'm only explaining to
Figging—-"
“ I'm not rowing,” said Figgins. “I'm only explaining to
Blake—

* Weally, you know—-"

“ Figgins has a rotten idea that a New House chap ought
to be junior cricket captain—-"’

“Of course,” said Figgins, «
a 8chool House chap ought to be
it’s worthy of your dotty brain.”

- Iiconﬁidah that Blake is wight,” said D’Arcy.

“ Ass!

“Of course T am,” said Blake. “It naturally belongs to
the School House. I agree with Fizzins that a Fourth-Form
chap ought to have it. that’s all. I'm the man!”

‘“ Weally, Blake—""

“I'm glad you agree with me there, Gussy.”

“But I don’t, deah boy. What is wanted as junish cwicket
captain, is a fellow of tact and judgment, and T was thinkin’
of acceptin’ the post.” . :
“You?’ roared Blake and Figging together.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

1 Ass !’,

** Weally, deah boys—1

‘‘ Fathead 1

K Woa,]ly——”

““ Chump 1’

“I wefuse to entah into a discush. cawwied on in such
terms,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and he walked away
with his nose higher in the air than ever. And Blake and
Figgins resumed their angument.

as for your silly idea that -
captain, I can only say that

——

CHAPTER 4.
Black N_ews!

“ AT Jove I -
D’Arcy paused under the old elm trees, as he

came in sight of two fags of the Third—his younger
brother, Wally, and Joe Frayne. Joe stood with the letter
in his hand, his face as white as chalk, and Wally was staring
at him. Wally was -puzzled and alarmed. D’Arcy stopped,
and jammed his eyeglass yet more tightly into his eye.

" Joe, deah boy——" he exclaimed. i ow

Joe did not answer. He turned a dazed glance upon the
swell of St. Jim’s. His hand closed more tightly upon the
letter he held.

Bai Jove! What’s the mattah with

Wally gave a shrug of the shoulders.

“Blessed if I know!” he replied. ““Some of the Third
have just been ragging him, and I came up and chipped in.
I think Joe’s had bad news in that letter.”

‘“Bai Jove! I'm sowwy, Joe!”’

“ It—it—it’s all right, Master D’ Arey I stammered Joe.

“ Bad news, deah boy 7
No—yes!”

“My dear chap,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy kindly,
‘I don’t want to Pwy into your affaihs, and I'm sure Wally
doesn’t want to, eithah.” '

*“ Not much!” said Wally.

*“ But I feel vewy concerned ahout you, and I'm sure Wally
does, too.”

him, Wally 1

" You bet I’ said Wally. i .
““ That i§ a howwibly vulgah expwession, Wally.”
‘o ts ” N ) -

“Weally, Wally—>
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% What’s in the letter, Joe?’ asked Wally. *“If it’s bad
news, you can tell us, I suppose?”

‘“ That is what I was about to say, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus.  ““ If there is anything w’ong,I twust we shall be
able to help you.”

Joe shook his head. ’

“ It—it’s all right, Master D’Arcy.”

“ Look here,” said D’Arcy seriously, ¢ if that lettah is
fwom that howwid boundah called the Weasal, you’re bound
to tell us, Joe, so that we can deal with him.”

“It isn’t, Master D’Arcy.”

“It isn’t fwom the Weasel, Joe—honah bwight?”’ -

‘“ Honour bright, Master D’Arcy.”

) “Vewy well. Of course, it would be wotten bad form to

‘inquiah 1into your pwivate affaiths, and I shall certainly not
do s0,” said D’Arcy. “‘ Of course, I shall not allow my minah
to do anythin’ of the sort, eithah.”

Wally snorted.

“ Your minor doesn’t want to do it,” he said. * But if he
did, you jolly well couldn’t stop him, Gussy, my son!”

‘“ Weally, Wally—"

““ Rats !’

“Tf you say wats to me, Wally—"

‘“ More rats!”

“You diswespectful young boundah!
disgwace to the family, Wally!” said
severely. ““ Your collah is not clean!”

*“Blow my collar!”

“ Blowin’ your collah would not blow the dust off, Wally,
and I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wefuse to be cackled at by my minah!” said D’Arcy,
with great indignation. ‘You do not seem to have any
ideah of the wespect due fwom a minah to his eldah bwothah,
Wally. You seem to have no more wespect for vour eldahs,
than Hewwies’s bulldog has for a fellow’s twousahs!” )

“My only Aunt Jane,” said Wally, “you’re like the little
brook—you go on for ever!”

¢ Weally, Walty—"

“Oh, 'm off!”’

* Wally, I ordah you, as your majah, to stop while I
cowwect your howwid mannahs!”

Wally did not seem to hear. e walked awav whistling.
The swell of St. Jim’s looked round for Joe, but he had gone.
There was cvidently nothing left for it but for D'Arcy to
lepart as well, and that he proceeded to do.

I wegard you as a
Arthur Augustus

Joe had gone quietly, while Arthur Augustus was lecturing

his brother. Xind as both D’Arcy and Wally were to him,
Joe wanted to be alone just then. He did not want to show
anyone the letter; he wanted to think it over, to decide
what to do.

He went quietly away, and stopped when he was on the
quiet little green behind the chapel. There he sank on a
seat under a tree, and took the letter out of his pocket.

He read it with breathless anxiety again. The scrawling,
1ll-spelt epistle ran:

* Deer Joe,—I am cummin to see you. I havs ’eard from
a frend where you are, and I know you will be glad to see
your father again. I shall be down at the skool on Tuesday
night, and I shall expeck vou at the same place where you
met the Weasel. I ain’t goirg to do you any ’arm in the
skool; I only want to see you afore I go away. I'm goin to
Canada.—Your loving father, B. Frayne.”

Joe’s lips trembled.

The ruffian, the Weasel, had evidentiy to!d Bill Frayne of
his discovery of Joe at St. Jim’s. That had set the convict
on the track. . k

What did he want to see Joe for?

That the man was telling the truth, that he really wanted
to see Joe before he made his departure for C'anada, the little
waif could not believe,

That was too good to be true!

But what did Bill Frayne warnt? To
naps, under threats of disgracing him at
could hardly disgrace him more than the
done. There was nothing more to tell.

What did he want?

If Joe refused him money, he would not dare to come to
St. Jim’s, either—the police were looking for him. He could
not venture to be seen in public. Joe felt that the man must

* have hesitated, even, before he ventured to write this letter.
The postmark on the envelope was Rylcombe, the village near
the school; Bill Frayne was evidently close at hand. Joo
guessed that he had been hanging about the school in the
hope of meeting him. Joe had been keeping carefully within
bounds of late, in case he should meet the Weasel again;:
and Bill Frayne had had no chance of secing him. He had
been driven to writing a letter. Joe turned sick at heart at
the thought of what might have happened if the fags had
read it. They would have been delighted with the chance
of betraying Joe’s father to the police.
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L Joel” i

- - One-Penny, 757

Not that Bill Frayne did not deserve all that the authorities
had in store for him. He was a ruffian whose cruel misrks °
were yet on Joe’s body—whether he was Joe’s father or not,
he seemed to be a brite without any redeeming quality.

But however wicked he might be, it was not his son’s place

to judge him. It was not his son’s place to wish to see him >
. punished. o

Why was he coming? . . o
That was the question that was beating like a hammer in
Joe’s heart and brain.

Jim’s?

What if he should be found, and arrested? Arrested, per-
haps, close to the school! The college ringing with it, the
papers full of the news—convict arrested near the famous
public school whare his son was a pupil! Joe turned siek at
the thought. Could even Dr. Holmes, kind and good as he
was, suffer him to remain in the schoel after causing such a
terrible disgrace to St. Jim’s?

Joe groaned aloud at the thought. . .

Hf crumpled the letter in his hand, and thrust it into his
pocket.

One thing was certain—he must meet the man!
him, and beg of him to go away—to cause no more misery
to one whose life he had already made miserable enough.
And if he wanted anything that Joe could not give honestiy,
to refuse him, and take the consequences, whatever they
were. That was the determination of the waif of St. Jim’s. -

CHAPTER 5.
‘ Looking for Joe.
o OE! Joe! Where’s that blessed bounder Joe?” :
. QH Wally was calling everywhere. Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy came downstairs, and stopped his minor by
tapping him on the shoulder.

Why was the man coming to St. -

Meet

et

“ Are you inquiwin’ for Joe, Wally?”’ 4

Wally sniffed. .
“Well, as T'm yelling for him at the top of my voice, -
very likely I am,” he replied.
‘“Weally, Wally—" A
‘“Have you seen him?”’ ’
‘“Yaas, wathah!
goin’ towards the box-wooms.” :
“Good !” . prse
Wally tore upstairs. He raced along the Fourth Form
passage, and arrived at the lower box-room. He kicked the
door open, and ran in. The room was in darkness. o
“Joe!” he shouted. ‘“You're not here, surely, in thke =4
dark? Joe!” =
A shadow

There was a sound in the gloomy room.’

“Yes, Master Wally ?”” said a faint and uneasy voice.

“ Hallo,” said Wally, ‘““so it’s you, Joe!” He groped in -
the dark, and caught the waif of St. Jim’s by the arm.
“.‘]‘oe, ;fou young ass, come on n :

:: }Vhlat ha}’ve you got the window open for?”

“Jolly queer idea,” said Wally, “taking an airing by the
open window in the dark! But come on! Selby's just -
taking the Third at prep., and you know what he’s like -
when a chap’s late !”

[ _I__', e

“Oh, chuck your blessed I—I—1!7 said Wally, im-"_
patiently, dragging his chum towards the door. ¢ Come on,
and don’t play the giddy goat!” . i

Joe resisted a little, but Wally took no notice. He
dtrqgged'Joe away from the banisters, and rushed him down- -
stairs. :
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. Jee was unable to make a stop till they reached the stairs:
There he clutched at the banisters, and clung. .

" “Wally stopped, panting breathlessly.

- “Come on !” he exclaimed. “ We’ve got only a minute to
get-in to prep. -Selby will be like a wild bull. Come on,
kid! What the dickens is the matter with you 7

¢ Master Wally—’ -

7 Come on, you ass!?

~+ “I—I want to miss prep.,” said Jae, faltering.

> Wally stared at him blankly.

- ““Miss prep. !” he gasped.

- * Yes, Master Wally.”

= *“You silly young ass!” said Wally scornfully. « Why,
old Selby would be like a raging lion!~ You remember what
he was like when you missed evening prep. before. Don’t
be 4 duffer! Come on!”’

“I—I must! I 2 )

“TRats |”? )

“But I tell you—" . )

& Wally did not answer—he did not even listen. He
__ ~dragged Joe away from the banisters, and rushed him down-
¢ stairs.

__They reached the lower.passage, and Wally tore on to the
Third Form-room, and reached the door in a breathless
state.

- But the door was closed, and the voice of .Mr. Selby could
be heard within. .

>%“Late!” gasped Wally. )

-“Lemme go !’

“May be able to dodge in, yet, if old Selby’s in a good
temper.” .

“ But, T say——""

Wally threw open the Form-room door, and ran in with
Joe. Mr. Selby’s coldly keen eye was upon them at once.

“Frayne! D’Arcy minor !’

“*“Ye-e-es, sir?”’ stammered Wally.

. “You are late! You will take twenty lines, and you will

- do the same, Frayne !’ .

““ Ye-es, sir.”’

" Now go to your -places.”

The fags went to their places. There was no escape for

~Joe, now. Wally had ‘released him, but he could not quit

:-"the. Form-room under the master’s eye.

-+ He sat down in his place, with a deep gloom upon his
rugged little face. The heart of the waif of St. Jim’s was

;=" heavy. He had wanted to hurry out of the school as soon

> as darkness fell, but there was no_ chance of that now.

= Wally bad meant well in forcing him to turn up for prep.,

¥ but Joe could not help wondering whether Bill Frayne was
~Wwaiting in the shadow of the school wall, and whether he

£ would grow impatient, and if so, what he would do.

But there was no help for it now.

-'Fhird Form preparation in the cvening lasted an hour

and a half, and was always conducted in the presence of a

The Fourth Form and the Shell had a chance of
prep.” if they chose to risk it—not so the fags.

i~ The Third Form had to turn up in the Form-room for it,

a'.gd Mr. Selby was not likely to fail to note down any

- gbscnce.

7 ~doe went through it, now, like cne in a dream.

How he got through he hardly knew. But he was con-
scious of the fact that the Third were dismissed, when Wally
camie behind his form and jerked him up.

“Come on, kid!” said Wally. “Time’s up !
sleep 7”7

*“N-n-no,” ‘stammered Joe.

““ Wake up, then !’ ~
“I—I—I'm coming.”

Joe followed Wally out of the Form-room. In the passage
~~Wally turned upon him and stared at him.

“ What's the matter with you?”’ he demanded.

“ N-n-nothing.”

“Glad I fetched you into the room for prep.—eh ??
“*“Yes—no6.? - -

Your paws would be

’

lee 5
.

e
£
i

-
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“ cuttin

Gone to

e ) jolly well smarting now, if I
1~ hadn’t,” said Wally. “ Look here, I'm getting up a good
+ tea this evening, with Jimmy and Curly. = We've got
i~ herrings, and cake, and bloater-paste. You turn up in the

iy orm}-lx;oo’{n in a quarter of an hour, and we’ll feed you to
.. the chin.

' = Wally hurried away, without waiting for a reply.
&

. Joe went quietly to the staircase.

"Ten minutes later Wally was looking for his chum. The
feed was ready in the Form-room. Jameson was finishing
cooking the herrings, and the smell of them was keenly
-appetising—to a fag, at least. .

‘“ Anybady seen Frayne ?”’ demanded Wally of all the fags
e met in the passage. .

* Missed anything ?”’ asked Picke, with a sneer.
Wally Ggla.red at him. ~
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‘““What do you mean?” he demanded. -~ -

‘“Oh, I thought you might have missed a watch, or somes-
thing, as you’re inquiring for Frayne,” sneered Picke.

And Picke’s friends sniggered gaily.

“I haven’t missed anything,” said Wally, ‘“and I’'m not
going to miss you, Picke.” . . .

Picke backed away, but not in time: to escape Wally’s
left-hander. He sat down with a_bumpon the linoleum,
and Wally hurried on in search of Joe. ' .

He ran up to the Fourth Form passage, and looked into
Study No. 6. Blake, and Herries, and Digby, and D’Arcy
wére there, all talking cricket. D’Arcy turned his eyeglass
upon his minor as the latter burst in unceremoniously.

“ Weally, Wally, that is not-the way to entah a gentle-
man’s quartahs!” he exclaimed. )

“Seen Joe?”? '

¢ Certainly not! TUndah the cires.—"

But Wally was gone, slamming the door after hir.. He
hurried along to Tom Merry’s study in the Shell passage.

“ Joe here 7’ he asked, putting his head in at the door.

The Terrible Three were at a late tea. They looked round

ch?erfully enough at Wally, and Monty Lowther held -up a
cake.

“ No,” said Tom Merry, “I haven’t seen Joe.”

‘“Cake, Wally?” asked Lowther, with a grin.

““No, thanks; I'm looking for Joe.”

" But_”

Wally banged the door and fled. He was gettting really
anxious about Joe. He ran off to the box-room, wherc he
had found the waif of St. Jim’s just before prep. :

The room was very dark, and the cold wind told that the
window was open. Wally ran into the room, stumbling in
the dark.

“Joc!” he shouted. “ Joe!”

There was no reply, save the dull echoes of his voice.
Wally groped in his pocket for a match, and fortunately
found one, and lighted the gas.

Joe was not there. Wally ran to the window. Cutside,
in the faint glimmer of the starlight, he saw the rain-pipe
that ran beside the window to the ground, and he knew
what the window was open for.

Joe was gone !

Where was he gone? Was it another mysterious ex-
cursion outside the walls of St. Jim’s? Wally remembered
the letter Joe had received._

He was deeply .uneasy.

But it was useless to follow down the rain-pipe—he did
not know where Joe had gone. But he did not leave tho
box-room. He sat on the window-seat in the darkness, and
waited, with grim countenance. He meant to have an ex-
planation with Joe as soon as the waif of St. Jim’s came in.

In the Third Form-room the herrings were done, and
Jameson and Curly Gibson were waiting impatiently for
Wally. They did not wait long. They were hungry, and
the herrings were tempting. They had their tea, and as _
Wally and Joe weren’t there, Jameson and Gibson ate their
shares of the repast. Nothing was left. But even by that
time Wally had not returned.

—— e

CHAPTER 6.
- Joe Frayne’s Father,

“ ATHER !”?

F A low, trembling voice uttered the word, from

the darkness that enshrouded the spot.

Joe, the little waif of the slums, was crouching on
the school wall, under the thick shadow of the old oak and
looking down into the darkness of the road outside.

Was the man there whom he had come to see? Had he
lost_patience and gone? There secmed to be a blacker
shadow in the gloom of the tree.

““ Father !

That sacred word—the tenderest but one of the language—
came in trembling tones from the lips of the little waif.

‘“ Father, are you there?”

(3 Joe !7’ .

It was a deep, husky voice that came back, and Jee’s
heart beat painfully.

The man was there !

Joe slipped down from the wall and stood in the road.
The black shadow loomed up now more bulkily than before,
and he made out dimly the form of a man.

Joe trembled. :

This was the man—this was Frayne—this was the ruffian
under whose cruel blows he had so often shivered and
shrunk. This was_the man who, since he had come out of
prison, had made Joe’s life a misery till Tom Merry rescued
him, and had since then been a black terror to the waif,
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A heavy blow from Fane came through Joe’s guard, and the little waif crashed to the ground. Before he

couid recover the raggers were upon him. “ Got him!” yelled Picke. (See page 3.) !
Joe looked at him in the gloom. ‘“How did you know, father?” “
‘“It’s you, father.” “The Weasel told me.” :I
“ Yes, Joe, my boy.” ‘I thought he would,” said Joe heavily.. ““ But what Jo -
““IWhat have you ccme here, for?” you want? You don’t want to see me, father. What isit
The ruffian chuckled hoarsely. : you want?”’ x . |
“To see my boy,” he replied. ‘“ Ain’t a father allowed to “Can’t a kid’s own father see him if he wants to?”’ asked |

sce his boy—the pride of his ’eart—especially when they’re  Frayne. “ How do you know I ain’t fond of you, Joe—my
making a gentleman of him? You do me proud, Jece! To  own flesh and blood ?”’

think of old Bill Frayne’s boy being took to a big schcol to “You didn’t seem so at Blucher’s Buildings, father.”

be made a gentleman of ! Ha, ha, ha!” ‘““ Maybe I had too much to drink sometime:.” :
‘ Quiet, father; they may hear you.” “ Drunk or sober, you walloped me all the same,” said Joe
“T forgot, Joe! We’d better move a bit further off.” bitterly. e
“Cross the road; we can step into the wood on the other “Well, I was brought ap ’ard myself," said Frayne. “My

side. I know where we can get through the fence.” father used to welt me with his belt—I could show you the

¢ Good enough, Joe.” marks now. He took part of my ear orf with the buckle- -

They moved in the darkness, Joe lcading his father with a  once. But never mind that, Joe :That’s all hover.”

lhand on his sleeve. In a few minutes they stood under the ““Yes, yes, it’s all over now—I don’t bear no malice,” said- =

trees. Joe. “I’ve got some money, too, father. Master Tom’s-
“Safe ’ere, Joc?”’ uncle gives me pocket-money. The Weasel had most of ity
““ Quite safe.” but I’ve got a pound now, and you can ’ave it.” ;
“Good! The cops are looking for me now, but they don't “I don’t want your money, Joe.”

Lknow I’m ’ere,”” said Bill Frayne. ‘ They don’t know I've “You don’t want it?”

got my. boy at-a swell school, you see.” ¢ No.”
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“Then wot "ave you come Ior?” :

It was a question that might have sent a thrill of shame to
any man’s heart. Joe asked it in all innocence. He could
not imagine any reason why Bill Frayne should want to see
him, unless it was to get something from him,

~“I.wanted to see you, Joe.”

“To see me!” Joe repeated.

B 1 Yes'i?

‘“ But what for?”’

“You ain’t old enough to understand a father’s “eart,” said
Frayne. “You don’t know! I did lick you when I came out
~of ‘chokey, Joe, but you don’t know what I went through
there—enough to make any man savage, I think.”

- - Joe’s face softened. :
- *“I never thought of that, father.”

™¢But arter you left me, Joc, I thought a lot about it. I
rememberdd that you was my son, and I was sorry.”’

‘“ Father !I”*

“And T wanted to see you agin, Joe. When the Weasel
tcld-me you was ’ere, I jumped with joy, I did. Why, Joe,
- ke told me because he thought I would come arter you, to

. gét“you into trouble. But that wasn’t my sort. I came to
sco you, Joe, and I've been ’anging round the school to sce
_ycu, but I ain’t ’ad a chance, so I wrote. Now I've seen
= you, I can go away.” .

‘ Father I .

“Only I want to _sée ’ow you are fized, before I go to
Canady,” said Bill Frayne.

Joe’s heart beat. .

““You are going to Canada, father?”

- - England ain’t sate for me,” said Bill Frayne, in a hoarse
whisper. “The cops are arter me; but I’ve got some money,
and I can get away from Liverpool. I wanted to say good-
:bye to you afore I went, Joe, and to see ’ow you was fixed
up ‘ere. I want to sce where you live—your room, you know,
and the rest of it.” .
- - %I don’t have a room,” said Joe. “‘I learn my lessons in

- the Form-room, and sleep in the dormitory with the rest of
the Form, They don’t have studies to themselves below the
Fourth Form at St. Jim’s.”
_“But I want to see the place,” said Frayne eagerly.
“®pose 1 was to come in? Of course, the boys would all
wonder—"’

Joe caught his breath.

' Of course they would I”” ) ,

“But s’pose I come in when they’re in bed, then?” said
‘Frayne. ““You could let me in, Joe, just to see the place,
‘ow you are fixed up.”

. Joe hesitated. i

It scemed little enough for his father to ask, and surely
- such a wish could only be dictated by paternal afiection. Joe
* ielt a doubt; but he was ashamed of the doubt, and strove to

crush it. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had told him it was
rotten to doubt a fellow’s word, and Joe had learned his
lesson.  Alas! D’Arcy had never had to do with a man like

Bill Frayne! "

- ““Is that all you want, father?”

“That’s all, Joe.”> i

“Ju,s’t to look at the place where I live, before you go
away?

‘ Afore I goes to Canady, Joe—ycs.”

Joe drew a deep breath.

“I’ll do that for you, father.
it surely.”

*“Of course not, Joe. How can there be any ’arm in a kid
doing as his father tells ’im?”’ said Frayne, * Besides, it
will be only for a minute. When I'm in Canady, I want to
be able to remember ’ow my boy was living when I left. I
sha’n’t never come back again, Joe. I sha'n’t ever be safe
again}in’ England. It’s chokey for life if they catch me.”

i SO M
- “That’s wot it means, Joe,
 “To-night?”?

" “Yes. I'm tramping to Liverpool,” said Frayne. “ You
won’t never see you father again, but you'll try not to
think too ’ard of im. I was brought up hard.”

~ Joo felt a choking in his throat.
¢ “I—I couldn’t bear malice agin you, father,” he said.
1‘"‘;0.? used me bad, but it’s all over now. I'll do as you
1Ke.”

“You're a good boy, Joe. You’ll grow up to be a better

‘man than your dad.”
. “iCome here at, say, twelve o’clock,” said Joe; “the whole
place will be asleep then. I’ll give you the grifin from the
top of the wall, and help you up, and show you round. Is
that all right ?”

‘“That’s all right, Joe.”

“Then I'll get back now.” .

X Don’t forget, J oe—midnight, under the wall where T met
rou.” :
 “That’s it, father.” .
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Joe went back to the school wall, and climbed over it. He
returned to the School House like one in a dream.
was light. He had seen his father, and Frayne had been the
very reverse of what he had expected. Instead of violence
and threats, he had found repentance—affection—a farewell !
His father was not so black as he had thought him—two good
reasons why the waif of St. Jim’s should rejoice.

Joe’s heart was light as he climbed into the box-room. Hg
clambered through the window, and shut it behind him. He
was crossing the shadowy room towards the door, when =
vo‘l‘og came out of the gloom, and he started.

“\Wally 172

CHAPTER 7.
Joe Explains.
ALLY was quite invisible in the darkness of the boxs
W room. But his hand was on Joe’s shoulder, and the
waif of St. Jim’s stopped, his heart beating,

““ Master Wally !I” he murmured. .

“Joe, you young rascal I’

“ Master Wally! I—I—"

“You've been cut?”’ said Wally,

“Yes.”

““Out of the school 77

“Yes,” muttered Joe,

“ What for?”

“I—I had to go.” )

 To meet somebody, I suppose ?”’ demanded Wally angrily,
“You're beginning your old tricks again, you young sweep.’

“No, no!” Joe exclaimed cagerly. ‘It isn’t the Weasel,
Master Wally, It’s all right. It’s a friend.”

“ What kind of a friend ?”

“I—1 can’t tell you exactly, but—but it’s all right, Master

Wa}z]llv I—I was afraid it wouldn’t be, but it is—it’s all
rieht.”? 5
bWaHy was heard to sniff in the darkness.

“Look here,” he said, “I missed you after prep., and
guessed you were gone. I’ve been waiting here for you for
dog’s ages.”

“I’'m sorry.”

“I should jolly well think so. Look here, you’ve missed
tea in the Form-room, and what’s worse than that, you’ve
made me miss it. There were herrings,” said Wally wrath-
fully, ““and bloater -paste.”

“Oh, dear!” said Joe. But it is to be feared that he was
not thinking very much about the loss of the herrings and
the bloater paste.

“ Ain’t you hungry ?”” demanded Wally.

“Ye-es.”

“BSo am I. What are we going to do?”
of the Third.

“I’ve got some money.”

“The tuckshop’s closed.”

““Oh, dear!” said Joe again.

“I've a jolly good mind to punch your head,” said Wally,
“and Il jolly well do it, too, if you don’t make the matter
clear. T've had enough of your blessed mystification. Besides.
I can sce how it is. That letter you had this morning was to
fix up an z;.ppointment. with somebody.”

“Ve-es!

grumbled the herg

‘“And you've met the chap now 2’

[ Yes.})

“Who is it?”

Joe trembled. .

“T’d rather not tell you, Master Wally,” said the waif of
St. Jim’s. “I—I'd rather not tell you. You—you see .

“You've got to tell me,” said Wally. “ I’ve told you that
I’ve had enough of your blessed mysteries. You scem to
live in ’em. It isn't respectable.”

“Oh, Master Wally 1

““Decent people don’t have secrets or go about in &
mysterious way,” said Wally. “Only bounders have sccrets.
I licked you for it the other day. Do you want another round
or two to-morrow ?”?

“Oh, no!”

“Then explain.”

Joe hesitated. ~

¥ You—youw'll keep it a sccret, Master Wally, if T"do?” he
faltered.

“T suppose so0.”

“It’s jolly serious,” said Joe. “It doesn’t matter abou
me, but it’s somebody else. I know I can trust you if you
won’t jaw.” Lo -

“Of course you can,” said Wally indignantly. * Besides,
you've got to tell me, anyway. I Fromxse, honour bright.”

“Then I'll tell you, Master Wally.”

“Good! Who was it you went out to see ?”’ A

¢ My father!” said Joe, in a low and unsteady voice.

Wally started violently. ’

#

His heart -




" Every “Thuisday,

“ Your father?’ he breathed

“Yes.” . :

“But—but I don’t catch on,” faltered Wally, quite taken
aback: ¢ Isn’t your father a—a—a——" Wally paused. He
did not like to say the word.

Joe smiled bitterly in the darkness.

““ A convict,” he said. ‘‘ Yes, you may as well say it out.
My father’s a burglar and a convict—a ticket-of- leave man.’

“ The police are looking for him since the silly ass tried
to break into Greyfriars School,” said Wally.

““That’s right.”

“Then how dare he come here?’ Wally exclaimed. “It’s
a chap’s.duty to give information to. the police, so that “he
can be arrested.”

“Not my own father, Walb

‘Well, I suppose not, as far as you're concerned,”
Wally. ** But I—"

“You've promised.”

““My. only Aunt Jane! That settles it for me!” said
Wally, with a breath of relief. ‘I can’t say a word, of
course. ‘* Look here, was it your father that wrote that letter
to 3ou"”

“Yes.”

“It was awfully risky, under the circumstances.”

1 know it was.”

¢ What did he do it for—money?”’

““No: he wanted to see me before he went away.”

“Did he?’ said Wally doubtfuily.
to see you for?”’

“I—I don't know—Dbecause I'm his son, I suppose,”
Joe uncasily.

Wally snorted.

“From what I hea\ of your fa,thel he doesn’t strike me
as being a very affectionate parent,” he said. ‘‘Tom Merry
took you away from him when he was welting you with a
strap, didn’t he?”’

“Well, ves.”

“Did he ever treat you decently while -you were with
him?”

[ N_no‘!,

“Yet he Wwants to Tun all this fearful risk to say good-
bye to you?

“I—I suppose he feels it a bit, now he’s going to Canada,
and won’t see me never no more,” said poor Joe.

“Hm!” said Wally.

“Don’t you believe him, Master. Wally?”
making a mental resolve not to tell the unbelieving fag
anything about the proposed visit of Bill Frayne that mglu
It was no use having an argument<*with Wally on that
subject, too.

“Blessed if I do!”’ said Wally. “ Of course, I don’t want
to say anything against a chap’s governor. A c}-ap s governor
is a chap’s governor, and he’s sacred—you can’t get away
from that. But this case is different—he’s a brute, “and he's
always treated you badly, and so I can’t help thinking that
he’s got an axe to grind, esnemal ly as you're not sure that
he’s your governor at all.”

Joo was silent.

““Well, come and let’s get something to eat,” said Wally.
“ L’ook helo, suppose we ask Tom Merry his opinion about
it?

¢“J—I don’t want to mention it to anybody.”

“You ought to ask Tom Merry, as he’s a sort of guardian
to you, and I should hke an oider chap’s opinion myself.”

# I don’t mind, then.”

Besides, we may be able to get some tea in Tom Mcerry’s
s’mdv  said Wally. “I know they have been having a foed,
and I think there's very likely something left. Thoy had
jam and cake, I know.’

Joe grinned.

£ Al vight, Master \Vally T'll come.”

“ Como on, then,” said Wa‘ly

He led the way "from the box-room to the Shell passage.

" The door of Tom Merrys study was wide open, and the
light streamed out and voices could be heard. Clearest of all
were the aristocratic tones of Arthur Auﬂfumw D’ Arcy,
raiséd a triflo above their accustomed pitch.

$Oh, rats! There’s my blessed major!" said Wally, with
B grunt.

Joo plucked at his sleeve.

“Praps we'd better leave it a bit,”” he whispered.

Wally dragged him on.

S Impossible, kid!”

$But why?” . .

#I’m hungry.” \

¥ But, I say—"

. % Oh, rats! Come on!
{And W ally dragged the waif of St. Jim’s into Tom LL;YTV s
study before he had time to say anything iurther

said

said

1
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CHAPTER 8
Wally Makes Himself at Home.

“ EALLY, you Shell boundahs—"'
Tom Merry held up his hand. He held it up
for silence, but silence was the last thing that
was likely to be obtainable in his study just then.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther had finished their
prep., which was fortunate, for they would not have had ._;
much chance of getting anything done otherwise. For the #-
chums of Study No. 6 in the Fourth were paying .them a.
visit, and as they were all talking at once, work was quite
out of the question. The Terrible Three were doing their-*- ]
fair shane of talk also, and the noise in the study was -4
growing audible to the very end of the Shell passage. -

“Of all the chumps——"" said Blake.

' Fatheads, I should say!” Digby remarked. =

¢ Blessed asses!” said Herries, after a moment's reflecs v
tion, to be sure of hitting upon the correct expression.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry waved his hand in the air. He might have-
waved it for hours without its having any effect upon the
conversational powers of the chums of the Fourth. They™
were in earnest, and D’Arcy in particular was in posaess.on
of a very fine flow of language.

““Order!” said Monty Lowther, yawnmg, and stret{'mng
out his long legs. ‘' Chuck it, you juniors!”

¢ Juniahs!” exclaimed D’Arcy.

“Yes; you fags!”
“You uttah ass—""
““Order!”

“You fwabjous chump—-""
“1 like Gusuy chiefly for his nice manners,” said Monty
Lowther. ‘*When he visits a chap in his study he's so nice
and particular about the expressions he uses.
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Look here,” said Blake, ¢ enough talking——"

‘“ More than enough,”’ said Tom Merry blandly.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘’Nuff said!” roared Blake. ““The question is, are you
going to step out gracefully and leave the cricket cantamuy
in its proper place, the Fourth?’ :

““That’s the question, Tom Mewwy."”

“No fear!” said Tom Meuy cheerfuliy.

“I’'vo explained to 30\1-———

“Yaas, wathah, and I—"

“We've all explained——”

“You have!” said Manners. * You'd arguc the hinds
legs off a giddy mule. Why don’t you go and explain things -
to somebody else, or else shut yoursclwes up in your own
study and explain to one another?”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Bai Jove—

““Stop that row in there!”’ ba“led Gore from along the
passage. Gore was in the next study, trying to work. * How
can I get anything done when }ou re jawing away like a
whole set of rotten gramophones?”’

‘“ Bai Jove!”’

“Is that a conundrum, Gore?’ asked Monty Lowther.

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”’ .

““Look here, you Shell chaps——"" roared Herries.

“T don’t want you chaps to think you’re unwelcome,” -
yawned Lo“thel “but would you mind telling us at what-
time you've ordered your carriages?”’ ;

““ Weally, Lowthah—"’

Tt was at this moment that Wally dragged Joe Frayne
into the study. :

Arthur Augustus D’ Arcv paused

¢ Weally,
“ Any grub going?”’ asked V\'ally
‘it’s gone.

¢ No,” said Lowther,
gs Oh don’t be funnv' Look hele, we haven't had tea,”

” ga)

"

said \Val]y “ Besides, Joe has something important to tell
you.’
Joe flushed. &
“Bai Jove! If Joe is in any need of advice I'm quite -

W 111m to point out to him the wight and pwopah thing to =

“Go hon!” said Wally.
¢ Weally, _you young wa%cal—— -
“But we're hungry now,” said Wally. ‘‘Suppose you
Fourth-Form chaps clear out while Tom Merry gives us
some tea?”’
The Fourth-Formers stared blankly at the hero of tho -
Third. They were undecided whether to laugh or whe*nﬂr -
to bump Wally on the carpet.
“That is hardly-a wespectful way of addwessin’ yont
eldahs Wally,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy reprov'mgl'v.
¢ Oh don't you begin, Gussy!”
we You young bound ?”
$¢0h, 'l get along!” said Blake, with a sniff. “I'vz-
~ TreE GEM LiBrarY.—No. 166.
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explained how the matter stands to you Shell bounders. If
you don’t like to look at it in a sensible way, Tom Merry,
there will be an election.”

“But I am looking at it in a sensible way,” said Tom
Merry. “““ That’s the trouble.”

“**Oh, rats!”

And Blake tramped out of the study, followed by Herries
and Digby. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remained behind.

I}o screwed his monocle into his eye, and looked earnestly
at Joe.

“My deah kid,” he remarked, ¢

o I do not wish to appeah
{~ . unduly inquisitive, but I fecl that I am the pwopah person
i~ to advise you if you are in need of advice. What a chap
i wequires at such a time is a fellah of tact and judgment.”
P “Yes, Master D’ Arcy.”

“You have come here to get Tom Mewwy’s advice?”’

.— *Yes, Master D’Arcy. I'll be glad to tell you about it,
too, if you care to listen,” said Joe Frayne. .
i - . “Vewy good, deah boy. I shall be vewy pleased to give

you the benefit of my age and expewience.”
“Grub first,” said Wally.

& ‘“Wally, I wefuse to allow you to use that disgustin’ word.
o Why cannot you say suppah or food or pwovisions, or some-
: thin’ wespectable, at all events?’

E **Oh, rats!”

1 “If you say wats to me——"’

‘“Bosh, then!”’

‘“ Undah the cires.—"" - -

‘I don’t know about grub,” said Tom Merry. *I belicve
there’s some jam

“You are intewwuptin’ me, Tom Mewwy

‘“Exactly. And there’s some cake ”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy: ?

‘“ And bread-and-butter, of course,”” said Tom Merry cheer-
~fully. ‘““Get them out of the cupbeard, Monty, and let them
 begin.” )

oo “Good!” said Wally. “I'll help myself if you don’t
*mind. Lowther is-a very handsome chap, but he can’t move
£ -+ for nuts.” .
o “You cheeky young rascal—’
& ““Oh, dear; don’t you begin like Gus !’
fos “Weally, Wally—" .
£ “It’s like being among a set of gramophones all going at
Once,”d\,’VaIly remarked. “ Never mind, so long as the grub
is good.”
And Wally threw open the cupboard door, and began to
drag out the provisions. .
{ “Mind !” roared Manners. * Don’t shove the blessed jam-
i~ pot on my blessed foolscap, you blessed idiot.” ¢
: ‘““Move your blessed foolscap then, you blessed ass, off the
blessed table, if you don’t want the blessed jam on the
. blessed thing.”

- “You young ass—' :

2 Words failed Manners. Wally helped himself and Joe to
bread-and-butter and jam, and grinned genially at the chums
~of the Shell, and his indignant major, as he began to eat.
. -The Terrible Three watched him silently. They were equal

" to most things, and. were seldom taken aback. But they had

.acknowledged long ago that they were not quite equal to

dealing with Wally of the Third. .

““Well, this is jolly good prog,” said Wally.

““ What a howwid word, Wally !”’

‘“Well, grub, then,’”” said Wally.

“ That is almost as bad, you young wuffian.”

“There’s. no satisfying some people,” said Wally. ¢ Most
chaps would feel proud of having a nice minor like me.”

““I should certainly be unable to compwehend their fwame
of mind, then.”

“You see—'

“I wegard you as a feahful young wuffian. Your collah
is howwibly soiled, and your hands are far fwom clean. I
considah——""
=~ - ‘“When Gussy’s finished, if he ever is, Joe’s going to tell
vou about something that’s happened,” said Wally. ¢ He
wants to have your opinion. But if Gussy wishes to hold
the floor, of course, Joe will have to wait.”
¥ D’Arcy turned crimson, and the chums of -the Shell
s chuckled. g
*“I have finished. you young. wottah!” exclaimed Arthur
-Augustus indignantly.
~ ““Hurrah!” :
“Go ahead, Joe,” said Tom Merry, laughing.
- happened ?”’ - o
" And the waif of St. Jim’s explained.

ANSWERS
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CHAPTER 9.
Quite Clear to D’Arcy.

OE blurted out the story with a red face and a confused
QD tongue. Once it had not seemed to the waif of St.
Jim’s so disgraceful as it seemed now. When he had
been a denizen of Blucher’s Buildings, in London, the asso-
ciate of beggars and thieves, he had looked upon Bill Frayne’s
profession as a matter of course. His father was not unlike
the fathers of other boys he knew. But the new surroundings
at St. Jim’s had made a far-reaching difference. Joe coloured
ang faltered now as he spoke.

The Terrible Three and D’Arcy listened in silence.

Joc finished; his voice dying away.

“1 don’t like to tell you,” he said. “I know how ’orrid it
is. I know how good it is of you to speak to me at all.”

“Rats!” said Wally.

“Yaas, wathah! I agwee with Wally in sayin’ wats, for
once,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. *“ My deah boy, it is
not for us to visit the sins of the fathahs on the children.
That is not the place of anybody on earth, my deah kid.” )

“It’s_rough on you, Joe,” said Tom Merry. “We're
sorry. I dare say your father would have been a better man,
too, if he’d had a chance.”

“Yes, sir,” said Joe eagerly; “and he ain’t so bad-at
’eart, sir. He’s going to Canada, and he’s come down ’ere:to
say good-bye to me fust.”

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as weally wippin’,”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. 1
you chaps.”

The Terrible Three were silent.

It was so decent of Frayne that, knowing as mnch as they
did about the man, they were astonished, and could not help
feeling doubtful, as Wally did.

But D’Arcy had no doubts.

His face was beaming cheerfully, .and he was evidently
delighted at this proof of one touch of decency left in an old
and hardened criminal.

He patted Joe affectionately on the shoulder.

‘“ Your governah is not such a bad sort, kid,”” he said.
“You wemembah what Shakespeare says about sermons in
things and good in stones.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Lowther.

‘“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“ Sermons in stones, you ass, and good in everything.”

“I fail to see much diffewence. But, as I was sayin’, there

said
“It is awf'ly decent of Fwayne,

"is some good in evewy chap, if it is only bwought to light.”

“1 shouldn’t have thought of looking for much good in
Eill Frayne,” Manners remarked.

“ That’s where you make your mistake, deah boy,” said
D"AIELBI }?ftily. ‘““When you have had my expewience——""

“Eh? Ea

“When you are as expewienced as I am——"*

‘“My hat!”

““When you have weached my expewience and knowledge of
the world,” repeated D’Arcy, with emphasis, *“ you will com-
pwekend that it is quite imposs. for any chap to be all bad.
Nobody is so black as he is painted, as a mattah of fact, and
nobody at all is all black.”

“Yes; Rugger footballers are sometimes,” said Lowther.

(3 lah ?7’

‘ Haven’t you heard of the All Blacks?’

“You uttah ass!” .

“Don’t be funny, Lowther, old man,” said Wally im-
ploringly.  ‘‘ Life’s short, and what’s the use of turning it
mtc a misery ?”’

‘“Why, you young—"

“Cheese it, old man—cheese it,”” said Wally, shaking his
finger—a rather jammy one—at Lowther. ‘ Ring off, before
somebody rises up with a chopper some day and stops your
being funny for good.” .

*“Yaas, wathah !’ .. .

““ About this matter,” said Tom Merry pacifically.
say vour father didn’t want any money, Joe?"”

"“No, Master Tom.”
‘““ He never asked you for any?” Manners asked.
¢ No ”»

“You

¢

““Did he know you had any?”” asked Lowther.

“I told him I had a pound, and wanted him to take it,"
said Joe. .

“Didn’t he take it ?”’

“No, sir.”

‘ He refused the pound ?”’ asked Wally, in surprise..

“Yes, Master Wally.” .

Wally rubbed his chin thoughtfully—thereby transferring to
it a considerable portion of the jam he had collected upon his
fingers.

‘%Well, I’'m blessed if I catch on to this, that’s all!” he
exclaimed. . 6 . X . .

“ Weally, Wally, it seems quite plain to me,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I wemembah now.that Shakespeare also says,
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- I don’t believe that Frayne has turned over a new leaf.’

e ot

ST Byery Thursdsy. .

¢ There is some soul of goodness in-things evil, would men
observingly distil it out.” I am a gweat believah in Shake-
speare—he w'ote a lot of clevah things, that I could nevah
have w’itten myself.”

““Go hon,” said Monty Lowther.

““It is a fact, Lowthah.” .

¢ Well, T don’t savvy,” said Wally.
man’s on the make, though I don’t see how, so far.
Joe, but that’s my belief.” .
.Joe coloured painfully. D’Arcy gave his minor a reproving
glance. :

“ Wally, you are a young wuffian!” he exclaimed. “Ifis
all perfectly cleah to me. The man has been a wogue and a
wascal, but on decidin’ to go abwoad, he thought of his only
son, whom he would nevah see again. Natuwally he felt that
he could not go without seein’ him.”

““Thank you, Master D’Arcy,” sald Joe, with tears in his
eyes. - “That’s how I feel about it myself, sir.”

““It’s all cleah enough to me, deah boy. I am shocked and
disgusted to find that Wally is cynical at his age. It’s
howwid 17
. “I’m not enical, you ass,” said Wally, flushing. “, Only

“Tt is quite likely; in fact, quite certain, Wally. The
fathah’s heart yearns for his boy, in spite of a life of cwime,”
said D’Arcy. “I’ve often wead of such things in books. It
fwequently happens in novels.”

‘“ Not often in real life, though.”

¢ Oh, you are a young wuffian !”’

Joe turned an anxious glance upon Tom Merry.

‘“ What do you think, Master Tom ?”’ .

Tom Merry hesitated. ’

“1 don’t know what to think, Joe, and that’s the truth,”
he said honestly. ‘I hope it’s as Gussy believes; and I don’t

“ My belief is that the
Sorry,

-see what Frayne has to gaip by telling lies.”

¢“It’s perfectly clear— .

“ Suppose you let us see the letter,” said Lowther.

““Oh, yes; I've got it ’ere!”

Joe felt in his pocket.

He drew his hand out empty.

‘“ Haven’t you got it about you, young ’un?”

Joe changed colour. )

“I must ’ave—’ave dropped it,”’ he muttered.
gone !”’ .

““In another pocket, perhaps,” said Tom Merry.
. Joe shook his head.
~¢J put it in that pocket. sir,” he said.
Vv“l}?\’ell, try the other pockets, you young chump,” said

vally. :

Joe went through his other pockets, but the result was the
same. The letter was gone.

“T’ve lost it,” he said. ~

“Young ass!” said Wally.

“ Weally, Wally—"’

T suppose you dropped it climbing in or out of the box-
room window,” said Wally. ¢ We'll go and look for it, if you
like. I've got an electric lamp; it’s Glyn’s really, but I've

borrowed it.”
¢ Better,” said Tom Merry. *If one of the fags finds it, he

“It’s

" might read it, and that would make fresh trouble.”

“J+-Ill go,” said Joe.

He left the study with Wally. The Terrible Three and the
swell of the Fourth looked at one another dubiously.

“Blessed if I can make it out!” said Monty Lowther.
“The chap was an utter ruffian, and I don’t believe in him
for a second.””

“But why should he come down here and stuff Joe up

for nothing ?”’ asked Tom Merry.

“That'’s a fiddy mystery.”

“ Tt was jolly risky for him, too,” said Manners.

“1 know—it’s a mystery.”

D’Arcy rose to his feet. He adjusted his eyeglass in his
eye, and surveyed the Terrible Three with considerable scorn.

‘“I wegard you as uttah asses !’ he said, in measured tones.
¢ Tt is all perfectly cleah to me.”

¢“Qh, rats!”

‘“The man was a wuffian and a wascal, but he has wepented.
Wascals often do wepent—there is Goah, for instance.”

“ Gore wasn’t a burglar.”

‘“ Well, no, but he was a bully, and a liah—and a liah isn’t
much bettah than a burglah, as a mattah of fact. Goah
wepented.” - '

‘“ He keeps on having lapses, though,” grinned Lowther.

“Pewwaps; but he wepents evewy time, I believe. It’s
the same with- Bill Fwayne. It is all perfectly cleah to me.
He has wepented, and he is goin’ to Canada to—""

“To have relapses,”” said Lowther. .

. “No, you ass; to lead a new and a bettah life, as they do
in the last chapters of novels,” said D’Arcy. “ I wegard you
thwee as c{nical beasts! It is all perfectly cleah to me.”

And Arthur Augustus D’Aicy strode from the Shell study.
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CHAPTER 10.
No Go!

ALLY tramped along the passage to_the box-room;
with a frowning brow. Joe was looking deeply
troubled, and that was the only reason why Wally

Wally was of opinion that Joe had-
been a careless ass, but he would not say.so, under the. cir
cumstances—Joe was worried enough. .
“My only Aunt Jane!” Wally muttered suddenly.
-Joe turned to him.
:: '(I’)ge:{,e’s somebody in the box-room,” said Wally.
13 Quiet P . S “
Wally stepped on with noiseless feet. Joe followed him™ .
with equal caution. The sounds of voiees came from the
half-open door of the box-room, and they recognised the -7
tones of the fags. Hobbs & Co. were in the room. s
*“I saw them come out of here,” Hobbs’s voice was saying,
and the words came quite clearly along the quiet passage.

;f]’.[‘llley had been up to something—breaking bounds, most.
ikely.” . 1
““The window was shut, Hobby,” said Fane. ity WG

“Well, they’d shut it after them, wouldn’t they?”
“Yes, { s’pose so.” :
“Jt’s been opened though,” said Picke, with a chuckle.
“How do you know?” .
$The dust is wiped off it where they took hold. Look
here! You can see the finger-marks in the dust.” p
My hat, Picke’s right!” . . i
I wonder what they went out for?” said Colley. * Wally
wouldn’t go with Frayne to meet any of his criminal friends.”
‘“Hallo! Look here!” ]
¢ What is it?” ) L )
‘“ Look !” . s S
Wally had reached the door of the box-room. He: couldz 2
not see to what the excited exclamations of the fags referred.
But he could guess. - The fags had the light full on, and if
the note had been dropped in the box-room they could not
fail to see it. They had found Joe's letter. . :
Joe understood it, too. He pressed Wally’s arm-tightly in
his hand. - S
- “They’ve found it, Master Wally,”” he whispered.
‘“ Right!” .? o
T must have dropped it, getting into the window.”
“Yes, you ass!” : s
“They —they’ve got it,”’ faltered Joe. I—I say, Master =
Wally, what shall we do?”’ =
"Wally snorted. 5 £

“Do? Get it away, of course! Come on!” e o
Wally ran to the box-room.

There was a rush of the fags

to close and lock the door the instant they heard footsteps.

But Wally had his foot in the opening already. Sy
“It’s Wally!” roared Fane. :
“Get out!”

“You can’t come in!”’ - :
Wally shoved hard on the door. Seven or eight fags were !
in the room, and they were all pressing from the inside. -

Wally’s foot was crushed between the door and the jamh,,

and had not his boot been thick and strong he would cer-

tainly have been hurt.
“Get your hoof out, Wally !I"” shouted Fane. e
“Rats! I'm coming in!”
“You're not!”’
“No admittance except on business,”” grinned Colley. ™=

¢ And you’ve got no business here, D’Arcy minor!” ¥ R
“Let me in!”’

“No fear!” . 5 -
“Kick his ankle, some of you!” said Hobbs. -“He'll jolly =

- 5

" soon get his hoof out then!”

¢ Oh, don’t be a cad!”’ said Fane.

¢ Stamp on his toes, then!”

¢ Open this door!” roared Wally.

13 Rats !))

“Ha, ha, ha!”-

£ Qutside, D’Arcy minor!”’

Wally shoved hard at the door.

¢ Back up, Joe!” he gasped.

“Yes, Master Wally!” panted Joe. - o

The two comrades exerted themselves frantically at, theé
shoving of the door. If the fags within succeeded ir getting
it shut they could turn the key in the lock, and iher there -
would be no chance of recovering the letter.

‘“Shove away, Joe!”

“Yes, Master Wally!” .

““ Not so much ‘Master Wally,” and more beef!”
Wally, exerting himself frantically at the door. ;

“Keep your hoof against it, Picke,” said Fane’s voice
inside. *“ You’ve got that letter, Hobby, haven't you?’
© ““Yes, rather!” . X
“Well, we can keep the door shut while you read it out.”
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£ “Good egg!”
. ‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘

. “Don’t you read that letter!” shouted Joe. “It’s mean!
=-Don’t be cads! Gimme my letter!” ;

=~ *““He’s afraid of us hearing what his pcople have been up
- to!” grinned Colley. “Listen for the latest news from
.- Portland and Pentonville.”
¢« - ‘“Ha, ha, ha!” - .

Wally and Joe made one more tremendous effort to push
open the door. But it was lined with feet inside, and the
feet held it firm. And, as they struggled and shoved in vain,
Hobbs’s voice was heard reading out the letter,

- From beginning to end he read it.

Joe groaned, and receded from the door.
2 ¥Its all up, Master Wally
.~ Wally snorted.

i _“Never mind! You can lick Hobbs when he comes out.”
£ Joe shook his head.

{7 Licking Hobbs would be small comfort to him. The letter
#-was read out now, and the Third Form knew that his father
i--=—=Bill Frayne, the outcast, who was wanted by the police for
i."the attempted burglary at Greyfriars—was in the neighbour-
&

hood of St. Jim’s. .

~Joe plunged his hands deep into his pockets and tramped
i away. Wally waited in the passage for the fags to come out
_}1 ‘of the box-room, and there was a very grim expression upon
® Wally’s face. : ‘
Inside the -box-room the fags were chuckling gleefully.
‘““His father ! said Hobbs.

““The convict I’

“The ticket-of-leave man!” =
“The police are looking for him now !’ said Colley.

Fane pushed the door shut. There was no pressure from
outside now. There was a very cautious expression upon
Fane's face.

-“Look here,” he said, in a low voice—*look here, this is

¢ Frayne, and young Frayne must be dotty to keep his letters.
N Do f}[’ou,know what this means?”’
~_“dt means that Frayne pere is hanging about the school
o see: his precious son,” said Hobbs, ‘¢ Nothing else, that I
know of.”
- *He’s seen him by this time.” -
“True!”
“The police want to see Frayne major,”’ said Fane; “and

~#t’s our jolly duty to send them information where he may
found.” =

= “Phew!” '

© " “That’s my idea,” said Fane firmly. ‘“The man’s a
. criminal ; and, for all we know, he may be intending to burgle
; =8t Jim’s, just as he did Greyfriars,” -

&

K3

“ My hat!”
© 4 It’s jolly well likely !” szid Picke.

“Perhaps his son is going to help him?’ Hobbs suggested.
. “T shouldn’t wonder.”
ir © Fane frowned.
© “Well,.no, it’s no good being too rough on the kid,” he
. said. ‘I don’t believe young Frayne’s that sort. But the
- -old chap may intend to burgle without consulting him. "Theve
i are thousands of pounds’ worth of plate in the safe in the

library—there have been attempts to burgle it before.”

“Yes, rather!”’

~“The police ought to have that letter,”” Hobbs remarked.
i ““And they’re going to!” said Fane. ““My idea is that it
i".thould be sent to them at onee, in case old Frayne begins any
. of his little games to-night.”
- _“Mow are you going to get it there? We don’t want to
i show up in the matter ourselves,” Hobbs said rather
i nervously. ’

“No fear!”?
% . The fags quitted the box-room. .
Wally was waiting in the passage. Wally said not a word.
~But he rushed at the Third-Formers, hitting out right and
i left; and, with howls and yells, they scattered and ran. But
j. Fane had Joe’s letter safely in his possession.

CHAPTER 11.
D’Arcy Means to Help.

HEN Joe Frayne turned up in the Third Form-room
that evening the fags looked at him very curiously.
They expected him to cut up rusty, as they ex-
essed it, over the loss of his letter, and over the fact that
t had been read out aloud.
- But he did not. ¢ :

He did not say a word to Hobbs & Co. on the subject. He
knew that it was useless. He knew that, whatever he said or
did, it would not undo the fact that they had read the letter,
and that they would not give it up for the asking. To say
T GEM LIBRARY.—No. 166.
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anything moré on the subject was to make it more notorious
than ever. L

It was already the talk of the Third Form-rcom. Joe did
not want it to become the talk of St. Jim’s if he could help
1t. -

Joe was deeply troubled in his mind, and that fact showed
very plainly in his pale, harassed face.

What to do he did not know. )

That his letter had been sent to the police he never sus- -
pected. All he was afraid of was the fact becoming known-
that his father was near St. Jim’s.

That Frayne cught to be arrested, that he was a criminal,
and should be in prison, was perfectly true.

But Joe could not be expected to see it in that light.

The man, criminal or not, was his father; and, to Joe, that
fact made him sacred. )

How was he to warn Bill Frayne?

He would not see his father again till the latter came to
keep the appointment at midnight to keep Joe to his promise
of showing him his quarters in the school. By then it might
be too late to warn him of his danger. :

But Joe had to run the risk.

He could only wait, with what patience he could muster, -
for the time of the appointment to arrive, and hope that the
chatter of the Third Form-room would not get further till
Bill Frayne had come and gone. .

But it was a weight upon his mind, and it showed in his -
looks—as was very apparent to the fags when they watched

him.

Hobbs chuckled over it very much.

*“ Young Sikes is fecling anxious for his noble parent,” he
confided to Fane. ‘‘He's in‘a state of stew over it, not
knowing whether the cld gentleman will be arrested or not.
Jolly, ain’t it?” : .

“Well, wouldn’t you be anxious in his place?’ said Fane,
somewhat unexpectedly. * Don’t be a pig, Hobby!”

Hobbs looked sulky. )

*I suppose a blessed burglar ought to be put in prison?’
he growled.

* Yes, and TI've had the letter sent to the police-station,”
replied Fane. *“Now we can feel sorry for young Frayne, I
should think.”

“ Well, you're a rum beggar!” said Hobbs, staring.

‘“Oh, rats!” .

Fane might feel sorry for Joe Frayne, but that did nct
make him sorry for what he had done. He considered that
he had done his duty: Perhaps he had; but he had a seerct
feeling inwa.rd]y that he ought never to have known the
contents of Joe's letter in the first place.

“Looks as if he's got something on his mind, don’t he?”
Hobbs remarked to Picke, a much more sympathetic listener
than Fane, a little later, jerking his thumb towards Joe, who
was standing staring gloomily into the Form-room fire.

Picke chuckled. .

“He does, Hobby. "And he’ll have something more on his
mind when his pa’s arrested. I say, young Fraync.”

Joe looked round.

“ Yes, Master Picke,” he said heavily.
“Your governor “fond of 'the broad-arrow pattern in
clothes?” .

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the fags.

Joe did not reply:

He walked quietly out of the Form-room, leaving the fags
laughing. The outcast of the Third went down the passage
with a heavy heart. .

‘“They’re all against me,”” he murmured. “I was a fool
to think it would ever be any different, I suppose. They’ll
all be glad if father’s taken by the police—and what will the
’Ead say? Won’t it be bad for Master Tom?”’

That was Joe’s most anxious thought.

The Head had been very kind. He had allowed Joe to
come to 8t. Jim’s. The fees paid by Tom Merry’s uncle for
the waif were a very small consideration. The Head had been
kind, and had borne patiently more than one awkward result
of Joe’s being at the old school. But could he bear this—
if a criminal were arrested in the neighbourhood of St. Jim’s,
and publicly known to be the father of one of the fellows
there! Would not that be asking too much of him. .

Yet it is only fair to say that Joe thought much less of his
own prospects than.of the danger to his father.

The last words Bill Frayne had spoken to him had been
kind, and they were still in Joe’s heart. The fact that his
father had taken the trouble and the risk to come and say
good-bye to him before going to Canada, moved him
strangely. s )

A Tight touch fell on Joe’s shoulder as he reached the end .
of’ ch passage, and he stopped and looked at Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. - )

“I’ve been lookin’ for you, deah boy,” said D’Arcy.

““Yes, Master D’Arcy,” caid Joe.

“Pway sit down,” said Arthur Augustus, drawing Joe into

S
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a window-seat. ‘I wegard what those Shell boundahs said to
3ou as all wot, Joe, deah boy. They have no faith in human
‘nature, you know. It is a most common thing for a cwiminal
to wepent and turn ovah a new leaf.”

“Yes,” said Joe.

“ Novels are supposed to be the miwwor of weal life,” said
D’Arcy. “Well, T know it fwequently happens in nmels
particulahly in tho last chaptahs. I wegard your fathah's
case as a case in point,. The “old frentleman has been touched
by the pwospect of leavin’ you for evah, and he has
wepented.”’

“I'm glad to hear you say so, Master D’Arcy,
eagerly. ~“T think so ‘myself. But \Vall)—”

*“Wally is a wuff young wascal.”

‘“ And Master Tom—

“Tom Mewwy is all wight, but he has vewy little expewi-

ence and knowledge of human mature,” said D’Arey, with a
lofty air of wisdom. ¢ What you want to decide a mattah like
this, is a follow of tact a.nd judgment.”

“ Yes, Master D’Arcy.”

‘I congwatulate you, Joe, .on this change for the bettah in
your fathah,” said D’Arcy serlously I suppose it is imposs,
for you to see him again, and it is a_gweat pitay, because 1
think it mmht have the effect of confirmin’ him in his good
W esolutlons

Joe looked eager.

The waif of 8t. Jim’s was anxious to have somebody to
confide in. He shrank, naturally, from telling Wally or Tom
Merry that he was admlttmo' his father to the school that
night. They were hnbehevmu scoffers, so far as Bill Frayne
was concerned, and Joe did not want to tell them more. But
he was “ewhe«d down with his secret, and his heart yearned
for a sy mpathetlc listener. He had found one in Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy.

« You—you really think that, Master D’ Arcy?” he asked.

““ Yaas, wathah !”

“Then perhaps ”? Joe hesitated.

Arthur Augustus adjusted his monocle, and leoked at the
w mf of St. Jim’s.

“ Yaas, Joe?”’ he asked.

“I—1 should llke to tell you something, Master D’Arcy,’
Joe said slowly. * Of course, you w on’t say a word?' .

“Of course not, deah bo

“I'm goin’ to see my- fatnah again,’

‘““Bai Jove !”

“ He wants to see me, Master D’Arcy.’

‘“ Naturally, undah tho cires.,” said D Arcy, with a nod.

“T suppose you are goin’ to sce him to say good-bye before
he departs for evah?”’

13 'Y'e es "

“Vewy good—-\ ewy pWOpah and wight.”

He wants to see how and where Im living before he
goes,” said Joe, in a hurnxe«d w‘hlspm “He lhml\s it will
malke him feel more easy in his mind after he’s gone.’

Arthur Augustus was deeply touched.

“ That is awf’ly decent of him,” he. sald

“Yes, I think so, too, and I’'m glad,” said Joe.
know the—the others wouldn’ 't believe in it.”

“But he can’t come here,” said D’Arcy. *“He won’t be
able to do it, Joe. He can’t come here, you knrow; he is in
dangah of bein’ awwested.”

Joe hesitated.

“Pway confide in me, deah boy,”
wave of his hand.
th\\ou.gh ”

‘“He is coming here,” said Joe, in a low voice, and with a
hurried glance up and dowa the passage.

D’Arcy started.

“Bai Jove!”

““It's a seoret, of course.’

“But when is hl., comm’”’

“ To-night.”

“To- mmht !

“YVos* . )

“ But—but how?”’

” said Jee

“But I

said D’Arey, with a
“I am your fwiend in this mattah, wight

»

“You see, he can’t come in the daytime,” said Joe. “He
must come at night, or not at all. It wouldu’t be safe
otherwise.’ ' '

‘I suppose not.

“He wants to see how I'm fixed before he goes,” said J

“I couldn’t refuse him, tﬁlout,h

“Yaas, wathah! I don’t vewy well see how you could,
deah boy,” assented Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy thouffhtfulfv

“So Ive proml_sed to let him come.”” "

“Vewy good.”

“I'm going to let him in, and just show him round,” said
Joe Fravne hurriedly. “I suppose it will be all right,
Master D’ Arcy ?”’ .

I’ Arey laid hxs hand upon Joe’s shoulder.

“It is quite wight, Joe, deah bo y I quite appwove of
your conduo!; But how are you goin’ to let him in?”

NE.
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“I'm going to meet hxm at the wall, and bring him bere,”
said Joe.

“It's awf ly wisky.”

“ But he wanted 1t ” :

¢ Quite w1ght Look heah, deah boy,"” said D’Arcy gener-
ously. ““I'll'help you. I wegatd you as actm in quite a
pwopah spiwit in this mattah, and I am %om to give you
my assistance. It would be awf’ ly wotten for you to get up
all a}lfne in the middle of the night. I will get up, too.”
ut—"’

1 don’t mind at all. I will keep on some of my tz}umgs,
so it will be all wnc,ht ” said D’Arcy. * What time are you
meetin’ the chap?”’ 5

“ At twelve.”

Vewy good. At a quartah to twelve I will be waitin’ for
you ]gutsxde the door of the Third-Form dormltowy ”
ut—"’

“It’s all wight, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, with a wave of

the hand.  “I don’t mind it in the least, And now let us -
sepawate. We don’t want to give an impwession that we are <
discussin’ secwets, you know. We shall have to be" awf’ly
cautious.”’

And Arthur Augustus pabted Joe encouragingly on the
shoulder and walked away. He left the wai of St. Jim’s
in a dubious frame of mind. Joe was glad to have a
syrapathiser, and he was glad not to have to move about alone -
at midnight. But he had not so much confidence in D’ Alcys ¢
tact and ]udrrment as the elegant junior himself  had. :

——

CHAPTER 12.
Keeping the Secret!
ACK BLAKE stared at Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, whOh
QH the Fourth-Form were turning in that night. The swell
of St. Jim’s was putting on his py}amas——and beautiful -
pyjamas they were. He was putting them on over his-
beautiful underclothing, and that was what made Jack Blake
stare. As a rule, Arthur Augustus D’Axcy was most fastidie
ous in these matters. ;

*“ Gussy !”” Blake rapped out. ; =

Arthur Augustus started. Whenever D’ Arcy was keepmg
a secret, he was given to being startled very easily. a e
aas, deah boy,” he caid, .

““Gone off your vocker ?7 i

““ Weally, Blake—""

“ What's the matter with you?”

““ Nothin’.”

“Sure you're
soticitude.

“ Weally, you ass

‘“Then what are you goin’ to bed in your clothes for?”

“I am not goin’ to bed in my clothes. I suppose I need ~
not wemove my few wemainin’ garments unless I chome""
said Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity. AP

“Certainly not; but wherefore this thusness?’

“I wefuse to entah into a widiculous discush,” said
D’Arcy why . : L %2

“ Good meht deah boy.” ‘ =

“1 suppose you’re not getting up to- mfrht to break bounds,
are you?’ Blake mqulred

“ Weally, Blake—"

‘“You’re not going down to the Green Man to play a,».
little game of pdker‘?” -

“You uttah ass

“Then if you’re not going to get up, what are you keeping™ -
some of your things on for?” Blake demanded.

“I decline to be catechised,” said Arthur Augustus, step- 25
ping into bed. ¢ Good-night, you fellows!” =

“Oh, he’s off his chump that’ s all!” said Digby. “What's =
the good of expecting Gussy to give a reason for anythmg he ;
does !’

“ Weally, Dig: :

‘“ What has he got a pair of shoes out of his box - ior7”
(é:amanded ‘Herries. * What will you want with felt slippers, .

ussy 2"’

D’Arcy turned red, and reached out of bed to push the
felt slippers under, so that they would be out of sight. .

‘ Weally, Hewwies——"" he murmured.’

“ Well, my hat!” said-Blake.

D Arcy laid his head on the pillow. He affected - not to
fear the further comments passed by his chums.

The Fourth Form turned in, and Kildare, the captam‘
St. Jim’s, came to sce lights out.

When he was gone, D’ Arcy’s voice was heard in Iow toneS‘

““Blake!. I say, Blake, deah boy

“Yes?” said Blake. : . -

“ Pway, don’t shout.”

“Well, what is it?”

“Will you lend me your electwic lamp ? 9% ;
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Blake sat up in bed. - -

¢ Lend you what!” he exclaimed. "

“ Your little electwic lamp—the one you cawwy in your
pocket, you know.” . . : m

“ What do you want an clectric lamp for 2”2

‘“ Weally, Blake—"

“Are “you getting up ‘to-night?”

#I decline to be questioned, deah boy.™

“ You're. breaking -bounds."

“ Nethin’ of the sort.” . >

“Then do you mean to say that you're going to get up,
simply to wander round the house with an electric lamp ¢~
Blake demanded. ’

“Certainly .not I””
" ““Then what do you mean to say 77>

‘“ Nothin’.”

Blake snorted. .
R “If it wasn’t too much trouble to get out of bed, I'd
- Jolly well give you a thick ear !I”” he exclaimed. Of all the
silly asses—" ’

““ Weally, Blake——""

 Will you tell me what you want the torch for:”

“No, I won’t!”

“In that case

°y
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Blake chuckled. . .

““Of ccurse, if you don’t intend to get up in the middle of
the night for anything, Gussy, that won’t hurt.” )

“ Weally, Blake——"" ) .
--“Why don’t you explain what the little game is?”’ Blake
demanded. :

‘“ Wats I

“Confide in your uncle,” said Digby, indignantly,

‘* Pway don’t be an ass, Dig, deah boy !”’

There was silence in the dormitory. Blake stepped
quietly out of bed, and bent over Dighy and whispered :

“ Gussy’s getting up to-night.” .
= ‘““Yes, rather!”

“I suppose it’s some jape. He’s having his noble leg
pulled, either by the Shell bounders, or by Figgins & Co.,

over in the New House.”

“I suppose so.”
“We're not going to let him be Jdone.”
“ No fear!” :

“I'm staying awake,” said Blake.

“If Gussy gets up I'll
call you, and we’ll be

on in the scene, whatever it is.”
‘““ What-ho I murmured
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again. silence,
g “Blake, I wegard you as an I

“Go hon!”

‘““And a silly fathead.”?

“ Hear, hear!”

“And a fwabjous chump 1’}
*“ Hurrah !

uttah ass!”

p

“I wefuse to use your wotten eleciwic lamp undah any
circs. whatevah. I decline to touch the wotten thing.”

“ Don’t do that, Gussy. Use it by all means—you’re quite

"~ welcome to use .it.”

“You uttah duffah I’
" “Ha, ha, ha!”
]“ O’h, pway, don’t cackle, deah boys. I want to go to
sleep.”

“Mind you don’t oversleep yourself,” said Blake. “I
don’t know what time you mean to get up, but if you go
to sleep, I don’t suppose you’ll wake t1ll morning.”

‘“Ba1 Jove |

X

CHAPTER 13,
Wally Wants to Know,

OE FRAYNE did not sleep that night.

QH He was too uneasy and excited to think of it. But
he turned in, in the ordinary way, with the rest of
the Third Form. He intended to be up again

at a late hour, but Le was a little more careful than

D’Arcy to keep up appearances. There was nothing in his

manner to indicate to the fags of the Third that he meant

to leave his bed before the rising-bell sounded in the
morning.

But Joe’s head lay sleepless on'the pillow.

The thought of his father was continually in his mind, and
the later the hour grew, and the closer the time came for
keeping the appointment with Bill Frayne, the more excited
and unquiet the lad felt.

After all, he reflected, there was nothing to be uneasy
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Wally ran to the window. Outside in the faint glimmer of the starlight he saw the rainpipe that ran
from the window to the ground, and he knew what the window was open for. Joe was gone ! (See page 6.)

about. e would admit his father to the scheol, and in ten
minutes he would be gone. Then he would creep back to
bed, with the knowledge that ke had done all that he could
to perform his duty to his father before he parted with him
for ever.

What was there to be o deeply troubled in his mind
about ? .

He hardly knew.

But troubled and excited he was, and his heart was beat.
ing painfully, and more than once he found himself starting
and listening to the slightest sounds.

There was one other in the dormitory who did not sleep,
and that was Wally. Wally was anxious about his friend.

Wally woke up in_fits and starts. The thought of Bill
Frayne was in his mind, and with that there was a thought

—a dark suspicion—that the man’s presence near St. Jim’s
mecant mischief.

The story of Frayne’s repentance did not impose upon :
Wally for a moment.”: He was only puzzled to know what the
man wanted at St. Jim’s.

What did he want?

Not money from his son—such money as his son could give
him. He had refused that. Had he some lawless plan in
view, in which Joe could be of assistance to him—ecither

. ignorantly or by force?- Wally suspected it.

But Wally was but a lad, and though the suspicion was
in his mind, it was not strong encugh to make him think of
watching the night instead of sleeping. : :

But, it was heavy enough on .kt consciousncss to cause
him to sleep uncasily, and to wake more than he slept.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No, 166. -
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< It was in a fit of wakefulness that Wally lay and listened
to three-quarters chiming out from the tower.

A quarter to twelve! )

_Nearly midnight | .

Wally moved drowsily in his bed, and as he did so, he
became- aware of a sound of someone else moving in the
dormitory.

The thought of Bill Frayne was like a weight on his
mind, and Wally started up in bed immediately, with every
nerve quivering. ;

He tried to penetrate the darkness of the room with his
cyes.

¢ Who's that?”’ he called out.

There was no reply.

But a faint sound from the direction of the door warned
Wally that it had been opened and shut with great caution.

Wally jumped out of bed.

Ho struck a match and looked quickly round the dormi-
tory. His heart was beating fast, and he hardly knew what
he expected to see. He saw nothing for a moment; but as
: his glance turned upon Joe’s bed, by the last glimmer of the
: match, he saw that the bed was empty.
= Joe was gone! .

The match went out.

Wally threw it down and ran to the door. He opened it
quietly, and as he did so he heard a sound of voices.

* Joe, deah boy, I'm here, you see.”

““ Yes, Master D’Arcy.”

“Bai Jove, what’s that?”

Wally could see them dimly in the gloom of the corridor.
_ He went out of the dorm., shivering in his pyjamas.

:: JoeI, whgt are you doing out here?”

“Come back to bed !”

“ Weally, Wally—" ¥
., “Oh, don’t you begin, Gus!” said Wally. “You ought
to have more sensc than to be out of bed yourself at this
time !’

“You diswespectful young wascal—""

‘“Rats! Come in, Joe !”

“I—I can’t, Master Waily!”

“Why can’t you?”

“I—1 can't!”
‘“Oh, rats!”
“ Weally, Wally, I insist upon your leavin’ Fwayne to do

4 as he likes!” said Arthur Augustus firmly. “He is actin’
" In a vewy wight and pwopah mannah, and he has my
4 complete appwoval !
““ And that is enough, of course?”’ Wally said sarcastic-
ally.
“T twust so!” replied Arthur Augustus, with a great deal
: of dignity. :
~ (113 Rats !77
g (13 i 1.4 ”»
“%{fast';)g jsay wats to me, Wally—

: “Pway wait a minute for me, Fwayne, while I give Wally
< - a feahful thwashin !”
; ‘Do be quiet!” murmured Joe. ‘The game's up if we're
* heard, and—and remember how I stand, Master D’ Arcy.”
“Quite wight, deah boy,” said. Arthur Augustus, cooling
down. “It’s all sewene; I'l] be vewy quiet indeed! Wun
on, and leave Wally to me! I'll explain to him.”
13 But ” -
“It’s all wight; I won’t sav too much!”
: ¢ Very well, Master D’ Arcy I
- Wally made a grasp at Joe, but the waif of St. Jim's
B eluded him, and ran down the passage. Wally was follow-
ing, when Arthur Augustus grasped him by the shoulder.

¢ Pway stop, Wally 4

Wally paused, breathing hard.

““ Where has Joe gone ?”” he demanded.

“ Downstairs."’

“I mean, what for?”

“It's all wight, Wally !”

““ What do you mean, you ass?”

“I wefuse to be called an ass; and what I mean is that
it is all wight!” said D’Arcy. “I quite appwove of Joe's
action, and that is all wight. You had bettah go back to
»bed, and—""

“J’m jolly well not going to do anything of the sort; you
ass!”

“ As your maliuh, I command you—-"

““And as a silly ass, you can go and eat coke!”.
= “ Weally, Wally—"
= ‘““What i1s Joe up to?

What are you helping him for?

Wyhnt is the little game, anyway ?”” demanded the exasperated -

Wally.
‘It is imposs. to explain, as I am undah a pwomise to Joe;
= .. but you can take my word for it that it is all wight.” .
y “Is it a jape?” e
““No,” replied D’Arcy, with dignity; ‘it is not a jape!” -
- TrE Gpyu LiBrary.—No. 166. -
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¢ Then what is it?” _

“ Joe is performin’ a filial dutay.”

Wally jumped.

“What! Something to do with his father ?’*

“¥ wefuse to explain furthah!”

“You chump !I” breathed Wally. ‘Do you mean to say
he is going out to meet that man at this time of night 7"

‘‘ I decline to be called a chump!”’ L

Wally grasped his major by the shoulder, and shoak him in
a decidedly disrespectful manner." .

““ Look here, you fathead——"’

“I wefuse—"’ :

“Is Joe’s father hanging about the schocl now ?”

‘1 decline—"" == . .

Wally released his major. There was evidently no informa-
tion to be got out of the swell of St. Jim’s. Wally left him,
and rushed in the direction Joe had taken.
after him cautiously :

“ Wally! Come {tack! You young wascal!”

His voice died away. .

Wally ran on. At the end of the passage dim figures

-

loomed up, and Wally grasped one of them, with a élmrp‘

exclamation : .
“ Now then, Joe, you young sweep !”
‘“Let go!” said a voice. :
But it was not Joe’s voice.

the Fourth Form.

& —_—

CHAPTER 14,
In His Truz Colours.

OE listened intently as he crept down the stairs.
J] There seemed to be no sound in the great building.
At that hour not a light gleamed from a window
at St. Jim’s, unless it was a lamp burning in some rcom
where a student was siill applying himself to his task.

St. Jim’s was asleep. .

Joe crept down the stairs, and rcached the small window
opening from the hall upon the quad.,, and felt for ‘the
fastening. .

1A glimmer of strange light came through the stained
glass. © .
There was starlight in the quadrangle, and dim reflections
fell into the House. Joe unfastened the window with a
trembling hand. It opened easily and silently: . .

A gust of cool air on his face calmed and revived him.
He climbed out into the quad., and closed the lattice softiy.

Then he ran for the school wall. He knew the way ia the
dark—could have followed it blindfolded, if necessary.

He reached the wall, and in a moment or two more he was
ciinizing to it, and peering over into the dimness of the
road.

‘“ Are you there - ’ P ,

His voice shook as he asked the question. A black

It belonged to Jack Blake, of

shadow detached itself from the wali, and came cagerly along

towards Joe.

‘““Here I am!”

It was Bill Frayne's voics.

Joe’s heart beat.

“It’s hardly twelve, father.”

“I've been waiting ten minutes,” said Bill Fravne.
“Lend me a ’and in! A policeman passed me five minutes
ago. I was in the shadow, and he didn’t see me.”

¢ Oh, that’s only the local bobby of Rylecombe!” said Joe.
‘“He wouldn’t be dangerous.”

‘“It was a plain-clothes man.” .

“Then how did you——"'

‘“Know? Do you think I don't know a plain-clothes man
when I see him?” said Frayne savagely. ¢ They’ve got wind
of my being down here somehow, I suppose—the dickens
knows how—I don’t! That man doesn’t belong to this
district—he may have come over from Wayland, perhaps.
But I shall be gone to-night—bum them! Help me in!”

*“ Wouldn’t it be safer.’

‘“Help me in!” o ’

‘“ All right, father!” . ;

Joe gave the man a hand up to the wall. Frayne was a

heavy man, and he breathed hard as he reached a plage

beside Joe. The two of them crouched thefe in the thick
.?hadow of the tree as the sound of footsteps came along the
ane.

Frayne’s hand closed on Joe's shoulder hard.

“Hush !”

His voice was barely audible. The footsteps came along.
Dimly the crouching pair saw a burly figure stride by. The
passer did not look up. But there was something in his
appearance and his
man was a plain-clothes constable.

Frayne breathed hard. i

‘ That was a narrow shave!” he murmured, when the steps

had died away in the direction of the school gates.

R

D’Arcy called -

ait which Joe could not mistake. The
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“ Do you think he was looking for you, father ?”

“Of course!”

Frayne dropped down inside the school wall. Joe followed,
very troubled in his mind. If pursuit was so close as this,
it was madness for Frayne to linger a moment where he
was; yet, he had evidently not abandoned his intention of
seeing the interior of the School House of St. Jim’s.

And yet, at the same time, his manner was anything but
that of an affectionate parent. Joe was sorely puzzled.

** Which way ?”’ murmured Frayne.

- “There’s the School House.”

‘“ Lead on, then!”

Joe led the way in silence.

They reached the window on the ground floor, which he
had left unfastened. Joe pushed it open from the outside,
and Frayne’s eyes glittered.

“Good I”” he murmured,

‘“This way !” said Joe.

Joe climbed in. The ruffian followed, and stepped down
quietly inside the house. Then he drew on felt shoes over
his boots.

Joe saw him, in the dim light from the window, bend his
head to listen. No sound came from the House. Joe
wondered where D’ Arcy and Wally were, and what they were
doing. 1In the darkness he could see nothing. .

The burglar could see nothing, and hear nothing. He
seccmed to be satisfied, and he raised his head and came
nearer to Joe.

“You've done that well, kid!” he murmured. *You
(_’,o’i;!dn’t have managed it better if I had trained you to
it P’ 3

‘“Come on, father!

‘“Wait a moment !”’

Joe paused.

‘ Look ’ere, Joe,” said the man, in a whisper, “there
ain’t much time to waste; it ain’t safe for me to stay
kere !”

“You'll be safe in Canada, father.”

The man chuckled softly.

“I'm not going to Canada !”

Joe drew-a quick, deep breath of dismay.
¢ Non}’fe not going ?”’ he faltered.
ol

You want to see—"

13

“Then you were—were——"’

“That was a yarn,” said Frayne. “T had to tell you
something to get in ’ere! Look ’ere, Joe, will you come with
me? You're a likely lad for my business, and I'll do you
fair and square if you like to come in with me? We'll
go shares, and you shall have a ’and in all the jobs. What do
you say ?”’ )

Joe gasped.

“D-d-do you mean—become a thief ?”°

“I mean do as you were born and brought up to do!”
s2id Frayne surlily. “ What chance have you got of getting
on in a place like this? You wasn’t born for it? Youwll
have to come to my business sooner or later.”

‘“ Never !

“Don’t be a young fool! Listen to what I say—you must
come to it. Make up your mind now !”

“I shall never come to it! I’ll starve first—and I won't
steal ! If you came here to say that to me——"

“Wot else?” said the burglar savagely. “ Do you think
I care whether you're comfortable here “or not, you young
’ound? Do you think what I said was anything but a dodge
to get into the school 7’

“Father !” .

“I'm ’er¢ to crack the crib,” said Bill Frayne, and his
grasp closed like iron on the boy he had dececived. * You're
going to ’elp me!” ’

‘“Never !’

Joe strove to drag himself away from the man’s grasp.
But fingers like iron were upon his throat now.

“ You'll show me where the safe is?”” said Frayne, in a low,
hissing voice. * You ’ear me?”

Joe could not speak. But he made a movement of denial.

““You young fool! You’ll lead the way, or—"

Frayne did not finish the sentence. But the iron grip on
Joe’s throat tightened, and the boy knew only too clearly the
terrible threat that was implied.

CHAPT'_ER 15,
Fairly Caught.
OE did not move. He was powerless in the grasp of the
J] ruffian. He knew he could not escape. He knew he
could not even call for help so long as that iron grasp
was upon hig throat. But his resolution never wavered. He

would die beforc he would help this man to rob his
benefactors.

Frayne bent over the boy. .
“You ’ear me? Necd your head if you understand.”

3
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;
Joe nodded.
“You’ll help me?”
Joe shook his head. . :
“You’ll help me—you hear? You— Ah! Oh! What's

that ?”’ s

‘“That” was a rush of feet, which broke suddenly from the
silence, and in a second more the ruffian and his prisoner were
whirled apart. Hands were laid upon the burglar, and he wag
dragged down before he knew what was happening.

‘“ Pile on him !’ :

Tt _was Jack Blake’s voice. And the voice of the swell of
St. Jim’s replied :

‘““Yaas, wathah !’

And they piled on him. .

Bill Frayne was taken so utterly by surprise, that he
seemed incapable, for some moments, of a struggle. But he
recovered himself quickly; and began to fight with silent but:
savage force for his frécdom. :

“’Qh, ycu ycung hound!” he muttered. ‘ You’ve sold:
me ! B

Joe gave a cry.

“I haven’t! I-—"

‘“ Collah the bwute!”

‘“Pile on him !”’

‘“Help ! . ’

Blake and Digby, Wally and D’Arcy were fastening upon
the ruffian. Frayne was down, and the juniors were on” top
of him. Blake had ccized the ruffian’s wrists, and in spite of
all his struggles, the ruffian was unable to get them loose. -
The junior knew only too well that he was seeking to get hold
of a weapon. o

"I‘}ﬁa ?h(:u’ts of the juniors rang through the building.

Help I’

““Oh, pMaster D’Arcy,” cried Joe, “don’t—don’t! Let him
go! He’s my father I’

“But he was lyin’ to you, Joe !’

‘“He’s my father !”

‘“ He came in here to wob the coll., Joe.”

‘“He’s my father!” .

“ He was twyin’ to force you to become a thief!”

‘“He’s my father !”” .

‘“Bai Jove! Suppose we'let him go, you fellows.
awf’ly wuff on Joe to have his governah sent to pwison.”

“Rats !’

‘“ Weally, Blake——""

“Lend a hand, you ass !

13 But_—)?

“Yell for help 1™

“ Weally—-"

“Help! Help!”?

‘“ What is this disturbance ?”’

It was the voice of Mr. Railton, the master of the School
House. The House-master came hurrying upon the fcene
with his trousers and boots on, and a candle in his hand.

‘“ Burglars, sir!”” gasped Blake.

‘“Frayne, the cracksman, sir!” .

‘“ Bless my soul !” .

Mr. Railton thrust the candlestick jnto D’Arcy’s hand, and
ran into the tussle. The master of the School House was an
athlete, and far more powerful than the cracksman. Without .
the assistance’ of the juniors, he was able to overcome the
resistance of the burglar, and in a few minutes Bill Frayne
was panting and helpless in his grasp. ’

By that time most of the School House had been aroused,
and fellows were flocking up from all sides. There was no
lack of assistance if the House-master had needed it. But he
did not need it.

Frayne was a prisoner.

‘““Who is it, sir 7’ Kildare asked.

‘““ A burglar.” :

“It’s Frayne’s father !’
of boys.

And glances were cast upon Joe—many of them glances of
pity—some of horror. Frayne’s father—breaking into the
school to rob it!

Joe stood pale and trembling. . X

The worst had happened. His father, owing to his own
treachery, was an arrested prisoner—the convict cell waited
for him! There was no escape, and no mercy !

Fully he deserved it! But Joe was not thinking of that!
He was not there to judge his father!

‘“ Frayne’s father!”

‘“ Frayne the burglar!”

““The chap who tried
the papers.”

‘“He’ll go to prison now.”

““ Yes, rather.” .

“Kindly hold this ruffian, Kildare and Darrel,” said Mr.
Railton, who was breathing heavily. “I believe he has a
weapon, and I wish to search him.”*

‘‘ Certainly, sir.”

It's

’

ran a whisper through the crowd

to break into Greyfriars—it was in
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.. The twe stardy Sixth-Formers grasped the ruffian, and held
him fast by the arms while the House-master searched for
. “his weapons. A jemmy and a revolver were turned out of
“ his pockets, and the House-master smiled grimly.

" “So you would have used those, you scoundrel!” he said.
£ The world will be well rid of you for the next ten years."”

Frayne ground his tecth.

“That brat has sold me,” he muttered.

Joe started forward.

“I never did, father.”

Mzr. Railton started.

“Frayne!”

““ He’s my father, sir,” said Joe miserably.
_that he wanted to come and say good-bye
went to Canada. When He got in—"

“You let him in?”
- “Yes, sir.”

‘“You let this dangerous character into the house?” ex-
claimed the House-master sternly..

“Ye-es, sir.” )

“ He pretended
to me before he

“ He—he said he wanted to sec my quarters heve, before he
went away, and——""

“It’s a lie,” said the burglar. “ We was hand in glove all
the timoe. He let me in to rob the safe, and he was goin’ to
come with me arter I done it.”

Joe gave a cry.

‘“ Father !’

- ““And that’s the truth,” said Frayne.
< Jack Blake burst out hotly:

“You utter scoundrel! It’s a horrible lie! We heard it

“all, sir. Gussy knew that Joe was letting his father in to sce -

the school—he believed in the villain’s being repentant, just
as Joe did. We knew there was something on, and got up.
We were all close here when Joe let the villain in, and we
heard all that was said. He was going to throttle Joe for
refusing to show him where the safe was. Look at the marks
on the kid's throat, sir.”

Mr. Railton looked. There was no mistaking the marks of
cruel fingers on the boy’s throat—deep. black bruised marks.
But even otherwise, Mr. Railton would never have dreamed
of doubting the evidence of Jack Blake and his comrades.

‘I understand,” he said quietly. ‘You have acted in a
foolish manner, Frayne—very foolish and reckless. You had
no right to admit this man fo the school without permission,
whatever he may have told you.”

¢“I—1 know it, sir.” .

““Under the circumstances, I excuse you. But it is very
fortunate for you that you have these witnosses to the truth,”
said Mr. Railton. I tell you frankly that otherwise I should
have been forced to the belief that you wore acting as the
burglar’s confederate.”

“Oh, sir!”

“As it is,”’ said Mr. Railtén, ¢ will you kindly take that
scoundrel to, my study, Kildare, while I telephone for the
police?”  ~

T “Yeés, sir.” .

Joe started forward with a cry.

“Can’t you let him go, sir?”

Mr. Railton gave him a stern glance.

“Let him go! What do you mean ?¥

‘“He’s my father.”

The House-master’s face softened somewhat, but it was still
determined. There was no_possibility of acceding to Joe’s
wish, and Joe himself knew it only too well.

“ What you ask is impossible, Frayne. The man must face
the consequences of his own acts. Besides,”” went on Mr.
Railton, “it will be better for you to be rid of such a father.
If only for the sake of preventing him from shadowing your
life, Frayne, I would do my best to get him the longest term
possible.” .

“But sir—"" .

“If he is sent to prison now for ten years, you will be a
man when he comes out, and able to take care of yourself, T
hope,” said Mr. Railton. -““I hope he will be kept in prison
for longer than that—the longer the better.” .

Mzr. Railton waved his hand to the stairs.

% You juniors can go back to bed I’ ke exclaimed.

Unwillingly enough, the boys returned to their dormitorics.
There was little chance of more sleep that night.

. Joe lingered. ’

_Bill Frayne cast a haggard look at the boy. He knew now
that Joe had not betrayed him—as he had suspected at firss.

But betrayed or not, he was 4 prisoner, and the convict
‘pr‘i‘sgn F’as waiting for him—the long, long term of years.
to tell you.

Mr. Railton paused. -

‘It can wait till I have telephoned,” he said.
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in my study, Kildare and Darrel—you too, Rushden, in case
you are needed, and don’t let him go for a moment.”

‘ Rather not, sir.”

The three seniors marched the burglar into the House-
master’s study. Joe followed him in, and they did not :say
him nay. They understood the misery that was in the boy’s
heart, and they respected his sorrow. -

—

CHAPTER 16.
Great News.’

R. RAILTON returned in a few minutes. He ha& his

dressing-gown on now, and a muffler round his neck.

Bill Frayne was sitting in the study, and the three

seniors were still holding him. The burglar’s glances were

wandering round the study, like those of a cornered rat

seeking an avenue of escape. His glances rosted on the

window for a moment. But the strong grasp upon him made

it impossible for him to attempt a dash for_ liberty. He
looked at Mr. Railton as the House-master came in. .

‘“Well?” said, the master of the School House crisply.
‘““You wanted to speak to me?” )

‘“ Have®you telephoned, sir?”

(g Yes."

Frayne’s face grew more grim and lined.
£ ]{en the perlice are comin’, sir?” .
“Yes.”

[ Oh !Y) »

“ What have you to say?” the House-master asked sharply.

Frayne glanced at Joe. :

“Look at that boy,” he said. * You seem to be thinking
a lot about him; you want to send me to prison to keep me
away from ’im.” ) .

“Certainly. * T hope you will get the longest possible
sentence. ~ Nothing is too -bad for a man who seeks to lead
a lad into crime.”

“ Look ’ere—""

““The fact that he is your son only makes the matter the
worse,” said the House-master sternly. * There is no excuse
for you. You need not ask for anything at my hands. I
should be harder upon you as Frayne’s father, than if you
were a stranger to him.”

““ You think he’d be better off without me for a father 2"

‘I suppose s0.”

“You care whether it is so or not ?”’

‘‘ Naturally, as I take an interest in the lad,” said Mr.
Railton wonderingly.  “ But what do you mean? You
cannot alter the fact.” ,‘

‘“ Suppose I ain’t his father.”

“But you are.” -

““But suppose I ain’t,”” persisted Frayne.  What then ?”

“I should be glad to hear it. But you are lying—you are
his father I said the master of the School House.

“I ain’t !” )

““What !” i ’ :

“Joe belonged to me,” said the ruffian. “ He belonged to
others in his turn. Mother Sal wasn’t his mother; slum-brats
like Joe don’t have no people. He ain’t my son.”

‘“Is that true, Joe?”

Joe shook his head.

“I don’t know, sir. T hope it’s true; I’ve hoped it ever

since I came to school, sir. I never cared before then. Bub
he’s such a liar, you can’t believe him.” .
“I hope it is true, certainly,” said Mr. Railton. *‘ But, as

you say, it is impossible to take the word of such a man.”

““I can prove it !’ exclaimed Frayne eagerly. :

Mr. Railton shook his head.

‘“I do not believe you.”

‘' But there’s proof—proof I’ cried Frayne, eager now that
he imagined there was a chance of softening the heart of the
House-master. “I’ll prove it! Joe ain’t my son any more
than he is yours.”

‘““ How can you prove it ?

“ Joe’s thirteen years old, I reckon—""

Mr. Railton glanced at Joe.

‘“ He might be anything from twelve to fourteen,” he said.
““But in any case, what does that prove ?”’

‘“Sixteen years ago I was sent to Portland Prison, and I
stayed there seven years at a stretch,” said Frayne. * You
can prove it by looking out the records.”

Mr. Railton started. . .

“If what you .say is true, you certainly .cannot be Joec's
father,”” he said. ‘ But—""

““ The records will prove it.”

“I shall certainly have the matter inquired into, and if
the fact can be established that you are not Frayne’s father,
no one.will be more pleased than I,” said Mr. Railton.

“T'H swear it’s true.” :

”

“You.may save your breath. If it is true; I shall discover

HE BOYS ALD”

2 R R R e

See this week’s numbep of -
= Y5 HERALD/

2




: Every Thursday,
\
it to be so—and T may say that I think it very probable.
But it makes no difference to you. You do not hope, I sup-
pose, that I shall not hand you over to the police, because you
have made this statement to me.”

“Let me go, and take my chance,” said Frayne huskily.
¢ They’re arter me already. They are watching the school, I
believe. Give me a chance.”

““ You must be mad to ask it.”

““I’ve told you the truth about the boy—-""

“Be it so; but it is not in my power to release you—and
you are too dangerous a character to be let loose.”

Frayne did not reply.

His head sank on his breast, and he seemed to have sunk
utterly and abjectly under the weight of despair.

But the wily ruffian was playing a part. For five or six
minutes he remained so, and unconsciously Kildare and
Darrel relaxed their hold upon him. Rushden was standing
with his back to the door in case of an attempt to escape.
Joe had left the study, ordered back to bed by Mr. Railton.
Suddenly Bill Frayne woke from his lethargy, with a sudden
iremendous wrench that tore him from the grasp of the two
Sixth-Formers.

He leaped to his feet, hurling Kildare and Darrel back.

Mr. Railton reached ‘forward—Rushden came on—Kildare
and Darrel closed upon the ruffian again. But Frayne had a
single second, and he made the most of it. With a desperate
bound he hurled himself at the window.

Crash ! .

Smash! Clink!

Fragments of broken glass and sash clinked down into the
quad., and among them went the burglar.

Frayne rolled on the ground, bruised, cut, blecding,
gasping. [

But only for a second did he remain there.

Then he was upon his feet, and running for life.

Mr. Railton sprang to the window, and leaped out into the
quadrangle. © The sound of the burglar’s footsteps rang
clearly through the silent night. The House-master ran at
top speed in pursuit. y

But fear lent the ruffian wings. He ran desperately on, ahd
leaped up at the school wall, caught it in his hands, and
dragged himself breathlessly over.

Mr. Railton set his teeth, and leaped at the wall. e was
climbing over in another moment, and the sounds of a
desperate struggle reached his ears. He looked down into
the darkness of the road.

Bill Frayne was struggling furiously in the grasp of a plain-
clothes constable and two other policemen, who seemed to
have appeared from nowhere.

Ilis resistance lasted only a few moments.

The handcuffs clinked on his wrists, and the grasp of thice
stalwart constables held him a helpless prisoncr.

Mr. Railton looked down into the road.

‘‘You have him ?”” he exclaimed.

The plain-clothes man looked up.

‘“Yes, sir. Has he robbed the school ?*

‘“ He has attempted to do so. We had him, but he broke
away,” said the House-master. “You are very Juckils upon
the spot.”

“Yes, sir. We had a letter sent to us, and we’ve been
watching the school ever since,” said the constable. ** We’ve
got him now. We needn’t trouble you any more tonight,
sir. We’ll take him to the station now.”

And Bill Frayne walked heavily away, with handcuffs upon
Gis wrists, and a strong grasp upon either arm

There was no escape for him now.

CHAPTER 17.
The Cloud Lifts,

-TJOE FRAYNE was the cynosure of all eyes in {he
morning. .
The son of the burglar who had attemnted to rch
the school was naturally a notable character.

And if it made Joe appear a kind of distinguished person in
the eyes of the very young fags, the majority of fellows at
St. Jim’s felt that it would not ““do.”

Gore of the Shell remarked that a line would have to be
drawn somewhere, and Mellish of the Fourth backed him up.

But more decent fellows than Mellish or Gore felt, too, that
Joe could not remain at St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry felt it, miserably cnough.

“It won’t do,” he said to Manners and Lowther. “Joe
will never get over this. He can’t live down a thing like
that.

And the chums of the Shell concuyred. Even Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy had to admit that it was beastly awkward.

In the midst of the rejoicing of Joe’s enemics, atid the
. sorrow of his friends, came a startling announcement. L

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.

“THE RIVAL SCHODLS"

Oane Penany, N 19

. Iﬁ Iv;las made by the Head; to the whele school assembled
in hall. :

The boys, wondering why they were called togeiher—Hobbs
& Co. hoping to hear that it was to see Frayne expelled—
gathered m hall, and interest was breathless as Dr. Holmes

- rustled in. :

The Head’s words were brief.

‘I have called the school together to hear a most important
statement,” he said. ‘“There is a boy here who is supposed
to have an unfortunate connection with the ruffian who broke
into the school last night. I need not say that I refer to
Wrayne of the Third Form. ’

There was a breathless hush. -

It has now been proved, by the man’s own confession, and
by undeniable proofs, -that Frayne is not the son of that
criminal,” went on the Head. ‘““So far as is known, there is
no relationship at all between them—and Frayne of the Third
is_certainly not his son, ag has been supposed. The ruffian
allowed the unfortunate lad to remain in that belief, for his
own base ends—ends which, I am glad to say, have been-
frustrated. I am making this announcement publicly in order
that no one may remain ignorant f the fact that Frayne is
not the son of Frayne the burglar, and in order ’—here the
Head’s voice took on a deeper and sterner note—‘in order
that no one may pretend to be ignorant of this fact having
been established.”

And the school were dismissed.

There were crowds of congratulating fellows rownd Joe
Frayne as he walked out of the school hall.

Wally linked arms with him on one side, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy on the other. Tom Merry’s face was like
the midday sun with sheer delight. Blake and Dig and
Kangaroo were slapping Joe on the back till he was aching.
Figgins and Kerr and Fatty Wynn shook his hand #ill 1t
seemed surprising that he had any fingers left. Crowds “of
fellows slapped, and thumped, and congratulated him, and
Joe was breathless with delight and fatigue. -

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arey. “ You fellows will wemembah
that I told you so all along——""

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

“ Weally, Lowthah——"?

‘“Ha, ha, ha’!”

““ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

. Ob, it’s splendid !” exclaimed Tom Merry.
Joe—so jolly glad !” 5 -

“Yes, and s0o am I, Master Tom,” said Joe brighily. ““It's
ripping !”’ -

“ Ripping !” said Wally. “It’s spiffing! Stunning!”

‘“ Weally, Wally—" .

“I've got a suggestion to make,” said Fatty Wynn thought-
fully. *“This is a great occasion—-"

‘“ Hear, hear!” ’

‘It ought to be celebrated in a fitting manner—**

‘“Hear, hear!”

‘“Yaas, wathah!”’ -

“Well, and the most fitting manner—’

“If you fellows care to give a concert, to celebwate the
occasion, I don’t mind contwibutin’ some tenor solos,” said
D’Arcy.

“Why turn a festive occasion into a time of grief and
mourning 7’ demanded Monty Lowther.

‘“ Weally, Lowthah, you ass——"’

“If Gussy has done talking rot,” said Fatty Wynn, with
a withering look at the swell of St. Jim’s, ““T'll go on! I
was going to remark that Mrs. Taggles has a fresh lot of
jam-tarts in to-day, just as if she had anticipated that there
would be something to celebrate——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Wynn—"’

“Who says jam-tarts ?”” exclaimed Tom Merry.

And with one voice the crowd of juniors responded :

“ Jam-tarts !’

And Joe Frayne, happy and beaming, was marched off to -
the school tuckshop in the midst of a wildly - enthusiastic
crowd—and the destructive wrath of Achilles, of which old
Homer sings, was a mere nothing compared with the
destructive attack of the St. Jim’s juniors upon the jam-
tarts.

“I'm so glad,

THE END.
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INTRODUCTION.

F.rgmk Kingston, a young Dnglishman, is engaged on a

2 iecrpt campaign against a criminal society called the Brother-
}?od of Iron. His aim being to ruin the society by ruining
the members of the Inner Council. He has the assistance of

Miss O’Brien, an accomplished young lady, Professor Graham’

Polgrave, a clever scientist and inventor, Carson Gray, @
detective, Fraser, his man, and a lad named Tim. ’

Kingston has brought eight prominent members to book,
and is proceeding to ruin the ninth—a certain Dr. Julius
Zeetman, who is in charge of the Grange Prijate Lunatic
Asylum. He learns that many of it$ inmates are not lunatics,
but perfectly sane people. Under the pretence of being a
lunatic, Kingston, with Miss O’Brien as his nurse, obtains
admission to the asylum, and is given vooms in a far. corner
of the building. The same night Kingston decides to rescue
one of the sane inmates of the asylum, and. leaving his room
by means of the skylight, he reaches the ground with the aid
of a rope ladder.

(Now go on with the story.)

Frank Kingston's First Rescue.

Frank Kingston stood for a moment on_the weed-covered
ﬁower-bed, with his back to the wall. He scemed to be
quite alone, and try as he would,. he could not discover the
signs of another prescnce. Only the moan of the wind round
Bhe %orners of the house and the rustle of the trees could be

eard. )

“Yet the thing must be in the grounds somewhere,”’
Kingston told himself.  * This part of the garden is well
clear of the house, so it might be a good plan to create a
slight commotion, thus drawing the attention of my

" mysterious companion.”

To think with Kingston was to act, and be put his idea
info execution without the delay of a imoment. Then he
stood perfectly still in the centre of the pathway. A crackle
of bushes was heard, and a huge, clumsy chject lurched
into view, approaching him swiftly.

Kingston smiled quietly. :

T thought that would fetch him,” he murmured, under
his breath. ¢ Well, my friend, you won’t have quite such an
easy time of it on this occasion.”

He glanced down at his hand for a second. Tt held a small
stiletto, altogether too frail to do any serious injury. What
then, could 1t be for? Kingston knew, and the knowledge
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caused him to stand his ground as though he were in no
danger whatever. ) N

On the unknown monster came, until, with a snarl, it
hurled itself straight at its prey. Kingston stepped aside
with one of his seemingly leisurely but nevertheless light-
ning-like movements, and his assailant blundered past.
Bef(:{re it could turn, quick as were its actions, Kingston kad
acted.

The needle-pointed stiletto flashed upwards, then struck
the thing fairly between the shoulders. Kingston felt his
hand encounter a mass of rough, tangled fur; then he took
three swift steps backwards and waited. :

His strange opponent probably never felt the sharp point
as it entered its skin, but twirled round and prepared 1tself
for another attack, its hideous face being quite visible in
tho semi-darkness. Then a strange thing happened. Alinost
before it could take a step forward it suddenly became as
rigid as a statue, and a growl which it had been about to
utter was cut short. It wavered for a moment; then toppled
with a crash to the earth, its limbs precisely in the tame
position as though they were held rigid and fast.

““Splendid I thought Kingston. “Tpon my soul, T was
half sceptical as to whether it would work! I owé the
professor an apology for that.”’

Ho stepped forward and knelt down beside the motionless

form. Tho reason for its sudden collapse is very easy to
explain, for it had been caused by anotber of Professor
Polgrave’s scientific inventions. The stiletto bad been coated
with a drmg which, on entering the blood, instantaneously
caused every muscle in a living body to become rigid and
fixed. -

The professor was very proud of this achicvement, for it
was one upon which he had devoted many weeks of his
time, and which, now that it was successfully accomplished,
possessed many startling possibilities.

A tiny gleam of light suddenly appeared as Kingston
switched on his electric torch, and he directed its rays with
some curiosity to the form lying among the weeds. The
monster was a mass of dark brown matted fur with the
exception of its face, and as Kingston looked at this a gleam
entered his eyes for a second.

“*By Jove,” he murmured, ‘“‘a gorilla! And one of the
largest specimens I have ever seen.”” ’ -

He flashed his light over thé huge creature and examined
it intently.- The face, however, engaged his attention most,
for it had been disfigured in the most startling manner. Alt
the expression of an ape had disappeared, and in its place
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was one unlike that qf any living being. The hair was
shaved off, and the bare skin painted and scarred in the
most revolting manner.

*“The brute!” thought Kingston angrily. * There seems
to be no end to Zeetman’s cruelty. This poor animal must
have suffered endless torture before its appearance was so
transformed. Yes, my friend, I feel sorry for you, but it
was quite impossible to allow you to remain at large.”

The gorilla was fully conscious—acutely conscious, in fact—
yet it could not move the slightest muscle. The action of
the drug was such that, while the victim was completely

powerless, the senses were, if anything, intensified. They

amount Kingston had administered would lose its effect in
a couple of hours, when the ape would suddenly regain pos-
session of its muscles and be enabled to walk about as before,
none the worse for its existence.

*“And in the morning,” Kingston told himself, with a
chuckle, “he will be found wandering about precisely as
usual. There is no doubt about it the old professor is proving
a useful friend and helper with a vengeance! And now to
see Tim.”

There was nothing further to be done there, so he rose to
his_feet and lightly made his way- to the huge and lofty
wall. Arriving there, he acted. in the same manner as on
the previous night, leaping to the top, grasping the railings,
and hauling himself over,

This time it was not so difficult, for he had gained some
experience. With scarcely a sound he dropped to the heath
the other side, and glanced round over the dismal heather,
There was no sign of the lad, and Kingston raised his hand
to his lips and whistled in a peculiarly penetrating but never-
theless low tone. Even if heard by a keeper within the
asylum, it would only be attributed 1o a night bird.

The call very soon brought forth its result, for after a few
seconds’ searching glance round, Kingston espied the small
form of Tim Curtis appear from between the yew-trees lead-
ing to the main entrance. The lad was flushed with brisk

walking, and he carried a large parcel under his arm.
v “That you, sir?”’ he whispered excitedly.

“Yes, Tim,” Kingston answered. * You'ro here prompt
to time. I notice, for it has only just gone twelve.”

- “I've been ’cre just over a minute, sir, so 1 wasa’t late,”

grinned Tim. *’Ow are you gettin’ on, sir?”

“ Splendidly, Tim, splendidly !’ smiled Kingston, amused
at the lad’s cagerness. ‘* Everything is working as though
on oiled wheels. Is Fraser on the main road with the car?’

“Yes, sir. It’s a kind o’ covered car, sir, and although
a good ’un, it don’t come nowhere near your Daimler.”

“As long as it runs all right, Tim, that’s all we want.
You have brought the rope-ladder, I see.. Good boy !”

Tim handed over the- parcel, which proved to contain a

- very neat rope-ladder of the woeden-rung variety, and with
it was a short rod. This proved to be a telescopic arrange-
ment with a hook at the end, which, when opened out,
extended to a considerable length. .

Kingston hooked the ladder on the end of this, and hoisted
it to one of the pointed rails high above. Then he ascended
and. placed it in position, so that one half hung inside and
the other half outside the wall.

‘* That’s better, Tim,” he said. “‘It is now Guite easy to

gain admittance.”

“But "ow did yer git over, sir?’ asked Tim wonderingly,
looking up at the wall. * You never could ’ave ‘opped right
up there!”

“I admit it was a bit of a task to spring up, but the
necessity for another such cffort is now passed. Now, Tim,
there’s no time to spare, so I will get back. Wait here until
you sece me return. I shall bring somebody with me who is
to travel up to London.”

“Travel up to London, sir?”’ B

“Yes, Tim. It is one of the patients in this vile place
who is kept here as a lunatic. No, you needn’t be alarmed.
He is quite safe, and I am merely giving him his liberty.”

“’Is liberty, sir? Lummy, ’c won’t 'arf be pleased when
’e finds ’imgelf out in the world once ag’in! An’ fancy you
doin’ it fer nothin’—-’ :

‘" There, there, Tim!’ laughed Kingston. * Don’t you
worry your little head about 1t. All I want you to do is to
escort him to the car. He will tell Fraser the rest himself.
You can expect me back in about a guarter of an hour.”

And before Tim could reply his master had leant lightly
up the ladder. The lad watched in open admiration as
Kingston disappeared over the top. To him the latter was
a hero, a man amongst men, and Tim loved him with all
the fervour his little heart was capable of.

Kingston ran towards the building, that same smile of
pleasure hovering about his lips. He was enjoying himself
now as he always enjoyed himself when engaged upon

- hazardous work of this nature. To his mind there was
- nothing half so exhilarating. and Carson -Gray was quite

o =
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correct when he stated that Kingston was cut out to make
a first-class detective. '

Indeed, there was no making necessary, for Kingston was
already a detective of the first water, No other man could
possibly have accomplished the work he had done since his
departure from the Iron Island. Although he could have
police assistance at any moment, he had never once asked
for it, and did not intend to do so unless a very exceptional
necessity arose. There was something immensely satisfactory
in the feeling that he had won through with nothing but the
assistance of his friends and allies. )

He ascended the silken ladder to the roof of the long line
of wards without fear of being discovered or heard, for the
wind was rising still higher, and when he set foot upon the
leads he was compelled to brace himself to keep hi lance.

"fNow,”. he told himself, ‘““to assist No. 26 oU¥ of his
pitiable plight. No. 26 is, I think, sandwiched between two
empty wards. At all events, the two skylights on either
side of that cell are in perfect darkness. 1t will not take
long to see, anyhow.””

Quietly as a mouse he crept along the roof in the space
between the two lines of skylights. He had to be careful
now and again, for the windows which gave light to the
Dassage were direct in his path--he was walking exactly
over the corridor. It was quite impossible for him to see
anything that was going on, for all the skylights were fitted
with thick opaque glass.

Arriving at Ward No. 26, the position of which he speedily

located by a moment’s calculation, he bent down quietly
and flashed his light on the fastening.
. ‘‘The same as my own,” he murmured. “Well, there
15 going to be no. difficulty here. The only thing I am
frightened of is that the gentleman below will be startled
into some loud exclamation. However, that will have to
be chanced.”

Absolutely noisclessly, he slipped the bolt back, and
gradually lifted the heavy skylight. A warm gust - of .air
floated upwards, to be instantly merged in the cold atmo-
sphere by the high wind. Kingston took a small rod from
his pocket and propped the skylight open, at the same time
glancing below.

The sight was not a cheery one, and Kingston could not
help clenching his teeth as he thought of Zeetman’s devilry
—as he thought of the weary months and vears many of
these people had been forced to endure caged up like wild
animals, with practically never a sight of the blue sky, and,
indeed, never a sight of the outer world.

The room was a small one, and was heated by means of
hot-water pipes—roughly painted pipes, more suitable to a
school-room than a private apartment. Of paper there was
none, tho walls being merely distempered. The furniture
consisted of a small table, a washhand-stand, a chest of
drawers, and a folding bed. The latter in the daytime
cvidently packed away into a small compass.

The whole general appearance was one of dinginess, and
a look of pity entered Kingston’s disguised eyes as he gazed
down upon tge form lying in the bed. L2

It was that of a young man who had at one time pos-

sessed a smiling and cheery face. Now it bore an appearance
of hopeless misery which could not be hidden even in sleep.
All the manliness scemed to have disappeared from 1it,
although Kingston saw distinct signs of a strong will and
& stubborn determination.
" *“The years of imprisonment have turned a strong man
into a meek and obedient slave,” thought Kingston. *‘One
sight of a strange face, however, one inkling that liberty
is within sight, will awaken all his dormant feelings and
cause him to become as active as any other man.”’

Ile was still looking down at No. 26, and as he looked
the patient—he could not have been more than twenty-five—
turned uneasily in his sleep, and then settled down again,

* The cold air is disturbing him,” the rescuer told him-
self. “ My best policy will be to fully awaken him before he
falls into a sound slumber.”

Kingston produced from his coat-pocket a long string, to
which an oblong piece of cardboard was attached, This he
lowered swiftly into the room, and hung it exactly over the
chest of the unconscious man. Then, with a sure aim, he
dropped a small piece of screwed-up paper precisely on the
other’s mouth.

The sleeper started slightly and opened his eyes. TIull in
front of him, seeming to him, in his half-dazed staté, to hang
on nothing, were the words: )

“PLEASE KEEP SILENT!”?
The young man struggled into a sitting posture, his face

expressing absolute amazement. He grasped the eard, and
then, seeing where it came from, glanced upwards. The

smiling countenance of an elderly gentleman was looking

down upon him.
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“ Good heavens!” he murmured, remembering at the same
time the injunction to make ne noise.’ He looked upwards
as though in a dream, as though he could not belicve the
evidence of his own eyes. Then, with practically no sound,
he leapt out of bed.

“1 am a friend,”

“hlspered Kingston, before the other
could utter a word,

‘“and have come to effect your escare.
Don’t be alarmed, and, above all, don’t raisc your voice
higher than a whisper. If the kee)er in the passage hears
the QIl"hTeat suspicious sound, he will immediately investi-
gate.”

The pahent passed a hand over hla eyes.

“ Who ‘are you,” he murmured dazedly,
this mean? I—I am bewildered——"

Bef e could get any further Kingston raised his hand
m warning, then threw a rope into the apartment bhelow.

 Please do not trouble your head about any single thing,
he urged. “ Knowing you are perfectly sane, T have dccul(d
to_ effect your escape. Make all -haste possible’ and dress
yourself. When that is done, 1 will haul you up this rope and
get vou clear of the grounds.”

“ But—-"

“ Pleass do not waste time, for every minute is fraught
with danger. I will explain evmyﬂ‘m« Wwhen we are on the
heath. For the present dress yourself.”

The young man, now fully awake ard thoroughly alive to
the fact that speed was absolutely_ 1mpela1no, hastened int»

- his clothes. He was trembling with excitement, and every
now and again glanced upwdlds as if to ascertain whether
his rescuer -was still there, or ‘whether all this was but a

At the end of three minutes he was ready.
““You have got everything you want ?”’ whispered King-

ston.

““There is nothing else,” replied the other. My hat is
nopt here, so I shall “have to €o without it. But we shall be

“and what does

seen. We shall be. tracke
* Leave everything to me,” replied Kingston sharply. “Do
exactlv 2s I tell you, and evervthmg will go well. Xou see

that screwed-up piece of paper on the bed? Put that in your
pocket.”

“** What for?”

“1 threw it at you to awaken you, and such a thing might
leave a trace. Good! Place your hand in that ‘00]) of the
rope, and I will haul you up. Tal\e care, however, to kick
nothing while you are in the air.
~““But you cannot lift me!” protested the young man.
“My weig

“Your w ewht is nothing. Please do as I tell you.’

Too amazod too excited to utter another w ord, tho patient

grasped hold ‘of the ro ¢, then, as though he had been a
child, Kingston hauled him to the skv]wht The case with
which he dld this was truly amazing, Tor it seemed to caure
him no effort whatever. His eight years of life on the Iron
Island had caused his every muscle to become abnormally
developed.

The young man looked at him almost in awe, for to him
it was utterly incomprehensible that an old mm such as
Kingstonn was represented to be could have pulled him up
to that skylight with such consummate case.

For a moment Kingston did not speak, but looked intently
into the ward, his keen eyes noting every tiny detail. He
was looking to sce if any trace was left. But no, there was
none. 1In the morning the mystery of No. 26’s dxwppenar‘ce
would be utter and complete for there was no clue whatever.

“Good !” Kingston murmured. ‘‘We have pulled off your
case, my young frlend, in the most satxsfactoryqnanner

He lowered the skylight into position again. and gently
shot the bolt; then, stowing the piece of “cardboard which
had proved so effective into his pocket, tonethel \v1th the
length of rope, he grasped the young man’s arm.

“Come!” he whispered. “We have done here. Nothing
remains *but to get you clear out of the grounds and away
to London.”

“London!” echoed the other. ‘ Good heavens, what docs
it all ' mean? Who are you, and why are you taking all this
risk to get me away from this terrible place?”

“1 cannoh answer any of those questions now, except to
say that it is my intention to get every sane person out of
the Grange. I am tully aware that most of the patients are
sine, and are l\opt prisoners here, and it is quite time they
were rescued.”’

¢ But tell me who you are?”’

¢ You shall know in good time, perhaps. It matters little
to you who or what T am. I am your friend, and that is
all T can say. Therc is no reason, however, whv I should
not know your name.’

My name?” the other repeated. “You do rot know it?
It is Ralph Harland, and I am the son of the——"

¢ Ah, yos, I reme'nber " Kingston interrupted. “ You dr
appeared some two years ago, and were given-up for deac
Tudeed, to all intents and purposes you were dead. Buf comr c
T will Tead the way. Mind the skylights, whatever you do.”
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Kingston walked quietly back to the extreme end of tha
building, young Harland following, his brain simply in a
whirl, In'less than one minute they had both climbed down
the sili ladder, and were standing in the grounds. Evidently
the 1cscued man  knew mothm«T of the gorilla, for he
made ro comment as they walked swift] ly and silently towards
the oter wall.

* Whv, > exclaimed Ralph Harland, as he saw the prepara-
tions, ‘‘you must have been plannmv my eseape for days
beforehind. Won't you tell me “hy you are acting in thiz
wonderfnl manner ? d

“I am sorry,’ rephed Ixmgaton, “hut T cannot. Now,
please, listen. Here are ten pounds in goid; when you got
to London I want you to go to an hotel and put up for a
week under an assumed name.”

“But why?” cried the other, in a low voice.
family—"’

“Your family have given you up for dead, and it will be
quite easy for you to remain so for another w eek. You have

“My

got your liberty, and, I presume, you would be glad to hear”

that the other sane people in this establishment have secured
theirs 77

“Yes, yes; of course!”

“\Voll, if you mention a word about your escape all my
plans will be ruined,” said Kingston tensely.  “ The news-
papers will get hold of it, investigations will be made, and
even if Zeetman is Joft alone, he will be strictly on his guard.
So you see the reason why I am asking you to remain in
the background for at least a week. Bv that time your
fellow- pahent» will be at liberty, and you will be free to do
as you please.”

““Then you mean to rescue them all”” cried the other.

“Tvery one,” said Kingston grimly. “Zcetman has bad
ther in hls foul clutches lonrr enough I shall ask them
all to act in the same manner as you will be doing. At the
end of the week you can, of course, say anvthmv vou like,
for then everything will be exposed. That is all, I thmlx,”
he added, looking up at the wall.

Without vsaxtmg for the other to reply, Kingston clambered
up the ladder and disappeared down the other side, to he
followed after a moment by Harland. Tim was there wuit-

ing. .

“Now, Mr. Harland,” exclaimed Kingston, extending his
hand, “I will say good-bve This lad here will escort you
to a motor-car w}nch is waiting in the road. You will be
landed in London in the early morning, and will then, I hope,
act in the manner I have outlined.”

“1 shalI certainly do so!” exclaimed tho other, wringinz
his rescuer’s hand with vigorous fervour. “ How can I thanlk
you enough’ for what you have done? How can I express
my gratitude in fitting words?”

“T should advise you not to try,” smiled Kingston, ¢ for
they would only be wasted upon me. ‘I am doing this®
because I have a sense of what is right and wrong, and
because I know that Zectman is one of the greatest scoundrels
unhung ?”

“Y¥leaven bless you for your kindness I cried Harland, stiil
retaining hold of the ot ther’s hand. “T had given up all horc
of seeing the world again: and now, as by a miracle, I am
to commence life over again. Thank Heaven there are some
good and honourable men in the world!”

”

Dr. Julius Zeetman Receives a Shock.

Frank Kingston smiled quietly.

“I must be getting back,” he exclaimed,
nothing whatever to keep me any longer.”

“Do you mean to say,” eried the young fellow, *“that vou
are an inmate of the asylum? By Jove, how do vou do it?
How ’1’s it possibje for you to get in and out without being
seen ?

“It is possible, and there my explanation must end.
Good bye, S’Ir Harland. It has given me great pleasuve to
perform this rescue, for you have acted throughout in the
most sensible manner. Good-bye!”

£ Good-bye !” cried Ralph Harland “1 .,hiﬂ”nm er ceaso
to be grateful. My only hope is that you will be as suceess-
ful in your other rescues as you have been with mine.’

“for thera’s

“I can only do my best, " exclaimed Kingston qmet]y, as,.

he leaped ho-h‘ly up to the top of the wall. ¢ Tim!”

“Yes, sir?”

‘“ Take this rope-ladder with you back to the car, and ke
here at twelve o'clock again to-morrow right.. You urder-
stand 7’

“Yes, sir,” replied the lad. *

T shall rely on you.”

With that Frank Kingston turned about and dropped to
the ground, leaving Harland gazing up at the massive iron
railings in wonderment and awe. He could scarcely realiso
that, he had gained his liberty, that he was a {ree man onee
again; and all through the ingenuity "of this unknown and

T’ll be ’ere sure enuff!”
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. wondering how he could

eight o’clock, remember.”
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mystevious old gentleman, who scemed as agile and active
as a boy. .

The rescued patient never had the slightest suspicion ‘that
Kingston was disguised, for the transformation was so perfect
that it was impossible to detect it. It was utterly incompre-
hensible to Ralph Harland how the old fellow had managed
to-liberate him.

Kingston himself was feeling elated, for his plans had, as
usual, passed off without the slightest hitch. He paused for
a moment as he drew near to the form of the gorilla. It
was still lying motionless and rigid. Its eyes were wide open,
and a fixed glare of wild fury could be seen, but Kingston
knew the brute to be quite helpless.

“I dare say you are angry, my friend,” he murmured,
“but by the time you recover the use of your limbs I shall

--be in a safe place, and, T hope, fast asleep.”

He laughed, and nimbly ascended the ladder to the roof,
drawing 1t up after him.” The wind still howled about the
chimneys, and Kingston felt glad, rather than otherwise, that
it was such a boisterous night. He. did not immediately
return_to the skylight, but wallked a few paces onwards to
that of the ward in which Harland had spent so much time.

There he produced his torch, and made a thorough examina-
sion of the skylight, and any marks which had beon made, or

any disturbances in the grime surrounding the bolt, were
rapidly obliterated and adjusted. There was no fear of dust
marks, for the gale had swept the roof as clean as a slate.

“ Now,” thought Kingston, “ everything is done satisfac-
torily, and I think, in the morning, there will be something
for Zeetman to puzzle over. The disappearance of my friend
Harland will never be cleared up, I imagine. Now for a
good night’s rest !”

He took a last lcok round over the wind-swept heath, and
then gently raised the skylight of his own room. The sounds
he made were practically infinitesimal, yet Dolores was
waiting underneath when he looked down. = He smiled, and,
without waiting for her to arrange the tables and chair,
lowered himself in the easiest manner possible, and hung
with one hand.

“T shall not need the furniture, Dolores,”” he whispered,
as he lowered the heavy framework with his other hand.
Then, with truly remarkable lightness, considering his weight,
he dropped to the table, which was permanently m that posi-
tion. The way in which he landed was peculiar, for Lis feet
seemed to touch with scarcely a jar. He stepped to the
_floor with a smile.

“I am pleased to say, Dolores,”” he drawled languidly,
““that my plans have carried exceedingly well.”

‘“ That is always your repert, Mr. Kingston,” said Dolores,
be s0 calm and self-possessed at such
a moment as this. “But do tell me exactly what you have
done, for I am simply longing to know.”

“ Without the slightest hitch I have succeeded in giving
Mr. Ralph Harland his liberty,” replied Kingston, seating
himself m one of the chairs. ‘1 will tell you all about it.”

He did so, Dolores listening eagerly to his narrative. When-

he had done they sat for some moments in silence, then
Dolores looked into his steel-blue eyes, with an eager ex-
_pression in her own. .

“What will happen now, Mr. Kingston?”’ she asked.
“When Zeetman discovers that Mr. Harland is gone he will
be in a terrible way, for, knowing the escaped man to be
sane, the doctor will expect him to inform the police. Isn’t
it vossible that he will flee?’”

“ Hardly, Dolores. 1 think Zeetman will bluff it out,
making up his mind to declare Harland insane, and demand
his return to the asylum. But, of course, he will hear no
movre, for Harland will lie low for a week. But to-morrow
night our worthy doctor will lose another of his patients, and
that will make him look up, with a vengeance.”’

“‘That is the point that is puzzling me !’ exclaimed Dolores.
““ After the second escape Zeetman will naturally realise that
a systematic attack is being made upon him, and will, in con-
scquence, guard the place treble-fold.”

Kingston smiled in-his old, sleepy manner.

“T quite realise the wisdom of what you say, Dolores. But
at present 1 do not mean to trouble myself with something
which will not occur until the day after to-morrow. The
second rescue will prove as simple as the first, and that is
the immediate thing to think about. .For the present I
mitend turning in_ and-obtaining a good night’s rest. You,
too, must be feeling tired after your long day. I will say

-+ good-night !’

3 Kingston rose, shook her hand, and moved towards the
-doar. .
“Goed-night!” she answered. ““You will be called at
“1 shall be awake, I expect, Dolores, although I think it
would be best to feign sleep, for, should the nurse knock at
my door, I should like to give the impression that I sleep

" heavily.”

“-Ten minutes later everything was ‘Per}ectly i]uiet, the
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scHooLs.”

The young man struggled into a sitting
posture, his face expressing absolute amaze-
ment.

Al

Hle grasped the cord, and read the
words, ‘‘Please Keep silent 71 (See page 21.)
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sitting-room was deserted, and both Kingston and Dolores
-were in their respective bed-rooms. But while the former,

who had performed all the exciting work, slept as soundly

as a top, Dolores found some difficulty in banishing her
thoughts sufficiently to drop oft to steep at once.

The rescue work had been performed as though it were a
mere matter of course, and now the large and gloomy build-
ing was quiet and still. Everybody, except those two in the
end rooms were utterly unaware that anything out of the
common had occurred—Kingston had worked too cautiously.

Dr. Zeetman himself, although by no means a man to retirve
early, was one of the first to rise in the morning. Indeed,

- nobody enteved the grounds before he was up. The reason
for this was obvious. The gorilla was a savage brute, and

Zeetman was the only man who could handle him—the only
- man who dared approach to its near vicinity. The doctor
congratulated himself on his novel * watch-dog,” for, in
Zeetman’s mind, it was absolutely out of the question for
any stranger to enter the grounds without instantly being de-
tected by the giant ape.

Dr. Zeetinan himself could handle the brute as though it
were a child, although it would perhaps mean death for one
of the ordinary keepers to approach it. For this reason the
doctor made a rule to rise at seven o’clock and lock the
animal in its quarters, which were situated in the private
quarter of the house—next door, in fact, to Zeetman’s own
ibrary.

The wind was still high the following morning when the
chief of the asylum opened his private side door—a side door
leading only to his library—and emerged into the grounds.
He held a large whip in his hand, and a lighted cigarette in
his mouth. Truth to tell, the Inner Councillor was feeling
in a good humour, for he saw prospects of obtaining a great
amount of money from his latest arrivals.

‘“ Ah, there you are, my beauty!”” he cried suddenly, as he
saw the gorilla approaching. ‘“ Come in, will you, and have
Your breakfast. I am a bit late this morning, and the keeper
is waiting to onen the main gates.” '

The ferocious brute was quite meek under his master’s
‘cold eye, and it was plain to see that he feared the heavy
lash Zeetman carried. He rushed past the doctor quickly,
and entered the private door, to be then locked up for the
day. There was nothing whatever to tell that it had been
helpless for two hours during the night. Had it been able
to tall, Kingston’s plans would have come to nought.

Another of the doctor’s daily customs was to visit his
prisoners—for they could be called nothing else—immediately
after locking up the ape, and before breakfast was served.
He performed this work in the company of his head-keeper—
a ruffian who went by the name of Stevenson.

'Things went on smoothly, as they usually did, until Ward
No. 26 was reached. Zeetman enjoyed this usual morning
round, for nothing gave him greater pleasure than to gloat
over his victims’ discomfiture—to jeer at them and to mock
them—and, strange to say, when he was in a good humour
his tongue was more cynical and more sneering than ever.

““ Now for Mr. Ralph Harland!” he chuckled, as they came
opposite to his ward. ““I have something exceptionally ap-
propriate to say to Mr. Harland this- morning, for to-day is
ithe anniversary of his second year with me. Good! I only
hope I may be able to keep him here for another ten!”

The key was inserted in the lock, it snapped back, and the
massive door swung open. Stevenson stepped back, and his
master walked in, with a sneering smile already disfiguring
his features. g

“ Ah, my brave Mr. Harland, you are still in bed, I observe
——- Why, what—— Great heavens!”

“What is it, sir?”’ exclaimed the head-keeper quickly.

Zeetman turned a pale, startled face towards him.

“Harland !’ he said, in a dazed kind of tone. “I—I am
ata loss! What can it mean? The patient is not here—the
patient is not here !”’

Dr. Zeetman was nearly frantic, and his voice rose to a
shout as he repeated his words. Stevenson ran into the ward
with a cry of alarm and incredulity. .

“ Not here, sir?” he echoed. “Why—— Great Scott, he
can’t have escaped! It’s impossible !’

The keeper bent down and glanced under the bed, then
looked round the little room as though there were a possi-
bility that Harland was hiding in the chest of drawers or in
the water-jug.

Suddenly Zeetman burst forth again, and his voice vibrated
with amazement and passion.

‘“Harland has escaped !” he shouted. ‘Hang it, there can
ve no doubt on the matter, for I know I locked him in here
last night! But where can he be? It is impossible for him
to have escaped! This will be my ruin!”’ .

For a moment the two stood there in absolute silence, un-
able to form their thoughts into words. The shock had been
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‘door. For one thing, it is altogether too high to reach, and

so stunning, so amazingly abriupt, that neither man could
realise the true purport of what had occurred.

‘“Everything is the same as usual, sir,” cried Stevenson.
‘“See, the bed’s been slept in, the furniture’s screwed to the
floor just the same as usual, and the door was securely locked !
Could he have got out by the skylight?”’

“The skylight be hanged!” cried Zeetman. * Use your
sense, Stevenson! How on earth could he have got out by
the skylight? It’s utterly impossible for a man to reach half
the distance with the furniture screwed down, and nothing
to assist him. Besides, even if he got there, the skylight is
securely bolted! No; there must be some other explanation
—some logical explanation—there must be!”

‘“ But how, sir? How could he—"

“I don’t know how, Stevenson!” snapped the Inner Coun-
cillor. ““A thousand things are possible. One of the keepers
may have let him out for some unknown reason. - Go and
make inquiries this very minute among the nurses while I
see the other keepers. This matter must be thrashed out
\wiilthout t}'le delay of a second, for Harland must be found at
all costs !’

The head-keeper hurried off in one direction, while Zeetman
went in another; but their inquiries met with blank results,
for nobody had heard or seen anything of No. 26. The ward
had not been approached, and the man who had kept watch
all night swore that nothing unusual had occurred.

Dr. Zeetman was very nearly off his head with worry, for
he could not help realising what terrible results the occur-
rence might end in. He paced up and down his study with
feverish strides, his tall form resembling that of a hawk as
he walked. His hands were behind his back, clasping and
unclasping themselves, his shoulders bent, and his head thrust
forward.

‘“ Ah, Stevenson!” he exclaimed, as the man entered the
room. ‘“Have you anything further to report?’

““ Nothing whatever, sir!” replied Stevenson. ¢ Harland
has disappeared without leavin’ a single trace! It’s utterly
out of the question to suppose he was helped, but there is no
doubt about it—he has got absolutely clear away from the
asylum !

A Deadlock—Kingston's Second Rescue.

Dr. Julius Zeetman brought his fist down upon the table
with a bang.

“Something must be done!” he cried fiercely.  * The
manner in which Harland has disappeared is little short of
miraculous. I cannot see any way in which he could have
broken out of the ward. Those rooms are as strong as prison
cells, and there was a guard in the passage outside to see that
nothing occurred. The guard says nothing unusual happencd,
so we may eliminate the possibility of Harland's having es-
caped by means of the door.”

Zeetman glared at his companion.

“ What then remains?” he cried. “The skylight is equally
agyinaccessible, equally as difficult to break through, as the
for another, even if he gained the roof, he would be in a no
better position than previously !”

““The gorilla!” suggested Stevenson.

“Of course! The ave would have captured him in a
moment had he been able to descend to the ground, which in
itself would have been impossible without at least many
injuries. I tell you, Stevenson, the thing is uncanny.”

“It is, sir, and no mistake! But he’s gone, and nobody
can deny that. I've sent men to examine the roof, and they
say all the bolts are shot, and everything’s in order. What
will it mean, sir?”’ )

“What will it mean?” shouted Zeetman frantically. ‘I
will mean, in all probability, that Harland will blab every-
thing out to the police! What else would he do?”’

‘““Then we're in danger, sir?”’

“No, it is not so bad as that, Stevenson. I think I can
bluff the matter out all right if the police come, for Harland
is presumably a lunatic, and if I produce a certificate to prove
so his word will be utterly useless. But if I do not send wires
all over the place to ask for his return, then it will look sus-
picious.”

‘““ You mean to do this, then, sir?”’ asked the head-keeper.
“I mean to send you down to the telegFaph-ofice at once
If T take the first steps things will look genuine,” said Ze;-\\
man savagely. ¢ But it is a confounded nuisance! My name
will appear in the papers, and the whole thing brought into

publicity. Hang it, the thing is a perfect puzzle!”

And, much as Zeetman considered the matter from every
point, he could find no explanation to the mysterious dis-
appearance. ~The whole asylum was in a state of disorder,
and the usual routine was considerably disturbed.

Dolores could not help noticing this, so she naturally asked
the nurse who attended her own and her patient’s wants what
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‘was the cause of the ccmmotion. The nurse, who said her

naine was Mrs. Manning, saw no reason for keeping back the
truth—for, after all, none of the females were aware of the
Brotherhood’s existence. ) : L.

Dolores’ simple, old-fashioned manners readily invited con-
fidence, and the nurse informed her as to the mysteriouspess
of the escipe, and what steps Zeetman was taking to recover
the patient. .

“The doctor is absolutely at a deadlock!” exclaimed
Dolores to Kingston, when they were by themselves in the
gitting-room.- *‘He cannot possibl{ account for Harland’s
escape, and is sending telegrams all over the place, with a
description, and a request to bring him back here.”

Kingston smiled quietly.

“T thought Zeetman would act in that manner,” he said.
“ After all, it is the most natural thing he would do when
we consider the position: he is in. Of course, he anticipates
no further escape?”

“ Surely not,”’ said Dolores. ‘ The nurse made no remark
to that effect. Besides, there is nothing whatever to point to
it. One escape does not. necessarily say another is to follow.
No, Mr. Kingston, you will find your path as clear to-night
as 1t was last night. But, I was going to say, do you think
there is any possibility of Harland being tracked, when it is
remembered  that Zeetman is sending off all these
telegrams 777

*“I do not think so, Dolores. I have told the young
fellow to lie low and make himself as unobtrusive as possible.
I think we may set our minds at rest, Dolores, that Harland
will never return to this accursed place.” .

_*“And you will effect to-night’s rescue in precisely the
same manner ?”’ asked Dolores interestedly. L

“Without any change whatever, Dolores,” replied
Kingston languidly, as he stretched his slippered feet to-
wards the cheerful fire. ‘I shall drug the ape the same, and
treat No. 24 the same as I did Harland. I don’t know who
he is, or what he is, but that matters nothing. He is one of
the victims, and must be rescued.”

Dclores glanced at her companion’s calm face in admira-
tion and wonderment. Clever as she was herself, she could not
understand how Frank Kingston thought of all his plans.
Ever since his campaign against the Brotherhood of Iron
started, he had always made his plans without the least sign
of difficulty, and they had always resulted in nothing but
success. She herself could nct see what Kingston would do
on the third night.

‘“ By that time,” she said thoughtfully, ‘ Dr. Zeetman will

‘have become suspicious, and the most stringent precautions

will be taken to prevent a further escape.”

* Precisely,” agreed Kingston calmly. ‘“And that, mjy
dear Dclores, is altogether to my liking. There will be a
spice of danger in the adventure which is altogether lacking

. in these first two rescues.”
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Dolores laughed.

‘“Lacking 7’ she repeated. ‘“ Personally,
episode is dangerous from beginning to end.
formed your plans yet for to-morrow night 2’

““No. For something may occur which would ruin the:n
all. In a case such as this I think you will admit, Dolores,
that much must be left to chance—or, I should say, be left to
decide at the last moment. I am anxious for to-night’'s work
to be over so that I may get to work on the real task. The
other is merely preliminary.” )

The day passed quite uneventfully. Kingston looked upon
the whole undertaking as a kind of holiday, for he did
ncthing but lounge about in front of the fire all day reading
necvels and magazines. It was nothing short of remarkable
how he switched his mind from one object to another.

There is not the least necessity to describe the work
Kingston performed that-night, for it was merely a counter-
part of what hé had done when rescuing Ralph Harland.
Nething had come of Zeetman’s telegrams, and no extra
watch was kept..

Certainly, the night was not so favourable, the stars
shining brightly and the air practically calm. To com-
pensate for 1t Kingston knew the ropes exactly, and set about
This task with every confidence of success. No. 24 proved to
be an elderly gentleman, and Kingston’s ruse in connection
with‘the.giece of cardboard and the screwed-up paper ball
acted as effectively this time as the last.

This gentleman was, if anything, more overflowing in his

I think the
Have you

. gratitude than Harland had been, and at the last moment,

as Kingston was talking to Tim, he nearly broke down with
emotion. A few cheerful words from Kingston soon braced
him up, and the rescuer mounted the ladder to the top of
the .wall. Then, a thought suddenly occurring to him, he
descended again.

~““Tim,” he said, “I've got a word to say to you.”

~i..'"The lad stepped forward quickly. i

“3Vell, sir?”
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“Tell Fraser to procure in some way or other the skin, of
a large gorilla.”

‘“ A what, sir?” asked Tim wonderingly.

Kingston laughed. ) .

“Tell Fraser to call it a giant ape. It will be just the
same, and he will know exactly what I mean. { want him
to get this skin, prepared ready for a man to wear, and be

here with it as soon as it is dark to-morrow night. You
understand, as soon as it is dark !”

»‘‘ But that’s about half-past seven, sir.” .

““I know that, Tim. But be here all the same. You can
brmg it to me while Fraser remains with the car. Any
further ‘instructions can be discussed to-morrow night. For

the present, escort this gentleman to London.” -

* Right, sir,” cried Tim, as Kingston reascended the
ladder. ““I won’t forget nothin’. Good-night, sir !’

‘“ Good-night, Tim! Stand clear, and I will throw the
ladder down.” .

A moment later Kingston had done so. He then turned,

jumped to the ground, and hurried back to the building. He -

gained admittance without the slightest hitch, and the second
rescue had been successfully performed. In the morning
Zeetman would receive-a bigger shock if anything than
before.

He told Dolores of his success in the most matter-of-fact
manner, but she, who was vastly interested, did not look
upon it in that light.

‘““But tell me,” she said, ‘‘ why have you told Fraser to
bring a gorilla skin? To what use can you put it?”

“I do not know myself yet. - I onfy ordered it to be:
brought on_the chance that it might come in useful. A
certain contingency which may arise is simmering at the back
of my head—hardly taking, form, in fact—and if it
materialises the skin will come in singularly useful.”

““You are puzzling me, Mr. Kingston,” smiled Dolores;
“but I will wait patiently until you have formed your plans.

-I cnly wish-I could render you more valuable assistance—

active assistance—than I am doing.”

‘“ Surely, Dolores, you do not imagine you are not doing a
large share of the work. Without you I should be utterly
helpless. Indeed, I could never have gained admittance to
the asylum had it not been for your aig.”

““ But still, now I am here I can only lock on and see you
performing the wonderful work. I do not think you realise
Mr. Kingston, how greatly I enjoy doing any work that has
for its aim the downfall of the Brotherhood.”

‘T realise it fully,” replied Kingston quietly—*‘ as fully as
I realise that you are doing everything in your power to
assist my campaign. Now, to-morrow night things will be
much more exciting, for Zeetman will be on his guard. But
I have my plans formed, practically speaking, and the
scoundrelly doctor will find at_least six more of his patients
missing.”’

“8ix 1” exclaimed Dolores in surprise. p

““Qix at least; and so sure am I of my plans.that I almost
dare to positively state they are already as good as clear of
these infernal walls.” :

And the words left Kingston’s lips in a tone of profound
conviction.

Kingston Effects Another Disguise.

“ Thank you, Mrs. Manning; that will be all to-night !’

Dolores smiled pleasantly on the nurse as the latter stood
in the sitting-room. She had come to inquire if there were
any further orders.

““Then you won’t want me to come again, Miss Thurston ?”’
she inquired, walking towards the door.

*“ No, thank you! T intend retiring fairly early to-night.”

Within a minute Dolores heard the heavy dividing dect
closed and securely bolted, and knew that she would be left
alone for the rest of the night.
time was about twenty-minutes past seven.” ‘‘ Mr. Meredith
Hall” had retired to bed at seven o’clock, and was now in
his own room.

It was not many minutes after the nurse’s departure, how-
ever, that the sitting-room door quietly opened and Frank
Kingston appeared. ‘He smiled at Dolores, and closed the
door softly behind him.

““ There is no chance of our being disturbed ?” he asked.

“ None whatever, Mr. Kingston. There is no reason why
anybody should come again. Zeetman has paid you his daily
visit, and is more certain than ever that you are a hopeless
imbecile, and that I am an extremely simple old maid.”

They both laughed. -

“There is no doubt about it, Dolores, you are a splendid
actress,” exclaimed Kingston. -““I verily believe you could
deceive even such an astute individual as Mr. Carson Gray.
It would be a very clever detective indeed who discovered
your real personality at the present moment. But, by Jove,
1t is nearly half-past geven.” ) ) 5

K ; 3 ‘Tur -Gem -LiBrarY.—No. 166.
Another Splendid, Long, Complete Tale of -
Tom Memp& Co. By M%_RT CLIFFORD.

L

She was quite alone, as the




:  THE-BEST 3" LIBRARY D@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3> LIBRARY. "3

* *“The hour at which Tim will be outside ?” .

. “Yes. I must see him the very moment he arrives,”
declared Kingston. The gorilla skin he is bringing will
play a very important part, as you know, in to-night’s ad-
vaature.”

. “But do you not think it too risky to venture out at such

an early hour?”’ asked Dolores. * In spite of what you said
_arlier in the day, I cannot help thinking that a very strict
~ watch will be kept.”

__“Not now, Dolores. In all probability there will not be a

single soul in the grounds—for since Zeetman is still away

the ape has not been let loose—and tha possibility of a keeper

prowling about is slight.”

‘“ But suppose, for an instant, there was one?”

“In that case, I should merely have to be very careful.
But, without boasting, I really believe I could pass within
ten yards of him without his being aware of my presence.”
. fgto pulled a cap over his head and glanced up at the sky-
ight.

‘ Have no fear, Dolores,” he said, “I shall turn up quite
safe and sound in well under half an hour.”

In a few seconds he had the furniture piled up as before,
but this time the skylight lifted with practically no effort.
and in a very short time he was crouching on the roof, deem-
ing it unwise to show himself against the skyline. For
several minutes he lay there watching the trees in the untidy
grounds waving about in the breeze. No sign of life was
Visible, and that part of the garden seemed absolutely
deserted. ’

Overhead the sky was dull and lowering, and Kingston
knew very well that before many hours had passed the rain
would be descending in torrents. The prospect of this, how-
ever, was rather to his liking than otherwise,

 Bverything’s clear,”” he told himself finally, ““and I think

I can descend with perfect confidence.”
. _In a trice the rope was secured round the chimney, and
Kingston was descending the silken ladder to the ground.
[‘Arm'mg there he had another look round, then darted to a
farge clump of bushes about twenty yards distant. He ran
in a crouching position, and with scarcely a sound. TIndced,
considering the numerous twigs which lay in his path it was
remarkable how he progressed so silently.

There seemed no necessity whatever for his stealthy move-
rents, but Kingston was a man who took no chances what-
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ever. His maxim was to take risks when risks were neces.
sary, but also to take every precaution possible. It cost
nothing and meant everything—the difference between
success and failure. : -

An incident to prove the truth of this happened at that
very moment. IMe was just about to make another swift run
for the wall when he drew back into the bushes and crouched
on the ground. Faintly—ever so faintly—he had heard
voices. The next second two men turned the far corner ‘of
the building, one of them carrying a lamp. They pausesl
for a moment as a door was opened. :

“ Everything secure now, Jim?” asked one. ‘

‘“As far as I know, mate,” answered the other Lkeeper.
“It’s a fair knock-out to me how these here chaps have
escaped. It don’t seem possible to me.”

“Tt is a bit of a puzzler. Still, it ain’t nothin’ to do with
us. Old Zed has gone to London to-day to see about it. I
reckon there won’t be no more of it. All I hope is we ain’t
put on to watch outside to-night. It’s goin’ to rain like any-
thing presently.” :

¢ ghouldn’t be surprised,” said the other. * What time is
the boss goin’ to be back ?”’ '

‘“ Nine, mate. Time to have a hand at poker with the
others if we’re quick. There’s no sense in stoppin’ out here
as early as this. Everything’s locked up.”

The two keepers disappeared into the building, and
Kingston smiled to himself. Had he started on his run
across the grounds he would, in all probability, have been
detected. \

“The coast is clear now, however,” he told himself. “ A
game.of poker—eh? I think I can rely on having the garden
to myself for the next half-hour or so.” :

He glanced at his watch, saw the time was seven-thirty
exactly, and proceeded to gain the other side of the high
wall. Scarcely had he landed when a small figure appeared
from the yews. It was Tim.

“T’'m ’ere, sir,”” he whispered.

“Good boy, Tim! Have you got what I wanted?”

“Yes, sir,” replied the lad producing a large parcel.
‘“Fraser ’ad the very dickens of a job to git i*, but knowin’
as it would be urgent he wasn’t goin’ to be done. We only
jest got away from the smoke in time, sir, an’ ’ad to mop
along like lightnin’ as it was.” =

‘¢ 8till, you have both done well, my boy,” replied Frank
Kingston, patting his little assistant on the back. © Now,
look here, I haven’'t a moment to waste——"'

““You never ’ave, sir,”” grinned Tim.

““The work must be done, Tim. Where is Fraser now ?”’

““With the car, sir.”

“On the main road?”

““No, sir,” replied the boy. “’E’s found a clump o’ trees
near the road which ’e can drive the motor into nicelv. Then
’e shoves the lights out an’ waits for me. So it ain’t possible
for nobody to sce anythink! Fraser thought it best, knowin’
’ow cautious you always was!”

Kingston laughed. .

“Tell Fraser I am proud of him !” he exclaimed. I never
credited him with such forethought. Now, Tim, I expect
a great deal will happen tonight. After the other two
escapes, the most stringent precautions will be taken, and I
shall have an extremely busy time of it.”

““Then there won’t be nobody to take back to-night, sir?”

“On the contrary, Tim, there will be no less than six
gentlemen to pack into the car somehow !”’

“Six!” gasped Tim. “Love a duck! I—T mean—
Beg pardon, sir, but you fair took me breath away! ’Ow
can you git six out at once, ’specially when they’re on their
guard ?”’

“Don’t you worry your little head about that, Tim,” re-
plied Kingston. “I shall see to it all right. Before the
time comes to take them away, however. I may want youn
again. So remain hidden in the yows until I return.”

‘“$’pose you don’t come, sir?”’

“There’s no supposing about it, young.’un—I shall come,”
returned Frank Kingston calmly. ¢ So au revoir until then.”

“ Good-bye, sir. I won’t shift a yard.’

With the gorilla-skin under his arm, Kingston pulled him-
self up the rope he had tied fo the railings. Once in the
asylum ‘grounds again, he rapidly crossed to the long,
windowless building which composed the wards. ~

“ Catch this parcel, Dolores.”” he whispered, as he held the
skylight up. It is not at all heavy.”

moment later he was beside her, cutting through the
string which was bound round the parcel. The contents
proved to be the skin of a huge gonlla, and its face had
been prepared so as to exactly resemble the real article which
at that moment reposed in its quarters on the other side of
the house.

““Splendid !I”’_exclaimed Kingston. “ Fraser couldn’t have
done better! It is quite evident hs interviewed Crawford
before procuring this. For while Fraser has never seen the
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gorilla, Crawford has been practically face to face with it on
several occasions.”

Deolores looked at the hideous features with a shiver.

““What a terrible creature the thing must be!” she ex-
claimed. ‘It is scarcely surprising, Mr. Kingston, that
Zcetman trusts the animal to guard the grounds at night!
What a shock you must have had on first seeing it !’

-~ “T admit the apé is not a pleasant fellow to meet in the
dark, Dolores,” replied Kingston. “ Now let me see, the
time is just ten minutes to eight. Old Zed, as the keepers
call him, is not expected until scon after nine, so I have
heaps of time at my disposal.” :

‘“You do not mean to venture out again immediately,
then ?”

“Oh, yes! I shall take the opportunity at once, or it

might possibly slip by. There is a chance Zeetman may
retur,x’l before nine, and should he do so, I want to be in readi-
ness.
- Kingston slipped his coat off, and then proceeded to don
the novel disguise. The skin had been prepared perfectly,
and. now as Kingston stood there in the sitting-room, he
Jooked for all the world like the genuine article. So’ exact
was the resemblance to a real animal, in fact, that Dolores
instinctively shrank back.

“You look terrible,”” she whispered. “I am sure, Mr.
Kingston, not even Dr. Zecetman himself would know you
from a real gorilla. At least, not in a moderate light.”

“I do not want him to see me at all,” replied Kingston.
“But if he does—well, I do not think I shall be discovered.
Have no fear for my safety, for I am taking the blow-pine
with me, and with that insignificant weapon I shall be
perfectly secure.”

With that Kingston proceeded to take his departure. As
he crept through the grounds along the weed-grown path, his
movements were an exact imitation of the original. With no
sign of hurry, yet with considerable speed, he crossed over
to the private door which led only to Zeetman’s library.
He did not think it would be locked, for there was no
necessity for such a thing.

His surmise proved to be correct. The door opened noise-
lessly enough, and, having taken a cautious Jook round,
Kingston slipped into the passage, and closed the door. He
stood . there for a moment, listening, and faintly to his ears
came the sound of conversation. It is probable that nobody
else could have detected anything had they been in his place,
but Kingston’s hearing was remarkably acute. L

A window af the other end of the passage shed a faint light,
and the door’' of Zeetman’s library could just be seen. No
light of any description emanated from beneath it. .

“ Quite deserted,” Kingston told himself with satisfaction.
“The conversation I can hcar is proceeding from the other
side of this wall. T think I can rely on being to myself over

“this little business.”

He walked up the passage, and grasped the door handle.

“TLocked. Good! The very thing I wanted. Zeetman
can never have the slightest suspicion new that anybody had
ontered. I do not think, however, that I shall find much
trouble in gaining admittance !”

From a secret pocket he produced a bunch of small skeleton

" kays, and after a few moments’ manipulation of these, the

library door swung open. The lock was a very good one.
otherwise Kingston would have been inside the room in less
than a minute.

“ Now to lock it again.” . .

He closed the door, and left it precisely .as it had been
before he commenced his task. The large windows in the
library allowed sufficient dim light to enter to enable the
intruder to distinguish his surroundings. He had not been in
there kefore, so he had to rely wholly on the description which
had been given him.

“The screen is the first thing to find. That must be it
against the wall yonder. Behind that, I understand, is-the
dcor leading to my double’s quarters.”” -

He walked over and stepped behind the large screen.
Here; being concealed, he produced his tiny clectric torch,
and flashed the light before him. There was no danger what-
ever of that little point of light being seen from without—
even if anybody had been there to see. . .

“Good!” he thought. “I half expected it to be this way,
for, after all, there is no reason wly the dcor should be
bolted.” .

He was looking at the massive lock which held the door
secure. There were no bolts whatever, but the size of the
lock told its own tale, for it -needed something exceptionally
strong when fhe captive was an animal possessed of terrific
strength. The key, a large iron one, was in the lock.

Without further ado, Kingston stowed the light away,
having first got ready the stiletto with which he intended to
quioten the gorilld. Then, with calm deliberation, he turned

ie lock and swung the door open. Contrary to
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his expectations, there was no window whatever in {his apart«
- ment, and everything was black as a dungeon.

Kingston closed the door behind him, and stood just inside,
perfectly still; then there came to his ears the sound of
heavy movements. Without wasting a second, he produced
his torch again, and pressed the button. The light revealed
a rather small room, absolutely bare of furniture.” A third of
the floor space, however, was occupied by a partitioned-off
cubicle, which was evidently the sleeping-place of the giant

ape. i
* Suddenly, with a low utterance, the huge animal appeared
and stared fascinatedly at the tiny point of light. Then, with
a snarl, it advanced on all fours. Its eyes were gleaming

a7

furiously, yet Kingston was perfectly calm—every bit at . -

home. Then, with startling abruptness, the gorilla rose om
its hind feet, and literally rushed at the intruder. It could
not see the latter, owing to the bright light from the torch,
but its sense of smell told that a human being was in the
room.

Kingston raised the stiletto in the air, to meet his assailant
squarely. Somehow, however, just as he was on the point of
striking, the creature’s hairy arm caught his own unawares.
The movement was so rapid, and so unexpected, that
Kingston had no time to prevent the lunge striking home.

In one second the stiletto was sent flying across the room,
and in another the gorilla’s other arm dashed itself at the
light. Kingston was too quick for him, however, and rapidly
slipped the torch into his pocket, at the same time backin
swiftly until he felt himself pressing on the wall. -

But his object was far from being achiecved. The gorilla ,.

was full of life, wild with anger, and absolutely alone with
him in a room as dark and secure as the grave itself,

The Gorilla Qverhears Some Useful Information.

Frank Kingston stood there, with his back to the wall,
fecling perfectly cool and collected. As a matter of fact, a
certain sense of pleasure had taken possession of him. He
knew there was to be a tussle—a struggle between him and
the gorilla. Yet he was perfectly conﬁgent as to the result,

and the thought of having a good fight was rather to his .

liking.

He could not possibly see where his assailant stood, but
heard it slowly advancing. Relying on the sounds only, he
suddenly bent forward and lunged out with his left fist,
putting terrible force into the blow. -

Where it struck he could not tell, but it did strike, and with
a stunning thud. The gorilla- uttered a low roar, and
staggered back. Kingston grasped his opportunity without a
second’s delay. Out came the torch, and the gorilla stood
revealed. Kingston did not wait for the attack this time, but
stepped forward himself. i

Before the animal could realise what was happening, it
received a blow between the eyes such as no other man.could
have administered. So- terrible was the thrust that the
recipient was lifted off his feet and thrown to the floor as
though its weight had been trivial. -

The fall had the effect of enraging the gorilla still' more,
and in a second it was on its feet again, whirling its arms
about in a perfect frenzy. Had Kingston been within reach,
he would have been knocked senseless with one blow; but

Le was more cautious, and knew the fight could only be.won -

by careful taectics. He nad thought, at first, that he would
need both hands, but now he realised that the light was of
more use, since it served to flurry his assailant. &

After a moment the creature got tired of waving its arms
about to no purpose, and suddenly, evidently making up its
mind, dashed headlong at the light.
swiftness, Kingston darted aside, and the gorilla hit the wall
with a crash which caused the whole place to shake.” This
was exactly what Kingston wanted, and before the other
could regain its scattered senses, he delivered a second upper-
cut which finally settled the matter. :

Strong as the gorilla: was, it had proved a very easy prey
to Frank Kingston, and now lay bruised and dazed upon the
hard floor. Kingston realised that. in one minute it would
be upon its feet again as lively as ever, and frantic with
anger. So he glanced round rapidly for the stiletto. - The

. floor being absolutely bare, it was quite a simple matter to

With truly remarkable .

find it, and as the great ape was in the aet of struggling to its -

fect, he buried the point of the sharp instrument into its
arm. .

“That’s scitled you, my friend,” murmured Kingston to
himself. “ By jingo, but you’ve got some strength! If it
hadn’t been for this light, I very much doubt whether I
could have gained such an easy victory.."I am afraid you will’
be forced to remain in your present state of unconsciousness.
for at least a couple of hours. I would prefer you to. be
helpless while I am forced to share the same room.” .

Kingston took hold of the now metionless gorilla, and
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‘dragged it into its sleeping quarters, leaving the door open as
before. This was placed in such a position that it was quite
impossible to see into the cubicle when entering the room.
Kingston pulled out his watch and glanced at the face. He
ad, of course, his ordinary clothes on under the gorilla-skin.
 “Eight-fifteen,”” he muttered. ‘‘ Well, now everything is
done, I trust Zeetman will not be so late. After I have heard
the plans, there may be work for me, and I don’t think there
will be much time.  Ah, but there is the door!”

He remecmbered that the latter was unfastened, and prow
duced from the same secret pocket a tiny pair of tweezerlike
pliers, ‘made with extreme strength, but also with extreme
delicacy.

In a trice they were inserted in the keyhole, and after a
moment’s manipulation the key snapped back into its original
place, and Kingston was locked in the gorilla’s quarters.
When Zeetman came there could be no suspicion whatever,
for the intruder had left absolutely no sign of his presence.

There was nothing further to be done until the Inner
Councillor put in an appearance, so Kingston quietly seated
himself opposite the door, and settled himself for half an
hour’s sleep. He knew there was no danger of being caught
ﬁp,a.wares, for the slightest sound was sufficient to awaken

im.

He had not closed his eyes for more than twenty minutes
when he started up, wide awake and alert. From the other
side of the thick door he could faintly hear the oily tones of
Dr. Julius Zeetman.

““He has returned by an earlier train,”’ thought Kingston.
¢ Excellent ! This is more than I dared hope for!”

He rose to his feet, and moved over to the partitioned-off
portion of the room. The gorilla was lying there breathing
evenly, and Kingston crouched down beside it, and listened.
From there he could only catch a word now and again, and
he was just thinking of approaching the door when the grate
of the key sounded in the lock. :

Kingston advanced until he was within full sight, and
dropped on to all fours. Through the eye-holes he watched
the door, and was quite prepared to receive the doctor.

Fortunately the latter had no light with him, only the beams
from the other room entering. Dr. Zeetman stood framed in
the doorway, the heavy lash in his hand. Kingston could see
that he had only just rcturned, for he still wore his overcoat
and hat. The utter darkness of the room was converted into
. a dim twilight.

“ Now, my good Jack, you will be wanting your supper!”
exclaimed the Inner Council-
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take his place. Jove, but the -doctor has not the slightest
suspicion !”’

He laughed softly to himself, and crept over to the door.
As before stated, the lock was of exceptional size, and
Kingston’s eyes expressed satisfaction, as he observed that the
keyhole, although the key was still in it, was quite large
enough to convey any ordinary conversation which took place
in tho library.

“Yes, Stevenson, the brute does seem quiet to-night,” Zcet-
man was exclaiming, obviously in answer to a question from
the head-keeper. ‘“But we must get to business. Now Jack
is fed there is no necessity for him to be again touched before
morning, so that is off my mind.” )

‘“ Have you seen the Chief, sir ?”’

““Yes, Stevenson. I have seen him, and my plans are all
cut and dried,” replied the doctor. I think we can safely
il.sium,e’ that our other prisoners are perfectly secure. Now,
isten.

Kingston heard the sounds of a match being struck, and
guessed that Dr. Zeetman was lighting a cigar. There was a
creak of a chair, and then the Inner Councillor began speak-
ing again. -

** Now, Stevenson, up till to-night there has only been ons
man on c’iuty in the corridor, and the gorilla in the' grounds ?"’

“That’s all, sir, But they are quite enough, I should
think, to keep watch. How anybody could get past that
brute of an ape gets right over me!”’

Zeetman uttered an exclamation.
« ¢ Whether it gets over you or not, Stevenson,” he said,

the fact remains that two of my patients have completely
vanished. To-night, however, if any more' games are tried
they will be nicely nipped in the bud!”

Kingston smiled quietly to himself.

““ The four keepers, Stevenson, will be stationed at intervals
along the passage, thus making egress that way an im-
possibility.”

“ And what shall T do, sir?” asked Stevenson.

“You, my man, will be placed in a responsible position
and, though an uncomfortable one, is absolutely necessary.,
You will be paid extra, of course; for having to sit up all
night, especially as your work will be the hardest of the lot.
I shall require you to keep watch from the roof.”

““From the roof, sir?’* said the head-keeper, in tones of
dismay. ‘‘But it’s pouring with rain!” ’

““Nevertheless, Stevenson, a watch must be kept there. I
am setting you this task, as, from past experience, you can

. be tr:x,sted to keep your eyes

lor, in what seemed to. King-
ston genial tones; evidently
the doctor’s visit to London
had resulted in something
good.

In the comparative dark-
ness of the room there was
absolutely nothing to fear.
Indeed, Kingston was con-
vinced that he could have de-
ceived the doctor had the lat-
ter carried a lamp. Kingston
backed into the sleeping-.
quarters, and stood in the
doorway, gazing at his com-
panion. His cbject in doing
this was to prevent Zeetman
coming too close.

Onc glance inside the
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open.

““ And shall T be out here all
alone, sir?”’

““No. You will have no less
than ten men to keep you
com_Yany. For, in place of the
gorilla, there will be ten com-
mon-imembers placed in the
grounds to keep an absolutely
strict watch that no one enters
or leaves. These, with the
addition of yourself, and the
four men in the corridor, will
certainly ensure no repetition
of what has alrcady oc-
curred.” .

“I think we shall be safe
enough, sir, if that’s what you
mean,” said Stevenson, ¢ with

cubicle would have caused
Zeetman to lose a great deal
of his self-possession. But the
scoundrel did not trouble to
do anything of this sort. He
gave merely a cursory glance
round, and then placed the
gorllia’s supf)er on the floor
near the wall.

“There you are, Jack; you
con eat that, and then sleep
as much as you like. There’s
no night-work for you this
time.”’

Zeetman was evidently in a

In our next week’s long; com-
plete tale a friendly warfare
breaks out again between the
chums of St. Jim's and their old
rivals of Rylcombe Grammar School.
Naturally, *japes” are the order of the
day, and you will find that your interest
will never flag for a moment while you are

reading
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all them men on the watch.
Another escape is out o’ the
question. But where are the
other {en ecmin’ from, sir, an’
what time will they be here 7"’

“I will tell you, Stevenson.
At ten o’clock a large motor-
car will start from the address
of the South-Eastern District
Superintendent, and will ar-
rive here, with the ten men
aboard, at about twelve

sible. = Everybody inside the
house, with the exception of

hurry, and without losing time
he turned round and left the
room, closing the door and

myself and you keepers, will
be in ignorance of their ar-
rival, or of their being hcre

locking it behind him.

“The gorilla won’t be
needed - ta-nif,'ht,” thought
Kingston quick!

ly, “I shall [ :

at all, in fact.”
“Who’s to let them in,

sir 977 -
(Anather long instalinent of this
thrilling serial story again next

have to hear who is going to week.)
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