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A Splendid New, Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co. and Bully Gore.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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CHAPTER 1.,
Gore Breaks Out.

RASH! Bump!
Tom Merry jumped up, and a shower of blots
scattered from his pen upon the paper before him.

Tom Merry gave an angry snort. e was nearly at the
end of a German imposition, when the sudden crash in the
next study startled him, and certainly it would be of no use
to take that imposition to Herr Schneider now.

Bump !

“The silly asses!” muttered Tom Merry wrathfully.

That's Gore and Skimpole having another row!”

He stepped to the study wall, and wrapped on it with his
kouckles.

“Shut up in there!” he roared.

Bump !

“Will you be quiet?”

Crash!

Tom Merry breathed hard through his nose. and went to
his door. He opencd it, and as he looked out into the Shell
passage, the door of the next study opened, and George Gore
came out with a very flushed face.
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He slammed the door behind him, with a slam that rang

the whole length of the Shell passage, and was heard nearly

all over the School House.

““You noisy ass!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Gore stared at him.

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

“You've made me spoil an impot.!” said Tom Merry
wrathfully. ¢ Fifty lines for old Schueider, and now I've got
to do most of it over again!"’

“ \'Yoll, go and do it, then,”” said Gore, ‘‘and be hanged to
you!

Tom Merry looked at him. Core had never been polite ;
in fact, he was gencrally the reverse. When he was good-
tempered his manners left much for a (‘hesterfield to desire,
And he was not frequently good-tempered. Gore had always
been a bully, and although he had certainly turned over a
new leaf of late, the old nature would keep cropping-up.

When he was in one of his tantrums, as the other fellows
called them, Gore was the old Gore again. and decidedly
unpleasant. And it was perfectly clear that he was in a more
than usually violent tantrum this time. At such times he did
not measure his-words.

T
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T shall make as much row as I like in my own study !”
Gore went on deliberately. “I have been bumping Skim- -
ole. He worries me! - I’'ve buzzed him into the corner, and
Buz,zed all his silly books at his hecad! And you can go and

eat coke !” -

Tom Merry pushed !Iack his cuffs, .

“1'suppose you_are looking for a particularly thick ear!”
he remarked. ~ *“Come on, and select which ear!”

“Oh, rats!” 5

Gore swung on down tlio passage. Although in a savage
and quarrelsome mood, he did not want to enter into a
?;tlc encounter with the champion athlete of the School

ouse.

Tom Merry looked after him. Ile was greatly inclined
to follow Gore down the passage, and give him reasons to be
sorry for his rudeness; but he had the impot. to do, and Tom
was a peaceable fellow. 3

Ho turned back into his study, and was soon deep in
German characters again, working against time to get the
imposition through before tea, which made the German
writing look more German than ever. L

Gore tramped down the passage with his hands in his
pockets, and a sullen frown upon his face. There was no
doubt that he was in a decidedly bad temper, and that it
wauld be unfortunate for any small fags who crossed his
path Lust then.

As he turned into the Fourth Form ,passage to reach the
stairs, Mellish and Levison came up to go into their study.
Mellish and Levison belonged to the Fourth, but they had
been great chums of the bully of the Shell at one time,

‘though of late there had been very much coolness between

them.
: They stared at Gore as they caught sight of his frowning
ace.

‘“His lordship looks wrathy,” Levison remarked sarcastic-
ally. “ Better give him a wide berth! I'm trembling!”

Mellish sniggered.’

“So am 1,” he remarked. ¢ IHecar me tremble?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gore - gave them an angry look. The remarks were
intended for his ears, and he heard them. He came striding
up to the two Fourth-Formers, his hands elenched. It was
really not a safe moment for the two cads of the Fourth to
worry Gore. But of late hs had been so praceable, in
comparison to his former self, that they did not know the
risk they ran. At the present moment Gore was simply
yearning for a ;sasona.bie pretext to hammer somebody.

Levison looked at him with a sncering grin.

‘“Had bad news, I suppose I’ he remarked. ‘' Letter from
home—eh 7”

-Gore started.

“How do you know I’ve had a letter from home?” he
demanded.

Levison grinned. ’

“Ipt(elcause’l saw it in the rack before you took it,”” he
replied.

“ And how do you know it was from home?”
in a very unpleasant tone.

“T know your father’s fist.”

“ You seem to take a lot of intercst in other chaps’ corre-
spondence I”’ said Gore.

“]1 keep myself posted, you know,’ said Levison airily.
“I always notice details of that sort. I noticed the post-
mark, too—the place where you live! And as I’ve seen your
pater, and know what a terror he is, I expect that’s what’s
the matter with you now. He’s been rag?m'g you by post!”

““You ought to be a Sherlock Holmes!” said Gore.

“VYes; I rather fancy myself in that line!” said Levison
complacently, ¢ And—"

‘“ But the Sherlock Holmes bizney isn’$ exactly popular in
a school!I” Gore suggested. ¢ TFellows don’t like having
their private business nosed out by an inquisitive cad!
They don’t like Peeping Toms at_work on their corrc-
spondence. I don’t, anyway! And I'm jolly well going to
give you a licking for not minding your own business!”’

‘“Here, hands off! Ow!”

“Yow !” howled Mellish.

Smack, smack!

Gore’s right caught Levison on his nose, and his left landed
on Mellish’s chin.  The two Fourth-Formers staggered back,
g?d Gore drove them into their study under a shower of

ows,

“Take that—and that—and that "

““ OW l?’

“Yow |

*“ Here, back up, Mellish I” shouted Levison desperately.

And he put up his hands to Gore, and resisted as well as
he could.

Gore laughed. That was just what he wanted. Mellish
had dodged round the table, and was looking wildly at the
window, as if minded to jump out. Gore “went for”?
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. Levison unmercifully. He hit out right and left, and the
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cad of the Fourth was driven round the study, vainly striving
§oliiefend himself. He had no chance against the burly. Shell
ellow. : :

“0Oh!” he roared. “Help! Yarooh! Ilelp! Oh!”

“Bai Jove! What's the mattah heah?”

An elegant junior locked in at the door of the study. At
the same moment George Gore’s heavy fist caught Levison on
the point of the chin, and he went to the floor with a crash
that made the study shake.

CHAPTER 2.
) Much Chucked.
H RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY jammed an eyeglass

into his right eye, and stared into the study. D’Arcy,

the swell of the Fourth Form, was not given to
interfering in other fellows’ guarrels, as a rule. He could
fight when required, but he did not like fighting. He con-
sidered it “wuff !”” as he expressed it, and there was always
danger of making his clothes dusty. But as George Gore
turned a flushed and angry face towards him, after knocking
Levison down, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy pushed back his
spotless white cuffs in anticipation. ;

“ What is the mattah heah, deah boys?”

Gore snapped his tecth.

- Mind your own bizney !” he replied.

“ Weally, Goah——>

“Get out!” .

D’Arcy came a step further into the study.

“I wefuse to get out ! he said. “1I uitahly decline to do
anythin’ of the sort! I wegard you as a wude beast,
Geah|”

** Fathead I”” - ‘

“T decline to be called a fathead! I asked what tho
mattah was heah. If you have becn up to your old twicks,
Goah- & d

“Oh, buzz off I” :

“He has!” groaned Mellish, caressing a damaged chinm
“The beast started on us for nothing, and without any
warning! Ow!”

Levison sat up. He passed his hand over an eye that wap
rapidly becoming discoloured, and then over his aching

jaw.

“Oh!” he groaned. * The beastly bully 1’

‘“ Has the wottah been bullyin’ you, Levison 2”?

“Ow! VYes” .

D’Arcy looked thoughtful. i : !

“Well, you are an awful wottah yourself, Levison,” he
remarked, “and Mellish is an awful wottah, too! I darp
say you deserved it. I am quite willin’ to listen to your
explanation, Goah!”

Gore laughed angrily. .

“Oh, go and eat coke!” he exclaimed.

“1 decline to do anythin’ of the sort! I should be inclined
to thwash you in any case, but I do not wish to make my
clothes dustay. Undah the cires., I shall be satisficd if you
will wetire fwom the studay !”

“Rats!”

“¥You heard what I said, Goah?”

““Oh, yes, I heard!”

% And what is your reply?”’

“Rats!”’

D’Arcy pushed his white cuffs back cut of danger. Then
he carefully bestowed his monocle in his waistcoat-pocket.
Gore watched these preparations with a sneering grin. He
was very much bigger than D’Arey, and he was spoiling for
a fight. Levison picked himself up, gasping.

‘“That’s right, Gussy !’ he exclaimed. ‘“ Go for him, and
T'll help you!”

“Pway do nothin’ of the sort, Levison! That would not
be cwicket. And pway do not call me Gussy; I am Gussy
only to my intimate fwiends! Goah, will you have the
extweme kindness to wetire fwom this studay, where you
are not wanted by the ownahs?”

“No!” said Gore.

“T wequest you politely to wetire!”

‘“Rats!” :

*If you do not wetire in peace, I shall have no wesourca
})uﬁl to give you a feahful thwashing!” said D’Arcy warn-
ingly.

“ More rats!”

“Vewy well; T shall thwow you out !’

“Come on !’” grinned Gore.

Arthur Augustus came on. He went for George Gore with
a rush, and grasped him round the neck. He gave a wild
yell as Gore’s fist clumped upon his nose, and then Gorq
roared as he receiv D’grcy’s knuckles in the eye. The
they closed in a deadly wrestle, and waltzed round the study.
They did not intend it for a waltz, but it looked very like
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‘“'To bully or even to raisc the voice to, onz smaller than yourself, and at your mercy, is wrong and cowardly!”

thundered Mr, Gore. George Gore suppressed a grin,

moment.

one; and Levison and Mellish had to dodge to avoid being
biffed over.

“Bai Jove! Out you go!”

‘““Rats!” gasped Gore.

With a whirl D’Arcy brought the Shell feliow to the door.
With another whirl Gore brought the swell of St. Jim's
back into the study. They crashed into the bookcase in the
rorner, and there was a smash of breaking giass, and a veli
from Levison.

“Look out!"

Crash !

The two comnbatants volled over a chair, and rolled on th»
floor. There a shout from the passage, and two or three
juniors looked in. The noise had been heard afar.

Blake, Herries, and Digby—Arthur's study-mates in No. 6
—stared into Levison's study in blank astonishment.

“My hat! Tt's Gussy breaking up the happy horne !
exclaimed Blake. ¢ Don’t kill him, Gussy ! You know Laow
terrible you are when you start!”

“Bai Jove !"”

¢ What's the row about?” asked Digby, grinning.

“I'm chuckin’ this wottah out!"” gasped I)'Arev,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Weally, you fellows

“He looks more like chucking you about!™
Herries. ““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Hewwies——"

Bump !

Arthur Augustus rolled over on his back, and Gore sat

X}

grinned
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It was just what his father was doing at that very

The bully of the Shell procecded to
Blake rav into

astride of his chest.
bump the back of D'Arcy's head on the floor.
the study.

“ None of that, vou cad!” he exclaimed.

“Let me alone!" roared Gore.

“No fear!”

The chums of the Fourth grasped Core. dragged him off
the swell of St. Jim's, and flung him out Lodily into the
passage. Gore rolled on the linoleum with a grunt. Ile was
upon his feet in a moment, panting breathlessly. his cyes
givaming with rage.  But he did vot veriture to rush inio the
study again.  The chums of the ourth were raiher too many
for hinm. e

1)’ Arey staggered up.

“Bai Jove!" he gasped, looking down at his clothes ia
dismay.  “T am in a howwid state ! T am smothahed with
dust, and my collah is torn! Bai Jove! I'm almost ia
wags ! .

*“Ha, ha. ha!” | .

¢ Weally, deah boys. I sce no cause whatevah for wibald
laughrer. Bai Jove!™

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Where is thai wottah, Goah® Goah, T shall let you off
for the pwesent, as T am in such a feahful state, but pwescntly
I shall give you a feahful thwashin’—""

* Oh, rats!” said Gore, from the passage.

And he tramped away.

Arthur Augustus hesitated.

* Bai Jove! I've a jollay good mind to go aftah him now

Tay Gem LisrAry.—No. 187. .
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and give him a feahful thwashin®! Aftah all, I cannot get
mueh dustiab——"’

** Ha, ha, ha!”

" Weally, Blake—"’ i

* Better have the gloves on in the gym.,” said Blake. “I
sheuald recommend a wash now. I can’t have you in my
study in that dirty state.”’

* Weally, deah boy——" .

Arthur Augustus looked at himself in the glass. He did
not stay to finish his remarks; he realised that a wash was
necessary. To be untidy or dirty was terture itself to the
elegant swell of St. Jim’s.

He hurried away from Levison’s study, and by cruel luck
met Mr. Railton, the House-master, in the passage. The
Hcuse-master signed to him to stop.

‘e D’A‘.cy !?’

*“ Yaas, sir|”

‘¥ am shocked and surprised at you,”” said Mr. Railten.
“You know that a boy iz not allowed to go about the house
with his clothes dusty and untidy, and his face dirty. I am
very much Surprised, indeed, at you, D’Arcy. Go and get
yourself tidy at once.’>

* Yaas, sirl 3R

' And také fifty lines for slovenliness.”

Mr. Railton walked on majestically. D’Arcy almest
stagrered on his way te the bath-rooms. .That he, the swell
of St. Jim’s, the elegant Bean Brummel of the School House,
the glass of fashion in the lower Forms, should receive fifty
slovenliness, was simply unheard-of, fearful,
terrible. He had often lectured his younger brother, Wally,
on the subject of slovenliness, but Wally had never bad lines
for it. If Wally should come to hear of this

D’Arcy shuddered at the thought. ’

‘He bolted inte a bath-room, and cemforted himself with
stcaming water and lathering scap and nice white towels.

I—

CHAPTER 5.
Caught in the Act.

~) EORGE GORE put his collar straight, ‘and retied hs

e tie, as he walked down the passage. He dusted his

face with his handkerchief,” and pulled his jacket
sirzight. He was not very much the worse for his encounter
with the swell of 8t. Jim’s—the brunt of the battle had falten
Gore was feeling victoricus, which was the
worst feeling he could have in his present mood, for it made
him more quarrelsome than ever. Gore had a letter in his
pocket from his father, and that "letter had made him
savagely angry, and he was anxious to find someone to
wreak his anger upon. It was not very reasonable, but
Gore never was very reasonable.

-He walked out into the old quad., the sullen frown still
upon his face. Tom Merry’s chums, Monty Lowther and
Manners, were chatting outside the School House. They
looked at Gore—they could hardly help noticing his sullen
face. Gore looked back at them, with a sullen stare. -

“ Anything wrong?’ asked Lowther. .

“Yes,” snapped Gore. ‘‘But I don’t sce that it’s any
business of yours.’>

Monty Lowther reddened.

“Well, of all the pigs, I think you take the cake,”” he
remarked. ‘“I’ve a jolly good mind tc give you a thick ear.”

*“Comnie on, then)” said Gore.

* Looking for trouble?” asked Manners.

‘* Just as you like.” )

Monty Lowther took a step towards him. But just cut-
side the Schoo! House was hardly the place for a row. They
were under the view of half a dozen masters’ and prefects’
study windows. ’

*Come into the gym., will you?”

“No, I won’t.”

‘“Then shut up!?

* Oh, rats!” said Gore. “ Go and eat ccke.””

And he swung away.

‘‘ Something wrong with his lordship,” Lowther observed.
“1 shall have something to say to him when I see him again
somewhere a little less public.”

Gore was laying up some accounts to be settled afterwards.
He did not seem to care. '

He strolled away towards the gates.
near the porter’s lodge, two fags of the Third Form were
irdulging in the pleasures of an argument. They were Wally
IYArcy—D’Arcy minor, the younger brother of the neble
Arthur Augustus—and Janieson, his chum. Chumminess in
the Third Form at 8t. Jim’s appezred to conmsist chiefly in

said Lowther.

" baving rows; and on those lines, Wally and Jameson weére

great chums.
‘“Oh, cheese it!” Jameson was s2ying. “‘ You can call it
a late cut if you like, but my idea is that you were trying
t6 knock the wicket over.” -
Tur GeM LisraAry.—No. 187, | -
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“Billy ass!’’ said Wally, with egual politeness. “‘If the
weather wasn’t so blessed warm, I'd jam your silly napper
against that tree.” .

“ Just you try it,”’ said Jamescn.

1 jolly well will—""

* Rats ¥’

““Look here—"" v )

*“ Hold that row, you young sweeps!” said Gore’s disagree-
able voice. : .

The two fags turned towards him. In an instant their
own quarrel was suspended, at a sign of interference from a
fellow in a higher ¥orm. They glared at the Shell fellow
nost_aggressively. .

“Haﬁo 1”7 said Wally. ‘‘What do you want? Where did
you get that face? Did you dig it up, or win it in a raffle?”’

“*Dug it wp, I should say, and knocked it with the spade,”
said Jameson, ‘‘that’s the only way of accounting for the
features.” )

Gore snorted. In his present humour, he was not likely
to take the elegant badinage of the Third Form quietly. He

dvanced upon the twa fags, expecting them to run; but they
They stocd their ground, and put up theirr

not rum.

atds.
* You bezstiy bully!” said Wally,

' Reotten cad!” said Jameson.

' Smack! Biff!

Jameson 1ecled away from a heavy back-hander, which
knocked his guard aside, and caught him on the ear. Wally
‘.vrig{;}ed m the grip of the bully of the Shell.

**You £ he panted.

s teeth.
cheeky young bounder!”

Gore giitted
‘“Take th:t, v
Smack! smack’! .

“Ow!” roared Wally. ' Rescue, Jimmy!”

Jameson rushed to the rescue at once. As CGore was as
big as the two of them put together, two to one was quite
fair play. But the two o?them were no ateh for the burly
Shell feﬁow, who was big enough and old encugh to be in the
Fifth, if he had not been kept back for laziness. Gore, with
a suvage grin, scized the two fags by the collar. and holding
them almost at arm’s length, he krocked their heads together.
ck ! crack!

P
" panted Jemeson,

“* Yaroch
Crack !
“Ow! Yow! Yah!”

Core grinned evilly,

The two fags were quite powerless in his strong grasp, and
re was cnicying himself. This was better than bumpisg
npole, or fichting with D’Arcy.

He brought the two heads together again, in spite of the
frantic struggles of the fags, with a loud and sounding crack.

“Yah! (h!”

“Yowp!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cad!” velled Wally. “You rotter! You wouldn’t
dare to do this f Tom Merry or Figgirs viére by! Ow!”

*‘Rescue.”’ yelled Jameson.

Crack !

The fags’ heads were singing and aching, and they
struggled fercciously, but in vain. Gore was tco strong for
them, and Gore was not merciful.

A stout, hard-faced gentleman, who had just walked in at
the gates of St. Jim’s, and was about to follow the drive up
to the Schocl House, paused as he heard the sharp cries
under the trees, and looked in that direction.

The stout gentlemen had a very hard face, and it seemed
to_grow harder and sterner as he saw what Gore was doing.

He left the path, and crossed the grass towards the elm
trees. Upecn the soft grass, his heavy footsteps made no
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sound ; and both the bully and his victims were too excited
to notice the approach of a stranger.

Gore was warming to his work. Bullying, which he had
almost dropped for a time, scemed to come back to him
with added zest after long abstention. And it was quite safe
to bully fags who were too small to protect themselves. Gore

was quite the old Gore now, bullying, overbearing, and
unmerciful.

“Ow!” groaned Wallv. * Won't 1 pay vou out for this!
Ow! Leggo!”

“ Leggo!™ groaned Jameson. ““Ow! Chuck it!”

Crack!

(‘rack!

"y

“ Yarooh!

The stout gentleman had arrived upon the scene. He
fixed a deadly glare upon George Gore, and puffed breath-
lessly after his hasty exertions,

**George!” he thundered.

Gore jumped.

¢ George!”

The bully of the Shell released the two fags. Wally and
Jameson staggered away from him, holding their heads and
gasping. Gore fixed a terrified look upon the stern-faced,
stout gentleman.

* Father!™ he gasped.

CHAPTER 4.
Father and Son!

" ATHER ™ )
Gore stammered out the word.

* Father!”

That word, which should have been the tenderest but one
to any boy, was evidently without any tender associations
for George Gore. Any associations it had were of fear and
dislike; of high-handed harshness on the onc side, and sup-
pressed rebelliousness on the other!

‘* Father!”

Wally gave a soft whistle.

“My only Aunt Jane!” he murimured. ‘“Gore's in for it
now—I['ve seen his pater before, and [ don’t envy him!
Let's cut.”

Jameson nodded. They ‘“cut.” B

BMr. Gore did not glance at them. His eyes were fixed upon
his son with a freezing stare. Gore, after gasping out that
one word, remained dumb.

*“You expected me!” said Mr. Gore at last.

“ Yop-es, father!”

“ Did you get up this little scene for my especial benefit ¥

¢ N-no.”

“No!" said Mr. Gore, with ferocious sarcasm.
ar surprised! I should have thought that yvou had arranged
it for me so that I could have no further possible doubt
that all I have heard about my son is true—that he is a bully,
a brute, and a young scoundrel.” : ’

“Oh!” )

“I have come here,” said Mr. Gore. “lLecause I have
received unfavourable reports of you from Dr. Holmes.”

Gore looked sullen.

¢ The Head has always been against me,” he muttered.

“Don’t try to browbeat me!’ thundered Mr. Gore. #‘1
will not be argued with. T refuse to be bullied, sir, especially
by my own son. Do you undersiand?” :

“But I wasn’t—" ’

““ Silence, sir!”’

Gore was silent.

_““The Head siates plainly in his letter that he has seen
signs of improvement in you, and that your Form-master
was favourably irupressed,” said Mr. Gore, “but that you
have apparently abandoned the new line of conduct you have
followed since the time you narrowly escaped being expelled
from the school. The lesson has been lost upon you, sir,
after all. Clases of bullying have been brought to his notice,
and you have been reported by the prefects as addicted to
smoking.”

“Only one cigarette—"

“One cigarette, to a boy of your age, is as bad as a lun-
dred,” thundered Mr. Gore. *“ A critninal might as well staie
that he had committed only one murder. It is the principle
of the thing, sir.”

“ But—"’

“Don’t argue with .1e!
an insolent boy.
the school.”

Gore staggered.

‘“Take me away!"” he gasped.

“Yes.”

¢ Oh, father!”

“Ah! You do not want to leave the school, hey ?”

¢*Oh, no, no, no!”’

“1 imagined not,” said Mr. Gore satirically; “I imagined

“No! I

y

U refuse to ‘be avgued with by
I have come here to take you away from

By-MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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not, sir. You are too lazy to work; you remain in the Shell
at an age when most boys are passing out of the IFifth into
the Sixth. I dare say you find lifec here very casy and lazy—
better than working in your father’s office, and helping to
contribute to your own maintenance.’*

‘“Oh, father!” -

::?[)oxlx’t answer me back! I forbid you to do so.”

“If you attempt to browbeat me, George, I shall administer
personal chastisement,” said Mr. Gore, shaking his canc at
his son. ““I hope you will not drive me to that.”

Gore held his tongue. His father was seldom reasonabic,
but he scemed to bo even a little less reasonable than usual
that afternoon. The two, father and son, were very much
alike, as a matter of fact, although each grecatly disliked his
own qualitics a; scen in the other.

It was useless to argue with Mr. Gore, and the gentlest
reply was taken by him as an argument. The only method
was to bow onc’s head to the storm, and wait for 1t to pass
over.

“You have had a lesson and a second chance once,” said
Mr. Gore. ¢ You have not profited by them. If you do not
wish to leave the school, you have only yourself to thank
for being forced to do so.”

Core bit his lip hard.

“AlL, you have nothing to say for yourself, I sce,” said
Myr. Gore. ““Of course. I quite expected that.”

That was another of Mr. Gore’s sweet, reasonable ways. I
anyone replied to him, it was insolence and arguing; if any-
one did not reply, it was because he had nothing to say for
himself. Mr. Gore had his victim either way.

‘“You have disgraced youiself, sir,”” went on the parent
victoriously. ‘‘If there i1s any fault I abhor, any fault I
am determined not to permit in a son of mine, it is over-
bearing conduct and bullying. Don’t scowl at me, sir!”

“I—I wasn’t scowling, father.”

‘“Hold your tongue! Bullying is yvour great fault, George,
and it is a fault I am determined to cure you of. You under-
stand me? Don’t stare me in the face in that insolens
manner !” -

Gore dropped his eves.

“T am going to take you away from this school with me,”
said Mr. Gore. *‘ After all, it is time that you learned to
help support yourself. No wonder you dare not look your
father in the face, under the circumstances.”

The unfortunate Gore raised his eyes again.

There was no doubt that Gore was a bully, and that his
character was made up chiefly of defects; but certainly
heredity had something to do with it, and Gore had been
very unfortunate in his father. Mr. Gore was hardly the
man to bring up a son to be kind and gentle in his ways.

“1 am now going in to sece the headmaster,” said Mr.
Gore. “You may go to your study. I shall sce you again
before I go.”

“Yes, father.”

“Don’t say ¢ Yes, father,” in that mocking way.”

¢“I—I didn’t mean to be mocking.”

“If you dare to contradict me, George, I shall chastise
you,” said Mr. Gore. ‘“‘CGo to your room at once.”

“Very well, father.”

George Gore turned away, and walked towards the School
Iouse. Mr. Goro snorted as he looked after him, and blew
his nose loudly. Mr. Goré wa% cvidently in a very bad
temper indeed that afternoon.

Gore went to his study.

Skimpole, of the Shell, was therec. Skimpole had the
doubtful pleasure of sharing that study with Gore. There
was a big bruise on Skimpole’s check, which made his glasscs
set a little awry, and kept him incessantly blinking. He
blinked at Gore. -

The bully of the Shell scowled back at him.

“Get out!” he said.

‘““Really, Gore,”” said Skimpole, who was the mildest-
tempered fellow in the Shell, as he needed to be, to get cn
in any way with George Gore—* really—""

“Get out!”

“But I have some work to do, Gore, and you can hardly
expect, in reason, that I should get out of my own study,
when it is inconvenient for me to do so,”’ urged the merk
Skimpole.

Core picked up an inkjyot.

““Get out, or I'll buzz this at you!” he exclaimed. My
pater’s corning in here to sce me and I don’t want you herc.
Get out!”

“If you had explained that at first, Gore, I should have
acceded willingly to your request that I should retire,” said
Skimpole, in his long-winded way. ¢ Under the circumstances,
Gore—" ,

“Get out, you ass!”

‘““Really—""

Swish !

The ink flew out of the inkpot in a stream, and it caught
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_allowed him to return to the school.
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Bkimpole in one ear. The unfortunate junior gave a wild
rell, and elupped his hand to his car. .

““ Yarooh !’

“Now will you buzz off and stop jawing ?”’ roared Gore.

“ Really— Ow!”

Gore rushed at him and seized him by the shoulders, and
whirled him out of the study doorway. Skimpole collapsed
in- the passage. His spectacles fell off, and he groped for
them wildly. ~ Gore took his books from the table, and hurled
them after him, pelting Skimpole as he groped blindly for
his spectacles. =~ The last of the bocks hurled forth, Gore
slammed the study door.

‘“Dear me!” gasped Skimpole.

And in a state of great confusion of mind the short-sighted
junior gathered up his books, and trotted away down the
passage. Gore threw himself into a chair in the study in
deep and gloomy thought.

He had feared a ‘““row’ when he received his father’s
_ letter that day. His father seldom wrote to him excepting

for the purpose of calling him to account in some way. He
had expected a severe lecture, which he would have endured
with sullen fortitude, and perhaps a licking, which he would
have had to put up with. But to be taken away from the
school—that was too bad! ‘ .

What a fool he had been! Gore spent most of his time
at St. Jim’s in making himself disagreeable; but he liked
the school, and he shivered at the idea of being taken away
and placed in his father’s office, under the terrible eve of
his parent. He had had a natrow escape of that once before
—hé had been expelled from St. Jim’s—and he had run
away from home, and the Head had taken pity on him and
Gore had been very
careful for some time after that, but gradually he had slipped
back into the old ways. It seemed to be in his nature, and
he could not help 1t. At all events, he did not help it.
More and more he had slipped back into his old manners
and customs, and Tom Merry & Co., who had taken him up
and tried to be friends with him, had dropped him in disgust.
There seemed to be no curing Gore. But now—now that it
was too late—he realised what a fool he had been!

If only he could have had another chance !

But if he had it, he would probably lose it as he had lost
the other. It seemed that he was fated to make a fool of

himself. And hew unfortunate that his father should have
caught him in the very act of bullying the fags! That act
had been so utterly uncalled-for and unjustifiable. The fags

had not done anything to him; his interference with them
had been purely arbitrary—the act of a sheer bully. And
his father had come along at that precise moment. It served
him right, as he realised with a groan. Why couldn’t he
have had more sense?

And he was to go! To leave the school, the familiar faces,
the green playing-fields, the shining river, for a stuffy office
and a pen and a desk and a high stool, with the hum of
traffic always in his ears, and his father’s voice within hearing.

And it was his own fault! = -

Gore realised that quite clearly; but it was no comfort to
him. That afternoon he had made more than one boy
miserable in the school; but as he sat there in his study,
with his gloomy and bitter thoughts, he was certainly the
most miserable fellow at St. Jim’s.

b —

CHAPTER 5,
The Head's Cpinion.
. oy’
Tom Merry looked round. He did not know
whether the monosyllable was fired at him or not,
but he thought it was, and he looked round. Mr. Gore had
just entered the School House. Tom Merry had finished his
1mposition at last, and had come down with it in his hand, to

- take it to the German master’s study. As he was the only

fellow in the hall besides the stout gentleman, Tom Merry
concluded that he was the person addressed.

“Yes, sir?”’ he said.

*“ Show me to the Head.”

Tom Merry coloured. He had ne objection whatever to
showing anybody to the Head’s study; he was the most
obliging of boys. But hé“had a very strong objection to
being ordered about by anybody who was not entitled to give
him orders. He had seen Mr. Gore once before, on the
occasion of that gentleman’s visit to St. Jim’s, and he had
not liked him. People very seldom did like Mr. Gore.

‘“If you touch the bell, the page will come and show you
the way, sir,”’ he said.

e BO !7’

‘ And perhaps Dr. Holmes would prefer to have his visitor
announced,” added Tom Merry calmly. :
Myr. Gore snorted. g
*“Don’t be insolent, boy!” he excldimed.

“You are, 1
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suppose, one of those young insolent rascals who has led my
son into his bad ways.” .

Tom Merry turned crimson.

““Your son didn’t want much leading,”” he retorted, ‘‘and
I have precicus little to do with him, I can teil you.” .

**Boy !’ thundered Mr. Gore. ’

Tom Merry turned away. He did not wish to be imperti-
nent to a man old enough to be his father; but Mr. Gore
was certainly very proveking.

Mre. Gore rang the bell angrily, and Toby, the page,
app]earc-d. He showed the irate cld gentlerhan to the Head's
study.

Dr. Hqlmes rese to receive his visiter, suppressing a sigh,
Ile had had one interview with Mr. Gore, which he never
forgot.  Mr. Gore had come and gone like a whirlwind,
leaving the quiet, scholarly cld gentleman in a state of
mental confusion that he did nct recover from for quite a
long time.

““Ah. Mr. Gore!” said Dr. Holmes. ‘“ Pray be seated, sir.
I expected yeu, as I had your letter this morning.”

Mr. Gore placed his cane and his silk Lat upon one chair,
and himsclf upon ancther. He planted his feet firmly upon
the carpet. and held his knees very squarely, and kept his
back very upright. Mr. Gore, whether he stocd or sat,
always scemed to be assuming, somehow, the position of an
Ajax defying the lightning. As the pecet has expressed it,
he *‘stood four-square to every wind that blew,” ard he
always scemed to be anticipating an attack frem scme
quarter, and to be quite ready for it

I wrote you in reply to your letter, sir,” he began.

*“ Which was written in reply to one from you, Mr. Gore.”

“ Exactly.”

“I am, of course, very pleased to see the parents of any
of my boys,” said the Head; and if he nad stopped to refiect,
the Head would have realised that that was a statement
which George Washington would have hesitated to make.
*“But the purpose of this visit

““You have complaired of my son #

“Allow me! You wrote to me, asking me to wll you
exactly how your son had progresscd since the time Lie was
allowed to return to St. Jim’s, and to tell you frenkly
whether the improvement in his character had teen per-
manent,” said the Head. *“In reply to that Jetter. I cculd
only state the precite facts to you. George Gore showed
decided improvement for a ccrsiderable time, but he has of
late shown a falling back into the old ways. I hear so from
his Form-master, and from the prefects. But I hope—"

Mr. Gore waved his hand.

*“In a case like this, there is no room for hope,” he said.
“If such a lesson as my son received did not cure him, there
is no cure to be found in this school, and the best thing he
can do is to leave it.”

Dr. Holmes started a little.

“You intend to take your boy away?’ he asked.

S

rather sudden, is it rot?”

““ There is no need to dawdle, sir, when one’s mind is made
up,” replied Mr. Gere. “I am a business man, sir. 1 am
not in the habit of wasting time. In business, sir, minutes
are precious. This afternoon I found that I could make time
to fake the journey. I leave London for Edinburgh at scven
o’clock, and I found I had time to come dewn herc before
leaving for Kdinburgh. It would have been absurd to put it
off, in order to reflect upon a matter already decided.”

“T suppcse so0,”” murmured the Head.

“1 am therefore prepared io t.kc my son away at once,
said Mr. Gore, rising.

The Head seemed to hesitate.

“Pray pardon me,” he said. I suppose it is really no
business of mine, but I take an interest in your son, as in all
my pupils. May I inquire what you intend for him ?>

“I shell take him into my office, sir,”” said Mr. Gore.
“He will begin at the bottom of the ladder, and work Lis
way up, as his father has done.”

“He may not have the abilities of his father,” the Head
suggested.

Mr., Gore smiled grimly. )

‘“In that case he cai remain at the bottom of the ladder—
the proper place fer those who cannct or will not work,” he
said. *‘ He had every chance of making a career for himself,
and ’he Las thrown every chance away. The responsibility is
his.’ )

‘“He is but & lad—"

‘“At his age T was working nine hours a day, and had a
full sense of responsibility,” said Mr. Gore. “I did not
tbr?w my chances away, or I should not be wrat I am now,
sir.”’ .

The Head leoked for a moment as if he did not really
think it was very desirable to be what. Mr. Gore was now.
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¢ George has chogsen to throw his chances away, and he
must take the consequences,” said Mr. Gore. “I need not
waste your time any further, sir. My own time, too, is of
value. ~ I must catch the half-past five at Rylcombe Station.”

“One word mcre, sir. If the boy werc given another
chance——"’

Mr. Gore shook his head.

““ Quite uscless, sir,”” he said.-

“You are resolved to take your son away, then, with you
now 2"’

“Yes; if he cannot pack up in time to catch the train, his
belongings can be sent after him, I presume?”’ ’

““ Certainly. But 1% @

“ Ag for the fecs, which have been paid in advance for the
term, I do not, of course, expect any part of them to be
returned,” said Mr. Gore. I am a business man.”

The Head coloured.

“T was not thinking of the fees,” he said. “If you are
determined to take your boy away, there is nothing more to
be said. I think it would be ~dvisable to give him another
chance,. that is all.”

“H'm! I will talk to him, and—and sce,” said Mr. Gore.
“T have a great respect for your judgment, sir. A man
who can successfully run a school of this size, without a
previous business training, is a man whose mental calibre 1
can respect. I will, then, speak to George once more, and
see if I can find any possible reason for giving him on2 more
chance. Good-afternocon sir.”

“ Good-afternoon, Mr. Gore!’

The doctor shook hands with hs visitor, who quitted the
study. His heavy footsteps sounded along the passage. Dr.
Holmes sank into his chair, feeling quite limp. Mr. Gore
often had that effect upon people he visited.

CHAPTER 6.
Not At All

e HICH is my son’s study 7’

W Mr. Gore propounded that query as he met

Jack Blake, of the Fourth, in the Fourth Form
passage. Mr. Gore had been to his son’s study before, and
consequently he tried to make his way there alone, on this
occasion; bui he had forgotten the passage, and forgotten
the number since his last visit.

Mr. Gore looked severely at Blake as he asked him. He
always looked severely at boys when he spoke to them. He
appeared to have an idea that it was rather impertinent of
boys to exist at all, and that the more they were sat upon, the
better it was for them and for everybody clse

Blake was about tho last junior in the School House to be
sat upon with impunity. e looked at Mr. Gore, and re-
membered him. Mr. Gore’s was a personality not casily
forgotten. But his hectoring manner did not please Blake at
all.. Mr. Gore assumed that cverybody knew whom he was,
and that he had a son, which was really a great asumption on
this part, for there really werc people who took no interest in
his affairs at all.

“ Excuse me, sir,” said Blake, with dangecrous politeness,
“did you do me the honour of addressing me, sir?”

“T asked you which is my son’s study ™

¢ That depends, sir."”

“What !’

“71t depends upon who your son is, sir,” Blake explained,
with a very innocent smile. **If your son is Digby, of the
Tourth, sir, he's in my study, No. 6, in"this. passage. If it’s
Herries, the same applies. But if it's Lumley-Lumley—"

“ My name is Gore!”

_“Oh, Gore! There's a fellow of that name in the Shell,
sir.”’
“That is right.”"

“ Not at all, sir.”

“ What !”’

“Tt's left.”

[y Eh ?Y!

“It's left,” said Blake. )

Mr. Gore turned nearly purpie.

“Boy! What do you mean?” he rasped out.

«T’s left from here,” explained Blake, pointing along the
passage.  You turn to the left at the end, sir, and that’s
the Shell passage. You can’t turn to the right, sir; you'd
biff into the wall.”

Mr. Gore breathed hard. Whether Blake misunderstood
him or not, he did not know; the junior looked as innocent
as a baby. But Mr. Gore was of a suspicious nature—a very
suspicious nature,

«Will you show me to the study ?” he asked.
“Which study, sir?”
“ My son’s stud?’."
“ George’s, sir?"’
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; my son’s name is George.”

“Oh, dear! George will be so glad to sea’you, sir,” said
Blake, and he added under his breath: “I don’t think!"

“What did you say, boy?”’

“TLavely weathcr, isn’t it, sir?”

“I have no time to discuss the weather with a silly boy,”
said Mr. Gore. ¢ Show me my way, and then be gone.”

“ My hat!”

Blake led the way down the passage. Mr. Gore’s manners
and customs did not please Jack Blake a little bit. He was
leading him to the Shell studies, but he did not niean to -
lead him to the right one. If Mr. Gore wanted a service
rendered, he should have taken the trouble to be polite
about it. o

Blake went down to the end of the Shell passage, and
started up the box-ro>m stairs. Mr. Gore paused. .

“I do not remember goirg up these stars on the occasion
of my lasj; visit to my son’s study !”" he exclaimed.

“No, sir! Memory often fails as we get on in years, sir,”
Blake suggested.

Mr. Gore snorted.

“ Lead on, and hold your tongue,” he said.

Blake grinned, and led on. M. Gore followed him angrily
up the stairs. He scemed to take that additional staircase
as a personal injury.

Blake opened the door of the box-room, and stood aside
pohte‘ly for Mr. Gore o cnter. The stout gentleman pas
in, without a word of ttanks. Thanks Mr. Gore regarded as
an unnecessary and superfluous waste of breath. -

Blake closed the door quickly, and made a clicking sound
with the handle, as if he wers locking it. Then he scooted
downstairs at top speed. ;

Mr. Gors looked round the room he found himself in.

It was a dusty old room, lighted by a single small window,
and half-filled with empty bexes and trunks and lumber of
various kinds. :

That it was not a junior study was apparent at a glance.
Mr. Gore simply snorted with wrath. That a junior should
dare to show him into fhe box-room was amazing, and most
cxasperating. . -

The irate gentleman grasped his cane hard. He would
have been very glad to have Jack Blake, of the Fourth,
within hitting distance just then

He remembered the click at the door, and snorted again.
e had not the slightest doabt that the junior had locked
him in. He strode to ths door, and rapped upon it loudly
with his care.

Rap, rap, rap !~

““Open this door, you young scoundrel!”

Rap, rap, rap!

Blake’s footsteps died away in the distance. Mr. Gore was

-purple with wrath. He thrashed the door with the cane as .

if it had been Jack Blake instead of the door. The blows
rang and echoed through the School House passages, till the
cane split in two, and Mr. Gore had a narrow escape from
the flying fragment. He dodged it, and whacked the door
with redoubled fury with the picce that was left in his hand.

Crash, crash, crash!

A voice yelled up the box-room stairs:

“ Stop that row, you roisy idiot, or I'll come up to youl”

It was the gentle voice of Knox, of the Sixth, the prefect.
Mr. CGore whacked the door with louder and more tre-

. mendous whacks, at the prospact of being heard and re-

leased.

There was a sound of tramping footster.s on the stairs..
Knox came up in a towcring rage, not in the least doubting
that it was some humorous junior whko was making the up-
roar, and that he rcfused to desist from pure “cheek.””

The handle was turned from outside, and the door flung
open so suddenly that Mr. Gore was very nearly knocked
backwards by it.

“ Now, you young fool!” roared Knox. ‘Oh! My hat!”

He stared blankly at Mr. Gore.

“Great Scott! Who are you?”

“ My name is Gore, sir!” roared the stout gentleman.

“Oh! Gore’s pater, I suppose?” said Knox. “Well, I
must say I'm surprised at tricks of this sort in a man of your
age, sir.

“What?”’ choked Mr. Gore.

“T'm surprised!” said Knox. “It's simply extraordinary
to me that a middle-aged man should go into a box-room and .
start whacking round with a cane. What were you doing
it for?” :

Mr. Gore spluttered.

«] was trying to attract attention,” he gasped. )

“You could have done that by standing on your head in
the quad., without the trouble of coming all this way up:
stairs,” said Knox. . -

- % You—you.idiot I’ _panted Mr. Gere. ~¢“T.was trying to
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" the father’s side, but it was

- gttract attention in order to be released from this room. I

Lavo been Jocked up in this room by an insolent junior.’?

** Locked up?’

X3 Y .1’ N .

- “ What rot " said Knox. “ The Jdoor wasu't locked.”

Mr. Gore gave a yell.

“Tho door not locked??

¢ Certainly not !’

* What—what 1" .

*“There isn’t even a key in the lock,” grinned Knox.
* What on earth could have made you imagine it was locked
¥ don’t know ! ’

Mr. Gore stared at the lock. There certainly wasn’t any
®gn of a key there. He gasped for breath. )
- “T—I heard a sourd, and—and concluded—-"

* Ha, ba, ha!”

“There is nothing to Jaugh at !’ thundered Mr. Gore. I

decline to allow this absurd and insolent ebullition of idiotie

merriment, sir!”

‘' Ha, ha, ha!” 3

Knox apparently could not control his idietie merriment.
He staggered out of the room, roaring with laughter. M.
Gora, breathing fury, followed him. Hoe was quite purple as

he descended into the Shell passage again.

CHAPTER 7.
The Bully's Promise.

EORGE GORE was standing in his study doorway—ho
had been disturbed by the mnoise in the box-room
. above. - Mr. Gore caught sight of him, and stopped,
needing no further guide to his son’s study. Gore looked
at his father’s glmr lo face in dismay. When his father looked

bike that Gore zed for trouble.

*Is—is anything the matter, father?’ Gore faltered.
~“Yes,” snorted Mr. Gore—“yes! I have been treated
with insolence and derision by a rascally young scoundrel,
while my undutiful and idiotic son was sitting in his study,
without thinking of how his father was to find his way here.”

“ You—you told me to wait for you in my study, father,”
faltered Gore.

“ Don’t argue with me!”’

¢ JI—I thought you knew the way, sir—

*If you are insolent I shall chastise you, George!”

Gore relapsed into silence.

Mr. Gore planted himself firmly in the armchair, and
Elant-ed his feet firmly on the rug, and planted his elbows

rmly on the arms of the chair. He fixed bis eyes firmly
upon his son, who looked far from firm. ;

* George!” rapped out Mr. Gore.

““ Yes, father.”

“Don’t stand with your hands in your pockets.”

““ No, father.”

“J came down here to take you away from the school.
Dr. Holmes thinks, however, that it would be judicious to
give you apother chance.”

Gore brightened up perceptibly. Tho joys of a home-
ooming, with his irascible father as his constant companion
in the future, did not appeal to Lim

““Yes, father.”

““Don’t keep your hands moving about like that. Haven’t
you learned what to do with your hands at your age?”

The unfortunate junior put his hands behind him. It was

3

evidently not right to have them either in his pockets or out"

of his pockets. .
“The question is,”” resumed Mr. Gore, ‘‘whether you
would have sense enough to mzke the most of a chance 1f I

“gave you one?”’

““Qh, yes, father.”

““You did not do 50 in the previous instance.”

‘“ No, father.”

““But you think you can promise morc judicicus conduct
In the futurei” :

“Yes, father.”

“Bah!” exclaimed Mr. Gore, in exasperaticen.  ‘‘ Are you
ean utter idiot? Cannot you say anything at all excepting
*Yes, father,” and ‘ No, father’?”’

“Yes, fathor—I—I mean, no, father,” stammered Gore.

Mr. Gore snorted contemptuously.

‘I don’t know what I have done to have an utter fool for
a sonl” he said. * However, to resurne. Your great fault,

. George, is that you have a hasty and umcontrolled temper,
‘that you are overbearing and bullym%’ and that you are

lacking in good manners and self-contro

Gore wag silent. Ile could not help thinking that if he
had those qualities théy Liad probably descended to him on
ost as much as his life was
worth to say go. .
_ “I found you quarrelling and fighting when I arrived
here,” said Mr. Gore. ““You are always quarrelling and
Tur Gem LiBrary.—No. 187.
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fighting—generally, I believe, with smaller boys than your-
self. Is ihaf’ not the 6ase?”

“To bully, or even to raise the voice, to one smaller than
yourself, and at your mercy, is wrong and cowardly !
thundered Mr. Gore. )

re suppressed a grin just in time. It was what his father
was doing at that very moment, but Gore senior was nob
blessed with a sensg of humour. )

“If you can gzzmtely promise a change in this respeot
I am willing to give you a charce,” sai(imMr. Gore. " ““ What
can you promise?”

“T will be more ocareful, father.”

““ More careful not to be found out, do you mean?”’

“Oh! N»no—ns}——” E

“Listen to me,” said Mr. Gore. “I am going away to
Edinburgh, and I shall return in four days. 1 am willing to
give you those four days to make a new start. If you have
not changed your ways by then, sir, you leave the school.
You understand?’ *

“Ye-es, father.”

“You will promise me,” resuined Mr. Gore, with terrifio
seriousness—‘‘ you will promiss me, on your word of honour,
not to enter into a fight of any kind while I am away at
Edinburgh. You will promise most sacredly. If you break
your word I have done with you.”>

“ But—but——"" stammercd Gore.

“Well, what?”

“I—I could promise not to begin a fight, but—but suppose
a ohap goes for me, all of his own accord—"

“It would proba})ly be on account of your having bullied
him at somre time, I dars say,” said Mr. Gore drily. *

‘that case, you would be compelled to take the punishment

quietly, and you should be thankful for an opportunity of
learning the great lesson of eelf-control.” .
““But—but the fcilows will think I'm a coward if 1 let

a chap hit me,” gasped Gore. ‘‘ You—you don’t understand,
Y 8¥

K What?”?

“I—1—T said—"

“1 don’t understand, eh?’ thundered-Mr. Gore. “No, I
daro say I-do not understand! I dare say that my intelligence
is extremely limited in comparizon with that ef my son!

: (33

“Very welll” sald Mr. Gore, rising squarely. “I have
given you your chause, and vou have deolined it. 1 have
no more to say.” Ha looked at his watch. *‘There will not
bo time for you to pack your vox now, but Dr. Holmes will
have it sent after you. Gut your cap and come with me.”

Goro shivered.

“Qh, father{ I—I—I—7"

“Ts your cap here?’ asked Mr. Gore.

“No, it’s downstairs, father. I—I—""

“Then follow mo downstairs.” L

Mr. Gore opened the study door. Gore followed Lim into
the passage despairingly. .

‘“ Father, I——II)-—J’II promise anything, only don’t take ma
away from St. Jim’s.”

Mr., Goro halted.

Levison of the Fourth was just coming round the corner
from the Fourth Form passaze, but as he heard Gore’s words
he halted, and drew back beiind the corner. From that spot
ho could hear every word that wa$ spoken in the Shell
passage, and Levison’s besctiing sin wad ouriosity. Neither
father. nor son was looking in his dirgetion, and they had
not noticed his momentary appearance and his sudden back-
ing away. Gore was in too anxious and disturbed a frame of
mind to notice anything just then.

Mr. Gore was regarding his son with hard, stern eyes.

“You are willing to promise, George?'*

““Ve-c-es!” groaned Gore. . )

«)Mind, if you should break the promise the punishment
will be more severe than merely bein% taken away from
sohool,” said Mr. Gore harshly. ‘‘If I found my sou to be
dishonourable as well as bullying and &verbearing, I should
cash him off, sir. 1 should po longer regard him as a son
of mine.”

“T—T shall keep the promise, father.’t

“You had better! Now, then, you promise me. on your
word of honour, to enter into no quarrel at all during the
four days that I am ebsent at Edinburgh. Even if you are

ANSWERS
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which you have taken the part of aggressor, either in attack
or defence, I shall consider that you have broken your
promise.”

“Ves, father,” Gore groaned.

“That i3 all. - You need not come to the station with me.
Good-bye!”

And Mr. Gore, without shaking hands with his son, tramped
away. Levison heard his heavy footsteps coming, and dodged
into a study in m® to escape his sight. Mr. Gore passed on,
and descended the stairs.

In the hall he glanced at his watoh, calculating whether

T NEXT WEEK: "SR RS
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;.; The boy drew back from the examination papers, a cold sweat breaking out over him, “Oh! I—i won't touch
them! Heaven help me, I won’t touch them !” It was like a cry of despalr frofa one who felt himself sinking
; —sinking—he knew not whither, but into black depths. All that was best in Dick Russell was in that cry.
£ (4 dramatis incident from * DRIVEN P0 THE WALL,” the splendid, éomplets school talsby Frank Richards, which {2 contained in
£ o o this weck's {ssus of “THE MAGNET" Library. Now on sale. Price One Penny.)
3 attacked in the most unprovoked manner you will not re-  he had time to call in at the Head’s study and complain of
- taliate. You will take any insult and even any blow without  the triok an unknowa junior had played upon him. But ks
raising your hand. If you can psss through that ordeal I  had left himself onig' just time to walk to the station; for
shall consider that o{]ou are learning seli-control, and I shall  economical reasons he had not taken the station cab. Ha
give you a further ohance to rewnain at this school, and adopt  strode out of the house, marched squarely across the quad
the carcer that was originally intended for you. If you fall, and tramped away towards Rylcombe, with his hat set very
= I shall remove you from the school. You understand?”’ firmly upon his head, and his lips set very firmly over his
“Yes, father.” teeth, and his hand grasping his broken cane very firmly.
“ And you promise?”’ There was so much firmness in Mr. Gore’s character, that Le
“Yes, father.” was almost a terrifying person to come into contact with.
“ On your honour, mind?” “That's Gore's pater,” sald Monty Lowther, who was
“Yes, on my honour,” groaned Gore. lounging in the gateway with Manners. ‘ Nice, gentle ex-
“Mind,” sald Mr. Gore, “I am not to be deccived. On  pression on his chivvy, isn’t there? Gore must be awlully
my return 1 shall make strict inquiry hers, I shall question  keen about geftﬁnéohome for the vacation—I don’t think!”
. the masters, I shall question the boye—I shall investigate in 1 don’t envy Gore the visits,”” grinned Manners.
A the strictost manner, and if a single quarrel comes to light in “My hat! Rather not!” Monty Lowther turned into the

quad. ~ *‘That reminds me—I've got to talk to Gore.” 1 was
keeping off the grass while his pater was here—it’s rottea
having rows with a chap’s parents hanging round. But 1.
owe Ciore a dot in the eys, and I think it’s time to pay up.”

$ Hear, hear!” said Maaners.

‘And the ohums of the Shell went to look for Gore. The -
bully bed sown the wind that afternoom, and now ho was
going to reap the whirlwind, ~There were quite a number
of fellows at St. Jim’s who had little accounts to sottle with
Georze (ore that afternoon, and it was certainly the most
awkward time they could have chosen—for Gore. T
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CHAPTER 8.
The Path of Peace.

@EORGE GORE went back to his study.

He grasped the door to slam it, as some expression
of his feelings; but he did not slam it. e allowed

... it to close very gently. His terrible parent might be
within sound of the echo of the slam. Then Gore threw
himself into a chair, and drove his hands decp into his
pockets, and thought it out.

He had got himgelf, this time, into about the biggest scrape
of his career at St. Jim’s. He rcalised that, although he had
been in a good many scrapes before. On onc never-to-be-
forgotten occasion he had been ““sacked” from the school,
and only by the mercy of the IHead had he been allowed to
return. But this was worse than that—for if his father took

~him away from St. Jim’s there was no hope at all of return.

And if he cntered into a single fight of any kind during the

~next four days his father would take him away.

How was he to avoid it?

He had several outstanding quarrels, in the first place,
which might come to a head at any moment. He had a habit,
in the second place, of flying into a temper without pausing
to think, and that might lead to a row at any time. And,
be_sxdes, thers were quarrelsome fellows in the school who
might pick a row with him, unprovoked. How he was to
keep quite clear of all quarrels for four days was a puzzle.

But he had to do it. It was cither that, or leaving the
school ; and the more he thought of leaving the school, and
commencing work in his father’s office, under the shadow of
his father’s frown, the less he liked the idea.

And if he broke his promise, there was little hope of con-
ccaling the fact. When Mr. Gore returned he would
inquire. If Gore had been in any fights in those four days
the fact would come out. Fellows like Mellish and Levison
would give him away with pleasure, especially if they could
seriously injure him thereby. They had been associates of
Gore’s 'in his worst days; but they hated him pretty
thoroughly now. And certainly Gore’s treatment of them
that very afternoon had not given them any cause to regard
him with kindness. But even if his schoolfellows did not
betray him, the masters or prefects would know the facts, and
would tell his father the truth.

He had to keep clear of fighting. But how?

That was the question. Gore had a sharp temper—some-
times almost ungovernable. He had a habit of bullying and
ragging and cuffing. Besides that, he had a certain amount
of bulldog courage, which would not allow him to submit to
bullying himself. For all these reasons, it would be little
short of a miracle if he kept clear of a fight for the space of
four days.

And it was essential that he should. The penalty of a single
row was imprisonment in a stuffy office in a roaring city, in

- the place of his casy existence at St. Jim’s and its excellent

prospects for the future.

The door of the study opened

Skimpole of the Shell came in. Skimpole had two bruises
on his ample forehead and one on his cheek, and his spectacles
were more sideways than ever. Skimpole found it difficult
to see through them, and he was blinking his eycs in a way

- that was really painful to look at.

There was an expression of unusual determination upon
Skimpole’s face. As a rule Skimpole, the genius of the Shell,
was the meekest and mildest of juniors. He buried himself
in the contemplation of such questions as Evolution and
Determinism, and was quite lost to practical things. He
never lost his temper, and, in fact, was supposed not to have

“~onc. But for once in his life Skimipole was looking warlike.

‘‘ Shut the door, idiot!’ growled Gore.

Skimpole folded his arms and faced Gore, looking like
Achilles in his wrath—if one can imagine Achilles in Etons,
with large spectacles.

- 1 refuse to close the door, Gore,” said Skimpole.

Gore stared at him.

‘““ What !’ he roared. .

““ Close the door yourself, if you wish it to be closed !’ said
Skimpole, in accents of great firmness.

Gore clutched at the inkpot. Skimpole pushed back his
cuffs. Gore let go the inkpot again. He remembered in
time that fights were barred; and he was almost too

.astonished at what Skimpole was doing to think of throwing

the ink over him. He had heard that the worm will turn,
but he had never expected to see it happen. But the meek
and patient Skimpole was evidently turning.

“ T have sometimes endeavourcd to explain to you, Gore,”

said Skimpole, ‘* that the brutal instincts in your nature are

probably due to some remote ancestor, who was perhaps a

Yor a vivisectionist, or something of that sort. These
qualities are transmitted to you by heredity, and are not your
{fault, and, therefore, I have endcavoured to bear your un-

~exampled ruffianism with patience and fortitude.”
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" T?at wa: nct a long speech for Skimpole—it was quite
rief.

Gore chuckled. )

. “ But patience has its limits,” said Skimpole. ‘‘ You have
inflicted personal injuries upon me, and, by enlarging the
protuberances upon my physiognomy, you have made it
impracticable for me to see with comfort through the spec-
tacles with which I usually assist my imperfect vision. For
th'xs reason, as my studies and researches are now interrupted,
with the addition of considerable pain to the nerves of my
optics. I consider that I must stop you from further brutality
by inflicting personal and corporal chastisement upon you.”

“My hat!”

““Kindly rise and put up your hands,” said Skimpole,
assuming guard himself—in a way that would have made a
fag of the Second smile. Skimpole knew as much about
fighting as he did about Sanskrit or Chinese, and he could
not see clearly enough to hit straight, in any case. But he
had plenty of pluck. ‘I am going to thrash you, Gore. As
I cannot see at all without my glasses, I shall be obliged to
wear them; but I rely upon you, as a decent fellow, not to
smite me above the level of the nose, as it would be extremely
dangerous to have the glasses broken over my eyes. I am
sure you will appreciate that circumstance. Now, come
on!”

Gore did not come on.

He lay back in his chair and roared.

Skimpole blinkcd at him in great surprise. He did not
understand the bully of the Shell at all. He was in deadly
earnest himself.

* Gore, will you rise and put up your hands?”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gore.

“I am gomg to inflict bodily chastisement upon you,
Gore!” ’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Unless yoa are prepared to fight me, after your brutality,
I shall administer the coward’s blow!” said Skimpole.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Reaily, Gore——"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

Goie did not seem to be able to leave off laughing. He
stretched out his legs and lay back helplessly in his chair,
shrieking.  Truly, Skimpole con the war-path was come
cnough to cause much merriment.

But the genius of the Shell was earnest and serious; he
always was, a~ a matter of fact. Having made up his mind
to declare war, he meant to carry it through. He projected
a large and bony fist towards Gore.

*“T have warned you, Gore, that I shall give you a coward’s
blow, and I shall acquamt the whole Form with your pusil-
laninity I”” he exclaimed.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gore.

Bift !

Skimpole, extremely wrathful, reached out to give the
coward’s blow. Gore moved a little, and Skimpole’s bony
fist crashed on the back of the armechair.

The genius of the Shell uttered a howl.

“Yow!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Gore.

“ Really, Gore £

Gore had laughed himself into a good temper, and Skim-
pole’s barking his knuckles gave the finishing touch to his
satisfaction.  The bully of the Shell rose to his feet, and
clapped Skimpole on the shoulder.

“I’s all right, Skimmy—""

“QOw!” groaied Skimpole, sucking his knuckles. **Ow!
I do not feel all rvight! I am suﬁ'cring from considerable
contusions upon the joints of my digits!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Really ”

“It’s all right. I'm sorry I buzzed the ink over you, and
buzzed you out of the study,” said Gore. ‘‘It was entirely
due to the influence of my heredity, and that alone. But in
future I'm going to be more influenced by my environment,
and sack heredity. See?”’

Skimpole brightened up.

“ My dear Gore, of course I am only too willing to over-
look any little offence!” he exclaimed. ‘I am only too glad
and exhilarated to see you in such a mood of politeness and
consideration. Under the circumstances, I am quite——"’

* Exactly. Good-bye!”’

“1 should be very pleased to read you a chapter from
Professor Balmycrumpet’s work on the subject of heredity
and environment, considered as the causes of the effects
which they produce,” said Skimpole. :

*“ Thanks! When I can’t get to sleep some night, I'll let

ou do it,” said Gore; and he quitted the study, leaving
%kimpole blinking in a dubious way.

E
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“ Daar me 1" pormured Skimpole. T should be glad to
afford Gore any enlightenment at any time on the important
subject of Doterminism. But I cannot help suspecting that

he intended that last remark in a humorous sense. Dear
. me!”’
4 And Skimpole shook his head seriously, and set his spectacles
straight once mora.
b st
; CHAPTER 9.

i | Very Peaceful.

i OM MERRY joined Monty Lowther and Manners in

! . the doorway of the School House. He had finished his
' German imposition, and taken it to Herr Schneider,
and he was thinking of cricket. It was still light enough
in the evenings for a good deal of practice after afternoon
school ; though cricket was now dying a natural death at
St Jim’s, and the fellows were all talking' of footer.

“Hallo, my son!” said Monty Lowther. “ Have you seen
Gore?” .

“Yes, awhile ago said Tom Merry, frowning. “He
cheslked me, and I don’t know whother I ought to go for him
or not. I suppose I can lot it :lide; it’s not good going
rouad looking for trouble.”

““Same thing with me,” said Monty Lowther. “Only I'm
not going to let it slide. Gore has got his ears up much
toour'r}uch lately, and it’s about timo somebody gave them a

ull.”

PR Vos, rather!” said Manners emphatically. “He has been
builying the fags this afternoon. Jameson and young Wally
are groaning over it now.”

b 4

\ Tom Merry frowned. .
| ¢ What has he been doing?” he etclaimed.
it l . R nocking their heads together.
! I3

The silly cad!”
¢ Yaas, wathah!”" siid the voice of Arthur Aungustus
=5 D’Arcy, as the swell of St. Jim’s joined the Terrible Th
“T have just seen Wally, and he has a_feahful headache.
Jameson’s head appeahs to be vewy hard. He has a headache,
too, though. I wegard it as wotten. And you always wun

g the wisk of injuwin’ a chap if you biff him on the nappah.”
o~ “Ves!. The brute! Better give him a.licking, Monty—
or will you leave it to me?” asked Tom Merry.

“Qh, I don’t care which.”

“Pway stand out of the mattah altogethah, deah boys.
I am goin’ to give Goah a feahful thwashin’; and one will
be enough for the pwosent.”

“QOh, you can go and eat coke. Gussy!”

¢ Weally, Lowthah—""

“Oh, run away and play

“T am goin’ to look for Goah, Lowthah. Otherwise, T
should pwobably thwash you for your impertinent wemarks.”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy marched off with his aristo-
cratic nose very Eigh in the air. He was going away to
search for Gore. Gore was at that moment coming down-
stairs, but D’Arcy turned the corner before the bully of the
Shell appeared in sight.  The Terrible Three lined up in
George Gore’s path.

Gore halted.

“Hallo!” he said. * What’s the trouble?”’

“The trouble is, that I want you to step into the gym.,”

"

* said Tom Merry, frowning.

& “Thanks; I won’t!”

£ “Then, you'll jolly well get carried there.”

= “ What for?”’

¥ “To put the gloves on.”’

i “1 don’t want to fight with you,” said Gore.

5 - “You should have thought of that sooner. You are a
bully and a cad, and you are badly in want of a licking,”
¢ said Tom Merry scornfully.

» Gore coloured.

“T don’t want to fight you,” he said, putting his hands
in his nockets. *“You are a decent chap, Tom Merry, and
that ought to be enough for you.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“ Woll, if you don’t want to—""

“1 don’t!”

“Then you can take a back seat, Tommy,” said Monty

Towther. “ You're too soft-hearted—I won’t say anything
about your head—to deal with a rotter like Gore. Gore, my
dear boy, will you come into the gym.?”

“ You, too!” said Gore.

“Thou too, Brutus!” grinned Manpers.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Took here,” said Gore uneasily, “I don’t want & row
with you, Lowther. I'm sorry if I spoke a bit rudely to you
this afternoon. I can’t say more than that.”

Monty Lowther dropped his hands.

“Well, if—if you put it like that!”’ he said.

“T'm not looking for rows,’” satd Gore. ‘‘The fact is,
Tve just seen my pater, and—and I've had enough rowing

& ﬁx]_ WEEK . " THE GIPSY SCHOOLBOY."
nLs w Bl - % =

By MARTIN CLIFFORD. .

T

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.

e e Rt Sa e, T

One Penay,

for some time. My pater can precn it hot and strong—but
youw've seen him, and you xnow. 1 waink you fcllows might
let me alone for a bit, while I get over havirg scen my
pater.”’

Tom Merry was touched at once. It was easy enough to
turn away his wrath with a word.

“Oh, it’s all right, Gore!” he exclaimed. “We don’t
want to lick you, as far as that goes—but you’ll have to stop
the bullying bizney you've started again. Mind, if you lay
your paws on young Wally again, there will be trouble.”

“I'm sorry I touched him,” said Gore. ‘' Only—only 1
was worried about my father coming, and—and, well,
suppose I was in a rotten temper, and that’s the truth.?”’

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, the truth is a good thing,” he remarked. ‘‘Keep
vour hands in your pockets, Monty; you're not going to row
with Gore this time.” .

“ Oh, all right!” growled Monty Lowther.

Gore breathed a deep sigh of relief as he walked on. He
had casily made his peace with Skimpole; but ke had been
in doubt about the possibility of doing so with the Terrible
Three. But he had succeeded there as well!

Gore had not said a word of his promise to his father.
It was useless, or worse than useless, to allow that to be-
come known. In the first place, he might not be believed,
for he was far from bearing a reputation as a truthful boy,
and his story might be considered merely a transparent
excuse for cowardice. In the second place, if he was believed,
and the fellows regarded him as bound by such a promise,
he would be at the mercy of every boy who chose to take
advantage of it.

And he knew that feilows like Mellish and Levison would
take the most merciless advantage of such a state of affairs.

If they knew that his hands werc tied in this manner, they
would lead him a dog’s life for the next four days; he was
perfectly sure of that.

His business was to keep the promise strictly secret; if it
once leaked out, he shivered at the thought of the conse-
quences. i

He was thinking it over, as he walked out of the School
House, and at the bottom of the steps almost ran into Arthur
‘Augustus D’Arcy.

The swell of the School House uttered an exclamation.

“Bai Jove! Goah! Stop!™ )

Georgo Gore paused.

“ What do you want?”’ he asked.

“Pway put up your hands, deah boy.”

“Eh! What for?”

“I am goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’.”

Gore groaned.

CHAPTER 10.
As Onz Gentleman to Another.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY was ready for busi-
R ness. He had put on his oldest pair of trousers, and
his worn jacket. He remembered his last encounter

with Gore, and the havoc it had wrought in his attire.

He pushed back his cuffs carefully.

“Will you have it here. or will you come bchind the
chapel, Goah?’ he asked.

“You see ”

:‘}’ex;wap;’ vou would pwefer to have it in the gvm.

“] am quite willin’ to have the gloves on, if you like,
deah boy,” said D’Arcy, very considerately. “I am bound,
undah the circs., to give you a feahful thwashin’. But I
weally do not want to hurt you too much.”

“ You—you see——""

“ Are you weady, Goah?”

“What's the matter?”’ asked Gore.
you in any way, D’Arcy?”

Arthur Augustus extracted his monocle from his waistcoat
pocket, and adjusted it in his right eye, and took a scornful
survey of Gore. :

“ Pway, wepeat that wemark,” he said.

“ Have I—1 offended you?” asked Gore.

“ Weally, Goah——"

“Tm sure I didn't mean to,”’ said Gore. “As a matter
of fact, I regard you with very great respect and friendship.” ..

“Weally, deah boy 1

“TIf I've ever done anythiny that seemed at all disrespect-
ful, you must put it down to thoughtlessness.” said Gorz
with” great solemnity. ‘‘Of course, no chap in his right
senses could think of offending you.” ‘ .

D’Arcy coughed. - :

Gore was quite right, of course, and he put it very nicely;
but the swell of St. Jim’s was not wholly satisfied. B ;

“YVou tweated me in a vewy wuff and wotten mannih
when I was thwowin’ you out of Levison’s studay.,” he said.

< But you started it, you know.”
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“s
severely.

- pwomised Wally to give you a feahful thwashin’.

<. apology 1s suffish.

_enough to placate the swell of St. Jim’s, b;
- high horse, so to speak, and meeting him on
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«1 was takin’ up the cause of the oppwessed,” said Arthur
‘Augustus, with a great deal of dignity. ‘I had no wesource
but to lend Levison a helpin’ hand, undah the cires.”

“And you gaye me a fearfully rough time,” said Gore.

“Yags, wathah! And I’'m goin’ to give you a feahfully

" wuffah time now.”

“If anything occurred in Levison’s study to displease you,::
gaid Gore, “ I'm sorry. I can’t say more than that, can 17"

D’Arcy coughed again.

He was quite surprised at this tone from Gore. .

“Vewy well,” he said. “If you choose to apologise, as
one gentleman to anothah—"’

“T do!” said Gore. i

“You expwess pwofound wegwet for what occurred in
‘Levison’s studay?”’ ’

‘“ Most profound,” said Gore.

“You apologise?”’

“ Certainly I'*

D’Arcy reflected.

. “Well, deah boy, undah the circs., as you apologise, I am
pwepared to ovahlook what occurred in Levison’s studay, as
one gentleman to anothah. But there is anothah mattah. You
have bullied and wagged my young bwothah in a weally
‘wotten way.”

‘“Oh! Young Wally!”

“My youngah bwothah, Waltah Adolphus,” said D’Arcy
“You knocked his head agamnst Jameson’s. It
is not only that it was an act of gwoss diswespect to knock
a D’Arcy’s head against that of a common person; but you
hurt Wally.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Yaas, that’s all vewy well,” said D’Arcy. ‘‘But T've
i I'm pwe-
gared to ovahlook your wuffianly conduct towards myself;

ut I am bound to give you a thwashin’ on Wally’s account.
8o I must twouble you to put up your hands. Will you
come wound behind the chapel 7>

“No, I won’t.”

“Will you have it here?”

i N0.9’

‘“Then pewwaps you will come into the gym.?”’

o NO !?J

D’Arcy jammed his monocle a little tighter in his eve.
*“Weally, Goah, I fail to undahstand you,””  he said. ‘I

twust that you will not force me to stwike you to make

you put up your hands.”
Gore retreated a step.
*“ Now, look here, Gussy 1

1 am Gussy to my fwiends,” said the ‘swell of St. Jim’s
gl,_‘ildly.., “You will have the extweme goodness to call me

Arcy.’

“Very well, D’Arcy, then,” said Gore pacifically. “T'm
sorry I banged your minor’s napper against Jameson’s.”

““Yaas; so now will you put up your hands?”’

“I give you best,” said Gore.

“That is not suffish, deah boy.”

“Tll tell Wally I'm sorry, if you like.”

't‘;xI am afwaid that Wally would not wegard that as suffish,

sither.
. ““Now, look here, I don’t want a row,” said Gore. “T’ve
just had a jawing from my pater He doesn’t want me to
ﬁght. Of course, you wouldn’t think of advising a fellow to
disregard his father’s wishes.”

1’Arcy shook his head.

-“I should wegard that as tweatin’ a pawent with dis-
wespeet, which is wotten bad form, Goah,” he said.

“‘Then you sec how it is,” urged Gore. ‘‘My pater has
S")rﬂl’dden me to fight., I’ve apologised. What more can 1

07

Arthur Augustus thouglit it out

““Of course, if you are not wottin™——’ he began.

“ Honest Injun!” said Gore. .

“Then I do not see what you can do,” said  Arihur
Augustus thoughtfully. ‘“Of course, between gentlemen, an
But Wally has a pam in his nappah, you
know, and he wants y~a to have a lickin’.”

“Suppose you convey my apology to him,” suggested
Gore, ““and explain to him that I’m sorry, and that it ought
to_be enough.”

-’ Arcy nodded.

. *“Vewy well, deah boy, I will do so; and I must wemark
that I considah your view of the case as weally gentleraanly.”
“Oh, good!”

“I will acquaint my minah with what you have said, and
it will be all wight, as fah as I am concerned,” said Arthur
Augustus, vith dignity,

“Thanks.”

Arthur Augustus nodded, and walked away. It was easy

mounting the
is own ground.
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Gore grinned, but it was & very uncasy grin. He had
escaped another encounter, but he wondered whether his luck
would hold out.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made his way to the Third Form-
room. Wally and Jameson we:e there, with a crowd of fags,
and Wally was still rubbing Lis head. Wally’s head was
hard, and had stood a good many hard knocks in its time;
but Gore had hurt him, and Wally wanted satisfaction. Ile
looked up eagerly as his major came in.

“ You've seen Gore?” he exclaimed

“Yaas, Wally, I’ve seen 1im.”

*“ Licked him ?” asked Jamcson,

“No, deah boy.’ , N

“But it’s arranged, I suppoie?”’ said Wally. “T wish I
were big enough to lick the beast. I'm blessed if I think
you can do it, cither; but you can give him as much_as he
gives you, anyway. And I want to sce the fight, tco. Where
18 it to be—in the gym?”

‘“Ahem! No!” -

“ Bchind the chapel’s better,” said Curly Gibson. ‘““It’s
more private, and we can all be there to see it. Is it to be
behind the chapel, D*Arcy major?” )

“Ahem! No!”

“Then where?” demanded Waly,

“Ahem! Not at all, deah boy.”

““What ?” howled Wally.

“Goah has apologised,” D’Arcy explained. “He las
apologised to me, and has giten me an apology to convey to
vou. As one gentleman to anothah, he expwesses his wegwet
for what has occurred, and, of course. that ends it.”

Wally glared at his major.

“That ends it?”’ he yelled.

‘“ Yaas, wathah.”

“ You—you ass!”

“ Weally, Wally—"

“You fathead!”

[ Wa]Iy__))

“You chump "’

“T wefuse to wemain here and listcn to these uttelly dis-
wespectful and oppwobwious expwessions,” szid the swell of
St. Jim’s.

“ 8o vou're goig to let hum off, you chump

‘“ As one gentleman to anothah——"’

“QOh, you ass! Do you think I'm going to Jet him off,
after he’s banged my napper against Jameson's wocden
head 7

““Look here——""-began Jamcson.

“ Géah has apologises T

“Do you think he can apologise my headache away?”
yelled Wally.

“Well, no; still, fwom one gentleman to anothah, an
apology should be suffish——" .

* Oh, kick him out!” said Wally. “ W¢'ll settle this matier
ourselves! Anybody who likes to kick my major can do so,
and I won’t interfere.”

*“Weally, you young wuffian Oh! Yow! Stop!
You diswespectful young wottahs, stop immediately! "I
wefuse—-- Oh! Yawooh!”

A crowd of fags had taken Wally at his word. They rushed
at the swell of St. Jim’s, and Arthur Augustus was hustled
to the door of the Form-room so quickly that it made his
head swim. Boots of all sorts and sizes—and not over clean
boots either—were planted behind him, and he went into the
passage. sprawling

“Kick him out!”

“IHa, ha, ha!”

< Ends it, dees it?”

Oh! Ow! Yow! You young worttahe!

“Bai Jove!
Wally——Oh! Yowp!”
Slam !

The Form-room door closed after the swell of St. Jim's.
JTe made a wiid rush at it, but it was locked on the inside.
Arthur Augustus limped away down the passage.

Tt was pretty clear that even an apology, from one gentle-
man to another. was not regarded by the victims of Gere's
bullying as *‘suffish.”

CHAPTER 11.
Seeking a Champion.

L P[FOM MERRY !” .
Tom Merry looked up from his prep. Wally, of

the Third, was looking in at his door, and therc was
a bump showing under Wally’s curly hair, Tom Marry
grected him with a smile. :
** Come in, kid.” he said.
“T’m looking for a chap.”
“ Well, unless I'm the chap, you’d beiter look further, as
there’s nobody else in the study at present,” said Tom, with
a smile.” 3 .

“ What do you want?”’
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¢ Perhaps you are the chap,” said Wally, coming in and
elosing the door.

Tom Merry looked surprised. ,

“1 don’t quite catch on,” he said. * Explain.”

“You see, the case stands like this,”” Wally explained.
¢“Gore banged my napper against Jameson’s Jameson’s
napper is as hard as bricks, and I’'m hurt.”

‘T heard about it,”” said Tom Merry. *I'm sorry.”

“Gore’s a bullying cad.”

“I’m afraid he is.”

“I'm not big enough to lick Mim,” said Wally wrathfully.
*He could make mincemeat of me with one hand. Gussy
was going to wallop him, but he’s come it over Gussy with
soft sawder. You know what an ass Gussy is.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Gussy thinks that an apology from one silly ass to
another makes it all right,” said Wally. It doesn’t extract
this blessed ache from my napper, and he hasr’t agoiogiscd

to Jimmy, anyway. I want scmebody to lick Gore
(33 H’lln [R44
x5 ‘e . : . s i R T :
YE . Y You could do it quite easily.,” said Wallr.“If you lick
A the beast, we'll stand you a feed in the Form-room. What
3. do you say?”
L ‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can sco anything to cackle at,”” said Wally.
¥ Will you do it?”

“I'd do it, without the feed in the Form-room,” said Tom
J Merry. “Only it happens that Gore is in a peaceable temper
A for once, and I've made it up with him, Under the circum-
-stances, T can’t very well jump on him, though I know he
treated you iottenly. I've really agreed not to have a row
with him.”

Wally snorted.

“Oh, rats! I don't soe what you wanted to do that for,
especially just now.”

“Well, you see I didn’t know you were looking for a
champion. But I dare say yow'll find somebody else to lick
Gore.”

Manners and Lowther came into the study as Tom Merry
was speaking. Wally turned his eres upon them.

“Will you take it on, Lowther?” he asked.

‘“Take what on?” | :

“ We're véady to stand a feed in the Form-room— a really
decent feed, bloater-paste, and no end of things—to anybody
who will lick Gore for us.”

Monty Lowther grinnad.

“T’'m sorry; but 've made my peace with Gore.”

“ My only Aunt Jane! You're jolly peaceabis in the Shell
all of a sudden!” Wally grunted. * Will you take it on,

5 Manners, or have you mads your rotten peace with Gore,
_ too 7
; Manners laughed.
“No, I havea’t donc that,” he said. * But I've got some
¢ F films to develop, and I haven’t any time for fighting fags’
3] battles. Go and ask Gussy.”

Fioc “No go.”
t ““ Ask a New House chap, then. Fatty Wyan would take

it on, I should think, if therec was a teed at the tnd of it.”

= Wally brightened up.
3 “My only Aunt Jane! That’s a jolly good tip!” he ex-
claimed. ¢ Thanks!” é

And he ran out of the study, leaving the Terrible Three
lacghing. Jamecson and Curly Gibson, ot the Third, wers
waiting in the passage. They tooked eagerly at Wally.

“Well 7 they demanded together.

‘“ Nothing there,” said Wally. “Bat I'vs got a tip from

Manners. Let's get over to the New House. Iatty Wyan's
the chap.” -
s “Fatty Wynn!”’
“Yes. He's a jolly good boser, fat as ke is, and he could

lick Gore hollow. If he takes it on, Gore is booked for a
whipping. Coms on.”

‘“Good egg!” said Jameson.

The three fags left the School House. They crossed the
.quad. in the dusk, towards the Ncw House. There was
rivalry between the two Houses at St. Jim's, and as a rule,
. the fellows stood by their own Houses through thick and
. thin. But this was an exceptional case. It was urgently
necessary for Gore to be licked—at all events, it seemed so to
Wally & Co. And they would have fetched in a fellow from
the Grammar School at Rylcombe to do it, rather than have
left such an important thing undons.

There was a light in the window of Figgins’s study in the
New House—the study sharved by Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty
Wynn, of the Fourth. Wally marched in boldly, as if the
House belonged to him, and went upstairs, and knocked at
Figgins’s door.

“Come in!” sang out the voice of Figgins. .

Wally and his comradss entered. Figgins, Ilecr, and Wynn
were seated round the table at prep. There was a dis-
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contented expression upon the fat and usually sunny face of
Fatty Wynn. - He was talking when the fags entered, and he
did not leave off. Fags were not considered of much account
by the heroes of the Fourth.

¢T'm not complaining,” said Fatty Wynn, in a tone that
was very full of complaint. “If the study funds have run
out, it was necessary to have tea in hall.
fellow to look cheerful after a tea of thick
butter Groo!” .

“Well, you had a feed in the tuckshop this afternoon,”
said Kerr.

Fatty Wynn sniffed. .

“Do you call that a feed? I had a couple of pork-pies
and a few sausages, and a pound or so of cake, and some
tarts, besides the dough-nuts and the apples—and apples, as
a matter of fact, only make a chap hungry. It wasa mistake
to have the apples—it would have been better to have had
some more pork-pies. Of course, I was simply famished at
tea-time.” .

“Of course you were,”’ agreed Kerr sarcastncaﬂy. “I
don’t believe I ever remember you when you weren’t.”

“Well, a chap gets hungry in this September weather. I
always get an extra keen appetite at this time of the year.
The worst of it is, that Dame Taggles has stoppéd tick. She
says there’s to be no more till I've settled up.”

“Quite right, too.”

bread and

“That's-all very well, but I'm hungry! Sure you chaps

can't raise anything?’

“Broke !"” said Figgins.

“Stony ! said Kerr.

Fatty Wynn grunted. . .. ,

“Well, I'suppose I shall have to stand it,” he said. “I'vo
looked in to see Pratt, and he's stony. French is out of
funds, too. I think it's rotten! I wonder if we could scrape
up a feed in the School House. After all, these House rows
are a mistake. 1 think that the two Houses at St. Jim's
ought to pull together, and stand shoulder to shoulder, you
know.”

“ Especially at mealtimes?" saggested Kerr.

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Figgins. .

“Well, it isn’t that I'm fond of eating!” said Fatty
Wynn pathetically. “I'm afraid for my health; that’s
what it is. But for that, I shouldn’t care a bit. I—"

“ Ahem 1” said Wally. ST

““YWhat are these blessed School House fags doing in our
study ?”’ demanded Fatty Wynn crossly. “I don’t sec why
we can't have our study to ourselves, anyway !’

“We've looked in—"" began Wally. N

“ Well, now you've looked 1n. you can get out I™

“ But -

¢ Oh, buzz off I”

“ We wanted to say—'

Fatty Wynn rose, and picked up a cricket-stump.

‘“ Are you going ?” he queried.

“We wanted to ask you—"

¢ Outside !

¢ ——if you'd carc to come to

113 Eh ?7'

“ And have a bit of a feed?"" said Wally blandly.

Fatty Wynn's expression was changing. The frown gave
place to a sunny smile. He replaced the oricket-stump in
the corner of the study.

‘“ Now, you're talking !"”

“You'll come?”

“ What-ho !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Kerr and Figgins.

Fatty Wynn stared at them.

“I don’t see where the cackle comes in!” he said.
just saying—""

““That you'd turn those fags out! Ha, ha, ha.!”

“Ahem! I was just saying that the two Houses ought
to stand shoulder to shoulder, and pull together——"

“ At meal-times!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, I haven't time to talk to silly asses!” said Falty
Wynn. “Come on, young D'Arcy! Let’s go down to the
tuckshop before it closes!” '

And Fatty Wynn wallked away with Wally & Co. with a
beatific smile upon his plump face, and Wally, Jameson, and
Curly Gibson exchanged winks behind his back.
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CHAPTER 12.
The Champion.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY sat down at the table

H in Study No. 6 with a ruffled expression upon his

aristocratic countenance. The way he had made his

exit from ihe Third Form-rcom was not soothing to his

dignity, and he was disappointed in Wally. He was very

much shocked to find that an apology, from one gentleman
to another, was not sufficient to satisfy any D’Arcy.

Wally evidently had other views on the subject, and Arthur
Augustus could not help feeling it. - Perhaps, if he had had
the headache and tho bump, he might have taken the same
view as Wally, but he had not either the hecadache or the
bump, and so they did not influence his views.

Blake, Herries, and Digby were grinning a little. They
kunew the cause of D’Arcy’s ruffled looks, and they appeared
to consider the matter in ‘a comic light, although it did not
appear i the least comic to the swell of St. Jim’s.

There was o kick at the door, and it flew open.  The
subject of Arthur Augustus’s disappointed reflections walked
in.  D’Arcy looked at him through his eyeglass in an inquir-
ing way.

‘ Hallo, old cock !’ said Wally cheerfully.

‘“Weally, Wally, I wegard that as a dweadfully vulgah
expwession——’

‘“Come off, old son !” said Wally. “I'm in a hurry, and
I've no time to waste! You see—"’

“I twust you have come to tell me that you have thought
the mattah ovah, Wally, and have decided that, as one
gentleman to anothah, Gozh’s apology was quite suffish. to
end the mattah.” :
“Wally grinned. - :

“ Well, not exactly,” he said. “I’ve come to borrow some
money. ' If you won’t lick Gore, the least you can do is to
lend mé some tin I .
~ Arthur Augustus dived into his pocket. -

_“1I shall be vewy pleased, to make you a loan, Wally,” he
ﬁ do you want?”

‘“A pound.”

“Vewy well.”

Arthur Augustus was generally well supplied with money
by the noble lord, his father. Ile tossed a sovercign over to

ally, who caught it dexterously. '

“ Thanks, old son!” said Wally.
perhaps !’

“You need not twouble about weturnin’ the loan, Wally,
though I weally do not wish to encouwage you in
extwavagant habits. But I twust you will think bettah of
it, and forgive (Goah!”

‘“Ye-es; I'll forgive him when he’s been licked !’ said
Wally. ““No good being in too great a hurry about these
things, you know.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Weally, you fellows, I don’t sec any weason for laughtah!
Wally is takin’ an altogethah w’ong view of the mattah!
Do you mean. to say that you are goin’ to tackle Goah,
Wally 77 .

Wally shook his head. =

“IIe’s too big,” he said. “I can’t do it. But I'm going
to make Fatty Wynn lick ]
him !’ d

“Bai Jove! How?”

“I'm going io feed Wynn,
you see.”

* ila, ka, ha!”’ roared Blake.

“ Bat Jove ! Arthur
Augusius jumped up. ““Is that
what you .want the soveweign
for. Wally? Bai Jove!”

*“ That's it, kid !”

“Then I wefuse—""

“Too late!” said Wally,
slapping his trousers pocket.

“ But-—but you ought to have

“T'll pay this back—

“THE

* If I had, you wouldn’t have
dubbed up the dibs!” said
Wally.

* Bai Jove! What an uttahly
howwid expwession—""

Y So-long I said  Wally.
“Sorry I can't stop and listen
to a sermon, Gussy; my friends
are waiting for me at the tuck-
ghop !’

And Wally walked out of the
stady. Arthur Augustus locked
They
were roaring with laughter. L
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“Bai Jove!” D'Arcy ejaculated. “What an urrah voung
wascal my minah is! Do vou rhink I shouid bLe jusiified in
takin’ the soveweign back, Blake!”

‘“Ha, ha! No!”

*“But undah the cires.—" . .

“Under the circs., go on with your prep.. and lei Wally
alone!” said Blake. ‘“Gore has been in want of a hiding for
weeks, and if Fatty Wynn gives him one, more power to his
clbow, as Reilly says, that's all!”

Wally hurried down to the tuckshop across the quad.
Fatty Wynn was already there, and Curly Gibson and

»

* Jameson were keeping him in talk while he waited for Wally.

Where |

The scamp of the Third rushed in.

“It’s all right ! he announced.
are you? Hurry up!”

Dame Taggles came out of her little parlour.
the sovereign on the counter, and gave orders.
Wynn’s eyes glistened. )
o first-class hunger, and the sight of the golden ceoin was
very pleasant. He did not lose time. He began on the first
thing that Dame Taggles handed out, and went on without
o pause. It was not till the keen edge was taken off his
appetite that he found time to speak at all.

*“ These pork-pies are ripping !’ he remarked then.

“Yes, rather !” said Jameson.

‘“ And the salmon steaks are splendid !”

*“So they are!” , :

‘“ As for the sardines,” said Fatty Wynn enthusiastically,
D’ve very seldom tasted better sardines!”

“Yes; they're all right!”’

*“It’s jolly decent of you to stand me a feed in this way.
IJArcy minor !” said Fatty Wynn. “Yes; I'l]l have some of
the plum-cake, please, Mrs. Taggles!” '

*“Not at all,” said Wally. *‘You see, we like veu, and
voa're such a decent chap, too, and we believe in the two
Houses pulling together !’ i

*“ Quite right!” said Fatty Wynn. *“If I could do any-
thing for you chaps, I'd do it with pleasure. I wish yeu
could dig in our House—I do. really! Yes; come of the
strawberry ones, Mrs. Taggles!”

“ Ginger-pop. Wynn 7"’

** Please!” Fatty Wynn paused for & moment in masticat-
iag, to take a deep draught. say. thic & rippi
That’s a ka:d bump yvou've got on your head, D' Arcy ininor I

D’ Arcy minor rubbed the bump tenderiy. .

“Yes. Gore gave me that—bully cad !” he said.

*So he is!”’ agreed Fatty Wynn. ¢ These doughi-nuis are
just right! Somebody ought to give that cad a hiding!
Yes; some more, please, Mrs. Taggies!”’

“Supposing you give him a hiding?” suggcsted Wally
diplomatically.  “ You see, I'm not big enough, and Gussy
has dropped the matter. If you’d give Gore a hiding,
Wynn, I'd take it as a personal favour !”

“ Could he do it?” suggested Jameson, very cleverly.

Fatty Wynn sniffed.

“T could lick any School House rotter in the Fcurth or the
Shell !’ he declared belligerently.

* Well, if you could lick Gore—"

*Of course I could ™

* And if you would

“*Like anything !” said Fatty Wynn.

“Mrs. Taggles!

Wally laid
Fatty

o

‘“He's no right to
treat yvou like that! I think
he’s a beastly bully! 1 think
these tarts are ripping — I
mean, I think Gore ought to
have a hiding! I could do it
easily! Where is he 7’

“In his study !”
highly delighted.

“I'll go and see him there !
said Fatty Wynn. “ You chaps
can wait in the passage, and
keep watch—we don’t want a
lot of chaps rushing in and
making a House row of it !’

** That's right 1"

“I'll_ have a snack, first,
though ! said Wynn. ** I never
could fight, or anything else,
unless 1 laid a solid founda-
tien !

“ Go ahead!” said Wally
heartily. “Try the marma-
lade-tarts! Make it up to the
sov., Mrs. Taggles!™

* Yes, Master Wally !

The heroes of the Third were
brimming with satisfaction.
They would have fed Fatty
Wynn out of a golden trough if
they could. Fatty Wynn, fat
as he was, was an athletc.

He had what he would have called

said Wally, -

iy i e
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‘**What’s the row about?’’ cried Digby, dashiug into the stndy. “‘I'm chuekin’ this wottah out!’”’ gasped Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, as he rolled over on his back, and Bully Gore sat astride of his chest.

and he was the champion bowler of the junior eleven, the
champion goalie of the junior footer team. He was known
as a fighting man, when he chose to take the trouble to
exert himself. .

There was no doubt that he could lick Gore if he tried.
Hverything in the garden was lovely now, as Wally whis-
pered joycusly to Jameson. And Jameson nodded and
rubbed his head.

The sovereign was expended at last. Fatty Wynn rose
from the high stool with a sigh of contentment.

“*Ready ! asked Wally.

Fatty cast a longing look round the shop. He had had
ut, like Alexandef, he sighed for fresh
worlds to conquer. But he_nodded.

“Yes,” he said; “I'm ready!” .

“Come on, then! You'll give him a thorough licking 2"

“Oh, simply smash him !” said Fatty Wynn.

‘* A good dodge would be to turn the key in the lock, and
then ke couldn’t get out,” suggested Curly Gibson. ‘‘Then
you could simply hammwer him [

“ Tl do it 1

* Good egg !’ .

And the three fags marched Fatty Wynn into ihe School
House, and escorted him up to the jumor passages in great
state, and planted him outside Gore’s door. Fatty Wynn
knocked at the door and opened it.

CHAPTER 13.
Steak and Kidoneys.
@EORGE GORE was alone in the study. ITe was at

work with his preparation. Skimpole was not there,-
doubtless being too busy with some vast problem to

think of such small matters as preparing his to-morrow’s’
lessons. Goro looked up from his work. as the fat Fourtﬁr
Former came in, and he stared in blank amazement as he
watched Fatty Wynn’s proceedings. Fatty stepped quickly
into the study, closed the door, and turned the key in the
lock. Then ho slipped the key into his pocket, and turned
towards George Gore. «
Gore rose to his feet. Fatty Wynn’s mysterious conduct.
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‘gave him a suspicion that the plump Fourth-Former had gone
suddenly mad.

““ Hallo!” said Gore.

““Hallo!” said Fatty Wynn, wiping a smear of jam from
his mouth. * Bully!” .

* What?"”’

¢ Rotter I” !

44 Eh ?IY

“Cad!”

113 I_I____!‘

* Bounder!”

“ Bui—""

*Put up your hands!”’

. And Fatty Wynn placed himself on guard, and advanced
upon the bully of the Shell in an extremely warlike way.

.. Gore stared at him blankly, his suspicion growing stronger
that the fat Fourth-Former had taken leave of his senses.
He retreated round the table in considerable alarm. -«

*“ What’s the matter?”’ he exclaimed.

“I'm going to lick you!”

S Lick me!” gasped Gore dazedly.

;,:‘Yes! Put 'em up!”

# B-b-b-but what’s the row?”’ stammered Gore.

- He hadn’t the faintest idea why Fatty Wynn should visit
him in this warlike way. He had several quarrels ripening,
50 to speak, but not one of them was with Fatty Wynn. He
had had no quarrel whatever with the Falstaff of the Fourth.
Indeed, Fatty Wynn was so good-natured and casy-going that
very few fellows quarreiled with him. He was often deep in
House rows, but Gore took little part in House rows, and
soldom came in contact with Figgins & Co. at all. Why
Fatty Wynn should go for him in this manner was a complete
mystery to Gore.
At any other time he woyld have “sailed in” with good-
will, and have hurled the fat junior forth into the passage.
But his promise lay heavily upon him. He must not fight
with Fatty Wynn any more than with anybody else.

“You're a rotten bully!” said Fatty Wynn. “You've
treated D’Arcy minor in a rotten way, and I'm going to lick
you forit! Savvy?”’

“Oh, blow D’Arcy minor!”’

“Put ’em up!”’

$What does it matter to a New House chap, anyway?”’
demanded Gore.

. “I’'m looking after D’Arey minor,” said Fatty Wynn loftily.
“I'm going to stop your rotten bullying! Put up your
hands!”

¢ But—but—"

% (Come round from behind that table, and put up your
hands!” shouted Fatty Wynn. *‘D’Arcy minor is a decent
young kid, and I’'m going to protect him. He's stood me a
very decent feed when I was practically famishing, and I'm
not going to see him badly treated.”

Gore comprehended.

“Oh! Ie's stood you a feed?”’ .

“That's not why I'm going for you, of course,’”’ said Fatty
‘Wynn rather hastily. “I'm doing this on general principles.
Bullying ought to be put down.”

. *Yes, but 72 '

¥ And you're a beastly bully, ain’t you, Gore?”’

Yes,” said Gore, with unexpected submissiveness. ‘But
«but I'm going to turn over a new leaf. I don’t want to
have a row-with a New House chap. The fact is, I—I think
that the two Houses ought to try and pull together a bit
more than they do. Don’t you think so, Wynn?”’

. #No, I don’t!” said Fatty Wynn

$¢Ahem! You sce—"

% Are you going to come round from behind that table,
ot shall I come round for you?”’ asked the fat Fourth-Former
truculently.

#I—I’ll come in a minute. You see :
" Fatty Wynn made a rush round the table. Gore dodged
round it still more quickly, so that they still faced one
another, with the table betwecen. Fatty Wynn puffed for
breath. He was not much inclined for exertion after the
feed he had had in the school shop.

; “Look here, you cad!” he roared. “I’'m going to lick
you! You may as well take it quietly. Put up your fists.”

* #]—]—— Wait a minute. I was just going to send you
a message, Wynn, asking you to come over here,” said Gore.

“Rats!”

$Yes, I was, really,” sald Gore. _“I know how fond you
are of steak pies and kidneys, and I thought you’d join me
in a little feed.”

Fatty Wynn dropped his hands.

-%‘Steak pies?”’ he repeated.

HYes.”
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“ And kidneys?”
[ Y@SA” .

“H'm!” said Fatty Wynn. ““Of couwse, if you're really
sorry that you banged young D’Arcy’s napper in that
way——""

“T'm awfully sorry!”’

“ And you won’t do it again?”

“ Never!” .

“Well, I don’t see that a kid could want more than that,”
said Fatty Wynn thoughtfully. I don’t much like tho idea
of punching a chap who wants to stand me a feed. It’s not
exactly rigit in return for hospitality.”

“Of course it isn’t!” said Gore. ““And yowll like tho
steak and kidneys. Look here!” :

The burly Shell fellow crossed to the cupboard and opened
the door. Fatty Wynn’s eyes glistened at the sight of the
large steak-and-kidney pie and the handsome pudding on the
next dish to it. When Gore was in funds he generally did
himself down, as he expressed it, very woll. He had intended
to ask Crooke and Lumley-Lumley to a little feed that
ovening, and he had had as much intertion of inviting Fatty
Wynn as of inviting the man in the moon. But it was a cass
of ‘a drowning man catching at a straw. If one feed had
Fatty Wynn to his study on the warpath, another feed 1
send him home in gentle peace.

And Fatty Wynn was evidently very much impressed. All
the warlike ardour had faded out of his plump countenance
at the sight of the steak-and-kidney piz.

Tt looks ripping,”” he said.

“Yes; and don’t you think these Ilouse rows are carried
too far?”’ suggested Gore amicably. ‘ How much better for
two fellows to sit down quietly and have a decent feed instead
of hammering one another!”

Fatty Wynn nodded. ’ '

“That’s just what I was thinking myself,” he remarkel

+
1gae

" “It’s a much better system to talk things over and—ani

come to an amicable understanding, and—and have a bit of a
snack together.” .

““ Of courso it is ") said Gore.

“ And I was always rather fond of stcak-and-kidney pies,”
said Fatty Wyna. i

*“ This one 1s ripping.”’

“Tt looks ripping.” -

Fatty Wynn sat down. Gore did not join in the feed: ha
played the part of waiter, helping Fatty Wynn with liberal
helpings. It was surprising the number of helpings thar
TFatty Wynn was able to negotiate, especially considering *
feed he had lately had in the tuckshop. But Fatty Wynn
wonderful powers in that line. There was a very consicioi-
ablo difference in the size of the steak-and-kidney pie by ti-
time the Falstaff of the Fourth had finished.

“ Yowll have some of the pudding?’ said Gore hospitabiy

“Yes, with pleasure!”

And Fatty Wynn started on the pudding. There camo a
tap at the door of the study, and a muffled voice through
the keyhole.

““ Have you licked him yet?”

Fatty Wynn started. He had forgotten all about the fags
in the passage. It seemed that Wally & Co. were growing
tired of waiting. They had heard no noise from the study.
and they could understand that something had gone wrony
with the programme. .

“I¢’s all right!” called out Fatty Wynn, with his mouth
full of pudding. .

$ Have you licked him 2"

g N"n().”

“When are you going to begin?”

“ Ok, don’t be in a hurry. Go and keep watch.”

“That's all very well; but—""

“Qh, go and keep watch!”

There was a muttering sound of discortent in the passage.
but the fags obeyed. Iatty Wynn wired into the pudding,
and it was a mere wreck by the time he had finished. He
roso to his feet at last, with a very shiny and contented face.

“Just a little more?” asked Goge.

“N-no, thanks!” said Fatty Wynn.
down splendidly. I say, Gore, I—I really think you're a
ripping sort of chap, you know. I shall come and sea you

Gore.
Fatty Wynn unlocked the door. P g
¢« Good-bye I he said, quite affectionately.
¢ Good-night, old chap!” ‘
And the door closed behind Fatty Wynn, and Gore turaed
the key in the lock after him to secure himself from any
further interruptions. . . ] )

“T've done myseif
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CHAPTER 14. .
Exit Fatty Wynn.

ALLY & CO. were waiting in the passage, with grow-
W ing impatience. There were no sounds of strife in
the study, and Fatty Wynn could hardly be
thrashing Gore in perfect silence. It was odd, to say the
least of 1t. The fags did not know what to make of it, and
they were very nearly at the end of their patience by the
time Fatty Wynn emerged from Gore’s study. .

They surrounded him at once. Fatty Wynn wiped his
mouth with the back of his hand, and looked a little sheepish.
In the iptense interest of the feed he had forgotten every-
thing but the steak-and-kidney pie and the pudding, but now
it occurred to him that he had not done exactly what his
friends of the Third Form had expected of him. He had to
explain it away somehow, and he was a little at a loss.

“* Well?” demanded Wally, Jameson, and Curly Gibson,
with one voice. .

Fatty Wynn coughed.

“Well?” he veplied.

‘ Have you licked him?”’

‘““ N-no; not exactly.”

‘““ What have youn done, then—arranged it for to-morrow
behind the chapel?”’

. N-no‘,7

* What, then?’ demanded Wally.

“T've—I've given him a good talking 1o,” said Fatty
Wynn.

““A what?” rcared Wally.

“I put it to him very plainly, and told him what 1 thought
of him,” said the fat Fourth-Former, *‘and he said he was
sorry for what ho had done, and—and

**You've been feeding !” shricked Jameson.

““ Well, perhaps I had a litde nack i

“ You—you—you 7 pasped Wally.

* Well, after making friends I couldn’t refuse a bite when
he offered it to me,” said Fatty Wynn argumentatively.
‘“ Gore is really quite decent when you come to know him.
T’'m convinced that he’s not going to bully you fags any more,
and that’s really what you want, isn’t it? No good punching
the poor chap’s head when he’s going to turn over a new
leaf, and is trying his hardest to be decent.”

The three fags glared at Fatty Wynn. They could not
find words to express their feelings for some moments.

“Well, T must be getting along,” observed Wynn. ‘‘The
Nouse will be closing soon. Good-night, you kids !’

“ You—you—you fat worm!” gasped Wally. “ You—yocu
swindler!  You spoofer! You naven't licked him—you're
not going to lick him!  You—you fat blighter! My hat!

=¥ou'll go back and lick Gore. or else you'll go out cf the

School House on your neck.”

*‘Look here—"’

‘“* Rescue, Schoo! House!” roared Wally.
cads, rescue!” *

Fatty Wyna looked alarmed.

‘ Here, shut up !’ he exclaimed.
invitation, and——"

“Yes, to lick Gore.

“Well, yon see—""

*“You keep your part, of the bargain, and we'll keep ours,”
said Wally savagely.

** Well, it wasn’t exactly a bargain.”

“If it wasn’t a bargain, we needn’t keep it cn our side,
then,” said Jameson.

1 don’t mcan that.”

**I don’t suppose you do; but we do.
House! New House cads, rescue!”

Stady doors were already being flung wide open.

That call was enough to bring out the whole of the junicr
section of the School House at any time.

Fellows poured out of the stadies. Fatty Wynn made a
ran for the stairs. He knew that the School House juniors
would not stop to ask questions, in any case. The sight of
a New House fellow would be enough for them.

*“Rescue, School House !”

“Kick him out !

“Throw him out!”

“New House cad! Yah!”

*“Oh!” gasped Fatty Wynn.
Ch!”

He scudded for th2 stairs. Levison put a foot out of his
study doorway- and tripped him up, and the fat Fourth-
Former rolled along the lmoleum in the passage. In a second
the juniors were upon him in 1 crowd.

There was no need for Wally & Co. to take a hand. Shell
fellows and Fourth-Formers were on the scenc in dozens.

Jack Blake took Fatty Wymn by one leg, and Herries by
another. Digby and Reilly and Macdonald took his shoulders.
They carried him to the staircase, with a yelling crowd of
juniors round them.

‘“ Pway take care, deah boys !’ called out Arthur Augustus .
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D’Arcy.  “The New House wottah has no biznai in a
wespectable House, but don’t spoil his clothes.
weally be goin’ too fah, you know.”

: ga,(}’la, ha !
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-y !”w " roared Fatty Wynn Yow!

*“Chuck him out !

‘““Roll him down !”?

**New House cad! Yah!”

Fatty Wynn_ was rolled down the stairs. He seemed built
for rolling, and he went along as easily as a cask turned upon
its side. He was rolled to the bottom, and then, gasping
and breathless, he picked himself up to run. - Dozens of hands
and boots helped him to find the door of the School House,
and he sprawled outside and rolled down the steps.

Kildare, of the Sixth, came out of his study.

* What’s all this row?” he demanded sharply.

Tom Merry looked round with a grin.

*“Only kicking out a New House %ounder,” he said.

*“ What has he done?”’

‘* Blessed if I know |2

Kildare laughed.

“Well, not so much row about it,”” he said.

I don’t think there’ll be any more row,” grin
Merry., “T think he will stay out now he ig out.”

Tom Merry was right. Fatty Wynn sat up and gasped
at the bottom of the School House steps. His clothes were
1ent and dusty, and his fat face was crimson, and he had a
somewhat quecr feeling in his inwards. The rough handling,
immediately ‘after that very hearty meal, had disturbed the
steak and kidneys.

“Oh!” he gasped. ‘“Ch, och! Phew! Ow!?

** Let’s frog’s-march him round the quad., and then chuck
him in at the door of the New House,” suggested Kangarco.

That was enough for Fatty Wynn. He picked himself up
and ran. He was gone in the twinkling of an eye, leaving
the School House fellows roaring with laughter.

The fat Xlew House junior tottered breathlessly into his
own House, and crawled upstairs to the Fourth Form passage,
and rolled into Figgins’s study, and sdank down into the arm-
chair, puffing and blowing. Figgins and Kerr suspended
their work to stare at him.

** Hallo!”” said Figgins.

“Ow!”

“Had that feed?”

“Ow 1

Legec! Yah!

ned Tom

“ Anything the maiter ?”?

** What's the matter 77

*Groo !

Figgins chuckled. ’

1 suppose you still think it’s a good idea about the two
Houses standing together, and pulling sheoulder te shoulder,
and so forth?”” he remarked.

Fatty Wynn gave an expressive snort.

1 think it’s all utter rot,” he said. ‘“Look here, 1 think
we'd better have a Jlouse raid to-morrow, and put those
School House rotters in their proper place. Ow!”

And Figgins aid Kerr yelled.

CHAPTER 15.
Wally Loses a Chance.
° OME in!” said Levison.
Wally & Co. were passing Levisen’s door when
he looked out and gave them that invitation.
Wally paused. He did not like Levison—few did—and he
was not inclined to accept his invitation unless he saw a
reason for ik,

‘“ What dc you want?”’ he demanded. )

“I've got something to tell you—how to get even with
Gore, if you like,” said Levison.

"“Oh! Good!”

The fags stepped into the study, and Levison closed the
door.  Mellish was sitting at the table, and he gave the
Third-Formers quite a friendly nod. ~ Wally was regarding
Lovison rather suspiciously. He did not trust the cad of the
Fourth. . .

*“Gore has been ragging you chaps, I know,”” said Levison.
* You brought Fatty Wynn in to lick him, didn’t you?” ’

** How the dickens do you know ?”’ X )

1 happened to sce you in the tuckshop,” grinned Levison.
“But it hasn’t come off, has it ?”’

Wally snorted.

* Gore fed the beast up,” he said.

‘** Ha, ha, ha!” .

*“If you’ve brought us in here to listen to you cackling—"’
bLegan Wally wrathfully. : .

‘1 haven’t,” said Levison. “Look here, I car tell you
something. Gore’s pater was down to see him this afier-
noon.”’ .

1 know that; I saw the old boy.”

* Well, I happened to hear him talking to Gore—"" -
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Wally’s lip curled.

“Oh. I understand!” he said.  “ You happened to be
hehmc!,a door. or round a corner, or at a keyhole, or some-
hing.

“Never mind that,” said Levison, with a slight flush.
¥Never mind how I heard it. I did hear it, and that’s
enough. Gore’s pater was going to take him away from the
school, for being a rotten bully; and he’s only left him here
on probation. Gore has solemnly promised him to keep out
of all vows for four days, till his pater comes again.”

Wally whistled.

““ He’s not_even to defend himself if he’s attacked,” went on
Levison. ‘You see the position it places him in. If Gore
gets into a single row, his pater is going to take him away
from the school, and Gore waould just as soon go to prison
as go home. His pater isn’t exactly a sweet-tempered man.”

“My only Aunt Janc!” said Wally.  ““ That accounts.
Gore has been moking his peace with everyhody—Tom Merry
and Lowther, and he’s even soft-sawdered Gussy, and he’s
wasted his grub on Fatty Wynn. That accounts.”

“Of course it does!" said Levison.

. ““And dor’t you see,” broke in Mellish eagerly.
jolly good chance for you fags to go for him ?”’

_“We're not big enough to tackle a chap his size,”
Wally, with a shake of the head

‘“No, no" under ordinary circumstances,”’ said Levison.
)‘D‘B1lxt';‘]x)st now he’s bound by his promise, and he can’t hit
ack.

“ What ?”

“Tven if you dot him on the nose, he can’t hit back,” said
Levison, with a grin. ““He dare not. Don't you see what
a chance it is for you?"

‘“ You unspeakable cad !’ said Wally.

& Eh l;’-,f

“You rotter! Do you think I'd hit a chap, hawever
beastly he was, if I knew he couldn’t hit back ?”’ deroanded
Wally savagely.

“You young ass—

“If this is true about Gore, it won’t make us
it will just prevent us from going for him,”
“If you weren’t the rottencst kind of a beastly
see that for yourself.”

Levison’s eyes gleamed with anger.

“QOh, yow're rotting!” hs cxclaimed. “ You know per-
fectly well that you'd be glad of a chance of going for Gore,
if you conld do it safely.”

“Rats !’

“I tell you he dare not hit back,” persisted Levison;
“and if he did lose his temper, and forget about his promise,
and go for you, it would ruin him with his father. He would
be taken away from 8t. Jim's, and we should be rid of the
beastly iy for good. It's worth getting a black eye or
so for th~ sake of that.”

“You cad!”

““ Look here— .

“Oh, come on!” sald Wally, turning to his comrades.
“Let’s got out of this study; that chap makes me sick.”

Levison followed them to the door, his face dark with
anger.

“ Do you mean to say you're going to let this chance
he demanded. I

Wally gave him a scornful look.

‘“We're not going to get Gore into a row with his pater,
if that’s what you mean,” he exclaimed. “If the chap
can’t hit back we sha’'n’t go for him. He's a beastly bully,
and we've got an account to settle with him, but there’s such
a thing az fair play and decency, though you don’t seem to
know ahout it. Come on, you chaps! That fellow will make
me ill if T talk to him any longer.”

And Wally marched off down the passage.

Levison turned back into his study with a savage expression
upon his face. He could not understand Wally’s scruples in
the least.

“ I suppose he doesn’t believe me,” he remarked.

“T suppose it’s that,” agrecd Mellish.

Levison gritted his teeth.

“Gore’s pater will be back in four days,” he remarked.
‘“ Before that time’s up, we ought to have made Gore’s exist-
ence a rcgular torture to him. We can pay him back all the
cld scores nov:.”

“Yes, rather!”

““ Look here, suppose you go to his study and pick a row
with him, Mellish,” Levison suggested. ‘ He dare not hit
back, and vou could simply wipe up the study with him.”

“Why don’t you do it?"”

£ Besides,” went on Levison, unheeding the question, ““if
he did hit back, his father would take him away from ‘the
school; and that would be even better.” .

“Yos; but it wouldn’t console me for being half killed in
Gore’s study,” said Mellish, with a grin. “ And that’s what
you don’t want to risk, either. Gore may keep his promise
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to his father., bub he's got a bad temper, and he's got a

habit of hitting oul before he stops to think. I don’t want
to get one of his right-handers on the jaw, even if his pater
goes for him afterwards. Thanks, but no.”

Levison set his lips. .

““Then D'l take it on myself I he exclaimed.

“Bravo!” exclaimed Mellish heartily.
style !” X

Levison hesitated a little. Like the monkey in the story, he
preferred to find a cat to pull his chestnuts out of the fire.
But it was pretty clear that Meliish was not inclined to act as
a catspaw for him. i . .

And there was very real danger that Gore might forget his
promise, weighty as it was, and hit out in his old manner.
It was a very great risk to be run; and yet, even that was
worth while, for the satisfaction of getting Ciore dragged
away from the school. .

Life would certainly be more tolerable there without the
bully of the Shell; and it would be a terrible revenge upon
Gore. And Levison was spiteful and revengeful by nature;
it had never even occurred to him to forgive an injury.

“I'm going,” he said.

“Good! Tl watch you.” .

Levison went down the passage. Mellish stood outside the®
study door, and watched him turn the corner into the Shell
passage. Then he followed him to the corner and watched
him from there. Further than the corner of the passage he
did not go. Mellish never believed in running unnecessaty
ricks.

Levison, takinz his courage in both hands, so to speak,
marched up to Gore’s door, and kicked upon it. Gore’s voice
was heard from within.

‘“Hallo! Who’s that?”

Levison turned the handle. The door did not open. He
kicked upon the door again, greatly encouraged by the fact
that it was locked. In the first place, the locked door pre-
vented Gore from %etting at him, and in the second place, it
hinted that the buily of the Shell was afraid.

““QOpen this door!”’ shouted Levison.

¢ Oh, go and eat coke!”

“Cad!  Coward!” bawled Levison, through the keyholg,
“Yah! Coward!” e

Gore jumped up from the table, and stepped towards the
door. His hand was upon the latch; and Levison heard him,
and he felt his heart sink. But Gore did not open the door;

“That's the

he turned back, and sat down quietly at the table again. He
could not afford to guarrel with Levison.

Levison heard him retreat, and his courage rose. It was
pretty clear that George Gore wanted to avoid trouble. And

the more he wanted to avoid it, the more, of course, Levison
wanted to force it upon him.

The cad of the Fourth kicked at the door again.
and blows re
out of their s

““ Open this

‘“Rats !”’

“I’'m going to lick you! Coward!”

Gore’s ears burnad, but he did not answer.

His kicks
ounded along the passage, and fell>ws looked
adies up and down.

1" roared Levison.

door !

“Coward!” yelled Levison. “(Cad! Bully! Rotter!
You’re afraid to come out.”

And he kicked savagely at the door.

“ Stop that row!” called out Tom Merry.

“I'm trying to getrGore out,” said Levison. ‘‘ He was
going for me to-day, and I want him to fight me. He’s

afraid to come out.”

“Well, I'm not afraid to come out, and if you don’t stop
that row, I'll come out, and wipe up the passage with you,”
said Tom Merry. )

And Levison decided that he had better give it up for the
present.

——

CHAPTER 186.
The Coward’s Blow,

EORGE GORE wore a decidedly worried look when he
took his place in the Shell Form-room the following
morning. His promise to his father was weighing

upon his mind. He had succeeded in avoiding Levison so
far. But he knew that when the Shell was dismissed after
morning lessons, the cad of the Fourth would be waiting in
the passage for him. And what was to happen then?

At any other time Gore would have licked Levison, probably
in a brutal way. But that was impossible now—unless he was
to leave St. Jim’s. It was the first of the four days of his
probation, and it seemed that he was not to be able to gei
through it without a fight. .

Levison meant to make him fight, or else make him take tha
ecoward’s blow in public. - And if he took that, and took it
lying down, it would be an end to all his prestige in ths
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After that, fags in the Second and Third Forms would rag
him with impunity; fellows would turn up their noses at
him; he would be considered a coward and despised accord-
ingly. The prospect was a terrible one for any keoy in a
school; and especially for one who had made many enemies
by his bullying proclivities. =~ When it was once generally

_known that for some reason Gore would not hit back, he
could imagine how many old foes would come up to settle
old scores with him—old scores that had been unsettled
because he was too big and strong to be reckoned with, but
which had rankled deeply all the same. Few of his foes were
likely to take Wally’s generous view of the matter.

Gore could not help thinking that Levison must have some
inkling of his promise to his father. Otherwise, the conduct
of the cad of the Fourth was inexplicable. As a rule, he
carefully avoided any chance of a row with Gore, knowing
[gx};lrfl(ictly well that he was no match for the bully of the
Shell.

Levison’s sudden heroics looked as if he had information;
and Gore knew that the cad of the Fourth gencrally did get
informed of what was going on, by some mean method or
other. And if Levison knew, and chose to take a merciless
advantage of his knowledge, what was Gore’s life likely to be
like during the next four days? It was no wonder that
George Gore had a clouded brow_that morning, and that he
gave absent-minded answers to Mr. Linton, and earned a
goodly crop of lines thereby.

When the Shell left their Form-room for the morning
‘recess after third lesson, Gore did not go out with them. He
had lines to do, and he took that opportunity of dcing them.
It gave him a respite from Levison’s kindly attentions; but
the respite could not last long. Ie could not remain in the
Form-room for ever.

When the hour of dismissal came after morning lessons
were over, Gore had to go out with the rest of the Form, He
went out with them, with a troubled look.

The Fourth were already out; and, as Gore expected,
éevison was waiting in the passage. He came directly up to

ore.

¢ Are you ready, Gore?”’ he demanded, in a loud voice that
reached the ears of all the fellows near at hand, and brought
them round in a crowd. .

Gore backed away a step.

¢ Ready for what?’’ he asked.

“To come and have the gloves on with me.”

“ Hallo!” exclaimed Blake. “Is Levison developing into
a giddy hero? This is the first time I’ve ever heard you ask
anybody to have the gloves on, my son.”

‘“ Gore was bullying me yesterday,” said Levison, looking
round. ¢ He’s bigger than I am, and he thinks I can’t tackle
him. That’s why he does it. But I’ve made up my mind to
have a try; and he’s got to fight me.”

There was a murmur of qapproval. Levison generally
gained his ends, and paid off his grudges in ways that were
dark and sly; and this open and courageous conduct made
the fellows think much better of him. All eyes were turned
upon Gore. He was expected to lead the way to the
gymnasium with the utmost promptness. But he did nothing
of the sort. He put his hands in his pockets, and backed

away.

“{ don’t want any trouble with you, Levison,” he said, in
a low voice.

Levison laughed sneeringly. .

“You should have thought of that before you ragged me
yesterday,” he said.

“T'm sorry!”

The juniors gasped. What was the matter with Gore?

~ This sudden repentance looked rather too good to be true.

It looked rather as if Gore were afraid to fight—though why
he should be afraid to fight Levison was a mystery.

Levison laughed again, his most unpleasant laugh.

“Most bullies feel sorry, when they’re called to account,
and don’t want to put up a fair fight,” he remarked. * That’s
not enough for me. Are you ready?”

There was a long pause before Gore replied. The fellows
were all looking at him very curiously.

“No!” he said at last.

“You're afraid ?”

“I’m not.”

“ But you won’t fight?”’

" NO !”

“Why not 7"

‘“ Because I don’t choose.”

Levison advanced closer to him.

. “You can’t have it that way,” he said.
‘bully, and you don't choose to fight.
have it like that.”

“ Wathah not! It is quite wight of Levison to challenge
you, Goah, and you are bound to fight or to offah an
apology.” )

“T’'m willing to apologise,’

* NEXT WEEK:
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Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“Bai Jove! That should be quite suffish, fwom one
gentleman to anothah,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“T'm waiting for you, Gore,” said Levison quietly.

“T’m not going to fight you.”

““ Coward | ’

A thrill ran through the crowd of juniors.
would not take that quietly. But he did!
very pale, and his eyes had a hunted look in them. But the
blow the word should have called forth did not come. Gore’s
hands remained down at his sides, and he backed away a
pace further.

“ Coward !” repeated Levison tauntingly. )

“ Coward! Cad!” said Mellish, taking courage to join in,
as it became perfectly clear that Gore would not fight.
“Rotter! Yah!”

“Bai Jove! If you stand that, Goah, deah boy, I shall
wegard you as a weptile !”

‘“What’s the matter with you, Gore?”
Merry.

Gore was silent.

Levison stepped towards him, and raised his hand.
balf raised his own arm, and dropped it again.

Smack !

Levison’s open hand smote him full across the face, and he
staggered back. A deep red mark showed across the pale
cheek. R

The juniors drew a deep breath.

They expected to see Gore leap forward, hitting out; but
he did not. He put up his hand to his cheek, and turned
away.

H}; had taken the coward’s blow—without replying.

Levison laughed tauntingly.

“Coward !”

“ My hat!” said Tom Merry, in blank astonishment.
“ What’s the matter with Gore? He must be ill!”

“ Oh, he’s a coward !”” said Mellish.

And he pushed up roughly against Gore, and sent him
reeling. The bully of the Shell did not even look round at
him. - .

“Bai Jove!”

“Let him alone, Mellish,” said Tom Merry roughly.
“ Whether he’s a coward or not, you’re not going to begin
bullying. Shut up!”

And Mellish shut up.

George Gore went out into the old quad., and walked under
the trees, his heart beating almost to suffocation; rage and
chagrin and shame struggling in his breast. He was keeping
his promise to his father—the promisc upon which so much
depended. But it was costing him dear.

Contemptuous looks met him on all sides—scornful looks
and sneers. Fellows he had bullied jostled him when he
passed them—fags called out taunting names from a safe
distance, and afterwards ventured quite near to do so.

And Gore struggled with himself, and bore it quietly.

For the alternative was worse—the office, the desk, under
his father’s cold and pitiless eye, was always before his vision.
Even this was better than that; and this would not last for
ever. After four days he would be free again—but what were
the four days to be like?

I

=

Surely Gore
His face was

demanded Tom

Gore

CHAP’I.‘ER 17.
Very Rough on Gore.

ORE sat by himself in the Form-room that afternoon.
Other fellows made plenty of room for him; nobody
wanted to have much to do with Gore. He had

earned for himself general contempt. As Monty Lowther
remarked, if a fellow was born a coward perhaps he couldn’t
belp it; but there was no need for him to be a bully as well.
What Gore suffered, he had brought upon himself; no one-
would have discovered that he was a coward, if he had not
started as a bully. No one felt sorry for him; the feelings
towards him were of contempt and anger. For in taking a
blow from a Fourth-Former, Gore was felt to have ‘‘let
down ” the Shell. It was a disgrace to the Form. :

Gore, that afternoon, was about as thoroughly miserable
as it was possible for any boy to be. He was a bully, but
he was not a coward; but he had no choice excepting to lie
down under the imputation. If he stated what promise he
had made to his father, he knew that he would not be
believed; it would be taken as an improbable invention to
excuse his cowardice.

He could only grin and bear it. :

But it was hard to bear. When the Shell came out after
lessons, several Fourth-formers had something to say to
Gore. They had burning recollections of pulled ears and
twisted arms, and were not likely to let the bully of the
ghﬁll escape now that they believed him too cowardly to

ght.
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v (;:rlore pushed his way through them, and went up to his
tudy.

“Cad!”

¢ Coward !” :

“Yah! White feather! Yah!” .

The hoets a. followed the bully to his study. He
Weht in, and ¢ :3“ the door, and sank down in a chair
breathing hard. How was he to stand this? Hoe was making
s great sacrificg for the purpose of staying at St. Jim’s.
But would St. ;lm’s be worth staying at, at this price?

- Skimpole came in, He blinked benevolently at Gore
through his big speo’auiles. ) N

£ You scem to be having a somewhat unplegsant experience,
my dear Gore,” he #aid. “But pray console yourself. It
is not your own fault that you are a coward; it is un-
doubtedly a straln in your blood, snd is to be wholly at-
Yributed to the influence of heredity. If you would care to
}?ok up the subject in the hundred and fortieth chapter of
Professor Balmycrumpet’s book on Heredity and Environ-
ment—dear me, how very singular that Gore should walk
‘out of tho study Ykih I am speaking te him.”

. Gore went into the junior common-roon.

‘A hiss greeted his appearanes there.

Gore cast a savage glance round him. His temper was
at boiling point,. ang he was dangerously near breaking out.

“You'd better keep out of here,’” exclaimed Crooke.
" Yoq’re a disgrace to the Form, and you are not wanted !

““Oh, shut up}” said Gore angrily.

rooke came towards him, Crooke had never risked a
row with Gore before, but ha was quite ready to risk oue
now.
£ What’s thatt*” he demanded, in a threatening tone.

*Shut up!” sald Gore.
““Tako that!”
Brhack !

__Orooke’s fist came crashing into the burly junior’s face,
&nd Goro relled on the floor. He jumped up in a fury, and
olenched his fists, and rushed at €rooke. DBut ha staﬁped
before he reached him, and put his hands into his pockets,
and walked out of the room. e .

A vell of derisive laughter followed him.

- ¥ Blessed if 1 ever saw anything like it,”* s:id Manners.

{*What can have come over (jore. He was always a bully,

ut I never knew he was an utter coward.”

A .‘égaas, wathah! I wegard him with feahful contempt.”
Jo does seem to be a rotten worm,” said Blake. * But

Y don’t sce piling on him because of that. Better let the

poor brute alone.”

. Blake’s chums agreed with him. But many fellows in

the Lower School did not. Levison and his set did not give

the bully of the Bhell a moment’s peace.

. goye spent somé4 time that evening walking in the quad,

koéping to himself. But when he entered the School House

again, Levison & Co. were ready for him. The Shell fellow

framped upstairs to & chorus of reers and sneers. He opened

the door of his study—the room was a wreck. Furniture

had been displaced or broken, glasses were smashed, drawers

aend boxes turned out, papers torn and scattered.

v Gore gave a howl of wrath.

. ““Oh: The hounds! I'll smash them—I'll—*'

He paused. He could do nothing, and the rageers knew
that he would do nothing ; although only Levison knew why.
Gore turned out of the study with a groan.  Down the
Ppassage a voice floated to his ears.

. “Yah! Coward!” :

Gore winced.

He moved along to Tom Merry’s study, and tapped at the
“romi and went m. The bully of the Shell had taken a

esolve.

CHAPTER 18.
L Tom Merry Makes a Stand |
HF Terrible Three were all at home, working at their
prep. Thay stopped as George Gore came in; and
their looks were not polite. They waited in grim
silence for him to speak. Gove closed the door, and then he
turned an almost haggard look upon the chuins of the Shell.

“1 want yon fellows to help me.” he said huskily.

_ “Help you out of the study?’ asked Monty Lowther,
rising. “ With pleasure.”

“ Shut up, Monty,” said Tom Merry.  The poor beggar
Tooks pretty down at the mouth. What do you want. Gore?’
_ *I—I don’t know what to do,” said Gore miserably. “I'm
baving a beast of a_time now.” .

“Well, a fellow shouldn’t be a coward as well as a bully,
or a bully as well as a eoward,” said Manners.

Gore flushed.

_ I suppose I've been 'a bit of a bully,” he said. “Tut
I'm not a coward, and I never. was one. >
“Then why didn’t you stand up to Levison?”

Tue Gex LiBrARY.—No. 187.

“1 couldn’t.”

“Why not?”

¢ I—I—it was a promise.”

Monty Lowther grinned.

‘“That's rather too thin,” bhe remarked. *“You should
think of a better one than that?! You promised your dyin;
grandmother, holding her thin white hand in yours—hey?”

Manners chuckled.

*No,” said Gore; I promised my pater.”

“QOh! Your pater!’ said Lowther. * I've seen vour pater,
and I don’t see how you could work up a pathetic scene with
him. Still, you never know. Does he do the ‘come to my
manly chest and weep on my bosom ’ bizney?”

“He’s as hard as nails,” said Gore miserably. ‘‘He’s an
awful bully himself, but he won’t let anybody else be one.
He’s down on me because I’'m a bully, he says. I suppose I've
got my faults—"

“You never supposed a truer thing in your life,” com-
mented Monty Lowther. .

“Well, he made me promise not to get into a fight of any
kind for four days.” said Gore. ‘I had to promise not evem
ta defend myself if attacked. And if I don’t keep my word,
he’s going to take me away from St. Jim’s as soon as he
comes back from Edinburgh. You see what's at stake.”

fIl‘.om Merry whistled. = Monty Lowther winked at tha
ceiling.

“You don’t believe me?’ said Gore.

“I don’t,” sdid Lowther.

““Same here,” said Manners candidly.
better one.”

“I believe you,” said Tom Merry quietly.

1 Oh, you’re an ass, Tommy!”

¢ Laok here, you chaps, we’ve seen Gore in plenty of fights
before,” said Tom Merry.. “He’s a bully, but I don’t
believe he’s a coward.  And his pater, fromm what I've seen
of him, was just the man te make him make a promise like
that. I believe that Gore’s telling us the truth.” )

“Thank you!" said Gore gratefully. *It’s the solid truth,
every word of it—honest Injun.”  And it's put me in a
horrible position. Levison must have been listening, I think
—1I remember father was speaking in the passage, after he’d
left the study. Levison must know something, or he'd never
dare to act as he’s doing. He wants to score off me. or to
drive me into doing something that will make my pater take
me away. I don’t know what to do.- You fellows might
help me—if you believe me.”

“Oh, I believe vou if Tommy does!” said Monty Lowther
resignedly. * Anything to oblige.”

“What can we do?’ asked Tom Merry. .

“I—I don’t know. Advise mo,#or help me somchow.” said
Gore. “I—I depend on you. I can’t stand this that’s going
on—I know I shall break out “pon. and if I have a single
fieht in the noxt four days, I'm ruined!”

“My hat! It’s rough!™

“It’s a lesson not to be a rotten bully,
“It’s all vour own fault.”

Gora groaned.

“T know it is. But that doesn’t make it any pleasanter.”

“No; I suppese it doesn’t.”

“Look here,”” said Tom Merry. ‘“We can help you—but
it will have to be a compact. At one time you turned over
a new leaf, and became quite a decent chap. You've dropped
back into the old ways. That’s got to stop. If yeu're ready
to promise us now, on your word of honour, to keep clear
of bullying in the future, and be a decent chap, we'll stand
by you.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Manners and Lowther.

“I meant to do that, anyway,” said Gore. “I—I meant
to do it, I swear. I don’t know what made me _such an
ass—but vou watch me, if I get a chance, that’s all.”

“You promise, then?”’

“Yes; honour bright !’

“Good!” said Tom Merry, rising. *“Now, we’ll let the

“Make up &

4
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whole House know the promise you've made to your father!”

Gore gasped.

“They'll pile on me more than ever, then, Tom Merry!"”

Tom Merry laughed.

** Not if they know that the Terrible Three are ready to
fight all your battles for the next four days!’* he replied.

“Oh! You mean that?”’ .

“Yes, rather!”

“Thanks! Thanks! Thanks!” Gore’s face was bright
again now; a load was gone from his mind. “ You're a
jolly good sort, Tom Merry. When this is over, you shall
see that I'm not the ungrateful brute you’ve thought me.
You shall see it.”

Tom Merry nodded.

¢“T think you'll keep your word,” he said. *You've‘had
lesson cnough, anyway. Come on!”

And the Terrible Three and Gore walked downstairs.
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They eptered the junior common-rcom together. There was
a hiss from a group of Fourth-Formers.

¢ Hallo, you rotten coward!” said Levison.
‘made up your mind to fight yet?” .

““Oh, hé couldn’t fight a white rabbit!” said Mellish.

And there was a jeering laugh.

““Gentlemen,” sald Tom Merry, “I have a few words to
say! °‘Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears [

“Rats!”

“ Order I” said Blake. “Go ahead, Tommy!”

“Gore has explained to me that he’s promized his pater
to keep clear of rows for four days, hence his shirking
trouble. Levison most likely knows it, or he wouldn’t be so
jolly brave all of a sudden!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s a lie!”” said Levison fiercely.

“What ! exclaimed Tom Merry, advencing towards him.

* I—I mean, you're mistaken!”

“That's better! Well, the case is as I say, and we have
deoided to see Gore through it. We've taken up the cause.
Gore is going through the next four days without having
any rows. but any fellow who tries to put upon him in any
way will have to deal with us. If Levison is spoiling for a
'ﬁg‘ht; he can select Mauners or Lowther or myself. He can
talke his choice!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’t want any row with you fellows!” said Levison
sulkily.

. “Then you’d better let Gore alone. If von say a single
insulting word, or touch him, you will have to fight one of
us, and that applics to every fellow present o

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as quite wight. and I fully
appwove of it!”

*Then it must be right !”
Augustus has said it! 1

‘“Weally, Blake -

1 hope it's elearly understood 7"’ said Tom Xerry.

“Yaas, wathah; and I will back you up, deah boy 1

The common-room was in a buzz of discussion. Some of
the fellows believed Gore's statement with regard to his
promise to his father, and some did not. But there was one
thing that all of them had to believe, and that was that the
Terrible Three were backing up Gore, and that if Gore wero
ragged, there would be a serious fight on the hands of the
ragger.

And after that Gore was left severcly alone. The best
fellows had not troubled him at all, and the others did not

“ Have you

i

said Blake. “The one and only
e great chicf Iras spoken

_ want trouble wjth the Terrible Three.

That day of torment had had its effect upon Gore. but the
succeeding days were mot like it. A calm peacefulness
descended upon the bully of the Shell. He gave no cause of
offence, and he received none. And it was very clear from
(Gore's manner that he remembered his promise to Tom
Merry. and meant to keep it.

“Bai Jovel” Arthur Augustus remarked to his chums.
“ Goah is becomin’ quite decent, and I shall be quite sowwy
if his governah takes him away. I can weally stand Goah
now, 1,f, it wasn’t for the colour of his neckties—weally, you

now !

On the fifth day came Mr. Gore.

The stout gentleman marched into the school with a hard,
grim face, and a glance at him was sufficient to show that he
expected to catchghis son tripping. He was shut up with the
Head for some five minutes, and then with Mr. Railten for
@\ NN

New Storyettes.

REAL PUSH.

He had motored over twenty miles to Little Pippleton to
deljver his lecture to the Liitle Pippletonians on the “ At of
Getting On.” ’

As he proceeded with his subject he warmed to it, and by
the time he reached the peroration lLe was 1red with
enthusiasm.

“ Effort is the keystone of success!” he cried.  *The
successful man is the man who striyes pevsistently and con-
sistently. His motto is_‘ Push, and keep on pushing,” for by
that alone we may reach our goal. Push——"

A yokol in the back row busst imto a fit of unseemly
laughter.

«“Ah,” cried the lecturer, ‘“you may laugh, but you, too,
my fricnd, will have to push——"

“ 80’1l you, I reckon, mister,” cackled the man, *for
thore’s half a dozen boys been an’ pinched all yer petrol to
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an equal length of time, and then with Gore’s Form-master,
the master of the Shell. y

He came forth looking disappointed. Was it possible that
he was disappointed because he. had not caught Gore in
fault? It was possible. He proceeded to ask guestions of
the prefects, but the prefects had the same report to give.
Gore’s conduct for four days had been exemplary—so far
from entering in a row, had been scen to take blows
without returning them.

Mr. Gore finally dropped into his son’s studx.  Gore met
him with fear and trembling. e had kept his word, bub
his father was not a pleasaut men to deal with. Mr. Gore
vegarded his son from under his heavy brows for some
moments before he spoke to him. .

“You have kept your promise, George?” he said.

“VYes, father.” .

«¥ou have not fought with anyone, or struck a blow, sincé,
I saw you last?”

** No, father.”””

“ Fortunately, 7
prefects bear out yours,” said Mr. Gore grimly.
you!”

“Thank vouw, father!’

«] shall keep my word, as you have kept vours, and allow'
you to remain at this school,” said Mr. Gore.

Gore's face brightened up.

“Qh, thavks. father—thanks!” v

“ There is nothing to thank me for,” said Mr. Gove; “and
I warn you that I shall keep a careful @ye on you in the
future, and if I receive any more unfa-rofurable reperts on
vour gonduct, George, it will be the worse or you 1

“Tm going to be very careful, and—"

“Mind you are!" Good-bye!”

And Mr. Gore hurried off to catch his train.

(GGore cxccuted a cake-walk round the study in kis glee, and-
then went out. He met Levison in the passage. The cad
of the Fourth backed awax.

“Hands off . he exclaimed.

Gors gave him a grim look. ) }

“You were spoiling for a fight a little while ago?” he
remarked. “T'll come into the gym. now! You gave me
the coward’s' blow! I'm ready to return it! Come on!”

o ki

«You don’t want to fight?” said Gore contemptuously.

“N-no!” muttered Levison.

“¥ou treated me as you did, and you don’t want to fight I
caid Gore. “ By Jove! I won’t give you any choice about
it! I'll smash vou, and Crooke, too! T'll #

“No. you won't I’ broke in the quiet voice of Tom Zlerry,
as tho hero of the Shell came out of his study. ¢ Let bigones
be bygones, Gore! You've paid for being a bully—you
deserved all you got! Let the whole matter drop !

Gore hesitated for & moment. Then he showed plainly
enough that his better nature was uppermost.

“Right you afe!” he exclaimed. “You can cut,
Levison "

And Levison gladly “cut.’”” Tom Merry linked his arm
in Gore's, and they walked down the passage together. And
that was a proud moment for Gore.
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LOGICAL COXNCLUSIONS. )
They were scated round the family tea-table—papa,
mamma, little Nora, little Mary, and little Margery—tucking

‘away at watercress and currant buns as hard as they coul

ro.  The conversation—in between the bites—turned to
Ireland, and little Nora asked her papa what Ler name was
in Irish. ¥

“Noreen I’ said papa.

«“ And what is mine?” asked little Mary.

'“ Maureen.”

“ And mine?”’ clamoured little Margery.

“Oh,” answered papa, I don’t know what yours is1”?

“Well,”” reflected the little girl, *if Nora is Norcen, and
Mary is Maurecen, I suppose I must be Margarine.” '

73

Shoe Dealer: ‘“ Here arc a pair of boots that will suit you
exactly in your dash to the Pele. How did you like the last
pair I sold you?” . i

Arctic Explorer (reminiscently): ¢ The best I ever tasted.””

“My pext Academy picture,” said tho artist, “will be
entitled ‘ Driven to Drink’”

“I%hl Some powerful portrayal of baffled passion, I sups

056
“Not st all. It is a study of a four-wheeler being driven
to a watering-trough.” : ;

) o Tue GeM LiBrRarY.—No. 187. ~

“ DEEP SEA GOLD.” - - E : : =
sad " DPERRaib waav.  ORD R EARLY!




i

i nm

-

)
"

g
SR

s £
,w
s
i S,
’”(”lll"l \$

oS

The First Three Instalments Explained Briefly.
Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde, chums at Weltsea College,
aroc_having a before-breakfast dip in the sea, when long,
fiexible steel arms, like the tentacles of some huge octopus,
appear suddenly and mysteriously from the depths of the sca,
end, seizing upon the chums, swiftly drag them down be-
neath the waves. Dick and Jack think their last moments
have come as they are rushed down into the dark depths,
when suddenly a trapdoor opens to receive them, and closes
after them with a snap. Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde are
in the power of Captain Flame, the Lord of the Undersea
‘World, which he rules from his wonderful submarine motor-
car, the Octopus. This amazing vehicle is Captain Flame’s
own invention, and enables him and his crew, which consists
entirely of boys whom he has captured, just as he captured
the chums of Weltsea College, to traverse the bed of the ocean
as casily and rapidly as an ordinary motor-car travels over
dry land.
. The Octopus is bound for the Pacific, and while on the
journey is forced to stop, owing to a breakdown of the
engines. Captain Flame suggests a day’s shooting under the
sea, and immediately Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde con-
sent to go with him, and are accompanied by Will Avery
and Mopsa. Mopsa falls into a pit, and is at once sur-
rounded by squids. Captain I'lame and Dick Dauntless
immediately go to his rescue, slashing at the squids with
their swords. Suddenly Dick utters a warning cry, as his
sword clashes against steel.
(Now rcad the next instalment of this breathlcss adventure
serial.)

The Sea Cucumbers.

The next moment Dick Dauntless breathed more freely, as
a voice, which he recognised as Jack Orde’s, cried:
““ Steady on there, or you'll be stabbing us!”’

Glad to hear you say so! Thought you were mermen or
some other strange sword-armed creatures of the sea!”
Jaughed Dick. “ Seems to me our foes have made them-
‘selves scarce. I know I have not hit anything for tha last
three minutes. )

“Vely much same here,”’ agreed Mopsa.
- You're-right, lads; the squids have gone, and, unless I
am very much mistaken, the water is growing clcarer,”
_ asserted Captain Flame.
- Tue GEM Liprary:—No. 187.
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It was true.

The water on the sandy floor of the pit was growing
clearer every minute.

Like mists rising above trces, the black waters ascended.
until, at last, the searchlights blazed brightly through the
blue sea.

“ You all black debils, welly black debils,” grinned Mopsa.

The Octopians looker at each other and burst out laughing.

It was as though they had been dipped into a lake of ink.

Clothes, helmets, swords, guns, everyvthing was stained as
black as ebony.

Captain Flame had not joined in the boys’ merriment.
 He was looking round the pit with an anxious frown show-
ing through the glass of his helmet.

His quick eyc had already told him that they had only
escaped one peril to encounter another, and perhaps a
greater one.

Turning slowly on his heels, he flashed the light from his
hiead-lamp round the rocky walls which hemmed them in on
every side.

It was as he feared.

High above their hcads a faint speck showed the haole

* thiough which they had entcred, but no other exit presented

itself.

They were in a trap, from which there was no visible means
of escape, for the walls sloping fowards the hole in the

centre was absolutely unclimbable.

They stood at the base of an inverted funnel of solid rock.

Beckoning Dick Dauntless aside, Captain Flame pointed
out the peril of their position.

“But surely, sir, there is some way out?” cried Dick.

“There may be, though I doubt if it is a way w> will care
to follow,” was the reply. ‘Do you know where we are!”

“ Fxcept that we are underground somewhere, I have mot
the slightest idea,” confessed Dick.

“Weo are in the crater of an extinct submarine volcano,”
explained the inventor solemnly, ‘“and unless we are
fortunate enough to find a blow hols similar to the one above
us, we may never sec the Octopus again.”

*Why not remove our lead-soled boots, and float out
suggested Dick.

“Becauze above our heads lurks certain death,” was the
startling reply. * Watch!”

As Captain Flame spoke. he aimed at the sloping roof,
and pressed the trigger of his gun.

There was the usual
moment a horrible-looking monster, writhing in its decath
agonies, sank slowly to their feet.

It was not a fish, for it had no fins, nor was it a snake, as
the alarmed boys at first believed, for its blunt head was
provided with a huge, round, suckerlike mouth, inside which
could be seen circle after circle of cruel, sawlike teeth.

“ What a fearful monster! What is it?”’ asked Jack Orde,
with a shudder.

“T cannot exactly say, but I believe'it to be an enormous
beche de mer or sea ' cucumber,”” replied the inventor:
“ Whatever the creatures are. I have often found them in
caves beneath the sca. They fasten themselves by their
broader ends to the roofs, and sides of places likc this, and
seize any luckless fish that comes within reach of their iron
jaws, then their round teeth cut into their victim'’s flesh, and
it is all over with it. I have seen a huge Southsea shark
killed in a few seconds by one of these awiul monsters. No,
no, my lads, we must find some other way to the upper
ground earth, for if we were carried within reach of one of
those monsters, nothing could save us.”

As he ceased speaking, Captain Flame led the way to the
wall of rock that surrounded them followed by the now
alarmed boys. -

Presently the inventor halted, and gazed earncstly at some
floating seaweed, which, borne onward by an invisible
current, shot from out a hole near the floor of the pit, and,

“whirling round and. round, was carried swiftly towards the
opening above their heads through which they had entered.

9
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The next moment Captain Flame flung himself on to the
earth, erying:

“Down with you! Quick! For your lves!”’

‘Instinctively the boys okeyed.

The precaution availed them nething.

_A wide stream of hot, alumost boiling water, shot from cut
the cavernous opening near which they stcod, and, raising
them from the floor in a perfect pillar of sand, bore them,
relling over and over, towards the roof.

The heat was intense. And, gasping for breath. Dick
Dauntless found himself being raised with fearfal velecity,
straight towards a row of the horrible tea cucumbers.

As he approached, the monstess extended their terrible
suckcrlike mouths as though strivicg to draw him en te their
sawlike teeth.

Fiercely Dick struggled to avoid those fearful heads.

The force of the strcam was irresistible, and he had alveady
given himself up for lost, when, to hi: unspeakable relief, the
round, gaping mouths closed, and ihe monsters drew their
hideous heads into their stout bodies as the hot water which
had raised their supposed victim towards them, poured dewn
their throats.

The next moment Dick felt himself pressed amongst their
loathsome bodics.

But he nc longer feared them.

He knew that whilst that intolerable heat remained, they
would not touch him.

Besides, a swift glance had shown him Mopsa, Jack Orde,
and Will Avery disappearing through the circular opening
gowlndwhich the little Chinaman had so unfcrtunately been

vrled.

Overcoming his loathing of the sca eucumbers, Dick
Dauntless pressed his hands against the body of the nearest.
Exerting all his strength, he thrust himself towards the open-
ing, and, caught by the fierce current, was hurled like a
stone from a catapult into the outer sea.

As he passed, Jack Orde and Will Avery, who were peering
anxiously into the surging sticam below, caught him by the
legs, and drew him down.

Breathless, and almost overcome with hLeat, Dick flung
himself on to the weed-covered ground, revelling in the ccol
water which flowed around Lim.

.-Suddenly he looked up.

. *““Where is Captain Flame ? ’ he demanded anxiously.

Wiil Avery shcok his head.

“ He is still in that awful place below there,” he declared.
 Dick Dauntless staggerced to the edge of the pitiike open-
ing.

The thought of Captain Flame, helpless in the maw of one
of the fearful denizens of the cave, filled his heart with
horrer.

Careless of the danger that might await Lhim, he raised his
hands abcve his head, and plunged hcad-foremost through
the cpening.

Dick Dauntless was brave, but not foolhiardy.

Directly he felt the waters close in upon him, as though
he had been seized in a vice, and found himself being borne
with incredible swiftness downwards, he feared he had thrown
his life away for nothing.

But regrets were unavailing.

.~ No earthly power could sicp hinm now.

Down Le went, passing like a lightning-flash through the
funnel-like cave, to find himself being drawr down a pipelike
pa.ss}z)xge that apparently led into the very bowels of the
earth,

Or'ce Lis heart stood still as his head came in collision
with the rocf of the passage with a force that made his ears
sing again, for he feared lest the blow should have broken
the glass of his helmet.

But the tough, pliable glass resisted the impact, and, to save
himself from a similar danger in the future, Dick embraced
his head with his arms during the whole of the time that he
was in the grip of that resistless stream.

After a short time—it seemed an eternity to the terrified
boy—he found himself on the cuter edgs of a huge whirlpeol,
from the centre of which shone occasional flashes of many-
coloured flame, evidently reflected from some distant fire.

Striking out with all his might, Dick Dauntless put up a
gallant fight for life.

Instinctively he knew that if he was drawn into that glow-
ing whirlpeol, he was doomed, so, swinmming as he had never
swum befere, he strove to force his way cut of the whirl-
pool’s grasp.

Suddenly he started, and instinctively loosened his sword in
jts sheath. Something had brushed against his legs. . |

The next moment he thrust back his weapon, and. forget-
ful of his own danger, was swimming with all his strength
after the living bedy of Captain Flame, which was being
tossed round and rcund at the mercy of the waves.

How Dick Dauntless managed it he never knew. . -

“ All he was comscious of was one fierce, ccaseless, heart-
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breaking struggle against the waves; then, with a sigh of
relief, he found himself, paniing and well-nigh spent, but
with Captain Flame’s unccrnscieus body held tight in his
arms, on a soft bed of sand just out of reach of the fierc
vortex which had so nearly swallowed him. :

Slowly Captain Flame opencd his eyes. ’

He smiled faintly when ke saw Dick’s anxious {ace pressed
close to his own. . .

‘*Good boy—brave lad!” he murmured; then, struggling
to a sitting position, looked azround him.

Man of iron though he wzs, he shuddered as his eyes fell
upon the whirling vortex.

* Further—further away!” he muttered, in a weak,
voice. ‘‘Beware the reflux!”

Exhausted by thé effort, the inventor lapsed into uncons
sclousness.

Vague though Captain Flaine’s words were, Dick Dauntless
guessed their meaning.

The surging forth of the waters which had so miraculously
led comrades and himself from the funnel-like pit,
their irresistible return. showed that, for some unknown
reason, the sea was being drawn into the bowels of the earth,
and hurled ferth at rcgular intervals. '

There was no time to waste in vain surinises.

Raising Captain Flame in bis arms, Dick staggered towards
where a rocky wall forbade escape in that direction. .

But barely had he taken a dozen steps ere an earth tremor,
accompanicd by a noise like the artillery of a thousand battle-

faint

“ships fired in a Royal salute, scemed to shake ses und reck

alike. :

He was hurled to the ground, but, staggering to his feet,
glanced wildly behind him.

lThde-,- sight which met his gaze seemed to freeze his heart’s

oad.

The whirlpool was gone, but in its place appeared a wild,
surging waste of lurid, fire-reddened waters.

Even as ho gazed, the terrible flood was parted as a huge
mound, filled with wreaths of stcam, rease in its centre.

Larger and larger it grew, until it seemed to rcach as
far as Dick’s eyes could pierce. .

The tremors increased a hundredfold. The ground swayed
like a ship in the trough of a stormy sea; then, with starthng
suddenness, a deafening report thundered cn cvery side,
and a wild ery of horrer burst from Dick’s lips 25 he saw
the solid wall of rock before him crumble before his cyes,
whilst huge masses of rock, falling from the roof of the-
cavern, buried themselves in the sand to right, to left, in
front, behind him.

A Fearful Climb.

Expecting every mement to be crushed by one of the
falling pieces of rock or shrivelled to a cinder by the fearful
flames that played around hima. Dick Dauntless ciung bravely
to the limp body of Captain Flame.

Pale, but dauntless to the end, he awaited the death which
seemed Inevitable.

Suddenly an even louder report tham that which had half
dedfened him shortly befcre rang out.

The next moment he was lifted, as though by a giant hand,
and hurled at breathless speed straight towards a gap torn
in the side of the submarine mountain by the first explosion.

Rolled \cver and over, tossed this way and that like a
feather in a whirlwind, Dick and his burden were carried far
out from the mountain, the chasm through which he had
been hurled closing with a noise like thunder direct!y he had
passed through.

As his speed through the water diminished, he hegan to
sink. Turning his searchlight, which still blazed as brightly
as ever, downwards, he found he was sinking inte am
enormous gulf, so deep that the beams of his lamp failed to
find its bottom.

The law of falling bodies in the sea is exactly opposite to
that on land. In the air, the further one falls the quicker
he moves; in the sea, the deeper the fall the slower the
descent, and soon Dick found his downward progress so slow
that he had a difficulty in persuading himself that he was
moving at all.

The pressure on his body was awful, and realising that ho
could not hope to live if he dropped much further, he braced
himself for yet another fierce struggle for life. -

A little to his left he could just see a dark, rugged wall
of rock, evidently the side of the chasm into which he had
been hurled. .

Tightening his grip on Captain Flame, Dick leaned in the
direction he wanted to go, and, though every movement
caused him excruciating pain, half swam, helf scrambled
towards tho face of the rock. :

Again and again a feeling of utter exhaustion seemed to

render further effort impossible, but with that unconquerable -
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determination which is the peculiar birthright of Britishers,

he porsevercd, and was rewarded by reaching a narrow ledge,

some two fect in width, on which ho sank with a sigh of
velief, and, despite the peril of his position, dropped into

a sound, dreamless sleep. )

" Two hours later Dick Dauntless was awakened by what

he. at first took to be the subtcrrancan thunder which had

5 preceded the volcanic eruption, but when the sound was

: repeated, he felt convinced that it came from the throat of

some living creature in deadly peril.

Wondering what new peril the future might have in store,
Dick listened intently.

Again that fear-laden cry boomed forth.
= It came from somewhere beneath himn.

Peering over the edge of the platcau on which he had
slept, he gazed upon a sight such as sarely no living human
being had ever seen before.

& By the light of a lurid glare, the source of which Dick

; Dauntless could not so much as guess, he saw a wide, rock-

strewn valley somo five hundred fect beneath him. Along

this valley strange monsters, hke misshapen shadows, were
hastening, their backs turnied to the entrance to the valley,
where the glow was brightest.

In the centre of the valley, one huge hind-leg pinned
beneath a mighty rock as big as a house, which had cvident]y
been “hurled from the shattercd mountain, was an cnormous
creature—whether animal or reptile Dick could not deter-
mine—whose fearful bellows of pain, rage, and fear had
awakened him.- .

Its huge body, quite two hundred feet in length, was pro-
tected by a row of enormous spikes, which reached from the

“ tip of its long, thick tail to its enortnous head, and termi-

nated in.three horns, the smallest of which was as big round

as the mast of a full-rigged ship.

Now and again the monster would lash out with its tails,
sending the huge deep-sca crcatures, as big as elephants,
rolling to right and left as though they werc flies, as it
tugged and pulled at its imprisoned leg in a vain attempt to

: break free. ‘

2o So engrossed was Dick Dauntless with this strange and

terrible monster, that it was not until a loud hissing, like hot

iron plunged into water, reached his ears that he realised
the danger from which these undreamt-of inhabitants of the

: lower scas were fleeing. :

Looking in the- direction from whence the sound came, he
saw, to his horror, a huge wall of molten lava slowly creeping
down the valley.

It was a wonderful and an impressive sight.

3 The wave of fire was at least sixty fcet in height.

= From its glowing summit arose clouds of bubbles laden

with steam, which burst as they reached the cooler waters

above.

Already the heat was intense, and Dick realised that when
that fearful molten mass was bencath him it would be more
than flesh and blood could stand.

Eagerly he cast his eyes up the jagged face of the cliff,
and found to his joy that, dificult though the path, it was
not unclimbable.

His slecp had renewed his strength, and after a moment’s
reflection he determined to make the atternpt.

With his own and Captain Flame’s belt he fastened the
unconsecious inventor to his back, then, with a final glance at
t}119 kz’npproaching wall of lava, commenced his hazardous
climb.

Not for a moment did Dick Dauntless hide from himself
the peril that beset his every step.

A single slip, and he would be precipitated into the wall
of molten lava. '

Hoe had not the remotest idea how far he had to climb.

All he knew was that every foot surmounted would be a
foot further from the overpowering heat cast forth by the
raging fire beneath him.

. Laden as he was, Dick Dauntless could never have sur-

mounted the almost precipitous faco of the cliff had it been

on land.

But at that depth the pressure of the water around pressed
him close to the cliff, and thus enabled him to take ad-
vantage of projections which in the open air would not have
offered foothold to a cat.

Foot by foot, yard by yard, Dick Dauntless bore Captain

T e e

secemed about to fail him, his head throbbing as though the
bloodvessels in his brain must surely burst, he reached tho
= top, and flung himself down with a weary sigh on the sea-
= weed-covercd rocks of the upper plateau.

25 Then his greatly-tried powers of endurance gavo way.

o He was dimly conscious of a wild, fearful, pain-laden
bellow from the darker depths of the valley, which pro-
claimed that the monster had met its doom, then the scui-
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scape swam around him, and he fell unconscious across the
form of the man he had risked s0 much to save.

Two hours latef Jack Orde, Will Avery, and Mopsa found
thea on the dizzy edge of the chasm, and making a litter
with their guns and belts, carvied them back to the Octopus.

The Bully’s Punishment.

Dick Dauntless was little the worse for his thrilling adven-
tures, but Captain Flame was confined to his bunk for severa!
days, during which the Octopus continucd on her southwad
way, at greatly reduced speed, lest a sudden jar should dis-
turb tho patient. .

The chuins soon noticed the difference in thelr companion: =
made by the captain’s absence. e

Both Harry Monston and Karl Munchen threw all thoughts
of discipline to the winds, and absolutely refused to work
save when Mr. Maclntyre was actually with them. and thiz
as his engines occupied the greater part of his time, was no:
often. )

It was tho evening of the third day after Captain Fiame
had been coafined to his bunk that Dick Dauntless hastened
from the chart-room, where he had becn watching the life
of the sea through the plate-glass walls, into the generat
room, sumtioned thither by low moans and occasional burs
of sobbing. » :

He was alone, for Jack Orde, Will Avery, and Jack Alt H
straw were in the engine-room, taking lessons in mechanics =
from the engineer. for it was Captain Flame’s policy that
every boy should thoroughly understand the working of tha
Octopus, so as to be able to prove of use in case of emergency.

On the threshold of the general room Dick came to a dead
halt. The sight which met his eyes made his Llood boil in
his veins. o :

Suspended some eighteen inches from the floor by his pig-
tail, which was fastened to an iron ring in the ceiling, was
Mopsa. The Chinaman’s face was contorted with pain;
large tears chased ea-h other down his cheeks; now and again
llpw moans forced their way from his obstinately compressed
ips.

He was cvidently suffering terribly, but ha bore the pain
with the stoicism of his race. -

Charlie Fieet bung from a similar ring some four fect =
away. The rope that held hin: passed round his waisz. His . 3
feet could scrape against the floor.

At the moment of Dick’'s entrance, Karl Munchen and
Harry Monston had grasped the trembling youngster by the
heels. Drawing him back as far as the rope would allow,
they then sent him swinging at the Chinaman, who made
frantic efforts tc escape the impact, whilst Charlie, besido
himself with terror, waved his arms about, carcless of the H
fact that his elbows, knees, and fists poured blow after blow -
on to his fellow sufforer. b

“Go it. you Kilkenny cats! Fight it out!” roared Mon- ~

%

'l
S Fa

Ve

ston.
““Jah, Herr Mopsa, is dat to your liking?”. velled Karl :
Munchen, dancing round the swaying boys, and uttering 3
peals of cruel, heartless laughter.
The next moment a loud howl of pain burst froin his own i
lips, as he was sent rolling on the floor by a blow from

Dick Dauntiess's indignant fist. =
Then Harry Monston sprang aside, in a vain attempt te
avoid the avenger's charge. ) )
He was just half a second too late, and, recaiving the well-
merited blow between the eyes, sprawled heavily on the top
of the amiable German. :
“Lie there, vou cowards! Next time you had betier 4
inflict your torments on someone better able to protect thets-
selves,” eried Dick, as he cut Charlie ¥leet down.
With a girateful cry the youngster clung to Dick’s arm.
“Don’t let them toucli me again, Dauniless; I can’t bear
any more,” he sobbod. ¢ Before you came in Munchen arl
Monston were thrashing us with ropes-ends because we
would not fight.”
¢ The brutes!” ecjaculated Dick indignantly, adding, as the i

two, after exchanging a hurried whisper, rushed at him:
‘“What, want some more, eh? Well, you have come to the
right shop for it!” )

-~ As he spoke he backed to the nearest wall, then, dodging,
allowed Monston to bark his knuckles against the steel butk-
head, and sent Karl reeling back with a scientifically planted }
blow that put the German lad’s left eye out of action for . ox
the remainder »f the fight.

Baffled in their first attack, the two bullies drew back.

“Velly good, Dauntless; knock their shoulders off their
heads !”* shouted Mopsa, delighted at finding the tables turned
on his oppressors.

“You shut up, yoa yellow-skinned freak!" roared Mon-
ston, springing at the Chinaman and striking him across the

_mouth with the back of his hand.
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3iaking a litter with their guns and belts, the three carricd the unconsciocus Captain Flamc and Dick Dauntless back
to the subwmarine motor-car,

(See page 24.)

The next mom
left-hander

cn Dick was “‘sent to grass” by a cowardly blow in
back from Harry Monston, who, scrambling to his feet,
hastened to his chum’s assistance.

t as lightning Monston fell, doubled-up by a well-
od kick m the middle from Mopsa’s swinging foot.
How your little Mary likee that?” grinned Movsa
. with a loud shriek of alarm: “ Lockec-out, Bick!
warning came in the nick of time.

itching up a heavy ruler from the floor, Karl rushcd at
with hatred in his heart and injury in his eyes.

¢ Dick had attempted to have turned he would have been
ht at a disadvantage, so he did the next best thing by
‘ropping on his hands and knees, and allowing the infuriated
German to sprawl headlong over him.

But though Dick Dauntless thus skilfully disposed of one
fve, another remained.  Ere he could rise to his feet Munston
&3 upon him.

sed face downwards on the floor, Dick strove im vain

se

t he was on the floor agaiin, sent there
from Dick’s shoulder.

I

i1e might perchance have got rid of the English boy. but
be could do so Karl Munchen rolled over on the floor,
ed him by the throat.

n Dick excrted all his strength to release his thrcat
the other’s grasp

#1 Munchen tore at him like a wild beast, whilst Mun-
drummed mercilessly upon his

s senses reeled. His eyes seemed starting from his
It felt as though the shower of blows was bending
:i= ribs In ome at a time. N
* Monston! Munchen!”
As the angry voice rang out from the doorway the German
{ cased his hold. With a cry of alarm Munston sprang to
us feet. '

Standing in the doorway, his whkite face set stein and
determined, was Captain Flame.

Pale and trembling the culprits the
inventor with terror-stricken eyes.
“Oh. he! Oh, he! De bad fit is on him !”” moaned Mop:a.

regarded angry

Little Charlie Fleet, who had sprung to the door with a
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cry of oy directly he had seen Captain Flame, drew back
with an ill-sappressed ery of feur.

Dick Dauntless gazed at the inventor, and felt the blecd
chilled in his veins.

To a casual observer Captain Flame might have secmed as
calm and collected as ever. But it was his eyes which had
cooled the fierce passions of Munchen and Monston, as water
quenches five. which had  drawn  that terror-striciken cry
from Charlie Fleet, and had brought a sense of unwcnted
fear to Dick Dauntless’s brave heart.

Sparks of living fire seemed to flash from them. Letting
his eyes rest for a moment on Mopsa’s swinging form, hie
pointed the first and little finger of his right hand at the
guilty couple, as he thundered:

““That is your doing, cowards, brutes, withcut feeling or
sense, that you are!”

He took a step nearer the bullies. With wild wails of
terror they fell on their knees.

They tried in vain to plead for mercy. They could not
form a word with their parched lips.

Another sten, and Captain Flame was almost upen them.
Raising his long, white hands above his head, until they
looked like the talons of some fearful bird of prey, he towered
over the shrinking boys.

A picrcing shriek of despair broke from Karl’'s lips. It
was answercd by a fearful, mirthless laugh, so cruel, so
hate-laden was it that Dick shuddered.

He forced himseif to look into the inventor’s pale, rage-
contorted face.

What he read there caused him to spring forward and
thrust himseclf between Captain Flame and the objects of his
wrath. :

“(Captain Flame, sir, what would you do? For Heaven’s
sake don't kil them !”” he cried, scarce knowing what he said.

A sudden contortion, as though a spasm of unbearable
pain had shot through his frame, crossed the inventor’s face.
His eyes shone with fearful intensity upon the daring boy;
then, without a word, he wheeled rcund and strode from the

room. )
A sigh of unspeakable relief burst He

lanced at Karl and Monston. i o
ggﬁic\?eri%g to such an extent that their teeth rattled like
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 187,
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‘castanets, they were crecping rather than walking to the

engine-room. .

A whimpering ory from Mopsa reminded him that the
little Chinaman was still suspended by his long hair to the
iron ring.

Drawing a chair to benoath the suffering little creature,
;he sprang on to it, and raised him under onc arm whilst he
‘disengaged his pigtail from the ring.

. The mannikin was trembling in every limb. His wizened
iface was a_fearful pale yellow.

. “What Mopsa tell you, Dick?” he asked, in an awe-
‘stricken whisper. ¢ Captain Flame one big debbil when he
igot bad fit on him.”

Dick nodded. Captain Flame’s face, as he had scen it
transformed into that of a fiend, rose before his eves.

“ Where are those two going?” he asked, looking after
his late foes, who were in the act of passing through the
doorway that led to the engine-room.

The little Chinaman looked fearfully around him.

“To their punishment, perhaps to their deaths,”” he whis-

ipered, in hushed, awed tones.
i Dick Dauntless inquired no further. Truth to tell, he was
too exhausted to take much interest in anything just then,
and having escorted Mopsa and Charlie to their dormitory,
the walked thoughtfully to the chart-room.

Captain Flame was standing before the plate-glass wall,
\gazing straight before him, motionless as a statuc.

. As Dick entered the inventor turned, and the boy was
Jstruck with the fearful change that had taken place in his
Ivisage. .

.~ His kindly smile was gone; his usual calm had deserted
thim. His face was that of an angry fiend rather than the
face of a human being.

Without a word the inventor walked swiftly from the room,
end though he fixed his cycs on the boy as he passed, Dick
knew hc did not see him.

The next morning, when Dick Dauntless entered the
gencral-room, he found all the boys, except Harry and Karl,
gathered round the notice-board.

Wondering what new order had been issued during the
night, he approached, and read as follows:

* Karl Munchen and Harry Monston to undergo forty-
eight hours in tho engine-room without water.  Richard
Dauatless to be second in command of the Octopus.”

Pledged!

. For several days after tho fight in tho general-room,
i‘(?apmm Flame wandered about the Octopus cnveloped in a
‘moody silensce, which none dare attempt to break.

{ A heavy cloud seemed to have settled on the moving house.
jEven Mopsa, under the depressing influence of the captain’s
{*“bad time,” had no heart for his usual jokes and mischievous
ipranks.

It was as though the Octopus was peopled with ghosts, so
silently did the o:cupants move about, talking in whispers
‘and shrinking away into dark corners whenever the inventor
‘approached.

» A sense of fear seemed to hang round the grim, silent,
and lowering man.

. Tha depression was not lessened by the reappearance of
1Xarl and Harry, who emerged from the engine-room broken,
spiritless relics of their former selves.

Nor was that the worst.

.~ Even when, under the influence of rest and good food, they
'slowly recovered their former condition, their whole natures
:seomed to have become soured. Refusing to mix with the
other boys, they spent every moment of their spare time
.whispering apart.

Now and again Dick Dauntless caught them glancing at
him with looks of concentrated hatred that filled him with a
vague uneasiness.

n vain he attempted to gain their friendship. Gibes and
insults met his approaches.

“ All right, you fellows; if you don’t want to be friends, I
am not going to force myself upon you,” he said at last, after
the two had literally turned their backs on him whilst he
was speaking.

With a snarl like that of a wild beast Karl Munchen turned
upon him, crying:

“Friends! Do you think Harry and I would be friends
}vlvitl(xl tlym jumped-up jackanapes who has becn put over our

eads "’

“1f Dick Dauntless has becen made second in command, it
was because he deserved it. Which of you would have stuck
to-Captain Flame when he was unconscious, and have brought
him safely out of that awful chasm?” ciied Jack Orde, up
at arms in defence of his chum.

i “Neither of us. We would rather have lcft him to die,

-and have returned home rejoiced to think that a cruel tyrant

“was no more,” hissed Karl Munchen, in low, guarded toncs.
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“ You think a great deal of him now. Wait until you have
been on the Island of Lost Hopes. Wait until you have seen
the works, and the hopeless ones slaving out their lives in
the mines. Who is this Captain Flame, that he should ste:!

_us_from our friends, should keep us shut up in this novieg

prison against our wills?”’

He paused to reoover breath, then added. more vehomentiy
than ever, though in lower tones:

* But I tell you he will not tyrannise over us much ionger.
There are brave hearts on the
that—="" - .

He ceased speaking, his chin dropped almost to lus =
His face grew livid, and he trembled in every himb, :
haggard eycs gazed in mute despair upon the stern forn: i
Captain Flame, which stood framed in the doorway.

A silence as of the grave filled ‘the voom. All cyes
turned upon the inventor. A sense of coming tragedy
the air.

Suddenly a low laugh escaped Captain Flame's lips

* Plain “speaking, Herr Karl Munchen,” he crind
though there was a ring of menace in his tones, Dick D
less rejoiced to hear that he spoke more like himself tha
had heard him since the fight in the general-room. * 1t
are new graves on the island since we were there last.
haps, who knows, vet another may be waiting for orc
us!"

A moan of terror burst from the German lad’s lins
essaved to speak, perhaps to excuse himself.

But Captain Flame silenced him with a look, and beckan-
ing Dick and Jack to follow, led the way into the chiit-
room.

Closing the door behind him, he placed a hdnd on cithor
boy’s choulders.

“I need not warn you not to let the vapourings of Karl
Munchen disturb you,” he declared. ‘I am what man's
injustice has made me—one with a mission, to furthe» whica
it i3 necessary that I should employ many men. What and
who these men are you will understand when we roach tho
island. Until then, are we friends?”’

Dick Dauntless glanced at the pale, calm, determinad face.
looking so kindly into his own, and impulsivelr held out
his hand.

Captain Flame took it in his own.

Ha

“ It is well, lad; you saved my life, and I swould be loth~

to lose you,” he said, with more emotion than Dick had
believed him capable of showing. ‘I make you this offer.
We are within a day’s run of the Cape of Good Hope: I wiii
land .you there with sufficient wealth to make you both rich
men for life, or you shall share whatever fortune Fate has in
store for me. ake time to consider, lads, for mind, your
decision once given will be irrevocable.”

Dick Dauntless would have spoken, but Captain Flame held
up his hand.

“Stop!” he cried impressively. It is but fair that [
should tell you something of the life I lead—the life that
you must share if you remain on the Octopus. It is a life
of peril, a life of adventure, a life of devotion to duty, the
very nature of which you may not know. But I tell you.
boy, the welfare of a great people is in my hands, and that
the task to which you will be pledged will be the noblest to
which a man can devote his life. Death will ever be at our
elbows. When we rise in the morning we will not be ablo
to say if our next sleep will not b2 the long one hich
knows no awakening. When we retire to rest none can siy
if we will ever wake again. Does not the prospect appail
ou?”’

“No!” was the simultaneous reply of both boys.

“ Then let me know your minds within an hour.”

“ Mine is already made up. I will stick to you through
thick and thin,” interrupted Dick Dauntless.

O‘(‘iAnd you, Jack?” demanded Captain Flame, turning to
rde.
¢ stick to Dick!” was the youngster’s reply.

“ Bravely spoken!” cried Captain Flame, the satisfaction
that shone from his cyes showing how much he appreciated
the boys’ expressions of loyalty. ““ And I, in turn, prcmise
to deal faithfully and rightly Ly you, and when my mission
ends—-as ond it shall—in victory to the cause of right, you
shall share my triumph!”

He paused once more, and the gleam of happiness which
had lightened his face faded, to be replaced by the only ook
of hesitation Dick Dauntless ever saw on those strong features

“ And when my evil hour—what Mopsa calls my * bad
time '—is upon me, think of what I have suffered, and judge
me not,” he said, almost pleadingly.

With a sudden movement he tore off his upper garments,
and, turning his back to the astonished boys, showed that it
was crossed and recrossed by long, white scars.

Without a word of explanation he replaced his clothes,
then said in his ordinary tones:

R}{_— ~Now
. .

B

island who have swoin
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«But I tell you,” sald Karl Munchen, “Captain Flame will not tyrannise over us much longer. There are
brave hearts on the island who have sworn that ——» He ceased speaking suddenly, his chin dro ped
l almost on his chest. His haggard eyes gazed in mute despair upon the stern form of the commander of the

submarine motor-car, which stood framed in the doorway. (See page 26.)

“ Come, lads, we have been confined far too long in the
Octopus. What do_you say to stretching our legs a bit?
lring your guns in case Wwe Iun across anything worth
shooting.’*

distance away, but surely there would be no barm in exploring
that beautiful and inviting sea-glade.

Strange forms darting wbout the seaweed stalks at the
bottom of the glade decided him.

They wero evidently fish of some unknown specics, and
he defermined t6 carry one back to the Octopus.

Signing Charlie Fleet to keep behind him, Dick descended
the sloping bank with his gun at the ready, thea pressed
eagerly forward, knee deep in the swaying weeds.

Suddenly he threw his gun to his shoulder, and pressed
the trigger, as a strange creature, with a body some eighteen
inches in length, long, grasshopper-like legs, at least twice
as long as its body, sprang from out the weeds at his feet
and fled through the water, its long legs stretched out behind

From Peril to Peril,

“ Tired, Charlie® asked Dick Dauntless of the youngest
Qctopian,

* Not a little bit,” declared the youngster readily. ‘‘ But
aren’t we getting rather a long way from the Octopus?”’ he
added, glanging uncasily towards where the searchlight of
the moving house shone dim and_indistinct in the distance.

They had. left the Octopus about an hour before, and,
1aiving off, had set out to explore the ocean depths in search
of sunken treasure. :

it.
" ick Dauntless had chosen Charlie Fleet to accompany Dick had by this time grown an adept with his weapon,

kim, and to carry any game he might chance to shoot.

Everyone had taken the opportunity of a ramble over the
uneven bottom of the ocean.

iven Mr. Maclntyre had been induced to leave his
beloved engines fo take care of themselves for once.

The Octopus was absolutely deserted.

None anticlpated danger to her. Who was there to inter-
fore with her i those untrodden depths?

Dick glanced carelessly towards the car.

“ Perhaps we are, but we can still see her searchlight, so
wo are not disobeying orders,” he replied, in.answer to
Charlie’s question, ]

As Dick spoke he looked towards a gully, its banks over-

grown with bright green seaweed.

As Charlie had intimated, the Octopus was certainly some
M xT mx; “THE GIPSY. SCHOOLBOY."
WEEENT 7By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

b

and pierced by the bullet the grotesque little creature san
dead amongst the weeds.

Dick picked the creature up, and threw it to Charlie,
saying: -

“Here, kiddie, put it in your bag, it may be good to
eat. At any rate. the captain will like to skin it for his
collection.” .

“ What is its name, Dick?”’ asked Charlie, as he obeyed.

“The Water Wallaby,” replied-Dick, giving it the first
name he could think of.

And Water Wallaby the long-legged jumpers were called
ever afterwards, for they proved delicious eating, with flesh
more nearly approaching decr’s meat than anything yet

found in the forests beneath the sea. '

(Another long instalment of this thrilling adventyre story next week.) =
. TeE GEM RARY.—No. 187.
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Next Thursday.
«“THE GIPSY SCIHOOLBOY.”

This is the title for next week's splendid long. complete
school tale, dealing with the further adventures of Toin
Merry & Co. Martin Clifford has written about a new-comer
to St. Jim's—as the title suggests—and you will be interested
from the first chapter to the last. when you read of the

* stirring adventures which befall )

«THE GIPSY SCHOOLBOY.”

- Please do not fail to place an early order for vour copy of
the Gew Library.

Held Over.

Many rcaders may be disappointed this week because there
is no aviicle on this—their page, as owing to want of space, 1
have been obliged to hold it over until next Thursday. My
friends have so inundated me with letters and suggestions
that I am anxious to reply to as many as possible, and so
have devoted a whole page to them this week.

A Good Suggestion.

. ¢ Balham.

“Dear Lditor,—Just a line to tell you how I enjoy
reading the GEM cvery week. Tt is simply fine.  In my
opinion there are no books on the market for boys half so
good as the old GEeM, and its companion * The Magnet.” 1
know I should find the week jolly cull without having these
two ripping libraries to look forward to on Tuesdays and
Thursdays.

“T can find no fault with them, bat I would like to make
a suggestion, if it would not make you angry with me. My
idea 1s, could you run two complete stories each week 4in
one of the papers, the Gem or ‘ The Magnet,” instead of one
and a scrial? Not that I don’t like the serials. I think they
are ripping, but a rattling complete story about the subject
of various sports, for instance, would Le absolutely Al,
coming in the same book as the Tom Merry or Harry
Wharton stories. Please don’t think I am complaining,
dear Editor. but perhaps you could find out from your other
-readers how my idea would go down.

“With best wishes,

“Your faithful reader,
“ITarry 8.7

The above strikes me as being a good suggestion, which
might ‘bo carried out in future numbers of the Gem; but I
should like to know what the rest of my friends think of ii.

A Reader’s Plot.

A constant reader of ““ The Magnet”’ Library, our popular
comganion paper, writes me a letter, in which he takes the
trouble to outline a complete plot round which he suggests
that popular Frank Richards should weave one of his famous
stories of Greyfriars School. This is very praiseworthy of
my reader, and-I am very grateful for any suggestions or
ideas; but in connection with this particular one I must point
out to him that his plot bears a very close resemblance to
that contained in No. 172 of “The Magnet’ Library, the
story being entitled ‘‘The School on Strike.”” This seems
to be a very curious coincidence, and perhaps my friend, for
some reason, failed to read that particular number of his
favourite paper.
for his letter, and hope to hear from himagain.

- A Chat Page in “ The Magnet,”

In a long and welcome letter, a Liverpool reader of the
Geyx and “The Magnet ™ Libraries makes an interesting
suggestion. " After praising our lively companion paper in

. the most generous manner, and enumerating all his favourite

In any case, I am much obliged to him

characters, he appeals to me to start a Chat Page in “The
Magnet,”” just-as I have done in the GEM.

I wonder what ‘“ Magnet ' readers in general think of mg
Liverpool reader’s suggestion? Of course, all my chums of
the GEM also read ¢ The Magnet.”” so that I know I am
appealing to the right publi¢ to tell me whether they . wi
my correspondent’s suggestion carried out or not. Perh
my chums will kindly drop me a postcard giving the:r
opinions on the question. My Liverpool chum also reguests
me to ask if some London boy or girl reader will write to
him and give him their opinion of * The Magnet ™ Librar:.
Here is my chum’s address: Master E. J. Nelis, 177, Linic ¢
Road, Litherland, Liverpool. North Iud.

One of the Right Sort.

Here is a posteard I recently received from a reader who
is evidently one of the * right sort "

“ Norwich.
““Dear Editor,—I- am a constant reader of vour famous
paper, and I am trying my hardest to get all who are non-
readers to get it. I keep passing it round to several chuins.
and all who read it vote the new serial better than the
last. G. B
Thanks. G. B. If each of my readers would do me as goad
a turn as you do, the GrM would be even better known than
it is at present, which is saying a great deal.

More Back Numbers Wanted.
I am constantly getting requests from readers for back

“numbers of the GEM and “ Magnet ™ Libraries, which. beting

out of print, cannot be obtained from these offices. All I ca::
do, therefore, for the applicants is to publish their requests,
together with their names and addresses, on the chance of
some fellow-reader being able to oblige them. This week I
Houghton, of 1l. Zenoria Street, Fast Dulwich. S.E.. ard
L. Wells. of 113, (ator Street, Peckham. S.E.. are both
anxious to procure back numbers of the GEwm, the formner
desiring “ very old "’ numbers—presumably the halfpen:y
ones; the latter, any number below No. 160.

Measurements of a Cricket Bat.

C. B. F., of Twickenham, writes to inquire whether there
are any hard and fast rules laid down by the M.C.C. as to
the measurements of a cricket bat. and if so, what the correct
dimensions are. Naturally, C. B. F., the measurements of a
cricket bat are confined to strict limits, otherwise who kious
what freakish implements would be turned out by some
enterprising makers. ®

The blade of the bat must not measure more than four and
a quarter inches across in any part. and the overall length.
including handle, must not exceed thirtyv-eight inches. 1
trust you are satisfied, C. B. ¥.. and am glad you have had
such a successful season. With famous initials like yours,
you ought to be an expert at the game. :

Concerning Pall Mall,

“James S..” a reader of an inquiring turn of mind. puts
rather an interesting query to me. He says that he has
heard that the famous thoroughfare in the heart of London's
¢ clubland,” known as Pall Mall derives its name from some
kind of game that used to be popular in England in the olden
times, and would like to know if this is true. Yes, “ James

.,”’ you have been quite correctly informed. Pall Mall was
called after the ancient game of the same name, which was
much in vogue in this country in the Stuart times.

The game originally came from France, and consisted of
driving a ball with a wooden mallet through hoops driven in
the ground or suspended from poles. It can thus be considered
the forerunner of croquet. .

We are told that St. James’s Park was the favourite
rendezvous of the followers of the game.
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