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A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete School Teﬂe Dealing with the Adventures of
225 Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

““Hallo, what's “'n:mil with Cavendish?" exclaimed Tom Merry.
3 “What's happened ?" asked Tom.,

shivering with cold.

CHAPTER 1,
A Hot Chase!
# HE ice is ripping!” said Tom Merry, with great
satisfaction.

“ Bimply wippin’, deah boy!" chirruped Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth Form. * Now we'll show
those New House boundahs what skatin® is weally like !

“ ¥Yea, rather!”

It was a keen, sharp winter dav. Morning lessons were
over at Bt. Jim's, and half the school had crowded down to
the banks of the Ryll.

The river, which in summer bubbled and murmured among
the rushes, was frozen hard: from bank to bank was a hard
surface of gleaming ice. ;

And the thoughts of all the St Jim’s fellows turned to
ekating, Those wh#® did not possess, or could not beg,
borrow, or steal sk 05, had to content themselves with the
humbler joys of sliding.

Tom Merry & Co. of the School House had brought their
skates down to the bank as soon as they were out of the
Form-room. And Figgins & Co. of the New House were
thera just as soon,

The towmg-path was crowded with fellows., juniors and
soniors, In twos and threes and fours they whizzed out on
the ice.

““*Fallen in the river?' (See Chapler 11.)

Cavendish was drenched with water, and }

Naturally, the old rivalry of School House and New House
broke out at once. Figgins & Co. meant to show the School
House fellows that what they didn't know about skating
wasn't really worth knowing, and Tom Merry & Co. intended
to make it quite clear that they could skate Figgins & Co.'s
heads off, so to speak.

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn scon had their skates on, and
they .ﬁid out on the ice together.

Monty Lowther of the Shell skouted after them in alarmg

“Figgins! Figgy! Danger!”

Figging whizzed round.

“What's that?" he demanded.

“ Danger!” said Lowther solemnly.

*“ Rats!” said Figgins. “ The icoe 15 as hard as a rock!
If you're troubled with nerves, Lowther, vou'd better sig
there and wateh !

““No ice could possibly stand TFatty Wynn's weight "
replied Lowther, pointing a warning forefinger at the fat
Fourth-Former. * You're in danger! If Fatty should sit
down 16 means a shocking skating fatality for the whole
party—' "

“*Silly ass ! shouted Fatty Wynn, turning red.

Fatty Wynn was a good weight, but he did not like
allusions to that circumstance, :

‘““Ha, ha, ha !

“Wait till that ass Lowther gets on tha ice, and we'll
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bump him over ! muttered Fatty Wynn. * We'll give him
a chance to break the ice by sitting down.”
- And Figeins and Kerr grinned a=sent.

The Terrible Three of the Bhell-Tom Merry and Manncrs
and Lowther—soon had their ekates on, and were gliding out
from the bank. Blake of the Fourth shouted a warning to
them :

“ Lool out for Figgins 1™

“ Here, you keep off the grass, you New Iouse asses!’
exclaimed Tom Merry, as Figgins & Co., with their hands
joined, came shooting down upon the Terrible Three,

But the New House trio only grinned, and came on at &
terrific speed.

At the last moment. when a collision seemed unavoidable,
they parted, and cireled round the Shell fellows, at the same
time reaching out and shoving them violently in passing.

Monty Lowther and Manners sat down on the ice, their feet
flying into the air, and Tom Merry only saved himself by
periorming a series of kangaroo-like jumps that elicited
yells of laughter from the fellows on the bank.

Ow '’ g.&spf-sl Lowther. * The silly asses

“Yow!"” said Manners. *“ The dangerous fatheads—

“ Oh, my hat ! panted Tom Merry, as he righted himself
at last. *“ Gerrup and after them! We'll squash them for
that !

Lowther and Manners laboured to their feet.
& Co., laughing loudly, were speeding down the river. Raght
down the Ryll, as far as the island moré than a mile away,
the sheet of ice extended, unbroken—a splendid ran for the
skaters. Not till the island was past was there any thin
or_dangerous ice. '

Figgins & Co. skated on at Lreathless speed, and fast on
their track raced the Terrible Three,

“We'll go right round the island and give 'em a raco
hack I’ chuckled Figgins. * We'll show “em the New lHouse
can skate !’

“YWhat-ho I grinned Kerr.

They swept on past the island. In summer a mass of green
trees and EI}WI'.'.I'R_ the island was now grim and leafless,
banked with frozen snow, surrounded by frosty and rotten
reeds. Beyond the island the ice was less sale where the
river broadened out and the eurrent ran fast among the
shallows. But Figgins & Co. skated on, thinking only of
heating the School House {fellows in the race.

They were holding their own too; the Terrible Three were
twentw vards behind as the New Ilouse trio swept past the
island. '

Tom Merry was well ahead, gaining a little on Figgins
& (o., but Manners and Lowther had not gained an inch,

As Figgins & Co. shotipast ihe island Tom Merry turned
his head a little to call back to his chams:

“ They're going round the island. Tl keep on.  You
fellows turn back there, and get in their way and stop 'em 1”7

“oond CRE 179

Tom Merry

12

Figgins

Figgina & Co. disappeared round the island,
put on a spurt and raced after them, and a mass of leafless
trees hid him algo from view, Manners and Lowther cireled
round, and shot back to get between the returning New
House juniors and St. Jinr's,

Round the island came Figging & Co., their faces red with
exercise, their scarves flyingéin the wind,

Figgins uttered an ejaculation ;
i "l'fhey’te stopped for us 1

Manners and Lowther were xight in their road, shating
to meet them.

“ Dodge "em |V saud Faity Wynn.

“ We can ekate their silly heads off I said Werr con-
fidently. “ We'll walk round *emn !”

“Right-ho!" grinned Figgins.

The New House trio whizzed on, and saddenly separated
and circled round Manners and Lowther, simply leaving
them standing.

In a second they were past, and Manners and Fowilier
turned furiously in pursuit.
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“[Ta, ha, ha!” roared Figgins, ' This is where we smile
Whe's cock House af 8t Jim's?" :

“ New [Mouse !’ chortled Kerr and Wynn,

Tom Merry was still out of sight- behind the island.
Manners and Lowther skated desperately after Figgins & Co,,
and gained on them a little. But the New House juniors
were still well ahead when they eame whizzing home,

“ New House wins!” roared Redfern. * Go home and
learn to skate, you School House bounders [

“Where's Tom Merey 7 chuekled Figgine,  * Blessed i
he isn't still out of sight |

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

Manners amd Lowther halted, panting.
grinned at them provokingly.

“Youwd betier run back and pick Tom Merry up and
carry him home ! he suggested, ** The poor chap is fagged
out !  He's sitting down to rest somewhere ! :

“Oh, go and cat coke ! said Lowther crossly.

The chums of the Shell were cxtremely exasperated. They
hiad been beaten in the race, and their leader, the champion
skater of the School House, had actually not come into sight
vet. Manners and Lowther looked back along the river.
The island was out of sight, hidden by a bend of the stream.
Round the bend they cxpected every moment to see Tom
Merry come whizzing, But he did not come.

“Oh, he'l come Lhome in a eab!” chuckled Kerr,

“ Ila, ha, ha i”

“Bai Jove! Tt's wathah wotten to let the New House
heat you, deah boys!” said Avthur Augustus D'Arey. ™1
don’t call that upheldin’ the honah of the School House, you
know., I wegard Tom Mewwy as an ass !’

“ Ho might have bucked up for once!” said Jack Blake
El‘l}ﬁ:ﬁl}". ‘1 don’t think thig 13 a time for sitting down to
rest.’

“The poor kid is tired ! chuckled Figgins.
vou School ouse bounders off your legs !’

““(Mh, rats "

“Yaas, wats, vou duffah

“ 7T say, the e sk safe on the other side of the island !
remarked Dighy of the Fourth, * What did you find it Yike,
Figgins ?**

Figgins-iooked suddenly crave. :

"Fr]i{}n’l- think sbout that,” he sail. T remember T
heard a crack as we eame round, but we were soon on good
iceragain,’ '

“ T suppose nothing ean have happened- ; :

The laughter suddenly died away among the juniors. T
was extraordinary tha® Tom Merry did not return. The
slowest skater there would have been back by that time.

Monty Lowther’s face became pale at the terrible thought
that shot into his mind, and wit]lufmt a word he turned and
raced desperately up the river, Manners at his heels. In a
moment Figgins & Co., and Blake, and Herries, and 1I¥ Arey,
and Digby, and half a dozen more fellows were tearing after
them, the same thought in all minds, that Tom Merry had
met with an aecident on the thin ice; that even while they
had been laughing and chipping the Bhell fellow might have
been ﬂrup‘.;gﬁng in the iey water—struggling with grim
death |

Figgins & Co.

“We'lve run

& |

Ly
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CHAPTER 2.
In the Shadow of Death.

RA-A-AACK!
Taom Merry drew in his breath quickly as he heard

the long, threatening crack of the ice nunder hun.

Piggins & Co. had vanished round the jsland, and Tom
Merry was following in their tracks, :

But the iee which had ereaked under Tiggins & Co.,
eracked as Tom Merry came dashing across it,

In the exeilement of the race, the juniors had forgotten
that fiu the shadows bevond the island the ice was thin and
unsafe,

Tom Merry was forcibly reminded of it as he heard tho
long erack under him,

Crac-c-cchk !

“ Oh, my hat!”

A long slit opened in the lee—slits appearcd round it,
gpreading on all sides. Water oozed over the ice.

Tom Merry put on a desperate spurt fo get past the
dangerous zone,

But there was no tune,

With a louder, sharper erack, the iee laiwrly split undep
Lim. and 10 a second more he was struggling in the water,

Thoe sudden plunge “into icy water made him gasp
painfully. :

Fortunately he was a first-class swimmer., Ilis head did
not go under. He struck out at once amid the fragments
of floating ice, struggling to reach the yet unbroken portion
of the frozen surface, 1o drag himself out,
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impetns was great, and he shot alon
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But the thin, erumbling ice broke off in his grasp.

Once be succeeded in getting his knee on the frozen sheet,
but as he dragged himself up his weight broke it through,
and he plusged in again with a gasp.

he gop in the fce was several yards across now, and the
hlack water bubbled and swirled round him, seeking to drag
him nnder to his doom,

Tom Merry was brave, but he shuddered at the ihought of
being suncked away under the ice in the grip of the current
te certain death

There was no help at hand

Figgins & Co., with Manners and Lowther after them, wore
speeding bael to St Jim's as fast as they could skate. The
mass of the island bid them from Tom Merry's sight, and
they were out of the reach of his voice,

He shouted as loudly as he eould, but only the echio of his
voice from the frosty trees on the bauk answered him,

A ¢hill ran through the junior,

He fclt the e¢hill of the water creeping inte his very bones,
ns he struggled there, seeking to drag himself upon the
cracking, crumbling ice,

Naowhoere was il strong enough to support s weight.

Under his frantic efforts it broke away in sheets, and the
gap round him grew larger and larger,

He ceased to struggle at last, and held on to the edge of

the tce, to keep himself from sinking, and shouted again and
aAsatn,
“Ilelp ! Helpl”?
NEXT
WEDNESDAY :
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Mr. Rateliff's legs shot from under him as he stepped on the

clawing wildly at the atmospherc., (See Chapler =)
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Where were his friends? 1 he did not return they could
come to look for him. But how long—how lotig? They had
no idea that there had been an accident. Figging & Co. had
gone safely over the dangerous ice; they wonld not guess
that it had collapsed under Tom Merry.

llis gaze swept anxiously along the towing path. Surely
sOotcone must come |
He gasped with relief at the sight of a bovy in an

overcont and a silk hat, striding along ihe towing peth from
the direction of Rylcombe.

[le was a lad of about Tom Merry's own age, and looked
e o schoolboy, though he was not a St Jim's fellow.
Tom Merry did not know him by sight,

“Help ! shouted Tom.

The lad on the towing path .:«EHHH':T and looked round, as
he heard the shout; and then, seeing the junior in the goap
in the ice, he ran along the bank until be came abreast
of him.

“Hallo " he called out.

*“ Help I'" shouted Tom. *° Come and Iend me a hand !

T ire {-rt}H'I." I“HLI_:{] at hi]l.{ 1=H1t:t:|!f‘|'1!_"l._ elruj came ont on the
Jut at the first threatening crack he backed awgy
precipitately,

““1—]1 . say, I'm sorry!” he
The ica isn'l safe !’
Tom Merry panted.
“Loean’t keep up much longer!™ he exelaimed.  “1'm

Tur Gru Lisgany.—No. 308.
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half frozen! Get something for me to cateh hold of-—a pule
or something ! Do you want to see me drown 1"

The other hesitated.

His face had gone pale, and he backed further away, and
scrambled back to the safety of the bank. '

On the towing-path arainghe looked about him helplessly.

Tom Merry gritted Ris teeth. The fellow was evidently
in a state of he?piuss funk, and nothing would have induced
Liim to venture upon the ice again,

“What can 1 do?" the boy called out. " 1'll do anything
I can! But the ice won't bear my weight!”

“ Drag a paling off the fence there ! shouted Tom Merry.
“Then come out and hold it to me, and I can pull myself
out !’

CF-T'H try 1?

The boy ran to the fence af the back of the towing-path,
and dragged at one of the long palings. It resisied his
offorts for a minute or more, Lut 1w dragged away
desperately, and the paling came off. He ran eTﬂWIl to the
rushes with it in his hands,

It was six feet long, and if he had ventured oult on the
ice with it, he could have reached the shore of the island,
and so extended it to Tom Merry. There would have been
risk in doing it, but Tom Merry would have taken that risk
without a thought, and he naturally expected the, other
fellow to do it.

“Get across to the island !’ he shouied.

“J—I can’t! The ice won't bear!”

“ Do want to see me drown, you funk?” shouted Tom
Merry., * Come near enough to chuck it to me, then 1V

The boy hesitated, his face Hushing and paling in turns,

It was evident that he did not want to set foot on the
frozen river agaln,

Tom Merry shouted to him furiously. Iis limbs wera
frozen by the chill of the water, his hands numbed by their
dontact with the ice he was clinging to. He knew that he
could not hold out for many minutes now. It was maddenin
to see the fellow hesitating on the shore, while dark death
was creeping upon him. If only one of his chums had been
near !

“Throw it to me!” Tom shouted. “T can hang on io it
ill help comes, if you're afraid! 1 can’t hold on 1o the e
any longer! Come near enough to chuck it l”

'i:]'m other stepped on the ice at last. :

He crept forward slowly and gingerly, the wooden paling
in his hands. An ominous erack from the ice made hin
halt, and he threw the paling desperately and ran baci.

The paling c¢razhed on the ice, six or seven feet out of
Tom Moerry's reach,

The bov scrambled on the towing-path again, _

Tom Merry's eves blazed.  With the wooden paling lo
support him, he might have floated till help came.  His
numbed and nerveless hands could no longer grip the ice.
But the paling was out of his reach.

“Ob, you funk !” he panted. " You'll let me drown—you
funk 1™

“T—1 can’t do anvthing !’

The boy stood on the shore, his face deadly pale.

“Help !” shouted Tom Merry, ‘“Help! Help!”

To his joy, an answering shout came from beyond the
island. ;

“We're coming, Tom !

Tt was Monty Lowther's veilceo,

“Help I

* Buek up, Tommy !’

“ Look cut for the gap ! Tom Merry =houted,
the island !’

* Right-ho ™

Tom Merry, with new hope in his heart, heard Lowther
scrambling on the island, and a moment or two later the
Shell fellow came bursting through the frozen thickets.

He lLad kicked off his skates. He gave o quick glance
round for Tom. But Tom Merry's strength was expended,
and even as Lowther spotted him he went down.

Lowther did not hesitate a second. With a tremendous
Jeap, he was in the water, and his grasp fastened upon Tom
Merry and diagged him up as he was sinking, .

Tom’s head came above the water again,

“Hold on !t panted Lowther.

Tom clung to him with his numbed arms, and Lowther
held on to the cracking ice. Three or four more juniors
came bursting through the thickets to the shore of the izland.

Manners crept out cauticusly on the ice, and reached the
paling where it lay.

“ (atch hold, Manty !"?

Lowther eaught the paling with one hand, holding on to
Tom with the other. Manners was on the ice six feet from
the island shore. He dragged, and tho ieo cracked under
him. He went through, but at that spot the water was
shallow close to the shore, and his feet rested on the ground
four feet under the surface,

“Get on

Figgins and Kerr and Wynn plunged in recklessly to his
aid. A channel was smashed through the crumbling ice ta
the shore, and Tol Merry and Lowther were dragged along
it, and lifted out of the water.

They sank, exhausted, on the ground,

“0Oh, Tom!” Lowther gasped. ** You old dnffer!
was a eclose shave!™

Tom Merry's teeth were chattering.

“Yes. If you hadn't come, Monty

Figgins's eye fell on the stranger, who had wetched the
rescue from the bank with staring eyes.

“Why dido’t that chap help you?"’ he demanded,
ihe =illy chump been standing there watching yout”’

“He was funky, I suppose.™?

“ The—the rotter!” said Manners, between his teeth.
“I've a jolly good mind to go across and give him &
hiding 7

“ Let him alone, old chap!
'm frozen '’

“Can you get up?”’ asked Figgins doubtinlly,

“Yes. You fellows lend me a hand, and 1 ean skate back;
it will make me warm,”

‘“ Good egg—if you can do it!"

The juniors helped Tom Merry out on the ice, on the safe
«ide of the island. The captain of the Bhell was chilled
and numbed all over, but he was able to start, supported by
[.owther and Manners on either side.  And the rapid exercise
of skating soon restgred his circulation, and the warmth had
returned to his limbs and the colour to his cheeks by the time
they came speeding back to the school,

Th au‘:j

**Has

Let's get back to the school;

I ——

CHAPTLER 3,

Cavendish Arrives.

OM MERRY & CO. did not linger on the ieo, :

“ They took off their skates, and ran at one: into the

school, to rub down and change their clothes.

When they came down again, they were looking little the
worse for their dangerous adventure, only Tom Merry
yelsaining alittle pale. b PR 1 '

Mr. Rwilton, the Housemaster of the School House, gavao
Tom Merry a severe lecturs upon the subjeet of recklessness,
to which Tom Merry listened with great meekness. As a
matter of fact, he had been reckless, and he knew it.  But,
as Lowther had said, all was well that ended well,  But botl
Manners and Lowther. and all the other fellows who heard
about it, were deeply indignant at the conduet of the fellow
who had stood on the bank and scen Tom Merry's danger
without helping him. :

“The rotten funk !’ Monty Lowther said, a dozen times ab
least.  “* Why, you might have gone under for good, Tommy,
with that silly ass stunding there like a stuffed owl, and wateh-
ing you all the time!”

“ Jolly lucky for him he doesn’t belong to St Jim’s!’
growled Manners, “If 1 ever come across him agamn, Il
punch his nose, anyway!”’ '

“ Rotten funk ! said Blake of the Fourth.

Blake had not seen the stranger, having arrived on tha
scene after the rescue, when Tom Merry wan being helped off
the 1gland. :

As a matter of fact, anly the Terrible Three and Figging &
‘0. had seen him: but they all remembered him, and at least
five of them had resolved to punch his head in case of a
future meeting. 3

Tom Merry was the only one who did not make that
resoive,

“The phor beast ean’t help belug a funk, T suppose!
Merry remarked,

Monty Lowther snorted.

“Rata! Anybody can help being a funk! Rubbish ™

“Rot ! said Manners.

“ Piffle I said Jack Blake,
Jim's chap, that's all!  Poof !”

* Yaas, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus D'Arey.  “If ha
helonged to Bt Jim's, I should wegard 1t as a disgwace to the
school! 1 should tweat him with uttah contempt!” .-

“Well, ves, I'm glad he doesn’t belong to us, whatover he
i2.”" admitted Tom Merry. ' He looked like a school kad, too,
Abbotslord chap, perhaps.” ;

And the juniors went in to dinner, and the miserable

n3 '!"ﬂ]ﬂ‘

“ Lucky for him he isn't a St

- conduet of the stranger was dismissed from their minds.

Tom Merry's narrow escape bhad not spoiled his appetite, as
he proved at the dinner-table.  And when they came out of
the dining-room, Lowther ehuckled and asked him if e was
going to skate again,

- ¥Yes, rather,” said Tom Merry.

“ Not fed up?’ asked Manners,

Y No fear!”

And the Terrible Three went down to the river again. Most
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Every Wedneésday,

8fF the St. Jim's fellows were there, making the most of the
iep while 1t lasted,
end to skating.

“ Come on, Gussy!” said Blake, as he camegout of the
School House with his skates in his hand, and found the swell
o. St. Jim's adorming the School House steps,

Arthur Augustos shook his head. _

“ Pway excuse me, deah boy: U'm goin' to walt heah '™
Bl”l:”r'h:-tl; are you going to wait here for, fathead ¥ demanded

L,

1 decline to be called a fathead!”

* Aea then!”

“ Weally, Blake i

“Come on, duffer!” said Dighy. “We sha'n't have the
ice very long. There's bound to be a thaw soon!”

“Yaas; but I've got an cngagement, deah boy. Carvendish
it comin’ to-day !

* Cavendish | said Blake,

* Yaas—the new kid in the Fourth, you know. As a mattah
of fact, he gught to have been heah befoah this, as his twain
eane in some time ago.” ;

“0Oh, blow Cavendish!” growled Blaker I suppose you
don’'t want to hang aboul waiting for a blessed new kid?"

“T don’t want to, deah boy; but I wegard it as a dutay,”
D'Arey explained. I don’t know Cavendish myself, but
my people know his people, s0o a chap is bound to be eivil,
you know !

“ Another giddy aniinal vou're going to pet, I suppose,
like Hammond!” growled Herries.  ““Let him take his
chance !

“Wats!  As my people know his people, a chap is bound
to be civil, you know., I'm goin' to meet him, and show him
wound, you know, and put himn up to things. You chaps can
go and skate if you like. I don't mind.”

“Well, we're not going to stand here waiting for 2 blessed
new lad! said Ihigby. “Come on, you fellows! You
eoming, Hammond 7 :

Hammond of the Fourth shook Lis head.

AT stay ere with Master IV Arey," he said.

And Blake and Herries and Digby ran off, skates in hand,
and Arthur Augusius and Harry Hammond were. left on the
School House steps.  There was hardly anybody in the quad-
rangle, the good skating surface on the river having attracted
all the fellows there, Arthur Augustus, as a matter of fact,
wanted to skate as much as anybody; but he felt that he
];ad_ a duty to do, and nobly made up his aristoeratic mind to
uo it

“The chap ought weally to have been heah to dinnah,”
h2 remarked. - ‘' Pewwaps he walked fwom the station and
missed the way

YPrlaps ! assented Hammond,

Arthur Augustus shivered imperceptibly, Hammond, the
Coekney schoolboy, son and heir of the millionaire proprietor
of Hammond’s High-Class Hats, was his great pal. Thero
fiad been no slackening of the queer friendship; bul even
the most affectionate personal regard could not prevent
P Arcy's nerves being a little troubled by Hammond's
terrific accent.  That accent had toned down a little since
Hammond had been at St Jim’s, but it was still very marked.

1“1?’1::1; kind of a feller is this "ere Cavendish?’ Hammond
asked. ;

“I weally do not know, Hammond,
him.”’

- S Toff—eh? asked Hammond uneasily,

““He belongs to a vewy good family,” said D’Arcy.  © They
are quite wich, and vewv decent,”

“P'raps I'd better cut oft,” said Hammond thoughtfully,
#Mebbe e won't care to meet me, arter all!”

Arthur Augustus jammed his famous eyeglass into his eye,
and regarded Hammond with a severe glance.
lu:{II weally wish you wouddn't be such an ass, old chap!” he

id,

“Well, yon see :

“You are my fwiend. Anybody who doesn’t think my
fwiend good enough for him need not twouble ta speak to
me!l” said Acthur Augustus lofiily,  “ What does it matiah
if you were a hattah in Bethnal Gween? A hattah in Bethnal
Gween is as good as anybody anywhah else, I suppose? It
15 only chaps whose social posish is wathah uncertain who are
snobbish, Hammond! Weally, decent people don’t care for
those things !

“I know you don’t, Master D' Arcy: but this chap—""

“ If Cavendish turns out to be a snob, Hammond, T shall
have nothin’ whatevah to gay to him, of course., 1 should
wegard it as bein’ beneath my dignity to know a snob !

Hammond grinned and nodded,  IHe understood the noble
and lofty views of the great Arthur Augustus, and he admired
him immensely for them.  Bat Arthur Augustus, bedng the
som of a noble lord, could afford not to be snobbish,:  Fellows
who were not the sons of nosble lords were sometimoes a little
more particular,
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And Hammaond had a secrct dread of meeting the _uknown
Cavendish., The mere name sounded to him extremely
“elass,” as he would bave ealled 1t, and he did not expect
Master Cavendish to tolerate him as D'Arcey did. 0w -
ever, as D' Arey wished him to remain, he remained. There
was a great deal of doglike fidelity in Harry Hammond's
friendship for Arvthur Augustus, :

“Bai Jove! I think that must be the chap!” Arthur
Avgustus exclaimed.

Hammond turned his head to look towards the gates,

A slim and elegant lad, in a very well-cut overcoat and a
gleaming silk topper, had walked in.

It was evident that he was a new boy, and it was equally
evident that he had none of the shyness of the average new
Loy,

He bad an aie of greaceful self-possession, and he twirled a
cabe eastly as he came sauntering across the guadrangle,

Heo stopped hali-way to speak to a junior—Levison of the
Fourth., -~

“LCan vou-tell me where is the Schoel House?”
politely. : :

Levison looked at bin.

* New kid?' he asked,

i "3__-"'1:'.5‘.'1

“Oh, you're the giddy Cavendish D’ Arey’s waiting for, T
suppose " said Levison.  * Birds of a feather, to judge by
the look of you. 'There’s the School House.”

“Thank vou!"

T'he new boy sauntered on, and arvived at the sleps of the
Bchool House,  Arthur Augustus 1D Arvey raised his sille hat
gracefully, and Cavendish responded with a similar greeting.
And Hammond, as he saw the action of the two * toffs,”” raized
s hat also.

*Cavendish, I pwesume " Arthur Augustus asked.

** Yes, that's my name.”

“1I'm D'Arcy of the Fourth., My people know vour people,
so I take the liberty of intwoduecin® myself,” said Arthur
Augustus gragefully.

And he held out his hand.

Uavendish shook hands with him in a somewhat perfunctory
way, _
© “Kind of you,” he said. “1I was lold I should meet you
here. You'll be in my Form. I'm going into the Fourth.™

“ Yaas. This 1s my fwiend Hammond, also in the Fourth.™

“ Glad to meet yer. Bhike!” said Hammond, extending Lis
hand.

Cavendish jumped.

e had certainly never expecled to be addressed by a St
Jim's fellow in such an accent. ~ :

Hammond, as a matter of fact, was a little nervous, and
when he was nervous, his Cockney accent became move
pronounced than ever, His turning the word “ shake ™ into
* ghike" made Arthur Augustus shiver a little.

Cavendish stared at him DPankly,

He did not seem to notice Hammond’s hand, which the
Cockney schoolboy allowed to drop to his side again, turning
very red. ]

Arthur Augustus D'Arey’s eye gleamed behind his eyeglass.

Hammond muttered sometliing, and disappeared into the
House. e had been cruelly wounded by the supereiliousness
of the new boy, and but for D'Arey’s presence his resent-
ment would probably have taken an active form. The
Cockney schoolboy had succeeded in making himself liked
by most of the Bt. Jim's {fellows, and it was hard to be cuj
and insulted by a new boy before the latter had been five
minutes at the school.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s face had Lharvdencd.

he aszked

CHAPTER 4.

Face to Face.

AVENDISH did not appear to have noticed Hammwond’s
@ disappearance. He was glarecing round the guad-
rangle, and af the old, ivy-clad buildings of St. Jim's.

e was evidently prepared to be fricndly with Asthue
Augustus D’Arvey, the son of Lord Eastwood; but he had
detected Hamnond at a glance as a totally different kind
of fellow, and had made it elear that he did not want to
have anvthing to do with him,

“ Rather a decent place, this!” he remarked.

Arthur Augustus struggled with his feclings,

Cavendish's superveilious radeness to Hammond had netiled
him very mueh: but he drvd not want to jump on a new kid,
and he rememnbered tha. bis peaple knew Cavendish's people,
§0 he tried to choke back what he would have liked to say.

“ Yaas,"” he said at last.

“Tin glad to meet you, I¥ Arvey,
to.ret on together,” said Cavendish,

“*Weally 7"

T think we shall be alia
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was here just now?”’ asked Cavendish,
he iz a 3t. Jim's chap?”’

“* He i= Hammond of the Fourth.™ _

“ He speaks like a bargee,” said Cavendish. |
this was a pretty df':::ent school. How onn cartli did they
come to let that chap in®’ -

“ Hammond is one of the best!” said Arthur Aungustus
“warmly. * e is a fine fellow, and as bwave as a lion. He
wisked his life to save my cousin fwom dwownin®.”

Cavendish nodded carelessly.

“Yeu, I dare say. Those peopla have their qualities, of
course, " Lo remarked. ‘I wouldn't demy it for a moment.
But how did he come to be admitted here? I should think
some of the fellows quiu-h would make a fu_h about it.
Where does he come from?”

“* Bethnal Gween!™

Cavendish staced.

“ Where?”

“ Bethnal Guween!” repeated  Arthur Augustus, rather
enjoying the s:ﬂ'r-:*t nf that name upon the lufh' new boy,

“ Where is that?"" demanded Cavendish.

“ In London—East End!” 1) Arcy explained

“My hat! De you mean to sy that East End ‘lmlmﬂma
ato admitted into this school?’ Cavendish exclaimed, in
dismav. “Why, I understoed that St. Jim's was quite a
decent place—quite up to Eten!”

By the way, who was that horrible lounder who
‘* Is it possible that

v T twust that St. Jim's is wathah betteh than Eton,” said
Arthiur Augustus stiffly,

“ Then how did that cad get in here?”

“ 1 must wequest you not to ¢ all Hammond names. I have

alweady wemarked that he is my fwiend.’

“ Ve ves: 1 understand that you speak to him, if he saved
your sister—mn u.u e’

“ My cousin !

“ Yes, vour cousin—[rom {TID.\M]IJ"" But, of «wcourse,
ean’t he friends. lis accent is simply unbearable. I don't
know how I shall be able to tolerate him in the same Formn.
It's a rotten shame to let such awful cutsiders m hepe !

Arthur Augustus flushed red.

““1 want to be civil to you, Cavendish, as my people know

your people,” he said.  ** But if you say anothah word
against my f[wiend Hammond, I shall decline jyour
acquaintance.” ;

“0Oh, that's all right, if he’s your friend !’ said Cavendish,
with a stare. ** No accounting for tastes, 1 suppose. By
the way, where are all the fellows? The place secems
deserted.”’

“ Thev're on the wivah I D' Arey nup]mneJ “The 100 s
good to-dav, and they're all skatin.’ IF you came by the
towin'-path vou would have seen them.”

Cavendish started a little

“ Have vou had your dinnal,
“You are a little late.”

“ Yes, thanks. I lunched at the hotel in Wayland,”” said
Cavendish, * I started to walk here by the towing-path, buf
—but 1 turned back—and I thought I might be late for
dinner. T lunched at the hetel. T suppose I'd better go n
and see the Housemaster—what?”’

“T'HIl show vou the way,” said D" Arer.

“Thanks !’

Arthur Avgusius showed Cavendish to. My
anc left him there. The new boy
walked on f-]t_.'nh to the common-room,

IV Arey's brow was somewhat troubled.

In the kinduness of his heart, he had wanied to be a fuend
to the new kid, and help . him on his wav., The discevery
that Cecil Cavendish was a snol of the fivst water worried
Arthur Angustus considerably.

One thing was quite certmn—unless Cavendish was quite

deah boy?®" D’Arcy asked.

Railton’s stady,
entered, and D'Arey

civil to Ilammond, Arthur Augustus tended to  bave
nothing to say to the new boy. :
DY Avey found Hammond in the common-room. Hammond

was standing with his hands thrust deep into his trousers-
pockets, gazing gloomily oui of the “m[!{m

' Avey touched him llghﬂt on the shoulder

“ Hammond, deah boy

Hammond turned round.

“’Allo, Master D'Avey !

“Pway doen’t be down-hearted, deali bov!? szaid Arthur
Augustus avkwardly. ** You must not allow a new kid's bad
mannals to wowwy vou."”
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"“'K wouldn't shike 'ands with me 1" snid Hammond

“1 am afwaid he 13 wathah a wottah.’

“OPain't that ! said Hammond. *' You've orfully goaod to .
me, D'Arcy, but that there chap wor't look at things as }:}u
do. He's suited to be your chum. I ain's#!

“That yougg person will not be my chom, Hammond.
I want to be civil to him, because my people know his people,
that iz all

“'E's your own class, Master D’ 114?3, and T ain't

ik “‘.:I'ﬂfq 1!!‘

Hammond's face brightenad up.

“Well, I don’t mind,”” he said, *' It was rotten of
freat me bike that, as I've never done nothin® to "im.
if you want to be civil to "im, D’Arev, I won't punch
"um] 3

““1f he 1z wude to yvou d;.-;.-.a,m Hammond, vou are guite ab
liberty 1o punch his head,” said Arthur Augustus, with a
smile. ** In fact, I would weeammend punchin’ his head.
would pwobably do him good ! .

“Then I'll do- it,.il T "ave any more of 'iz sorse!”
Hammone.

The two juniors remained looking cut of the window.
fellows were beginning to come in fmn: the river now,
and healthy with their warmn exercise,

There was a step in the doorway, and Cavendish came in.

Cavendish glanced at D' Arcy, and nodded, apparently quite
irnorvant of the existence of Ha,uv Hammond., Hammond's
eyes began to ghtter,
to take any notice of him; but his iznoring of the LCI'CLIIF‘]’J
schoolboy was an insult in itself.

* Been Wailton?”? asked Arthur Augustus.

“¥Yes. I'm to go into Study No. & ]:‘Iﬂmﬂ.‘ whore that 187"

“ Bai Jove! That's Hammond's study V'

“Whose i’

“ My fwiend ” vimmoend’s !’

e Dh my hat !’ said Cavy llliilr.-]:.l 1 dismay,

‘There will be four of ].cru-HE':tm:th minor and Bates and
][;.Iu]l]ﬁIHL as well as yven, Cavendish, dealh boy.
four of us in the next studyy teo, No. b

“Do you mean to say that this chap is going to share a
study with me?’ Cavendish exelaimed; eond: weending at last
to take l’*ﬂ"“.l]IEEIHEE of Hammonds i“[lﬁtf_‘ﬁf[“

L ﬂﬂ.“

“Then T think I'd better go and ask Railton to put md
eomewhere else., T couldn't lmasll_zly stand it "

Himmcmd blazed out.

“Why couldn’t vou stand it ¥"" he demanded. * Wot do vou
mean to sye? Ain't I good enough for you to dig with!”

Cavendish raised his eyebrows superciliously.

“My dear fellow, I don't want to argue with you!” 110
caid cuttingly. I dare say you are a very decent person—
in Bethnal Geeenn.  But I do net, az a rule, choose iy
associates from Bethnal Green.
study with you. That 15 an end of it. I Arcy,
be possible for me to change into your study i

) Avey E-hﬂﬁk his head.

“Tmposs,"” he sad.

* But if we asked the Housemaster tﬂ”'tLI]{l——'

‘““ That is m:[}nm .

“* But why?

““ Becanse my studyv-mates wonld neval: eoncent to have
such a wotten snob planted on them in their study,” said
Arthur Augustus deliberately,

Cavendish reddencd.

“Oh, draw 1t mild ! he ejaculated.

And I would nevah consent, eithah., T wezard it as vewy
wufl indeed an mwy fwiend Hamemond to have to tolewate yvou
i his quartahs!”

Cavendish sneered.

* 1 thought we were going to be fviends,”" he zaid.

‘It 18 quite imposs, for a decent ehap to be fwiends with
a bmf—ti:; ¢noh,’ said Arthur Augus.us with a shake of the
head.

“You are calling me some pretty names,”
his eyes beginning to gleam,

“1 am guite weady to meet vou in the gyni.. at any time,
with or without gloves,” said the swell of 5t. Jim's calnly,
“ T am quite pwepared to back up my words.”

“ Look here s

" Wats!"

“ Hallo!’ exelaimed Jack Blake, coming into the commons
room, ruddy and glowing. ** Hallo, rowing with the new
kid already, Gussy?™ :

“* Oh, (xuﬂa?* corinned Herries.

“ Where is the giddy repose that stamps the easte of Vera
de Vere?” grinnef[ Dig.

Cavendish glanced at them.

£ ‘NE’IE lmi} rowing !” he said-calinly. **I'm hardly likely
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to row, I think. 1T have some faint notions of good form. T
was olgectin’ to having this pearson, Hamley, T think-——-"

- “ Hammond 1" said the Cockney Et*hcrnfbﬂ}', his teeth
coming hard together. .

“ Yes, Hammond!” said Cavendish neglivently. “1 was
objecting to having this person, Hammond, in the same study
with me, I don’t like the idea ™

“ Lump it, then!” suggesied Herries Lluntly.

“1 have wemarked that Cavendiah is a beastly snob "' said
Arthur Augustus heatedly. -~ “I am sowwy to have to
chawactewise him in that mannah, as 1y people know his
people. But he is certainly a beastly snob!™

“ My only hat!"

It was a shout frem the doorway. The Terrible Three had
just come in, and they had looked into the common-room ab
the sound of I)'Avey's excited voice. Thev started as= they
saw Clecil Cavendish, and uttered a sharp exclamation all at
Once,

Cavendish looked at them, and evidently recognised then,
and the flush died out of his face,

Monty Lowther strode in, his brows knitted, his eves rleams-
ing. e raised his hand and pointed to Cavendish,

“ What is that votten cad doing here?”’ he exelaimed,

CHAPTER 5.
The Coward,
ONTY LOWTHER'S words fell like o bomb upon the
M _astonished juniors.

Cavendish had made far from a good impreasion
upon the St. Jim's fellows who had seen Inm so far. Bt
Blake & Co. did not understand why Lowther of the Shell
should ** jump "™ upon Lim in that sudden and emphatio
A e, :

Lowther’s eyes were bluzing, his whole expreasion was one
of fierce scorn and contempt, as he pointed at the new boy.

Cavendizh receded a pace or two.

“ Bai Jove!” said Arthor Augusios.
that yon knew Cavendish, Lowthah 7

“1 don’t know him!” said Lowther. T wouldn't know
such a rotten worm! Anybody who really knew Lim would
jolly soon stop knowing lim, I should think !’

* That's the chap!" said Manners.

“ Yes, that’s the fellow right enough!” said Tom Merry.
‘“* But, for goodness’ sake, lot hum alone, vou chaps! T had
no right to expect him to help me, and the ice was really
dangerous to get on.”

Blake gave a yell.

“What! You don't mean to say

“Yes, I do!” said Monty Lowther fieveely, ¥ That's the
cowardly cad who stgod on the bank and watehed Tom
drowning, and was too funky to lend him a hand !’

“0h, my hat!” 3

“ Gweat Scotlt!"’

* That rottep!"

“ Only natural that he shiould be a snob, too!” said Blake,
with a bitter curl of the lip. * He's just raising objections
to sharing the same study with Hammond—Hammond, who
risked his hife to pull Cousin Ethel out of the river !

Arvthur Augustus drew a deep breath.

“ You uttah wottah!” he exclaimed, Lis eyes gleaming at
Cavendish. “If I had known that vou were that watien
funk, I would nevah have shaken hands with yvou. Pawwaps
you can’t help being a coward. But you can help bein' a
suob as well. Hammond, deah boy, I am sowwy you have
to have that wank outsidah in vour studay!”

Cavendizh flushed crimson.

“ Haven't you got anything to say for yourself?" demanded
Blake. " Why did you stand on the bank and wateh Tom
Mervy drowning 7

“The ice wasn't firm cnough to bear my weight,” said
Cavendish sullenly.

“ And you couldn’t run any risk to save a chap from drown-
ing? Lowther went in hiead first as soon as he got there !
exclaimed Manners,

“ Yes, Lowther did,” said Tom Merry, with an affectionate
rlanze at his chum. °° But this chap isn't built that wav.
L suppose he can't help it ! :

“I did all T eould " said Cavendish, “ T suppose T wasn't
called upon to get drowned for the sake of a chap [ didu't
know 1" :

“What sort of a rotter do
Blake.

“1 eall him a cowardly beast!” said Mannors,
it's rotten that he's come to St. Jim’s at all!
his sort here !

“And he’s torning up his nose at Hammond 1 rovwled
Herries. ** Why, Hammond's worth fifty of him, and I don'y
care whether he comes from Bethnal Green or Limehouse !

Cavendish smeered. :
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“Yon may like a vulgar bounder, but I don't,” he said,
“and I don't see why vou're all dowrr on me. I did all i
could. T didn't even know that that was & St. Jim's chap I
sayw in the river!"

" That mokes no diffevence—you ought to have tried to get
him out ["

“I did tey !

% What would have happened if T hadn't oot there in
time?" demanded Lowther hotly. * You could have done
just the same as I did—and yon had plenty of time—but it
was touch-and-go when I jumped 4n!"

_ Fellows ghould be careful how they go on unsafe ice,”’
said Cavendish sullenly. “ If a fellow who's old enough to
know better runs into danger, he can’t expect a perfect
stranger to risk hLis life pulling him out.” 5%

** He can't expect you to, that's cortam,’” said Blake, with a
smitf. I think it's disgusting to hava that fellow put -in
the School House, Why couldn’t he have been shoved in the

f{ew’llluuse. Figgins & Co. would have been welcome to
1.

“ Yaas, wathali!”

“ Why, they'll chip us no end, when they know we've got
a funk i the IHouse!” said Digby. * Tt will be rotten !

Cavendish's eyes glitterad.

“I'd jolly well like to be changed
he exclaimed. |
at all events !

“Good ege!” said Lowther, * Go and ask Railton to
change you over. As it's your first day here, he m ay do it, if
you {ua ¥ you specially want to be in the New House.”

added Manners.

"aas, that's a wippin' idealy1”
“I'in going to give Lim

: inta the other House !"*
“I should get away from Kast End bounders,

“ We'll give you a hickine before vou o,

* You stand back,” said Lowther;
a licking.”

Cavendish backed away. :

“ Shut up, Monty !” urged Tom Merryv. * Let him alone,
Besides, if he's a funk, he won't fight vou.”

“1I'm not a funk,” said Cavendish, pale to the lips. “ Il
fizist any fellow here.”

* Hallo, he's got a little bit of pluck somewhers in his car
case,” said Blake. “Pile in, Lowther! Wipe up the floor
with the beastly funk !

“T'm going to.”

Monty Lowther pushed back his cuffs and advanced upon
the new boy. But Tom Merry caucht his chum by the
sitculder and forcibly dragged him back.

Lot go!” shouted Lowther.

“1 won't! You're not going to handlk Lim."

“I tell you I am!"”

“ Do shut up, Monty!" urged Tom Merry.
nothing to hammer him for,
it's over now!"”

" ITe ought to be licked,” growled Monty Lowther. ® You're
too soft, Tommy. He ought to be licked for not helping you,
and he ought to be licked again for having the cheek to
come into the School House.”

“Yaas, wathah "

T won't trouble your rotten House long.,” said Cavendish
savagely. * Let me pass! I'll go and ask at once to be
changed into the other Housa !

Monty Lowther dropped his hands,

“ Well, get out!” he said. ** After all, you're hardly fit
for a fellow to touch!”

“ Yaas, that's quite wizght. Tt would be wathah a disgwace
to have a wow with him,"” Arthur Augustus remarked.
" Pway, welieve us of your pwesence, Cavendish. I was pwe-
pared to be vewy fwiendly with you, as my people know your
people ; but I find it quite imposs. undal the cires. You are
an wank outsidah.”

Cavendish cast an angry and seornful glance at the juniors,
and strode out of the room. The bitter contempt upon him
by the Bt. Jim's fellows did not seen to make any difference
to his self-esteem. Ile was as satisfied with himself as ever,
and he held his head very hizh as he walked out.

Monty Lowther gave a snort of disgust.

* You ought to have let me lick him, Tommy " he growled,
“ He wants a licking! What beats me is how such a rotter
can possibly have the check to consider himself better than
anvbody else, Bah!"

“Well, I shall be glad enough if he chances over to the
other side,” said '3"{1_rn Mevry “We don't want him here,
t}m,t.;:a_n. t{eirt. But Figgins & Co. will be fearfully ratty if they
got him !

“Oh, blow Figgins & Co!” said Blake.

" Yaas, wathah! Let them wip!”

And all the fellows agreed that the least Cavendish could
do, under the circumstances, was to take himself off and
relieve the School House of his membership, And they
hoped fervently that his application to the Housemaster
would be sucecssful, '
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CHAPTER 6.

A Change of Houses.
MR RAILTON locked a little surprised as Cavendish

presented himself in his study again.
The new boy was locking pale and disturbed, ﬂ'm_l
his eyes were gleaming under his kmtted brows.

Dt he :_Imwrl his face as he caught the Housemasier's
gurprised glance,

I have a favour to askgsir,’

H Y ag 1!

2 suppose it really doesn't matler which House I am
placed ini” Cavendish asked.

* 1 suppose not,” said Mr. Railion, in surprise.
have been centered in ihe School House now.
utiderstood.”

‘T should prefer to be in the other ITouse, sir, i T may,”
sald Cavendish. ““ My father doez not mind which House I
win 1o, and I shonld greatly prefer it

' he began.

“*But you
That was

“You have [riends in the New House?” asked Mr.
Ratlton. .
* No, zir. Bul there are a nuunber of fellows in this House

with whom I find that I am on bad terms,
prefer to start here in the other Housze”
\Ir Railton pursed his lips.

“That 1s a very strange request to make.” . he said. ‘16
wilh be necessary for you to speak to Dr, Holmes. 1 have no
power to alter the arrangements.”

“Uan I see the Head, sir?” :

“¥ou may go to his stnlL‘h You will find him there. If
he deecides to accede to your reguest, he will give vou. a
nete for Mr. Ratcliff, the Honsemaster in the other House.
But have you considered this, Cavendish? T trust you are
not desirons of making thi-:- change becauze of some foolish
I.]Ll.llll!-_"l with the juniors?”

* No, sir, l v rood 1-:';1*=r;.1:.
other House.” .

“"Yery well. You may go to the Head and make your
réquest. Uome back here und tell me the result.”

“¥eor, g™

Cavendish left the study. He glanced jabont him, not
knowing his way to the Head's study. He asked the first

inmmr he met, It was Wally D’ Avey—IY Arev’s minor of the
hird Form.

Wally locked at him queerly.

“Hallo! You're the new chap, ain’t you ?”

“Yes. I'm [":1;;{1:1(1&.‘5}1.”

: ““ Well, vou’ll cuat, Cavendish, I fancy,” chuckled
Walls, “H:_-. you' rn the funk—the -:hat:- ulm watched Tom
ﬁ’.[nny drowning instead le helpn'rg lum

1 eculd not help him,” sand Cavendish between his teeth.

“ Rats!” said Wally. ° Here’s the Head’s study, if you
want it. Yah! Funk!™

And Wally departed with a sniff.

Cavendizh tapped at the Head’s door, and went in. Five
miinutes later he presented himself in Mre. Railton’s study
ance more, with a satisfied expression upon his face.

“The Head has consented, sir,”” he said. * He has given
me 4 note to take to Mr. Ratcliff.”’

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton sk ortly. ITe was by no
nicans ﬂtth_nn:? by the new boy's desire to quit Lis ITouse.
“You may go.’

And Cavendish went.

He walked out of the School House, and as he was seen
crossing the quadrangle, the juniors understood that he had
been successful.

“ He's t*lmng:?-d over [ grinned Blake,
far*inn Y That's r]ppingT ;

‘Figginsg & Co. won't think it’s ripping,”
““0Oh, they can go and eat coke!”
Cavendish crossed the quad., and arrived inthe New House.

ITe found Redfern of the Fourth in the doorw ay, and azked
him the way to the Hc-uaﬂmakite; g quartors,

““ New kid for this House!” asked Redfern.

“Yes.”

““ Coma In!

“ Fourth.”

“Bame as mine,” sald Redfern ﬂhem'Fu]EF. “1Here you
are, Mind how you deal with Raity., Ie's ulxx'alg.'s; a bil
edgewise alter dtun{*r—lndlg'ﬁshnn yvon know,"

And with that warning, Redfern of the Fourth left the
new boy.

Cavendish {apped at the door and entered. The thin,
goiir-looking man who greeted him with a sharp stare was a
great contrast to Mr. Railton. Mr, Ratchiff looked by no
means good-tempered, and the redness of his nose was a
sign that he was a victim to the mndigestion Redfern had so

insympathetically mentioned.

“ Close the door!” he said irritably. * What

want '’
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 308
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and I should

for wanting Lo start in the

he inguired.

with great satiz-

sald Tom Merry,

What's your Form7?™

do you

Our Gompanion, Papers. .

Cavendish laid the ITead’s note on the table,

Mr. Ratclifi opened it and read it, with a sour look, ang
then glanced at the new boy again.

“ Your name is Cavendish?” he asked,

“ Yee s

Mr. Rateliff’s sour expression thawed a little,

“ Any relation ef Sir George CavendishI” he asked,

“"He is my father, s:ip.” .

“Indeed ! said Mr. Ratcliff, still more agrecably. Sir
George Cavendish was a very w Ealthjr baronet, and wealthy
haronets were very great personages indeed to Mr. Horace
Hatcliff, who was a tuft-hunter of the first water. * Pray =it
down, Cavendish !

(avendish sat down, locking quite pleased.

Mr. Railton had not asked him anything about his father,
and certainly did not care whether he was the son of a
baropet or a butcher. Mr, Ratcliff was evidently a gentle-
man of a different frame of mind. The graciousness of his
manner had made Cavendish feel satisfied with his change of
Houses. He felt that he would get on better in the New
Hause.

“How did you leave vour 1a:=:pm:'tm1 father ¥ acked Mr.
Ratcliff smoothiy.

“ Very well, sir, T {hank vou.'

“1 have had the honour of mretmE him,’? Mr.
explained. *' 1 was ab- the same college at {-hiurrl
not unlikely that you have Leard him mention me 1"

“1 don't remember it, sir.’

Mr. Ratchiff looked a httle disappointed.
made him very happy to bo remembered by a wealthy
haronet. At college he had been a humble hanger-on of Sir
George Cavendish. who had utterly forgotten his existenco
afterwardsz, as well as the existence of a dozen othep tuft-
hunters.. : : :

“Well, well, we were really in quite different sets,’” said
Mr. Ratchiff. ** l“n‘:hﬂh!j;' he would not remember me, L
am very pleased 1o welcoma his sen into my Homse. [
trust we shall make you comfortable here, Cavendish.”

Cavendish f{elt that he was getting on. The meanness of
the Housemaster in kowtowipg to him because his= father

Ratelift
1t s

Tt w uuhI have

< was titled and wealthy did not occur to his mind. IHe only

folt that he was getting his due. Cecil Cavendish had been
brought up to think a very great deal of himself, and he had
fully expected to carry all before him when he camo to St.
Jim's. He had met with a cruching disappointment so far
ns the Behool House was concerned. In tE New House his
prospeets seemed brighter, and certainly he would have one
fricnd there in the Hdusemaster—and a very powerful
friend, too. The Housemaster's protection would mean a
great deal to him if the fellows turned. against him,

“I had heard that you were coming to the school,” went
on Mr. Rateliff. “ But 1 understood ihat you were to enter
the Bchool House,™

‘I asked the Head to let me change, sir.

“Very good! T am glad of it! I think you will find
vourself more at ease in this House,” said Mr. Ralchff,
“*Far be it from me to criticise the methods of Dr. Holmes,
but, owing to a too great kindness of heart, the Head has
admitted bovs to the Bchool House with whom a son of Bir
George Cavendish would hardly care to consgort.”

Cecil’s eves gleamed.

“1 have scen one of them ! he exclaimed.
End rotter Excuse me, 7

b |

**An Eask

{:ll" S

Mre. Rateliff nodded llqulg'DlltI}'

““The expression 15 a irifle sfrong,”” he said. “ But I do
not wonder at your feelings of indignation at being asked
to associate with such a person. You will be fortunate not
to be in the House where such persons as Hammond are
harkoured.”™

“ They were going to put me in the zame study with him,
sir.”’ said Cavendish,

“Ah! Now I anderstand your conung here! Quite right
—quite right, and very natural ! Now. T must consider what
study you shall have, I am sorry to say that we have three
‘-.chmlnr-ehjp hoys from a County Council School here—Red-
forn, Owen, and Lavrence of the Fourth. It was Redfern
who bronght vou to my study. I mention this as vou will
not probably care to np-‘:aL 0 thmn, and you can be on vour
guard against them from the first)

“ Quite so, sir! I thank yoeu!”

Cecil felt that Mr. Ratcliff was indeed a Housemaster
after his own heart, The snobbish character of Ratty vwas
very like his own,

“There 18 an Indian prince in the house,” said Mr. Rat-
chfi —** Koum: HRao, the Jam of Bundelpore. He has a
study to himself at present. Would vou care to share lis
room :

Mr. Raillon had not asked Cavendish whese study he
u‘uu?d care to ehare,

"l'l-lE {EHH! quﬂ."’

- "l
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for me to change into your study?" * Imposs, M

: == i : . - _
J “I decline to share the same study with you, Hammond!” said Cavendish.

e ——— L p—

“I suppose I ean't have a study to myself, sir 7" asked
Cecil.

“*1I am sorry! The number is limited, and all are
ocerpled,” said Mr. Ratcliff urbanely, * But vou will find
the prince a very agrecable companion, and you will like, I
think, to share a room with a boy of your own station.”

““ Thank you, sir!™

“T will send for a prifect to show yvou to vouar room,”
gald Mr. Ratehff. * If there is anvthing I ecan do for vou,
pray mention it to me. When vou write home, you mighi
send my respects to vour father,”

“ With great pleasure, siri”

Mr. Ratchiff touched a bell, and when the page presenfed
himself, he requested that yvouth to send Monteith to the
study. Monteith of the Bixth, the head prefect of the New
House, presented himself a fow minutes later.

** Monteith, this is Cavendish, % new boy for the Fourth
Form,” said Mr. Ratcliff. *“ Wil vou kindly show him to
hiz etudy—No. 3, which he will share with Koumi RBao, 1
wish Master Cavendish to be treated with every con-
sideration.”’

Monteith stared. He was not much aceonstomdd to treat-
g Fourth-Form fags with much consideration, and he was
not pleased to be called upon to show a junior Loy to his
study, as if he were a sorvant, However, as he conld not
disregard the Housemaster, he nodded shortly.

“ Very well, sir,” he said,

“I wish you to observe that Cavendish is not troubled by
any ragging, or anything of that kind. such as new boys are

sometimes subjected to,” said Mr. Rateliff,

NEXT

P e

wedkZShws “D’ARCY'S DELUSIONI" * fostois

“IyArcy, wonldn’t it be possible |

- stondy-mates wonld nevah consent to have such a wotten ‘
snob planted on them ! said Arthur Augustus deliberately. (See Chapter 4.)

i
- —— e

“Indeed, sir!”

“ Yes, indeed,” said Mr, Ratclifl.
Cavendizsh.”

** Xes, sir,”

And Cavendish followed the prefect from the study. Mr.
Ratcliff was left with a pleased grin upon his face. Heo was
thinking of the advantages he might possibly obtain from
the wealthy and influential baronet, by means of his son, if
he treated Master Cecil with circumapection. As a matior
of fact, if he had only known it, he was going the worst
possible way to work, so far as Cavendish was concerned.
He might gain some advantage from Cavendish’s father, but
Cavendish was not likely to gain much by the Housemaster's
favouritism.

“ Pray follow Monteith,

D

CHAPTER 7.
Figgins & Co. are not Pleased,
M(.Ix’i‘}ﬂ’l‘ﬂ looked very grim as he marched out into

the passage, with the new junior at his heels,
A dozen paces from the Housemaster's
halted, and stared at the new boy,

Cecil was looking somewhat elated. He had found one
man, at all events, who appreciated him at his true worth, as
he eonsidered it

“Who aro you?’ demanded Monteith brusquely.

"My name’s Cavendish,” replied the new junior, a little
surprised by the question, and by the Bixth-Former's deci-
dedly brusque manner,

door he
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1 mean, what are your people?

My father's Sir George Cavendish.™

Monteith grunted. -

“ I suspected something of the sort.  That's why Ratty was
go confoundedly civil to you, wasn't %"
® Ay, Batcliff =eems to me a very pleasant gontleman,™
gaid Ceeil.

Another grunt from the prelect, _ |

“ He would—if he butters you up like that! So you're
not to be ragged—got to be treated as if you were made
of glass—eh? Well, my boy, if you put on any airs here,
vou'll get them knocked out of you so quickly it will make
vour head swim,”’ =aid Monteith grufily. *° Nobody ‘.hn:rn
cares twopence who your father is, or "ﬁ'hﬂt;‘h-l’_" 157 You're
just a Fourth-Form kid, and nothing else! Seel”

“Mr. Rateliff said—" . ,

“ Never mind what Mr. Rateliff said—just listen to what 1
gay,” said Monteith roughly. * Ratty may be a tuft-hunter,
but he's the only one in the House.  Your study’s No. 3,
the second passige from the second lagtdmg, You ecan find it
yourself !’ . 7

“ My, Ratchff said you were to take me thera.”

“ Do you want to start here with a thick car?’ demanded
the prefect,

Cavendish backed iL\TEIE.

“1 you don’t, you'd better be careful how you talk to &
prefect 1 :

And Monteith stalked away, frowning. : i

Some of Ceecil’s satisfaction left him.,  His way in the New
House was not to be wholly a primrose path, after all.

He went slowly upstairs, and Redfern of the Fourth
spotted him, and came to him good-naturedly.

" “ Looking at your gquarters, kid?"’ he asked.
Cavendish stared at him coolly, He had not forgoiten

Mr. Ratelift’s remark about the Scholarship beoys from the

County Council School, and the fact that Redfern eof the
g was one of them, i :

“Phanks: I can find my study!” he said stiffly,

“1'11 show vou if you like,” saad Rediern,

“ You need not trouble.” 3

And Cavendish walked away, leaving Reddy staring after
him in astomshment,

“ Well,” said Redfern, with a whistle, “Tm blowed! It
goems to me that that merchant is looking for trouble, T've
a jolly good mind to——" He made a move to follow the
new boy, and then paused and chuckled, = ' Never mind;
he'll get a thick car soon enough, without my giving lim
one "

Cavendish found the Fourth-Form passage, and opened the
door of No. 3.

The study was empty.

avendish glanced round the room, and noted that, small as
it was, it was furnished with an elegance that only a rich
felow could have afforded.

“Gad! I think I can be comfy here,” be remarked.

There were foolsteps in the passage, and a dark-skinned
junior came in. Cavendish guessed that it was Koumi Rao,
the Jam of Bundelpore, who was to be his study-mate. The
Jam looked at him inguiringly, l

“Hallo!”" he said. ** Where did you spring from?”’

“T'm Cavendish. I'm & new boy. This 13 my study,”
Cfecil explained. _

“0Oh, rotten!” said the Jam, who evidently spoke English
quite well.  *“*No, 1 don't mean that,” he added " You've
very welcome. 1 thought 1 was going to have the study to
myself for the rest of the term, that's all.” i

“ Buck up, Jammy " shouted Figging's voice from the
passage. ‘‘The bell will be going in a tick ™

“ Bight-ho, Figgy !’

Tiggins looked in at the door.
for i;isdhuuks.
nmped.

#E Hallo! Yon here?’ he exelaimed.

(Ctavendish bit his lip. e recognised Figgins as one of the
fellows who had taken part in Tom Merry's rescne on the
river,

“¥es, I'm here!” Le snapped,

“What are you deing herel”

“ 1 belong to this House.”

“(Oh, my hat!"’

“ You know the kid, Figev?’ asked Kounmi Rao,

‘““« Know him ! growled Figgins. ‘' He's the rotten funk
who stuck on the bank and watched Tom Merry m the water
without helping him !"*

“ ¥ eouldn’t help him "' shouted Cavendish,

“¥Yon mean vou funked it ! said Figgins.

“Well, it can’t be helped,” said Koumi Rao., “ H Ratty
has shoved him in kere, 1 shall have to stand it V"’

“What's the row?”’ asked Kerr, looking in with Fatty
Wynn,

Figgina pointed to Cavendish.
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The Jam had come there
Figging's eyes fell upon the new boy, and he

Our Companion Papers,

“That's that rotten funk!
m s lr:

* Oh, rotten ! said Fatty Wynn,

“1 sav, there's some mistake,” said Kerr.
Cavendish, kid#?

* Yes,"

“Then you're in the wrong House. 1 heard you were
coming, and vou belong to the School House,” explained
Kerr. 1 heard Kildare say so.”

Figgins drew a deep breath of reliel.

“(th, that's good !’ he exclaimed.
are weleome to him,
kig £*

Cavendish gritted his teeth,

“1 belong to thiz House,” he said. “I asked the Head
to change me over, and he has done so

““You asked the Head to put yon into this House, where
you don’t belong ! roared Figgins,

*“1 belong here now,”

“*You don’t! You ecan clear off |

It turns out that he belongs

““Is your name

“The School House
You just buzz off te your own House,

A<k the Head aguin,

and he'll change you back ! said Figgins excitedly, ** Do
you think we want a rotten funk in this House?™ _ |
“1 don’t care what you want "’ snapped Cavendish. “VUm

l:j

Lere, and 'm going to stay hureT

“Took here,” said Figgins darkly, “if you know when
ou're well off, vou'll get back to the House where you
Eq-lnng! You'll get vagged if you stay herel”

“Ragged bald-headed I’ said Fatty Wynn,

“Yon won't rag me!” said Cavendish. “'If there's any-
thing of that kind, I shall ask the Houseinaster to interfere!l”

Figgins jumped. :

“ ¥ ou'll—ask—the—Housemaster—to—interfere
11 measured tones,
a4 a funk?’

“I mean that 'm not going to be ragged. T dou't think
1 was 40 blame for what happened to-day. 1 & fool falls
into a river, he can’t expect a siranger to risk ns life for
him. If you think 'm a funk, Pm willing to meet yon with
the gloves on!? said Cavemdish, * But #f there’'s any
ragging, you'll get into trouble, I warn you of that!”

“Are you going back to your own House?” demanded
Figgins,

“T'm staving here.”’ 3

“Then you'll go ont on your mneck!” sand Figginsg exci-
todly, 3

“What did you say, Figgins?’

It was a sharp, cold voice at the door, The juniors started
round. Mr. Rateliff was looking in upon them, with a cold
plitter in his greenish eyes, :

Figging drew a deep breath. He had not heard Mr.
Ratelifi come, Ratty had a stealthy way of moving abonut,
aniel he often took fellows by surprise,

‘11 ? stammered Figgins.

“1 came to see if yvou were ecomfortable in vour new
cuarters, my dear Cavendish,” said Mr. Rateliff. 1 find
that you are already thinking of ill-using and bullying the
new boy, Figgins !

“Oh, no, siv!  Only—only he doesn’t belong to this House,
and——-" .

“He does belong to this House, Figging!  You will take
two hundred lines for uttering threats to Cavendish !

“Oh T murmured Figgins,

“ And 1| shall keep a very sharp eye on yvou!” said Mr.
Ratehif severely, *“If Cavendish 15 troubled in any way, 1
shall ascertain it, and the aggressors will be punished with
the utmost severity—the utmost severity!” repeated Mr,
IRatehff, with a glave.

“Oh " murmured Figgins, again,

“ Bear that in mund, Figgins, and you others also,
lhicar mei™

“ Ye-e-cg, siv,” murmured Kerr and Wynn,

And Mr. Ratchff rustled away,

Figzins and Kerr and Wynn exchanged glances, and left
the study with Koumi Rao, without another word to Caven-
wish,

Lhe said,
“ You mean that you are a sneak as well

Do vou

CHAPTER 8.
A Run for Rally!
@ ;'LTIEEI'J]HII did not appear in the Fourth Form that
il ternoen.
The juniors had expected to see him there, but he
did not come. Mr., Ratchff had sent a little note to Mr.
Lathom, the masier of the Fourth, asking hun to excuse the
new boy, who was tired from his jowrney. Levison—who
knew everything—knew that, and the rest of the Fourth soon
knew it from him. The disgust of the juniors was great.
Cavendish was no more fatigued than any other fellow who
had made a journey, and there was no reason why he should
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not have attended class.

Housemaster’'s favouritism,
After lessons, when the Fourth Form came out, Figrins &

ﬁﬂu.f bestowed envaged looks upon the chums of the School
Touse. They guessed easily enongh that Tom Merry-& Co.
had had aﬂmetﬁ

s-dish _had changed his House,

I suppose you rotters planted that chap on us?’ Figgina
said savagely.
Blake smiled in a satisfied manner.

b S Well, we didn’t hinder him,” he confessed.
welcome to him, Figey.”

*We don’t want the brute ' roared Fizgy.

o ¥ Sorry ! But we dor’t want him, oither.,”! .
. “ Wathah not!"” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy empha-
tically. “T was pwepared to be vewy decent to him, because
v Eﬂ:}ple_ know his people; but it 1s quite imposs. He is a

- wank outsidah. And you will admit, Figgay, that the New

~ House is a more suitable place for a wank outsidah than the

_tchool House, " :

“ Fathead ! zaid Figgins.
* Frabjous ass!" said Kerr.
** Burbling dummy !’ said Fatty Wynn.

. . How are you getting on with him, Figav?’ asked Tom
Merry. ** Have you had rows already?” :

Y Well, not exactly; but Ratty is makimg a favourite of

~ the beast already,” said Figgins, * I was going to hoof him

out because he doesn’t really belong to our House, vou know ;

bt IEﬂtty chipped in. He's taken the ead under his special
wing,™ ;

“ And he mustn't be rapeed!” growled Kerr. * Musin't

be tonched, spoken to, or looked at. He's a pearl of price,

and far above giddy rubies.” :

* It was rotten to plant him on us” said Figeinz.- “ We

won't be

should ask for another

It was one more example of the

“You are

sha'n’'t be able to get rid of him. The Head
hothered with him again, if he
“thange.”

*That’s what T thought,” grinned Bluke.

~ Y Yaas, wathah! I should wecommend vou to give him a
“dickin' or two, Figgav, and pewwidps vou will be able o lick
" him into shape.”

- ““And have Ratty down on me every time!” snapped Fig-
gins, " No thanks! I shall leave the brute alone.”

1t won't do him any good if the Housemaster favours
him,” Tom Meriy remarked. Tt will set all the chaps
against him, and they're against him enough already. Jolly
glad he 1sn't in this House,” 3

Figgins & Co. erossed over to the New House in a verv
dissatisfied mood. The honour of their House was very dear
to them, and it was a disgrace to have a snob and a funk

- * planted ' on them. But there seemed to be no help for it.
© " One thing's jolly sure;, we sha'n’t have anything to do
with him,” said Figgins. “It's bad enough to have him
there, but we needn’t talk to the beast ! ;

“No fear!” said the Co. heartily.

Cavendish was lounging in the doorway of the New Houso
when Figging & Co. came in. The three juniors walked in

“with their noses in the air, taking no notice of the new boy.

Cavendish bit his lip.

He had intended to pick and choose his acquaintances in
the House; and he had decided to * cut ™ Redfern and Owen
and Lawrence. But to be ent himself was an unpleasant su-
prise, and he did not like it. His brow was gloomy as he

v stood there sfaring out inte the wintry dusk in the quad.

After tea, Figgins & Co. came out, and Cavendish was still
there. Some of tha juniors had made a slide in the quad-
rangle, and Figgins & (o, joined them. A long line of

- juniors went skimming along one after another in the deep
Sadusk, with shouts of laughter as some unlucky fellow tumbled
HOveT,

Tom Merry & Co. were all there, and they were enjoying
themselves,  Cavendish watched them for some time, and
«then joined the crowd. ¥

The School House fellows who noticed him stared at him,
but made no remark. They did not want to have anything
to do with bim; but, on the other hand, they were not dis-

“pozed to interfere with him.

Cavendish joined the hne of juniors skimming along the
slide, taking his turn. Skimpole of the Shell was just ahend
of him, and Skimpele lost his footing and rolled over, and
Cavendish bumped into him, and stumbled and fell.

Behind Cavendizh the juniors were coming on too fast lo
stop themselves, . :

.t{)-rthur Augustus piled on him, and Tom Merry and Aan-
nors and Lowther piled on IV’Arvey and on each other, and
then half a dozen more fellows tumbled over.

- Figgins & Co., who werc gfter them, succecded in stopping
just m time, :

“Don't block np the wayl” roared Figgins,. “If wyon
School House chaps want to go to sleep, why don’t you go
to bed?’
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“Ow! Gerroff my neck!™
““ Roll off, you ass!”
“Youre ss-squashing me!”
“ Bai Jove! Gewwolt !

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

The breathless juniors sorted themselves out. Skimpole
scrambled in search of his spectacles. Cavendish staggered
to his feet, muddy and breathless and furious, He shook his
fist at Skimpole,

“ You clumsy ass!” he roared.

skimpole, having found his spectacles, dabbed them on his

_nose, and blinked at Cavendish.

“Dear me !’ he saiill.  ** I wish you would not be so clumsy,
Cavendish. You gave me quite a sheck when vou fell on me,
yon did really.”

“You silly chump! I've & jolly zood mind to punch vour
silly head !” said Cavendish savagely, and he shook his fist
in Skimpole's surprised face,

“ My dear fellow———" said Skimpole mildly. _

“ Bhut up, and get off the slide, Cavendish!” said Tom
Merry., * You're blocking up the way.” ;

“T'lIl block up the way as long as 1 like, confound you!”
said Cavendish, who was thoroughly out of temper.

“Will you?  If you don't get aside, you'll zet shoved.™

* Rats 1™

That was enough for Tom Merry. Ile grasped Cavendish
by the shoulders, and sent him spinning along the slide.
Cavendish rave a yell as he slid away, vainly striving to stop
himself. One of his legs flew into the air, and he spun along
on the other, his arms waving wildly, amid yells DF langhter
from the junlors. Unfortunately, just at that moment, Mr.
Katehilf looked out of his window. The testy Housemaster
was annoyed by the shouts of the sliders, and he locked out
to see what the noise was about. He saw Cavendish spinning
away from Tom Merry's shove; and in another minute ho
came striding out of the house, ;

Cavendish had collapsed on the ground. My, Rateliff
strode among the juniors with his gown rustling, and his eves
wicarmng,

“ Merry,” he snapped, “ how dare you treat a new boy
in that way? This 1s not the first time that I have caught
vou bullyving.”

Tom Merry Aushed red. Bullving was not at all in his
line, and Mr. Ratchiff’s statement was not, as a matter of
Fact, truthful,

I wasn't bullying I Tom exclaimed hotly.

“ Certainly not, #ir,” said Arthur Augustus, “ That person
was standin® on the slide in the way, sir, and he had to be
wemoved, ™

“Hold vour tongue, 1’ Arey "

“* Weally, My, Watelif——"

“ Bilence! I will not have any impertinence,
another word, ID’Arcy, I shall box vour ears!”

I should uttahly wefuse to have my eahs boxed!” ex-
claimed Arthur Aunguostus 1Y Arey indignantly, * The Head

If you utter

does not allow anvthin® of the sort; and, besides, you are not

my Housemastah, Mr. Watcliff.”

* Bhurrup, Gussy!” murmured Blake.

“1 decline to shut up,” said Arthut Augustus, who was
fairly mounted on the Ligh horse.  * Mr. Watcliif has no
wizht to thweaten to box my eahs!"

Mr. Ratclitt apparently did not agree with D'Avey.  Ha
started towards the swell of 8t. Jim's with the evident inten-
tion of carrving out his threat.

Unfortunately for Mr, Ratcliff, he had not noticed the
shide.  As he ran towards Arthur Augustus, he stepped
upon it!

The next instant it seemed to Mr, Rateliff as if the earth
had risen sagainst him. =

His legs shot from under him, and he came down on tha
slide with a bump; but his impetus was great, and he shot
along at a terrific speed in a sitting position, with his feet in
the aie, and his hands clawing wilgly at the atmosphere.

A wvell of laughter burst from the juniors at the  extra-
ordinary sight.

“{zo it roared Blake.

“ My hat, he's beating the record !

““ Ha, ha, ha!” :

* Good heavens ! gasped Mr. Rateliff, “ Oh dear! Helpl
Ow—ow—yow! Yah! Oh! Help!"

Whiz ! :

Right alonz the slide he went, amid hysterical yells from
the onlookers, till he stopped at last, sprawling on the ground.
“Time we got off, 1 thunk,” muwrmured Monty Lowther.

The other fellows thought so, too. The crowd dispersed at
top speed, and Mr. Ratcliff was left sprawling alone, with no
one to vent his rage upon. Only Ceecil Cavendish remained,
and he ran towards the Housemaster to help him up.

Perhaps Mr. Rateliff did not recognise him in the gloom,
or perhaps, in his rage, he was =simply bound to wreak his
feelings upon soemebody, At all events, Cecil Cavendish
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artived in a very unlucky moment for himself. Without a
word of warning Mr. Rateliff grasped him by the collar end
boxed his ears nght and left.

Biff, biff, baff, baff | :

“Oh! Ow! Leggo!? shrieked Cavendish.
Leggo, you beast! Oh!l”

RBiff, bhiff, biff, baff b

Cavendish roared and struggled, but the Housemaster did
not let him go till he was quite breathless. Then he tossed
1}1[:{: squirming, velling junior aside, and strode away into the

nuse,

Cavendish stood, dazed and flushed and furiocus, rubbing
his ears. And from the dusk in the distance came a vell of
taughter from the fellows who had seen the incident. The
Housemaster's favourite had not fared go well at the hands
of the Housemaster, after all,

CHAPTER 9. -
Blow for Blow!

URING the next fow days Cecil Cayvendish found his
surroundings far from comfortable. The expecta-
tions with which he had come to St. Jim's were far

{rom realised. He had looked forward confidently to carry-
ing all befora him, to choosing his own friends among the
best fellows in his House, {o being courted by, fellows less
fortunately cirenmstanced than himself, to having a good
{ime, and to riding the high horse generally.

Nothing could have been more unlike the reality.

e was not sent to Coventry, but very few of the fellows
wanted to have anything to do with him. His snobbishness
might have been forgiven, but the fact that he was a funk
told heavily against him.

Jle was not a coward in the ordinary way. He did not
chrink from a fistio encounter. If he had his life in the
school would hardly have been tolerable.  But he had refused
to run any risk to savea fellow who was fighting for his life in
ihe frozen river, and probably his conduct had been dictated
by selfishness as much as by cowardice. That bad beginning
eould not be remedied.

He was not ragged, but he was avoided. Figging & Co.
spoke to him if he spoke to them, and that was all, Even
iatty Wynn declined an invitation into the tuckshop, though
it made ﬁia heart ache, for Cavendish was rolling in money,
and could have stood a really first-class spread.

Perhaps Fatty Wynn would have given way, but Figgins
and Kerr were firm. They solemnly promised to bump
Fatty till he was black and blue if he accepted any favours
from the new boy, and Fatly Wynn heroically resisted the
tomptation.

With the School Iouse fellows Cavendish had naturally
very little to do, being in a different House. Two aor three
follows in the School House were willing to be friends with
him, such as Levison and Mellish of the Fourth and Crooke
of the Shell, but they were not the fellows he would have
chosen.

Instead of being séught after and courted he was neg-
lected, and after a few days he felt his position very keenly.

He could not really understand it.

There was Redfern, a mere County Couneil Scholarship
boy., poor as a church mouse, who was thoroughly popular.
And he, Cecil Cavendish, heir to a baronetcy, with plenty of
money in his poclkets, was disliked and despised.

Only the fellows who wanted free feeds or who wanted to
horrow money of him took the trouble to make any friendly
overtures.

. And even those hardly concealed the fact that they despised
“him.

At first Cavendish felt certain that the fellows wounld come
sound of their own accord, and that if he maintained a
¢ stand-offish ' abtitude it would not be long before Figgins
and the rost were courting him.

But it did not come to pass, and after a few days of the
“ oold shoulder” he realised that it was likely to_ continue,

~If he wanted to be on good terms with them he had to
make the overtures himself, and for & time his pride
prevented that. But he made up his mind at last, and even
yet he did not realise that his overtures might be declined
without thanks.

He joined Figgins & Co. when they left the Form-room
aftor lessons one day. Figgins and Kerr were chatting in the

~gnad., talking football, when Cavendish came up.

The three juniors looked at him, and moved
Cavendish flushed, and followed them.

“¥ah! G}

AWay.

_____..—_-—I—I—-_—__'
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“ To0lt here ¥’ he exclaimed abrupily.
{oiiows down on me for 1 :

“ 1 think you know Eretty well,” said Figgins coldly.

1 want to join the Fourth Form footer clubl” gaid
£ avendigh angri{;-,n “ I'vo spoken to the secretary, and he
znvs I'm not wanted.”

“ Quite sol"" said Kerr, :

“ T'm not accustomed to this sort of thing,” said Cavendish
angrily, “ You fellows treat nie as if I were some rotten
autsider like Hammond or Redfern!”

“Vou'd better tell Reddy he's an cutsider,” said Figging
drily. “ There. wouldn't be much lefs of you when Reddy
had .inished with you IV - ‘

“1 suppose it’s what happened the day I came here 17" said
Cavendish doggedly. I den't see that I was bound to
go into the river Yor that silly fool 17

“Of course yon don’t see it!” said Figgins,
you're such an outsider !
ece 1t fast enough 7

“ [ suppose you think I'm a funk 7

“We know you are !’ !

“ I'N jolly soon show you that I'm not, then 1" blazed oug
Cavendish. ** Take that ! :

Smack !

[ His open palm came sharply across Figgins's surprised
ace,

Figgins staggered back for a moment.

“My hat!” he ejaculated. :

“ Wipe up the ground with him, Figgy 1 eaid Kerr.

“ Not here under the Housemaster's window,”’ eaid
Figgins. *“ Come into the gym., you worm, and I'll make
you sorry for yourself !” "

““ Are you a funk, too!” sneered (‘avendish, ‘‘Are you
afraid of the Housemaster seeing you!”

Figgins bit hia hip.

v Clome on, then ™' he said,

“ Hold on, Figgy I’ said Kerr,

Figgins pushed his chum aside.

“Rats! DI'm going to lick him here! T show him
whether I'm a funk or not! Shut up, I tell you! 1 don's
rare if Ratty’s looking out of the window! I'm going to
lick the cadV’

And Figgins rushed to the aitack.

Cavendish knew gomething about hoxing. He stood up to
Flﬂ_{#illﬁ well, and a sharp drive on the nose stopped Figgy'a
rush.

But that check only roused Figgy's ire the more, He
came on again, and this time his drives sumply swepk
Cavendish off his feet. The new boy went down with a
bump and a yell, :

“ My hat! There's the funk Aghting ! exclaimed Monty
Lowther; and there was a rush of fellows from all sides 1o
seo the fight.

“Go it, Figgy !”

“ Pile in, funi ¥ _

“ (o it, ye cripples I said Blake of the Fourth cheerfully.
“ Two to one on Figgy !

(‘avendish jumped up and rushed at lns enemy.

He grabbed hold of Figgins, and they pommelled one
another with terrific energy.

There was a warning shout of * Cave!”
came striding upon the scene.
were too excited to heed it.

Tramp, tramp, tramp! Biff, Laff, baft |

““ Boys!” shricked Mr. Rateliff. *f Ceasze this instantly I'®

He caught Figgins by the collar and dragged lam off.

Figgins panted.

“Oh, erumbs!” he murmured. *° Al right sirl”

ITe dropped his hands at ance. M. Rateliff shool Lium.

“ Did I not warn you, Figgins, that you were not to rag
the new boy? You have directly disobeyed my orders I’

All eves were turned upon Cavendish. He was expected
to own up that he had struck the first blow, but no one
really thought that he would do it.

But Cavendish understood the looks that were cast upon
him, and, fortunately for himself, some intuition made Eim
do the right thing.

“ Tt wasn't Figging's fault, siv!”” hie blurted out,

“What! What!"”

“ T hit him first, =iv,"’ said Cavendish.

““ Oh!"? said Mr. Ratcliff.

He released Figgins. e had intended to give that cheer-
ful youth a sound camng, having a long-standing dizlike for
Figgins. But in view of Cavendish’s confession, he could
hardly proceed to do so. :

““ Indeed? 'That alters the case!” he said, It is very
right and mmﬂfg of yon to own-up in this way, Cavendish I’

““Figgy would have got a licking, but Cavendish only
gets a pat on the baek I” murmured %ﬂﬂh’ﬂ, in disgust.

“You must not fight, especially in the quadruu[?rle,’
Mr. Rateliff.  ** Please let there he no more of this!”

“ What are you

. “ That's why
If you weren't an outsider :,ﬂ-u"d

as Mr. RatchiE
But both the combaiants

* eaid
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v . And the Housemaster rustled away.
Figgins dabbed his nose with his handkerchiel, and looked
at Cavendish in a rather uncertain way.
i That was decent of you,” he said, with an effort. I
«ghould have got a big licking. Ratty was glad of the chance.
It was decent of you to own up. You're not quite such a
rotter as I thought."
“Thanks!” said Cavendish, with a curl of the lip.
And ho went away to bathe his nose. It needed it
“ Aftaly all, he isn't such a feahful wottah,’ Arthur
Augustus remarked. “Tf he wasn't a beastly funk, and f
‘he hadn’t left Tom Mewwy to get dwowned we might
possibly be able to stand him." ,
But, as it was, the fellows declined to *‘stand " f!ﬂ-‘l-'t“ﬂ,d‘ﬁlh
and any number of fistical encounters—and he had {}ulh't i
large number—did not alter the general opinton that he was
-8 funk.
. Before Cavendish could be accepted on equal terms by any
of the fellows, excepting sveophants like Levison and Mellish.
he had to rehabilitate his. chavacter—and ere long he was
driven to consider ways and means of doing so. DBut it was
not easy—and for a long time he turned the matter over m
his mind in vain,

— e

CHAPTLER 10,
Levison's Idea!

o QAL
@ It was a half-holiday, and a junior Housc-match
WAS 1 PrOZress: : .

Tom Merry & Co., snd Figging's team of New llouse
juniors were hotly engaged on Little Side, with a big crowd
of the Lower School looking on and cheering

Clavendish stood among the crowd, with his hands thrust
deeply into his trousers-pockets, and a frown upon his brow.

He was a footballer, and he had expected fo take his place
in the zame at St. Jim's, and to cut quite a figure there.

But he was not wanted. ;

Aftor a timte, ho had been allowed to put his name down
as & member of the New House junior football club, and he
joined in the regular wractice,

But he had ne chance whatever of getting into a House-
mantch, even if his form had béeft good enough; and it was
nob quite good enough.

ilis thoughts were glum enough as he stood watclung the

~match, =
: < Redfern and Owen and Lawrence, the three Scholarship
_bova, were all in the New House side. Harry Hammond was
playing in Tom Merry's toam. And the idea of being left
_oat, while those outsiders, as he regarded them, werve play-
~ing, made Cavendish grit his teeth.

He walked away from the football-ground at last,

Levison, of the Fourth, joined him. Cavendish dul not
specially want his company, but he was glad to have some-

body with him.
"% (oming for a walk?” Levison asked amiably. °° What
do you say to a trot down to Ryleombe? They have vipping
tommy at Bunn's teashop.”

Clavendish's lip curled.  Levison would not have bothered

“ about him, unless he profited by it in some way. But the new
~boy was fecling lonely, and he gave a nod of assent, and they
strolled out of the school gates together. .

“ How are yvou getting on in your House?” Levison asked
E.‘r«.—nmﬂy.

Tavendiah scowled,

““ Rotten ! he saud.

“They've shill got
suppose 1 : E
=T suppose it will be up against me all the time that T'm

al, St. Jim's,” said Cavendish savagely, 1 can’t see that 1
"was to blame, A

-

that old story up against vou, I

Do vou think so?
“0f course not,’’ said Levison smoothly.
Oavendish knew that that was untrue ; but he wanted some-
ome to pour out his indignstion to, and Levison was the only
“ecomfidant at hand.

“TIt's beastly,”
gone on dangerous ice,
i different matter.”

# QIuitﬂ different,”” agreed Levison.

“ Ho was a stranger to me—I didn't even know he was a
St. Jim's chap: Why should I have risked my life to pull
him out. Would yout”

© % Mo fear !V said Levison promptly.

And that was true enough.

“ But I suppose I shall never gol over 1,0 sald Cavendish
restleasly.  “ They've ot it up against me, and 11 stick to
ine for good.”

¥ Bpare a pore man a copper, young sentlemen.”

A diapidated fizure was Lt-aning on the skile 1n the lane, and
he detached himself frem it as the schoolboys came by, and

ho said. * The silly ass shouldn’t have
i 1lis chum went in for him, but that's

NEXT
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held out a ragged hat. Ile was evidently a tramp, and
thera was a strong smell of drink about him, and s eyes
were bleaved. Cavondish made a gesture of disaonst,

“Clear off 1" said Levison sharply.

““'Elp a pors man on 'is way, voung gents”’ whined the
tramp. * I'm looking for work. :

“You'd die of shoek if you found any, I fancy !’ said
Levison, with a grin.

Cavendish tossed a shilling
raseed hat.

““Take that, and gheer off I"" he said. /

““ Thank you kindly, young gent,” said the ragoed way-
farer, ** I s'pose you couldn’t make it 'arf-a-crown. I've got
a job waiting for me at Lantham, if T could raise the railway-
fare. I'm a honest workman—anybotly'll tell yer that Iall
lligﬁﬂ i5 & honest man. If you could make it ’'arvf-a-crown

“You'd be able to get quite drunk at the Green Man,
mstead of only half drunk,” Levison suggested.

“1 pot a job waitin' for me at Lantham,” whined My,
Higgs. * If I could raise a "arf-crown, I could——" =
“Clear off, you cheeky rascal!"’ said Cavendish irritably.

And the two juniors walked on, leaving Mr., Higgs with
his ragged hat still in his hand. TLevison and Cavendish
reached the village, and walked into Mr. Bunn's teashop,
where Cavendish ordered tea,

“ Your treat—eh 7' asked Levison, with a grin.  He wanted
that to be understood before the time came for payving.”

“ Yes, of course,”’ said Cavendish, a little snappishly.

““ Right-ho! It must be ripping to be rolling in money !
said Levison enviously. ;

Cravendish shrugged his shoulders.

“ It doesn’t seem to do me much good at 8t Jim’s,”’ he
said. I thouzht 1 waa going to have a rood time there.
They give me the cold shoulder, and make a fuss about retten
outsiders hke that fellow Hammond—a frigchtful Cockncy
from Bethnal Green. I think it's sickening.” :

““Bo it 13, agreed Levison. “ T say, these tarts are jolly
vood ! We'll have some more if you don’t mind,”

“ ¥You can order what you ke

“ Thanks! You're a good chap!”

And Levison ordered what he liked—and a conziderable
gquantity of it.  Levison liked a good feed when he did nut
have to treuble about setthng for it.

favendish’s brow was gloomy. Levison was not the com-
panion he would have chosen for that afternoon’a stroll. He
was annoyed and exasperated, and labouring under a sense
of injury.

Lievison was thinking as he devoured tarts and cakes.

¥
¥
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carclessly into the tramp’a

“You wanbt to get over that bad start?” he asked
ahru,iﬂ:ly. - :
“There’s no chance of that," growled Cavendish., *f Per-

haps I'd do differently if it happened over again; but it
woln't,

“ 1t mueht "

Cavendish stared at him.

““ What do vou moan *"'

“ 1 mean it might be worked.”

“ T wish you'd speak plainly,” said Cavendish wwritably.

“Well, T can give vou a tip,” sard Levison. “ T think
vou're a good sort, and 1'd ke to help you to get right with
the fellows. You've done for vourself by funking——""

““ It wasn't funk,” said Cavendish fiercely. “1 dido't
choose to run the risk, that was all.”’

Lievison coughed.

“ Well, put it hike that,” bhe agread. ¥ You've done for
yourself, at any rate. The fellows think you're a funk hecause
vou let Tom Merry stick in the water under your eyes instead
of helping him. But there™s & way to set the matter right.
You've only got to prove that you're not a funk —that you'd
be willmg to toke the risk if 1t happened again. That's all.’’

“ Bat 1t won't happen again.”

“ Buppose somebody fell into the river—off the bridge —a
drunken tramp, for example,” =zaid Levison, lowering his
voice,  * You plunge in and save him—the river's very
dangerous just past the bridge, and a chap who'd go in there
for a drowning man would have to have hewps of pluck.,  Sup-
pose you did that—-""

“ 1 ecouldn’t,” said Cavendish,

““ Why not?'

““ What rot you're talking! T suppose a tramp won't fall
into a dangerous part of the river to please me,'" snapped
(‘avendish,

* Yes, he would—if you made it worth his while”

Cavendish started.

ORI he saM slowly. T see——1

“You risk your life to pull him out—you don't say any-
thing about it at St. Jim's, but it comes out—and there vou
are, a giddy hero!” grinned Levison. :

“ But I'm not going to risk my life !” snapped Cavendish,

* That could bo worked, too., No witnesses, of course.”
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“ Then I shouldn’t be believed.”

* Yes, you would—if a grateful tramp came up to the school
asking for the brave young gentleman who saved his life, to
thank#him.”

* Oh " gaid Cavendish.

“It would be quite a lark,” prinned Levisons “and it
would set you right. Of conrse, nobody in his senses would
have gone m for Tom Merry that day the ice broke, Lowther
was a fool to do it.”

“* I agree with vou there.”

“ But_the fellows think you ought to have dene it. Well,
vou make out that you're sorry yon didn’t—you lost your
nerve, you know—and when something of the kind happens
again, you go to the rescue like a piddy Briton,” Levison
chuckled, “ I tell you, they'll all be sorry when they know
you've risked your life.” :

“ But—but suppose it came out-—

“ How could 1t? Yon give the man somcthing decent for
his trouble, and buy him a vailwav-ticket for a place a
hundred miles away.” :

(‘avendish’s eves gleamed,

' Well, that sounds all right,” he said, with more anima-
tion. “ But—but who—--" . :

““There’s that tramp in the lane,” said Levison. * He's%
stranger in these parts, just tramping through., He would
be %]Hd to earn a few quids—yon can afford to pay him well—
yo've got plenty of money.”

: I could easily stand a fiver, if it came to that.”

1 expeet he'd sell his soul, if he had one, for half that.”
sardl Levison, laughing. ;

: But—but he’ll be gone by now—"

‘Easy enough to find him™ He'll have spent that hob
at the Green Man and have boen kicked out by this iime.”
sard Levison. “ We shall find him on the road.” :

tavendizh hesitated,

“Anyway, we'll go and look for him when we've finjshed
tea,” said Levison casually. “I'm only trying to help von
a2 a friend. Of comrse, 1'don’t stand to gain anything.'’

And Cavendish’'s mind was quite made up by the time they
left the teashop. It did not oceur to him then that if he
carried oul that precious plan, and it suecceeded, he would
be under the thumb of Levison, of the Pourth, who would
always have it in his power :
to expose the cheat if he

Tom Merry was standing tea in his study alter the match,
The Terrible Three had hurried over their dressing, and

were gone to Mrs. Taggles's little shop for supplies. Tom

Merry had recetved a remittance from his old governess,
Miss Priscilla Fawcett, and he was generously © blewing
it on a big feed for the team.

Dame Taggles served the chums of the 8hell with ¢heerful
alacrity. It was a princely order, and there were several
large packages for the Terrible Three to earvry away., They
came out of the school shop heavy laden. "The winter dusk
was begmning to fall in the old ¢madrangle of 25 Jim's

The sound of loud voices near the gates made Tom Merry
& Co. look round. -

A erowd was gathering there, round a junior who had just
come 1.

It was Cavendish, the new bov.

“ Hallo! What's wrong with Cavendish?"
Merry, as his eyes fell upon the juniors.
thera’s been an accident.”

Aud the Terrible Three, forgetting the feed for the
moment, huareied towards the new boyv, who was coming
povoss the guad.

Cavendish was drenched with water and zhivering with
cold. iz nose and fingers were almost blue,

“What's ]n:PI:Ii:nEd?” exclaimed Tom Merry., “ TIallen
imito the river:”

Cavendizh zheok his head.

* But you're wet through.”

exclaimed Tom

i  Prpiligac T f
l.ooks as 3

Lk ¥{"-E‘.=T

““ Have von had an aceident?™

L

*You must have been in the water,” zaid Tom Merry,
puzeled.

“Yes, ['ve been in the water,” sald Cavendish, through
his chattering teeth. ' Excuse me, I want to get in and
dry myself, or 1 shall cateh a fearful ecold.”

* Buck up!” sald Kangaroo, of the Shell. “ You'l beifer
have a rub down with a hard towel, and turn inte bed.'

(‘avendish hurried inte the New House,

He left the juniors in a state of great surprise.

“What's happened to himi ¥ asked Tom Merry,

“ Blessed ity I know,d said Redfern. “ [ spotted him
: e £ coming in wet, and asked him,

and he said he'd been in the

chose. e did not think of
that, but Levison was think-
mg of 1,

CHAPTER 11.

Cavendish Does Not
plain.

"oy ATHAH an unfor-
tunate wesult, deah
boys.”

Thus Arthur Augusius
1Y Arcy, as he rubbed down
hia noble person after the
football mateh, i the Fourth-
Form dormitory,

Jack Blake grunted.

“Yes, we ought not to have
drawn with them., With any
lick I should have taken a
goal, only it hit the goalpost.™

“Yadf, and if vou fellows had
backed me up a little hettah,
I should ecertainly have
scored,” said Arthur Augustus
severely,

“If vou hadn’t pot in the
way, 1 should have put it
through, wzou mean,” said
Reilly, with a snort.

“ Weally, Weilly—-""

** Never mind ; they haven't
beaten us, that’s one thing,”
sald Digby, " Buck up! I've
heard the 8hell fellows go
down, and there’s tea in Tom
Merry's study. I'm hungry.”

*“¥ana, wathah! 1 feel
wathah peckish, too.”

And the footballers finished
changing, and went down.
They had drawn in the match
with the New IHHouse, and
hoth sides were perfectly satis-
fied that with anv luck they
would have made it a win,
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river,”’

“ Bui he says he dido't fall

_ _he  couldn’t have
jumped in for amuvsement, in
this weather,” grinned Kan-
] can’t make hiim
I suppose he wouldn't
go for a swim with his clothes

He can’t have been skat-

garoo,

And there was much puzzled
comment among the juniors.

- The Terrible Three went
mto their House, and made
Hmu‘ vay to their study,
They found the Fourthe
Formors there veady for tea.

i “‘Lf'u'-'rd? on earth have von
Fu*lr=t1'.f’ demanded Blake,

I'he Terrible Thyee dumped
the parcels on the table.

“ There you are I"* said Tom
Merry cheerfully.  * Got the
kettle boiling? That's right.
All hands on deck ¢

“ What's that row about in
the quad.{" asked Blake, as
he began making the tea,

“Clavendish.””

* Oh, that fellow in trouble
fAgain " ?

“He's just come in soaked
to the skin, He's been in the
river, 1t =eems,” gaid Teoi
Merry, “But he ﬁ-m‘ﬂjt};:
Hldi_il't fall in."” .

 Pushed in, perhaps." said
Blake, o Hr.um-ln_nd; lavking
on the raft.” :

That would bLe a
rotten =ort of lark,
make it out.”

* Never mind;
tea.'”

= ' on ?
| _ ing; the ice is off the river
. . [ 4 since the thaw.”
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l “Here he is ! said Mr. Williaa
river, and fetehed me owut.

A — e — et WL ST - — —c _—— e ———

And the School Ilouse juniors had tea.

But they were very much puzeled by the condition in
which Cecll Cavendish had returned to the school, and very
curious about it, t

They had nearly finished ica when there was a Lnoclk at
the door, and Figging, of the Fourth, came in,

Figgins was looking perplexed,

“dust in time for the b egg,” said Tom _Merry
hospitably. *““ And there's zome jam left.”

Figgins laughed.

“Thanks! I've had tea. Have you fellows seen

Cavendish:™

“We saw him coming in,"™

“Wet throughi”

i '1?'{*;?.”

“Do you know what's happened to him?"

“ No. 1 suppose bhe's been i the river?” said Tom Merry.

* Yes; that's cectain, Buat he won't say 2 word., Ratiy
was very alarmed about him when he saw lLim. Iels had
him tucked into bed, with hoi-water bottles at his tootsies,
abd eent for the doctor. Talking about danger of pneumonia,
and so an. Neo danger that I can zee. The fellow’s all right,
but he might have a cold. Still, it's no joke to drop into
the river in this weather. T suppose it isn't a School House
inrk i

Tom Merry shook his head.

** Not that 1 know of.”

“ Ratly has asked him how he came to be in the water,
and he won't say,” said Figgine. * Ratty thinks he was
pughed in for a lark and that he won't give the fellow away
who did it Ratty wants to know badly who it wae.”

sald Manuners

haven't ¢caught a cold ! said

n liggs, pointing to Cavendish. “ That's the young gent whe jumped into the
I was werry near a goner when I felt "is and on my snoulder,”
Cavendish,

- b - e —

“I'm glad you

e o S—

(See Chapler 12.)

“It would be a rotten thing to do, and I don’s think any
ciap in the School House would do it,” said Tom Merry,
* Perhaps somebody on your side”

“No. I've azked all the chaps
but they wouldn’t treat him like that.
he met into the water?”

' Must have fallen in,”

“ Bul he says he didp't.”

“Then it's a giddy mystery. Anyway, if he was shoved
in, it’s pretty decent of him not to give the other rotter
away. That would be a beastly trick to play.”

“ Well, T thonght I'd ask you chaps if you knew anvthing
about it,” said Figgins, “ We're all very much puzzled.
Ta-ta!l”

And Figgins went,

e returned to his &n House in a puzeled mood.

Figgins did not like the Funk of the Fourth, but Figeins
did not approve of angthing like bullving or ragging to the
extent of danger. If Cavendish had been pushed into the
river, his life had been endangered; and the chief of the
New Ilouse juniors felt that ho was bound to put his font
down heavily on that if it was a junior who had done if,
and 1t covid hardly have been a senior

Asg soon as he reached the New House hie went up to the
Fourth ¥orm dormitory.

Ceeil Cavendizsh was in bed.

Mr. Ratcliff, much concerned for the son and heir of a
wealthy baronet, had ordered himn to bed at onee. With
hot-water bottles at his feet and a pile of blankets on him,
Ceecil Cavendish was very warm and comfortable. he

TEE GEM Liemawry.—No. 308
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doetar had been telephoned for, but had not yet arrived.
As a matter of fact, he was not needed.

There were one or two fellows in the dormitory, and they
bad evidently been cuestioning Cavendish as to the ace-
dent. But it was equally evident that they had received
no satisfactory information from him.

Figgins came towards the bed, and Cavendish looked at
himm inguiringly. : .

“T,o0k here, Cavendish!” said Figgins abruptly. “We
want to know what's happened.” '

“Ypu oan go on wanting,”” said Cavendish coolly. _

“Tf it was a rag, it's got to be looked into,” said Figgins.
“ We don’t like you, and wo don't make any secret of that.
But if you've been chucked into the river, it’s going too
far, and if you'll tell ns who did it, we'll see that he gets
a dressing-down, to stop him from playing rotten tricks
jile that in the future. Why, you might have been drowned,
especially as you're a funk.”

Cavendish turned red.

“ Oh, let that drop!" he snapped. “ Look here, I'm nof
roing to tell you anything, so you may as well leave ol
asking questions.”’ -

“ What do you want to keep it a secrei for?”

““That's my buaness.”

““ You have said that you did not full into the river by
accident,”’ said Figgins.

“No; I didn't fall o

“ Will you tell me whether you were pushed in?’

“T wasn't pushed in.”

“Then you must have jumped in of your own accord.
There's no other way."

(‘avendish grinned.

“Buppose I did " he said. :

“Then you must be dotty to jump into iey water with
your clothes on,” said Figgins. “ What should you do that
for ?"

*I might have had a reason.”

“But what reason?”’ demanded Figgins. “ Why should
any chap in his senses jump into the river on a winter's
day 1"

“Find out !

Figgins looked at him very hard.

“ T should think you were mad, if you did such & thing !’
he =aid slowly.

“Think what you like!"”

“Must be potty ! said Redfern. “There's only one
possible motive for jumping into the river, and that's to
foteh somebody out who'd fallen in, and we know jolly well
that Cavendish wouldn't do that!”

‘““ Was it that, Cavendish ?"" asked Figgins, startled.

“I’ve got nothing to say I"" replied Cavendish doggedly.

“T think you ought to explain. What's the good of this
silly mystification?” exclaimed Figgins impatiently.

Cavendish's lip curled in a sneering smile.

“Suppose I told you I'd jumped into the river to save
somebody 7 he said. *“ You'd think I was bragging!"

“Well, we know you wouldn't do that! You funked
trying to help Tom Merry when he was in the water !"

“Well, then, if you weuldn’t believe me, what's the good
of my saying anythingt" .

“De vou mean to say that it was that, then—that you
jumped in to save somebody ! : '

“1 don't mean to say anything !’

And Cavendish declined to say another word.

il

CHAPTER 12,

Quite a Mystery. !

HERE was much puzzling over what had happened to
Cavendish that day and the next, :

The obvious explanation—that he had jumped into

the river to rescne someone—was scouted on all sides.

The Funk of the Fourth wouldn't have done
Nobody entertained the idea for a moment.

But if it was not that, what was it?

He couldn’t have tumbled into icy water for the fun of
thg}dthing. and he had risked, if ot his life, at least a bad
cold.

And as Arthur Augustus pointed out, he had spoiled his
clothes—a very serious thing indeed in the eyes of Arthur
Augustus 1>’ Arcy.

Maost of the fellows concluded that Cavendish had been
pushed into the river by some ragger, in spite of his own
assertion to the contrary, and that he was keeping it secret
for the sake of not *sneaking.”

And they could not help regarding that as really decent
of Cavendish: though, as Jack Blake said, there was really
no need for him to tell lies about it.

Curiously enough, there was one fellow who backed up the
idea of a rescue, and that one was Levison, of the Fourth,
As a rule, Levison was far from disnosed to give anybody

Tur GeEm Lisrary.—No. 308
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“Manners would do a thing
avouldn’t. Cavendish would yell it from the house-tops! 1
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eredit for anything. He had a disparaging way of speaking
of all things and all people, and finding out bad motives
for the best possible actions, and selfish reasons for the most
generous conduct,

It was quite a portent for Levison, of the Fourth, to take
a candid or generous view of anything, and the fellows were
astonished to hear him speaking in favour of the outsider
of the New House.

Tom Merry could hardly believe his ears the next evening,
when he eame into the common-room and heard Levison
talking on the subject. : ;

* Seems to moe pretty elear,” Levison was saying. *If the
chap fell into the water he'd say so. If he wag pushed 1n,
he eould keep it dark who had done it, without telling lies
about it. He jumped in. That's my opinion!”

“ And, sure, why should he jump in intirely?” asked
Reilly.

“To pull somebody out, of course !

There was a general chorus of ;

““ Hats !’

“ Levison's trying to pull our giddy leg!" Jack Blake
remarked. ©' If Cavendish had done something really decent,
Levison would be the {irst chap to run him down and pretend
that there wasn't much in 1f, after all.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Well, that’s my opinion,”" said Levison. “T don’t
suppose we shall ever know the facts, but if we ever do,
you'll see I'm right."

““ T hope you are,'” said Tom Merry. * But if Cavendish
pulled somebody out of the river, why shouldu't he say
50 0"

“Might be modest about what he'd done,” said Levison,

“Rats !"

(4 L}imﬂ IJ!‘

“ Not much of that about Cavendish !™

“Weall, Manners did the same once,'’ said lLevison.
“ Manners fetched a kid out of a burning house, and never
said a word about it, and it came out quite by acerwdent.”

Manners turned a little pink. Tt was quite true that upon
that celebrated occasion he had acted like a hero, and he
still éma‘misnt‘*d a splendid camera presented to him by e
grateful parent as a souvenir,

4 That's guite different,". said Monty Lowther:promptly.
like that, but Cavendish °

know his sort ! -

““ Yaas; he has certainly neval stwuels me as wemarkable
for modesty '’ ;

“ Perhups be’s afraid of not being believed,” suggested
TLevizon. ** You sce, he lost his nerve that time Tom Meery
was in the water, and——" ;

‘““ He never had any {o lose ! said DBlake.

“Wathah not!”

“ You're talking out the back of your neck, Levison!
said Monty Lowther. ‘“And I'm blessed if 1 understand
what you're getting at! Ib isu't hike you fo say a good
word for anybody !

“ Oavendish has been lending him  money,
suggested Gore.

And there was a laugh.

And Levison's view of the matter did not gain ground.
Whatever had happened to Ugvendish on that mysterious
occasion, the fellows were quite certain that it was not a
rescue calling for pluck and devetion. Cavendizsh was the
last person in the world %o distinguish himself in that way.

But the fellows tired of puzzling over the matter at last,
and it was dismissed from mind. Tom Merery & Co., indeed,
had other and more important matter Lo think aboat.

They were playing Rylcombe Grammar School at football on
Saturday afternoon, and Tom Merry devoted most of his
time to the team.

rordon Gay & Co., of the Grammar School, were a very
strong eleven, and the 8t. Jim's fellows always had all thewr
work cutsout to beat them.

The school junior team was composed of the best players
picked from both House teams. On the present occasion
there were six School House juniors in it—~Tom Merry,
Lowther, Herries, Kangaroo, Biake, and D'Arey. Figgins,
kerr, Wynn, Redfern, and Lawrence made upthe New House
comtingent.

On Friday evening Figgins & Co. were surprised by a visit
from Cavendish in their study. Figey sang out * Come in !
as n knock came at the door, and the new boy walked in,
The Co. regarded him with surprised inguiry.

“1 want to speak to wvou about the match to-morrow,
Figgins,” Cavendish said abruptly,

“Go ahead ' said Figeins.

“I've been here nearly a fortnight now. I've kept up
regular practice, and I think my form is pretty good. Don't
you think I cuglt to have a chance of playing in the junior
eleven 1"’

pechaps !
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Figgins stared at him.

“You'll be a jolly lucky bargee if you get into the cloven
when you've been here a term, or two terms,” he said. ** No;
¥ don’t think you ought to have a chance. I’ve seen vou at
practice, and you're not up to second eleven form, even if
there were no other reasons for barring you !

““What other reasons are there 2’ Cavendish demanded,

“You know well enough. The whole team would he
against it—nobody wants a funk in the eleven.”

“Bame old tale!” said Cavemdish bitterly.
I'm never going to hear the end of that!"

“Probably not,” said Figgins coolly, “ Yon can't expoect
¢o. Suppose Tom Merry had been drowned that 4ime? I
c¢an tell you you wouldn't have found life werth living here,
I consider you're getting off pretty cheaply.”

* Then you weon't give me a chanee 1

“Can't be done. In this case, too, I've no power. Tom
Merry is captain of the junior eleven; I'm m:]l;.r captain of
the New House junior team.™

‘“ Then I'd better speak to Tom Merry 1"

Figgins chuckled,

+ ‘' You can speak to him if you like,” he said. “ It won't do
any good; still, it won't do any harm. Speak to him by
2!l means.” = !

Cavendish left the study abruptly.

He carried out his intention of speaking to Tom Merry.
The captain of the Shell heard his request, and then looked
him up and down.

“ You want to play

“Yes, I do!" said

o Wef!', you can't |

“Why can't 17"

“ Not good enough,” said Tom, cheerfully and candidly.

“You play a beggarly Scholarship boy, and tell me that
I'm not good enough!” said Cavendish savagely,

“I don't care twopence who or what a chap is, if he can
play footer,” said Tom Merry. “If vou were good enough,
'd put you in, against my own inclinations: but there are
a dozen reserves better than you. You can go and eat
coke I’ .

"And Tom Merry turned his back on Cavendish.

Cavendish walked away slowly, biting his lip. He was
finding his life very hard and uncomfortable at St Jim’s,
Instead of being a sought-after leéader in everything that was
going on, he was left out and neglected. He had no frienda,
‘and no share in the sports and amusements of the fellows,
It was due to his own faults, but he was far from admitting
it. Hven his “funk ' might have been lived down in time.
if he had not added to it the faults of snobbishness and
swank. The only chance for him was amendroent, but
amendment was as far as ever from his theughts. He was
quito satisfied with himself as he was. But he was not
satisfied with his pesition in the school, and he meant that
it should be changed, though, as was natural to a fellow of
bis character, he went the wrong way to work to change it.

House after dinner the next day. It was a bright,

T ‘cold, frosty day, without a sign of rain.

“Good weather,” said Jack Blake. “T1 was afraid there
would be rain after that blessed thaw. Good luck I
- Y“Grammar chaps get heve at half-past two!”? Tom Merry
remarked. **We've got some time on our hands, Trot out
the ball, and let's keep ourselves warm.”

““Right-ho!”

And a merry erowd of juniors punted the footer abeut tho
quadrangle. YFiggins-& Co, joined them. It was getting to-
wards time for the arrival of the Grammar School brake,
when a curious-looking individual walked in at the gates of
-ist. Jim’s, : :

He was a ragged man, with a battered bowler hat, and a
vagged muffler tied round his neck in place of a collar,

1c looked like a tramp, and Taggles, the parter, came out
of his lodge in" great wrath, at the mere idea of such an in-
dividual desecrating the sacred precincts of the school with
hin undesirable présence,

Taggles planted himself in the man's way,
the gates.

“Yon clear hoff "' said Taggles,

** Beggin' your pardon, sir——"

“You ain't allowed in ’eve, my man,”
Liitlo mollified by the “siv.”’ “ ¥You clear

“I come to speak to somebody, sir.
I ain’t a beggar.” '

" There amn’t any jobs goin® “ere,” said Taggles.

“Beggin' your pardon, sir, T want to sce one of the voung
gentlemen. - My name’s ‘ITggs—William *Iggs.”

“Wot do you want with cne of the young gentlemen?’

“1 supposs

for the eleven ' he ﬁjﬂculated.
Cavendish doggedly,

CHAPTER 13,
The Hero.
OM MERRY & CO. came cheerinlly out of the School

and poinied to

said Taggles, a
off I'*
I zin’t come to beg.
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said Taggles suspiciously. “Look ‘ere, your kind ain’s
wanted, You sheer off I’ ]

Kildare of the Bixtli was cressing the guadrangle, and ho
glanced towards the gates, as Taggles prepared to hustle the
tramp ont. Mye., Higgs called to him,

“CUan Y speak to yon a minit, se "’ ,

Kildare camo towards him good-naturedly. _

“Certainly!” he said. “Let him alone a momons,
TJ.'!.E-:'[Z."]':'.'E-F.” -

“7I5 only wants to beg, Master Kildare,” said Taggles,
with a sniff,

“I ain't a beggar,” said Mr. Higps, with dignity, “1I
wouldn’t take no money, not if it was orfered to me, T'm
an honest man, I am. I ain’t come ’ere to beg.”

“What do you want?”’ asked Kildarve. .

“It’s like this, sir,” said Mr. Higga. “ On Wednesday T'd
ad ‘a drop too much—I admit it. I was goin’ ‘ome to 'the
lareen Man by way of the bridge acrost the river, and T
fell in, I don’t deny that I was a bit serewed, but that ain’t
either ’ere nor there. A young gentleman jumped in, and
pulled me out. I was pretty far gone, and the young gent
“ad me carried ome to the Green Man, and I ‘eard arter-
wards, that 'earing I 'adn’t any nioney, ’e paid.for me to
stay till 1 was able to move. 1 ain’t the feller to sponge on
anybody. I'm able to go on my way to-day, but [ wanted
to come 'ere and thank the young gentlemnan first. He was
werry kind to me. But don’t you think as 'ow TU'm arter
asking him for money. That ain't my sort. I uin't a
bheggar.”

“I haven't heard anything of this,” said Kildare, in ‘sur-
rige,

P Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus. Most of the
juniors had gathered round now, curious to know what the
man wanted, and half the Lower School had heard My,
William Higgs’s story,

" Are you sure it was a fellow here who pulled vou out?”
asked Kildare.

“¥Yes, gir. The landlord told me it was a St
entleman, but he didn't know his
iim afore.™ :

" Well, he's a decent chap, whoever he is,”” said Kildare.
“How old was he?”’

“1 dunno. I wasi't in a state to see werry clear,” con-
fessed Mr. Higgs. “But I s'pose he was about as old as
that young gentleman, and 'bout the same size.”

And Mr. Higgs pointed to Jack Blake,

“A junior, then,” said Kildare., “Will you know him
agam if you =ee him?’ '

“Oh, . yes,” said Mr. Higgs. * Rather, sir.”

" You don’t want anvthing from him, excepting to thank
Iim for what he did?” asked the captain of St Jim's, &
Little suspiciously, for Mr. l-Iiiga ‘did not lock like a very
disinterested gentleman,

William Higgs drew himself up loftily, to the full height of
his squat figure,

“1 ain’t a beggar,” he gaid. "I don’t want to ece the
young genileman alone, nor to ask him for nothing. But he
visked his life to pull me outer the water, and I felt as 'ow
I couldu’t go on my way without sayin’ a word. sir. I didn't
say nothin® at the time—T wasn’t in a state to.”’

“'Quite right,” eaid Kildare. “If the chap jumped
into the river near the bridge, he took his life in his hands.
The water’s dangerous there,”

“That's wot he did, sir.”

“Do any of you kids know who it was?’ asked Kildare,
looking round.

'The juniors were exchanging glances.

William Higgs's story afforded the explanation for tha
state in which Cavendish of the Fourth had returned to St.
Jim’s on Wednesday afternoon.

Was it possible?

“Can yon see the boy here. my man?’ Kildare aslked.

: M]r. Higgs seanncd all the faces round him, and shool his
read, :

“He ain't “ere, siv,” he said. “He was a werry elegant
young gentleman, and werry ’andsome. I'd know ‘im again
anywheres,™

“When did this happen, Mr.
“On Wednesday afternoon, sir.’

“What time?? .

“ I think it was about three o’¢lock or "arf-past, sic.”
That seemed to settle it,

I Cavendish had pulled the man out of the river, and
had him taken to the Green Man for shelter, and then re-
turned to #t. Jim's, he would have reached the school just
about the time Tem Merry had seen him come into ths
guad,, dvenched and dripping.

“Bui it isn’t poszible,” said Blake, “The Funk wouldn't
do a thing like that. It ean’t have been Cavendish.”

“ Tmposs, 1™ :

“Beems a bit thick,” said Lowther. “Let’s hunt up
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Cavendish, and show him to this chap. Whoever it was, he's
said nothing about it.”
A dozen Eﬂluws ran off in search of Cavendish.
‘- What makes vou think it was Cavendish?’ Kildare asked.
“He came in wet on Wednesday afterncon, and wouldn’t
explain how he came to get into the river,” said Inggimns.
“* That’s queer. Well, we shall see.”
Kerr and Wynn came back with Cavendish. Cavendish

‘wag looking surprised; the two juniors had not told him

what he was wanted for. Cavendish started as he saw
Williama Higgs, and drew back.

“ Come on,” said Kerr.

4 I_I__I L

“There he is?’ exclaimed Mr. Higgs. * There's the young

gent wot pulled me out of the river!”

“ Cavendish?? shouted all the fellows.

“What did I tell you?” chuckled Levison.
afier all?”

S Bai Jove! Levison’s quite wight.,™

“ So it was Cavendish!”

“The Funk!”

“Not much of a funk if he did what this man says,” said
Kildave. *“It must have been touch and go for him,
Cavendish. are you the chap who pulled this fellow out of
the river last Wednesday afternoon?”

(Cavendisk flushed.

“¥es,” he said guietly.

“ And you never said anyvthing about 1t?

“Why should 177 . :

“Why should you?" said Figgins warmly. © Well, az all
she fcllows were calling vou a funk, you might have told
us.

“ Yaps, wathah, Cavendish, deah boy!”

“ORre Te ois, said Mr. William Higgs effusively grateful.
“The voung gent wot jumped into the river and fetched
me hout. 1 was werry near a gouner when 1 felt "is "and on
my shoulder. *70ld on to me,” he saye. *T'll save you,’ he
save, ‘Don't struggle” he says. “Jest 'old on. ™

“1I'm glad you haven't ecaught a cold,” said Cavendish.
“* What did vou come here for?’ - :

1 come “ere to thank vou for a-saving my life, sir. Don'
think as "ow I want anv money. 1 ain’t that sort. You ‘ave
heen too kind to me alyeady. You paid my hill at the
Green Man, and otherwise they wouldn't “ave took me in,
not dripping wet as I was, and nigh dead with cold. 1
sha'n't never forget that, sir, not so long as I live, and I've
swore never to touch a drop of drink again, siv.”

“That's goad,” said Cavendish.
~“] mean it, young gentleman, and I sticks to it said
Mr. Higgs., with dignity. “I come 'ere to thank vou for
saving of my life, and that's all—and p'r'aps vou'd like to
know that it's bin a lesson te me. and I'm goin’ to sign the
pledge,™

“ Best thing von ean do,”” sald Cavendish. * Next time you
tumble into a river there mayn’t be anybody near to pull you
out. Ilere's a quid for you to help you on your way.”

But Mr. Higgs drew back with great dignity,

“ Not a shilling, sir,” he ssid. "I didn't come ‘ere to
beg. Thank you kindly, sir; but vou've already done too
much for me. I ain't a beggar. 1 wish you good-day, sir,
with all the gratitood of a poor man’s 'cart!”

And My Theggs raised his battered bowler hat respectfully, and
walked awav, and disappeared oat of the gates. Cavendish
returned the sovereign to his pocket. Kildave clapped Inm on
the shoulder kindly.

“T've heard what happened the day wou came
(*avendish,” he said. ** The kids thonght badly of yon.
Y think they'll change their opinion now.”

“3%Who's right,

here,

But

Cavendish flushed.,

« T—I—1I didn’t want to say anything about it, Kildare. T
know I did wrong that day Tom Merry was in the water. T was
tired after a long journey, and—and I suppose 1 lost my
nerve, That was it. Bot—but if T was a funk I shouldn’t
have gone in for that chap, should 177 : .

“1 imagine not,”’ said Kildare, with a smile. * You must
have run & fearful risk. 1 think all you kids ought to admit
now that you have misjudged Uavendish.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Kildare walked away. Cavendish was surrounded by the
juniors at once. What he had done, or was believed to have
done, was more risky than what he had deft undone on_the
aceasion of Tom Merry's danger. He had redeemed his
character. And all the fellows were in a hurry 1o shake hands
with him, or pat him on the back,

“1 wegard him as wippin’,” Arthar Auvegustus declared.
“Tt was splendid to fish that wotten twamp out, and vewy
wippin® 1o =ay nothin’ about it.  Cavendish, deali boy, you
ave a hwirk. And I have an ideah, Tom Mewwy. T'm quite
willin® to wesign my place in the eleven this aftahnoon in
favah of Cavendish, if you will play him.”
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Tom Merry hesitated a moment, - ~° * ° :

He wanted to be kind to Cavendish, but that was earryin
it rather far. Football was football! Bat, after all, Cavendis
was a fairly good player. Tom had seen him at practice. 1f
he played up and did his best, he would be able to keep hia
end up. Tom Merry guickly decided..

‘“ What do you say, Figeins?'’ !

“ Put him in,” saxd Figgins heartily. “ Ile's a credit to
his House, and he's all right for the team. Shove him in!”

“ Right! Get into your things, Cavendish; the Gram-
marians will be here in a shake now.”

“You mean it?’ gasperd Cavendish,

““Yess buck up!t

* What-ho 1" . :

And Cavendish fairly ran for the New House, to change

for the matech,

CHAPTER 134.
Not So Bad!

HE ¢rammarian brake rolled up to the gates of S5i.
Jim's, and Gordon Gay & CUo. descended.
The Grammarian juniors were in great form, and
very keen for the match.

Tom Merry & CUo. were ready, but Cavendish had nof yet
arrived. \ i

He came on the ground while Tom Merry was chatting
with Gordon Gayv.

(favendish looked very fit and well in his football garb.

His face was flushed, and his eyes sparkling. He was a
keen footballer, and the undreamt of chance of playing in
the junior eleven delighted him.

“Here I am " he exclaimed.

,Qs.!pthur Aungunstns D’Arey gave him a friendly nod and a
=TT,

“ Jollay glad wou're in the team, deah boy,” he said. “I
twust vou will play up for all you're worth for 8t. Jim's"

** Yes, rather,” said Cﬂfﬂl‘ld‘ij] eagerly, “* I—I say, D' Arey,
vou're standing out to make roem for me,
of vou to give me a chance like this.™

““ Not at all, deah bow,” said 1V Ares, with a graceful wave
of the hand. * Only too pleased. 1 feah I have done you
w'ong. 1 wegarded you as a wotten .f-unEik because you didn’t
help B':l'ﬂm Mewwy that time, and you've pwoved that you
have heaps of plack, 1 was mistaken. I'm only too glad to
sep that ¥ou are the wight sort aftah all.”

Cavendish's Alush deepened.

“Quite zo0,”" said Dlake heartily, 1 don’t think you can
Wame ue, Cavendish, conzidering what happened. But we're
jolly glad that vou've have a chance of showing that you are
true blue. What T can’t understand is, why you should have
gone in for- a blessed tramp, when you wouldn’t risk 1t to
help Tom Merry.” [

“ 1—I hadn’t my wits abont me on that occasion,” said
(‘avendish haltingly, ** I—I was taken by surprise, you know,
I—I'd just made up my mind to go in when Lowther arrvived.
I was sorry enough afterwards.””

“ Well. it's all right. What you've done shows that you'ro
not a funk, anyway. And you weren't going to say a word
about 1t?"’ ]

“ Wo,” said Cavendish,

“ Well, I'm glad it’s come ouk™

““ Yaas, wathah.”

 T—I wish it hadn't,” mattered Cavendish uneasily, and
his face was very red. He had not expected to be troubled
with any pangs of conseienee over his trick, but, somehow or
other, the simple trust and faith of the St. Jim’s [ellows
troubled his mind. * I—I wish that fellow Higgs had nevers
come here.”

“ Oh, wats!” said Arthur Augustus warmly, 1 thank it
was quite wight of Higgs to come and tell you he was gwate-
ful. And I'm jollay glad we've found out by accident that
von are weally a decent chap.” .

Tom Merry had tossed with Gordon Gay, and won the toss,
The Grammarians were given the wind to kick off against,

“ Time!” said Tom cheerily,

The teams hined up.

Coci! Cavendish had been put at ountside-right in Arthur
Augustus D'Arey’s place,

His face was troubled as he lined up with the others. 1is
conscience was troubling him strangely. e felt a eurious
wish that some of the fellows had doubted the story told by
Mr. William Higrs, that their faithin him was not s0 complete.
1t never even occurred to Tom Merry & Co. that a trick had
been plaved, And Cavendish, who was not accustomed to
thinking badly of himself, felt like a cad. He was glad to be
in the junior eleven, but he knew that he was there under
false pretences. He knew that ‘all the fellows who were so
friendly dnd cordial t6 him now would have despised him
utterly if they had known the truth, He was a cheat, an
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impostor, and he realised it -with a biticr clearness that he

|

had not expeeted, _

But he was in for it now. Tt was too late to think of that.
He had listened to the voice of the tempter, and he had
fallen. Now there was nothing for it but to see the matter
through, to live up to the lie, to bolster up one falsehood with
another, and make the best of it,

He glanced at Redlern, right-half in the 8t. Jim's junior
team. 1t was borne in upon his mind that Redfern, the
County Couneil scholar, w]é-:}m he had despised, would never
have played a trick like that, that he would have scorned the
bare idea of it £

And Cavendish felt very small®ndeed.

But the starting of the game drove all other thoughts out
of his mind,

At least he could play up for the school, and do his best for
his side, and redeem himself to some extent in his own eyes,

He was a keen player, and though his form was not equal
to that of the rest of the team, he meant to do his best, and
not disgrace his side if he could help it.

Gordon Gay kicked off, and the Grammarians followed up

the kick-off with a rush into the home half.

The tussle was soon fast and furious.

The red shirts of the Bt. Jim's follows mingled with the
blue and white of the Grammar School in a hot struggle.

Gordon Gay, Woeotton, and Monk brought the ball right up
to goal, and there was a sharp attack. But Fatty Wynn
in roal was not to be beaten.

The Welsh junior was all hands and eves, and he saved
three times in rapid suecession amid loud cheers, and then
Ilermes cleared, and the struggle swayed away to midfield.

Cavendish’s chance came at last,

He captured the ball, and bore it along the touchline, and
wound through the Grammarian defence,

He was tempted to rush on, and kick for goal, but he
checked the selfish impulse. The * game ' was to centre to
Yom Merry, who was well up and ready for a pass,

And Cavendish sent the ball in, and Tom Merry captured
it, and slammed home into the net. And there was & roar
from the 8t. Jim’s crowd.

il [';_ml !!l

** Bravo, Tom Merry |

Tom Merry gave the new junior a word of aporoval as they
walked back to the centre of the field.

“* That was a jolly good pass, Cavendish.”

" Good man{”’ said Figgins approvingly.

And Arthur Augustus D’Arey, standing at the ropes,
clapped his noble hands, and cheered. .

Tom Merry’s goal was the only one taken in the first half,
though the Grammarians did their best 1o equalise.

After the interval Gordon Gay & Co. played up their
hardest, and Fatty Wynn was beaten by a lichtning shot from
the Cornstalk junior,

The score was level,

After that the struggle was hard and fast. SBome of the
fellows had ** bellows to mend,” but both sides played up with
great keenness right to the fimish.

Right up to within five minutes of time the score remapined
even, and the spectators had decided in their minds that it
was to be a draw,

But it was not to be. The 5t. Jim's forwardz got away
fincly with the ball, Cavendish again plaving up splendidly.
Cavendish eentred to Tom Meorry, and Tom Merry was rushed
over by the Grammarian backs, but not before he had seni
the leather to Figging at inside-left,

Figgina slammed the ball home, and the leather grazed the
finger-tips of the Grammarian goalie as it shot into the net.

There was a roar.

“Goal! Goal!”

* Hurray 1"

The whistle rang out sharply,

The match was over.

St. Jim's had won by twao goals to one.

* Never mind!"”
himself down after the match. '* We'll beat you next time !

“A wippin’ wesult,” was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s com-
went, ' We've beaten the Gwammali bounders by two io
ono—and I wasn’t playin'!”

“ That’s the reason!” explained Monty Lowther blandly.

“* Weally, Lowthah——"

** Cavendish played up jolly well I’ said Tom Merry, “ Ie's
not quite up to junior eleven form, bui I think he ought to
have a show in the House team after this!”

And all the fellows agreed. '

“T'm putting your name down on ihe list of reserves,
Cavendish,” Tom Merry told him a little later in the evening,
when the Grammarians had pone. :

“ Thanks!” said Cavendish. * You're very good. I did
my best 1"’

“ You did jolly well ¥’ said Tom Merry warmly.  ** That-
pass of yours that I ecored from was a beauty—and souio
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said Gordon Gay cheerfully, as he rubbed *
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wingers would have run on and shot for goal and lost it. As
a matter of fact, I was rather afraid you would do that. Bui
vou didn’t,”’

Cavendish reddened,

1 might have done it," he sawl. ‘' Only—only—well, I
didn't! 1 say, Merry, I'm sorry 1 dido't help you that Liug_;
in the rviver, 1 suppose I was a votten funk!”

“ Not a bit of it,”" said Tom. ** You've proved that vou'ra
not a funk. We'll put it down to a bit of abgent-mindedness
amy fellow pught lose his nerve now and then, My dear
chap, that’s all over and done with. What you've done proves
that you're a good sort, and anything but a funk. 1 can
tell you the whaole echool thinks well of youw—and they'll go
on doing s0, unless—unless He paused.

“Unless what 7" asked Cavendish uneasily.

" You'd like me to speak out?"’ asked Tom bluntly,

" Yes, certainly "

“ Well, unless you spoil it vourself,” said Tom Merry.
“ You showed a bit of rotten uppishness when vou eame
here—excuse me—putting on airs over Hammond, for instance,
hecause he was a Cocknev chap from Bethnal Green—and ye
heard you've been rusty with old Reddy, on acecount of his
being a Scholarship boy. That kind of thing won’t go down ab
St. Jun's. We don't like snobs !

“* 1 understand.”

“ I hope you don't mind my speaking ouf—I wouldn'i hive
done it, only you've showed yourself to be a decent sort, and
I don’t like to think of your spoiling it by playing the giddy

-

“You ean rely on

I.II

oX, you know, in small matters”

Cavendish smiled in a constrained wav.,
.['“ I won't play the giddy ax,” he said.
1lat.

m gomg to beg Hammond’s pardon !

“GoBd man!” said Tom Merry.

And he eonfided to Lowther and Manners, when he told
them about that little tallk with Cavendish thst the mdtsides
wasn't such o rank outsider after all, and that in time he
would be a really decent fellow.

CHAPTER 15,
Quite a Success,
" 'M really sovey " Figgins remarked 1o the Co., as they

H came into their study in the New House, ;

" About Cavendish?’ Kerr asked.

Figgins nodded. :

“ Yes,  As it turns out we have been rough on him. He's
done a jolly decent thing, and held his tongue about it. Wa
have been rough on the chap,” said Figgins.

" Well, it scems that he 1sn't a funk, as we believed," =aid
kerr glowly, ** But, as a matter of fact, Figey, ‘T can't like
him.  He's a rotten snob.  Ha was perfectly rvotten to
Hammond, you know, who's worth whole stacks of him.”

* Rediern would have smashed him, only he despises him
too much,” said Fatty Wynn, ** He simply lets him rip. I
suppose that’s the best thing to do with such a silly chump.”

“Yes, he's got his drawbacks,” said Figgins, * 8till, I
think we can stand him, and give him a chance now. I was
thinking of asking him in here to tea! Koumi Rao's mone
over to the Behool House to visit IV Arey, and Cavendish
will be alone in his quarters.”

' Just as you like," said Kerr,

" Hallo, there he i8!" said Figgins, az Cavendish's voico
was heard in the passage,

Cavendish was speaking to Redfern, and as the studv door
was open, Figgins & Co. could not very well avoid hearing
what he saud.

“Pve been loeking for yon, Redfern,” .Cavendish was
saying, as the two junicrs came up the passage, *“Can I
speak to you i

" No law against i, =said Redfern cheerily. * What's the
matter with you? You've not showed any great want to
speak to me up to now.”

“I'm sorry !

** Nothing to be sorry about!” said Redfern, laughing.
wasn't pining for the pleasures of your conversation.”’

Cavendish flushed.

“ I suppose you'll think me a silly ass—vou must think mo
one already,”” he said. ** But—but I wanted to say I was SOLTY.
I've played the piddy ox, and I know it. I didn’t seem to see it
somehow till just lately. But T was ass enough to think that
I was better than some fellows here, und—ﬂnﬁ I've found ous
that they're better than I am. I ean’t say more than that.’

Redfern whistled,

Whatever T may be, T won't be a snob in the future, -

“ Well, 'm blessed if T ever expected to hear you talk in

that strain,” he exclaimed. ‘“ But if you're beginning to see
light, all the better. To tell you the truth, T thought you
were several sorts of an ass, and I thought worse than thak
till I heard that man’s story to-day. Give me your fin 1"

And Redfern shook hands with Cavendish, and nodded to
him n a friendly way as he went to his Hi}u{ij?.
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Cavendish remained standing in the passage, a wrinkle in
his brow. [e started as he felt a touch on the shoulder, and
looked round and saw Figgins.

“1 heard you talking to Reddy,” said Figgins. ** Couldn't
help it. I was jolly glad to hear vou talking like that,
Cavendish. Hop into the study. We're just going to have
tea, and Kerr's standing something special.”

(avendish's face hrigﬂhtened.

It was the first time hie had ever been asked into Figzins's
atudy, and. he fully understood and appreciated the heonour.

He spent a very happy half-hour in the study with the Co.

¥or the hrst time he was on equal and friendly terms with
really good fellows, and he felt that it was better than snob-
bish seclusion.

He left IMiggins's study in high spirits.

When he returned to his own study, Koumi Rao had not
come back, but the roain was not unoccupied. Levison of the
Fourth was sitting there, waiting for him,

: At the sight of Levison all the brightness left Cavandish's
ace,

Levizson's keen, sharp features, his satirical grin, recalled to
Liz mind all that he wanted to forget.

It made him realise sharply that his new position in tho
House was founded upon a falsehood—that he was a cheat,
and that he would be despised as a cheat if he were found
out. He locked glumly and grimly at the cad of the Fourth.

“Hallo!" sayl Levison, in very friendly tones. ** I've heen
walting for you. I thought I heard your veice in Fizgins's
study as I passed.”

“ I've boen having tea with Figgins.”

Levison raised his eyebrows,

**It’s worked, then, and no mistake !"” he exclaimed.

Cavendish frowned, and bit his lip.

“Don't talk about it!" he exclaimed. “ 1 donlt like to
think about it. I'd rather forget the whole matter.”

** ¥es; possibly I”” said Levison, with a chuckle. * Naturvally.
By the way, have you settled with our cheery friend Higgs?"

* Yes—I dodged out just after the match, and met him in
ﬂﬁa ;nﬁ&dnw, as arranged,’” said Cavendish sourly. ** That's
all right."” : s

** Nobody saw vou?"’ Ry

““ No; I took care of that."

" He played up jolly well,”" said Levison.
quid you offered him was really a master touch.
of that, didn't 17
to mo !’

“1I know I do—and I'm beginning to wish that vou had
left me alone," said Cavendish bitterly.

““It seems to me that vou've got reason to be satisfied.”

“In a way, yes. But—but I never felt so like a rotten cad
in my life before 1" said Cavendish miserably. “ I can’t stand
dt, I think. If they doubted me, it wouldn't he so bad—but
their confidence makes me feel liko a rotten worm "

““Oh, you'll get over that,” said Levison coolly.
chief thing is to be safe from being found out.
cleared off, I suppose?™

** Yes—I had bought hLis railway-ticket for him, and I gave
him a money-order for five pounds, payable at Southampton
Pest Office.  He had to go there to get the money, so he

caught the next train. He's gohe "
All
You can depend

* Refusing the
I thought
I inust say that you owe the whole bizney

e 1
Higos has

Y Good enough.  After all, he earned the money.
you've gobt to-do now is to keep the sceret,
on me, too."

* All vight ! said Clavendish wearily,

“ By the way, I suppose vou could lend me a quid if you're
not quite eleared out settling with Higes?" said Levison
casually.

Ceeil Cavendish looked at him quickly.

Levison asked for the loan civilly enough, but there was a
latent tone in his voice that suggested unpleasantness if the
loan was not fortheoming,

“ You owe me four or five pounds now!" said Cavendish
coldly.

* Make it five or six, then!” said Levison, laughing.

Cavendish hesitated a moment or two.

** After all, I've dene vou a jolly good turn,” said Levison.

““ Yes, I suppose you have,” said Cavendish, with a sierhy,
“Here's your quid.” L

And there was a golden coin in Levison’s waistcoat-pocket
a3 ho walked away from the New House, whistling cheer-
fully. He intended that before mueh time had passed there
ehiould be other golden coins to join it there.

CHAPTER 16.
The Only Way.
: @ECIL CAVENDISH had gained all

that he had
aimed at,
Hia scheme had been quite a success,
He was fairly instalied in the good opinion of the St. Jim's
Tne Gem LiBrRARY.—No. 308.
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. him like a constant reproach,

_have as much money as you like.

He had been given his place as a member of the
He was on friendly terms with

fellows.
New House junior eleven.
I'iggins & Co, and Redfern.

he School House juniors thought highly of him, too, and
Arthur Augustus ID’Arcy was esvecially chummy. Arthur
Augustus was only too glad to be able to be chummy with
Cavendish,- because; as he mentioned quite a number of
times, his people knew Cavendish's people.

Cavendish ought to have been happy—or, at least, satisfied
—since everything had worked out according to his desires.

But he wasn't,

In the time of full success he felt more wretched than he
had felt at any time singe he had come to 8t. Jim’s.

Contact with. fellows Iike Figgins and Rediern and Tom
Merry had insensibly made a change in him, and in his
views of things.

The foolish snobbishness and self-satisfaction seemed to
have left him, and if self-respect could have taken their
place it would have been all for the better.

But he could not respect himself.

The urpsuspicious friendliness of Figgins & Co. seemed to
It was founded upon a cheat.

He had lied, and he was reaping the fruits of a falsehond.
He-was still the Funk of the Fourth, though no one called
him that now. He was worse than he had been, and he
realiced it. He was better in many ways, but that only
made him feel his faise position with more intolerable keen-
1ness.

Any reference to his rescue of Higgs, the tramp, touched
him on the raw, so to speak, and he became so ratty when
that matter was mentioned that the fellows soon left off
making any reference to it.

If he could only have set his conscience at rest he would
certainly have been very happy now; but, unfortunately,
that was the one thing he could not do.

Among his other troubles, there was Levison. Levison
soon made it clear that he had not acted out of friendly
devotion. His requests for small loans multiplied, and Cecil
handed them over for -some time without demur. When at
last he ventured to refuse, the cad of the Fourth showed his
hand at once. _

+ “ You can afford it,” he said coolly. **Your pater lets you
I've heard you say so0."”

“I'm not going to bleed my pater to hand you the
money ' said Cavendish fiercely. ** You've had enough out
of me, and it's got to stop.” -

“T'm deing vou a service,”

“I don't see it.”

L"iGDDdt Would you care for me to write a comic article,
giving the true account of that giddy rescue, and put it in
the next number of Tom Merry's * Weekly #"

C'avendish clenched his hands hard.

“You mean that I've got to pay you to keep quiet?" ha
asked, between his tecth,

* Oh, that’s a rotten way of putting it !"

“ Bat that's what you mean?"”

I mean that one good turn deserves another. You've
got plenty of money, and I'm bhard up. I'm keeping vour
secret,’” -

Cavendizsh looked him full in the face, and drew a deep
Lreath,

“I've paid you all T'm going to pay vou,” he said
deliberately. * I'm not poor, but vou've had more out of
ine the past week than I ean afford. You had the whole
fiver my father sent me yesterday, and now vou're asking

* for more.”

* Like Oliver Twist,” =aid Levison, with a grin, “I want

more.”’
“You won'i get it! Not a shilling! Not a penny !"
“* Then you can look out for sqgualla!™ said Levison.

“ What do you think the fellows will say when they know
the facts?'’

“If they know any of the facts, they're going to know all
of them,” said Cavendish, with a gleam in his eyes. ““If the
truth comes out, 1 couldn’t stay here. It would be impos-
sible 24

“Ouite so!”

“1 shall have to go. Dut before T go, I shall goa to tha
Head and state plainly that you have been blackmailing
me, and demand that all the money I've paid vou shall be
returned to me.”

lLievison etarted.

“You—you wouldn't dare ! he stammered.

“You'll see,” zaid Cavendish, gritting his teeth. “T fancy
vou'd be sacked frcm the school within an hour of that,
Levison ™

“Yon couldn't prove it,”" muttered Levison

1 could prove it quite easilv. T have kept the number
of the note I zgave you yesterday. You've changed it. I saw
vou change it. I could prove easily enough that thas

~ Our Gompanion Papers,  “T"“EINILIAR"
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banknote was mine. How would you account for my having Fourth, and now, indeed, he was more interested in keeping
given it to you?” ) the sceret than Cavendish himself. :
Levison stared at him blankly. It was a relief to Ceeil Cavendish to have got rid of
“ Waoll, you—you rotter!” he exclaimed. ** You thought ILevison and his importunities. But his own conscience was
of that when you gave me the note !’ a greater trouble than Levison had been. :
- T did. I intended it to be the finish, and it's going fo He grew moody and discontented, and somewhat snappish
be the finish. You've had enough out of me. BSay a single in his temper. More than onee the impulse came upon him
word, and you know what you'll get. Let me find that the to confess the cheat and have done with it. But he shrank
secret has got out, and I shall know you've told. And then from it. To do so was to finish everything. He could nes
you can look out for trouble.”” have remained at 8t Jim's afterwards to faco the ridicule
“ 11 sha'n’t say anything, of course!” Levicon muttered,  20d contempt that would follow. .
“ Mind T R L t ol IF v flis curious mood did not escape the notite of the other
L UL PSSR ey s SR e TIO- RS You  gollows, and Arthur Augustus I’Arcy was especially con-
do, I'll knock you down! R SR, e .
Aud‘ 'avendish turned on his heel and welked away. “ Cavendish seems to bes quite off colah,” the swell of St.
Levison looked alter him with rage and dismay in his  Jim's remarked in Study No. 6. - ““He’s wefused to come
face. He had regarded Cavendish as a goose to lay golden  heah to tea to-day. He seems to have somethin’ on his
eggs; but the supply of golden eggs had evidently run out mind, deah boys. I weally think I ought to zee about if,
now. After what Cecil had said, Levison realised very as my people——"
clearly that he dared not say a yerd. If Cecil carried out * Know his people,” grinned Blake. .
his threat, the exposure would méaw ruin to.the cad of the ““Yeos; exactly. He seems to be wathah avoidin® me. If
“ She_ds : Tae GeMm Lisriry.—No. _mf
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he's been gettin® into any twouble, T think he ought to
confide in me as his own-uncle, you know. In case of a
difficuliy vou can’t do bettah than consulé a fellow of weal
tact and judzment.” _

And when Arthar Augustus saw Cavendish again, he
plunged into the subject. Cavendish was walking about
aimlessly by himself under the elms in the quadrangle, when
tha swell of 8t. Jinu’s bore down on him. He made a
movement to walk away, but IV’ Arey appeared not to notice
it, and joined him cheerfully. ,

““ Apvthin' wong, deah boy ! Arthur Augustus asked,

“* N, =aid Uavendish shortly.

“ You've been lookin' a bit off colah, you koow, I twusk
you have not been gettin' into twouble. If you have, I'm
quite villin' to advise you, a3 an old hand, you know," said
Arthur Augustus, in guite s fatherly manner.

Cavendish pansed. The impulse was strong upon law to
speak out and get done with it

“ Suppose——"" he began slowly,

““ Yaas, deah boy 7"’ said D'Arcy encouragingly. Pile in

“ Bappose—"

““ Fiah away!”

“ Buppose vou'd
abruptly.

Arthur Angustus coloured.

“1T'm afwaid I couldn’t suppose anythin’
Cavendish,” he replied.
that posish at all.”’

(‘avendish smiled faintly.

“Then vou can’'t advise me,”” he said.

The ewell of 8t Jim's stared at him bémnkiy,

““You mean that wyou have thld a
demanded. -

“Yes, said Cavendizh desperately.

“Then it's an awfly wotten thing to do, and the cnly
way ovt of it 12 to own up,”” said Arthur Augustus premptly.
Y (1o to the fellow vou've lied to and tell him the twuth,”

“ SBuppose thera were a lot of fellows "

“Tell them all the twuth.”

“ Not so easy to do as to say,” said Clavendish.

“ Bettah than keepin’ up a wotten hie,” said Arthur
Augustus. " I'm weally surpwised at this, - Cavendish. [
did not think vou were a fibbah. But you ean wely on it
that if you've been tellin’ lies you'll never have any peace
of mind till you've owned up.” '

VI osuppose not,” saul Cavendish restlessly.

“ Make the plunge, deah boy.”

“T'll think about it. Don’t repeat what I've zaid to vou,
of course.”

“Wely on me.”

Cavendish walked awav. He left 8t. Jim's, and strolled
down the lane, thinking to himself.

Was it better to do as Arthur Augustuz had advised?
;I‘hni‘ was the only way to obtain peace of mind, certainly.

Jut-—— :

To leave 8t Jim's—to give up all he had won—to part
from the fellows he had grown to like, and who had come to
like him, that was too hard! Could he do 1t? And to make
them scorn him, as they must if they knew the truth! How

could ho face that?
I been lookin’ for you

L

told a rotten Jie®? sald Uavendish

ol the sort,
1 weally could not put myself i

By

whoppah |

he

““ Arternoon, Master Cavendish!

Cavendish started vielently, .-

A ragged man, with a beery, dirty face, had stopped in
the lane. It was Mr. William Higgs. Cavendish stared at
Lim with a bloodless face. He had rid himself of Levison.
But he knew now that he was not to bo so easily rid of Mr.
Higgs. The money was gone, and Mr. Higgs had come back
for more, that was evident. The unhappy boy groaned. He
was realising what a tangled web we weave when we practize
to deceive,

Mr. Higgs grvinned at him aﬁub]g.

“ Glad to see my ’eroic rescuer,
you ara glad to seo me, sir?"”

* You should not have come back here. You agreed

“1 thort as 'ow a genevous young gent like yvou wouldn't
mind ’elping a pore man,” Mr. Higgs expln.inml. A few
l]EI‘Id .mn’t much to a young gent like yvou."

*I've paid you once, and I shall not pay you arain !’ said
Cavendish, grinding his tecth.

*Oh, draw it mild !" expostulated Mr. Higgs. * Five guid
wasn't werry much for a duckin’ in a cold river, and I never
did like water, inside or hout. I dessay you can ’and me a
couple of quid now to ’eclp me along.” :

* 1 shall give you nothing."

Mr. Higgs's eyes gleamed dangerously,

* Then p'r'aps the young gents up at the school waould like
to "ear wot really 'appened that arternoon!” he suggested.

“ You mean vouw'll betray me, you filthy loafer?”

‘Myr. Higgs chuckled,

“ Mum as a hoyster, if I ’ave a few quid,” he replied.

Cavendish Jooked at him, and drew back his right arm.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 308.

he chuekled. 1 'ope

Before Mr. Higzs realised the kind of reply he was to receive,
Cavendish’s fist was planted full in his dirty face, and he
recled back and fell with a erash nto the ditch. :

“ Oh, crikey! Huh! Groogh!”

The tramp rolled in the diwch,
amothered with mud.,  Cavendish
savagely.

Do you want some more, you robter?’ he siked.

“Ow! You keep vour "ands ori!” spluttered Mre. Higgs.
“Don’'t vou 'it me!
up—that's- wot I'm goin' to do. You see!”

Cavendish advanced upon him with blazing eyes, and Mr.

and_ rolled out agaim
looked down at hinm

Iiggs picked himself up and fairly ran for Rylcombe, squelch- |

{(lavendish turned and walked
It was the end now, and he

ing out mud at every step.
roodily back to St. Jim's,
knew it.

CHAPTER 17,
The Last of Cecil Cavendish.

" NYHDY seen Cavendish?”
H ¥iggins of the Fourth asked the question,
But no one was able to reply to it.
Nobody had seen Cavendish for some time. Redfern had
ecen him leave the New House with a bagr in his hand.
Apparently he had gone out. That was all that was known.

When the’hour came for calling-over, Cavendish had not .

returned.
Mr. Raiiton was taking call-over, But he did not ecall
Cavendish’s name. Apparently he knew that Cecil was not

~ there,

lessad if T understand i," said Tom Mercy. *° Caven-
dizh can't have left, =urely. Hea wouldn't leave like that”
- “1 shall ask Wailton,” said Arthur sAugustus ID'Arcy.
“We'vae a wight to know if anvthin' has gone w'ong with
old Cavendish.”

And he approached the Iloussmaster when all the rall had
bren called,

“ Cavendizh isn't heah, sir)"” he said.

“1 am aware of that D'Arey.” said the School House-
master. * Cavendish of the Fourth has lefe.”

= 2511'1;’:&‘-1':. Jim's, sir!” ejaculated I'Arcy in astonishment.

g i

*““Bai Jove! Might I ask why, sir?
mine.’ :

“* He appears to have had good reasons lor leaving,” said
Mpre. Railton. °° His father has telegraphed to the Head that
his son has arrived home, and that he will not be returning
to this school., He would not, in fact, be allowed to return
after what amounts to running away from school. That is all
1 can tell you.”

And Arthur Augustus vetired unsatisfied.

It was a mystery, and the juniors discusszed it in wvain.
Thera was one person who could have let in light on the
subject; but Mr. Higgs did not, after all, come up to the
school. His nerve had failed him, and he kept his distance.
Levison, too, guessed; but he kept his own counsel.

With much excitement the juniors discussed the matter,
but it was not till a letter arrived for Figgins the following
morning that they knew the truth. 2

Figgins brought the letter over to the School House when
e had read it, and all the Co, read it together.

It waz from Clavendish, and it was brief; but it told them
all they had never dreamed of suspecting,

“I've left 8t. Jim's for good. cﬁulﬁn‘t have kept it up
ench longer, and it was coming out, anyway. It was all a
e, I dudn’t rescue that tramp from the river. I paid him
to come to Bt. Jim's with the yvarn. It was a lis from be-
cinning to end. T meant to keep it up; but it weighed on
my mind. I eouldn’t do it. I had to own up, and as 1
{-.Irlu_hin"l, face the school afterwards, I've cleaved out. That's
all.”

There was a long silence amdng the juniors.

“ Bai Jove ! gaid Arthur Augustus D'Arcy at last,

““ My hat!" L

“Well, this beats 1t!”

“ We never suspected anything of the sorl,” said Figgins
miserably. ““ I'm sorry for the poor chap! It must have
weighed on his mind a lot, T think. 1 can understand now
what was the matter with him the last weelk,”

“ Yaas, wathah! "The poor kid [

* He hasn't the nerve to face us now we know, and he was
decont enough to tell us,” said 'Uom Merry.. ** If he comes
h}mk, '.!-;:fll agreo to drop the whole matter, and give him a
chance,

“ Yaas, wathah!’

But it was not likely that Bt. Jim's would ever see again
the junior who had been known as the Funk of the Fourth.

4

(Another splendid, flong, complete story of TOM
MERRY & CO. ot St. Jim’'s next Wednesday, entitled
““D'ARCY'S DELUSION!' by Martin Em‘.l'ora:;: Pleaso
Order Your Copy in Advance.) .
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NOTE!

The author has, for obvious reasons, to conceal his real identity
under the pen-name of Agent *No. 55.”
am allowed to say no more than this: that if his real name were
revealed it would cause something like consiernation in Diplomatic
and Secret Service circles.

Concerning his position, I

THE EDITOR.

THE FIRST INSTALMENTS.
Jerry Osborne, a voung DBritisher taking = hohday in

Berlin, goes to the assistance of a man who has been knocked
down by a motor-car in the street in

THE GERMAN CAPITATL.

To his surprise he recognises in the injured man his
employer, Mr. Muller, the head of the London office in
which Jerry works. After the accident Mr. Muller’s brain
seems to be affected; he has lost his memory, and mutters
continually. As :

THE INJURED MAN'S ONLY FRIEXND

in Berlin, Jerry is asked by the German police to accom-
pany him home to England. The lad therefore takes charge
of his employer. He is surprised to note how much attention
his eharge attracts during the train journey te the frontier.

At Flushing Jerry is attacked by several Germans, and in
the scuffle Mr. Muller 1s knocked down. The blow restores
him to his full senses, and Jerry is amazed to see him rush
off with his aggressors to ¢atch the steamer, which Jerry
himself just misses. He iz pondering over the strange furn
events have taken, when a stranger introduces himself. He
is an English airman and inventor, named Max Elton, and
Jerry finally accompanics him to his lonely house on the
inarshes about seventy miles from Flushing, Suobsequently
Jerry makes a compact of friendship with Elton, who believes
himself to be in danger from secret emissaries of the German
Government. Jerry, discovers the reality of the danger when,
on returning suddenly to the heuse one day, he finds it in
the hands of Muller and his friends. The lad tells the
(lermans that Elton ix away, and with that they bundle hin
on board a moter-boat, which is bound for the Hook. Jerry
understands that they wish to’ get himw out of the way before
returning to deal with Elton. :

(Now go on with the story.)

Jerry’s Great Ride!
An hour later the bhoat drew alengside the wharf at the
Hook. a short distance below where the English steamers

brought up, and Muller was asstiring JEH‘:_:"];E would Ppro-

- NEXT

vide for his night's asceommodation. SBave for one loaling
fellow, the wharfside seemed deserted. Looking about him,
Jerry saw Hendricks, one hand in his jacket-pocket.

““ You shall go achore in a moment,” said Muller. _

And Jerry understood that he was being conveniently dis-
pased of.

“ Ah, Klopt, is that vou? Good!" shouted Muller;, as
the boat was brought adjoining a fight of shippery woode
steps, to which the loafer had crawled. The man shouted
return,

“ A good fellow, this!” explained Muller to Jerry. 4 Heo
will take vou where vou can stay the night. 1 will command
him. -Amd we must then try to get a stock of oil. Klopt I

Followed a string of guttural German, and Jerry, no other
course open to him, stepped upon the damp, greasy stair-
wayv. Muller followed.

“ We, will come for you in the morning, Osborne,” called
Muller cheerfully after the three had walked for a couple of
minutes. * You will exeuse me not coming to the hotel with
vou, but there will be difficulty in finding oil in this hole.
The hotel is private. Qrder what you like. Good-bye '™

Following his guide, with a heavy heart, Jerry arrived at a
decent house that looked a good deal more like a private
dwelling than an hotel. He had been dished, very thoroughly
tricked, and in such a manner that he was helpless.

But more than he had done—and that was little enough-—
was impossible. He could not have fought Muller and s
gang successfully. What had taken place he could not have
prevented. Yet he felt angry with himsell.

At the *“hotel” & man—he saw no women-servants—
showed him to a neatly-furnished bed-room, and, spealing

SERVICE!

English, informed him a meal was ready when he was. Buag =
Jerry did not want to eat. Without a word, he left (g
house, and retraced his steps to the quayside. And thﬁjj et
his suspieions were confirmed, e
The motor-boat was gone. o
On its way to land the spies for their night-atiuck on Eltaﬁ,_‘_
And he, Jerry, was helpless to give warning to, much less oS

assist, his friend.
Miserably, Jerry
thoughts to notice that the

walked away, too wrapped in his il
quavside loafer Muller had hailed
Tae Gem Ligeary.—No. 205,
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was not far away. Elton was over a hundred miles away,
and io veach him was bevond Jerry’s power—beyond the
power of any man.

Elton] Jerry could think of nothing else. At the hotel
he ate mechanically, not knowing what passed between his
lips, and then, careless if he were watched or not, sauntered
out of doors, caring nothing to where his feet carried him.
Prosently he found himself ou a white, narrow road, dirty
wob orazsland em either side, dreary, deserted. A railroad
van near. A few lights twinkled faintly in the distance.

He glanced at his wateh. 8ix o'clock! Where was the
motor-boat ¥ What was Elton doing? Was it possible that
hiz own dizanpearance had warned Elton, and that the latter
had left? He praved it might be so. But wlhat was more
likely was that Elton, hi=s search for Jerry hopeless, would
veturn to the house. e would never guess what actually had
teken place, :

Looking ahead, Jerry saw a figure besids the road; it was
a man either repairing or re-inflating a bievele—a clean, well-
kept, machine, too,

Jeriy looked without interest,

And suddenty, without warning, a plan flashed, ready made,
into his brain. With that bicyele it would be possible to
reach Flion. Bomehow or other, he would find the road.

e didn’t stop to think over the idea. Heo acted. With a
gprint,” e reaclied the owner of the bicycle.

“ The road to Leyden—which i3 1t?"” he cried, remember-
ing that on the night ride with Elton the latter had told
him they were passing near that town.

The native straightened wup, staring  wvacantly into the
Englishman’s excited face, Ho was a voung fellow, squat,

heavily bailt and poweriul looking,

“ Levden I velled Jerry again and again, pointing along
the road.

Aund at last it entered the Dutchman's thick skull that this
person was inguiring if he could reach Leyden Ly the road
they were upoi.

“ Ja, Leyden " he said, nodding vigorously,

And then that burly young Hollander—oyeling to sea his
swoetheart, as it happened—got the sarprise of his lifs, Jerr
didn’t know his errand, and wouldn't have carcd a button uf

',_'I'l A e,
.ll.rlf_ij._! l“'li_:h"_ ‘
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or,“Honour Among Thieves”
BORN and reared in the lowest of slums,

brought into close contact daily with crooks
and scoundrels of the worst tvpe sweet Bes#e
Trent vet remains untainted by the influence of
her terrible surronndings. Her life 1s full 4l

Adventure & Mystery

and she quickly gains the love and sympathy
of everyone who meets her. But she 15 only
one of the many interesting characters in = The
Heart of the Slums™—a story with a fresh thrill
in every chapter, starling in To-day's
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he had: he meant obtaining the use of the bike. A hand
seized the Follander's wrist,- a second clutched at his coat-
collar, there was a wrench and a jerk of Jerry's right foof,
and the owner of the machine was lving on his back, :

e met the ground with a bump and a gasp of wonder.
But when his saw his assailant lay hands upon the bicyele,
upside-down on handle-bars and saddle, and reverse it, the
gasp became a voar of anger and consternation.

“ Thief 1" he cried huskily, struzgling to get up quickly,.
for no man loves less than the Dutchman the losing of any
of his possessions. h

But agility is not the strong point of the Hollander. The
burly voung man was ot his legs, full of righteous indigna-
tion and pugnacity, just as Jeery started the machine running,
preparatory to springing into the saddle.

Something tinkled in the road, an unintellizible shout
reached the ears of the Dutchman as he«stood with gapin
mouth and wide eyes, and Jerrv was flying along the roa
at fast-increasing speed. Overtaking him was out of the
question,' and the Dutchman didn’t attempt it. Staring, he
stood until the rider was lost to sight. Then, with a grunt,
he leisurely got on the move, no doubt to report the violent
annexation of his bike to the proper authorities, But first
he prudently picked up and stared solemnly at the three gold
coins that Jerry had left behind as part payment of the
forcible hiring he had aceomplished.

That night’s riding Jerry never forgot, and more than onee
while making 1t he had pood reason to feel thankful that he
was an athlete and had made cyele-racing one of his
recreations.  One mdred miles fo go, and six hours to mid-
night. Could he do it? Well, a hundred miles Lad been
ridden many a time inside five hours, over Inglish roads, and
now Jerry intended to do as well upon Duteh. He just had
to do it. With teeth set and coat buttoned, ho buckled down
to his tazk, though, as he soon found, this was no racing-
machine of which he had become possessed.

If only he had known the road ! Time was lost in appealing
to chance met and terribly wooden-headed Hollanders, who
yrobably believed it was a lunatic who accosted them. But
lm made them understand somehow, Covered with perspira-
tion and dust, the muscles of his legs and thighs beginning
to protest, he shoved every ounce of himself into the effort
to get to the lonely house between sea and marsh before the
men in the motor-boat should reach it, praying that he be
delivered from punctures.

Now and again he leoked at his watch, and each referenceo
acted as a spur to increased effort. And at last, by the feel
of the salt, fresh air upon his left cheek, he knew that he
had gained the far-stretching road upon the dyke-top, Would
Lie be in time? - "

Mile after mile was left behind. Darkness had fallen upon
the dreary land, and he looked at Lis watch less frequently,
not daring to waste the time expended in pulling up and
striking matches. His lungs were labouring, his legs like
lead, his ankles going weak. The thick walking-boots he
wore seemed to weigh a ton.

He pulled up, struck a match, and dragead out his watch.
A groan escaped him—ten minutes past midnight., Re-
mounting, he dashed off again. And then, en his right hand,
something tall and inky black loomed up upon the darkness
of the sky. By George, a windoull!

Jerry could have yelled., For miles but one windmill stood
near to the road—the one in which Klton had said was
stabled his waterplane. 1le had passed Elton’s house. It
must be so. Btaring ahead, he had not thought himself so
near, and had omitted to try to locate the huiﬂiing

Thank Heaven, though, he had not far to turn back! Bu$
it was waste of time, and hie knew well enough that the
motor-boat travelled rapidly enouzh to have got from the
Hook to off the shora opposite Elton's in considerably less
than six hours. Perhaps the terrible tragedy was already
completed, the wretchos landed, and Elton already a corpse.

Hope whispered that Elton was not at tha house; that the
epies had come, found the dwelling dezerted, and had retired.
But apprehension killed hope.  Such a happening was too
good to be true.

In {ime of stress the brain works quickly, and Jerry had
thought over a dozen passible happenings duving the mile or

ao 1ide between the windmill and Elten's house. And sud-
denly his heart gave a great Ieap.
On his right hand, out at sea, vet apparently quite near

the dyke, he saw a tiny gleam of yellow, a speck of lighk
amid the blackness, tiny, almost lost. It was a light upon
{he motor-boat. He was m time.

And if the house were deserted. and, while he was within,
the Grermans entered and found him! The idea came o him
n3 ho leaped from the bike, let it fall, and groped blindly
for the causeway. He found it, recled rather than ran along
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ft, and réached the house. No light or sign of life was
ere.
“Round to the back he went and tried the deor. Tt was
fast. He rapped with his knuckles, fearful that the nomse
mizht reach the spies, now, perhaps, crossing between sea and
dyke. There was no reply to his rapping. There was no
iime to find stones; pulling seme copper coing from his
pocket, Lhe flang them to where he mufd faintly discern a

window. He heard the crack and tinkle of falling glass.
Nothing., The Germans must have pained the dyke-road by .
NOW,

TPrembling, his cars strained, Jerry slung up another eoin.
And then he eaught the sound of a human voice,

M Window gone, sir! No harm. Coppers, not bulleis,

“ Neb, Neb! It's I, Jerry Osborne!” Jerry cned, loudly
as he dared.. |

But seconds elapsed, though, to Jerry, an age seemed to
]".'-_,'1;"-5:]. T'lh.’;lll, the back door opened gently.

Nt derry i

*“ That you, Elton "’ And Jerry stumbled forward.

“ It is. What's the matter, Jerry i’ And Elton, coming
forward, Jervy fell against him. :

“ Thev've come. They're here ! Jerry gasped.

And then his head seemed to go round and round, a rush-
ing noise as of a falling of many waters filled his ears, hs

eyes closed, and he felt himself falling from a tremendous
height,

317

B:filed!

- Tour men tramped quietly through the marram grass
govering the side of the dyke, and came {o a halt on the
edge of the road opposite the causeway leading to Max
Eiton’s house. Behind them glowed faintly a light in the
motor-boat they had just left, RSaid one:

“PBetter to have knocked that Bnghshman on the head
than left him at the Hook., 1 distrust him.™

“Hendricks, you have good hands but no head: you ean
fight, but you cannot plan,’”” came the reply. 1 have use
for that Englishman ; you will read of it later., Never destroy
a tool of which use can be made.”

Hendricks grunted, and, Muller leading, the four crossed
to the causeway. Hendricks was not satistied. In his
opinion the ouly thing to be done with an enemy was to get
vid of him. He had not forgotten the force in the blows he
had received at the Hook station. Krug or no Krug, one
fine day he meant having hiz revenge.

It was at that moment that Max Elton, opening the door,
received Jerry's falling body in his arms,

The faint was only brief. With the taste of brandy in his
mouth, Jerry sat up on the floor to find Elton kneeling beside
him. On the floor stood a lighted candle, so placed that it
could not be geen from outside, They were in the living-
rOOI.

“They're coming, you say,” whispered Elton. *IVyou
know how many ¥’

“Tour or five.’”

“ And do they know you're here, old chap?”

“MNo. I got away at the Hoeok.”

“The Hook?”

“Qix o'clock this evening. Found a——"

Ehton whistled. ,

" All right, Jerry: no time now, Tell me later. Don't

vou worry; lie here, and don’t be seen if you can help 1t.
Neb and 1 are ready for the beggars. Here, it may be
necessary.”  He shoved a revolver into Jerry’s hand. *“ Neb.”
“ Qv came from somewhere, ;
“Vou look after the back of the house; dow’t stiv. T'll
attend to the front,” ordered Elton. *‘ Jerry, stay here, and
make no noise.’”’

And then Elton slipped away, putting out the candle,
leaving Jerry. on the floor full of a tense excitement that
made him forget for the time the fearful exertion through
which he had passed.

The reom was black as a cellar, and Jerry crawled to a
position midway between the door and the window, kneel-
ing by the table. Klton it appeared had gone upstairs,
anticipating attack on hiz bed-room. Though his ears were
strained, Jerry could catch ne sound of the enemy’'s move-
ments, Perhaps they were doubtful if Elton were in the

house. Would they set the house afire—blow it up with
dynamite? Had his imagination deceived him, and that

light been no more than a mere fancy?

{'rouched in the black silence, while hours seemed shpping
away, thonghts crowding into hissbrain, Jerry almost began
to think that he must have been deceived.

And then the silence was shattered. Overhead abruptly
hroke a sharp, cracking sound, like that frem a stock-whip,
and two others trod =o guickly on its heels that the three
yeports sounded as one. Then dead silence again,
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Tao some purpose, Muller and his men had spent the time
in the house before Jerry's arrival and surprised capture,
The position of the bed in the*room, which was obvicusly
Elton's, had been carefully noted. Now that they had come
a sceond time, Hendricks, standing on a ladder brought
from the boat, had noiselessly cut away a portion of the
glass, pushed the muzele of his pistol through the opening,
and =ent three shots straight to the position occupied by the
deeper’'s head. He had had no need of a light: the interior
of the room was photographed on his brain.

To Jerry the silence following the shooting was even moro
dreadful than before. Was Elton dead? Surely he would
have replied if he were alive. But no answering shots came.
The game Elton—if alive—was playing, Jerry conld not
fatham. "The suspense grew intolerable, %Jut he had received
his orders, and obeyed.

He was not the only one puzzled. Hendricks, fully
pesured—he was a dead shot—that he had finished Elton,
waited at the top of the ladder, wondering why on earth
Elton’s servant, who must have been aroused by the shooting,
didd not rush into the room to see what had happened.
Hendricks knew the location of the door, he would hear Neb
enter, and, having disposed of the master, his next business
waa to kill the servant. Muller did things thoroughly, and
helieved in leaving no inconvenient witnesses behind. But
the servant did not rush in, and Hendricks wondered. That
the man was in the house they had assured themsclves
already.

“What in Henker we do now?’ Hendricks asked, in a
growling whisper from his perch,

“We mhust get in,”’ whispered back Muller from beneatih.
“ 1 will tell Peters. Await my return, and then you entor
by the window.” 3

And he crept swiftly to the back of the house where the
two other men were stationed. In thiriy seconds he was
back again,

“We enter together,
“When I say ‘Now.” "

Tt was then that Jerrv heard the faintest of seratchings
up on the living-room window. The gliss was being cut.
Crouching by the table, he clutched more tightly at his
WeApoI.

Up went the window—oh, so gently, until it was wida
open, and he was aware & man was stepping into the room,
And then, firing his pistal once, he dropped it, and leaped
squarely upon the intruder. And back went the man with
an involuntary cry of alarm, Jerry’s arms about him. Hie
legs collided with the wall.beneath the window trame, anil
through the opening Jerry and Muller tumbled headiong.
For an instant they hung suspended aeross the window-
ledge, to slip over its edge, anc fall in & heap on the soil
cutside. ,

It was at that moment came a crashing report of firearms
from front and rear of the house, a medley of shots, cries of
pain, and shouts of rage. The window of Elton’s bed-room
was flooded with a brilliant light.

But Jerry had quite enouzh of his own to do to pay
attention. The man beneath himm was fichting Iike a tger,
and elutching and striking, the pair rolled over and over,
filling their mouths with sand as they battled for the mastery,
Clothes were rent under the grip of wrenching hands.  Jerry
felt his fingers catch in something—a pocket prohably—and
the pain was so sharp he feared broken bones; a hard wrist
struck him violently under the jaw, and twice he felt his
own knuckles connect with some part of his adversary's
face. He knew it was Muller with whom he was fighting,
though it was much too dark to distinguish faces, and he
was determined the man should not escape. And Muller
had made up his mind to the contrary. Somehow or other,
he could net understand it—the attack had failed, and the
sooner he was away the better, !

Once he gained his feet, but Jerry was clinging to himn,
and a strong back heel made the German stagger. He col-
lided with the ladder, and thus kept upon his feet, but the
ladder was shifted from its position, and, as the wrestlers
changed their position, down it slid. Jerry felt a stunning
crack upon the head, his grip relaxed, and down he fell
senseless,

With a leap Muller was six feet away, running for the
causeway, along which Peters and the other man stationed
at the rear of the house had already preceded him.

“Pon't mind that fellow; he's safe enough. Come down,
and let us get after the other beggars. Theyve all gone.”
With this direction to Nebuchadnezzar, Max Elton rushed
down the stairs, and unfastened the front door. Then he
remembered Jerry, hurried into the living-room, and turned
on the electric-light, saw the emptiness of the room and the
open window, and stepped outside. His next step was on
Jerry, and Jerry, consciousness returning, resented it loudly.
He grabbed at the leg, suspeeting an enemy, almost upsetting
Tee Gem Lisrarv.—No. 308. -
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but the latter, tuwrning on an electrie torch,
nised hin.

“ Hold on; old chap!” he sung out. And helped Jeorry to
Lis feet, I was going after these fellows—"

“They've g motor-boat close in shore.”

“ Motor-boat! Then we can say good-bye {o capiaring
them., Neb,” the little man: just appeared, *we won't
trouble to go after them. And now, Jerry, let's get indoors,
' dring to hear about yon. One of wyour fellows lving
upstairs, though:; we must attend te him first. I rather
fancy I've spoiled him for a bit for this kind of fun.”

Close Ly the bed-room window Jerry saw the burly form of
Hendricks, and at first he thought the man dead.

“Not so bad as that,”! Elton zaid. "1 fired purposely at
his legs, and he's fainled with losz of blood. But we musk
attend fto him.”

The wounded spy bandaged, Elton explained how he had
waited by the door, revelver in hand, and had perfectiy
understood Hendricks' shooting at the bed.

“I'd have replied, but I wanted to get hold of one of the
fellows, sa 1 did nething,” he said. 1 expected they'd
cnter the honse. When this one came through the window
I just switched on the light, and cut lonse. Move u=r'ful
alive than dead, I thought. And now, cld man, let’s hear
vour adventures. I was no end surprised when I gﬂt back
to find veu vanished. I thought you'd been a dickens of a
time finding ‘that kev., Afterwards I couldn’t imagine what
it waa yvou had found. Thought you'd discovered the Arabian
Nights' magic carpet, and were experimenting. I blamed
myself for waiting so long before coming to sece what had
Lappened to you." :

“ Lucky thing vou did delay!” eried Jerry thankfully. 1
was heping and praying vou wouldn't come.”

“Tell me.”

And Jerry did tell him as briefly as possible, Elton inter-
rupiing now and again with humorous comments, roaring
with laughter at the account of the commandeering of the
all-important bioycle.

“f can see vou getting seven years in gaol, my young
friend,” ho said gravely. © Ilighway robbery with violence
15 3 serious matiter in Holland.”

““Tt was the only way of gefting here.”

“The only means on earth by which my lifc could have
been saved to-night,” said Elton, suddenly becoming really
grave., ‘*And I don't believe therc’s another fellow would
have done what you have, Jerry. But for you those beggars
would have had me as sure as fuftﬂ. And I'm not fnrg(‘tt-ing
it, either, Old man—"

With changed face and voice, not altogether steady, Max
Flton seized Jerry's right hand in bﬂl’].l of his, and grlpped
tizhtly,

“Tm not going to turn off a lot of guff about uvndying
gratitude, and blessing you for ever, and that sort of tommy-
vol ! lLie cried earpestly. ' But I'm not going to forget if.
You saved my lifs, Jerrv—ay, and more than that. I don't
gpecially want to go under, but I do think a lot more of
Old England and her cafety than of any man's life, and
though it may sound like conceit, and all that to say 1if, it's
our country whom vou've saved, Jerry. 1'm no lep tar
heroies and that nonsense; bub hers’s our country, and it's
the duty of every mother's son to do something for her
and be ready to help her and the British Flag. We've

cnemies enough, Ieaven knows, and unless every English-
man iz ready and willing to tale risks that his country may
benefit, we chall go unrﬁt Patiiotism isn’t something only
to talk about; it's something to live for.’

And in that was summed up the principle of Max Elton’s
Jife. For his country, for England’s safety and honour, for
i.nf'- maintenance of her supremacy, he worked, not [05 his

wn prolit or honour,

“Yﬂu re one of thoze who do understand that,
Lo said; ““and you and I are as good as brothers,”

And ho shook hands aralin.

reco-

Jerry,”
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Phe only names and addresses which con be pﬂnud in
these coluwmns are thoge of readers living in any of our
€ -':rnru.iﬂ!&.!’ who desire Correspondents in Great Brilain and
Irelan

Colonista sending in their names end addresses for
insertion in the columns of {his popular story-book must
state what kind of correspondent i1s required—boy or girl;
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irizh.

Would-be Eﬂrlﬂapﬂﬂd'&ﬂt‘i must send mm each notice two
coupons, one taken from “The Gem,” and one from tha
same week's issue of its companion paper, *The Magnet"
Library., Coupons will clways le found on page 2 of both
papers, and reguesls for corrcspondents nol containing these
twro coupans will be abaclutely disvegarded.

Readers wishing to reply to advertisements appearing in
this column mwust write to the adeertisers direct. No corre-

spondenca with advertisers can be undertaken through the
medimm of this office.

All advertisements for insertion in this Free Exchange
should be addressed: “The Ed: tor, *The Gem’ Library,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.”

. Le Palethorpe, Narrogin, West Australia, wishes to
correspoid  with boy rveaders interested in stamps.

J. Murtha, care of Burns, Philp & Co., Lid., Mary Street,
Hirishane, {.}-memmnd Austral: . wishes tu rm?espunff
with bov readers {lnth or ‘::'nml;-::nj interested in stamps and

posteards,

V. R, Davis, eare of Bar Tor, Durt BSirest, Boulder,
Western Auvstralia, wishes (o correspond with a gTIl veader
iterested in stamps and posteavds, age 15-17.

Mizss A. Cazev, High Street. Marvborough. Victornia,

Australia,
Imv.fr ards,

. Dicken, care of Miss Diely,

wishes fo correspomnd with readers interested in

Samzon Vale, via Strath-

Ihﬂi‘ Quecnsland, Anstralia, wishes to correspond  with
readers, age 17-19.

V. Breen, care of Miller & Co., 27, Queen’s Bridge Street,
Soutlr  Melbonrne,  Australia, wishes to correspond with

readers in the British Isles, age 15,

Miss 1, M. Scholield, Cross Street, Queenstown, Nr. Port
.*Lﬂeif,é&loé south Australia, wizhes to correspond with readers,
aze

“Miss K. Whitton, 40, IHigh Sireet, Launcesion, Tasmania,
wishes to correspond with readers.

W. Cooper, care of The East Lowlon Club, P.0O. Box 83,
East London, South Africa, wishes to ﬂ-::rrrc=pﬂnd ‘with girl
readers in Great Britain, age 16-22.

J. . Botts, P.O. Box 146, Johannesburg., Transvaal,
Sounth Africa, wishes to mner:pnnd with a girl reader hrmg
in the British Isles, age 17-20.

G. P. Roberts, El Rocreation Reoad, Arvcadia, East London,
Cape Province, ‘:\nat'h. Africa, wishes to rm':.u:-apc}ml with a
rirl reader living in the British Empire,

D. Il Phillips, 23, Cook S{reef, Brooklyn, '\:*w Zealand,
wishes to correspond with a reader in Enp;l.imi

W. D. Nook, 66, Epping Road, Double Bav, Sydney, New
South Wales, ’mﬂtmha wishes to Lr_:rmﬂ:lm:rl mth readers
interested 1n stamps, age 15-17.

R. Redmond, 1875, St. James Streef, Montreal, Canada,
wishes to ("t'lI‘lF'n]T]ﬂTl[l ‘with girl readers, age 14-16.

E. W. McHardv, H.M.A 8, ngarﬂ Rose 'ﬂa:,] Sydney,
New South "r’-.aIma Australia, wishes to correspond with &
cirl readey living mm England, age 16-17.

A, Strange, 238, Kennedy Street, Winnipeg, Mamioba,
Clanada, wishes to correspond with ﬁlll readers, age 18,

. Watson, Avock, 20, Scotft Btreet, South St IKilda,
Melbourne, Victovia, All"ltlﬂllﬂ wishes to corvespond with a
boy reader Living in Scotland, age 12-14,

A. Murray, Coova, Tunks Street, Bay Road, North

Sydney, Auvsiralia, wihh_r‘? ta {'nrmspnnd with readers n
Canada, England, and New Zealand.

Readers fo kindly bring the Free Corre-
spondence Exchange ito the notice of their

The Editor specially requests Colonial “

(Another splendid fong instalment of this grand friends.
new serial next Wednesday. Please order your copy P —
in advoance.) ---------'---------u-.---...'"""‘rll
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LIGHTNING RESULTS.

A hawker's donkey had just turned stubborn, and refused
to move, when a doctor passed by.  The hawker asked the
physician if he could give him something to start the ass.

The doctor opened his medicine-chest and gave the aninsl
some powder. ;

The ass switched his tail, tossed his head, and started en a
mad gallop down the road. ;

The hawker first looked at the 8ying animael and then at
the doctor. :

 How much did that powder cost, doctor?’ he asked.

““ h, about a shilling,” was the reply.

“Well, give me two shillingsworth, quick! T've got to
catch the beast U'—Sent in by F. G. Street, Bournemouth,

NOT HIS FAULT.

Grocer (angrily stalking into the butcher’s shop next door) :
‘“ What do you mean by sending me only twelve ounces of
stoak when I send for a pound?”’ :

Buscher (drily): * It's not my fault if you are short
weight. I lost my pound weight, as a matter of fact, ancd
nsedl one of your pound packets of tea.”’——Sent o by K.
Stubbs, Cardiff,

CAUGHT IN THE ACT.

The mistress of the house heard the sound of male lavghter
in the kitchen, and forthwith descended to eviet the stranger.
Mary protested she was mistaken, as thera had been no
visitors, Certainly no one could be scen., But the mistress
of the house had kept house for many years, and investigated
the big cupboard. Crouching beneath a shelf was a portly
policeman,.

Mary threw up her hands in amazement.

“Well, T never!’ she ejaculated. ** Lor, ma’am, he musi
have been left here by the last cook!"—Sent in by A
Ambler, Halifax.

DONE THAT TIME.

In an hotel one day an American was boasting iha
Yaukees were much sharper than the British,

“ You ean’'t do a Yankee,” he declared, * not if you tried
gix montha.?’

“Well ¥ zadd an Englishman calmly, “ I'll sell you some-
thing for a penny which cost me twopenee, and yet make a
penny profit over the transaction.”

After a few minutes’ thought the Yankee accepted
offer, and handed over his penny.

His surprise can be better imagined than desevibed when
he received in yeturn a twopenny tram ticket !

the

He has altered lhis views.—Pent in by K. Griffiths,
Monmouth.

STILL DISSATISFIED,

The burly labourer was

looking so  downcast and |oeo———————

miserable that the inguisitive
old gentleman felt bound to
ask him the reason.

“ Ah, these be cruel hard
times for the working-mani”
gaid the dejected one.
**Why, what's the matter
now i asked the old' gentle-

man. ‘' Another strike com-
ing "

“No such luck, sir! The
hloomin’ masters haye given

m, and weo've gobt to starb
work on Monday morning !”
—8ent in by G. Holf,
Chathans,

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:
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MONEY PRIZES OFFERED !

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD
Storyettes or Short, Interesting Paragraphs for this
page. For every contribution uSed the senders will
receive a Money Prize.
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED
The Editor, * The Gem *’ Library, Gough House,
Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C,

THIS OFFER IS OPEN TO READERS N ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.

No correspondence ean oe entered into with regard to this Com-
petition, and ail contributions enciosed in letlters, or sent In
otherwise than on posteards, will be disregarded.
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HE ENEW.

Inspector: “ If a man (ouk sax pounds of sugar from one
shop, twelve pounds from ancther, and three pounds from
another, how much would he get?”

=mall Boy: ** About three months, sir.””—Sent in by Ls
Stratton, Southampton,

CORRECTING PUSSY!
Mother: " Tommy, I'm ashamed of you!
hitting poor pussy with that whip far#?’
There was a serious look on Tommy's face as he looked up
at his mother and replied:
“He's dirty. He spits on his feet and wipes "em on lhis
face "—8ent in by E. Bennett, West Bromwich,

NOT NEEDED.
He (as they pass a graveyard): ** Don’t you think it's silly
ut those fine railings round heref”
Bhe: " No, I don’t. Why do you??
He: * Because the people inside ecan't get out, and those

outside don't want to go in'—Sent in by J. Fry, Bowes
Park, N,

What are vou

o

S0 RECKLESS!

“It's no use talling,” sand Banks dejectedly. " It's impos-
sible to make a woman understand even the first principles
of finance,”

“ What's the matter now?’ asked his friend Jones.

“ Matter I ejaculated Banks disgustedly. “ Why, vester-
day the baby swallowed a halfpenny, and what does my wife
do but call in a doctor, and pay him live shillirgs for getting
that eoin back "—8ens in by R. J. Thomas, Cardilf,

A GOOD REABON, TOO!
“ Youw're afraid to fight—eh?" said Binks to Jinks,
" No, 'm not afraid to fight, but my father would know.”
“ Get out! How would your father know i

g ]:Ir: would see t.lm_dm"tﬂr going to your house.”—Sent in
by K. A, Merchant, Forres, N.B.

BETTER TFUN.

Aunt Sophia: “ And is Tommy a good boy at schaol #?

Tommy: " Yes, auntie.” °

Aunt Sophia: “ T am glad to hear that.
when you used not to be”

Tommy: ** Yea, Dut I've found that it is far betier fun
to seo other boys Eftt'in a tanning than having one vour-
self."—8ent in by F. Codrington, Dristol, : -

Little Sister: * Hallo, Fred,
from your lessons?”

Fred: “ 1 gave mamma the slip.*

Little SBister: ** Well, I heard her say she is going to get
even®and is waiting for you
with the slipper.”—Sent in by
R. Phillips, Morriston,

There was 2 time

what are you doing away

SELF-CONTAINED.

: The man in A hurry dashed
nto a teashop in the Strand,
and beckoned to a waitress,

“Bring me a ham sand-
wich, please, misse,” he said.

“ Do you wish to eat it here,
or take it with you?” asked
the waltresa,

“ Both,” rephed the man
curtly.—Sent in by A. Thomp-
sgn, Preston,
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For Next Wednesday,

“D'ARCY'S DELUSION!"
By Martin Clifford.

Our next grand, long, complete tale of the chums of
=t. Jim’s deals with the amazing bchaviour of Arthur
Angustus D’Avcy, the swell of the Fourth Form., Accus-
tomed as they are to their elegant chum’s strange frealks,
Blake & Co., of the Fourth, are hopelessly puzzled by
“ Gussy's latest,” and the usual harmony of the Co. is
woelnlly disturbed. When the truth of the matter cowmes
ont at last, Tom Merry & Co. put their heads together, and,
with the aid of Kerr, the clever Scots junior of tho New
House, succeed in completely curing

“D'ARCY'S DELUSION!"

A —— —

“CHUCKLES!”

The time has now come when I feel wnvself at liberty to
relieve my readers from the state of suspense which they
have been kept in; in other words, I wish to announce this
week that the name of our latest companion paper will be

“ CHUCKLES!™

Y Chuckles!”” Just that,. and nothing more. The very
title, I think, for a paper whose sole object is to amuse, to
while away a leisure hour in the pleasantest way possible;
to add to the fun and gaiety of this old world; to bring

LAUGHTER AND LIGHT-HEARTEDNESS

into every home

For such iz the object which has brought ° Chuckles!”
into bemg, such thoe mission our new companion paper is
designed to [ulfil,

It is only a few wecks ago that the idea of such a paper

was first mooted by a reader in a letter published in the
““Magnet’ Librarv The idea was taken up eagerly by
many thousands of fellow-readers. Letters poured mnto this
office, and the eclear fact soon penetrated to the Editorial
sanctum that ' something must be done.” My veaders had
spoken decisively, and that was enough. The Editorial
braius, therefore, such as they are, were set to work, and
they have heen working ever since, and at high pressure,
too. 'They have set the brains of authors and artists to
worl:, also, and as a result of all this terrific concentration

of brain-power .
THE FIRST NUMBER

of " Chuckles!” has been prodaced, and in the coursc of a
week or two now will be in my chums™ hands.

It will contain many special features, and will be *° zot
up’” in a really first-class manner, such has never before
been attempted by any paper selling at the price of one
halfpenny. Tor remember that * Chuckles!”™ will enly cost
one halfpenny, so that it may be within the reach of every
ene of my chums. The price, however, wil be tho only
cheap thing about “ Chuekles!"” [t will be printed on good
yuality, fine-surfaced paper only, while the f[ront page

wil be
PRINTED IN FOUR COLOURS,

¥or our front page artist I have been lucky enocugh te
gecure Mr., Tom Wilkinson, admittedly one of the very

EVERY PFRIDAY.

Y
-
Toremost humorous artists of the day, whose work is famouns
throughout the world. -
have no room to give here a list of all the splendid
{eatures with which * Chuckles!” will be packed from cover
to cover, but the grand
COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY,
by popular Frank Richards, is a feature worthy of speeial
mﬂ”m": e
Leil all your friends the good news that
"“CHUCKLES!” IS COMING,

and ensure a grand welcome for

THE GREATEST HALFPENNYWORTH EVER
OFFERED.

— e

HOUSEHOLD PETS (Special Article) No. 1,
By Dr. Gordon Stables, RN,

Hedgehogs o

are interesting pets to grown-up people as well as vounge
foll; but you must love them and treat them kindly, elso
they will disappear. The yvoung are born blind, and naked,
Just as we are, but we don't, as a rule, grow bristles. A
hedgehog must have its own little huteh, clean and sweot
and warm, and be regularly fed. They are not dainty, buk
everything should be fresh. They are very droll, and will
repay your study of their tricks and their manners, They
ara fond of bread and milk, but they don't suck cows. They
like a morsel of egg, boiled, but they don’t steal and suck
themn, Wild rats do, and hoggie gets the blame. Neither
will hoggie keep rats at bay, bus they will kill mice., They
won't live without bits of raw meat, Somectimes they cat
beetles, but let no one tell you they can clear a house of
those pests,

Dormice,

I must confess that I like to see every animal in its own
hicme and not confined ; but, as a pet, give dormice a larpe
roomy cage with a dark sleeping-room, and some branches
arranged for exercise, and they will be pleased and happy
They are by no means offensive in odour, but of course all
creatures that we keep in captivity must receive attention
with great regularity, and both birds and beasts should bo
tame enough to be taken out for a scamper every day Tound
the room and across the table. Dormice should be kept in
pairs, and will of course breed, but the bedding should be
plentiful and the nesting material also.

They will thrive on a good allowance of grain, not maize,
nut kernels or nuts, fruit, acorns, and mast. Crusts of
bread, of course., But you must have them know vou
before they will become quite tame and loving. They are
not really mice, but belong to the squirrel family. i

Squirrels
aro most engaging pets if tame and well treated. The cace
should be large, with branches to elimb, a dark room and a
revolving wheel. They are apt to breed fleas unless all their
r.-surmumfingss are kept exceptionally clean., They like a bed
of white cotton-wool. Food: Bread and milk, fresh every
morning, nuts, acorns, grain, bisenit, with now and then a

little raw meat.
m M
ﬁ

{Another of these
grand articles next
Wednesday.)
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DONT MISS THIS GRAND TOM MERRY STORY!

TRACKED DOWN!

A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale dealing .
with thesAdventures of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's

By -MARTIN CLIFFORD.

The two men ran straight at Tom
Hmi?. At the same moment the voica
n‘lhn onty Lowther was heard up tha

e .

“ What's wanted? We're busy.”
“ Come herel”

For a moment the two rascals hesis
tated. Then Silas . Shucks muttered
something in a fierce whisper to his com-
panion, and they rushed ot Tom Merry.

“ Collar him ! Q : '

The next moment the hero of the Shell
was struggling in their powerful grip,

o

il

and ﬂhnutm'%an the top of his voice,
F . i HEI-F'] E'lp P
: ““None of your gammon ! camo bacl
the voice of Momiy Lowther, * We're
coming: presently ! :
“Help! Help!” ;
Tom Merry struggled desperately.
g What could be the object of the ruffiuns
* 'bhe did not know. They did not seem to
wish to rob him, but to drag him from
the road into the wood
** The chloroform! Quick, Bunker!”
Tom Merry heard the words, and hey
nerved him to a desperate effort. Hao
broke loose from the grasp upon him,
and started to run. But in a mement he
was sewwed again and berne to the
ground. '
** Help 1™
. There was a thud of rapid focisteps
in the lane. The ring in Tom’s voico
told that he was not *‘rotting,” 2s
Mnnl:i Lowther had at first suspected,
and the chums of the Shell were tearing
to the resene, They saw Tom Merry in
the read, with the two ruffians over
him, and they did not wait to spealk,
They hurled themsclves upon Tom's
assutlants without - an instant’s pause,
and sent them flying across the lane.
Bunker and Silas Bhucks rolled gasping

smply don't know how | got here!

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

A Strange Encounter.
GUESS that’s Jum !

Tom Merry gave a start as the words fell suddenly
upon his ‘ears.
It was a fresh alternoon, and Tom Merry, with a
p ;__-:int#'.' in In:sa1 r-hun.*kls:, :t]ml I“f cap on the back of his head,
S sountering along the lane fvem St Jim's to the village
aett Hylcombe, v &
S 1t was. . half-holiday at«8t. Jim’s, and the chums of the
e hell—Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—had left the
Sechool to stroll down to the tucleshop in the village,
=% “: anpers and Lowther had dropped bebind fo examine a
.o r__~nkun brrds’-nest, so Tomn Merry was for the moment alone.
£ 1 guess that’s him, Bunker.”

B om Merry looked ronnd qnickly.
puttrv..-ri from the hedge, and the junior locked at them
mehstrnstfully, © One—the man who had spoken—was a tall
& thin, loose-jointed fellow, with a hooked nose and a short
sepeard, cvidently an Ameriean. Tho other, o short, thick-sek
Sandividual, was more roughly dressed, and rougher 10 ~general
Sedippeavance.  Both were strangers to Tom Merry, and he did
\5' like their looks. He had little doubt that fm had fallen
s 'with a couple of fouipads, and he was on his guard at

"I-"_

e

o
3l

Two men had suddenly

F

a2l ) ;t:'

it g Hallo1” he said coolly.  ““ What do you wint??

B I gucss wo want you,” drawled the tall man.

__i A the other chuekled,

e F et css wo do, Silas Shueks,”

i lom Menvy langhed,

S " You had better keep your distance,” he remarked, 1

e nob alone, a5 you scem to think: so if von are thinking

#of robbery, you had better give up the idea. I sav Monty !
anmers! Comao here|” v

& Collar him, Bunker!™

J

L

b

in the grass under the {rees, and Man-

::.End_;ar tesl the truth, ;oung man!* said the constabic asternly.
You ve run away Tfrom scnool, | suppose, and want to gt oack
again? ‘Noching of the ssrt! " retoried Tom Merry hotiy. 'l

ners helped Tom Merry to his foot,
« Tom was panting for breath.

“ What's the row?’ asked Lowther,
thumping him on the back to assist him

in regaining his wind. “ Wers they

going to rob you, Tom?" :
E“ don’t—know. They jumped on me all of a sudden.
ut——=" -

‘Silas Bhucks sat up in the gﬁs He was locking rather
dizzy, but thero was an expression of astonishment on his
narrow fuce. s

“Tom!” he repeated. “ Tom! What might your name
be, young gentleman?”

“ Mine? Tom Merry."”

The two men looked at one another curiously. They rosa
slowly to their feet, but did not offer to renew the attack.
The Terriblo Three wero shoulder to shoulder now, qguite

ready for them; but the two rascals had evidently "had
enough,

1 say,”’ smd Bilas 8hueks, “ 71 reckon there has be '
mistako }l.:_:ncre.” j et
Monty Lowther grinned.
X ':rif} [t |:1 you tackled mthur_itnn large an order,” he said.
1y don’t you comne on? You were full ‘ |
S of fight a minute
.: If that young chap’s name is Tom Merry—""
22 What did you think it was?’ said Ton Merry curiously,
! fﬁla.vu you taken me for somebody else?”
e Ttl;rlt_ 1? :t-H' Eg.fu.i Bilas Shm*ksr,l still evidently in doubt—
iat’s it, ut 1t your name 18 Tom Moerrv—— B
do you eome from ! ./ = W}J'MB
Tom Merry made a gesture towards the § »of 8t Jim®
yvising in the distance over the trees. Z Chie e S diey
“ From the school 7
(¥ YUE-TI
The two men exchanged glanees agai
| i e3 agauin. They were
evidently amazed, but at what the chums of :
et 5 the Shell could
ixr A x
“ You could tell that by my cap, if you looked at it,”* said
Tom Merry. * What are you getting at, anyway? Did you
raul}y take me for somebody else, or is that gammon beeauso
yow've gob the worst of it?" |
"Thut’s more likely,” said Monty Lowther. “Let’s rug
(Continued on page iv of cover\
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e in.  We ihiee
poltors lika that 17

“Right-ho " said Mauners, " Come on!” _—

““1 gness it was o mistake,”’ B

“Rot! Collar them!”

The Terrible Three van forward.  As they wore not assatled
thoy became the uasssilants,  But the two rufhons huad had
anough of it.-  They boled through the hedge and dii-iﬂlj-
peaved armong the troes before the chiums of the Shell could
gel within reach of them, Monty Lowther was rushing alter
them through the gap in the hedge: but Tom Marry pulled
I:Jit'.[l baok. . =

* Hold on, Montv "

““ Bettor collar the rotters ! smid Lowther,

could® casily handles a conple of weedy

“ It will be fun,

ltll.'fwa:r. taking them to the station, and wonkl mean a lol of”
ecla -

t for us!”
Tom Merry laughed.

“But it wouldn't be casy, Montv, and 1 dou’t see how we
are to run them down in the wood, anvhow. Let's get on to
the village!"

* Well, perhaps you've vight.”

“Of course T aw, my soni.  Come along !

- Aud thn Teprrible Threes ssuntered on down the lane,  Tom
- Merry had litle expectation of ever seeing the two ruffians
caghin, and be little dreamed how soon they wer to meet, and
- what strange results would follow.

= B = - 1 d ] ] L]
" Bui Jove, deah boys, you lock wathah dusty! Have
vou beon havin® a wow with the Gwammawians 7™

It was Arvthur Aungostus DY Arey, of Study No. 6 in the
School House at Bt Jim's, who asked the gquestion as the
Terrible Theee came in at the gates, :

"{‘]Hn." gaid Tom Morry, I haven't seen the Grammarians
to-day,” ;

Mhe soell of ehe School House adjusted his eyeglass and
lotked him over.

*“Yon look-as1f von bad peen i a wow,” he remarked,

“So 1 bave,” said Tom Merey, langhing. “But it was
with a couple of footpads. 1 you had been there, Gussy—-"

“ You could havo searsd fhem ﬂwa_w ramarked Lowthor—
“ with vour fece, yvou kaow !

“ Weally, Lowthah '™ _

- U feel w bit dusty)” setiarked Tome Mercry.
o and gei cloane.  Well, what is if, Guesy 7'’ 3
~ *You have been ajtecked by a couple of footpads™' said

IV Avey, producing o Gttle silver pencil and a gilt-edged note-

trom his pocked,

** Yos; at least, 1 suppose they were footpads.”

"l thesa wottahs leave any footpwints in the lane?’
_“*Ne.” muid Lowtaer. **They took them all away with
l. tl‘ﬂ'm Ty -1

“Pway don't be an as:s, Lowthah! The guestion of foot-

prinds 15 sn important ene. . But 1 cannot expect you fellows

to notice anyihin’ weally important.  Weall, Tom Mewwy, 1

will do my best with thg case, ‘and will weport latah 1™

“And ibe swall of the School House put away his notebook

"~ and pencil, and watked off.  The Terrible Three grinned, and

“weitt on their way $o the School Hounse: :
: THE SECOND CHAPTER.

4 P A Thiel in the Night,

. | >
= CIET 1 .
- Q T raess o, Silas Shucks”™

“T'll bave the pesky window open in a jiffy."”
It was mght at 8 Jim's. Darkness lay upon the
gchool ; the hour of midnight had tolled from the tower, and
“all was again silent. Twe dim forms had fitied through
the davkness of the quadrangle, and stopped at the porch of
the SBchool House, ’ :
. A tall man and o short, thick set one, with caps pulled down
over their brows, ond ecoutious, sidelong glances. . They
seomed to bresthe more freely when they were out of the
_open guadrangle in the dusk of the deep porch. The taller
3 ::E tho two closely examined the fastening of the hall windbw
that glimmered beside the stone pillars of  the porch. He
eave a chuckle. : )
- T IPe easy enough, Bunker. Only the old-fushioned catel,
and the winder opens on a hinge. 1t's dead easy.”
< =4 Good luck, Bilas ! |
“ T have it open in a jiffy.".
There was a faint click in the gloom. Then a creak of the
' wooden window.frame. DBunket drew a quick, deep breath!

W Ii's opentt
e T omppgs @n ¢ f ' '
: ‘;dl!._lmd, it'e vour idea, Sias, not mine. . That's nnder.
stood.”
“ Oh, stow your eroaking!” pgrowled B8ilus Bhucks im-
~patiently. * Of eourse; it's my idea—it wns my idea from
the first, wasn't it, to make a fortune out of the little lord
“ T know il; but this is a pew development."

E =

“« THE GEM" LIBRARY. .

“1 think T s i

No. 308

“ Tt will make everything safe.”
Y Well, won're boss, and I follow your lead, Only mind,
ii was youridea from sturt to finish. That's vudesstoad. :

A ¥ee, that's undevstood.  And now stow your cackle,” sai
Silas Shucks roughly,

The window swung back into the hall. Silas Shucks pu
one leg over the sill, and peered intently into the dense dar
ness bafore him. Slowly and diml yTb made out the form’e
the objects there.”

“ All sorvene, Bilas?"” 3

8 ZUess so.  _tow vour cackle.™ o

The long-limbed, logse-jointed ascaPudyew LT €
opeming,. sk disappeared into the tlll"JL"EnﬂhH ol -
Bunker slowly followed, Then Silas Shicks"= "M
li*-lnfﬂj:f the window.  nhoiselossly, withopt frerening %

“Comp 6.’ _ -

Silently, in rubher-3oWa shoes, (he two 1rfli :
stanrs.  Up to the second floor, till Bilus Shueks opey
door, and the sound of regulay breathing falling upen the
ears warned them that it was a dormiitory.

A couple of minutes later Silhs Shucks was opening the doa
of the Shell dormitory. The long-limbed vuffian entored, ag
proceeded from bed to bed, allowing the glimmer of light
from a tiny electric lamp to rest for a moment upon the fasa
of ench youthful slecper. . T

He scanned the faces of Gore and Skimpole and Lowthew &
and Mannpers. Then he uttered d low exclamation of satiss =

faction as his glance vested upon the face of Tom Me 5
Bunker stopped gquickly to his side. - - 'S
* Is that him 1" el

# 1 muess 50,

They scanmed the fuce of Tom Mooy, =t I8
* He's wonderfully¥Wike him,"” said Buukev. in a wl:i:-'-l;wa‘.f% '
“ Didn’t we mistake him for the other to-day ! e
“ 1 mruess so; but if vouw saw them tozether— =

EL

# That would show up 8 difforence. TETSC S Dt LGS
WO !n l I'!H_ .-" : . L Y — ”11:“ ! i lul_:ﬂf]'['l’-:-“ 31‘&
Well, it's vour dea. . g

:' i;:_'}fﬂw vour cackle ! 1lave yon got the dilopofern-paddit
* Here b 187 55 e

“ Hold the light, then™ % : .-
Bunke: held the gleny-lanip, =un_ﬂ'l, das Bhucks beni ovde

a i o

~ o

r pad was slowly approached to the face of Tom Merpy.s
and he breathed in the fumes unconsciously, and his sleep Lol
on a sounder, deeper heaviness, Then the pad was prossed =
gently on his face.  One start he gave, and thot wi. L 0S-
conseiously he eluded from sleep to insensibdity,

Bunker diew a breath of relief. Silus Shucks grinned. S8
‘““1 puess it was easy." ——
“We haven't got him away yel.”
* That won't tuke long.”
“ What about his clothes 7™ : - 3
“We don't want his clothes. We've zot elothes for Dl
haven't we?" e T : ;
“ Lend me a hand with him.” F
The bedelothes were rolled back and Tom Merry was 1l
from the bed. The hero of the Bhell was guilo unconscig
Cand he did not make a single movemont. Ho lay as lg
a dead body in the grasp of the kidnappers. ; i s
- He was hited into Silas Shucks's powerful aims, anl capriad
- silently away. Che ruffians emorged from the dormitory,
and Bunkeér closed the door. Then thev stale down the s{ailk
Tom Merry’s weight ::}lliareﬂtly being very little 10 the HEe
American, They halted at the unfastenod window, Eh w
“ Get out first, Bunker.” .
““ 1 puess so, Silas Shucks.”
" And don’t jaw."” : .
~ Bunker climbed *hreugh the windosy, and veceived the jes
gensible junior into his nvms, Then Silas Bhuck: followed,
and the window was closed. The two ruffinns gnickly crosstd
. the quadrangle, and Bunker elinibed the wall, and drew Ton
Merry up after him.  Shocks followed.  In a couple®
" minutes the kidnappers stood in the lane. I

(The subsequent adventures of Tom Merry
in the hands of his kidnappers, the consternig-
tion of his chums at his disappearance from
St. Jim’s, and the strange events which lead

Ferrers Locke, the famous detective, to &
up the case, form the subject of a mosi

sorbing school story. ~ If you wish to continge
““Tracked Down,” by Martin Clifford, buy
the current issue of our grand companiop
paper, ‘' The Penny Popular,” which is now
on sale everywhere. Price One Penny
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