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The figure bumped on the floor and the boot and leg
Blake, ‘Is that you, Gussy ?2”’

CHAPTER 1.
Thrashing Cutts,
L ]PWA}’ say no more, deah boys!”

‘ But—
“I am wesolved!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy certainly looked very resolute as
he made that statement. His elegant form was drawn up
to its full height, his slim hands were clenched, and his eye
glecamed behind his eyeglass.

Blake and Herries and Digby, tlie other occupants of Study
No. 6 in the Fourth-Form passage, looked at one another
helplessly.

When Arthur Augustus mounted the high horse it was next
to impossible to get himn to dismount.

And Arthur Augustus had mounted the high horse now with
8 vengeance. He was, as he had declared. resolved.

* But you can’t!"” howled Blake.

I shall twy!”

¢ ook here " began Herries.

“You are wastin’ time, Ilewwics. A D'Arcy always means
what he savs!"” said Arthur Augustus, with great dignity.
$ Pway let me pass, Blake!”

Y eV gV YtV adit Vot Yot Vet Ve Ve Ve Vo g Voo g Voo g Vo
A figure shot forth from Cutt’s study, and a boot and part of a leg came into view for a moment behind it,
isappeared into the study again. “ By J C
““Gwooh ! ” said D’Arcy. “‘I've been thwashin® Cuttsl” (See Chapler 1.}

ove!” gasped

“ But I tell you—"

“ Wats!”

“T tell you—" said Digby.

“WATS!”

Arthur Augustus pronounced that ancient and clasie mono-
syllable so loudly and distinetly that it reached the esrs of
three juniors in tho passage, and they promptly looked into
the study. They were Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
of the Shell, otherwise the Terrible Three.

“You fags rowing again?’ asked Monty Lowther, m a
severe voice.

Blake glared at him.

“ Whom aro you calling ¢ fags,” you Shell bounder? Clear
out!”

“ Gussy’s got ’em again!” growled Horries. “ You can
lend us a hand to hold him, if you like. Ile’s jolly well not
going to Cutts’s study.”

“ What has Cutts been doing now?’ asked the Terrible
Three altogether. They were sympathetic at once. They had
had many and many a rub with Cutts of the Fifth—Cutts, in
fact, was their special enemy.

“[Te has been cuffin’ my minah!” said Arthur Augustus
loftily. “1I wefuse to allow my minah to be cuffed by any
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swankin’ wottah in the Fifth Form. I am goin’ to thwash
Chtts ™

"f'_hyg Terrible Three jumped. am

““You're going‘to what?" gasped Tom Merry.

‘“ Thwash Cutts!”

‘‘Ha,_ ha, ha!’

If- Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had stated his intention c1

thrashing Jack Johnson or ‘the celebrated Carpentier,_ ¢
could not have struck -the chums of the Shell as funnier.
Cutts of the ‘Fifth was, of course, a senior, and he was, a
very powerful fellow, and a.good boxer. There were few
fellows in the Fifth, or the Sixth, either, who cared to havc
the gloves on with Gerald Cutts. For Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy of the Fourth Form to undertake to thrash him 'was
a very remarkable enterprise.

But Arthur Augustus was in deadly earnest. Determina-
tion gleamed through his eyeglass.

*“I fail to see any cause for laughtah!” he said stiffly.
“ Cu’tt-s 'has been waggin’ my minah, and I won’t have Wally
wagged !”

‘“Well, that's reasonable,” agreed Monty Lowther.  Wally
isn’t a flag or a star-spangled banner, and he oughtn’t to
be wagged |

And the juniors chuckled. But D’Arcy was too excited to
héed-Lowther’s little joke upon his beautiful pronunciation.

“I am.goin’ to give Cutts a feahful thwashin’,” he said
grimly. ‘I know he’s biggah than I am. Howevah, I
Hattah myself that I am a pwetty hard hittah. And I am
wathah a dab at boxin'. Besides, bullies are always cowards,
you know. Anyway, I am goin’ to thwash Cutte. I wefuse
to allow him to cuff my minah !’

“ But—"" said Tom Mecrry.

‘‘ But—"" gasped Manners and Lowther.

“I wefuse to listen to argument upon the subject,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a wave of the hand. “I am goin’
to :Cutts’s study now, and there is goin’ to be a feahful
thwashin’—-"

* But who's going to get it?’ gurgled Lowther.

‘“Ha, ba, ha!”

“You will see. When I have finished with Cutts,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a ferocious look, ** his fwiends will
haye to gathah up the scwaps!”’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Jack Blake sank into the armchair, to- laugh more at his
ease. Digby and Herries held on to the study table and
roared. The Terrible Three seemed to be in danger of falling
into hysterics. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jammed his famous
monocle a little more tightly into his eye, and stared round
at. the hilarious juniors with lofty indignation. But as his
lofty indignation only made them roar the louder, he strode
out of the study with his noble nose high in the air.

* Oh, my only sainted aunt!” Blake gasped, wiping away
his tears. *‘ Gussy will be the death of me some day!”

“ Cutts will be the death of him to-day, if he goes to his
study and goes for him!’ stuttered Lowther. * Good old
Gussy 1"

Blake jumped up.

‘“ He mustn’t go, the duffer! After him !’

_The juniors ran hastily out of the study. They had no
doubt that Gerald Cutts of the Fifth deserved a fearful
thrashing—dozens of them, in fact; and if Arthur Augustus
had been equal to the task they would have spceded him on
his journey with pleasure. ~But as-the case stood, Arthur
Augustus was going to look for trouble, and very bad
trouble.

The swell of the Fourth was already halfway down the
stalrcase.

“ After him I’ muttered Tom Merry.

The juniors dashed down the passage at top speed. By
main force, if there were no other means, they intended to
dissuade Arthur Augustus from his gallant but desperate
entérprise.

It was by sheer bad luck that Mr. Railton, the Housemaster
of the School House, happened to step out of a study just

then, as the six juniors came down the passage in full career.’

i
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Mr. Railton did ‘not often visit Fourth-Form -studics, and
how were Tom Merry & Co. to know that he was there, and
that he was just coming out? Clearly, they- could not pos-
sibly know ; but it was very unfortunate, all the same.

For the six racing juniors crashed right into the House-
master as he stepped suddenly into the passage.” Mr. Railton
was-a stalwart man, and an athlete, but he was not prepared
for a shock like that. Neither were the juniors. Mr. Railton
went over <yith a crash, and six gasping juniors sprawled
wildly over him.

“ Wha-a-at!” ejaculated the Houscmaster.
soul! What—what—""

‘“ Great Scott !’

“ Oh; sir!”’

‘“ Sorry, sir!”

‘ Oh, crumbs !’

Tom Merry & Co. scrambled off the Housemaster and
scrambled to their feet. Mr. Railton, completely breathless,
lay gasping.

The juniors forgot all about Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and
Cutts of the Fifth. They thought only of the horror of their
unintentional deed. Bumping a Housemaster over headleng
in the passage was a decidedly serious matter.

They stood panting, .and {ooking at the floored House-
master. Tom Merry was the first to recall his presence of
mind sufficiently to assist him to rise. He gave a helping
hand to the Housemaster, and that gentleman sat up, gasping.

* What—what—" he .panted. ‘‘ Merry—Blake—what
—" He gained his feet, with as much dignity as avas
possible under the circumstances. He was very flushed and
very dusty, and breathing hard in jerks. .** What does this
mean? How dare you rush into me in this manner? Are
you out of your senses?”’

‘“ So sorry, sir—'' murmured Lowther,

“ We didn’t see you, sir—"

‘“ Quite an accident, sir—"’

‘ We were in rather a hurry—"

Mr. Railton was frowning darkly, which was not surprising
under the circumstances.

“You should not rush down the passage in that way,”’ he
said. ‘‘ You should be more careful. - You will take a hun-
dred lines each!”

“* Yees, sir!”’

And Mr. Railton, shaking the dust from his gown, walked
majestically away. The juniors looked at one another. A
hundred lines each was a hundred lines; but they were glad
to escape so cheaply.

“Lucky it wasn’t Selby or Linton!” murmured Monty
Lowther. ‘‘ More likely a hundred whacks than a hundred
lines, if it had been. Railton 4s a brick; 'm glad we bumped
him over!”’

“T've nearly. busted my beastly mose on his beastly

‘“ Bless my

shoulder !’ grunted Herries, dabbing his nose with his hand-
kerchief. “ Adl through that ass Gussy !”
“My hat!"  Where is Gussy?’ exclaimed Tom Merry,

remembering the 'swell of St. Jim’s,

** Oh, he’s gone, d6f course!”

' He’s in Cutts’s study long ago,” growled Herries.
he won’t stay there long, I fancy.”

** Let’s go and look for him, anyway!” said Tom.

The juniors made theit way down to the next floor at a
iore moderate pace, Herries dabbing his nose as he went.

They reached the end of the Fifth Form passage; they did
not need to go further. There was the sound of a door
«pening, and a figure shot forth from Cutts’s study, and a
I"got and part of a leg came into view for a moment behind it.
'Jff:; figure bumped on the floor; the boot and leg dis-
appeared into the study again, and there was the slam of a
door.

The figure picked itsclf up.

It was—but was it?—Arthur Augustus D’Arcy! The
juniors gazed at it wide-eyed.  Arthur Augustus had not been
many minutes in Cutts’s study—for the purpose of thrashing
Cutts.

He had gone in_a handsome and elegant youth—the best-
dressed junior in all St. Jim’s. He came out——

The change was amazing.

If Arthur Augustus had been through a mill, or under a
motor-car, the change could hardly have been more surprising
in_his appearance, i

His elegant clothes were rumpled and dusty ; his jacket was
split up the back; his collar and tic were gone; his hair was
a mop. A stream of red ran from his nose, and one of his
eyes was closed. His ecars were very red, and secemed to have
increased in size. He blinked round him in a very uncertain
way, and cjaculated breathlessly:

“ Bai Jove !”

“Gussy !I” gasped Blake.

““ Or your ghost?" stuttered Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Well,

“Is it you, Gussy 7’
‘“Ha, ba, ha¥?
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Three shadowy forms closed upon Taggles; his arms were scized by two pairs of hands, and a third pair of hands |
grasped the basket and yanked it away. Taggles was sat down on the turf gently but firmly, and the three
ciisappeared in the gloom.

(See Chapter 2.)

‘“ What have you been doing?” shrieked Manners.

“Gwooh! I've been thwashin’ Cutts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Have you finished him?"’ sobbed Blake. )

“ Nunno!" panted Arthur Augustus. ‘‘I have not quite
finished him yet. I am goin’ to finish him!”’

He swung round towards the door of Cutts’s study. .

With one accord the juniors secized him and dragged him
back. Arthur Augustus struggled wildly in their grip._

““Let mo go! Welease me, you wottahs! I’'m goin’ to
finish thwashin’ Cutts!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let him live!" gasped Lowther. ¢ Spare him! As you
are strong, be merciful, you know. Think of his aged parents.
Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wefuse to think of his aged pawents! ILet me go! I

am goin’—"’

¢ My dear fathead, vouwre wrecked enough already!”
mogned Blake.  “We're not going to have our champion
lunatic quite slaughtered. Yank him away!”’

“1 wefuse—I pwotest >

“ All hunds—yank !’ said Blake.

And Arthur Augustus was “ yanked” away, still refusing
and protesting,  They did not release him till they had
pluniped him down in the armchair in Study No. 6.  Arthur
Angnstus collapsed there in an exhausted condition.

JRe juniors stood round him on guard, grinning; but
Arthir Augustus made no further attempt to escape. He
dadup breath left,

. “Did you fairly pulverise him?” soid Blake, almost weep-
ing.

*As a mattah of fuct” gusped Arthur Augustus—‘“as a
mattah of abzolute fuct., I did not have time to get weally
startd on him!”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“Pewwaps, upon the whole, he is wathah big for me to
tacklo—""

weoEspav— - GUSSY’S HOUSE-PARTY 1"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!'”

‘“ And I {eel wathah a w’eck now—""

‘“You look it. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Howevah, I am goin’ to finish thwashin' Cutts!”

Whereupon T'om Merry & (lo. pounced upon the warlike
swell of the School House, and pinned him down in the chair,
and sat upon Lim in a heap, and refused to move until
bad promised, on the honour of a D’Arcy, not to thrash Cutte
of the Fifth any more.

CHAPTER 2.
The Last Night of the Term.
“ NO prep to-night!” announced Tom Merry joyfully.

Oh, what a little bit of luck!” sang Monty
Lowther sweetly.

St. Jim’s was breaking up for the holidays on the following
day.  The Terrible Three of the Shell—and the other fellows,
for the most part—were anticipating the breaking-up with
great pleasure.  On the morrow the railways would be dis-
tributing them to the four corners of the United Kingdom, to
meet, again at St. Jim’s after the vacation, and recount
delightful experiences.

The Terrible 'Three were going together. Tom Moerry and
Manners and l.owther were to spend tho vacation staying
with ono another alternately, in order not to separate. And
they were to begin the vacation with the chums of Study
No. 6, as the guests of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, at Eastwood
House.  On the morrow morning the scven juniors would ba
'sf]nrﬁng together, and they had done somo of their packing
already.

“ Nothing doing to-night,”” Tom Merry continued. * We
sha’n’t see the New House fellows for a long time. Figgins

& Co. will have time to forget that the School houso is (‘ock
House at St. Jim’s!”
“We'll remind "em quick enough noxt term.” said Monty
Lowther cheerfully.
Tue GeyM LiBraArY.—No. 338
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“But we ought to give them a.last reminder before we
break up,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. *‘No prep on
tie last night, and how can the time be better spent than in
Japing Figgins & Co.?”

‘“ Echo answers how "’ agrced Manners.

“Excuse me—echo should answer Co.!” remarked
Lowther. 3 . . .
*Rats! Figgins & Co. are having a final feed in_ their

study this evening to celebrate the breaking-up,” Tom Men;y
observed.  ‘‘ Mrs. Taggles made a special pie to Fatty Wynn’s
crders. I saw it before it was baked. It was a whacker—
ncarly two feet across. She’ll be sending it to Figgins's study
pretty soon I should think !’ . .

Manners and Lowther grinned.  Being unoccupied that
cvening, the last of the term, was, of course, a sufficicnt
reascn for japing their old rivals of the New House: For
some wecks now they would not have any chances of ragging
the New House juniors, as Figgins & Co. were going in quite
a different direction for their holidays. Therefore, this last
opportunity was not to be lost. . .

“But the New House bounders will be keeping an eye on
that pie!” said Manners, with a shake of the head. =~ “Figgins
& Co will turn up in force to escort it to the New House.
We shall have a battle-royal to get hold of it!” .

““Well, a battle-royal would finish up the term in great
style !’ ginned Tom Merry.  “But I think we can get hold
of it by strategy. When we’'ve captured it, we’ll ask
Figgins & Co. to supper. Only fair to let them have a whack
in their own pie !’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Let’s go and scout, anyway.”

“ Good egg !’

The Terriblo Three sauntered across the old quadrangle to
the school shop. A fat Fourth-Former was in the shop talk-
ing to Mrs. Taggles. It was Fatty Wynn, the Falstaff of
the New House.

** Not, quite done yet, Mrs. Taggles?

*“ Not quite, Master Wynn.” . . ,

“ All right.  Youll send it across when it’s finished ?”

“Yes, Master Wynn, in about half an hour. Tl ask
Taggles to bring it over.”

**Good enough!” said Wynn. .

And he rolled towards the door, and met the Terrible Three
face to face. Fatty looked suspicious at once.

“Hallo! Celebrating the breaking-up—what?”’
Monty Lowther affably.

““Oh, a little bit of a feed!” said Fatty Wynn carelessly.
*“You go and eat coke in your mouldy old House !’

And Fatty Wynn rolled away. .

The chums of tho Shell exchanged a grin. They had heard
what passed betweer Fatty Wynn and Dame Taggles.

“In half an hour,” murmured Lowther, ‘‘that whacking
pic is to be taken across to the New_ House by the never-
sufficiently-to-be-respected Taggles.  He will pass under the
clms on Lis way there. It is already dusk. It will be quite
dark then. Suppose threo understudies of Dick Turpin were
ambushed under the elms?  Suppose they rush forth, and
slaughter Taggles, and collar the pie?”

*“Good egg !’ chortled Tom Merry and Manners.

“Of course, we slaughter Taggles figuratively,” said
Lowther. ““We won’t leave him for dead; but if we squash
his hat over his eyes it will keep him busy long enough for us
to clope with the pie !”’

‘“What-ho!” .

And the Terrible Three walked away in great spirits.
Meanwhile, Fatty Wynn had returned to the New House,
where his chums Figgins and Kerr met him in the doorway.

““Not ready yet?’ asked Figgins.

‘““Half an hour; and those Shell bounders from the School
House are on the track, and I think they’re going to lay for
our pie,”’ said Fatty Wynn. “ We shall have to take half a
dozen fellows to fetch it !

“Cheeky rotters!” growled Kerr. “We'll collar them
npd"’duck them in the fountain if they lay hands on our

ie !

“Hold on !’ murmured Figgins, with 2 gleam coming into
his eyes. “Hold on! T’'ve got an idea. They're going to
lay for the pie when it’s sent over, are they? Half an hour is
plenty of time to get ready for those School House duffers,
Come with me, my infants !

For the next ten minutes Figgins & Co. were very busy.
Then they might have been scen, as a novelist would say,
proceeding cautiously to the tuckshop, after an interview with
Dame Taggles, who smiled exceedingly, and strolled down to
the porter’s lodge.

There "they had a little talk with Taggles, the porter.
After that they sauntered back to the New House, affecting
not to notice three lurking shadows under the old elms.

‘“There they go!” murmured Monty Lowther, as Figgins
& Co. disappearcd towards the New House. ‘“ Not a suspish,
my sons !”’

Tue GeEmM LiBrarRv.—No. 339.
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“They seem very keen to know how that pic’s getting on,”
remarked Manners. ‘‘T suppose that’s what they’ve. been to
the tuckshop for. They’ll %e more interested still in its
getting oftf 1’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘If they come.down in an army to escort the pie home,
we'll whistle up our crowd,”” Tom Merry remarked. “I’ve
spoken to Study No. 6, and Kangaroo and Reilly and
Hammond and Dane. They’re ready for the signal if theyre
wanted. That pie is coming into the School House, if we
have to wreck the New House and strew Figgins & Co. in
little picces over the quad.”

‘“Yes, rather I’” ,

The chums of the School House were prepared for desperate
measures.  But desperate measures did not seem to be
required. There was no sign of the New House fellows
coming in strong force to-escort the pie home. The half-hour
had passed, and the trio, from their ambush under the elms,
had seen Taggles, the porter, arrive from his lodge, and go
into the shop. Evidently he was now going to take the pie
g) Figgins’s study. And still there was no sign of Figgins &

0

“I really wonder Fatty Wynn didn’t smell a mouse,”
Monty Lowther remarked, with a chuckle. ‘I suppose he
was thinking of nothing but the feed. Never mind; we'll
ask them to come and have a whack !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Shush! Here comes Taggles!”

The portly form of the school porter could be seen
advaneing in the gloom from the direction of the tuck-shop.
Taggles carried a large basket in his hand, evidently con-
taining the consignment for the New House. He came on
under the dark shadow of the trees, and then there was a
sudden rush.

Three shadowy forms closed in swiftly on Taggles—his arms
were seized by two pairs of hands, and a third pair of hands
grasped the basket and yanked it away. Taggles was sat
down on the turf gently but firmly, and left there gasping, as
threo swift forms disappeared towards the School House wit
the basket, and soft chuckles floated back to the ears of the
school porter as he sat in the grass. A

‘““Huh !” gasped Taggles, who was grinning too. “ Huh!
I'd report ‘em if Master Figgins hadn’t ’anded me a bob to
take it quictly! I'd report the young raskils, ’andling a
’ard-working man like this ’ere! Huh !

Quite unconscious of Taggles’s reflections on the subject,
the Terrible Three rushed towards the School House with
their prize. In the doorway quite a crowd of juniors awaited
them—the four chums of Study No. 6, and” Kangaroo and
Clifton Dane and Glyn of the Shell, and Hammond and
Reilly and Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth, and several others,
They glanced cagerly at the heavy basket.

“Got it?” exclaimed Jack Blake.

*“What-ho !

_““And the silly duffers weren’t on the look-out?'” grinned
Kangaroo.

“No fear! Easy as falling off a form!” chuckled Tom
Merry. “ Figgins & Co. have been done quite brown, as easy
as babes in the wood. Gentlemen, there will be a fecd in my
study to eelebrate breaking-up. We are kindly provided
with a magnificent pie by the gencrosity of our old friends of
the New House !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ But we’re going to ask Figgy to the feéed—that’s only
ericket. Go and ask him nicely, Gussy. Tell him we’ve got
a splendid pie—"

‘““Yaas, wathah!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Arthur Augustus, chuckling, crossed to the New
House, while Tom Merry & Co. bore the great pie prize in
triumph to the study in the Shell passage.

CHAPTER 3.
Pyzzle—Find the Pie!

IGGINS & CO. were in their study in the New House.
The study, as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked into
it, presented a festive appearance. =~ There were
preparations for a feed on a considerable scale. The table
was laid for seven, with all sorts and varieties of crockery
and cutlery, and there was an unusually large number of
chairs in the study. Figgins and Kerr and Fatty Wynn were
chatting together.
“Time that pie was here,” Figgins remarked, as Axthur
Augustus tapped on the half-open door and stepped in.
‘“High time,” agreed Kerr, ‘‘Is that you, Taggles? Noj;
it’s Gussy.”
** Top of the evening to you, Gussy !”” said Figgins affably.
‘“Have you seen anything of Taggles? Ile was going to
bring us a pie, but he seems late.”
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¢ Pewwaps you'd bettah not wait for it, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a sweet smile. ¢ Vewy likely Taggles
will be late. I've come ovah to ask you to a feced in-the
School House.” i

“You're awfully good,” said Figgins; ‘but we're just
going to have a feed here on our own. We've got a special
pie coming, made by Dame Taggles's own fair hands, ar‘ul
it may come any minute now. Reddy and some of the
fellows are coming, too, when the feed’s here. You can sta;
and join us.” .

“Afwaid I couldn’t wait, deah boys’" zaid D'Arcyr.
chuckling at the thought that he would have to wait a vers
fong time, if he waited in Figgy's study for the raided pi-.
¢ Pway come ovah to our House. We've got a pie ourselves
—a weal wackah!" .

“Not really 7" said Figgy, in surprise.

““Yaas, wathah!”

Figgins & Co. exchanged grave glances.

‘“Shall 'we go?" said Figgins seriously. “ We could put
off our own feed till a little later, for that matter.’

Kerr and Fatty Wynn smiled. ,

“Well, our pie isn’t here,” said Kerr. “If Gussy's got a
pie, we may as well begin on that. It's awfully good of
Gussy !"’

“Not at all, deah boys. It's the Shell chaps, weally, who
are standin' the feed,”” said D'Arcy. ¢ Tom Mewwy's got
the pie—a weal whackah!”

“We'll come!” said Figgins.

¢ Wight-ho !

And Figgins & Co. followed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy down
the stairs, and out of the New House. They smiled and
exchanged winks as they marched across the quadrangle.
They had not expected to be invited to share the captured
pic. ~ But they were very glad to be on the scene—very glad
indeed. Lo

Tom Merry's study was crowded when Figgins & Co.
reached it with Arthur Augustus. The chums of the School
House were there in force. On the table stood the big
basket, and Tom Merry was opening the wicker lid.

“Welcome, dear boys!” said Monty Lowther hospitably,
as the New House trio came in.

“ Gussy’s explained—what?” asked Blake. ‘“We've got a
big pie for supper, to celebrate breaking-up, you know.
We couldn’t leave you chaps out.”

¢ Certainly not ! .

“ Awfully good of you!" said Figgins. “It's a curfious
coincidence, but we were expecting a pie ourselves just now,
but Mrs. Taggles hasn't sent it yet.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Figgins & Co. looked round in surprise. .

“What's tho joke?'" asked Figgins innocently. * Nothing
funny in our expecting a pie, is there?” .

“Certainly rot!" said Tom Merry hastily. ¢ These silly
duffers cackle at anything! Cheese it, you fellows, and get
some plates and things.”

““That must be pretty nearly as big a pie as ours, from
the size of the basket,” Fatty Wynn remarked.

“Pwobably just the same size, deah boy!" smiled Arthur
‘Augustus.

SOWell, lot's see it.”’

Tom Merry had removed a cloth covering from the interior
of the big basket. He looked surprised as a wooden box was
revealed.

“My hat! It'sin a box!” he exclaimed.

“That's a queer way of packing a pie.,” said Manners.

“ Jolly queer ! said Figgins. < I suppose vou've really got
a pic there, and yon're not pulling our leg—what?"

“Oh, it's here, right enough!"" said Tom.

He lifted the wooden box out of the basket, and bumped
it down on the table. It was very heavy. The box was
nailed up.

“ Well, I never saw a pie so carefully fastened up as that
one before.” said Figgins. “1T hope Mrs. Taggles won't fasten
up our pic like that. Rather too much of .a good thing, in
my opinion."

“Did that pie come from Mrs, Taggles's?! asked Kerr,

“Yes. She made it herself.” ’

“Then why is it nailed up in a box?"

“Blessed if I know,” said Tom., feeling n littic porplexed
himself. ““ Anyway, we'll soon have it out.”

He selected a chisel from Lowther's tool-box, and wrenched
off’ the 1id of the wooden box. Straw packing was disclosed
itside. TFiggins & Co. burst into a laugh.

“Pic packed in straw!” chuckled Figgins, ¢ Well, thar
beats the band ! Blessed if ever I saw a pic packed in straw
before.”

““Bai Jove, it is weally vewy peculiah! This must be »
altogethah new wheeze of Mrs, Taggles.”

Tom Merry, with a mystified face, deew ont handfuls of 17 -
straw packing. As the pie really belonged to Figgins &
they should have known miore about that extraordinari
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careful packing than did Tom Merry & Co., but they were
looking on with amused interest, as if they had never heard
++i such a thing before.

“Well, where’s the blessed pie?” asked Blake, as the
l*i of unpacked straw rose higher.and higher on the study
e,

" Hallo! Here’s something!"

Tom Merry's hand came in contact with something hard in
“estraw inside the box, and he drew it out. It was a brick !
Yie juniors stared at it blankly.

“You're not going to eat that?” cjaculated Figgins.

" Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kerr and Wynn.

fom Merry groped desperately in the box. He dragged
-+t two or three more bricks and an old boot. Then there
. a5 nothing left but straw.

* Well, my hat!” he cjaculated.

“Dai Jove! Is that the lot?”

“That's the lot!” growled Tom.

¢ Extwaordinawy !”’

¢ Oh, draw it mild!” said Figgins good-humouredly.
¢ You've brought us over here for a feed, you know.
Where’s the pie?”’

** There—there doesn’t seem to be any pie!” gasped Tom
Merry.

*“Then you were pulling our leg all the time?”

“Nunno! We—we thought there was a pic in the basket!”
gasped Tom. ¢ Blessed if I understand it !’

Figgins shook his head solemnly.

* Somebody's been japing you,” he said. “ Somebody
knew you had ordered a pie, and they've stacked that basket
full of rubbish for a joke on you.”

“But we didn’t order the pie!” howled Tom Merry
desperately.  ““ We—we raided it. Somebody else must
have raided the basket before we got hold of it, and left
this rubbish in it.”’

““ Perhaps they’ve left a message for you in the basket,
then,” Kerr suggested. ““If they’ve spoofed you, they'd
leave a word to tell you so.”

“ They didn’t spoof us!” growled Tom Merry. © They
were spoofing you. This was your pie.”

“Qurs!”

¢ Y&j. And somebody else must have been after it as well
as us!

““Ha, ‘ha, ha!” roared Figgins.

“ Hallo, here's a card in the straw!” exclaimed Kangaroo,
who was groping in the box.

“Well, I'm off I'" said Figgins, rather hastily.  It's pretty
plain that there’s not going to be a feed. I'm surprised at
you. Ta-ta!”

Figgins & Clo. left the study rather hurriedly. Kangaroo
had felt a card in the straw, and he extracted it and read
it, and gave a whoop, just as the New House trio quitted the
study. He held it up for the juniors to read.

“Look at that!”

“My hat!’

‘ Gweat Scott!”

Thero was a roar of wrath in Tom Merry’s study. For
the card bore the inscription, in big, daubed letters:

PUZZLE—FIND THE PIE!
WITH BEST WISHES FOR SUCCESS FROM
FIGGINS & CO,

The juniors stared at the card, and then at one another,

“ My only hat!” roared Blake. ¢ They knew you silly
chumps were after their pie, and they planted this on you.”

“ Bai Jove!"”

““ That's why you got it away from Taggles so easily, you
Shell duffers!’ snorted Herrvies. “Yah! Figgins has
spoofed you once more.”

“ Miam-my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. ‘That fat beast
Wynn must have suspected us, after all. Where are those
New House bounders? After them! We'll collar the real
pic before they can get it into their house.”

‘ Yaas, wathah!

“1 guess it's too late!” grinned Lumley-Lumley.

“ After them!"

TLowther dragged the door open, and the juniors rushed
out in an excited crowd. But Figging & Co. had not allowed
the grass to grow under their feet. They were out of the
School House alrcady, and scudding across the quadrange.
Tom Merry & Co. rushed out whooping, and burst into

“sse, But the New Iouse trio reached their House yards

I, and ran in and disappeared. The pursuers halted,
iled and exeited.
© Bai Jove, we'll have the pie, all the same!” exclaimed
\rthur Augustus.

© Too late!” growled Tom.

He pointed to the window of Figgins' study. It was open,
nd the light strcamed out into the quad. At the lighted

indow Redfern and Figgins appeared in full view, holding
p a gigantic piz for the juniors in the quadrangle to see.
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Redfern had fetched the pie home while Figgins & Co. were
in the School House.

The New House juniors grinned down at the baffled crowd
under the study ‘window, A dozen fists were shaken in the
shadows below.

“ This is where we smile!” sang out Figgins, “ Who's
eock-house at St. Jim’s??

And the fellows in the study roared:

‘““New House! New House!"

‘ Who's been done brown, and spoofed like a little kid?’

“Tom Merry! Ha, ha, ha!”

Then the window slammed down, and the blind was drawn, '

and Figgins & Co. sat down to their feed. And Tom
Merry & Co. returned to the School House with feelings that
were altogether too deep for words.
CHAPTER 4,
The ¢‘Outsider.”’

ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY of the Fourth Form sat
QH in_his study alone.
There was a somewhat grim expression upon his face.

Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth was looking forward to the
breaking-up on the morréw with feelings very different from
these of Tom Merry & Co.

The fellow who had once been known as the Outsider of
8t. Jim’s was now one of the most popular fellows in the
Lower School. The wild ways which had earned him his
nickname had been dropped long since. But Lumley-Lumley
bad nevér been, and would never be, quite like the other
fellows,

His curious career before he came to St. Jim’s would always
leave its mark upon him. The fellow, whose earliest years
had been spent ip wanderings in strange countries with his
father—then anything but a millionaire—had a store of
strange experiences, a knowledge of life, that the other
Juniors could not share.

After those wild early days prosperity had come, and Mr.
Lascelles Lumley-Lumley was now a power in the City, and
tho owner of untold wealth. Jerrold Lumle -Lumley had
brought with him to the school curicus ways -he had picked
‘F)‘P in Californian mining-camps, in gambling-saloons in San

rancisco, in the Bowery of New York, and in strange
quarters of Paris and London. He had shaken down into
his place at last; his wayward career as the Outsider of
St. Jim’s was over and done with. There was no more
breaking bounds at night to visit forbidden haunts—no more
Joining in the card-parties in Cutts’s study. But sometimes
Lumley-Lumley, thinking of the old .wild days, had yawned
a liftle over what was to him a deadly quiet life. The boy
who had knocked about in wild places, sometimes at the
sisk of his life, felt sometimes the * call of the wild,” and
his_quiet surroundings seemed irksome to him.

He had no relations in England with the exception of his
father. And now his father had gone abroad in connection
with some’railroad undertaking in South America. Lumley-

mley generally epent his vacations with his father; but
Bow M was ‘‘stranded.”

There were plenty of fellows in the School House who
would gladly have asked him home. Levison or Mellish or
Gore would gladly have takem the millionaire’s son with

hem, with an cye to the main chance; but Lumley-Lumley
did not like them, and he was not slow in showing it.
Better fellows would have asked him for his own sake—Tom
Merry & Co. were very friendly with him—but they did not
know that he was unprovided for for the vacation. They
krew he always went to his father, and generally travelled
during the holidays with the millionaire; indee , Lumley-
Lumley’s expensivz vacations were much envied by some of
the fellows.

Lumley-Lumley did not say a word on the subject. He
was too proud to risk even the possible appearance of
“ fishing ’” for an invitation.

So he was not looking forward to breaking-up with any
feelings of pleasure,

A dozen houses would have been open to him if he had
cared to say a word; but he did not say the word.

on the morrow he had either to remain at the school
after the other fellows had left, with the two or three deserted
individuals who spent their holidays at the school, having
no parents or close conncctions in the country, or else to
Jeave St. Jim’s by himself, and rely upon his own resources
for the vacation.

To remain at the school was out of the question. He had
no mind to join the forlorn two or three who spent their
vacations under the motherly eye of Mrs. Mimms, and
wandered about the deserted passages or the deserted quad-
::l_}_gle reverently yearning for the beginning of the new

rm.

That was ‘not good emough,” as he would have ex-
pressed it. )
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The alternative was to go off “cn his own’ when the
school broke up; an easy enough thing to the lad who had
always been able to look after himself, and who had plenty
of money, as much as he chose to'ask an indulgent father. for.

But somehow it did not appeal to him.

Somehow just now it was borne in upon his mind that he
was lonely—that he had not, like the other fellows, crowds
of relations, motherly and sisterly. eyes to. greet his-return
to the roof-tree, or young brothers to listen awe-stricken to
stories of the doings at St. Jim’s.

The junior sighed a little.

He opened the table drawer, and took out a cigarette—
one of Levison’s eigarettés. Levison of the Fourth was.a
confirmed smoker, as his pasty complexion testified. Lumley-
Lumley had long ago given up such habits. He had no
ambition to shine as a “blood” or a “dog ” in the fast set
at_St. Jim’s. .

But he was feeling so lonely and despondent at this
moment that he turned almost unconsciously to the old bad
habit. He lighted the cigarette, and blew out a little cloud
of smoke.

Tap!t

The study door opened. .

Lumley-Lumley took the cigareite hastily from his mouth.
He coloured with vexation at being caught. He had told
Levison many a time, in the plainest of language, his opinion
of his habits, and it was exasperating to be caught himself
in_the same foolish action.

But it was not Levison who came in. It was a big,
athletic Fifth-Former—Cutts of the Fifth, The well-dressed,
elegant Fifth-Former, with his cool, steady eyes, and clear-
cut features, was quite a conspicuous figure in the Scheol
House ‘at St. Jim’s. He was the dandy of the Fifth and
the leader of the “‘‘smart set” in the Upper Form—the
fellows who smoked and played bridge for money, and in
other ways wasted time and money and health under the
belief that they were seeing ** life.”

But Cutts bad a good deal more brains than most of the
““black sheep” in his set. They generally had reasor to
repent their ‘“ doggishness ’; but it was seldom . that Cutts
failed to make a good thing out of it. The little bridge-
parties in Cutts’s study helped the dandy of the Fifth to meet
his expenses, which were sometimes very large. For Cutts
spent a great deal on clothes—he could not be the best-dressed
fellow in the Upper School for nothing. He also backed
horses—and his horses did not always win.. And Cutts always
had the best of everything—he had good pictures in his study,
ho smoked the most cxpensive cigarettes, he seldom wore
a pair of gloves twice—and all his little extravagances had to
be paid for. And Cutts had been far from pleased when
Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth threw over his old kad ways
and became the chum of Tom Merry & Co. and modelled
his manners and customs upon theirs.

But Cutts had remained always civil to reformed Outsider
of St. Jim's. He had never quite given up the hope of
getting Lumley-Lumley back into his select circle once
more,

He smiled as he saw Lumley-Lumley take the cigarette
hastily from his lips.

¥ Don’t mind me,” he said, elosing the door of the study.

Lumley-Lumley bit his lip. He threw the cigarette om
the floor, and ground it under his foot.

" It was one of Levison’s,” he explained.

Cutts nodded.

‘““No harm in a cig every now and then,” he remarked.

“I guess I never smoke.”’

Cutts smiled again. It certainly was a peculiar statement
for Lumley-Lumley to make, as the Fifth-Former had found
him with a cigarette between his lips.

“I've looked in to speak to you about the vac,” said Cutts,
taking his seat on the side of the study table, and swingnig
bis long legs.

‘“ About _the vac?’ said Lumley-Lumley.

‘“ y’m You generally go abroad with your pater, don’t
you?’

“I guess so.” Lumley-Lumley had never becn able to
drop that peculiar mode of speech, picked up during his
early days in America.

““Will you be abroad all the vac this time ?”’

Lumley-Lumley grinned. He had no plans whatever for
that vacation, as a matter of fact, but he did not feel in-
clined to tell Cutts of the Fifth so.

““T don’t know.”

““ Look here, Lumley,” said Cutts, bending towards him.
“I'm getting up a little party for the vae. We're going to
a jolly little place down in Hampshire—plenty of shooting,
fishing, boating—all kinds of an usenicnts. Of course, m
friends are seniors, and it’s a bit out of the common to a$
a junior along with us. But youre a bit different from
the rest of the juniors—you've seen life.”

“I guess I have,” said Lumley-Luniley coolly. ¢ More
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than you have, Cutts, though the Fifth all consider you a
very knowing hand.”

¢ I shouldn't wonder,” agreed Cutts. *‘ I've certainly never
dived into gambling saloons in the Chinese quarter of San
Francisco, or seen the sun rise on the streets of ‘Montmartre
in Paris. Well, as I was saying, we shall be a jolly partg-—
Gilmour of the Fifth, and Knox of the Sixth, and some other
follows, and we're going to a jolly place. If you want to
have a good time, come along” with us. We'd be glad to
have you—you always were a jolly pal, before you took
‘'om Merry as a model and gave your old friends the go-by.
Try it for a week.”

Lumley-Lumley wrinkled his brows in thought. )

He could guess what Cutts’s little party would be like—
axtremely *“ wild dogs,” in -all probability, when they were
safg at a distance from masters and prefects at St. Jim’s.

gut there was no doubt that the party would be jolly
snough.

And, as a matter of fact, Cutts’s invitation came just in
the nick of time. n the morrow he had to leave, and it
would be decidedly more agreeable to leave with Cutts & Co.,
than to “ mooch ”’ away by himself.

Yet he felt a twinge of conscience. .

Bver since his reform he had had nothing to do with
Cutts; and he knew that Tom Merry" & Co. would have
teceived him with open arms if he had given them the
slightest hint that he was unprovided for for the holidays.

Cutts watched him curiously. Cuits's opinion was that
the Outsider of St. Jim’'d must be tired by this time of
playing ¢ good little Eric,” and that he must welcome the
chance of a “ burst ” during the freedom of vacation.

Porhaps there was something in Cutts’s view. Lumley-
Lumley had taken very kindly to the.life at St. Jim’s; but
he was not deaf to the ““call of the wild.”” The stir of the
reckless adventurer was in his very blood. And Cutts would
have been glad to get the millionaire’s son in his little party.

It was a chance of paying the cxpenses of his vacation
without dipping into his own pocket. But that was not
Cutts’s only motive. Lumley-Lumley has been a jolly and
entertaining companion in his reckless days, and Cutts missed
him. He would have been quite prepared to ““pal’’ with
Lumley, if the latter would have fallen into his old ways
again,

“Bay you'll come,” said Cutts.  After all, it isn't
all lavender to be pottering about the Continent with your
pater, I should think."”

“I guess I like it,” said Lumley-Lumley; “but as it
happens my father’s in South America just now, and that's
a bit too far to go for the vac.”

“Then you want an engagement for the vacation?" ex-
cleimed Cutta. ‘“ My dear chap,-you can't do better  than
come with us.” }

‘“I guess you're right.”

“You haven't booked yourself with Tom Merry or the
others?”

“No!”

Cutts smiled, and the Fourth-Former coloured.

¢ They don't know how I'm fixed,” he said * They'd
ask me like a shot, if they knew I was stranded for the
vac.. But I don’t care to tell them.”

“ That's all right,”” said Cutts. ‘I understand. Nobody
likes to fish for invitations. You are not a chap like Levison
or Mellish. But- I asked you before I knew you were
stranded, and I asked you because I want you.”

Lumley-Lumley nodded.

“I'd like to_come,” he mid. “ Of course, every fellow
foots his own bill, I suppose?”

¢ Quite so.”

“ And every fellow is at liberty to stand out of anything
he doesn’t caro for—such as playing cards for money, and
8o on?"-

“It's going to be Liberty Hall!” said Cutts. * Every
fellow will do exactly as he likes. ‘Nobody will be coerced
in agy way.”

““ Well, I reckon that's good enough,” said Lumley-Lumley.
*Count me in!"”

“Good!”

And Cutts left the study with a satisfied. smile on-his face.
Lumley-Lumley looked a little more cheeiful. Perhaps he
tigd carried his pride a little too far in carefully concealing
from his friends that he was “ stranded.” But Ee was built
that way. And certainly the prospect of going off with
Cutts & Co. on the morrow was more cheerful than his
prospect had been before the dandy of the Fifth visited him
in his study.

After all, even if he was among * bounders,” there was
1o reason why he should ¢ boung,” as. he said to himself
Wwith a smile. "He need do nothing that he would be ashamed
to let Tom Merrs & Co. know when he met them the next
term at St. Jim's.
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Cutts met the Terrible Three in the passage as he walked
away from lex_lef-Lumley's study, He passed on without
a nod, and they looked after him curiously. hey were
on the worst of termg with the black sheep of the Fifth. Both
Tom Merry and Monty Lowther had, at different times,
narrowly escaped being inveigled into the nets of the
cunning Fifth-Former, and the chums of the Shell had not
forgotten 1t.

‘ Hallo, Cutts, calling on the Fourth?” said Manners.
“ What's the little game now?”

“ Only been to sce Levison, I suppose,” said Tom Merry
carelessly. “ He came out of Levison's study.”

““ Lovison’s in the common-room.”

“Is he? Then what the dooce was Cutts doing in his
sfudy ?”" Tom Merry knocked at the door and opened it,
and Lumley-Lumley looked at him inquiringly.

Tomn Mérry raised a playfully admonitory forefinger.

“You!” he said.

Lumley-Lumley looked surprised.

“1I guess I don't catch on,” he said,

““ Cutts came to see you?”

“ Oh, yes!”

“ Haven't you heard the old proverb, ¢ Evil communications
corrupt goog manners ' ?" said Monty Lowther solemnly.
“ Be warned in time, my young friend—"

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Lumley-Lumley laughed too. But somehow or other
he did not tell the churos of the Shell that he had agreed
to accompany Cutis of the Fifth for that vacation, and the
Terrible Three went on to their .study without suspecting
that their comrade was once more in the toils of the black
sheop of St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 5.
Study No. 6 Mean Businesa.
& HEY’'RE havin’ a bwake!”
Arthur Augustus made that announcement to
Blake and Ilerries and Digby in Study No. 6.
The Fourth-Formers were busy. They were selecting various
articles that they would require during the vacation at
‘Eastwood House, and endeavouring to pack them into bags
that would not contain half the amount of the things tha$
seemed to the juniors strictly necessary-and indispensable.

‘“Eh!’ said Blake. ‘ Who's having a brake?”

“The New House wottahs.”

¢ And what arc they breaking?”

“ Weally, Blake, you know very well what I mean. I
heard the boundahs speakin’ to Taggles about it when I went
down to tell him about my twunk. The bwake is comin’
at ten o'clock in the mornin’ to take Figgins & Co. to
Wayland. They're not goin’ to take the local twain fwom
Wylcombe, the same as wo do. They’ve got the cheek to
have a bwake. Pwobably a dozen of the boundahs have
clubbed togethah for it.”

‘“ Like their cheek !"”” agreed Digby. ¢ What a nerve to
have a brake over to Wayland, when we're going to take
the common or garden local train!”

‘“ Yaas, wathali! I've been thinkin’, deah boys—""

““ You don’t say 50 ?" exclaimed Blake, in astonishment.

“Will you be sewious, you ass?” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus wrathfully. “1I tell you I have been thinkin’—**

“ And now tell us what you’ve been thinking with,” said
Blake cheerfully. “ Blessed if I knew you had the nccessary
apparatus !’

“ You uttah ass! T've been thinkin’ that it's up to this
studay to dish those boundahs. Tom Mewwy has twied it,
and made a hopcless failure of it, and I think it is wotten for
the New House to finish up the term with a score ovah the
School House !” .

* Hear, hear!” said Blake cordially; and Herries and
Digby echocd ““ Hear, hear!” Thoy quite agreed with the
swell of St. Jim’'s upon that point.

* Vewy well,” continued Arthur Augustus triumphantly.
“ Why shouldn’t we waid their bwake to-mowwow mornin’,
and leave them to take the local twain 2"’

Blake and Herries and Digby looked admiringly at their
noble chum. Certainly Arthur Augustus was full of brilliant
idecas for once. -

“By Jove!” said Blake. “ You must really have been
tginking, Gussy! You should try it again, if it works like
that.”

‘“ Weally, Blake——"

“It's a jolly good idea. The brake’s coming at temn
o'clock, you say?” said Blake, very thoughtfully.

“ Yaas. Figgins was tellin’ Taggles to be weady to put
his bags and things on the bwake when it came. Ten o’clock
pweciscly in the mornin’, Figgay said. And the beast
gwinned at me, and said he hoped I should enjoy a wide in

the local twain.”
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“Then his doom is sealed!” said Blake solemnly. “A
fellow who had the unparalleled nerve to grin at the one and
only Arthur Augustus must die the death. There’s nothing
else for it. His doom is sealed !””

* You fwightful duffah—"" .

‘“ Shush 1" said Blake soothingly. “ We're on to this. If
the brake comes at ten, it will come up the road a little before
ten. That’s as clear as anything in Euclid—clearer than a
lot of things are in Euclid, as a matter of fact. Now, suppose
a set of nice kids—us—had their bags out in the road, all
ready, and stopped the brake as it came along, and collared
it, and drove off in it to Wayland? Figgins & Co. would
wait for it to arrive, but, like Mariana in the groated mange—
I mean, the moated grange—they would have to say, ‘ He
cometh not !’ ”’ i

** Hear, hear !”” chirruped Herries and Digby.

“ That was my ideah, of course,” said Arthur Augustus.

“ Well, it’s my idea now, and we’re jolly well going to
work it!” said Blake briskly. ‘‘ We've got to have all the
bags as far as the stile to-morrow morning by a quarter to
ten. The boxes can look after themselves. And we don’t
want a whole brake to ourselves, so we’ll let those Shell
bounders into it, and they can come too. It will be a lesson
to them that when things have to be really done, it’s this
study that has to do them.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah!”

And Blake & Co. forthwith proceeded to Tom Merry’s study
to acquaint the Terrible Three with the latest plot-against
Figgins & Co. The Shell fellows entered into it heartily,
the only difference of opinion on the subject being in regard
to the leadership. Tom Merry felt that the affair had better
be carried out under his personal direction to ensure success,
and Blake replied to the suggestion with the remark that
when he wanted a howling ass to show him how to do things,
he wouldn’t fail to let Tom Merry know.

So the question of leadership remained undecided, but it
was settled that all the party for the brake should have their
personal belongings at the stile in the lane by a quarter to
ten in the morning, and that was the really important point.

The chums of No. 6 looked into Reilly’s study next, and
added Reilly, Kerruish, and Hammond to the party, assuring
them that tgere would be plenty of room in the brake, and no
charge, as the bill was to be paid_by Figgins & Co. of the
New House. Then they called on Lumley-Lumley. Levison
and Mellish were in the study when they looked in, so they
called Lumley-Lumley out into the passage, not caring to
confide the matter to Levison, who could not have been
depended on to keep the secret. .

umley-Lumley came out with a somewhat surprised look
on his face.

‘“ What’s the little game ?’’ he asked.

“1t’s about getting off to-morrow,”’ said Blake. ‘T sup-
pose you're catching the same express from Wayland—and
you're going from Wayland, anyway, as everybody has to.”

“ And we’re havin’ a bwake to Wayland,” said Arthur
Augustus; ‘“ saves all the bothah of goin’ by the local twain,
you know.” . 5

“ And secats are free to all our pals,” said Digby, with a

Tin,

B So we’ll give you and your bags a lift to Wayland,” said
Herries, ““ only you’ll have to be at the stile with your traps
at a_quarter to ten.”

“Isn’t the brake coming to the school for you, then?”
asked Lumley-Lumley, in surprise. .

“No; it’s coming for Figgins & Co., and we’re going to
raid it en route,” explained Blake; and the juniors chuckled
in chorus.

“1 guess I'd like to come,” said Lumley-Lumley; * but
I’'m going to Wayland with somebody elsc, as it happens.”

* That’s all right. Bring him, or them, along,” said Blake.
* There’s plenty of room in the brake; and we could squecze
a bit, anyway.”

Lumley-Lumley coloured a little.

¥ PI’'m afraid the chaps couldn’t join your little party,” he
said. * They’re seniors.”

Blake whistled.

‘ Starting off for the vacation with seniors?” he asked.

“ I guess so, this time.”

“Bal Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “Of course, we
couldn’t have seniahs with us waidin’ the New House bwake.
They would spoil evewythin’.”

‘‘ But what tke dooce are yvou doing with seniors, Lnnley ?”’
asked Blake. “ I didn’t know you were so jolly chummy with
the Upper School. We bar seniors in our study.”

Lumley-Lumley laughed.

‘I guess I'm not exactly chummy in the Upper School,”
he said. ‘ Only—well, I’ve been asked, and I'm going, I
guess. That’s all.”

" Lucky bargee, if you're going with Kildare or Darrel,”
said Blake. ‘‘ The seniors aren’t gencrally very keen to take
juniors along on a vac.”
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“ Wathah not {”’

““ They’re not Sixth Form chaps,” said Lumley-Lumley
awkwardly, ‘“ As a matter of fact, not to make a blessed
secret of it, I'm going with Cutts.”

‘ Cutts of the Fifth!”

“ That wottah Cutts!” ¢jaculated Arthur Augustus. * The
uttah wottah I was compelled to thwash for cuffin’ my
minah !’

“Oh!” said Blake. ‘“I thought you weren’t pally with
Cutts any more. No business of mine. Sorry you can’t
come with us. Ta-ta!”

“I—I say, I’'m not exactly pally with Cutts,” stammered
Lumley-Lumley. *“This is only a party for the holidays,
you know. Nothing of the old game—that’s all done with.
Cutts asked me, and—""

‘“ What about your pater 7’?

‘“He’s a few thousand miles away, and won’t be home for
months.”

“Then why cannot you come with us, you boundah?™
demanded Arthur Aagustus. * You know I should be jollay
pleased for you to come to Fastwood House for the vac.”

“T guess you're real good, Gussy; but I've fixed it up with
Cutts now.”

*“ Blow Cutts!
said Blake.
outsider.”

Lumley-Lumley shock his head.

“It’s fixed up now, I guess,”” he said. T couldn’t throw
Cutts over. And to tell the truth, he asked me when I wase
feeling pretty down, and I was glad to say yes.”

“ But you knew we’d be glad to have you, deah boy.”

“1 guess—-"’

“Well, I dare say Lumley knows his own bizney best,”

said Blake drily. *‘Don’t do anything to get sacked for
next term, Lumley; that’s my advice. Ta-ta !
. Study No. 6 walked away, and Lumley-Lumley went back
into his room. He could see that the juniors thought the
worse of him for going with Cutts, and he repented a little
his hasty acceptance of the Fifth-Formers’ invitation. But
he wis loyal, and he did not think for a moment of throwing
Cutts over.

Arthur Augustus looked into Lumley-Lumley’s study a few
minutes later.

* Lumlay, deah boy,” he said very gently, ““if you could
excuse yourself to Cutts, we should be vewy pleased to have
you. Cousin Ethel will be at my place for the holidays, you
know; and she will be vewy pleased too. You always get
on vewy well with her.”

* You're awfully good, Gussy!”

‘“ Won’t you come ?”’

“ Thanks all the same, but T guess it's up to me to stick
to Cutts. You see, it was decent of him to ask me.”

“ Vewy well, deah boy ; please yeurself.”

Arthur Augustus retired, disappointed. Since the reform of
the Outsider of 8t. Jim’s Arthur Augustus had felt it his duty
to kecp a fatherly eye upon him, and he was somewhat per-
turbed at the idea of Lumley-Lumley falling into the clutches
of the black sheep of the Fifth once more, But there was
cvidently nothing to be done.

“So you're going with Cutts, are you?”’ said Levison,
looking very curiously at his study-mate.

* Yes,” said Lumley-Lumley shortly.

“ High old time, I suppose?’ said Levison enviously,
* Cutts is thick enough with me here, but he hasn’t asked
me for the vac. I'm not a millionaire’s son, of course. I
fancy he’ll make you pay for the honour of going wrth a
senior party.”’

** Oh, rats!”

** I knew you were humbugging Tom Merry and the rest all
the time,” Levison went on.  *f You never took me in. I
can imagine the gay old time you’re going to have this vae.
with Cutts and his pals.”

Lumley-Lumley looked at him steadily.

_"“You can imagine what you like, Levison,”” he said, * but
if yow’ll take the trouble to repeat those remarks, I’ll give yoy
a thick ear to take home with you to-morrow. Savvy?”

And Levison sniffed, and left his remarks unrepcated.

Chuck him over, and come along with us,’”
*“You can’t want to go round with that rank

CHAPTER 6.
The Early Birds,
S T. JIM'S presented a lively scene npon the following
morning.

Fellows, going in all directions, left at different
hours. Earliest to start were Bernard Glyn and Kangaroo
and Clifton Dane of the Shell. They were going to Glym
House, which was within an easy walk of St Jim’s. After
them, Tom Merry & Co. were off pretty early. They wanted
to get out with their bags unseen by Figgins & Co.. and soon
after nine o’clock they shook hands with their numerous
friends, and started, in ones and two and threes. They did
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' Arthur Augusm§ sat up and groped for his eyeglass. Wally and Pongo looked out of the car. ““Pick him up,”
l said Wally cheerfully. ¢I'Il let him come in if he’s quiet.,” ‘‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors. (See Chapter 9.)

not leave the school in a body, for fear of attracting the
suspicious attention of Figgins & Co.

Strange to say, nothing was to be seen of the chums of

the New House.  Figgins and Kerr, and Wynn, Redfern, and
Owen and Lawrence, and the rest, appeared to be occupied
that morning. At all events, they were not to be seen in the
quadrangle when Tom Merry & Co. came out.
"« Hardly likely to go without saying good-bye to Figgins,”
Blake remarked, as he started with his study-mates. * But
we'll send a note by tho brakeman, explaining why we
eouldn’t stop to say good-bye.”

““ Yaas, wathah!”

And the Fourth-formers chuckled.

That last jape on their rivals of the New House tickled
their fancy very much. It was a wcally effective way of
ending the long warfare of the term, in which the ups and
downs had been pretty well divided. Honours had been easy,
so far, and they were very keen to wind up the term with a
victory over the New House.

Blake & Co. carried their bags, and they got out of gates
as quickly as they could, fearful of watchful eyes from the
direction of tho New House. Nine o'clock was striking as
they started.

They would have ample time to wait for the brake, it was
true; but, as Blake said, it was best to be on the safe side.
If Figgins & Co. spofted a crowd of School House fellows
rushing off with bags just before the brake was due to arrive,
shey could not fail to suspect that something was ““on” The
heavier baggage which was to accompany the juniors was to
be sent later. They did not trouble about that now. The
four juniors reached the stile, and dumped down their bags
in -the bright morning sunlight.

The Terrible Three joined them ten minutes later. Then
eamo Kerruish and Reilly and Hammond, all cheerful and

__ NEXT
WEDNESDAY—

“0USSY’S HOUSE-PARTY !”

grinning. After them came two or three more School House
juniors who had been let into the scheme.

All of them reported that they had got out quite easily,
without coming across Figgins or a single pal of his.

“They scem to be aslecep this morning,” Tom Merry
remarked. “I should have thought Figgy would be sus-
picious, especially as Gussy was there when he was telling
Taggles about the brake. It might have occurred to him that
we should raid it.”

‘I dare say he was thinking about the vac,’’ remarked
Biake. “ Anyway, we can always do those New Houso
bounders in the eye. Then can spoof Shell fellows, but
they're not quite up to the weight of Study No. 6.”

““ Wathah not!”

“ Oh, rats!” said the Terrible Three together.

Several vehicles passed the juniors as they waited by the
stil. They were laden with St. Jim’s fcllows and_their
belongings, cn routo for Rylcombo or Wayland. Tom Merry
& Co. gave Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, a checr as he
passed with Darrel. Then came a trap with four fellows
in it, and the Shell fellows stared as they recognised Lumley-
Lumley of the Fourth in company witg Cutts and Gilmore
and Knox.

Lumley-Lumley coloured a little as he met their surprised
glances.

He waved his hand as the trap drove by, and the party
disappeared in the direction of Wayland town.

“Cutts has given him a lift, I suppose,’
remarkod.

Blake grunted. -

“He’s going with Cutts for the vac,” he said. “He told
me so last night.”

The captain of tho Shell looked very grave.

“He didn’t tell me,” he said. “I suppese that was what
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Cutts ‘wanted in his study. Isn’t Lumley going off with his
pater, as usual?”’

“*No. He says it can’t be done this time.” .

*If he'd let us know, we'd have bagged him,” said Tom.
I wish he wasn’t going with Cutts. Well, it’s his own busi-
ness, I suppose.”

“Hallo! It’s nearly ten!’ exclaimed Reilly. “ Faith, and
it’s time that brake came by, if it’s to get to the school by
ten o’clock.”

‘ Late, I suppose.”

The juniors looked down the road towards Rylcombe.
There was certainly no sign of the brake so far. Ten o’clock
rang out across the ficlds, and the brake had not appeared.
The minutes passed slowly.

“Jolly late ! said Blake, at a quarter-past ten. ‘“ My hat!
Some of the New House bounders will be coming along to see
what’s become of it, and théy’ll spot us here. with the bags.”

‘“ You’re quite sure about the time, Gussy?”’

“Yaas, wathah! Ten o’clock was what Figgins said to
Taggles,” declared Arthur Augustus D’Arcy positively. ““I
heard him with my own yahs, deah boy.”

" Well, you couldn’t have heard him with anybody else’s, I
suppose ‘But it’s jolly queer the brake doesn’t come.’’

** Yaas, wathah; it is certainly vewy queeah. But I am
qQuite suah about it.”

‘“ Half-past ten,”” said Kerruish.

“My hat! Wo shall lose the train if we wait here much
longer!” Tom Merry exclaimed. *“And there’s no sign of
that blessed brake!” — .

“ Blessed if I understand it!” sgid Blake, wrinkling his
brows in perplexity. *“The brake simply must pass us here
to get to St. Jim’s.” .

* Figgins may have altered the time, after he noticed that

ussy was on to it,”’ suggested Lowther.

** Great Scott!”’

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that!”

* You wouldn’t,” growled Manners.

‘* Weally, Mannahs, you did not think of it, eithah.”

“Btudy No. 6 was managing this,” said Manners, with a
eniff.  *“Just like you Fourth Form duffers! Of course,
you've made a muck of it!”

“It’s too bad!” exclaimed Tom Merry. * Look here, one
of us had better cut off to St. Jim’s, and sce about it. If
Figgy has altered the time for the afternoon, we can’t wait
here for hours and hours. We’ll have tho brake, anyway,
whatever time the rotters have fixed it for.”

*‘Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry started off for the school, and the other fellows
anxiously awaited his return. It did not take the Shell fellow
long to reach St. Jim’s. Taggles, the porter, was in the
doorway of his lodge, and Tom Merry came up to him breath-
lessly. He noticed a grin on the crusty face of the porter.

** What time Figgins’ brake coming, Taggles?”’ asked Tom.

Taggles chuckled.

“Ten o’clock, Master Merry!”

*“But it hasn’t come.”

“Yes, it ’ave,” said Taggles.

“It's come?” shouted Tom Merry

“ Yes.7)

*“ When did it come?”’

“’Arf-past height,” grinned Taggles. .

‘ Half-past eight!” howled Tom Merry. “How could it
come at half-past eight if it was ordered for ten o’clock, you
—you image?’

“ Master Figgins he changed the time, arter Master D'Arcy
’eard him say ten o’clock,” said Taggles, with stolid satisfac-
tion. ‘““I think p’raps Master Figgins was afraid some
young rips I know of might think of collaring his brake. He
started off at ’arf past cight with the hothers, and he’s left
a note for you, which ’ere it is.”’

Tom Merry toro open the note.

.

“ Dear Duffers,” it ran, in Figgy’s big, sprawling writing,—
“This is to say good-bye, as we're starting rather ecarly.
Hope you will have a good time this vac.

“P.S —Compliments to Gussy on his excessively expressive
countenance. Tell him, next time he thinks of japing the
New House not to givo it away on the spot.

‘*“ Kindest regards,
‘ GEorGB FiceIns.”

‘“Oh, my hat!”

'll‘cn minutes later Tom Merry rejoined his comrades at the
stile.

*“ Well?”” they demanded with one voice.

Tom Merry did not reply. He held up Figging’s note. It
was reply enough, and there was a howl of wrath from the
8chool House juniors:

*“ Oh, rotten!”

“The spoofers!”

THE GeEM LiBrary.—No. 339.
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‘“ The—swindlers!”

* Dished and done!”

. All Gussy’s fault!” howled Lowther. - Compliments on
his expressive chivvy ! Of course, Figgy mentioned ten
oclock on purpose for Gussy, and made it half-past eight
afterwards to do us in the eye.”

‘“ Weally, Lowthah——""

*‘ He was pulling Gussy'’s leg all the time,’’ groancd Blake.
“Well, of course, we didn’t know that. I admit that Gussy
is a _howling ass——"

*“ Weally, Blake——??

“This is how Study No. 6 manage things!” howled
Manners. “ Here we've been waiting over an hour for the
blessed brake, and Figgins & Co. were gone - in it before
we had finished brekker!”

*“ And now we’ve lost the train!”

“ Rotten 1’

“ There’s only one thing to be done,” said Tom Merry.

““ And what’s that?” growled Blake discontentedly.

“Bump Gussy!”

Y Weally, Tom Mewwy—— Hands off!

Bump! " Bump!

“Yawooh! Oh, you wottahs, you sre wuinin’ my
twousahs! Help! Yow-ow!"

“And now we’ll go and look for a train!” growled Tom
Merry.

‘“ Gwooh !’

And the School House juniors started off on foot, Arthur
Augustus frowning with majestic wrath, and dusting down
his elegant garments with a cambric handkerchief as he went.

he last jape of the term had gone against the School House,
:and Study No. 6 had to confess that they had had no better
luck than the Terrible Three. And their only consolation was
the thought of the really terrific things they would do to
Figgins & Co. next term.

CHAPTER 7.
Off for the Holidays.
THE local train from Rylcombe bore Tom Merry & Co.

Stoprit!

to Wayland Junction. They had lost their express,
: and they had an hour to wait for the next train at
Wayland. There were a good many St. Jim's fellows about
the station, and a short time before Tom Merry’s train came
in four fellows walked on the platform, evidently with the
intention of taking the same train, and the four were Cutts &
Co. Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley, who was sauntering by Cutts’s side, chatting
with him.

‘“Bai Jove! There’s Lumlay I he remarked, * They did
not go by the .early twain.”

Lumley glanced at the juniors, and coloured a little. Tom
Merry & Co. were on bad terms with Gerald Cutts and Knox
of the Sixth; and were not friendly with Gilmore. Under the
circumstances, it was awkward for Lumley-Lumley to meet
his old friends.. But he nodded to them, and paused to
speak.  Cutts, with a supercilious glance at the juniors,
strolled on along the platform with the other two senjors.

““ Not off yet, Lumley ?’ asked Tom Merry.

“N-no,” said Lumley-Lumley; *“we've had a stroll round
Wayland, and looked into some places. I thought you were
going by the earlier train?”

It ocourred to Tom Merry that Lumley-Lumley had picked
the later train, and induced his companions' to wait for it,
with the intention of avoiding the awkwardness of travelling
with his junior friends. But, owing to the astutencss of
Figﬁins & Co., Tom Merry also had missed the carly train,
8o they were destined to travel together, after all.

* You're going in our diwection, Lumlay 7" asked D’Arcy.

“I guess so.”

“You see, we missed our twain, owin’ to a wotten iwick
of that boundah Figgins,” said Arthur Augustus, ** We were
goin’ to collah his brake, as we told you last e¢venin’, but
somehow or othah he was up to it, and he has dome us.”

*Then we shall be in the sam2 train,”* said Lumley-Lumley.
“I guess I'm sorry you fellows are not on hetter terms with,
Cutts. He’s not rcaily a bad sort.”

Tom Merry’s lip curled.

“I don’t know what you call a bad sort, then,” he replied.
“I know he tried to get Lowther and me into his rotten
gambling, and made it difficult for us to keep out of it. I
know he used Digby’s name in a scheme to swindle his pwn
uncle, who's a friend of Dig’s pater, and it was by sheer tuck
we found out what he was doing, and showed him up, I
know he gets new fellows into his study, and plays bridge
with them—and wins!”’

‘“He wins gencrally,” admitted Lumley-Lumley. ** Bat
that’s nothing against'a fellow, unless ho cheats.”

“I don’t say he cheats, because I haven’t played with him,
and I don’t know,” said Tom Merry. “But I know he wins
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a good deal of money from new fellows who don’t know the
ropes. I know he plotted to keep Kildare away from St. Jim’s.
the time he succeeded in getting in as captain himself while
old Kildare was absent. I know he’s not a safe fellow for a
decent chap to know. If you don’t call him a bad sort, cur
ideas about bad sorts are very different.” .

“I know—I know! But I guess he’s got his good points,
all the same,” said Lumley-Lumley. ¢ He's a jolly com-
panion, anyway!”

““ Tastes differ.”

¢ Yaas, wathah! I am weally wathah surpwised at you,
Lumlay. Is it weally too late to excuse yourself to Cautts,
and come along with us? My patah would be vewy glad to
see you at Hastwood.”

“You're awfully good, Gussy! I—I suppose you fellows
think I oughtn’t to be with Cutts,” said Lumley-Lumley
uneasily. *“But—but I assure you that it’s all right. It
doesn’t mean that I'm going to do anything rotten. It's
just a holiday, at a quiet place down in Hampshire.”

“Then you jwon't be very far from us, when we're at
Eastwood,” said Jack Blake.

“Idon’t know. Is Westhorpe very far?” i

“Bai Jove! It isn’t half a mile fwom Easthorpe,” said
Arthur Augustus. ‘“Is that where you are goin’ to stay?”

“Yes; a place called The Lodge, close by Westhorpe.”

“T know the place,” said D’Arcy. ‘A vewy pwetty place
—shootin’ and fishin’ and boatin’ and things. It's the same
wivah as wuns past our place, so we shall vewy likely see
you on the watah.”

¢ Pity you fellows are not a bit more friendly with Cutts,”
said Lumley-Lumley regretfully.

“T don’t sce the pity,” said Monty Lowther drily. * We've
had ‘quite enough of Cutts’s friendliness—quite fed-up on it,
in fact! It would be a good thing for you if we collared you
and took you along with us, willy-nilly I’

““Bai Jove! That's wathah a good ideah!”

Lumley-Lumley laughed. .

“ Well, perhaps I shall see you down there,” he said.
¢ Ta-ta!”

And the Outsider of St. Jim's walked along the platform
and rejoined Cutts & Co. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy shook his
head solemnly. i

“Y don’t like old Lumlay bein’ with those fellows,” he
said seriously. * They are goin’ to lead him into weckless
goin’s on—I know that.”

“ Well, he’s old enough to take care of himself,”’ remarked
Manners. *“ Here comes the train.”

““ How are we travelling ?"” ‘asked Herries.

*“ By twain, deah boy!”

“ Ass! I mecan what class? You've got the tickets.”

¢ Firstclass, of course, as Gussy’s got the tickets!”
c-'hl}clf)lyed Blake. ‘ Doesn’t Gussy always do things in tip-top
style?”

As the party were the gucsts of Arthur Augustus, he had
insisted upon getting the tickets, and naturally he had taken
first-class tickets. A pound or two more or less made no
difference to the swell of St. Jim’s, who was rolling in money
at the break-up of the term. There were only two first-class
carriages on the train, and Cutts & Co. entered one, so the
juniors invaded the other. Both parties had the carriages to
themselves, though the other part of the train was consider-
ably crowded.

““Baj Jove! There won’t be woom for all of us in heah!"
Arthur Augustus remarked. ¢ Does anybody feel inclined to
twavel in the next cawwiage with Cutts?”

Nobody did.

“ We'll make room,” said Tom Merry. * As host, it's your
busli\nﬁ,ss to make us comfy. I suggest that you sit on the
rack!”

‘ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“QOr on the floor,”” said Blake. “ Then you would be
uscful as a for‘rest!”

“Pway don : be an ass, deah boy! If you fellows don’t
want to cwowd, I will sacwifice myself and go into the next
cawwiage.”’

“My dear Gussy, you can’t travel in questionable com-
pany,”’ said Lowther solemnly. *‘Cutts would have you
playing nap before we’ve gone a mile.”

“I twust you do not weally considah that I should be
capable of such extwemely wepwehensible conduct, Lowthah.
I wegard—"

“Hallo! Room here?’ asked a cheery voice, as Wally—
D Arcy minor of the Taird—looked in. ‘ This way, Joe!”

“ There ain't any room there, Wally,” said Frayne of the
Phird.

% Oh, we'll make room! You can sit on Gussy !”

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass severely upon his
minor.

“T wefuse to let Fwayne sit on me, Wally! You fags can
go furthah along the twain!”

‘“ First-class carriages are at a -discounit!” explained

Wally.
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“T1t is weally vewy oxiwavagant of you fags to take first-
class tickets at all " said Arthur Augustus. as D’Arcy minor
dragged Joe Frayne into the carriage,

“But we haven't,” said Wally. “I'm not such a mug as
to waste money like that!”

“Then vou have no wight in this part of the twain at
all. I twust you arc not thinkin’ of swindlin’ the company,
you young wasca!!”

“ What are compauics made for ' asked Wally innocently.

‘““Why, you feahful young wepwobate r?

! implored Wally. “It's all
I'm jolly

“Don’t you begin, Gussy !
That's why I'm going to travel

right; I'm not going to welsh the company.
particular on those points.
in your carriage.”

‘“ Weally, Wally—"

“You see, you can pay extra on my ticket when they come
along,” explained Wally. ¢ That's the advantage of having
a major.”

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort!" said D'Arcy
indignantly. “1I wequest you to move along at once to the
second-class cawwiages!”’

‘“ Train's starting,” said Wally.

‘“ You know vewy well that you can go along the cowwidah.
This is a cowwilah twain.”

“So it is,” agreed Wally. ““But I'm not going te travel
seoond-class. I'm surprised at you suggesting it, Gussy!
It's not honest!"”

““ You young wascal ! If you have sacond-class tickets——""

“But I haven't; they’re third!’ said Wally cheerfully.
‘“Really, the pater would be shocked at your suggesting that
I should travel second with a third-class ticket] I'm afraid
your moral tone is going down, Gus!"”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You—you young wottah! I was not suggestin’ anythin’
of the sort!” shouted Arthur Augustus. * If you have third
tickets, you must twavel third, of course!”

‘“You suggested second—all the fellows heard vou!” said
Wally. “I dedline to do anything so fishy as that! I'm
staying here !”

“1If the twain hadn't startdd,” said Arthur Augustus, in
measured tones, I would thwow Fou out on the platform,
you cheeky young boundah!”

“Lucky for you the train’s started, then!" said Wally.
¢ Somebody would be hurt if you started chucking me out,
and it wouldn’t be me! If youll collect up some of your
enormous feet, Lowther. a fellow would have more room!”

“ Look here,”” said Tom Merry, laughing, * there isn't
room for nine fellows in one carriage. If you fags have
third tickets, you'd better go along the train.”

‘““Must travel with my major,” said Wally eheerfully.
“It's my major’s duty to look after me, and see that [
don’t get into mischief.”

“ Yaas, that is vewy twue; but—""

“Get off my feet!”” roared Lowther.

“Well. I told you to collect them,” said Wally. ¢ Besides,
you sl'muldn’t- have such big fcet unless you travel by special
train.”

“ You cheeky young rotter, I'll—"’

“ Shush! Don’t let's start the vac with a rag, said
“ Just shove up a bit further and make room for a

‘T wegard this invasion of our quartahs as simply feahful
impertinence, Wally !

“ Rats! There’s room in the next carriage,” said Waliy.
“Tt's no good to me, because Cutts wouldn’t pay on my
ticket of Frayne’s. I'm sticking to you. But a couple of
theso Shell bounders can get out.”

“Bai Jove! I—"

“It’s all right,” said Tom Merry, with a laugh. “I'll get
into the next carriage, and you can come along with o,
Lowther. We'll risk the moral contamination.”

“Right-ho!” growled Lowther. ‘I'm not going to have
these inky fags squeezing me into a pancake, anyway.”

Tom Merry and Lowther stepped out into the corridor of
the train. The express was outside Wayland mow, and
rushing along through green woeds and meadows. Wally
and Joe Frayne cheerfully squeezed into the seats left vacant
by the two Shell fellows, quite regardless of the wrathful
looks of the rest of the party.

CHAPTER 8.
The Black Sheep.
UTTS and his companions had settled down comfort-
@ ably fer the journey. '

There were only four of them, and they had the
carriage to themselves—at first, at all events. Tkey had
plenty of room, and made themselves comfortable. Beforo
the train was out of Wayland, Cutts and Knox and Gilmore
were smoking cigarettes. (Gerald Cutts offered his case to
Lumley-Lumley.
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The Fourth-Former shook his head.

‘“Oh, rot! ‘Put a smoke on!” said Cutts. *“ We’re not in
school now, you know. No masters or prefects here to worry
us. We can do as we like.”’

*T guess I'd rather not.”

. ; ‘Q’h, be a pal!” said Gilmore. “ One cig won’t hurt you,
kid !

“It’s a smoking carriage,” said Cutts. “You don’t mean
to say that you’re afraid of those good youths in the next
carriage seeing you ?”’

Lumley-Lumley flushed.

“ No; but—-"

‘“ Well, have just one.”

‘“Oh, all right.”

Lumley-Lumley reluctantly accepted the cigarette, and
Cutts gave him a light. 'The Outsider of St. Jim’s—looking
very like the Outsider of former. times now—blew out a
little cloud of smoke. Like Cutts & Co., he felt the freedom
from the restraints of the school, and’ was in an unusually
reckless mood.

*“ How long does this last, Cutts?” asked Gilmore.

‘““Two hours.”

‘“Then we’ve got to pass the time somehow. I suppose
you fellows don’t feel inclined to pass two hours reading
‘The Times’?” .

Cutts and Knox laughed. That harmless way of passing
the time on a railway journey was very far from their
thoughts. Cutts produced a pack of cards from his pocket.

** Nap or banker?”’ he asked.

¢ Make it nap.”

“Right-ho! There’s four of us—"

“Three, I guess,” said Lumley-Lumley quietly. *‘ You re-
member what I told you, Cutts, when you asked me to come
with you. Nothing of that kind for me.”

Gilmore sneered, but a quick look from Cutis checked him.

* I haven’t forgotten, kid,” said Cutts. ‘I don’t want to
interfere with any fellow’s tastes. If you like to stand out
of the game, it’s all right if you won’t feel that we’re
neglecting you.”

‘“I guess that’s all serenc.’”

‘“‘Then it’s a go.”

The three seniors began to play. As they played for
penny points, the play was moderate enough—at least, in
comparnison with Cutts’s usuai style. Lumley-Lumley looked
on. The three seniors interested in the game seemed to
haye forgotten him, and Lumley-Lumley had a feeling of
being ‘‘out of it.”" As he had chosen to stay out of the
game, he could not complain, and he yawned over a paper
while his companjons amused themselves. But he could nct
keep his eyes on the paper. The sight of the cards had a
fascination for him. The gleaming red and black attracted
his eyes in spite of himself. They brought back to his
mind his wilder days, when his life had been crammed_ full
of excitement, and the danger of it had given his reckless
pleasures an added zest.

“dTake a hand?’ said Cutts presently, as he shuffled the
cards.

Lumley-Lumley hesitated.

“Only penny points?”’ he asked.

“ Certainly ! We won't rook you.”

“I guess 1ts not that. I've plenty of dibs,” said Lumley-
Lumley careléssly. “ But, after all, nap for pennies can’t be
called gambling, can it ?”’

“Only by evil-minded persons,”’ grinned Knox.

“Give me a hand, then,” said Lumley-Lumley. * Dash
it all, a fellow must do something! And we’re not at St.
Jim’s now.” )
b a(?‘gtts dealt the cards, and Lumley-Lumley picked up his

“Two !’ said Gilmore.

‘“ Three !” said Knox.

““ Nap !’ said Lumley-Lumley.

“Go it!”

The door of the carriage on the train-corridor was closed,
and the curtain drawn across it, to keep the occupation of
the little party from the view of people who might pass
along the train. But at this moment the door was slid back,
and the forms of two juniors appeared in the corridor
outside.

Tom Merry and Lowther looked in.

They started as that uncxpected scene burst upon their
view.

Cutts and Knox and Gilmore, they knew, were likely
enough to pass the time on a railway journey gambling,
but they had not expected it of Lumley-Lumley.

The latter flushed crimson.

Cutts looked round angrily.

““ What do you kids want here?”’ he demanded.

‘ There’s not room for.us in the next carriage,” said Tom
Aerry quietly, ‘ We're coming in here.”
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“You're jolly well not coming in here! We're not going
to be crowded with junmior kids!” Cutts exclaimed. ** Get
along the train!”’

Tom Merry looked at him steadily.

* We are coming in,” he said, stepping inside the carriage
as he spoke. “‘There are two seats vacant here, and we are
going to take them.”

“ What-ho !” murmured Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry and Lowther sat down in thé two corner seals
nearest the corridor. Cutts laid down his cards, with a
threatening scowl.

“If you whelps don’t want to be chucked out, you'd
better get out of your own accord I”” he exclaimed.

“ Get on with the chucking!” said Lowther cheerily.
‘“ Thete are half a dozen chaps in the next carriage who’ll
chip in if necessary. It will lven up the journey. Don’t
mind us. Start!”’

“Cheese it, Cutts!” murmured: Knox. “We don’t want
a rag with a crowd of fags!”

Cutts gritted his teeth. On sccond thoughts, he did not
care, either, for a rough-and-tumble row with six or. seven
juniors. The seniors were bigger, but the.odds were on the
side of Tom Merry & Co. if they all piled in, as undoubtedly
they would do.

Cutts sat down again.

“Let’s get on,”’ he said. *‘Never mind if the little cads
are here. There’s no sneaking out of term time, anyway.”’

“We didn’t come in to watch your rotten game !” said
Tom Merry, with a curling lip. ““You needn’t mind us.”’

“ Well, shut up!” said Cutts.

“Well please ourselves about that,” said Lowther.
““ Have you ever read the book called * Naughty Georgey,’
Cutts? He was a bad boy who played shove-ha’penny, and
went from bad to worse till he became a politician and a
member of the Cabinet. Take warning in time.”

“Dry up, you cheeky fag!”

““You went nap, Lumley,” said Gilmore.
for you.”

Lumley-Lumley was very red and uncomfortable.

He had had no anticipation that his old friends would
enter the carriage, or he would certainly not have taken up
a card. But he did not care to put them down mnow that
the Shell fellows were there. He did not like to act like a
boy who suddenly found himself under the eye of a master.
He played his hand, and:made nap.

Tom Merry and Lowther stared out of the windows. They
were. angry and distressed to see Lumley-Lumley only teo
evidently falling under  the old influence of Cutts of the
Fifth. They had guessed what his holiday with Cutts would
lead to, and it had come about sooner than they had ex-
pected. But they had no right to preach to him. He was
his own master. The expressions on their faces showed
what they thought, and caused Lumley-Lumley to feel
ashamed of the .occupation, and nettled at the same time.
After all, he told himself, he had a right to do as he liked
without other fellows pulling long faces about it. The
thought that they were condemning him in their minds only
made him more reckless.

** Your deal, Lumiey.”

Lumley-Lumley took the pack.

* Let’s_have something a bit more lively on the game,”
yawned Knox, “ What do you say to tanmers?”

‘“Done!’”” said Cutts.

* Done!’’ said Gilmore.

‘“ Oh, all right!” said Lumley-Lumley. * May as well be
hung for a sheep as a lamb!”

" Don’t be an ass, Lumley!” said Tom Merry, his patience
giving way. “ You know those rotters. They only want to
rook you.”

o “ Will you be kind enough to hold your tongue?”’ ingmired
utts.

*“No, I won't, when I sce a pal of mine being taken in by
a gang of sharpers !’ said Tom Merry savagely. ‘* You know
this is rotten, Lumley. Why don’t you chuck it?”

Lumley-Lumley grinned.

In his old days, as the Outsider of St. Jim’s, he had often
been taken in hand by fellows who expected to make money
out of him, but he had proved himself sharper than the
sharpers. Cutts & Co. certainly had a business eye on
Lumley’s well-lined pocket-book; but the Outsider was quzte
sure that he could take plenty of care of it.

" Weo don’t want a row with you fags,” said Cutts, in
voice trembling with rage. ** But if you .can’t keep a eival
tongue_in your head you'll go out of this carriage on yoie
necks, I warn you.”

* Rats!”

* As for Lumley, he can take care of himself; he doesn’t
want you to dry-nurse him, and he isn't the kind of fcllow to
listen to lies about his friends, either, I hope !’

“I¥s all right!” said Lumley-Lumley, rather at a loss

‘ We're- waiting
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between his present and his old friends. ““Don’t you
bother about me, Tom Merry. I can look after myself.”

** You don’t scem to be able to!" snapped Tom.

“I guess it's all right.”

Lumley-Lumley dealt the cards, with a tinge of defiance in
his manner. He did not like the suggestion that he was
being dry-nursed.

Sixpence a point was soon increased to a shilling a point,
and then to two shillings. Before the journey was half over
the four young rascals were gambling on a serious scale.

Tom Merry and Lowther, by no means pleased to be wit-
nesses to such a scene, left the carriage and walked down the
corridor. They found seats in a second-class compartment,
and Lumley-Lumley was left to his friends.

But Cutts & Co. were very far from ‘‘ rooking *’ the astute
Outsider. Lumley-Lumley was throwing himself into the
game now with all his old zest, and he was winning all along
the line. In his unregenerate days his luck had been phe-
nomenal, and it had not deserted him now.

By the time the train stopped at Westhorpe Lumley-Lumley
was six pounds in pocket—three from Cutts, and thirty
ehillings each from Gilmore and Knox. And the three seniors
were looking considerably blue.

“ Time for another round?” asked Gilmore, as Cutts looked
at his watch.

‘The dandy of the Fifth shook his head.

“ No; we're just in. But Lumley will give us our revenge
to-night at the Lodge.”

‘“ Oh, of course!”

Lumley-Lumley nodded assent. He could do nothing else.
He had won their money, and he could not rcfuse to give
them their revenge afterwards. But he rcalised what that
meant to his good resolutions. He had broken the ice; and
after that there was no returning. It was a wise maxim of
old, to “resist the beginnings.” Lumlcy-Lumley had not
resisted the beginnings, and almost unconsciously he had
fallen into his old ways, in the company of the black ehecp
of St. Jim's. With Tom Merry & Co., after what they had
seen, his relations would be somewhat strained, and so he
would be thrown all the more upon the company of Cutts
and the rest. They were going to have a * good time,” from
the point of view of Gerald Cutts. But Lumley-Lumley’s
brow was moody as he stepped from the train.

CHAPTER 9.
Arthur Augustus is Sorry He Spoke.

“ ASTHORPE !
E Tom Merry & Co. descended from the train in the
quiét country station. @

“ Bai Jove, I'm wathah glad to be heah!” Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy remarked. ‘‘If you bwing that mongwel
on a journey with me again, Wally, I shall thwash you!”

Wally's shaggy favourite, Pongo, was peeping out from
under his jacket. Arthur Augustus had a strong objection
to hairy dogs at close quarters. There were a good many
hairs belonging to Pongo on Arthur Augustus’s immaculate
“bags.” Ho dusted himself down very carcfully on the
platform.

% Oh, rats!" said Wally cheerfully. *Is the car here?
I've got to look after Pongo: there’s a dog he always fights
with at the Easthorpe Arms.”

“ That wotten beast is not comin’ in the cah!” said his
major wrathfully. * I would almost as soon have Hewwies’
beastly bulldog!”

“ My bulldog isn’t beastly "’ said Herries warmly. ‘ Some
silly asses don’t know a good dog when they sec one!”

¢ Weally, Hewwies: &

“ He jolly well is coming in the car!” said Wally. *‘ You
can walk if you like, Gussy. ’Taint far.”

“ You can let the beast wun aftah the cah.”

¢ Rats! " You can run after the car!” retorted Wally. And
he ‘marched out of the station, with Pongo under his arm.

The car from Eastwood House was already waiting. It
was a big car, and there was room for the nine juniors to
crowd in. Pongo was certainly superfluous, from the point
of view of several fellows besides Arthur Augustus. But
D’Arcy minor was not to be denied. He carried Pongo into
the ¢ar and set him down on the cushioned seat.

Arthur Augustus breathed wrath.

“fPako that bwute out, Wally!”

‘bRats!'!

“1 shall thwow him out!”

“ Bosh!”

“I-wefuse to have my twousahs made dirtay and haiwy by
thas:howwible mongwel !"’

“ Keep your blessed trousers to yourself, then !’ said Wally
cheerfully. ‘I don’t ask you to shove your trousers against
Pougo, do I

“ Besides, there is not woom for a dog; and the patah
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dori.ls_not like to have dogs in the cah, as you know vewy
well.”

‘ Oh, the pater. will get used to it in time."”

“ Take it calmly, Gussy!” advised Tom Merry. “ We'l
find room.”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“I am bound to make that youmg boundah wespect his
eldahs,” he replied. ““I do not appwove of this diswespect

towards one's eldah bwothahs. I always tweat old Conway

with pwopah wespect, and I insist upon the same fwom
Wally. Wally, you young wascal, if you do not dwop that
beast out of the cah I shall eject you!”

“ Eject away!” grinned Wally.

‘“ Stand cleah, you fellahs, while I thwow that chcekay
fag out.” i

*“ Hear, hear!”’ said Blake.

Arthur Augustus clambered wrathfully into the car. His
dignity as Wally’s major was at stake. He laid a grasp upon
the fag, and Wally cheerfully returned it. Several idlers
gathered round the car to look on with interest. A graceful
girl who was coming down the village street quickened her
pace as she saw the car, but the juniors wero so busy
watching D’Arcy’s performance as *° chucker-out *’ that they
did nof obscrve the approach of Cousin Ethel.

“Don’t stand in the way, vou chaps!” called out Arthur
Augustus from the interior of the big car.  ““He's just
comin'.”

* Pile in!”’ said Blake encouragingly. “ We'll stand hero
to ﬂli)ic!(’ up the piecces. Somebody had better telephone for a
coffin. ‘

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Wally, I shall be sowwy to use violence—'

“You will, if you begin!” agreed Wally.

“ Are you goin’?”

““ Not this year!"”

“ Then out you go, you cheekay young wottah!”

There was a struggle in the car. Then a form came
tumbling out, and rolled in the dust.

“ Hurray!” shouted Blake. ‘‘ Blessed if he hasn’t chucked
him out——"

*“ Yawoooh!”’

“ Why, it's Gussy!”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘Arthur Augustus sat up and groped for his eycglass. Wally
and Pongo looked out of the car.

“ Pick him up!” said Wally cheerfully. ¢ I'll let him como
in if he’s quiet.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ You—you uttah young wascal!” yelled Arthur Augustus,
scrambling to his feet. ¢ I will give you a feahful thwashin'}
I will thwash you severely! I'll—"

Words failed Arthur Augustus. He rushed ferociously to-
wards the car. A hand was laid upon his shoulder from
behind, and he shook it off roughly.

‘‘ Pway don't collah me, you ass! I'm goin’ to—'

¥ Arthur!”

“ Gweab Scott!”

Arthur Augustus spun round as if he had been electrified.
Cousn Ethel stood before him, smiling. It was Cousin
Ethel to whom he had addressed that rude remark.

The swell of St. Jim's became as crimson as a freshly-
boiled bectroot.

“ Bai Jove! I—I beg your pardon, deah boy—I—I mean,
deah gal--—"’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared Wally.

¢ Shut up, you young wepwobate! I'm weally awf'lly
sowwy, Ethel, deah gal! Of course I didn't know it was
you!” said Arthur Augustus, in great distress.

« Of course you didn’t!”’ said Ethel cheerily. ‘ And Wally
is a young rascal, just as you say!”’

¢ Oh, draw it mild!” said Wally indignantly. *‘ You're not
going to side with that duffer, Ethel? He doesn’t want Pongo
in the car.”

“ Ahem! I—I wegwet that you should have seen me
wathah excited, Ethel; but that minah of mine is enough
to twy the tempah of a saint, weally. Wally, I twust you will
Eoi \{;u’lt to have that wotten mengwel in the cah with Cousin

thel?’

‘ Tithel likes dogs,” said Wally. ¢ Still, I'll tell you what!
You can go in the car, and I'll walk with Ethel. I don’t want
your old car.”

“Wats! If Ethel is goin’ to walk, of course, I am goin’
to walk t0o,” said Arthur Augustus. ¢ Upon weflection, you
can take the beast in the cah!”

“I was out for a walk,” said Cousin Ethel, ‘“and there is
hardly room in the car. You may come with me, Wally, if
you behave yourself "’

“Well, I like that!” grumbled Wally, jumping out of the
car with Pongo. “I should always be as quiet as @ lamb if
I wasn’t worried by a rowdy major !’
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“ You—you feahful young wascal—="

“ Let’s put the bags in the car, and all walk!™ suggested
T.m Merry. )

**What a really ripping idea!” said Blake heartily.

“Well, if Gussy will be quiet, and not make any of his
rowdy scenes, he can come along,” said Wally. ‘ But none
of your hooliganism, Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus did not reply to that remark., His feel-
ings were too decp for words.

Cousin Ethel and the juniors walked down the leafy lane
towards Eastwood House, with Pongo frisking after them,
and before they were fairly out of the village Pongo was
fighting desperately with the dog from the Kasthorpe Arms.
Wally and Joe Frayne rushed to the rescue; but Pongo was
already chasing his enemy across a meadow, and the two fags
sprinted in hot pursuit. ~'The party walked on, as Wally and
his comrades disappeared in the distance.

Tom Merry & Co. and D’Arcy’s cousin were at lunch when
the two fags camo in. From the windows they saw them
coming up the drive. Wally had Pongo under his arm. He
also had his eollar torn out, and a big swelling on his nose, and
. splash of mud across his face.

Arthur Augustus leaned out of the window, and turned his
cyeglass upon his disreputable minor.

t“te\?y’?lly, you young wuffian, bow did you get into that awful
state?

Wally snorted.

‘““Dog’s owner wanted to whack Pongo,” he said indig-
pantly. * Said Pongo began it !”

*“ Yaas, and so he did!”’

“Well, Pongo’s got some spirit,” said Wally. ‘“He doesn’t
like that dog at the Easthorpe Arms, and he always goes for
him. I wasn’t going to have Pongo whacked. No jolly fear!
8o we piled on him, didn’t we, Joe?”’

“We did!” grinned Frayne.

*“And left him in a ditch,” said Wally cheerfully. “I
shouldn’t wonder if he complains to the pater. You’ll bear
me out that I was in the right, won’t you, Gussy 2’

“You young boundah! T shall certainly wefuse to do any-
thin’ of the sort! I—"

' Oh, ring off!” said his
minor.

say nothing. But if we were at St. Jim's now, I should
wemark that I wegard you as a silly ass!”

“You may regard me in any character it pleases you to
assume for the purpose, my dear chap,” said Lowther
politely.

“You uttah duffah! I mean—-"

“ Never mind what you mean, Gussy. Pass the ohicken”

“ Yaas; but I meant to say—"

* You want all the chicken?’ asked Lowther.

‘“ Certainly not, you uttah ass! 1 mean >

“ You mean to pass it? Good! I'm waiting '

Arthur Augustus passed the chicken, and gave it up.

CHAPTER 10.
Undesirable Neighbours.

s LORIOUS weather!”” Jack Blake remarked, the nex$
morning, as he looked out of the window.

““Gorgeous !’ agreed Herries, who shared Blake’s

room. “I wish Towser was here. Towser would enjoy this

place "

““Oh, blow Towser! Let’s call Gussy !

Dlake prozeeded into the adjoining room, where Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was still deep in balmy slumber.

Elake put his head close to the sleeper, and uttered a suddem

formidable roar.,

“Wake up !’

“Bai Jove!”?

Crack!

Arthur Augustus started out of his slumber in alarm, and
raised his head suddenly, and it came into contact with Blake’s
nose with a sudden concussion.

“QOw!’ roared Blake, staggering back, and clasping his
nose. “Ow! Yow! You ass!”

“Gweat Scott!” Ow! DI've knocked my beastly head
against somethin’! Ow!”

“Grooh! It was my nosc! Grooh!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ What are you cackling at,

And Wally and Joe and
Pongo passed into the house.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy re-
turned to the luncheon-table
breathing hard.

“It’s a fwightful wowwy to
have a minah, Ethel,” he re-
marked. * Only the othah day
I had to thwash Cutts of the
Fifth for cufin’ him, and I
dare say he deserved it. And
Cutts is a beastly big {fcllow,
you know, and 1t was wathah
a tough thing for me. It's
weally against the wules for a
juniah to thwash a Fifth-
Former! but I had to do it—
didn’t I, you chaps?”

“You did!’ agreed Tom
Merry. . “But it’s lucky for

ou you don’t have to thrash a
ellow like Cutts every day.
There wouldn’t be anything
left of you if you did !’

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“ It was worth seeing Gussy
thrashing Cutts!” said Monty
Lowther solemnly. “He did ===
it in a manner all his own. We
watched him. It was really in-
teresting. He went to Cuits’s
study and thrashed him. He
did 1t by coming out of Cutts’s
door on the end of Cutts’s boot.
Rather a painful way of thrash- =
ing a chap, I should think; but E=
that was Gussy’s way |”? ] \

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

‘“Weally, Lowthah—"’

But Arthur Augustus remem-
bered that the humorist of the
Shell was his guest, and paused
in time, without stating his
opinion of Monty Lowther.

‘ Well 2’ said Lowther.

‘“As you are undah my
fathah’s woof, Lowthah, I will jGran
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— you ass?’ exclaimed Blake,
glaring at the swell of St.
= im’s

*“Ha, ha, ha!
funnay, you know !”?

“T’ll funny you, you slacker!
Do ycu know it’s an hour
past rising-bell 7 said Blake;
and he grasped the swell of
——] St. Jim’s and whirled him out
of bed.

Arthur Augustus bumped on
the floor and roared:

“Oh, you wuff ass!”

“ Doesn’t it scem so funny
now 7’ grinned Blake,

“ Gwooh !

“Time we were down,” said
Tom Merry, looking in from
another door. ** Mustn’t slack
because we're on holidays, you
kids !’

*“Whom are you calling
I Lkids?”’ demanded Blake.

‘“You Fourth-Form kids,”
said Tom. “ Buck up! We're
nearly ready to go down, and
———1 Wally’s out alrcady with his
precious mongrel,. We're
going to keep you fags up to
the mark! Ow!?

A pillow whizzed through
—=—] the air, and Tom Merry shot

= 4 back suddenly into his room.

It was

of St.

GLIFFORD.

PLEASE
ORDER
EARLY!

11e landed in the middle of the
room with a bump.

Blake chuckled, and rcturned
to his room to dress. The
Juniors of 8¢, Jim's were start-
ing their holidays in  high
spirits.  As Blake remarked to
Herries, it was ripping not to
have to grind Latin that mofn-
ing in the Form-room at t.
Jim’s,

. The river lTocked much more
inviting than the Forinreom

-

S S——
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D’Arcy, ‘“they’re still up!”
Y

As the juniors drew near the lodge, a light twinkled through the trees on the bank,

‘“ Rotters !’ snorted Tom Merry.
which'is Lumley-Lumley’s room when he turns his light on.”

“Bai Jove!” C{'aculatcd
We may be able to spot
(See Chapter 13.)

“*But it's all the better,

had ever looked. Tom Merry & Co. came down in a cheery
<rowd, and found Lord Eastwood and his eldest son, Lord
Conway, already at the breakfast-tuble.  The earl greeted
the juniors cordially, and Lord Conway gave them a wel-
coming nod.

Wally was at the breakfast-table, too, with Frayne, and he
was feeding Pongo, who was under the table, and not sup-
pesed to be secen.  But if Pongo was not scen, his happy voice
alxs hc} worried kidneys and rashers of bacon could at lcast be
eard.

Lord Eastwood and his eldest son were discussing a matter
apparently of great interest to them, and Tom Merry & Co.,

as, they heard the viscount’s remarks, started a little.  Lord
Conway was speaking of the lodge and its occupants.
‘“Quite a rowdy party there,” Lord Conway remarked.

“Tve been speaking to the head-keeper this morning, and ho
says that they incessantly come over the boundary-line.  We
can’t have them potting our birds.”

. Certainly not,” said Lord Eastwood, frowning. ‘“Who
is it that has taken the lodge?”

*“ A Captain Punter, I think,” said Lord Conway. “T've
seen the man, and He looks to me a rank outsider. They

have a roaring time there—bridge till two in the morning, and
that kind of thing. They race about in their car past the
speed limit all the time. And a fresh Jot arrived yesterday,
Perking says, and they slanged him in great style when he
pointed out to some of them that they were on the Eastwood
property with their guns!”

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus. ‘ Are you
speakin’ of the lodge at Eastwood, Conway, deah boyt”’

“Yes.”

“Then I wathah think we know who the fwesh awwivals
are!” smiled Arthur Augustus,

“You know them!’ exclaimed his father. “T trust,
Arthur, that you have no acquaiutances among those rowdy
persons?”’

“Sowwy, patah—can’t be helped. They’re St. Jim’s fellows
—seniahs, of conrse. "We wouldn’t own them in the Fourth
Form{”

‘“Bless my soul”” said his lordship.  “The Lodge is cer-
tainly not a right place for St. Jim’s boys to spend their
holidays in! 1 suppose their people know their business best ;
l»lut, at all events, you boys must have nothing to do with
them !”

“That's all right, sir,”” said Tom Merry., “We're ot
duggers drawn with Cutts & Co., anyway. W¢ll give them a
wide berth ! |

“Yaas, wathah! T do not appwove of Cutts!”

After breakfast the juniors strolled down to the river.
Arthur Augustus was wearing a very {houghtful look. Monty
Towther slapped him on the shouldery and made him the
generous offer of a penny for his thonghts.

“Ow! Pway don’t be a wuff ass, Lowthah!
thinkin’—’

“T knew there was something the matier with you,” said
Lowther, with a nod.

“Fathead! I was thinkin’ of that name old Conway men-
tioned—Puntah! T've heard that name befoah !”’

“ Punter—Punter!” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. “ Yes,
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T've heard 1t, too! I remember—it was that sharper who
degged us when we had a holiday abroad, and tried to get
Gussy kidnapped !’

“Yaas, wathah!
an awful wascal!”

**I shouldn’t wonder,” said Tom Merry. ‘“He was a
professional sharper, and what Lord Conway says of the
tenant of the Lodge would fit Punter. He ought to be in
prison, as a matter of fact, only he's too keen to be cornered
by the law.  Precious sort of acquaintance for St. Jim's
chaps !”

‘“And Lumley’s there!” Manners remarked.

Tom Merry sniffed. .

““ They’ve got him there to fleece him, of course!”’ he said.
“1I dare say Cutts stands in with Punter, to clear something
if he can bring a rich mug there to be skinned.” .

“ Well, Lumley's rich, but he isn’t exactly a mug,” said
Lowther. ‘I remember when he was a wild beggar. at
8t. Jim’s, he could hardly hold his own among the sharpers
in Rylcombe."”

“But this Punter is a different sort of sharper from the
dingy bounders who hang about the Green Man in Ryl-
combe,” said Tom. ¢ He’s a professional swindler, and if
he gets Lumley playing cards he will clean him out.”

“I twust Lumley will not do anything quite so wotten as
that, deah boy!” .

Tom shrugged his shoulders. He had not mentioned to
the other fellows what he had seen in Cutts's carriage on
the way down, and Lowther had also kept his own counsel.
They did not want fo talk about the fellow who had been
their chum, but who seomed to be well on the way of
deserving once more his old title of the Outsider.

“Let’'s have & boat out,”’ said Blake. “It's a lovely
morning for a pull up the river.”

“I'm going to take photographs,” said Mannecrs. ¢ See
you Jater.”

Herries and Digby elected to visit Arthur Augustus's

ony, while Manners went out with his camera, so the other
our fellows ran the boat out and embarked. Arthur
Augustus sat at the lines, while Blake and Lowther and
Tom Merry pulled. The boat glided along the shining river.

“Wo shall pass the Lodge,”” Arthur Augustus remarked,
turning his eyeglass upon the wooded shore. I shouldn’t

I wondah if it is the same man? He was

wondah if we sece somethin’ of those boundahs. I shall
wefuse to take any notice of Cutts.” .
““ Better still—give him another thrashing,” suggested

Lowther.

“Pway don't be an ass, Lowthah! Bai Jove, there they
are! They've got a punt!”

The juniors looked round. On a gentle rise from tho
river bank stood the Lodge, a large country “cottage’” in
its own grounds. Under the big trees by the riverside a
punt lay moored, and scveral fellows were in it, playing
cards in the cool shade. Cutts of the Fifth and Knox wero
there, and another fellow whom the juniors did not know--
a vapid-looking youth with an eyeglass and a vacant face,
probably one of the “pigcons”” whom the tenant of tho
Lodge invited there to be plucked. And there was a man
with a sallow face and strongly-marked féatures and a slight
scar on his check, whom the juniors knew at once. It was
a long time since they had seen him, but they recognised
Captain Punter, with  whom they had had trouble during
a holiday abroad.

‘ Puntah, bai Jove!”

The party in the punt glanced round at the sound of oars.
Lumly-Lumley was sitting on the side of the unt, looking
on at the game, but not playing. He colouredpab the sight
of the juniors.

A sneer crossed Clutts's face as he looked at them. Clap-
tain Punter gave a start, and stared at them hard, and
gritted his -teeth. He had vindictive remembrances of his
former acquaintance with Tom Moerry & Co.

‘“ Puntah, you wascal I’ Arthur Augustus hailed him. I
did not expect to sce you heah. It is like your cheek to be
heah, you wottah !”’

Cutts glanced at his host.

Do you know that whelp, Punter 7' he asked.

Captain Punter shook his head.

“Never seen him before,” he replied calmly.

“Bai Jove, that is a whoppah. Puntah! I am not at all
suah that the police are not lookin’ for you at the pwesent
moment I exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly.  You
know perfectly well that you twied to get us to play cacds
on the steamah, and twied to swindle us. You are a black-
guard, sir! I am not surpwised that Clutts is a fwiend of
yours, but I must wemark, Lumley-Lumley, that I am vewy
surpwised and shocked to sce you in such company.
wecommend you to get out of it.” .

The worthy captain turned purple with wrath.

“Get _off from here!” he roared. “ You're trespassing
here! Clear off at once, or we'll come and shift you!"
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Tom Merry laughed.

“The river’s free to everybody,” he said; ‘and D'Arcy's
freo to tell you his opinion of you, you scoundrel !’

The captain jumped up, and grasped a punt-pole. Clutts.
1080 t00, his eyes gleaming. "He was not sorry for a chance
of coming to blows with the juniors he disliked intently.
The odds were on his side now.

“Let's duck them!” ho exclaimed.

. “Good idea—what?'’ said the vapid-looking youth, screw-
ing his eyeglass into his eye. Cheeky young beggars—
what? Duck them !”

“ You hear?” shouted Captain Punter. * You'll clear off
from here at once, or-we'll have you out of that boat and
duck you !”

““Rats !"

 Yaas, wats, you wascal "’

. Captain Punter cast the punt loose. CGilmore jumped into
it from the bank. There were five of the party now, with-
out counting Lumley-Lumley. The Outsider of St. Jim's
was looking troubled and perplexed.

“Hold on, Punter!” he cxclaimed.
friends of mine!"”

Captain Punter uttered an oath.

**Friends of yours or not, they're not going to trespass
here and insult me ! he exclaimed. “ You can jump ashore
if you like.”

“I guess

“Don’'t mind us, Lumley,” said Tom Merry. “We con
look after ourselves. If those rotters come this way, we'll
make them sorry for it.”

“Clear off, and don’t have any trouble,” said Lumley-
Lumley uneasily.

“Wats !

“Oh, we're looking for trouble!” said Tom Merry cheer-
fully. ““We shall be quite glad of a chance of settling old
scores with that sharper.”

Lumley-Lumley hesitated a moment, and then jumped to
the bank as the captain pushed of. He was in an awkward
position. He did not want to take part against his old
friends, and at the same time he could not very well side
against his host and his fellow-guests at tho Lodge. He
stood with a moody brow on the grassy bank and watched.

Captain Punter was in deadly carnest. So wero Cutts &
Co. And the youth with the eyeglass was chuckling glee-
fully at the idea of ducking the cheeky schoolboys. Cap-
tain Punter poled out into the river. Tom Merry & Co.
rested on thewr oars. They had a right to be anywhere on
the river they chose, and they certainly did not intend 'to
be bullied away by a sharper like Captain Punter. And if
they were not exactly looking for trouble, as Tom Moerry
put it, they were not keen to avoid it. As for the odds
against them; they did not give that matter a thought.
'l‘li;y were quité prépared for a scrimmage,

ump !

The punt bumped into the boat, and both the crafts rocked
violently, Then Captain Punter led the attack, leaping
thto the boat, which oscillated violently as his weight came
down in it. He ghumbled as the boat rocked, and before ho
could recover himselé, Monty Lowther had hold of his
wikles, and had tilted him over the other side. The gallant
eaFtaiin plunged head foremost into the river with a mighty
aplash.

“Those fellows are

CHAPTER 11,
The Right Thing.

PLASH!

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Captain Punter disappeared into the river. The
juniors were all on their feet now—Arthur Augustus with
a boat-hook in his hand, and the other three with their oars
ready to repel boarders, so to speak. .

“No admittance !” grinned Tom Merry, as he thrust his
oar against Cutts's chest, and sent the dandy of the Fifth
sprawling back into the punt. Lowther's oar caught Gil-
more in the ribs, and he joined Cutts in the bottom of tho

unt.
P Knox of the Sixth leaped into the boat, and slipped, and
the next moment was on his back, with Jack Blake sitting
on his chest and pinning him down. The Sixth-Former af
St. Jim’s struggled furiously under the junior; but Blakb
had him down, and he kept him there.

’l‘l: Gm:roff I roared Knox. “I—I'll smash you! X

“Youwll shut up,”” grinned Blake, playfully jamming
Knox’s head down on the timber of the boat.

“Yaroooop !"

“ By gad I ejaculated the youth in the eyeglass, who was
watching the scene from the punt, without taking any shars
in the proceedings. “ By gad!”
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“1lelp 1 roared Knox,
idiot !

By gad!” repeated Mr. Talboys.

* Will you help me, you chump:”

By gad!”

The exertions of Mr. Talboys were appavently entirely
Iimited to that cjaculation. Perhaps he did not like thie
Jook of Tomi Merry & Co. at close quarters.

Captain Punter had come to the surface, pufling and
blowing. He grasped at the gunwale of the hoat, and tried
to drag himself in, but Arthur Augustus made playful
passes at him with the boat-hook.

“You keep off, you wottah!” said D'Arcy. ‘“You can
hang on if you like; but if you twy to get in I shall give
you a feahful cosh!”

Cutts and- Gilmore staggered up in the punt. The boat
had drifted apart from it now, and the distance was too far
for a leap. Lumley-Lumley, on the bank, was grinning. It
was evident by this time that the fortune of war was not
going against Tom Merry & Co. )

Tom Merry grinned and dipped his oars. The boat glided
away down the river, with the furious captain hanging to
it, D’Arcy still keeping him at bay with the boat-hook.
Knox was still struggling under the weight of Jack Blake.
Cutts and Gilmore poled away furiously, but they could 1ot
get near the boat again. . .

‘“Bai Jove! I wathah wegard that as a victory!”
grinned Arthur Augustus. “We have beaten the wottahs,
deah boys, and taken a pwisonah. What are we goin’ to do
with him 7"’

‘“ What were they going to do with us?’ chuckled Blake.
*“Duck him !”

‘** Yaas, wathah! Let him join his fwiend Puntah in the
watah !”-

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Hold on!” roared Knox.
yo¢u dare to duck me, I'l—I'll—I’ll— Leggo!
Oh «rumbs!”

Fowther and Blake and D’Arcy secized the Sixth-Former
sgpcilier, while Tom Merry sat at the oars, keeping the boat
el away from the punt lumbering in ﬂursmt.. Krnox was

red up, struggling furiously, and pitched bodily over the

gurwale. He disappeared into the water with a loud splash.

tfe came up pl}g"mg, and struck out for the punt, and
€utts helped him'in, drenched and dripping and furious.

Captain Punter still clung to the gunwale of the boat, and
wos %eing dragged along through the water after it. The
rallant ‘captain was a very poor swimmer, and he dared not
iet go his hold to attempt to get back to the punt. And the
twat-hook flourishing in "Arthur ‘Augustus’ hand kept him
from trying to climb into the boat. His red face had grown
pale, and he was panting and gasping.

* Bettah knock that wottah off,” Arthur Augustus re-
marked. ‘' We can’t dwag him all along the wivah.”

“ Give him a cosh on the crumpet,” said Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“D-d-dop’t!”’ yelled the captain, as Arthur Augustus
brandished the boat-hook in a ferocious manner, *‘ D-d-don’t!
I—I—I— shall be d-d-drowned if I let go.””

‘‘ Impossible,” said Lowther.
hanged can’t be drowned.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’ ) .

“ Well, we can’t take you in,” said Blake. *‘You tried
to take us in once; but we’re not going to take you in.
Let’s land the beast, you fellows. "W¢'ll shove him across
the river, and Cutts can punt over and fetch him.'”

*“Good egg!”’

Tom Merry rowed in to the further shore, and the boat
bumped on the reeds. Arthur Augustus made a playful lunge
at the drenched captain.

‘““ Now get off,” he said.

‘“ And buck up,” said Tom Mecrry.

“J—T can’t! I can’t get through ten feet of mud!?
howled Captain Punter. “ I—I shall be smothered. I—"

“ You never know what you can do till you try,” said Tom
cheerfully. ‘‘ But one thing’s jolly certain, if you don't get
off, T shall shove you off with this oar.” . .

‘““.That’s all wight, deah boy. I'll bwain him if-he doesn’t
¢leah off,” said D’Arcy. “ Now, whero will you have it,
Puntah?”’ X

** You—you young villain !”

Crash'!

Arthur Augustus brought the boat-hcok down on the gun-
wale within a couple of feet of the captain’s head. TPunter
gavesa yell of fright. . )

“Bai Jove! Missed his nappah !’ caid Arthur Augustus.
“ Nevah mind. T'll bwain him this time!” And up went
the beat-hook again. . )

The captain, grinding an ocath between his tecth, let do
his hold, and went floundering through rceds and mud to
the shore. Therc was shallow water and thick mud for him

*Lend me a hand, Talbors, you

‘“ You—you rotten fags, if
Chuck it!

“* Folks who are born to be
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to scramble thraugh, and by the time lie reached terra firma
he was a most disreputable-looking object. He stood on the
bank, soaked with water, dvipping with mud, shaking his fist
at the boat, and raving out curses.

* Give way, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘I weally;
cannot stay heah and listen to that wascal’s extwemely bad
language. Buck up!”

The juniors bent to their cars, and glided away, leaving
the captain still raving on the bank. Cutts poled across and
took him off at last; and it was an extremely wet and
furious party that returned fo the lodge. Tom Merry & Co:
went on down the river quite cheerfully. They had scored
off their old foes, and were quite satisfied. There was only
one thought that troubled them, and that was the thought
of Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth thrown into such rascally
company for his vacation. And that was a real worry, for
they had a sincere friendship for tho one-time OQutsider of
St. Jim's, ‘and it was painful to see him in his old bad
courses again.

Arthur Augustys sat with a wrinkled brow at the rudder-
lines. He was evidently thinking the matter out very deeply.

*“It’s up to us,” he said at last. ’

‘‘ Hallo,” said Lowther, who had been watching the swell
of St. Jim’s’s wrinkled brow with some amusement, * got
through the mental process at last !

‘I've been thinkin’ it .out, deah boys. Tt is wathah a
pitay that we didn’t know that Lumley-Lumley was stwanded
for the holiday, and then we could have,asked him to come
with us, and he would have come. 1 feel that I have been a
Iittle to blame. It nevah occurred to me that he wasn't
goin’ with his patah as usual, and he nevah said a word. T
pwesume he was afwaid of bein’ suspeeted of fishin’ for an
mvitation, though weally he might have known his ‘old pals
bettah. Undah the unfortunate cires, however, I wepeat
that it is up to us.”

** What’s up to us?’ demanded Blake.

“To wescue him fwom his various suwwoundins,” said
Arthur Augustus firmly. “You sce, so long as he was
simply with Cutts & Co., we couldn’t intahfere. They are
wotten blackguards, but they are St. Jim’s fellows. = But
now we know he is stayin’ with a wottah who is pwactically
a cwiminal. That fellow Puntah would be in pwison now if
the police had pwoofs against him. We can’t leave a fwiend
m such company. If he won’t leave it of his own accord,
it’s up to us to wescue him.”

The juniors grinned. - The idea of rescuing a fellow from
his host and his fellow-guests in a place to which he had
gone of his own accord struck them as funny. But Arthur
A\ugustus was in deadly earnest.

‘I mean it, deah boys,” he said. ‘ There is no tellin’
what twouble Lumley may get into among that cwowd.
'That gang at the Lodge are a set of feahful outsidahs. They
wace about the countwy in a glarin’ motah-car, and poach
on my patah’s land, and play bwidge half the night—in
fact, they arc a wascally sct of wottahs. They are goin’ to
swindle Lumley, of course. That's what he’s there for. It's
up to us to wescue him. He thinks he can’t bweak with
Cutts; but if we give him no choice in the mattah, it will be
all wight.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Lowther. ‘‘ Are we going to carry
him off by force? Once aboard the lugger and the gal is
ours. Ha, ha, ha!’

*T fail to see any weason for cacklin’, Lowthah. I suggest
that we capchah Lumley-Lumley, and cawwy him off i a
boat. Then we'll duck him till he pwomises, honah bwight,
to join our partay at Eastwood, and have nothin’ more to
do with Cutts or Puntah.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘‘ Gussy, old man, your hospitality is really overwhelming
when you set your mind on doing the right .thing,” said
Tom Merry. “ It's the first time I ever hcard of securing
a guest by collaring him and ducking him.”

*“It's for his own good, deah boy.”

“ By George.” said Blake, ‘‘it’s not a bad wheeze, when
you come to think of it. Lumlcy-Lumley ought to be glad
to get out of that kind of company, if he’s got any decency
in Lim. Well, if we take him out of it by force, it will be
a big favour to him. And if Gussy’s willing to have him at
Eastwood—"

** Yaas, wathah!”

& Th,on I back up Gussy,” said Blake.
what 7

* But Lumley will be ratty if we collar him,” said Tom
Merry, laughing.
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“Let him be as watty as he likes."”

‘“ But_you can't compel a chap to become your guest
against his willl” rpared Lowther. .

“I am pwepared to go any lengths when it is a question
of doin’ the wight thing,” said Arthur Augustus firmly.
“ Besides, it will be a gweat jape on Cutts & Co. to cawwy
off their special guest, the fellow they are goin’ to swindle.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

It was certainly a harcbrained scheme. But the more the
juniors thought about it, the better they liked it. Lumley-

wmley was their chum, and Cutts of the Fifth had no right
to take him away into disreputable company, and endeavour
to lead him into all kinds of rascality and blackguardism.
To resoue a fellow against his will was an unusual pro-
ceeding—and it might lead to a severe tussle with the tenants
of the Lodge, if the juniors were caught in the act—but that
risk only appealed to their sense of adventure. The Lodge
party had started tho trouble, anyway. And when the boat
returned to Eastwood the rest of the Co. were taken into the
soheme, and Manners and Herries and Digby joined heartily
in_the plan.

During the day Lord Conway and Cousin Ethel both
observed that Tom Merry & Co. were frequently in
mysterious consultation, and that there seemed to be some-
thing afoot; but they little gueased what it was. The chums
of St. Jim’s kept their own counsel.

CHAPTER 12.
A Rook Among Rooks!

o’ ILY!” said Cutts.
L It was night—long past midnight. Outside the
lodge the darkness lay thick upon the woods and
the river. Save for the occasional cry of a nightbird, all was
eilent upon the slecping countryside.

But there was no thought of sleep among the reckless party
at_the lodge.

In a large room, with French windows open upon a
vorandah, the electric light gleamed upon an excited if not
oxactly a merxy party.

There- were cards upon the tablo, and silver ash-trays,
bottles and glasses, and boxes of cigars and cigarettes.

The floor was littered with cards of discarded packs. Two
or three broken champagne glasses lay there too.

d "mll:e atmosphere was hcavy with smoke and the fumes of
rink.

Captain Punter, looking more sallow and dingily black-
gu&rgly than ever in evening clothes, with a big diamond
i his shirtfront, stood with his hands in his trousers'
pockets, looking on at the card-players.

The gallant captain was not playing, having lately given
his place to Mr. Talboys, who was Lumley-Lumley’s partner.

Cuits of the Fifth sat opposite Knox. Gilmore was
sprawling on a lounge, smoking a cheroot. The deep flush in
his faco showed that he had been drinking more than was
good for him.

Lumley-Lumley had been drinking too.

There had been a tims when champagne was as faniiliar
to the Qutsider of 8t. Jim's as ginger-beer was to the other
juniors. And the Outsider seemed to be quite his old self
again now. The force of association had done it. He had
come down to the Lodge with good intentions. But even
on the journey down he had fallen into Cutts’s cunning nét.
On the same evening he had given his companions their
‘“‘revenge,”” but his luck had still been good, and he had won
heavily.

To refuse to play, when the money of his companions was in
his pocket, was impossible. And among this reckless set,
all the Outsider’s old recklessness was coming back. Tom
Merry & Co. would hardly have known him now. He seemed
to bo exactly the fellow ho had been when he first came to
St. Jim’s as he sat at the card-table. There” was a cigar
between his teeth, and a half-empty champagne-glass at his
elbow. The flush in his face showed that the potent liquor
had had its effect upon him. But he was still cool enough to
play carefully and well.

The game was auction bridge. They had started with
half-a-crown a hundred. But as the night grew older and the
wine circulated and recklessness mounted the stakes had been
increased. They were playing a guinea a hundred now, and
still the Outsider’s luck was good.

Captain Punter had been his partner at first, and the
gallzmt captain had played very badly, which was curious,

ecause the captain was a past-master of all card games.
But perhaps he had his own reasons for wishing Cutts and
Knox to soore.

But, in spite of his partner's excessively bad play, Lumley-
Lumley had done very well, by a combination of skill and
luck. Whenever the captain was dummy, he had had, of
course, to sit idle while Lumley-Lumley played the cards to
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their best advantage, without the power to interfere. - And
when the captain retired, giving his place to Talboys, the
Outsider had gone ahead wonderfully. )

Talboys was a bad player, but he did his best, not being
in the ““know.” He was a rich and foolish young fellow,
who had been brought to the Lodge, like Lumley-Lumley
himself, to be plucked. He was quite unaware of the fact,
and he regarded the captain as a dashing fellow with plenty
of money, whereas, in reality, the captain would have found
it exceedingly difficult to pay his bills but for the
unintentional contributions from his guests.

Whether Lumley-Lumley knew that he was regarded as &
“ pigeon,” even Cutts, keen as he was, could not tell.

He gave no sign of knowing it. He appeared to regard
the little party as an ordinary, if somewhat reckless, card-
party, and he seemed to be enjoying the game.

True, Cutts had seen him look over the cards very sharply
before play began, and he guessed that the junior was
scanning them to ascertain whether they were marked.
Lumley-Lumley’s peculiar experiences in early boyhood had
taught him all there was to know about marked cards. And
Cutts was very glad that the captain had not attempted that
kind of trickery, for it was quite certain that Lumley-Lumley
would have spotted it at once. ;

So far as the.cards were concerned all was above board,
The Outsider was not to be taken in by so palpable a dodge
as marked cards.

If he was to be relieved of his superfluous cash, it had to be
by some means a little more cunning than that.

And he was to be relieved of it—that was what he was
there for. Cutts, it is true, had some personal regard for
the Outsider, but to the rest he was simply a victim. And
Cutts was feeling by this time anything but amiable towards
the junior. If Lumley-Lumley had allowed his money to be
won, Cutts’s feelings towards him would have been of the
friendliest possible kind. But it was Lumley-Lumley who
was winning almost all the time. When he had the worst of
it, he kept the losses down, and when he won his opponents

ad to pay out a good figure. And Cutts was feeling more
and more bitter with every game.

Did Lumley-Lumléy know that the captain and Cutts and
Knox were in the “ know ""—that there was an understandin
among them with regard to equal shares in the proceeds i
the millionaire’s son was rooked? Cutts wondered. But the
Outsider’s impassive face gave no sign. The captain, with
jovial hospitality, pressed champagne upon him, and the
Outsider had tossed off glass after glass with perfect
equanimity. ‘The captain looked at him, and marvelled.
How a junior schoolboy could stand so much champagne and
hardly turned a hair was a wonder to him. Of Lumley-
Lumley’s past he knew nothing. All he knew of the junior
was that he was the son of Lascelles Lumley-Lumley, the
famous financier and railway magnate, and that he had an
ample allowance—as much money, in fact, as he cared to ask
an indulgent father to give him. Such a “pigeon” was
worth anything to the captairi—if only he could be plucked.
In that process Captain Punter had not anticipated the
slightest difficulty, especially with the aid of Cutts and Knox.
But the game was not working out according’to programme.

The play had gone on, with short intervals, from the early
evening.  Now it was past one o’clock in the morning.
Would that extraordinary junior never grow tired and slack—
would the potent vintage of champagne never have the effect
of dulling his faculties, and throwing him off his guard ?

It seemed so. Captain Punter was growing restless. Ho
was deeply out of pocket, so far. The money he had won
as Lumley-Lumley’s partner was nothing to him, because it
came out of the common stock. It had to be returned to the
losers afterwards. And the money Lumley-Lumley won went
into his pocket, and stayed there.

Once or twice a peculiar smile flickered over Lumley-
Lumley’s calm, impassive countenance. Cutts, as he noted it,
suspected that the Qutsider was “up ”’ to every move against
him; that he knew what he was at the Lodge for, and that
he was taking a secret pleasure in turning the tables upon
his kind entertainers. And that thought made Cutts savage
and furious. But he could not be sure.

“Lily I said Cutts, between his teeth..

““ Pass!” said Talboys.

Knox passed.

“Two lily!” said Lumley-Lumley calmly.

They played. Talboys laid out his cards, and Lumley-
Lumley played. Captain Punter strolled carelessly behind
Lumley-Lumley’s chair. With equal carelessness, apparently,
Lumley-Lumley held his cards down, so that they could not
possibly be seen. Captain Punter ground his teeth hard.
His thin lips parted over his toeth, showing them in a gnarl
like a wild animal. Lumley-Lumley raised his eves, and ina
mirror opposite him he caught the reflection of the captain”s
face. Instantly Punter’s features cleared, and a genial smile
took the place of the snarl.
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Lumley-Lumley played on calmly. He did not seem to
need to consult his cards again. And the captain had no
chance of seeing them. When he was betraying Talboys or
&ny other dupe, the captain had an elaborate system of
signals. If he closed his right eye, it meant that the player
he was spying upon held the ace of trumps. Both eyes closed
for a second meant both king and ace. His hand passed
carelessly through his hair indicated over six trumps. And se
on. DBut the gallant captain had no chance whatever of
conveying information to Cutts.

Knox did his best. ~When, as now, Lumley-Lumlcy was
playing two hands, Knox would contrive to let Cutts see his
eards as much as possible, and this enabled the dandy of the
Fifth to memorise what must be contained in Lumley’s hand.
But even that was not easy. For if Knox dropped a card
face upwards, Lumley-Lumley exacted the penalty; if he
held his cards so that Cutts could see them, Lumley-Lumley
instantly drew general attention to the fact; if he made signs.
Eumley-Lumley would stare him steadily in the face, as if
asking him what he mcant by it. And, of course, the rascals
would not venture to cheat openly. Yet, under the circum-
stances, it seemed almost miraculous that Lumley-Lumley
succeeded in holding his own. Captain Punter’s private
opinion was that he had the luck of the Gentleman in Black,
and he was beginning to suspect that Lumley must be some-
thing of a sharper himself to be able to keep his end up in
such a situation. .

The rascals were getting desperate. So far from cleaning
out the pigeon, they had lost considerable cash themselves;
and if this kind of thing went on, Lumley-Lumley, instead of
paying the whole expenses of the ge for a few weeks,
would prove a most expensive guest there.

And Captain Punter was not looking for expensive guosts.
He was accustomed to being an expensive host.

The rubber finished in favour of Lumley-Lumley and
Talboys, and as 250 for the rubber brought the store up to a
high figure, Knox and Cutts had each to pay out three
guineas. Their cash resources were getting to a low figure
now.

Lumley-Lumley yawned. .

b ‘(;},Ialf-past one,” he remarked. * Anybody thinking of
ed ?

The card-sharpers exchanged quick glances.

An extremely ugly look came over Gerald Cutts’s hard,
clear-cut face. :

‘ Come, yowre not sleepy!” he said unpleasantly. It
iin’t"?xactly sporting to get sleepy after cleaning us out like
this!

The junior laughed.

“‘ Bless you,” he said carclessly, “I'm game to go on till
daylight if you are! I guess it wouldn’t be the first time.”

** Another® rubber,” said the captain. “Go and have a
smoke, Knox, old man, and I'll chip in. You two fellows
remain partners, as you get on so well.”

Talboys and Lumley-Lumley assented to that arrangement.
The captain took Knox's place. Knox was glad of it. He
was not quite so unscrupulous a rascal as Cutts, and he was
clumsy in his attempts to introduce foul play into the game.
The captain and Cuatts were well-matched. "They were both
a8 sharp as needles, and would be able to play into one
another’'s hands easily. It was time that luck should turn,
even at the risk of awakening Lumley-Lumley’s suspicions.

But the Outsider seemed to be quite equal to the occasion.
When he had the play, and dummy’s hand was exposed,
Punter and Cutts by means of mutual signals could be quite
aware of the position of all the cards in the pack. But
Lumley-Lumley made low calls, and left the play to the
others. Talboys followed his example.

The rubber finished with a victory for the captain and
Cutts—it could hardly finish otherwise—but the losers had
only to pay out a guinea ecach. And when the captain
proposed a fresh rubber Lumley-Lumley shook his head.
Having found that he could not keep his end up against two
sharpers like Punter and Cutts playing in conjunction, he
calmly beat a retreat.

“1 fuess I've had enough bridge,” he said coolly. “If
you fe,lows want your revenge, you can have it at some other
game.”’

The captain gnawed his lip. But he could not refuse.

‘“ Any game you like,”’ he said.

¥ Make it nap.”

“* A schoolboy game !’ said the captain, with a shrug of the
shotilders,

“ Well, I gucss I’'m a schoolboy.”

*¢@h, I don’t mind, if you’re sct on it!”’

T'Hey played nap, and Lumley-Lumley’s luck continued
good. At that game it was only possible to cheat by
manipulating the cards. As they were not marked, it was
difficult to do so. But the captain was an expert, and he
succeeded in getting good cards to Cutts. But when Lumloy-
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Lumley dealt he always had a good hand, and the captain eyed
him with growing suspicion.

¢ scemed impossible that a mere schoolboy was able to
deal himself good cards knowingly from a pack that was not
marked when the professional (sharper’s gbilities in that
direction were limited.
. The conviction grew in the captain’s mind that he was deal-
ing with a sharper who wus much sharper than himself, As
they werc playing for guinea points, a pile of money was soon
accumulating beside Lwnley-Lumley’s elbow.

“Hang the_ luck!” exclaimed Cutts at last, as he felt in
his pocket and found nothing but space there, ‘‘Let’s try a
new pack !”

The.captain understood.

‘“And a new game,” he said.

“Any ol game!’ yawned Lumley-Eumley.
antelope, I guess!”

The captain produced a fresh pack of cards from a cabinet.
They were desperate now, and Cutts’s. remark had been sz
hing to the captain to try marked cards as a last resource.
And the captain suggested poker as a game. Lumley-Lumloy
assented at once.

“You know the game?’ asked Punter curiously,

U1 guess-Ive played it in mining camps in the Sierra in
California when 1 was no higher than this table,”” said
Lu]:nle,_y’r-Lumloy coolly. “You can’t teach me much aboug
poker.

Gilmore and Knox joined in the game. It was a last
effort to turn the tables upon that pigeon who had so unex-
pectedly turned out to bo a hawk,

After two or_three rounds, Lumley-Lumley’s luck scemed
to have deserted him. Twenty pounds had passed away from
him, and the conspirators were looking a little more cheerful.

Punter and Cutts had been dealing, and they had given
Lumley-Lumléy good hands to induce him to plunge; but one
of themselves had a hand a little better to take the pot.
When Talboys dealt, tho captain and Cutts played low.
Then came Lumley-Lumley’s deal.  He seemed not even to
look at the cards. = If he had spotted that they wore marked
he gave no sign of his knowledge.

Captain Punter’s eyes gleamed as he looked at his hand.
He had three aces and two kings. It was a hand that could
only be beaten by four of a kind or a royal flush.

He risked a change in the draw, and, to his delight, drew
an ace. He had.four of a kind now—the highest possible
four. Only a straight flush could beat him, and it was not
likely that Lumley-Lumicy -had dealt himself a royal flush—
unless he knew that tho cards were marked, and knew how
to handle them.  And it would have been too much to helievo
that that mere schoolboy was so well up in the tricks of the
professional cardsharper.

Gerald Cutts was looking satisfied, too, in spite of his
cfforts to appcar.indifferent.

He had four queens in his hand.  Knox had four jacks.
Gilmore had a full hand—three tens and two kings. Lumley-
Lumley’s face showed no sign of what he had. Talboys had
o worthless hand, and passed out in the first round. DBut the
other players bet cagerly. The pile in the pool grew larger
and larger.  No limit had been fixed, and so the stakes grew
higher and higker.

Captain Punter conveyed to Cuits the power of his hand

by a secret signal, and the Fifth-Former dropped out.  After
another round or two, Gilmore followed his example. Lumley-
T.umloy was raising tho bets' only slightly, apparently a
little doubtful now. Ei{nox stayed in long znough to encourage
Lumley-Lumley to keep on, and then he, too, passed, It
remained now between the captain and the Outsider.
_ With four aces in his hand, the captain would almost have
hiet his skin on the game. He wondered what the school-
boy could hold that kept him piling sovercigns in the pool
There was more than a hundred pounds in tho pool now,
and if Lumley-Lumley won it, the shgrpers wero cleaned out
as clean 2s a whistle.  But the captai?} was sure that the out-
sider was blufling.  Lumley-Lumley, if he was blufiing, was
doing it with an iron nerve.

He opened a pocket-book, flicked out a ten-pound note, and
calmly dropped-it into the pool.

The captain stared.  To go on, he had to put in ten
pounds at least, and he had not so much money left about

“Tm your

im.
I shall have to give you an I O U, and call,” he said.
Lumley-Lumley nodded.

Captain Punter dropped his valuable I O U into the pool,
and called.  Lumley-Lumley showed his cards.  Captain
Punter’s eyes almost started from his head.  Lumley’s hand
was a royal flush—the ten, nine, cight, seven, and six of
hearts.
won.

1 guess 1 take that little pot,” drawled the Outsider of
Rt Jim’s,

As a royal flush beat a four, Lumley-Lumley had
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And he reached out for it; and as he did so the captain,
rhite with rage, and throwing aside all restraint and disguise,
peached out, too, and grasped his wrist.

CHAPTER 13,
A Nocturnal Expedition.
“YAW-AW-AVWAVV |54

Thus Arthur Augustus D’Arey. | .

It was past midnight, and the juniors of St. Jim's
were asleep under the hospitable roof of Eastwood House.
Arthur Augustus was sound in the arms of Morpheus, when
en alarm-clock beside his bed buzzed in his ears, and he
awakened and yawned portentously.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw! Bai Jove! TI'm slecpay!”

Arthur Augustus sat up in bed. The house was very still.
Lord Xastwocd was sleeping the sleep of the just, little
dreaming that his hopeful son had a great scheme on for that
eventful night.

Arthur Augustus had carefully placed the alarm-clock to
awaken him at the right hour; but, now he was awake, some-
how the enterprise did not seem to him quite so inviting as
(iit had secemed when the juniors were planning it during the

ay. "

He gazéd round in the dim.glimmer of startlight from the
window, and yawned again. From Herries’ bed came a
sound of steady breathing. The swell of St. Jim’s reached
out and stopped the alarm, as a preliminary to getting up.
Then he began to reflect—always @ dangerous thing to do
when it is a question of getting up at untimely hours.

““Bai Jove! I was wathah an ass to fix it for the night-
time!” he murmured. “Pewwaps it's the only time for

ettin’ at Lumlay without a wow; but, on the othah hand,
pewiwaps we could catch him quite easily to-mowwow walkin’
i the park. Vewy likely we shall come acwoss him on the
wivah. Besides, he may not be gone to bed, and he may be
sittin’ up playin’ some wotten game. And if he’s gone to
bed, bow are we to be sure of pickin’ out his window? And
if there’s a wow, why, there’ll be a wow, and the patah
won’t like it. I weally think I was wathah an ass! Upon
the whole, I think it would be fah bettah to leave the whole
biznay till to-mowwow, and we’ll talk it ovah again. I
wondah I did not think of all this befoah: But it’s all
wight—we’ll think it ovah again to-mowwow! There’s lots
of time, anyway !

And, having come to that resolution, Arthur Augustus laid
his drowsy head on the pillow again, and closed his eyes.

He was just slipping back into balmy slumber, when a grasp
was laid upon him, and he was jerked bodily out of bed. ~His
eyes opened quite suddenly.

““ Gweat Scott! What—who—which——""

Tom Merry grinned cheerfully down at him.

“Time!” he said.

el ?,-b-bai Jove!

‘“I heard the alarm, fathead! Didn’t it wake you?”’

“Ya-a-s; but I’ve been thinkin’, deah boy. On weflection,
T woeally considah we had bettah leave the whole biznay till to-
mowwow "

Tom Merry chuckled.

“So you want to go back to bed?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

‘:,Well, if you do yow'll get a jug of water over vou. Buck

I didn’t know you were awake, deah

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——" .

“You're leader in this giddy enterprise, Gussy. It was
your idea. Are you going to snore all night, and leave us
to go it on our own?"’ demanded Tom.

*“I was pwoposin’ to leave it till to-mowwow——""

“Rats! Wake up, Herries!”

“Ya-aw-aw!” came from Herries.

“Lowther and Blake are up already,” said Tom. “I've
called them. Get into your clobber, Gussy. You're not
going to plant a burglarious enterprise on us, and go to sleep
while we carry it out!”’

“Of course, if you are goin’, I must come,” said Arthur
Augustus, with a sigh. ‘“ You fecllows would make a muck of
it without me. But weally—""

“ Start in ten minutes,”” said Tom; and he went back to his

room.

And Arthur Augustus groaned and dressed himself. 1In
ten minutes the juniors were dressed and ready to start.
The three Shell fellows and the four Fourth-Formers made up
the party. Wally and Joe Frayno had judiciously been left
out of the scheme. Seven sturdy juniors were enough to
deal with the Outsider if he should prove ever so refractory.

Tom Merry opened a window, and looked out. There was
thick ivy below the window, and descent to the ground was
not difficult.

““Bai Jove! We’re not goin’ out that way, deah boy!”

“We are, ass. We should wake up somebody if we went
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ggwnigfzirs. What would your pater or Conway say if they
ew?
“ Of course, we mustn’t wisk that.
¢“Oh, don’t be a funk!”
“I am afwaid—"
¢“Close your eyes, then, and hold on to me,” said Blake.
“You uttah ass! I am afwaid—"
“Nice kind of a leader for a gang of burglars and kids

But I am afwaid—""

nappers, I must say!” said Monty Lowther, in disgust.:

¢ Afraid, by Jove!”

“You feahful duffah, you will not allow me to finish! I.

am afwaid that I shall spoil my clobbah!” shouted tha
exasperated Arthur Augustus.

“ Oh, never mind your clobber! Come on!"

Tom Merry swung himself out of the window, and
descended lightly to the ground. One after another the rest
of the party followed him. Arthur Augustus came last, in
rather a gingerly manner, and dusted himself down very care-
iully when he stood upon the ground at last.

“Now for the boathouse,”’ said Tom Merry. ¢ You
aaven’t forgotten the key, Gussy?”

“Wathah not:”

“ Follow your leader,” said Tom.

“Excuse me, deah boy—I'm the leadah.” said Arthue
Augustus, gently but firmly; and he led the way to the boat-
house,

[They reached the boathouse, and Arthur Augustus felt in
his pocket for the key. Then he uttered an exclamation of
dismay.

“Bai Jove! Where’s that key?”

‘“Haven't you got it?”’ growled Manners.

“I certainly had it. But it does not scem to be heah. T
had bettah go back and look for it, It must have dwopped
fwom my pocket !’

3 ASS !!Y

¢ Duffer!”

¢ Weally, you fellows, as T haven’t the key—"

“Jolly lucky T’ve got one, then,” remarked Tom Merry,
as he inserted a key into the lock.  “There you are!”

“How did you get a key?”’ asked Arthur Augustus, in
astonishment.  “‘That is a patent lock, and I did not know
there was anothah key—"

‘““Oh, I found it!”

“But where did you find it?”

““In your waistcoat pocket,” said Tom calmly. 1 thought
I'd better take charge of it, as you'd have been bound to lose
it. Now, buck up with the boat!”

““You feahful ass-—"’

“Lend a hand with the boat, while Gussy talks,” said Tom
Merry. ““ Get finished by the time we’ve launched the boat,
won’t you, Gussy ?”’

“I wegard this as a wotten twick, and—""

¢“Exactly. Sheer off: you're in the way!”

And_the Co. ran the boat down to the water, followed by
their indignant leader. The skiff slid out into the river,
il:ﬂd the juniors stepped into it.  Arthur Augustus took the
ines.

“Wow softly, you fellows,” he directed. “Weoe don't
want to give the alarm to the boundahs when we get near the
Lodge!”

¢ Teach your grandmother!” said Lowther cheerfully.

¢ Weally, Lowthah——""

“Give way!” said Tom. “ Easy does it!”’

The boat glided down tho starlit river. The country-
side was silent and still. The juniors pulled softly down the
dark, silently-lowing river. As they drew near the Lodge
a light twinkled through the trees on the bank.

“Bai Jove! They’re still up!” said Arthur Augustus,
gcering through the shadows. “It’s past two o’clock, deah

oys, and they’re not gone to bed yet!”

“Rotters!” said Tom. ‘‘But it’s all the better. We ma
be able to spot which is Lumley’s room when he turns his
light on.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah!”

The punt belonging to the Lodge was moored under the
trees. . The juniors pulled softly alongside, and secured the
boat to the punt. They stepped softly upon the grassy

bank, and made their way through the trees towards the

house.

As they came out on the level lawn before the Lodge they
had a full view of the open French windows of the spom
l(}))okix_lgh;m the verandah, Electric light streamed out .imto
the night.

From the darkness of the lawn they could see easily into
the lighted room. They saw the table scattered with oards,
the champagne bottles with broken necks, glasses, and cigars,
and men and youths in ovening-clothes. It was a scene of
reckless riot; and in the midst of it was the fellow they had
come to sce—Jerrold Lumley-Lumley !

Tom Merry set his tecth hard.
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“Gambling—at two in the morning!” he muttered,
*“That’s the Outsider all over—at his worst! Blessed if 1
don’t feel inclined to wash my hands of him !’

““Wats, deah boy! We’re heah to get him away fwom
those wasacals, and we're jollay well goin’ to do it!” said
D’Arcy firmly.

“Stick to the programme,” said Lowther. “But I don’t
sce how we're to get himn away yet. We can’t very well walk
in and yank him out under their eyes!”

““Hardly,” said Blake, with a chuckle,  We shall have
to wait till they’ve gone to by-by. We can’t have to wait
long. Even those blackguards can’t keep it up much
longer | .

s Ha‘l}o ” Tom Merry breathed quickly, ¢ That looks like
a row !

‘The quiet was suddenly broken. _From the open windows
gq.me !ringing a sharp voice—the voice of the Outsider of St.

im’s

* Hands off I

CHAPTER 14.
To the Rescuel

il ANDS off I’ ]
H Jerrold Lumley-Lumley rapped out the words as
the grasp of the angry adventurer closed upon his
wrist over the pool.

The Outsider had been about to take in the stakes. He
had cleaned out the whole company, with the exception of
the asinine Talboys. It was clear enough to Captain Punter
now that he was dealing with a fellow who was sharper than
himself. The sparing of Talboys proved it. Every player
in the poker game had had a good hand—with the exception
of Talboys.

And it was not difficult for the captain fo guess that
Lumley-Lumley had intentionally dealt good hands round,
giving the captain himself an exceptionally strong one, in
order to induce the swindlers to plunge. He had given
Talboys a poor hand to make him pass out, because he did not
want to win his money. But the others he regarded as fair
game.

Yet it was difficult for the captain to complain. Lumley-
Lumley, with. all his skill in the devices of cardsharpers,
could not have dealt those hands unless the cards had been
marked with a system of marking known to him. As a
matter of fact, there was no system of marking cards which
Lumley-Lumley was unacquainted with, owing to his peculiar
experiences in his youth,

Even if he had come upon a new system of marking, it
would not have taken him long to spot it, and turn it to his
advantage, for his brain was quick as lightning in such
matters.

Professional cheat and swindler as the worthy captain was,
he was no match in astuteness for the Outsider of St. Jim’s.
The captain realised it at last—and yet what could he say :
For to accuse the Outsider was to confess that the cards
were marked, and he had produced the cards himself fro::
his own cabinet where he kept such tools of his trade.

But Captain Punter was desperate now.

So far from making a fortune out of the millionaire’s sa7.
the Tatter had *“ rooked” him to the last sovereign,- tur:
bhis own weapons against him in the completest manuci.
And 'Punter was so enraged that he threw caution to th«

winds.

The gull Talboys was the only person in the room who was
not in the plot, and he was about to learn something of 1i:
character of his kind host and entertainer; for the captain w.«
determined that, whatever happened, Jerrold Lumley-Lum!:v
should not rook him.

Lumley-Lumley, as he met the furious eyes of the card-
sharper, realised that all disguise was at an end. More or
less secret swindling was done with; it was open war no-x,
But the Qutsider was perfectly cool and collected.

The others were upon their feet at once. Gilmore and
Knox looked dismayed ; they had never dreamed-that it would
come to this. Unscrupulous rascals as they were, they had
some sense of decency left, and the captain’s: outbreak,
amounting to a confession of attempted swindling, gave them
no chance of keeping up appearances. But Gerald Cutts
was as furious as the captain, and prepared to back him up
alt.along the line. As for Mr. Talboys, he gazed stupidly
at the scene, with his monocle jammed in his eye. He was
already half-intoxicated, and he looked on like a man in a
dream.

“‘Hands off "’

The captain’s grasp closed more tightly upon Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley’s wrist.

““¥ou don’t touch that pool !’ he said.

His voice was thick with- rage. All the professional
geniality of the pretended idler about town was gone. The
captain’s look now was that of his true character—swindler
and bully !
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Tiumley-Lumley looked at him coolly.  Gilmore and Knox,
exchanging a quick, troubled glance, slipped quietly from the
room. ’l‘hoy did not want to be mixed up in what muss
inevitably follo Mr. Talboys uttered a feeble protest.

*“By gad! What’s the trouble, dear boys?
the pool, ain’t he 7’

Cutts pushed him aside. Talboys sank into an armchair,
and sat there, staring blankly.

‘He did not know what to make of what was going on, and
his foolish head was already turning round with the wine he
had consumed.

‘‘Let go my wrist!”’

The captain gritted his teeth,

*“You don’t touch a single sov in that pool,” he said, “you
young swindler "’

Lumley-Lumley laughed.

“Where’s the swindle, old fellow? Haven’t I shown a
rcyal flush—a hand that beats yours from here to Chicago??

*“ And how did you get it?”

“Dealt it.”’

*“Yes; and you gave me four aces—three in the deal, and
one in the draw!” said the captain, almost choking with
rage.

“How could I know what I gave you?’ asked Lumley-
Lumley, with an air of astonishment. ~ “ You don’t mean to
tell me that the cards were marked—your own cards?”

“Marked cards!” murmured Mr. Talboys, his eyeglass

(Ir%p‘gmg from his eye. ‘“By gad! Markéd cards, by
gad!
. “I won't jaw with you,” said Captain Punter, dropping
into the phraseology habitual to him when he was not posing
as a man-about-town. ‘““ You knew how you got that hand,
and I know it, you young rascal! I didn’t know I was
entertaining a- swindler, who was up to every trick of the
trade!”

“ Or you wouldn’t have tried to work off the tricks of the
trade on me—what?’ said the Outsider, laughing,

‘“‘Let go the pool !”

“No jolly fear! I've won it with your own cards! If you
play marked cards on your guests, you must take the conse-
quences.  Cutts, old man, what do you say?”’

Cutts gave him a deadly look.

“I say that you knew all the time,” he said, in a choking
voice.

“Knew what?”

‘“ And you sha’n’t touch that pool!” said Cutts, between his
teeth, and without answering Lumley-Lumley’s question.
“Not a sovereign. Hold the young scoundrel’s hands,
captain, while I take care of the money !’

‘“You bet "’ said Captain Punter grimly.

The next moment he gave a yell. Lumley-Lumley, with his
left hand, caught up a glass of wine, and dashed 1t full into
the captain’s face. Punter involuntarily relaxed his grip,
staggering back.

Quick gs a flash, Lumley-Lumley secured the pool, thrustin
notes and gold into his pocket before Cutts could even rea.cﬁ
out at him.

He leaped back from the card-table as he did so, kicking
over his chair., Three or four sovereigns and half a dozen
pieces 'of silver rolled on the carpet as Lumley-Lumley
crammed tha money into his pocket.

Captain Punter gouged the wine furiously from his eyes.
Cutts leaped upon Lumley-Lumley like a tiger.

But the Outsider of St. Jim's was ready for him. He made
one spring to the mantelpiece, and caught up a heavy metal
vase by the stem, and swung it into the air.

‘“ Hands off I’” he said coolly.

“ You—you—""

‘“ Another step nearer, Cutts, and I'll knock you over
like a skittle!”” said Lumley-Lumley, without a tremor in
his voice. “ You silly duffer! I've been through rows of
this sort where revolvers and knives were to the fore, and
come out top dog. Do you think you can frighten me?
Why, I'd brain you like a rabbit as secn as look at you, and
your precious captain into the bargain! Keep back, if you
know when you’re safe !”

Cutts stood back; he dared rot attack. The dangerous
gleam in the Quisider’s eyes warned him of what he had to
expect if he advanced. Captain Punter had leaped forward
to help him, but the Qutsider’s menacing attitude made him
pause. Mr. Talboys blinked -at them, and muttered By
gad!” and went to sleep.

Lumley-Lumley burst into a ringing laugh.

“Spoofed, I guess!” he said mockingly. “I guess you
were right, Cutts; I took yoa at your own valuation at St.
Jim’s when you asked me here. I played you a fair game till
you began to cheat. As soon as I knew that T was in a den
of swindlers, and only asked here to be rooked, I guess I
went in to win. So long as you played fair I played fair.
When you planted marked cards on me, T used them to skin
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you. Bless your-simple tittle hearts,-those marks have been
out of date since Juliug Cemsar’s time almost! I could put
ou up to a better dodge. than that, captain, if you liked.
‘ou brought me here as a pigeon, and it’s your own look-out
if I've turned out to be a hawk. I went in to skin you as a
punishment, and I've done it. I guess I'm not going to
keep your money; it's rather too dirty for me to keep. I'm
going to band it over to a public charity, and you'll have a
chance of doing good without wanting to. But you’re not
going to touch a stiver of it again—not a red cent. That's
where you get it in the neck for bringing me here under a
pretence of friendship to swindle me !’

“Hand back the moaey!” muttered Cutts hoarsely. The
;no}fking, scornful words of the Outsider stung him like a
ash.

““Not a red cent!” said Lumley-Lumley coolly. ¢ I'm not
going to keep it, as I said; but it’s a fine for your swindling
rascality. This has been quite an entertainment for me—
rooking the rooks. I guess I'm the antelope to keep my end
up, even when I've fallen among thieves! Stand back! I
won't impose on your hospitality any longer, Captain Nobody
from Nowhere—I guecss I'm getting out of this house to-night.
I wouldn’t slecp under this roof again at any price. But I
take this pot with me—some. And you can put that in your
pipe and smoke jt.!"

The captain’s features worked with rage. He was ruffian
enough for any violence, now that he had thrown off the
mask, But the heavy metal vase uplifted in the Outsider’s
untiring hand daunted him. The Outsider’s mocking words
fell upon other ears as well as the captain’s and Gerald
Cutts's. Tom Merry & Co. were on the verandah now, but
the occupants of the room were too excited to look in that
direction.

“You—rou—you young villain!” muttered the captain
hoarsely. " ““ Get out of my house !"’

“ I guess Tll get my bag and go—willingly! Stand clear,
while_ I’,gct to the door! None of your tricks, my noble
captain!

Captain Punter stood back, clenching his hands with
impotent fury. Cutts’s hand had closed on a cushion on the
lounge. Just as Lumley-Lumley finished speaking, he jerked
his arm forward; the cushion flew through the air, and
caught the vase in Lumley’s hand. It was torn away, and
crashed heavily to the floor.

Lumley-Lumley uttered an exclamation, and made a spring
to recover it, but Cutts and Captain Punter leaped upon him
at the same momont, and then he was struggling in their
grasp.  His right fist lashed out, and Gerald Cutts reeled
back from a terrible drive under the chin, and fell. Captain
Punter bore the Outsider to the carpet.

“ Quick !’ he panted. ‘““A bottle! Quick! Crack him
across the head! A bottle! Do you Hear?”’

Cutts. livid with rage, and utterly beside himself now,
grasped a champagne bottle by the neck. But at the same
moment an active form leaped in through the open French
window, and Tom Merry's fist crashed on the side of Cutts's
head, and he staggered across the room and fell with a
crash.

‘‘Pile in, deah boys!’ yelled Arthur Augustus excitedly,
as he rushed upon the captain.

‘“Hurrah !

Captain Punter was dragged off Lumley-Lumley, and
burled violently into a corner. He sat up gasping. Cutts
lay where he had fallen, only lifting himsclf on his elbow,
and gazing at the juniors with an expression of deadly hatred.
Tom Merry & Co. were too many fov the rascals, and they
knew it. Tho game was up owing to the unexpected appear-
ance of the juniors on the scene. Blake helped tho Outsider
tq his feet. Lumley-Lumley was panting, but he had not lost
his coolness.

‘T guess you chipped in at the right time,” he remarked.
“But how in thunder did you get here?’

“We came to yank you out of this place by force, sif
necessary,” said Tom Merry.

“My hat! I guess that’s pretty cool !”

¢ And we're jolly well goin’ to do it, deah boy !”’

“ Yes, rather !”” said Blake. ¢ Are you ready to start?”’

Lunley-Lumley laughed.

‘L guess I was going, anyway,’s he said. “I'm mie}
oblige§ to you fellows; you came along in the nick of time
reckon those secoundrels would have done me some damagae
Il ,leave my bag lere, and send for it to-morrow. Let'
et ”n

“Yaas, wathah! Shall we bunip Puntah first$"

“Oh, never mind Punter! Let’s get out.”

‘“Right-ho!” said Tom Merry. ‘‘Come on!”

And the juniors crowded out of the French windows, taking
Lumley-Lumley with them. They hurried down to the boat.
The raid had turned out quite differently from their expeota-
tions, but there was no doubt that Tom Merry & Co. had
arrived at the right time.

Lumley-Lumley paused on the bank.

““ Good-night I’ he said.

“Wats! You're comin’ with us!”’

“I can’t, Gussy! You, know what I've been doing, and
I've got my pockets crammed with the cash I've cleared thoss
thieves out of.”

“You can’t keep it,” said Tom quickly.

“I guess I wasn’t going I'm going to hand over the
v];hole boodla to-morrow to the Cottage Hospital in Easthorpe.

U

“You're goming with us! You can't go anywhere else,
anyway, at this tims of night——""

0 u .‘__.IY

“’Nuff said, deah boy! You're my guest for the west of
the vacation.”

There was a pause.

“I guess I'm sorry for all this, said Lumley-Lumley
slowly. ““I don’t want to blame anybody but myself; but
I'm like the chap in the story who fell among thieves, without
intending it. If you fellows like to look over what's
happened, I give you my word that it's all finished, fair and
square.”’

“Good enough!" said Tom Merry.
boat !”

*“But what will Lord Fastwood say? My things are in
that den; I've got no clobber with me.” Lumley-Lumley
grinned. He was in evening-clothes and hatless. ‘“ Gussy's
pater mayn’t be quite so casy-going as Gussy.”

“We'll lend you some clobber,” said Tom. )

‘‘Yaas, wathah! Anythin’ you like, deah boy! Are you
goin’ to get into th# boat, or shall I have to thwow you in,
old chap ?”

“I guess I'll get in,” said Lumley-Lumley.

And he did.

Tom Merry & Co. pulled away back to Eastwood Iouse.
They were feeling very satisfied Wwith their success. Lumley-
Lumley had been rescued—with his consent instead of againat
it, but that was so much to the good.

Tom Merry & Co. arrived at Eastwood House in great
spirits, and Lumley-Lumley cheerfully climbed the ivy with
them. On the morrow morning there would be an wn-
expected guest at the breakfast table. Mcanwhile, the juniors
slept the slcep of the just

“Jump into the

Lumley-Lumley’s apearance with ihe juniors when they
came down on the following morning caused some surprise.
But Arthur Augustus had a free hand in inviting guests to
spend their holidays with him, and it was, as he assured the
Outsider, all right.

That day the Cottage Ilospital in Tasthorpe benefited
extensively by a donation from an anonymous donor, and
when Captain Punter and Cutts of the Fifth heard of it they
“said things’’ in the most emphatic manner.

Lumley-Lumley’s connection with the Lodge and the party
there was over. He sens for his bag that day, and it was
brought to Eastwood House, and after that he calmly ignored
the existence of Captain Punter and Cutts.

It was extremely probable that he would have trouble with
the dandy of the Fifth when the new term began at St. Jim’'s,
but he did not give that a thought. Ile could take care of
himself. And meanwhile, he enjoyed a tremendous good
time with Tom Merry & Co. and Cousin Ethel, and was
content to forget his unpleasant experiences when he had
fallen among thievas.

THE END.
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No. 9.—HERBERT SKIMPOLE.
' ===

Approach with slow and solemn tread,
This famous fount of learning,

Who shows, with tie of flaming red,
His Socialistic yearning!

And woe betide you if you deem
To chat with one so clever!

For Skimmy, like the poct’s stream,
Goes gurgling on for ever.

He reads the work of that great swot,
Professor Balmycrumpet;

.And though his hearers like it not,

They simply have to lump it!

The reader’s flushed and fevered face
Inspires them with a passion

To hurl him straight way iuto space
In “neck or nothing ’’ fashion!

When moved with a delightful dream
To manage England's masses,

His earnest cyes begin to gleam
And glow bchind his glasses.

He swiftly summons all St. Jim’s
To bow before his presence,

That he may tell them of his whims
And gain their- acquiescence.

The rowdy souls who thirst for fun
Attend with solemn faces,

And silence reigns as, one by- one,
They pass into their places.

But close inspection would reveal
The object of their mission,

For putrid cggs and orange-peel
Are borne as ammunition!

“ My heart is moved,” the speaker cries,
“To see you herc before me.
I trust that nothing may arise
To make the mecting stormy.”’
A fusillade of ancicent fruit
Then checks his brief oration;
And into space doth Skimmy shoot
’Mid yells of exultation.

The battered politician crawls
In search of lint and lotions;
But, lo! no skirmishes or squalls
Can crush his curious notions.
He next befriends the unemployed,
And many hardened sinners
To Skimmy's study are decoyed
To eat delicious dinners.

Then bow before this brainy boy,
Far wiscr than the sages—

A never-failing sourco of joy
Through this and future ages;

Who renders us convulsed with mirth
Until our cyes are tearful,

And makes us fecl that all on carth

Is sunny, bright, and cheerful.

Next Week:

ERNEST LEVISON.
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GORRESPONDENGE EXGHANCE. |

The only names and addrzsses which can be printed in
these columns are those eof readers living in any of owe
Colonies who desire Correspendents in Great Britain and
Ireland.

Colonists sending in their names and addresses for
insertion in the columns of this popular story-book muss
state what kind of correspondent is required—boy or girl;.
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish.

Would-be corresponrdents must send with each potice two
coupons, one taken from *“The Gem,” and ome from the
same week’s issue of its companion paper, *“ The Magnet”
Library. Coupons will always be found on page 2 of both
papers, and requests for correspondents not containing thess
two coupons will be absolutely disregarded. .

Readers wishing to reply to advertisements appearing in
this column must write to the advertisers direct. No corre-
spondence with advertisers can be undertaken through the
medium of this office. :

All advertisements for ingertion in this Free Exchange
should be addressed: ‘The Editor, ‘The Gem’ Library,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.”

J. Ryan and W. Young, c/o Victoria Insurance Co., 53,
Market Street, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to
corre?ond with girl readers.

S. J. Lesar, King Edward Street, Klerksdorp, Transvaal,
South Africa,” wishes to correspond with girl readers living
in England (Dover preferred), age 16-17.

Alfred Clouts, 381, Commissioner Street, Fairview,
Johannesburg, Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond
with girl readers, age 17.

Albert E. Dolby, 72, Transvaal Road, Kimberley, South
Africa, wishes to correspond with girl readers, ago 18-21.

Walter Hardwick, c/o Noble & Shortt, Quecen Street,
Brisbane, Queensland Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers, age 16-18.

Miss V. Webb, 138, Underwood Street, Paddington,
Sydney, Australia, wishes to correspond with readers living
in England or Ireland, age 16-17.

F. Roccke, Fimiston Post Officc, Boulder City, Western
Australia, wishes to correspond with girl readers’ living in
England.

Miss Aimai Daji, 53, Mint Road, Fort, Bombay, India,
w1sh§8 to correspond with a girl reader hving in %nglﬂn'd,
age 20.

Miss Mary Smith, Cheshunt Lodge, 9, Norman Road,
Kingston, Jamaica, wishes to correspond with a reader living
in the British Isles, age 14-16.

Alwyn Rivers, c¢/o Land Bank, Box 375, Pretoria,
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond with a girl
reader living in the British Isles (Irish preferred), age 16-20.

A. Hall, Box 2572, Johannesburg, Transvaal, South Africa,
wishes to correspond with a girl reader living in the British
Isles, age 17-19.

Leslie J. Lawrence, P.0O. Box 1,065, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond with girl
readers, age 16-18.

Norman C. R. Conlon, 38, Lombard Strcet, Bloemfontein,
Orange Free State, Soutlr Africa, wishes to correspond with
girl readers, age 16-19.

Thomas Allen, P.O. Box 799, Johannesburg, Transvaal,
South Africa, wishes to correspond with girl readers living
in the British Isles, age 17-19.

J. W. Rutherford, P.O. Box 255, Blocmfontein, South
‘Africa, wishes to correspond with girl rcaders, age 16-19.

Frank Belling, Box 86, Denver, Johannecsburg, South:
‘Africa, wishes to correspond with a girl reader living in the
British Isles, age 16-18.

8. Sparkmin, 6, Chapcl Street, Windsor, Melbourne,
Victoria, Australia, wishcs to correspond with readers,
age 15-17. . .

Miss Essie Hammill, 14, Holmes Strect, Ballarat, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with a boy reader living in
the British Isles or Canada, age 17-20.

Wm. H. Tingwell, 49, Capel Street, North Melbourne,
Viectoria, Anustralia, wishes to correspond with readers
interested in fretwork, age 16-17. L.

E. Buchannan, Urquhart Street, Horsham, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers, age 17-20.
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READ THIS FIRST.
Jem Stanton, a clever criminal, is sentenced to a long term
of imprisonment on the strength of the evidence given against
him by Paul Satorys, formerly a nobleman in the State of

Istan. Stanton is the exact double of Satorys, and, escaping
from prison, meets and strikes down his enemy. He
exchanges clothes, and leaves Satorys lying in convict's
garb, to be found by tho warders. Stanton is aware that
Satorys is the rightful heir to the throne of Istan, and deter-
mines to impersonate him, and make a bid for the throne
himself. So exact is his impersonation, that even Satorys’
fiance, Grace Lang, is deceived. She urges him to push his
claim to the throne, which he decides to do. His plans
prosper, and one evening he scts sail for Istan in the yacht
Bella, in company wit% Duvigny, Satorys’ most trusted
adviser, and Grace. In the meantime Satorys has recovercd
and proved his real identity, and is in chase of the impostor.
Grace Lang also discovers the deception, but is helpless.
When Satorys lands in Istan he finds that Stanton has
established himself firmly upon the throne, and that Grace
is a prisoner within the palace. In company with a loyal old
sailor named Peter Mardyke, Satorys creeps into the palace
grounds one night with the intention of catching a glimpse
of the girl he loves.

They are discovered and captured, however, and Stanton
tells Grace that unless she promises to marry him he will
kill Satorys and his companion. A friendly priest adviscs
Grace to fall in with Stanton's demands, and gives her a
powder to take immediately after tho ceremony. For
Satorys' sake she agrees, and dons her bridal robes.

(Now go on with the story.)

The Wedding,

A signal was given, the music sounded. and the service
began.  The girl, standing there amidst the fBowers, bowed
gravely to her future husband.

There was a murmur from the multitude, a thrill of
admiration for the beautiful girl, and even those who
doubted - the faith and promises of the new ruler felt as
though all must be well if this queen of beauty were ready
to accept him as her partner for life.

She bent towards him as Stanton came up.

“You will set him free if I am your wife?" she mur-
mured.

“ Be assured of that,” was the reply.

There was music once more, and Lara, aided by his
subordinates, began the service. The priest looked sad and
far away, as though buried in his own reflections. He
had known'from the first the falseness of the pseudo-ruler.
He had credited the story the girl had told him, and as the
rites proceeded his thoughts were in the prison-cell, where
Satorys, brave and resourceful man -as he was, lay helpless,
waiting for such fate as his captor might choose to select.

The service reached its end, and Grace stood by the side
of her husband. She looked whiter now than the lilies she
wore, and as the priest spoke to her a word of encourage-
went, underlying which the girl knew was a reminder that
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she could trust him, she actually smiled a smile as of
triumph. She did not fear. .

The procession was formed, and Stanton led his bride
down the aisle between the lines of saluting spectators.
Lara turned a moment to the altar, and then passed swiftly
through a door on the right, by which he knew he could gain
the grand corridor of the palaco.

The new queon was scen by those who waited in the palace
itself. She was smiling still as she advanced by the side
of her husband, and as he spoke to her she nodded, as
though pleased; but in the great salon she suddenly paused,
and looked at the flowers which were banked in profusion
by the dais. Stanton did not perceive her swift movement—
did not realise that in that second the girl had followed out
the instructions of the priest.

The pseudo-king spoke to her. His manner was changed,
and he spoke with the assurance of success.

“I have your promise?’ said the girl,

The other nodded.

It shall be as I said,”” he replied.

He did not tell her that he had decided to save the life of
his rival, but that lifelong captivity awaited the man who
was dangerous to him.

Grace gave a sigh. She saw Lara approaching her just
as a deadly faintness swept over her whole being. Every-
thing seemed to be fading away. Stanton gazed at her in
astonishment. He was speaking to her.

And -then she fell back with a faint cry. Those who
hurried up saw her lying there, white and beautiful, amidst
the flowers. It was a doctor who spoke. He had bent over
the unconscious girl, and now he rose slowly, and gazed sadly
at the false king.

“She is dead, sir,” he said huskily.

A scene of terrible confusion ensued. People were pressing
forward cager to see, hoping to learn that the news which
was passed from mouth to mouth was false; but, alas ! there
seemed no possibility of doubt, and Stanton swung:round,
his face working. For a moment he was moved, then his
wholly bad nature asserted itself. He Lad had his wish, and
made the girl his wife, though she would now never be his.

Lara was saving something to him. Stanton did not heed.
He was indifferent now. After all, perhaps this marriage
had been a mistake, and he was better free.

“Do as you will,” he said hoarsely to the priest.

Lara bowed his head. He it was who gave orders,, who
caused the guards to keep back the crowd of people anxious
to see the girl who for a few brief moments had been the
queen. Then he bent over her. She might well have heen
dead. Her features were as of wax; but Lara knew the
effect of the narcotic, and he was not afraid.

The man who posed as king had given the priost full
authority to act as he thought weli, Not that Stantop felt
any further interest in the affair. His love for the girl
had never been more than a blind.  Once he had recovered
from the temporary shock of her sudden death, he was alioat
relieved. He had much to do. Well he knew that his tenure
of his place was still insecuve, X

Lara gave his orders, The great Toom: of the palace
rapidly emptied.  There were the under-pricsts and the
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acolyles, and these moved silently like shadows. The seem-
mgly dead girl was carried reverently into the chapel. Here
arrangements were swiftly made under thé direction of Lara
for the removal to the Temple of Missa where the rulers
of Istan were laid to rest.

Lara was nervous, but he masked his pertyrbation as
he issued his instructions. Carriages were brought, and a
few hours later the mournful procession started for the great
Pemple far away in the interior where the Faith of Istan
was cradled.

Through the crowded city ways the cavalcade wended its
way., The people had known next to nothing of the princess
who was to have been their queen, but intense sorrow was
shown. From a window of the palace Stanton watched the
separture, and a sinister smile flitted across his face as he
turned to speak to one of the officers with him. The new
king had endcavoured to make all sure. He had already
surrounded himself with men who had come from nothing
and who owed everything to him. He looked upon his
solemn vow given to the poor girl as null, and he reflected
with satisfaction on the circumstance that now he was free
t0 act as he chose with regard to his imprisoned rival,

A Surprise.

Lara rode by the side of the curtained vehicle where lay
the girl who had been prepared to sacrifice all for the sake
of the man she loved.

The priest’s followers forbore to disturb the thoughts of
their venerated chief. The city was long left behind.
Ahead of the procession towered the snow-capped mountains
which caught the rays of the rising sun.

Down in the thickly-wooded valley through which they
wero passing, dem-gemmed flowers were unfolding to the sun.

One of the priests who was walking by Lara’s side spoke
1o his master.

“ Tt was an evil day for the country,” he said, ** when this
king returned. He is not loved, and the pcople scemed ready
to rise. Better the old form of government than the tyranny
under which the land groans now.” The speaker made a
gesture towards the carriage. ‘‘ She died because of that—
because she could not bear the thought of being that man’s
wife.”

Lara looked down at the man. He was about to tell him
the truth. Then he hesitated. He felt that he could trust
no onc. He was all anxiety to gain the sanctuary of the
temple. The country was disturbed, moreover; and then,
again, on cither hand there might be spies. Silence was best.
Once the poor girl was safe in the temple among the good
women who had vowed their lives to the service of religion,
it would be time—after she had been revived from her death-
liko trance—to whisper the truth into the ears of those who
could be trusted to keep the secret well.

But Lara had not realised the nature of the country, nor
tho hopeless state of anarchy which had come to pass. The
procession was making its way threugh the forest amidst
scenes of wondrous beauty, when from just ahead came a cry
of fear. Those who were in advance, minor priests in their
robes, came hastening back. Behind themn Lara saw swarms
of the savage natives dashing forward, spears raised.

In times of peace the tribes which populated the interier
#were submissive enough, but rumours had reached them of
the change of government. The patrols had been driven in,
and now they had gone back to their former life of plunder.

Lara wore a short sword beneath his tunic. This he jerked
out, at the same time shouting to his distracted and panic-
stricken companions. The latter tried to rally in response to
the appeal of their leader, but although they were armed
like Lara, they werc not fighting men.

The attack was so sudden. From out of the depths of the
forest the enemy charged fiercely. The little company with
i-‘he cortege was being driven back, man after man being cut
down.

Ltz)n‘a felt cold despair at his heart as he fought like a lion

at bay.
He had refused an escort, dreading lest his sccret should
be discovered. Now he saw those with him cut down
hefore his eyes. The man who had epoken to him but a
short period before lay dying at his feet. The carriage was
surrounded by the ferocious blacks who knew no mercy now
their blood was up, though at other times they had stood
in awe of the priestly caste.

Another minute and Lara was alone, standing bravely to
Lis duty of defending the girl who was lying helpless and
unconscious of her peril.

The end could not be long delayed. A savage blow sent
bim reeling.  As he stroggled to recover himself he was
seized and hurled to the ground. a spear thrust at his heart.
He knew no more, but as the darkness camo he thought with
agony cf the fate of the girl whom he had striven to save.
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He lay there as one dead, and the natives rushed to the car-
riage, parting tho curtains and gazing at the sleeping girl.
~ They saw, as they thought, that she was dead. The
jewelled appointinents of the equipage were, however, the
feature which’ intercsted them most, and; after deliberating
for a time, they whipped up the horses and returned the
way they had comie, leaving the spot where the brave
defenders of the hapless girl lay on the crimsoned grass.

The track was abandoned, and the carriage jolted over
the roots of trees. When a halt was called it was late in
the day.

Back to Life.

Grace. stirred and sat up to look wonderingly about her.
She was frightened by the loneliness, and as her ideas came
back and she realised why she was there, she looked - for
Lara. He had given her confidence. He had saved her, and
brought her away into the wilds, but where was he now?

She rose stiffly and parted the curtains of the window, and
her lips parted in wonderment, though no cry escaped her
as she saw the mairvels of the land where she had been
brought; for the hills she saw lost their summits in the azure,
and their lower slopes were like gold.

The girl stepped to the floor of the carriage from the couch
where she had been laid.

* Lara,” she called very softly, thinking that the priest
would hear, for he had told her he would be ever near until
the time she woke from her trance.

There was no reply, no sound but a faint hum from the
forest.. A gorgeous butterfly sailed close to her as she
pushed the door of the carriage and stood gazing out at the
enchanted scene into the glory of the golden evening.

How strange it was! How strange and sad! She was
alone. There was no Lara, no sign of any of his faithful
followers, only the silence and solitude of the wonderful
world of the woodland glade, and the girl glided from the
vehicle and stood there, one hand resting for support on the
swinging door.

Where was she? Why had they left her? The bright
splendour of the scene ceased for her, and she called aguin
in fear; but alas, there was no sign of her friend, the revered
leader of the Istan Church. Surcly he had only  strolled
off, and would be back in a minute as her side.

She advanced a step or two. The horses of the carriage
had been removed. and werc cropping the herbage some fifty
paces distant, and as she stood there amidst the trees in her
white robes, looking like some fair visitant from another
world, she heard a murmuring from the depths of the forest,
and drew back in alarm.

Then a dark face pecred at her from amongst the trees.

“The girl stood transfixed, unable to spcak or stir. The mur-

muring increased.  Now it was like the crooning of the great
sea, and the glade was alive with men, dark-skinned men,
who gazed at her as though they were scotched with fear.

Their white headdresses streanied behind them, and they
advanced slowly, their gleaming spears lowered.

Then. as the girl drew back to the carriage, shivering with
dread, for the truth was coming to her in fragments, and
sho knew that something awful inust have happened, and
that she was alone and helpless in this wild land, surrounded
by enemics, one of the curiously-garbed natives stepped
ahead of his fellows, and with a cry of wonder prostrated
himself at the girl’s feet, beating his head on the ground.

His action was imitated by hundreds more, and Grace stood
locking at the extraordinary scene, tho warriors cringing
before her.

Then the first rose slowly, and, laying his spear on the
eround, bowed so low that his plumes swept the grass.

“Great One.” he said, “ you who have come from the
dead, have mercy! We arc thy scrvants, thy slaves.  Let
not thy wrath fall upon us, you, the mighty one who has
returned !”’ .

The girl trembled, but those who dared to look at*her were
far from imagining that she was afraid.

She saw the men advancing towards her, a black wave, and
she knew that flight was impossible.  The leader spoke again.
There were odd words which she understood. She was to
enter tho carriage and go with them. e was speaking to
her as though she were some goddess, and as clear understand-
ing returned to her she kncw thut sometling too frightful
for words had happened to Lara and his people, but that
she was looked upon as sacred, as one who had come back
from the grave.

She obeyed. There were tecming multitudes all about her,
regarding her with awe, and she fell back on the cushions
of the carrage to see, as the journey into the interior was
resumed, that a stalwart warrior marched on either side, his
spear shining brightly in the slanting rayvs of the setting sun.
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The new queen was stil

Inmimediately after the ceremony, the procession was formed, and the King of Istan led his bride down the aisle.
" {1 smiling, despite the great sacrifice she had Jjust made,

(See page 24.)

) Satorys’ Escape,

§f Are you awake, Peter?”

e voice was that of Satorys, though where it came from
the old sailor was at a loss to know. Tho darkness of the
prison-cell was profound. He stretched out his hand, to feel
that Duvigny was lying close to him.

8¢ 1 awake, sir? I should rather think I was. Never
had a wink all night, or is it day? I don’t know. It's all
so. plaguey dark.”

I would not wake you before,” said Satorys grimly.
“You have becn snoring for hours, but it wouldn’t have
been any use. Those guards have been coming backwards
and forwards oufside, and thcre wasn’t a chance.”

¢ A chance for what, sir?”’
nghe sailor was on his fecet, standing by Satorys in the

ooni.

“ Getting away, I have been examining this place, and
— Hist!”

He dropped down in the straw as the door was opened and
a soldicr looked in, to swing a lantern so that ho saw the threo
privoners lying motionless. He scomed satisfied, and with-
drew.

Saterys was up again, spcaking in a whisper. to Peter, and

Tue Gey LiBrary.—No. 339.

now Duvigny was able to take his part once more. The brave
fellow made light of his injuries, and when Satorys explained
the nature of the discovery he had made, there was a fecling
of joy. )

There was something quite different in the manner of
Satorys as he told his comrades that he had found the entrance
to a long-disused passage. It was partially blocked up, and
although it might lead merely into other cells of the fortress,
yet the chance was worth taking.

The guards had spoken of the night’s happening, and thp
prisoner who was most concorned had heard the news. | 2
knew that Grace had died; knew, too, that it was the interp
tion of his captor to send him and his two friends to tlm
mines to work as conviers, but the intelligence seemed moraly
to have strengthened the grim determination of the man whg
had been so deeply wronged.

Peter, when he heard what had occurred, began to spoak
of it. He was silenced by Satorys’ manner.

““ Not a word, please,” said the young man quictly. * Now
you prepare to follow me, Duvigny. You, Peter, comao last,

He was down on his knees in the corner of the cell, drug
ging away the loose portions of the wall. There was. as 1o
felt certain, a cavity there, and specdily he and his comrades
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were working their way along through a narrow tunnel, half
suffocated, but fiercely determined.

Satorys gave a sigh of relief as he made out a dim light
ahead. He struggled on, to force his way, torn and bleeding,
into a corridor. The cool night wind which was blowing in
through the open stonework of the ramparts refreshed him.
He bent down and assisted Duvigny to rise. Peter wriggled
his way through. Satorys stole to the side of the terrace.
There was a clear drop there. The fortress was built on the
shecr side of a cliff. Far below shone the river which flowed
through the town.

There was the tramp of a sentry, and Satorys made his
companions a sign. He did not seem to be the same man
now, dominated as he was by one idea, that of escape, so
that he might have his revenge.

The three men crept back into the shadow. Peter was just
about to say something, but a commanding gesture from his
chief silenced him, and he muttered what he wished to himself.
It was to the effect that he, for his part, was quite prepared
to do the dirty work.

Satorys saw the sentry approaching, and drew back. The
next morhent, as the man came into the zone of light from
the crencllated parapet, Satorys sprang on him from behind,
jerking him to the ground. The soldier, the breath well-nigh
choked out of him, gave a gurgle, and was still.

“ Bind him, Peter!” said Satorys.

The sailor dragged off the man’s belt. Duvigny helped.
Satorys took the soldier's arms—the revolver from his pocket
and the rifle which had dropped on the stones.

“Tt was a mercy it did not go off.”

“ Throw him over?” said Peter.

“ No. Quick—this way! We have to go that way.”

“ Dursen’t do it!”’ said Peter, recovering his spints.

Satorye took no notice. The next moment he had edged
himself through the stone pillars, and was clinging to the
side of the wall. Peter was carrying the rifle. He joined
his chief, and Duvigny came last. From the open strip of
fortified terrace where the sentry had been left gagged and
bound came the sound of more footsteps.

“ Now for it !’ said Satorys.

He led. With his arm round the carved balustrade, he
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started to run. Below lay the city, a myriad of lights, and
the river, a bread ribbon of sheeny silk as it looked.

As he hurried on he congratulated himself on the know-
Jedge he had ‘stored up concérning the city where his family
had once been great.

Peter was panting behind. Duvigny, who was between,
said somcthing, but what it was passed unperceived, for at
the moment there came a shot. They had becn seen.  Satorys
glanced down. The wall of the fortress dropped sheer. He
did not seem o care, but he wanted to live. Ile had suffered
too much during those last few hours to feel more than a
thirst for life, so that he¢ might bring to punishment the vile
seoundrel who had robbed him of all.

Another shot rang out. Satorys, who had run on a little
way with, the agility of a cat, now stopped again. He heard
the bullet zip along over his head. It was, he thought, better
to chance it, to trust to the broad bosom of the river which
was shining far below, than to drop, winged by onc of the
shots which were now coming fast.

There was a pause. From somewhere quite near an alarm
bell boomed out, breaking through the night with deep-
tongued resonance.

Peter and Duvigny closed up. Satorys gazed down at tho
rugged, lichened wall. There was no hold. It was plain what

had to do:- Behind he saw.the shadowy forms of soldiers.
They were afraid to venturc the perilous way the fugitives
had taken to freedom, but, after all, it would be only a matter
of scconds now erc the prisoners were picked off. Satorys
gripped the sailor’s arm.

“Y am going to chance it,”” he said. *If you surrender—
well, they won’t be ready to look upon.you as a foe, and—"

“ONuff said, sir?’ said Peter. ‘‘I hate the water, ’cept
Saturday nights, but if you want a bathe I'll come with you
to sec all's safg.”

“ We'll die together,” said Duvigny huskily, as he edged
nearer the verge, and prepared to leap.

“Die!” jerked out Peter. * We aren’t going to die. It's
only because there isn’t room for us up here with so many
bullets filling up the place.”

Satorys nodded. He was imperturbable, strangely, unrealls
calm, and the next moment he had thrown out his hands, an
jumped to what scemed certain death, except to a diver who
was inured to the work all his life.

There came a howl of rage from behind. FPeter swung
himself forward, and Duvigny followed suit.

It was a leap to death, as it secmed. Satorys cut through
the air like an arrow, and disappeared into the darkicss
of the broad river. The rattle of the firing was shut out.
When he came to the surface it was to find that he was
being swept swiftly downstream.

He struck out; and as he tried to make for the further
bank there was a hail.  Satorys raised himsclf, and saw the
sailor swimming strongly towards where Duvigny was
evidently in distress, and the old man's hail was intended
for the other. Satorys redoubled his exertions, From the
fortress, now fully a mile away, there came the flash of
firing, but the worst of the peril was past, so hc thought,
but the next moment a bullet hit the water ncar him.

He was swimming on once more, and the dark line of the
wooded shore was close. He lost count of things for a
period. Then a familiar voice sounded close to him.

* You keep your pecker up, Mister Duvigny. He may not
be lost after all.”

Satorys was level then, and he stretched out his hand and
helped Peter to support Duvigny, who seemed at his last
effort. Pecter gave a snort, which might have meant any-
thitig. Then as the three scrambled up the bank, he broke
what had been a long silence for him.

Thought it was all up, sir. 1 went straight after you,
but saw nothing of you. Herc we are, high, but not dry,
and we had better put as big a distance between us and that
placo as we can, before we are stiff.”

““Yes,” said Satorys, “ we must make for the forest. It
is our best chance.”

Few more words were uttered.  Satorys knew that his
enemy would spare nothing to recapture him. The wilderness
Jay ahcad. The three set out for the vast, impenctrable
hinterland. The first question was safety. Afterwards they
could think of other things.

The matter of arms troubled Satorys. As they tramped
on through the night he tried to face the future calmly. He
lived for revenge; but as he refleccted on his position—
stranded as he was in the wilds, a man to be hunted down,
he and his two friends—he smiled bitterly. The moon which
had lit up the cane brakes dropped out of sight. The three
companions stopped at last, exhausted.

(Another splendid long instaiment of this grand
serial next Wednesday. Ordsr Early.)
THeE GEm LiBrary.—No. 339.
A Magnificent Nav.. Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & By MARTIN GLIFRORDy
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For Next Wednesday,

“ GUSSY'S HOUSE-PARTY!"'"
By Martin Clifford.

In this grand long, complete tale of the chums of St. Jim’s
on holiday, a favourite chanacter from another famous school
joins Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s little party, and makes him-
self thoroughly at home. Billy Bunter’s little ways do not
exactly make for popularity, but D’Arcy is the soul of
ocourtesy, and Tom Merry & Co. have to take their cue from
their host. In spite of the uninvited guest’s disturbing in-
fluence, the fun is fast and furious, and

* GUSSYS HOUSE-PARTY!”
is voted a huge success by all.

IN CONFIDENCE,

Referring again to the matter which has been the subjeot
of an nnusually large number of readers’ letters of late—viz.,
she possibility of Mr. Martin Clifford’s producing another long
story of Tom Merry & Co, in 3d. book form, I have something
to say which, I fancy, will be of great interest to a very large
cirole of my chums.

It so happens that, opportunely enough, circumstances have
recently combined to lessen somewhat the pressure of work
upon this ever-popular author. In other words, Mr. Clifford
is looking forward to a short period of leisure within .the
next few weeks, as he has been able, for the first time for
several years, to get a little ahead with his regular worl.
Now, Mr. Chifford proposes to use this brief leisure in taking
a holiday, which I am sure no one will say_he does not
thoroughly deserve. The question is, am I justified in trying
to persuadye my hard-working friend to write a * Tom Merry ”
3d. book instead? .

X have promised many thousands of my chums, at different
times, to switch Mr. Clifford on to this work if ever I got an
opportunity. Well, here is an opportunity, undoubtedly, if I
cen only harden my heart sufficiently, to take advantage of it.

I have taken my chums fully into my confidence in this
matter because I know it is one. in which they are keenly
interested. I must, therefore, tell them this, that before I
can consent to bring the necessary pressure to bear upon this
already overworked author, I must be in a positi, absolutely
4o assure him of a splendid reception and a re sale for his
book when it appears.

This, then, is the guestion which I must leave my chums
to answer for me: Can I give Mr. Clifford this assurance,
with the certainty that I have the main body of my chums at
my back?

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

Annsley McLaughlin (co. Tyrone).—It is a matter of opinion
whether there is anything in palmistry. Some people think
thete]fis, others don’t. I have not very much faith in it
myself.

. Maxted (Lincoln).—The umpire should have decided the
point. A bowler is not compelled to call “play”; but if a
batsman is not ready, it is only sportsmanlike to give him
another chance.

Doris Purge (Regent’s Park).—Much regret space will not
permit me to insert your notice.

Richard Trnest Kelly (Scarborough).—You seem to have a
ltatlent for writing verses, which may stand you in good stead
ater.

JACK ASHORE AND AFLOAT.

Sidelights on the Life of our Merchant Seamen.

“Who wouldn’t sell a farm and come to sea?”’ is an
eternally unanswered question, which is asked in every
fo'c’s'le and many a cargo-boat cabin thousands of times
every year.

The' proposition is usually put forth at times when, whether
on account of hard work or stormy seas, the lot of the sailor-
man seems extraordinarily thankless. In the course of a
long voyage every able-bodied seaman will vow that he'll
seelt a ““shore job” without fail as soon as the mudhook -is
down in British ground; with strong words he will back this
determination. And yet the chances are that when he has
spent his hard-earned wages he will drift to a sailors’ home
or a sailors’ boarding-house, and there remain for a longer
or shorter period, till once more he signs articles.

The boarding-hovse *runner” is the type of man whom
Mr. Morley Roberts describes as ‘‘eighteenstone and as
strong as a hippopotamus,”” and it is his business to get hold
of hard-up mariners and bring them along to his “boss.” A
small commission is his for each man whom he brings to the
establishment.

“ Where’s your book?” is the first question put to the
“bold A.B.” By “the book” is meant the Board of Trade
continuous discharge book, wherein the captains under whom
the sailor has served have given their testimony as to conduct
and ability. If there appears a sufficient number of “V.G."
—very good—entries, the applicant is received into the house
until the boss is able to find & ship for him. For this service
the boarding-houss master takes the sailor’s * advance note,”
and draws his. fitst month’s pay.

¢ SHANGHAIED,"

Many and varied are the stories of men who have been
¢ shanghaied.” and more than a few of these hang around
the waterside of San Francisco. The “shanghai’® operation
is generally performed by means of drugged drinks—internal
application—or of a stout club or a slungshot—oxternal
application. In either case, when the victim recovers con-
sciousness, he finds himself in the fo’c’s'le of a deep-water
sailing-ship; he has a nasty taste in his mouth or a
mountainous bump on his cranium, and the chances
undoubtedly are that his pockets are empty, and that he has
no more than the rags in which he can stand up. Some
boarding-house master has contracted to supply a crew, and
this is his last resource for securing a full complement.

Perhaps the most famous story of # shanghai-ing "’ is that
which Mr. Morley Roborts has used as the basis of his yarn,
“The Promotion of the Admiral.” It is, I believe, founded
on the fact that a certain 'Frisco boarding-house boss did
succeed in drugging an American rear-admiral, who had been
investigating waterside lifé, and sending him on board a
sailing-ship as an A.B.; moreover, there was no chance of
getting ashore till the ship reached the port for which she
was bound.

It is told of one boarding-house boss who persuaded a young
fellow in search of a pleasure trip to join what was described
as a fishing-boat. It was not till the victim was at sea tHa¥
he discovered the vessel to be a whaler, bound for the Arctio
on a two years’ cruise!

"N
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THE WRONG ’'BUS.

Two sailors boarded a 'bus and seated themselves next to a
clergyman. They began to use somewhat bad language in
their conversation. The elergyman, hearing this, tapped one
of them on the shoulder.

“My good man,” he said, ““ do you know you are on the
road to perdition?”’ . .

The sailor thus addressed looked at him for a few minutes,
and then turned to his mate. . .

“ Well, I'm blowed,” he ejaculated, “if we ain’t beer‘l and
got on the wrong 'bus again’—Sent in by Sidney J. Caket,
Bethnal Green.

HIS CHOICE.

Grocer (to his apprentice): ‘“ You have been apprenticed
here now for six months, and have seen the several depart-
ments of our trade. I wish you to give a choice of your
occupation.”’ .

Jack: ¢ Thank you, sir.” .

Grocer: *“ Well, now, what part of the business do you
like best?’ . .

Jack: ‘Shuttin’ up, sir.’—Sent in by A. Noakes, St.
Leonard’s-on-Sea.

—ay

TRUE.

¢ What the dickens is the matter with you?’ furiously
demanded the warder of Patrick Flynn. * Kicking up a row
like that at this time of night!” .

*“ Shure, an’ I only want to go home,” said Pat,

“ Don’t be a fool, man!’ said the warder, coming nearep
to see if his charge was quite well. .

“Fool, bedad!”’ shouted Pat from the other side of the
grating. “Pm in my reights.” .

“ Now, look here,”” broke in the warder meaningly.
“You've got seven days’ hard. Seven days you've got to
do, so yow'd better do them quietly.”

“Ye're quite roight,” retorted Pat. * Shure, the old boy
gave me seven days, but, begorra, he didn’t say anything
about noights; and, faith, you can shurely trust me to come
back in the morning! —Sent in by William G. Rigby,
Lanes.

ABSENCE OF MIND.

It is told of Sir Isaac Newton that he was one day walking
by the sea-coast and picked up a stone, which he intended
to throw into the water; but, wishing to know the time, he
took his watch out of his pocket and looked at it, and then,
without being conscious of what he was doing, threw his
watch into the water and put the stone into his pocket !—
Sent in by A. Bestwick, Liverpool.

ALL ACCORDING.
Gentleman (to boy): * Well, my little man, how old
are you?”’
Tommy: My age varies, sir.  When I'm railway
travelling, I’'m under twelve; and when I go for beer, I'm
over fourteen.”’—Sent in by James H. Platt, Oldham.

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for this
page. For every contribution used the sender will receive a Money Prize.
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDR{ESSED—The Editor, “The Gem” Library, Gough House,
Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C.
THIS OFFER IS OPEN TO READERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.

No correspondence can be entered intowith regard to this compctfe{mz, and all contributions enclosed (n letters, or sent in other-
wige than on postcards, will be disregaided.

. . . VERY POLITE.

Harris, going home from work, absent-mindedly got into
a first-class carriage instead of a third. An inspector
promptly appeared at the window.

*“ Are you first-class?”’ he demanded.

“Yes, thanks,” answered Harris affably. ‘“ How ara
you?”—Sent in by T. A. Owen, Aldersgate Street, E.C.

INQUISITIVE.

A little slum child was enjoying his first glimpse of
pastoral life. The setting sun was gilding the grass and
roses of the old-fashioned garden, and he sat on a little
stool beside the farmer’s wife, who was plucking a chicken.

He watched the operation gravely for some time. Then
he spoke.

. ““Do_you take off their clothes every night, lady ?""—Sent
in by I. Catter, Newfoundland.

STRANGE BUT TRUE.
Talkative Barber: ‘I suppose you wish I wouldn't give
you so much of my chin, don’t you 7"’
Bored Customer: ‘‘Never mind! I may need some of
it to patch up my face before you are done.”’—Sent in by
H. Sharp, Islington.

EASILY EXPLAINED!

One day an Irishman and an American were arguing
about their respective farms.

Pat: I once put a horse into a field and tied it to a
rope which was fifteen yards long, and hundreds of yards
away was a small haystack. In the morning I found that the
haystack had disappeared, the horse having eaten it up.”’

American: ** How did it do it, then?”

Pat: ““ Well, I tied the horse on to a rope, but I did
not fix the rope on to anything else!”—Sent in by
D. Joseph, Mile End, E

SIX FIGURES.

* The would-be purchaser had entered the brie-a-brac shop
and was casting his eye over the many valuable antiques
when he noticed a quamt figure, the head and shou'ders of
which appeared above the counter.

‘ What is that old idcl over there worth?” he inquired.

The salesman- replied in a: subdued tone:

* Worth about a quarter of a million, sir; it's the
proprietor.”’—Sent in by F, H. Nias, Middlesex.

STRANGE!

Mrs. Jones (visiting at the vicarage): ¢ What nice buttong
you are sewing on your husband’s coat! Do you know my
husband had some like that?”

Vicar’s Wife: *' Yes; we found them in the collection-
box.”—Sent in by R. Ranson, Grajys.

CLEVER.

A teacher asked a class of children the other day if they
knew a sentence with the alphabet in without any letter
occurring twice, and was surprised when a child gave the
{following reply :

*J. Q. Vandz struck my big fox whelp.”—Sent in by E
¥. Allen, Chigwell.
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R. E. Stephenson, 190, York Street, Sydney, New South
Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader
living in Surrey (England), age 15-16. )

E. Rothwell, Box 2233, Calgary, Canada, wishes to
correspond with girl reader living in London, interested in
postcards, age 19-21. i

V. C. Ward, 13, Booth Strect, Balmain, Sydney, New
South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with a gitl
reader living in Ireland, age 15-16.

R. Gordon, 90a, Fletcher Street, Essendon Melbourne,
Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with readers living
in India, China or Japan, interested in postcards.

W. Dunn, c/o Post Office, Tokomaru, via Wellington. New
Zealand, wishes to correspond with a girl reader living in
England or Australia, age 16-18.

Patrick J. Gleeson, 12, Service Crescent, Albert Park.
Melbourne, -Victoria, Australia, wishés to correspond with a
girl reader living in the British Isles, age 17-18.

A. J. Tramworth, Post Office, Terang, Victoria, Australia,
wishes to correspond with readers living in the British
Isles, interested in postcards.

P. 'J. Leibenberg, 58, Heizht Street, Doornfontein,
Johannesburg, Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond
with girl readers living in England, Australia or America,
age 16-18.

W. J. Fairlie, G.P.0.. Melbourne, Victoria, Australia,
wishes, "to” correspond with readers living in  England.
age 19-20. i

R. McGowan, .¢c/o G.P.0O., Melbourne, Victoria, Australia,
State,. South Africa, wishes to correspond with a gil
ceader, age 17-20:

D. Campbell, Record Office, Gen.. Manager's Dept., 8. A.
Rlys., Johannesburg; Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to
correS{)ond with girl readers (Scotch preferred), age 15-17.

P. L. Lewin, 152, President Street, Johannesburg. South
Africa, wishes to correspond with recaders living in the
British Isles.

Miss M. Frank, 34, Gordon Road, Bertrams, Johannesburg,
i’%solzl(t)h Africa, wishes to correspond with boy readers, age

J. A. W. Moss, Room 155, Headquarter Offices. South
African Rlys.,, ‘Johannesburg, Transvaal. South Africa,
wishes_to correspond with a girl reader living in England.
age 14-16.

L. L. Bevan, Room 132. S. A. R. Headqrs., Johannesburg.
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond with a girl
reader, age 15-17.

D. Lee, G.P.O., Terana, Victoria. Australia. wishes to
correspond with readers living in the British Isles, age 16-17.

Rex. B. Jefferies, ‘c/o H. Newman, 3, Vaughan Strect,
Fitzroy, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond
with readers,

Alf- Williams, Tllesmere, Merri Street, Northcote,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers,

Dudley O. Atkinson, *‘ Croydon,” French Street, Hamilton,
Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with readers
interested in stamps, age 17-20.

Leo. Egan, 32, Gordon Grove, Northcote, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond _with readers living in
America or the British Isles, age 14-15.

E. Margaret Leonard, ¢/o J. Evans, 77a. O'Connell Street,
North Adelaide, Australia, wishes to correspond with readers
interested in posteards, age 18.

G. H. Thorpe. 32, Abbots Street, Abbotsford, Melbourne.
Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader
living in Scotland or Wales, age 15-18.

R. H. McLennan, ¢/o Albany Strect P.O., Dunedin North,
New Zealand, wishes to correspond with a girl reader living
in England interested in posteards, age 16-18.

G. . F. Ravenna, P.0. Box 3791, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, South Africa. wishes to correspond with a girl
reader living in the British Isles or America.

Miss‘Eilven Brophy, c/o Mrs. Herring, De Beers Private
Box, (,rootodgtm, ist. Kimberley, South Africa, wishes to
correspond with boy readers living in England. or South
Africa, age 19-23.

Alex. Milne, ¢/o Box 936, Durban, Natal, South Africa,
wishes to correspond with girl readers living in the British
Isles, age 14-16.

H. J. Fordred, P.O7 Victor Mine, Orange Free State,
South Africa, wishes to correspond with a girl reader,
age 15-20Q.

R. J. Hunter, P.O. Box 25, Benoni, South Africa, wishes
to correspond with a girl reader living in England or
Scotland; age 16-19.

‘sts A. Archer, c/o Miss D. Rickards; Newsagent, High
Street, Echuca, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with
a boy ‘rea_dor living in England or America. age 15:16.

D. Greenwoed, c/o G.P.O., Freemantle, Western ‘Australia,
g&s]ﬁes to correspond with W. Carnficld, of Tunbridge

ells.

G. E. Gould, P.O. Box 58, Broken Iill, Australia. wishes to
correspond with a Protestant girl reader living in the North
of Ireland. age 14.
erss. M. Wilkie, 502. Lydiard Strcet, Ballarat, North
Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader,
age 14.

A. G. Tifield, Cremona, 131, Trafalgar Strcet, Stanmore,
Sydney, New South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond
with readers living in Scotland, age 16.

W. H. Laing, 3, Qucen Street, West Thebarton, South
Australia, wishes to correspond with a reader.

Frank K. Code, 671, Canning Street, Northh Carlton,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers.

B. Ilirskovitch, 281, Colonial Avenue, Montreal, Canada,
wishes to correspond with readers interested in stamps,
age 13-16.
vMiss L. Michelson, 187, Queen Victoria Markets, Sydney,
New South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers living in St. Touis (Australia), age 16.

+ W. B. Embury, North Road, Oakleigh, Victoria, Australia,
wishes to correspond with a reader living in England or
Scotland, age 18.

H. Bloom, 906, Howe Street, Vancouver, British Columbia,
wishes to correspond with readers interested in stamps.

R. Cleaver, Te Roti, Taranaki, New Zealand, wishes to
correspond with an Hnglish boy reader living in Australia,
age 12-16.

J. G. Thompson, Kingswood College, Grahamstown, Cape
Colony. South Africa, wishes to correspond with girl readers,
age 15-16.

I1. Barter, Box 2017, Johannesburg, Transvaal, South
Africa, wishes to correspond with girl readers, age 14-15.

W. Thompson, 25a, Van Wyck Street, West Krugersdorp,
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond with girl readers
living in England, age 15-16.

T. Arthur, P.O. Box 48, Port Elizabeth, wishes to
correspoud with girl readers, age 15-16.

A. J. Henderson, 3rd Street, Weston, New South Walces,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers living in Great
Britain, age 12-14.

Miss Marie Alston, ¢/o Warragul Furnishing Co., Smith
Street, Warragul, Gippsland, Victoria, Australia, wishes to
correspond with a girl reader living i Ircland, Scotland or
Wales, age 14-15.

A, C. Hancock, Post Office, Weston, New South Wales,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers living in Asia,
Africa, or Newfoundland, age 13-17.

Llewelly . Handfield, P.O. Box 21, Port Adelaide, South.
Australia, wishes to correspond with girl readers (Welsh
preferred). age 18-20.
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The Editor specially requests his Colonial Readers kindly to
bring the Free Correspondence Exchange to the notice of

their friends.
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