THE FAGS OF ST. JIN'S ARE ﬁHALLENGED'

(A thrilling incident in the splendid complete school tale contained in this issue.)
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CHAPTER 1.
A Scrap in the Snow,

" 0 1t, School House !
* Hooray !"
“Buck up, New House !

“Hip-pip!™

Talbot of the Shell sighed, The merry shouts from the
iquadrangle came vinging #o his ears a% he stood at the
window of his study in the School House at St, Jim's look-
mg out.

The snow was falling in the old quad; the ground was
thickly earpeted with 1t, The keen winter wind whirled
the fleecy flakes to and fro in wild eddies. In the midst of
the falling snow a battle-royal was raging—lom Merry &
iHu of the School House against INggina & Ceo. of the New

ouse,

[t was the last dav before the break-up for the Christimas
hﬂl]l{i“jh:i' E,l]'ll:[ Lh[‘! {_]'1[] ri'l.'l:l!i‘.:'p ﬂr 3';.. .]il‘]]:".:‘ Were iI’::!lllf i.nE_: f!l. Ik
final “serap’ to wind up the term in siyle, with terrifie
energy,. on both sides.

Talbot of the Bhell stood looking on at the scene from his
study window, a cloud on his hundsome fact.

The handsome Shell fellow, who had made his mark in hia
House sinee he had come ta Bt Jim's, was generally well to
the frant both in work and play., and he entered keenly info
the deadly warfare timt vaged between the juniors of the
rival Houses as a rnle,  But now he locked on from his sty
window, his face clouded and his heart heavy,

Ou that day, when all the school rejoiced at the coming of
the holidavs and the merry prospeet of Christwnas, Talbot of
the Shell had lost his usual choovrfulness.

He was thinking—thinking sudly enough—as he gazed on
the mevey and excited scene,

('n the morrow the school was breaking up. and the
follows were departing to the four corners of the kingdom, to
be grected by kind faces, to pass their holidays amid familiae
seened of home,

But lie—

Never before, sinee he had been at the old school, had
Talbot realised bis loneliness,

‘The hearty Iriendship of Tom Merry & Co. had been
enough for him, But now that Christmas was at hand, Tom
Merry & Co. were going bome to parents, relations, ore
[ricnds; and there waz no home, b smiling face, to greck
Talbot of the Shell.

Ho bad no home; he had never known a home, An early
boyhood passed in the exeitement of lawless adventure—
that was what be had known until he came to St Jim's—
and a new life had begun for the lad who had been known
in the Thieves Club i Angel Alley as the Toff,” 8,
Jint's was all the home that had ever been known to him.

And now his chums—and he had made many chums at tho
olil school—were going, and he was to be left alone !

On the morrow he would be lonely in the school,  Thora
would be Taggles, the porter, and Mrs, Mimms, the honase-
daome; but the boys would be seattered far and wide, not to
meet again till the New Year,

I the presence of the other fellows. Talbol knew how te
keep a ¢ stiff opper lip"'

Always l:-lmerfl';l and good-humoured, lic never allowed it
te. be seen that he thought with sadness of the coming
Christmastide.  Buot now, as he stood alone m the thickening
cdusk, his thoughts found expression n ins face,
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“ Qo it, School House | o

“ Wally wound, deah bovs!” came the 1:1111‘1;.-:113* accents of
Arthur Augustus I'Arcy of the Fourth, *Wally wound!”’

““(Zive "em pocks!”

The New House forces were getting the upper hand.
Under showers of enowballs, Tom Merry & Co. were being
driven back to the School House, _

Talbot felt & dimness growing in his eyes as ho looked on.
He had no heart to join his comrades in that merry ' scrap.”
He could not help thinking of the morrow, with its grim
solitude, alter the last brake had:-rolled away, the last Eﬂﬂﬂ-
bye had been said, the last friendly face had disappeared.

Not that Talbot bad been,lacking in invitations for the

holidaya. _Tom Merry had urged him to come home with
him, and otlier fellows had done the same, Bui Talbot had
shaken his head.

The scholarship boy's pride was sensitive—too sensitive,
perhaps, He shrank from accepting hospitality he could
uever return, and he was haunted by a fear that he was
asked simply because he had no home, and his face flughed
at the thought of being pitied. : -

His refusal had puzzled his chums, who, in their cheery
thoughtlessness, could hardly enter into the workings of his
mind; but 'Talbot always replied cheerfully that he was
going to “swot’ during the vae, and get himself ready for
the Founder's Medal Exam—a scheme which the whole Co,
agreed in characterising as ' rotten,” :

Talbot wondered now whether he had been a little foo
stubborn in his pride—whether he might not have taken
Tom Marry’s-cheery invitation in the same spirit in which it
wia given.

Certainly he would have liked to go with the merry party
that would leave 8t. Jim's on tho morrow; he would have
liked nothing better., But, after all, his decision had heen
wise ; he would not be & burden on his friends,

¥ (Cio for ‘em ! o

“One more rush, and finish the beggars!” came Figgins's
ringing voice, quite close to the School House now,

“ Buck up, School House I”?

“Wally wound, boi Jovel”

“ Pile 1n, vou slackers !’ _ _

Talbot started. He came out of his gloomy reverie with
a jump. Down there in the whirling snow his chumns were
getting the worst of it,. and here he was * mooning ™ in law
gpirits over what could nct be helped.

He pulled himself together.,  “ Blue devilsa’ would be all
very well on the morrow,  Just st present his aid was wanted
by the Co. in the last tussle of the term.

“Wally wound!” shricked Arthur Augunstus D' Arcy, as he
was rolled over in the snow hy a charge of the New House
juniors. ** Wescune! Yawoch! Ugh!”

Talbot dashed out of the studv. He was quite himself
ggrain now, keen and active and alers, blue devils banished
1ill the morrow., He slid down the banisters at top spead,
and pauzed for a second to shout into the common-roon:

“Pack up! You're wanted] DNew House cads!”

And the [ellows in the eommen-room, who were discussing
Christmas holidays round a cosy lire, ** backed up’ at once
at the call, and followed Talbot with a rush to the door, and
out into the whirling snow in the quadrangle,

' Rescue, School Honse !

Tom Merry & Co, were hard pressed.  The New House
army were superior in numbers, and they bad driven the
Hehool House back to the ]:Iﬂ'[‘f.‘f‘l of their House. There,
round the old stone steps, Tom Merry & Co. were putting up
u degperate resistance.

The sudden rush of Talbot and his followers brought a
change upon the scene.  Figgins & Co., coming on in a final,
triumphant charge, were met by a counter-charge, and there
was a4 wild and whirling struggle in the snow, Snowballa
wore forgotten, and the fight raged at close quarters.
Fellows rolled over in the gnow, grabbing one another,and
punching one another’s noses with great heartiness, The
great Figeins himsell was downed, and Fatty Wynn disap-
peared into a snowdrift up to the neck, Tom Merry & Co.
rallied, and came on again, and the New House party were
driven back in their turn.

Arthur Augustus jumped up, hatless, collarless, and eovered
with enow, but brimming over with pluck,

“Pile in, deah bhoys! Ga for the boundahs!

“ Back upi”

" Hooray I

The charge of the reinforced School House army was irre-
pistible.  Buck went Figgins & Co., right across the old guad
to their own House, and showera and vaollevs of snowbally
drove them into the porch for shelter,

*Forward " roarced Tom Merry,  “ Fimsh the bounders ™

* Hooway 1™

And the School House juniors charged right mto the porch,
snd Figrins & Ueo. went tumbling headlong inte the house:
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and snowballs followed them in, and squashed on the walls
and the stairs, till Reddy slammed the door. Then the victors
in the last fight of the term gave three tremendous cheers, to
inform avcrvhﬂd_}( whom it might concern that the School
House was Cock-liouse at 8t. Jim’s, and trooped back across
the dusky ¢quad in triumph.

" Bai Jove!"" gasped Arthur Augustus, as he scraped snow
out of his neck, *“We vewy neahly got licked that time,
deah boys. Aftah I was down witﬂ some beast mittin' on
my neck, you fellows hadn't much chance. If it hadn't been
for old Talbet, the New House would have wound up the term
with a win 1"

“ Good old Talbot!” said Tom Meorry, slapping his chum
affectionately on the shoulder, ** Always the right man in
the right place !’

" ¥oas, wathah!™?

“And the silly ass,' sai] Monty Lowther, * thinks we're
going to leave him here to-morrow—what??

Talbot amiled.

““That's all right,” he said cheerily.
have tea "

And the victorious heroes of the School House went in ta
bave tea, without arguing that matter any further with
Palbot ; but they had their own ideas on the subject.’

“Let's go in and

— —

CHAPTER 2.
The Last Feed of the Term,
S TUDY No. 6 presented a very festive appearance thab

ovening,

Blake and Herrics and Digby and D’Arcy, the
owners of that famous apartment, were giving a final feed to
wind up the term, and the accommodation of gtudy No, b was
hardly equal to the strain,

The chums who were going to separate -on_the morrow
forgathered in Study No. 6 for the feed, and they came in
great force. The Terrible Three, of course, were there—and
Talbot and Kangaroo and Glyn and Dane, and - Lumley-
Lumley and Reilly and Hammond and Figgins & Co. from
the New Ilouse—quite cheery and cordial in HPifﬂ of their
defeat 1n the pgreat snow-fight., Redfern & Co., toa, had
come over from the New House, Skimpole came in, and
Gore and Levison of the Fourth, all on good terms for once.
‘ Monty Lowther had humorously chalked on the door
YSTANDING ROOM ONLY " but it really looked as if
it was a little doubtful whether there would be standing
room. The inside of Study No. 6 was beginning to resemble
the inside of a sardine tin, from the closencss of the packing.
But good huniour I'Eiglm.-f.l supreme,  Arthur Aupgustus dicd
not even “ grouse '’ when his beautiful boots were trodden
upon, The study dooi was left wide open, and the fellows
who could not find room inside ' camped in the passage.
Good things were handed to and fro, and there were in-
cessant calls from the fellows cutside:

" Pass the cake!?

“ Don’t scofl all the tarts, Futty [

“ This way with the pie!”

Other fellows whose names weren't on the list of guests
coming along and hnding that festive scene in  propress,
generously joined the party of their own accord, and very
soon in the Fourth Form passage there was a **block in
the traffic.”

Arthur Augustus did the honours of the study with as
much grace as the crowded state of the apartment would
allow. The swell of Bt. Jim’s was in hiz element when he
was enfertaining guests, Blake and Herries and Dig cheer-
fully left their elegant chum to do the honours. They
devoted their attention to the mors solid satisfaction of
securing & ‘‘ whack " in the feed.

There was a merry buzz of voices in the study, most of the
fellows talking at once.

‘ Falbot, deah boy, can ¥ pass you the tarta?”

“ Yey, thanks! Good old Gussy|”

“ Lowthah, can 1 pass vou ty

“You can’t!” grinned Monty Lowther,
MNo passage.’’

i g"{m misappweliend me, deah boy.
calke?”’

" Ha. ha, ha !

“ Now vou're talking,” said Lowther affably.
with the cake.”

" Let's see those tarts,” came a voice from the passage,

“ Bure and I haven't got my coffec vet, Gussy.”

" Howwy, Wally, {leaﬁ boy; it's all weady! Do you mind
if I pass this coffee avah your head, Lowthah?”

“That I jolly wall do!” reoared Monty Lowther, * Pass if
over Blake's head, please. You are pretty sure to spill it

** Ha, ha. ha i’

“Oh, that's all wight!" said Aythut Augustus, holding
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ottt the saucer with the cup resting on it. * Can you weach
it, Weilly?’ U

“ Faith, and I think so0,' said Reilly, stretching his arm
across Figgins and Kerr and Redfern, who were in the way.
- Ye?. Ive got it! No, I haven't, don't let go—tare and
ouns.’’

The warning came too late, D'Arey had lek go.

There was a fiendish yell from Blake as a cup of hot
coffee descended upon 1|E| knees, He jumped up as if he
had received an electric shock.

“Yarooch! Oh, vou ass! Gr-rr-ro!”

““ Bai Jove!"

" Wow-wow ! Oh, vou ass

“ Weally, Blake—""

“ Take it calmly ! grinned Tom Merry,
work.”

“Yow-ow! I'm scalded!” roared Blake,

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“0OFf all the blithering idiots——" _

““ T wefuse to be called a blithewin' idiot, Blake!”

“Ow, ow, ow!" jerked out Blake, mopping the colfee off
his trousers with his handkerchief, * Ow, ow! What are
you silly idiots cackling aut? Ow!"

** Ha, ha, ha!" .

“ Wait a moment, Weilly, and T will pass you anothah
cup !

HHn, ha, ha! Look out, Blake.” :

“If you pass any more cups over mo there will be a dead
idiot lying about here the next minute!” hooted Blake.

“ Hand it this way,” said Talbot, laughing. And ho
succeeded in mavigating tho cup of coffee to the Ivish junior
without an accident.

There was a sudden roar from the passage. "

““ Hore, koep off! No room to pass! Buzz off, _1.-::-11'}_“3]5;5!

“Rats!" came a veply in the well-known tones of Wally of
the Third, ‘I want to sse my major.’"

“ Bai Jove, that's my minah!" suid
Arthur Augustus. ** I'm afwaid there's no
woom for you to como 1n, Wally. Pway
sit down out thah !

“Rats! I waut to apeak lo you. ass "

“* Weally, Wally——""

“ 0Oh, I'll make rvoom o pasal'
Wally. " Come on, Joo!"

“'Ear, 'car !"" said Joe Frayne.

There was another roar i the passage,
and a sound of ecrashing crockery, as the
two fags of the Third shoved a way
through. They arrived in the doorway of
Study Neo. 6 breathless—D"Arey minor and
Joe Frayne of the Third, Wally. D"Arey
was looking wrathful, but Frayne was
grinming, Frayne gava Talbot a cheery
nod, which the Shell fellow replicd to with
a smile—tho Toff had known the waif of
the Third in the old days, when little Joe
was a waif of the slums, before Tom Merry had befricnded
him and brought him to &t Jim’'s.

Wally and Frayne looked into the study, bur certainly
there was no possibility of metting further, [t was erowded
in the passage, but in the study it was crammed., Arthur
Augustus jammed his famous monozle into his eve, and
vegarded his minor severely. *

:: Weally, Wally, you yonng wasecal i

Oh, don’t you begin, Gus!" zaid Wally in an imploring
tone.

* Pway wemain where you are. You are vewy welcome to
the feed, you young boundah, bur vou must tweat vour
eldahs with pwopah wespect.” ' '

*“Oh, rats!” said Wally., * Look here, T didn't come hers
for a fe-z_d, though I'll chip in, as rhere's one going. You
can pass the ham sandwiches. Pile in. Joa!" =

“What-ho, Master Wally " clhuekled Fravne.

“ Now, look here, Gussy—" ‘

“ Pway don't bothah now, Wally !™

“Can't be put oft,” aaid D"Aroy minor, * We're breaking
up to-morrow. Now, as the house {3 ¢losed up, and our
[_:II""EII?].E are abroad, the pater has arranged for us to spend
Christmas with Aunt Adeling, and I told vou from the start
that I jolly well wasn't poing to do anvthing of the sert.
You can go to Aunt Adehina if vou like."” :
~You are quite awah, Wally, that Tom Mewwy has kindly
invited me to accompany him to Hucklebewwy Heatl," said
Arthur Auvgustus, = Undah those eires, T have excnsed
myself to Aunt Adelina,  With vou it 15 dilfewent, You are
too young to be bwusted awound without the eve of an
eldah on you.”

“Bow-wow I'" snid Wally disvespectfnlly,
not having any! Tlaven't :

““ All in the daxy’s

qaid

. “ I tell you I'm
I tixed it vpe dogs’ ages ago, for
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Joe to spend Christmas with me; and do you think I'm going
to take Rim Lo :"Liuut- ﬁ.}delinm’s to play becgar-your-neighbour
with a set of little girls!"

“You are b diswespoctful voung wascal, Wally.  Aunt
Adelina's little nieces are o vewy nice lot of little gals, and
little pals of seven and cight are vewy nice companions for
little boys.™

*“ Why, you—yon—ryou " gasped Wally. .
calling a little boy, vou i&tEead? I tell you I'm not going
to Aunt Adelina’s. [ wrote to her and told her so, and I've
just had an answer that I must go because the pater arranged
1t before he went abroad. Now I want vou to write."”

“ Weally, Wally 3 :

“As vou're my major, aunty will take some notice of
vou,” said Wally, with a smff, ** You can tell her I'm not
cominzg. I've decided to come with you to Huckleberry
Heath.

“¥You cheekay voung wascal !™

“ Have vou, by Jove " exclaimed Tom Merry, langhing.

“Yes, 1 have,”" said Wally; " and Joe's eoming too!”

**Ha, ha, ha!™

“"Glad to have you, iy son,” sald Tom. * But voun muss
get leave from your aunt, or else T shall have to deny myself
the pleasure.”

“ You can wire to Miss Fawceett that I'm coming with you,
if vou like," said Wally, unheeding.,

“1 wefuse to allow Tom Mewwy to do anythin' of the
sort I sald Arthur Auguvstus iadignoently, = You are to go
to Aunt Adelina’s, Wally. [t will do vou good to mix in the
nnpwovin' society of little eals.”

“* Hu, ha, ha!"

“T'm not going!" roared Walle,  “ And if vou don't
write and catch the post, I'll punch your head, Gussy."

“ I cannotl thwash you in the cwowded state of the studay,

Wally ™ -
SO, von

1

“ Whom are yon

couldn't, anyway!”  saad
Wally, * Pass me those toris, Figgins.
Thanks! Now, Gussy, are you going to
write that letter, or am I going to pelt you
with jam-tarts; Yon can take your
choice.™

Arthur Augustus simply glored at las
minor, while the other fellows roared with
langhter,  With so many puests wedged
into the study, it was impossible for the
awell of 8t, Jim's to gt at the redoubtable
Wally, while his elegant form presiding ak
the table offered an easy target for the
scamp of the Third. Wally raised o faf
and Juicy tart aloft.

“Now, Unssy, ves or no T

“* Yo young wottah !

“* Ha he, ha !

“ Yoy or no?" ronred Wally traculently.

 No, vou cheekay little wascal— Oh
ewimbs o

¥

Vhiz! squash! _

::h"rhur .ﬂul.ugustm strove to dodge the tart, with the rvesult
that ho eaught it witlf his ear instead of his nose. There waa
a horrid squash, and the ?-'l.'.rl:-"‘u of Bt. Jim's gave n 1?11{!1}'[‘11.

‘Ol ewumbs ! My yah is all jammay! Oh deah! _

The second tart caught Arthur Auvgustus under the chin,
amid fresh wells of laughter.

** Yea or no?" shouted Wally.

voGweat Seott! 1 am stickay all ovah! Pway chuck thag
voung wulfian out, deah boys! Oh, cwumbs! Hurl the young
wottah out of the studay!”

* All hands on deck!” roared Kangaroo.

“ Leggo!' howled Wally, ¢ Hands off!
Yaroooh! Oh, my only Aunt Jane!"

Many hands made light work! The two fags were hurled
forth, and the crowd in the passage received them like a pair
of battering-rams. There fresh hands were laid upon them,
and they were © passed "' down the passage like balls n a
Rugger game, By the time they reached the end of tho
passage they wera jammy, sticky, untidy, rumpled, and com-
plotely out of breath. And a shower of missiles, chiefly frag-
ments of tarts and bits of pie and halves of oranges, followed
them in a regular fusillade, and the two heroes of the Third
wore glad to beat a retreat down the staircase,

In Study No, 6 the great celebration went on without any
further interruption from Wally of the Third.

Back up, Joe!

CHAPTER 3.
D'Arcy's Dodge,
s ETTER for Master Merey 1"
” Master Merrvy took the lecter from Toby, the page,
Tha Torrible Three had keturned to their study afrer
the ecelebration m No. 6. It was not usual for the juniorg
THE GEM LIBRARY.—No. 399.
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to get a letter so late in the evening, but it was an extra
post due to Christmas-time, Tom Merry glanced at the letter
oarelessly.

“ Tip for Christmas?’ asked Monty Lowther. :

“It's from my Eﬁd governess,” sald Tom Merry, recognis-
ing the precise handwriting of Miss Priscilla Fawceit on the
envelope, and he opened the letter,

Lowther and Manners grinned. The letter probably con-
tained some valuable advice to Tom Merry about keeping
flanne]l next to the skin, and not getting his feet wet, and
about the importance of taking regular doses of Dr. Spoffin’s
Perracotta Tabloids for Tiny Tummics. But Tom, as he
read through the letter, hecame very grave,

““What's the news?’ murmured Monty Lowther. ** Some-

thing new in the medicine line? What is it this time? Pink
Pillules for Pathetic Pifflers?”’

“ Oh, rats!”’ said Tom.

“ Oy Patent Plasters for Seedy Schoolboys?”

“ Blessed if T quite understand it,” said Tom Merry. ** I'm

{ol!y glad I'm going home to-morrow, anyway! I don't quite
ike this. Some silly ass has been frightening Miss Fawcett.”
Monty Lowther looked serious at once. Miss Priscilla
Fawcett had many curious little ways; but she was a dear
old soul, and the chums of the Shell all liked and respected
her very much.

* “Read it,” said Tom. * You needn't read all of it; that

1.‘ "

“ + hope you are taking cara of your dear little chest—-
read out Monty Lowther,

Tom Merry turned red.

" Not that part, fathcad! Further on!’”

“ “If you should get your feet wet, remember that a hot-
water bottle——' "’
* Silly ass, further on! Begin there!”
#0Oh!"” said Lowther; and he read:

¢ There have been some strange happenings here, which
have alarmed me a little, and I shall be very glad to have
my dear boy at home. You remember the old priory close
to Laurel Villa, which the countryfolk believe is haunted?
On several nights strange sounds have been heard there, and
dark figures have been scen. It is very alarming. I myself
saw a strange form in the priovy last night when I was
returning from the village at a late hour, and it startled me
very much. I had been with Mr. Dodds to visit the prisoners’
camp near Huckleberry Heath, where the German prisoners
are interned, to take the poor fellows some little comforts
for Christmas. It was quite late when I came home, and if
Mr. Dodds had not been with me I should have been very
frightened at seeing that strange figure lurking in the dark-
ness. Mr. Dodds ran into the priory to see who it was, but it
had vanished. Of cowrse, I do not believe in ghosts, but it
was very unnerving. 1 shall be glad to have my dear boy
with me through these dark days. Of course, Tommy davling,
you may bring your friend Talbot; I am alwaye glad to see
all your friends. You must be very careful on the journey
down to wrap up your dear little neck——"""

“That's enough!” said Tom, jerking away the letter.
“ The rest wouldn't interest you, fathead! Now, I wonder
what that means—"’

* It means that you're to put a muffler on—""

“ Fathead ! rcared Tom Merry. *“1 mean, about the
bhaunted priory. You remember going over the place when
we were down there in the summer; we pienicked theve with
Doddy, the curate, and Cousin Ethel. Some silly josser must
be playing tricks; and if any thumping ass has been frighten-
“?gl-' my old governess I'llI'll give him such a thundering
hiding—""

“ Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowther heartily. *° We'll lock
for him and have him out, and make a giddy cxample of him.
It will be a lark.”

“ 8o there’s German prisoners stacked up near your place
now, Tommy?" asked Manners., ** We can have a look at
them—what ™

Tom Merry nodded.

“ Yes, there's a coneentration camp on Huekleberyy ITeath ;
plenty of room there, you know. Miss Fawceti takes them
things—winter clothes and things, and she’s been eupplying
them with puddings for Christmas, Seems to me they get
a better time in our concentration camps than they get in
the firing-line, Of course, the poor chaps ought to be treated
well; they can’t help their potty Kaiser poing to war.”

* I'll take my camera,” said Manners thonghtfully. “ Worth
keeping, some enaps of the giddy Germans., What are you
wrinkhng your neble brow about?™ z

Tom Merry frawned.

“T'm thinking of that fathead—whoever he is—playing
tricks and scaring Miss Faweett,” he said, clenching his hand
“ I wish I had himn within hitting distence !
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“Well, you will to-morrow,” said Lowther comfortingly.
“ What about Talbot? The silly ass says he's not coming !”

“ Oh, he's got to come!” said Tom.

“ He's talking about swotting for the Founders’ Medal
through the vac,” said Manners.

“ OR, rot!” g

“T'm afraid Talbot’s a bit touchy,” said Lowther, with a
shake of the head. *' He feels it, having no people of his
own, and he's afraid of being a burden on his friends. As :_f
we didn’t want him—the duffer! Only he's jolly obstinate !

“ He's got to come, though!"”

There was @ tap at the door, and Arthur Augustus's eye-
glass gleamed in. :

T want to ‘speak to you chaps about to-mowwow,” said
Arthur Augustus. * I pwesume it is setled that Talbot im
comin’, whethah he likes it or not?"’

“* Ves, rather]”

“ Then there will be six of us,” said Arthur Augustus
thoughtfully, “You thwee and Blake and mysell and
Talbot. Hewwies and Dig are goin’ by twain to Hewwies'
place, so they won’t be in the cah.”

“ The car? said the Terrible Three together.

Arthur Augustus nodded. .

“Vaas. You sece, my patah’s abwoad; but his cah
isn't, and I have contwived to awwange for it to be sent
heah to-mowwow to take us away, instead of goin’ by twain.
I twust you fellows have no objection?”

“ Not'at all!"” said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Jt's a wathah big cah, you know, and will take the
baggage all wight,” said D'Arey, ‘' and there is plentay of
woom for six. You see, I thought of the cah when I was
turnin’ it ovah in my mind how to persuade Talbot to come.”

“1 don't suppose it will make much difference to Talbot,
going by car or by train,” said Tom Merry, puzzled,

The swell of 8f. Jim’s smiled the smile of superior knows
ledge,

““That's where you make a little mistake, deah boy. You
can wely on a fellow of tact and judgment to see to these little
mattahs.”

“ What rot!” said Tem. “A ride in a motor-car won'd
make Talbot come if he's determined not to come.”

* Yaas, it will, deah boy.”

“ How?"” demanded the Terrible Three.

Arthur Augustus chuckled.

“ That's where my scheme comes n, deah Joys.
Ta]b\?\t ]\I-ill come out into the woad to see us off—"

e ,‘e ',’

i And I have awwanged with Hewwies and Dig and Kanga-
wooh to see us off befoul they go to catch their twain—-"

“ '\“\'cll?i’

“ And they arve goin’ to pitch Talbot neck and cwop inte
the cah I"? chuckled Arthur Augustus.

Y My hat!”

“ And then we shall be off with a wush, and we sha'n’t stop
{ill we get to Hucklebewwy Heath.”

“ Great Seott [

“ What do vou think of that for a wheeze, deah boye!™
asked Arthur Augustus,

* Ha, ha, ha!”

1 considah it wathah nobbay myself. I have wequested
Kangawooh to pack Talbot's things and send them aftali him
by twain,”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“7T wegard it as a wippin’ dodge. But as we are goin’ to
vour place, Tom Mewwy, I felt boungd to consult you in the
mattah. Of course you appwove?”

“Of course,” said Tom' Merry, laughing. * It's a vipping
scheme. Omnee in the car and going at top speed, Talbot can
argue as mueh as he likes,”

“ Vaas, there will be no objection to that,” agreed D’ Arcy.
“ We'll give him his head, deah boys, so fah as that is con-
cerned; but we won't let him get out of the cah at any
pwice. 1 am wathah pleased with that dodge. 1 was thinkin’
it evah, you know, and it flacshed into my bwain.”

“ Hear hear!”

“ Not a word to Talbot, of course,’
mysteriously.

“ Not a giddy syllable.”

And Arthur Augustus retired very pleased with himeclf
and his “ dodge.”  The Tervible Three were pleased with it,
tao, Tt was veally the simplest way out of the difficuliy.

CHAPTER 4.
Willy-Nilly.
T IIE morning dawned on St Jim's,

oid

(]

said Arthur Augustug

Tt was a Dbright, keen December merning. The

snow had ecaeod to fall, but the old school was gleam-

ing with white from the quad to the summit of the old
tower, St. Jim's fellows turned ont in great spivits,

““THE PENNY POPULAR,” ‘‘CHUCKLES,” 1D.
Every Friday. Every Saturday, 2



Every Wednesday.

%’Iﬂhat looked ns cheerful as the rest.

kis heart was heavy, ho knew how to keep a stiff upper
lip. There was a cherry smile on his face when he came
down, and he had a pleasant word for everybody. After the
fellows had gone, there would come a difference; but then
they would not see it.

The drive had been cleared of snow, and in the fresh
morning o big, handsome ear came whirring up to the School
House. It was Lord Eastwood's car, with Lord Kastwood’s
chaufleur in attendance, and it was to take Tom Merry &
Co. all the way to Laurel Villa, at Huckleberry IHeath. A
crowd of fellows gathered round to see them off,

The bags were placed in the car, and Enm:l-h];ea and good
wishes were said. Then a sudden thought seemed to strike
Arthnr Augustus D'Arey,

“ Wobinson !"

“* Yes, sir ! said the chauffeur,

* Pway, wun the eah down to the gates, and wait in the
woad.”

* Yes, sir ! _

Thoe car glided away down the drive.

“"You fellows can come down to the gates, and see us off,”’
said Arthur Augustus, as he put on his beautiful coat, and
5&-1.?'{! his silk hat a finnl brush before he put it on.  * Pway

EILJ.’"i] runt away, Talbot. I specially want to have you see us
off.

“T moen to," said Talbot, with a smile,

" You fellows wemembah what I told you,” said D'Arcy,
with a wvery significant look at lHerries and Dig and
Kangaroo.

“ Bhush, ass !" murmured Blake,

“ Weally, Dlake—-"

“Come on,'” said Tom Merry briskly,

Arthur Augustus was so excessively eautious that there was
danger of Talbot learning the little " dodge” that was
planncd for his benelit,

“Yans Did you put that extwa coat in the cah, Blake?"”

* Yas, fathead !

* That extwa coat will be required, you know, Gmd—_bﬁfc-.
Wally. I {wust that vou and Fwayne will have a weally
good timo ut Aunt Adelina’s. Pway give my kindest wegards
to all cur little cousins.”

D'Avey minor bestowed a ferocious glare on his major,

“T'm not going to Aunt Adelina’s, fathead!”

“ Weally, Wally o

“1f Toin Merry wasn't a fathead and a rank outsider, he
would aslk me to come down to Laurel Villa,” said Wally
morosely ¢ Not that I want to fish for an invitation,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ My dear kid,” said Tom Merry kindly, ““I'd be jolly
glad to have you, you know that, and Frayne too. Dut if
you're to go to your Aunt Adelina, you must go, you know.”

“Rats ! said Wally,

“Think how nice it will be for the little girls, Wally,"”
said Monty Lowther solemnly, ** You will be able to play
kiss-in-the-ring—""

“ Oh, cheese it !’ said Wally wrathfully. “ T think Gussy
is playing it low down on me. Cousin Ethel's coming to
Lnuruf illa, too. If I ask her, very likely she will go to
Aunt Adelinn’s justead of me-—she’s o good sort ”

“ Wats " said his major emphatically.

“ You—vyou'll remember me to Cousin Ethel, won't you,”
murmured Piggins of the Fourth, and—and if you want a
little run in tﬁ\:m vac., 'tain't very far to Bristol, vou know,
and Kerr and Wynn will be there with me., vou know——"

“ Thark you vewy much, deah boy,” said Arthur Angustus,
“ We might wan ovah one [ln?f, while Ethel is goin' wound
lookin® aftah the poor people in the village with Miss
Fawcett.”’

“ Ahem ! stuttered Figgins, * I—I mean Cousin Ethel
might like to run over too, you know. DBristol 1s a splencid
place, you know, and—and I know Cousin Ethel wonld like
to see the suspension bridge, and—and o

“ Weally, I'iggins, I don't know that my cousin 13 specially
intewested in suspension bwidges,” said Arthur Auvgustus,
beginning to suspeet Figgins of nlterior motives. ** Good-bye,
deah boys; merry Christmas [

Quite a little army of fellows marched down to the gates to
see Tom Merry & Co. off. The car was waiting in the
voad. Five juniors took their places in the big car, then
Robinson started the engine,

“ Well, good-bye!” said Talbot cheerfully, shaking hands
all round with the five juniors. ' Best of times Hallo !
What the dickens i

“Ha, ha, ha [

Talbot suddenly found himself seized [rom behind by
Kangaroo and Herries and Digby,  He was whirled off s
feet, and pitched bodily into the car. 1

He pitched down among the fect of the jumors there, and
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[]]31411:#: promptly planted a knee in his back, keeping him
own,

“ Let her wip, Wobinson !” shouted Arthur Augustus,

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—I say,” stuttered Talbot. What
the denco——"

Robinson let her ** rip.”” .

The big car buzzed away down the road, gathering spead,
amid a cheer and a shont of laughter from the group of
juniors ab the school gates,

Blake kindly removed his knee from Talbot's back. The
Bhell fellow staggered up in the car,

He was amazed and bewildered,

“ ¥You duffers!” he exclaimed.
Stop the ear, Gussy!"

“ Wats " said Gussy screnely.

Talbot looked worried.

“ You want me to come a little way with you?" he asked.
“ Don’t take mo too far to walk back, there's a good chap.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do vou think you ecan walk back from Huckleberry
Haoath 1" asked Monty Lowther, in a thoughtful sort of way.

“ No; ass! It's more than fifty miles, isn't it?"

“ A good bit more,"” grinned Tom Merry,

““ Btop the ear, Gussy, old man.”

* Bow-wow "

“ Now, loock here! What's the little game?" demanded
Talbot warmly,. i

“ Here's your coat, deah boy,” said Arthur Auvgustus.
“ Pway got into it, or you will feel the dwaught, you know."

He helped the bewildered junior on with his coat, :

* Now sit down,”" said Tom Merry, dragging Talbot into a
seat beside him.

Talbot looked round at the grinning, good-humonred faces.

" What's the little game ?"" he exclaimed. * Don't take mo
too far; I've got to get back to the school, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Going to gwot through 'the vac.—what?”’ chuckled
Mannoers,

(1] YEE.TT

“1 don't thinl "

* But—but i

" Here we are at Wavland aleeady,” sald Tomn Merry, aa
they possed through the old market-town, * This is quickor
than trains—what 7"

** Yes, wathah,”

“T can got a train back from here,”" said Talbot uneasily,

" Not unless we stop the eah, deah boyp.”

““ Where's vour first stop, then?"

“ Lauwel Villah!”

** Ila, ha, ha!l”

“ Now look here——"" hegan Talbot,

““No good, old chap,” said Tom Merry; © you're coming.
Can't be helped now, Take it ealmly, You're booked for
the vacation.™

““ I1a, ha, ha!"

Talbot frowned for a moment, and then his handsome face
broke into a smile. e understood the deep design of his
affectionate chums,

" But—Dbut, I say—"" he muttered,

“ No escape,” said Monty Lowther.
were going to leave wvou hehind, yon nss?
come "’

“We'll try and give sou a good time at Lauvel Villa,” said
Tom Merry, ** As good as grinding at 8L, Jim’'s, anywayr.”

L But___:f?

“ But me no buts, vou're coming ; and you don’t go back
to school until wo go," said Tom. " You're in for it now,
Talbot, and you may as well make up your mind to it."”

“ Yaas, wathah! 1 utterly wefuse to stop the cah
grinned Arthur Augustus,

Talbot laughed.

““ You dufters,” he said, put there was quiver in his voico—
“ you duffers! What am I going te do for my things?"

" That's all wight; Noble is sendin’ them aftah vou.
awwanged all that,”

“You bounder !
claimed Talbot,

“ ¥aas, wathal,

** IIa, ha, ha!l"

“Made up your nund vet, Talbot?' asked Tomn Mervy,
lavghing

“Yes," said Talbot, laughing, too. “Tt—it's awlully
decent of you, I shall be glad to come. But——"

‘“* No more buts! Hurrah!"

The car sped on through the gleaming conntrvside, Mile
after mile raced under the rapid wheels, There was o burz
of merry voices in the ear, and Talbot’s voice was as merry
a5 the rest His face was bright, his eves shining. He had
bien carried off lawlessly, butﬁm was glad of 1t. Thoso long,
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¢ Ts this a praetical joka?
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You've got to

e
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Then you had all this fixed vp ! ex-

I wegard it as wathah deep, myself.”
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lonely days at the school, while the other fellows were away—
be would not experience that mow. The cloud had been
chased from his brow, and his heart was.light. For the
“'Toff,”” as for the rest bf the Co., there ias to be a merry
Christmas.

—_—

CHAPTER 5.
Home for Chrisimas.
= ALLO! There's the camp !
The car had entered upon the long road crossing
- the expanse of. Huckleberry Heath, '

The sight of a khakiclad figure by the roadside, with a
xifle on his shoulder, made the juniors jump up in the car.

They waved their caps t6 Tommy Atkins, who smiled and
saluted in return.

In the distance, across the heath, they could see the camp
of the German prisoners of war.

A group of buildings, surrounded by a fence of barbed
wire, with sentries on guard, Beyond the barbed wire they
could see a crowd of Germans. In one spot thgy were playing
football, ‘and in other places they were talking in-groups,
chatting and smoking, apparently very contented with ‘their
lot. Probably they found the camp s very pleasant change
after the shellswept battlefields of Belgium, where their
compatriots were driven in swarms to hopeless destruction by
a semi-insane moonarch. . The juniors gaz.ed at them with
keen interest, Arvthur Augustus telling ** Wobinson *’ to slow

Wi

Commonplace-looking enough were the swarms of prisoners,
in all jorts<of attire. It was difficult to realise that these
were the men who hed carried fire and sword through
unhappy Belgium, who had written upon one of the fairest
lands of Europe the record of Prussian barbarity in blood
and ashes, i

There were sightseers on the heath, looking curiously at
the Teutonic prisoners.

 Look pretty satisfied, as far as I can see,” grunted Monty
Lowther, as the car glided on, and the juniors resumed
their seats. ** Hanging’s too good for some of them. But
I suppose it’s up to us to treat them well.”

“ Yaas, wathah I’ "said Arthur Augustus. * Always must
ﬁlay the game, degh boy. . Besides, these poor beasts can’

elp it; they den’tiive in a fwee countwy like uge I darésay
guite & numbah of them would be vewy glad to go back to
ghavin’ and hairdwessin® and waitin’ at table if 1t was not
for their widiculous Kaisah !”

“Hallo!] Stop!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as he caught
sight of two figures coming away from the concentration
camp towards the road. ‘ There's Miss Faweett,”

“ And Mr. Dodds,”” said Blake.

* 8top, Wobinson !

The car whirred to a halt, just as Miss Priscilla Fawcett

and the curate of Huckleberry Heath reached the road. Tom
Merry Jumpe.;]] out, and ran to his old governess. )
. Miss Priscilla’s kind old face lighted up at the sight of the
unior. To Miss Priscilla, Tom Merry was always the dear
ittle boy she had cared for from his earliest years; the
sturdy Shell fellow was always “dear litfle Tommy ” in her
affegtionate eyes. .

“Tommy darling!” exclaimed: Miss Priscilla, embracing
the captain of the SheH, and Kissing him on both cheeks.
“ My -dearest little boy! I did not expect you til] the
afternoon train, I hope you have been careful to keep your
neck well wrapped up in the car.”

Y Ye-e-es,” gaid Tom, laughing and colouring, ““How do
you do, Mr. Dodds? You kngw all these chaps, excepting

albot. This is Talbot of the Shell—one of the best

Miss Priscilla shook hands with Talbot of the Shell, and
the curate of Huckleberry Heath followed her example. The
{na.ndsomu, frank face made a good impression upon both of

em,

“Jump into the cah!” said Arthur Augustus. “I will
sit beside the dwivah, deah boys; there’s plenty of woom.
Are you goin’ home now, Miss Pwiscillah 7"

“Yes, Arthur. Had you not better turn up the collar of
your coat, Tommy-—""

“ Jump in, Mr. Dodds! ¥You can dwive on, Wobinson !'

Miss Priscilla and Mr. Dodds sat down in the ear. Tom
Merry arranged o rug about his old governess. The car
rughed on towards the village.

“You had my letter, Tommy dear?” murmured Miss
Prizeilla,

“ Yes; it came last night,” said Tom.

“ And you have done all that I told you—you remember
your chest is not at all strong——"’

Tom Merry laughed. His chest was a9 sound as a bell.

“And I told you in my letter about your feet—-"

“You told. me about a giddy ghost at the priory,” said
Tom Merry, locking daggers ai Monty Lowther and Manners,
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who were smiling.  “ What's all that, Mr. Dodds? T ib
some silly duffer playing ghost there?”

Mr. Dodds looked grave,

“I do not know,” he replied. “That is probably the
explanation. There is a story in the neiihbourhood that the
place is haunted, and at Christmas-time the ghost is supposed
to appear in the dark hours; but, of course, that 1s all
nonsense, Certainly, a dark figure has been seen gliding
among the ruins, and it had vanished when it ha beil}.
searched for in a very mysterious manner. Tt will probably
i_,u]r;r} out t0 be some foolish fellow with a turn for practical
joking.”

The chums of St. Jim's exchanged glances. It occurred to
them that a ghost-hunt would add a little liveliness to their
Christmas .hoﬁday.

“ We'll jolly well look for the bounder !” said Blake,

“ What-ho!” said Tom.

Miss Priscilla looked anxious. _

“ My darling Tommy, I cannot allow you to go inte
danger ! she exclaimed.

Tom Merry laughed,

‘ Where's the danger #*" he asked. . L

“ It might he some rough person,” said Miss Priscilla, with
a shale of the head. * He might hit you hard—""

M“ I should jolly well hit him hard if he did!” grinned Tom
Terry. ; Y

“ Besides, there are all sorls of pitfalls in tho old priory,’”
said Miss Priscilla, in distress. ‘* You might fall and Hurb
your poor little limbs, Tommy.”

; .‘”II.‘ at's all wight, Miss Pwiscillah; I will look aftah
rim !’ L
 Besides, too, it is very cold and windy there,’”” =aid the
old lady. “ You might catch a cold, Tommy. You kuew,
your dear little chest—"' '

Monty Lowther turned a glﬁ';gie'mto a cough just in time.
Miss Priscilla gave him a look of anxious kindness,

“ Have you a cold, dear Montague 1"

“Nunno!"” stammered Lowther,

“ You coughed a little, Montague. You must take somo
cough mixture before you go to bed to-night—some of
Professor Pickler’s Patent Potion for Little Lungs!™”

“ Oh, my hat " murmured Lowther.

“ Now, don’t think anything more of going over thaf
desadful, old priory, my dears,” said Miss Priscilla. * You
will make me very anxious. You shall go over it in the
summey, when there is no snow, and I will come with you and
see t-‘h,s.t you come to no harm. I am sure that will be very
nice I’ L
¢ Ts that the place, deah madam?” asked Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, as the car passed & grey old building standing back
from the road, Ioneﬁf on the snowy heath,

¢ That is it,” said Miss Priscilla.

The juniors looked at the priory as they passed in the car.
It was o deserted old place, half it ruins. Most of the roof
was gone, and the massive old walls were thick with ivy,
now almost buried under snow. Round the old building the
snow lay in a_ white mantle, thick and untrodden. Very
different the old priory looked from its aspect in the summer,
when the Terrible Three had pienicked there.

“Bal Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, with a starh
t There's somebody there now !”

“Where, Gussy?"

“T saw somel}mdy—ﬂr somethin’—at that window, Tt
gone now,”’ said the swell of 8t. Jim’s. * Btop, Wobinson !

The car halted.

“Let's go and have a look in the place, deah boys,” saidl
Arthur Angustus. “ Miss Pwiscillah ean watch us fwom the
cah and see that we don’t bweak our necks. Mr. Dodds will
come with us, madam.”

Miss Priscilla assented. .

The curate of Huckleberry Heath and the juniors jumiped
down from the car, and marched towards the old priory.
Their boots left deep prints in the soft, fresh snow. A
spacious doorway, from which the door was gone, gave
admittance to the old building, Within, it was shadowy,
even in the daytime. Where the fmf was gone snow had
fallen into the interior, and lay thickly on the old flags. But
where it was sheltered the flags showed moss-covered \\'ig‘l
age.
“ Creepy old place,” said Tom Merry, with a shiver:
* Blessed if I should like to play ghost here 6f a night!”

“ Wathah not!”

“ Where's the giddy individual you saw, Gussy 7" grinned
Blake, *“There doesn’t seem to be any sign of him.”
Arthur Augustus looked puzzled.
“i'm suah I saw .somethin’ or somebody at the window I
he exclaimed. * It looked like a shadow, but I am suah—

The swell of 8t. Jim's looked round in bewilderment.

“There seems to be nobody here now,” remarked Talboti
He was seanning the recesses of the old priory keenlys
“ And where there’s snow, it hasn't been trodden on.”
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| “Now for the vaults,” said Talbot.

lighted, and, gripping their cudgels, the juniors descended

Tom Merry guided them to the entrance of the vaults. The lanterns were

into the dark, damp regions below the old priory,

{See Chapter 12.)

—

““No, bal Jove! Pewwaps I was mistaken.”

“ Quite a new thing for you, Gussy,”" said Mc-nt;rr Lowther
solemnly. ' I suggest getting back to the car. It's cold.”

The explorers returned to the car, Arthur Augustus still
looking very perplexed; and they glided on to the village.
Mr. Dodds was dropped at his house, and the car glided on
to Laurel Vila. : :

Laurel Villa was in a state of festive preparation,

It was a rambling old house, with wide grounds, and the
river Howed past the garden, _ ] _

Now the stream flowed under a thick surfuce of ice, which
delighted the eyes of the juniors as they saw if.  From the
pardens the priory on the heath eonld be seen mn the distanee,
auid the frozen river wound its way on past the old walls of
the ruin.

Outside, Laurel Villa gleamed with snow, and the leafless
lrees grouned and cresked in the gardens, but within all
was bricht and cosy and festive.  Holly and ouistletoe houng
i the dusky, oak-panclled hall, where a big fire was blazing—
legs piled and fizzing and hissing on the wide, ancient hearth,

NEXT
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Talbot looked round him, and he felt a lump rise in his throat
at that first sight of Tom Merry’s old home.

“ Jolly good to be home again!” said Tom Merry, warm-
ing his hands at the logs. *“ And we'll get some skatin
after lunch. Hallo, Hannah " DMiss Priscilla’s faithful o
servitor came along with a smile on her wrinkled face, and
Tom Merry cheerfully kissed her under the mistletoe, for
which Hannah boxed his ears. " Don’t forget C(ussy,
Haunnah ; he's standing under the mistletoe on purpose!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Wenlly, Tom Mewwy—"1

“ Cheer-ho, Talbof, old son!” Tom Merry gave his chum
a R!ﬂlp on the shoulder, °fINok tired, surelyi”

“ Tired? Nol' said Talbot, with o smile.

“Then what are you mooning about?! Nob beginning to
wish you were back at St Jim's, swotting for the Founder’s
Medal?  You ean swot here if voun like,  We'll stack up
school books in your room, and come and watch you

worlk—""

““ Ha, ha, hat”
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Talbot laughed. A .

“1 don't want to swot. 1 was just thinking what a jolly
old place this is, Tom, and what a dear your old governess
is, and what u. Jucky bargee you are generallyl And you
deserve it all, too!”

““Hear, hear!” said Tom Merry. _ :

But lhe understood what was in his chum’s mind. That
guict old home, that cheery fireside, to which Tom was so
sccustomed, was new and strangely moving to the wayward
lad, whose young life had been marked by such strange
“vicissitudes, In the old house ai Huckleberry Heath
;]]"'a-lhﬂt of the Shell first learned the true meaning of the word

oIne.,

CHAPTER 6.
Wally Has His Way.

ALLY snorted,
W Wally was furious,

Wally was feeling greatly inclined to punch some-
body’s head, He came very near punching that of ms loyal
.-:.ncl’ affectionate chum Joe Frayne, foir want of somebody
clee’s.

Wally felt that he had cause to be indignant.

The car had rolled away with the merry party for Huekle-
berry Heath, and D'Arcy minor came back nto the quad-
rangle of 8t. Jim’s, Joe Frayne trotting along by his side
with sympathetic looks,

Frayne would have been quite })Icasnﬂ to go to Aunt
Adelina’s. He would have been pleased to go anywhero
that Wally went. 8o long as lie was with his pal he was
satis{led.

Was it not Wally who had sfwars stood by him and been
his chum when in his first days at St. Jim's he had needed
a helping hand very sorely? = There were snobbish fellows
who Eud been ““down?’ on little Joe because he had been
found in a slum and Tom Merry's uncle was paying his fees
at the school. o

But Wally, who was the minor of the majestic Gussy
and the son of o noble lord—Wally had thought him ** good
enough,” and had chummed with him and stood his friend,
And little Joe would have let himself be eut to pieces for
Wally quite cheerfully. Now he was greatly concerned
about his pal. Wally’s indignant and disconvented brow
worried him.

“T’s rotten!” growled Wally, solacing himself a little by
cutclung Taggles, the porler, with a snmﬁ;ul'l as ha.went baek
into the quad. * Tt's beastly! Hallo, Taggy! Merry
Christmas, old chap!” _

Taggles picked up lis hat, which the smowball had dis-
placed, and glared.

“Young raskil " he growled.

“Rotten " repeated Wally discontentedly.
going to stand it, Joe?"

“ P'r’aps "twan't be so bad at your aunt’s, Master Wally
ventured Frayne,

“Tf vou call me Master Wally again, I'll punch your silly
head "’ growled Wally, I tell you I'm not going to stand
this, and vou're not going to stand it either! Aunty is a
good old sort, but she treats a fellow like a kid!"

Joe Frayne perhaps thought that it was not surprismg that
n lady of sixty vears should treat a fag of the Third Form like
a “kid” but he discreetly refrained from expressing his
opinion on that point.

“ Besides,” continued Wally, *“she’ll make us walk out like
good little boys with the little givls in pinafores.  Besides
that, 1'm jolly well going to Tom Merry’s place, They wili
have a good time there I

“PRut if your annl—"

“T'I1 send her a wire,” said Wally moodily,

“But Master Tom said L

“Blow Master Tom ! snorted Wally,
glad to have us, oughtn’t he?”’

“He said he would be, Wally, but, unless your aunt
agrees, he can’t,”’ said Fravne, with a shuke of the head,

“Exactly; and we're going,” said Wally. "1 tell yon
Pm not going to stand it,  And yvou're not going to stand it
either, Joo. I'm really thinking of you chiefly 1"

“(h, don’t mind me, Master Wally !

“But I do mind you!’ snapped Wally, “It’s jolly un-
reasonable of my people o be abroad at Christmag-time!
s all the fault of those (disgusting Prussians! My pater
anid mater are lookiug after the wounded in France, you
know, Of course, that’s all right, and T woulin’t grumble,
nnl}*-—ﬂnllfm-I’m jolly well going down to Huckleberry Heath !
H Tom Merry won't have me, I know what to do.  Are you

ame !
et Game?’ repeated Fravne,

“Yes, Are you ready for a lark?"

“ Anythin’ yon like; Master Wally,” said Joe loyally.
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““ "That's agreed, then,” said Wally, * We're going. We'll
pack our bags, and mind you pack in all the things Wwe us¢
when we're scouting and camping outt”

Frayne looked astonishec.

“Camping out!” he repeated.
cul, are we't’’ _

“Y¥ou leave that to me,” said Wally, “ We can take our
{ime, and catch the afternoon frain. ~ We dem't want to arrive
at Huckleberry Heath before dark.”

“ My ‘at !’
Iy

“ We ain't goin’ to camp

Wally had evidently made up his mind. _When the scamp
of the Third was obstinate, he* could be very ohstinate
indeed. _

“Hallo! Not gone yet?’ asked Kangaroo, meeting the
Lywo Eugs.l as they came in. “ We're just off. Merry Christ-
mas !’

Kangaroo, otherwise Noble of the Shell, and Clifton Dans,
the Canadian, were going home with Glyn, whose place was
near St, Jim’s. ‘'They started off together in high spints,
Wally and Joe watehed the other fellows off.

Figgins & Co. of the New House were going together, and
Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence in another party. Reilly and
Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth were going to the Isle of Man
with Kerrulsh, the Manx junior. Cutts of the Fifth and
St. Leger went off in great style n a whacking big motor-car
belonging to Cutts’s people.  Kildave of the Hizth wos going
to Ireland, and taking Darrel with him.

Wally frowned as he watched the crowd disappear. Few
of the fellows were going by the alierncon train. Jameson

and Fur]y Gibson of the Third came to say good-bye to the
two fags. _

“ Looking down in the mounth—what?’ said Jameson,
% When are you starting for your aunt’s, Wally?’

Wally grunted.

“Never! I'm going off on my own.” ]

“My only hat!” said Jameson, *' Youw'll get imnto a row

Y Bow-wow ' osaid Wally.

When their friends were goue, Wall¥ and Joe proceeded
with their packing. Joe Frgyne packed the articles specihied
by Wally, without understanding 1 the least what they were
wanted [or, .

He was feeling a little uneasy, in point of faet, but his
trust in Wally was unbounded, Where Wally went, he
would go. The last brake for the station bore them away
from St. Jim's. .

They changed traing at Wayland, and occupied a couple of
liours in the refreshment-room, waiting for a train to Huckle-
Lerry Heath. When it came they embarked on it. Tho
two fags had a earriage to themselves, and they proceeded
ta lighten the long journey by the consumption of a huge
quantity of tarts and toffee, laid in for the purpose.  Joe
Frayne forbore to ask questions, but he could not help feeling
a little worried, _

Wally had sent a wire from the station to his aunt, explain-
ing that he was going to Huckleberry Heath; so he had now
buriit his boats behind him, so to speak,

“Wa got out at the next station,” said Wally at lasi,
“ You ean carry vour bag if 1 eavry mine—eh?”’

“Wotto ] said Joe.  “Is it "Uckleberry "Eath

“No: that's a station later, We're getting out at the
station before that.”’

“We're not guin’ to Laurel Villa, then?’ asked Joe,
considerably relieved, for he had been feeling very doubtful
of the welcome there, under the peculiny ernrcumstances,

“0Of conrse we're not!” growled Wally, ““If Tom Merry
won't have us, ?w can go and eat coke! But I said I was
going to Huckleberry Heath, and I'm going—see "

ik ]gutr—but where

“We're going to camp out.”’

“My heve! In the snow?®’

“Ng, fathead., There’s an old place within a stone’s-
throw almast of Laurel Villo—well, a it further off than
that. It's an old priory, and supposed to be haunted—-—"

? Aymted |’ repeated Joe, a little uneasily.

Darkness was falling, and o haunted priory after dark was
not the same thing as a bhaunted priory in the daytime.
“ (h, we sha'n't find any ghosts!” grunted Wally,
a ripping old place; I've been over it lots of times.

going to canip there,”

T Uh lﬂrl :!

Tt will be a tremendous lark ! urged Wally, “ A regular
old labyrinth of a place, full of sceret passages and things.
14's more than a thousand vears old, vou know. They built
part of it in the reign of Harold—that chap who got it in
thie neck at the Battle of Hustings, you know, olly old
place in the summer.”

Vi Bob-but in December ! muarmuared Joe,

“Well, I've packed this big bag full of grub, and we've got
a stove and all the things we want for camping out,” said
Wally. * We can chop down a tree for fuel, you know, and
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make & Are. We know how to make fveplaces of stones,
don’t we? It will be no end of a lark.”

“ Oh, Master Wally 1™

“ Didn't T swear a solemn swoear that T would go to ITuckle-
berry Heath for Christmas ?” demanded Wally.

“ Yes: but e

“ And do you think I can break my word, as if T were o
rotten Prussian Kaiser "

“0Oh, no! But—"

“Well, then !"" said Wally.
If you're fumky——"

“1 ain't funky, Master Wally,” =aid Joe reproachiully,
“ But—but it's rather—rather——  Well, it's rather——"

“ Here we are,” said Wally, as the train slackened down.
“ Snow's falling again, blow it ! Got hold of your bag. Ut
you go!” ‘ .

Frayno jumped- out, and Wally followed. A bitter wind
swept through the open country station, and ir bore flakes
of ftresh-falling snow. The two fags tramped out of the
station, carrying their bags, and out irto the falling snow,
Wally, who knew the way well, led s chum out of the
village, upon the road over the moor.

“ My "at] It's dark!” gaid Frayne,

“ I've got a lamp for the camp in the priovy,” said Wally;
“an electric-lamp—I collared it out of Glyw's study.”

* It's cold !

“ Do you expeet it to be sultry at the end of December ¥

* Nunno " _

“ Then don't jaw,"” said Wally, turuing up the collar of his
coat. “ Come on; we've a mile to go vet ! Blow the wind!
Biow the snow! Blow Gussy! Blew Tom Merry!  DBlow
evervbody ! :

And with that comprehensive anathera, Wally tramped off
across the snowy heath, and Joe Frayue followed.

“ Besides, won't b be a lack?

CHAPTER 7.
Camping Out,

2 ALT "
ﬁ “ My hat!"
ok loe M

The glimmer of a levelled rifle brought the two juniors to
a sucdden halt on the dark road oveér the moor. A figure m
a heavy coat loomed up behind the rifle. Wally and Joe
Fravne halted instantly, There was something exceedingly
businesalike about that levelled rifle and the sharp voico that
commaunded them to halt,

“ My only Aunt Jane!” said Wally. It must be samo
bleased Territorial baving a lark, Ilold my bag while I
punch his head.”

“Who goest"

“ Nobody goes at present,’” growled Wally; * we're stop-
ing. Who are you, and what are you playving the giddy ox
or with that gun?"

A light gleamed out, and showed a khaki-clad figure. It
was & Dritish Tommy, and evidently a sentry,

“ Advance !" he rapped out.

“ My 'at, it's a soljer !"” sawd I'rawvne.

* How do you do, Tommy ¥’ said Wally,

The man in khaki laughed.

*“Whot are you doing here?”’ he demanded,

“ Walking,” said Wally cheerfully, ** What are you doing
hore, old man—that's more to the pomnt? T suppose the
Germans haven't dropped in, by any chance?”

Y Can't you see I'm a sentry ?”’

“Yes, I can =eq that,” said Wally, puzzled. * Are you
on guard to sce that the Kaiser doesn’t come in a Zeppelin
and earry off the village church?”

“ Don’t you know it's a coneentration camp here " said
the soldier, who was, fortunately, a good-lumoured individual.
“ You can pass on.’’

* A concentration eamp, by hookey ! said Frayne, looking
curiously at the glimmering lights from the compound across
the heath. “ ¥You've got the Germans there 1"

“Two thousand of em,” said the soldier.

“ My 'at! Do they ever get away?”’

* Not while I'm doing sentry-go,” said the sentry cheerfully,
The light went out. ** You can get on.”

The trooper resumed his pacing of the road, and the two
juniors tramped omn.

“ Blessed if T knew they were keeping Germans here,"” said
Wally ; * two thousand of the bounders! My hat! Our of
a lov Lika that I shoold think cne ar two would get away
aometunes, Shouldn’t like that chap's job., tramping ronnd in
e snow,  Ianey having two thousand Germans for neigh-
bours through Christmas! T Hallo '™

* Halt !

My only Aunt Jane!

It’s another sendes @

NEXT
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' Ale ik s, old man,” said Joe Frayne.

The sentry peered at them, and allowed them to pass. Then
(hey were beyond the vicinity of the concentration camp.
The lights of the village of Hucklebury Heath gleamed in
tho distance s but while the lights were still distant, Wally
turned from the road,

** This way, Joo," said Wally.

“ Wot's this "ere, Master Wally ?"

“ The priory's here.” . _

“ 1 don't see it,”” said Joe, peering through the gloom,

“ Well, you're not a blessed cat, ara you, to be able to see
in the dark ?" growled Wally, ¢ Keep behind me. I know
the way, though the blessed path is covered up. Look here,
Joe, if you're funky, we'll go on to the village, and stay in
the inn.™

Porhaps at that moment Wally was not wholly unconcerned
about his chum. The darkness and loneliness of the heath
had had an effecs upon his own spirita. But Joe Frayne
replied cheerfully :

1 oain't funky, Master Wally,

“ Bure vou don't mind, Joe?”

““ Not a bit, Master Wally.”

“ You're game—what 1

“ Game as o blessed bantam ! saud Joe.

“ Then, come on " said Wally. ‘

They tramped on in the darkness. the fast-falling snow
covering up their footsteps behind them. A black mass
loomed wp ahead—it was the ruined priory. A chill wind
Llew the snowflakes in at the shattered windows.

““ Looks rather chivery, doesn't it 7 grunted Wally, * They
say that the old prior” was murdered here—I forget when—
hundreds of years ago, one Christmas-time; and his ghost
vomes back every Christmas, Joe.”

0w ! said Joo.

““ Nol scared, are you ™

“ N-n-no

“ Anvway, there's two of us:.and we shall be two fo one
il the ghost shows up,” sail Wally, more cheerfully than he
folt, as x matter of faet. ** Hallo! Was that the wind ™

The two fugs balted in the shattered, old doorway, and
were peering in. There was a sound in the darkaess of the
SHTIES

Joe's teeth chattered,

“T—1 think it was the wind, Master Wally,
bhe anvbody 'ere™

“ Auybody there ¥ shouted Wally

[lis voice rang with a thousand ceric echoes among the
silont old ruins, ‘ _

There came no reply but the echoes of his own veice and
the wail of the wind.

“It's all right,”? said Wally; * even a tramp wouldn’t stay
here on o night like thia. We've got the place to ourselves,
It'll bo all right when T gt a light.”

“ (-g-get a light as soon as you can,’” stammered Joe. )

Wally put down his bag, and felr in s }1‘":-{'1{4:1: for Glyn's
cleetric-lamp.  He found it, and turned the light on. Bright
white light streamed across the darkness of the ruina. It
showed up the desclate loneliness of the place, the massea
of snow that had fallen in wheve the roof was gone, and the
moss-covered fags in the more sheltered spots. It was not a
cheering spectacle,

“M-m-my atb!" snid Joe,
Master Wally 7"

" No, uss; our fire would be seen here! There's one of the
eolla that's quite sheltered, I know the place like a book.
Come on !”

Joe. Frayne followed his leader, and they penetrated further
into the roins. Wally led the way undauntedly. His own
high spirits were affected by the solitude and the loneliness;
but he would not have admitted it for worlds. Perhaps just
then he realised that it was a wild scheme to think of passing
the davs camped in that weird place; but he did not feel
inelined to admit it even to himself.

“Here we are " said “TB.“:'.'.

They stopped in an apartment which had escaped the
ravaging effects of time. The thick stone walls were intact,
and the roof unbroken. There was a huge window, but it was
Llocked up with masses of ivy ceaturies old, which effectually
sereened it from the wind. The doorway through which they
had entered was bare of a door; but it looked into the
interior of the ruins, and was thus sheltered. The foor, of
mmnasive flagatones, was coversd with moss.,

“This'll be quite cosy when we get a fire going,” said
Wally, “and we've got rugs and ecoats and things, We
shall be all right.”

“Right as rain 1" said Frayne lovally,

I'll go where you go.”

There can’t

“ Are we goin’ to camp 'ere,

“ If vou'd rather go off to the village inn. Joe——"" said
Wally, hesitating

“ 1 wouldn't, Master Wally; that's all vight.™

““Then we'll gt the bags unpacked,” satd Wally, © To-
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morrow we can have & good time. The river will be frozen,
and we can slide, as we haven’t brought our skates. We can
go and have a look at the Germans in the compound, too.”

' We may meet Master Tom,”” said Jde.

* Of course we shall,”” said Wally coolly. ** And-I fancy my
major will insist upon our coming to Laurel Villa. Twig?”

Joe grinned.

“ But if they don’t, Master Wally——""

# Then wa stay here,” said D'Arcy minor firmly.
don't jaw; get out the grub.”

The bags were unpacked, and the rugs and coats unrolled.
They gathered big stones from the ruins to build a fireplace.
Wally turned out of his bag a number of fire-lighters, several
bundles of wood, and a hewspaper full of coal cobbles. Joe
Frayne regarded him admiringly.

“"You think of heverything, Master Wally "

“ Thig'll start the fire rippingly,” said D’-lil'cy minor. “ But
we shall have to have some wood to keep-it up. There are
lots of trees growing nmong these old ruins, and we can chop
some branches off. It'll be wet, but it will dry by the fire
in time to burn. - See? 'There's a bike-lantern in the bag.
Take it and the chopper, and go and get some wood, while I
get the fire going.”

“ Right-ho!”

Armed with the lantern and the chopper, Joe Frayne
eallied forth into the ruins, while Wally Euilt ‘a-fire in the
improvised fireplace and lighted it, The bright blaze threw
a cheering light round the old refectory. Wally piled on
sticks and chunks of coal with a ekilful hand. From the ruins
ontside the refectory there came a sudden gasping ery and a
ruﬁhJof ‘foetsteps.

oel”

“ Now,

Joe Fi-ayne_ came speeding back into the refectory, panting
for breath, his face white and terrified.

CHAPTER 8.
Uncanny Quarters,
e OE! What's the matter ™
Joe gasped.
“ There—there was—
Wally caught up th§ frying=pan. which he had.taken from
his bag. He fixed his eycs on the doorway, ready for an
enemy to appear. But silence and stillness reigned in the
FHINA.
He gave his chum a severe look.

“ What's the matter with vou, Joe, you ase? Have you
been seeing any blessed ghosts?” he snapped.

Frayne panted.

“ There—there was something! I—I heard it! It moved!

A sort of dark figure, and then it whisked out of sight!”

Wally snorted.

“ The ivy moving in the wind,” he said.

 It—it wasn't that—""

* Then what was it?'’ demanded Wally.

“ I—I dunno! I—"

“ We've got to- have some wood,” said Wally; ** that coal
won't last two hours, and we've got to have a fire all night,
or we shall be frozen. What have you done with your

lantern "

“ I dropped it—""

“Fathéad! T'll bring the electric lamp, and we'll go
together. Give me the chopper.”

“ D.d-don’t go, Master Wally! I—I ewear there was—"

*“ Rats! Come on!”

Chopper in hand, Wally valiantly marched out of the
refectory, flashing the light of the electvic lamp before him.
Joe Frayne followed him, ehivering. In the old ruins the
enowflakes trailed in on the wind, and the heavy masses of
i;} swayed and creaked. DBut there was no sign of a living

eing.

The lantern lay on the ground, extinguished.

* Light that, ass!” said Wally.

Frayne lighted the lantern and cast the light about him,
peering fearfully into the moving shadows. Among the old
masses of masonry several trees had taken root, and Wally
etopped before a young sapling wedged in among the shat-
tered stonework,

“ Hold the light while T chop,” he said.

Joe Frayne took the electric lamp in his free hand.

“ Orl right, Master Wally. But I tell you I eaw——"

* Oh, rata!”

Wall? started work with the chopper. The axe was sharp,
and Wally’s right arm was strong, and the slender trunk
was hewn through at last. The sapling swayed down to their

et.

“ We'll yank this in, and eut it up ns we want it,”" said
Wall_y. “ Lend & hand.”
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They dragged the sapling, with its leafless, drippin
branches, through the ruins into the refectory. Tﬁ'e_ glow o
the fire there cheered them up. Both of them set to work
on the sapling with the chopper and a small saw, which the
thoughtful Wally had provided, and it was soon cut tp into
chunks for fuel. There was ample to last the whole night,
and they stacked the shapeless chunks of wood round the fire
to dry. They were soon sizzling and sending off a cloud of
vapour.

Joe Frayne had recovered from his shock now, though he
still cast uneasy glances towards the doar at intervals.  He
wondered whether it was a moving shadow that he had seen.

“ Now for supper!” said Wally. * My only aunt, there
goes twelve o’clock !

"The chimes could be heard through the frozen air from the
distant village.

 Midnight ! said Wally. ¢ What is it Bhakespeare says
about midnight? ¢ 'Tis now the very witching time of night
when churchyards yawn——" And I feel rather like yawnmg
myself,” added Wally humorously. ** Cut up the bacon.”

Wally greased the frying-pan and planted it on the fire.
Rashers of bacon were soon sizzling there, filling the old
refectory with a smell that was grateful and comforting.
Wally carefully extracted a box of eggs from his bag, and
proceeded to poach them. Joe Frayne cut bread-and-butter
and set out the plates, and boiled water on the spirit-stove
and made the cocoa. :

With the light of the lamp and the lantern. the cheery glow
of the fire, and the smell of cooking. the old refectory was
%;m-win'g quita cosy and comfortable, and the young rascals
elt their spirits rise., ‘Wally decided that the camping-out
for Christmas waen’t such & bad wheeze, after all. Xnywny,
it was better than going to bed at half-past eight at Aunt
Adelina’s. ™.

The cooking completed, the chums of the Third sat down
to the feed.

They were very hungry, and they did full justice to the
supper, which was ample in quantity and well .cooked. Wally
prided himself on his cooking.

** This is something like I’ said D'Arcy minor, as he started
on his fourth rasher. ** This is better than Laurel Villa, if
vou ask me, young Frayne!”

‘ "Bar, 'ear!"” said Joe.

“ We'll pile up the fire, and sleep ag comfy as anything.
It's better than the dorm at St. Jim's!” said Wally.

“ Wotto!” agreed Frayne. “‘I've camped out wuss than
this, Master Wally, afore Master Tom took nfe away from
Angel Alley. Many's the time when I ’adn’t fire nor food
in weather as cold as this.”

“ Horrid!” said Wally. °‘ Thank goodness that’s all over
now! And you knew old Talbot in those days, Joe?”

Frayne nodded.

“Ves. And a kind-'earted young gent he was,”’ he said,
“ Orfen give me a ’elping ’and. They called *im the Toffi—
and a real toff he was. They-was a swell lot, too, that used
to meet at the club in Angel Alley,” said Joe reminiscently.
““ There was Captain Crow—that was the Toff's father, 'im
that was afterwards killed—and the Toff ‘imself, and the
Professor—rep’ler’ wonder the Professor was, could write
anybody’s ’and, and sometimes his daughter came there—
Miss Marie.”” Joe's face clouded. ‘“ 8he was good to the
poér. folks, too—werry good.! And goodness knows wot's
become of 'er now! They called it the Thieves' Club, in
Angel Alley. ’'Ave another rasher, Master Wally?”,

“Shove it this way. Seems to me it was a jolly good
thing for you that Tom Merry fished you out of that,” said
Wally. * Hallo! What’s that?"’

The two juniors spun round towards the door. A eound
had come from the ruins—an indefinable sound. For some
moments their hearts throbbed. g

“ Only the snow,” said Wally at Jast. ‘* When it's piled up,
you know, it—it tumbles down in the long run.”

Frayne nodded without speaking.

They finished their supper in silence. It was long past
midnight, and, in spite of their determination to be cheerful,
the solitude was- weighing on them, and the story of the
spectre prior came unbidden into their minds. The wind,
wailing among the old ruins, made strange and ghostly sounds,
and the old ivy rustied and creaked. !

Wally rose from the chunk of stone upon which he was
seated.

“ What about sleep?” he 'said.

“ 111 ain’t sleepy,” murmured Frayne,

“ Why, your eyes are jolly nearly shutting up!” said D’ Arcy
miner.

“1—I won't go to eleep, though—"

“7T gay, this is a lak, isn't it?” said Wally, with apparent
enthusinsm. ** What would Gussy zay if he knew—eh?"

“ Yo-c-ee, it's an awful lark, Master Wally,” eaid Frayne,
with his eyes on the big, dark doorway.
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“ 8op blinking at that door; you give mo the creeps!”
said Wally.

Y e-p-es !

The fire was dying down. Wally heaped logs upon it, amd
the damp wood fizzled. The firelight died down at once, and
the corners of the old refectory grew shadowy. Both the fags
were very eleepy, but someliow they did not feel inclined to
slumber in that weird and eerie place,

g They wrapped themselves in the coats and ruza close to the
re.

‘" We'll leave the lights on,”” murmured Wally, * Hallo!
That blessed lamp is going "™ The clectrie lamp extinguiasied
#3 ho spoke. * Ind 1 haven't any refills! Never mind, tho
bike lantern is light enough, isn't it?"

Y Yo-e-p8."

“ My only Aunt Jane!™
foot, 'f What's that?"

It was a distinet sound this time: thers was no mistaking
it. It was the sound of someons outside the ruins, stumbling
in the dark over one of tho seattered masses of masonry,

" Bomebody's comin’ !"" breathed Joe,

Wally elenched his hands,

Then, through the stillness of the night, came the sound
of o voice they linew well:

“Paj Jove! Ow, ow!?

Wally jumped,

* Gussy |"" he gasped.

“ They've found out we're here, Master Wally——
" They haven't—they can't have—"" Wallr reached for
the bike-lamp, and put it out instantly. * They can't have
seen the light yet.,'' He piled logs and ashes on the fira.
“ The silly asses are coming hero for a lark, Joe, We'll
give "om larks " Wally grinved in the darkness. “I know
rheir little game; they've heard about the place being
haunted, and they're poing to look for the ghost. That's the
iea,  We'll give 'em ghosts !

' Ar};! Joe Frayne chuckled softly, and murmured * 'Lar,
ear !

Wally started suddenly to lus

CHAPTER 9.
The Haunted Priory,
OM MERRY & CO. had passed a mierry evening at

Laurel Villa,

Miss Priscilla, delightede at having her © darling
Tommy ™ with her agam, was all smiles and happiness. She
had arranged all sorls of celebrations for the Christhnas
helidays. On the morrow Cousin Ethel was to arrive, and
with her Marjorie Hazeldene, her friond from CLiff Housoe
#chool. There was to be skating, sleighing, dancing,
charades, and amateur theatricals—all sorts and conditions
of merrymaking.

The lirst evening al Laurel Villa passed happily and
quickly, and Tom Merry & Co. refrained from discussing
their scheme of exploring the haunted priory, for the mero
mention of it would have distressed their kind hostess. Thar
was to be discussed later. For the chums of 8t. Jim's had
guito made up their minds about it.

At & mueh later hour than usual the juniors went up to
bed. Three double-bedded and communicating rooms formed
their quarters, and there was a big fire burning in each
room, and a hot-water bottle in every bed. Miss Priscilla’s
kkindness and care knew no limits. The party gathered |+
Eﬂ{n Merry's room for a final *“jaw "™ before goiug to

ad.

“ Now, what about the giddy ghost at the priory ¢ said
Blake. **Who says a ghost-hunt ¥ )

“Yaas, wathah ! said Arthur Augustus.

“* What do you say, Talbott"

Talbot smiled.

** Just what I should like,” he said. “ Wo shall have to
lkeep it dark, so ns not to worry Miss Fawcett;, that's all,"

'* That's the idea,” said Tom. * And, anyway, it would
be no good going in the daytime—ghosts don't walk in the
daylight."”

“No feal "

“If there's a giddy ghost, we'll lay him ! said Blake.
“1 don't suppose we shaﬁl find anything, though;: but it will
be a lack.”

“T'm suah I saw somoethin' there, you know.”

" Mrv. Dodds says something has been seen there—a ghostly
Bzure or something,” sard Tom Merry., ‘' It's jolly odd.” "

* It's very odd,” said Talbot thoughtfully, * What reason
could there possibly be for anybody plaving ghost <"

Tom Merry shook his head.

* Somo silly asses are ass enough for anything ! he said.

" But in such an out-ef-the-way place,” said Tatbot. It
lies back off the road, and nobody ever goes there, I suppose,
It really loolks more likely that whoever Lias Leen seen there
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has been seen by chance, and didu't intend to be scen ab
all." .

“ Then why should Le be there?" asked Manners,

Talbot shrugged his shoulders.

“ That's a myatery,” he said,

And his brow wrinkled in deep thought.
an ides had come mto his mind.

Tom Merry looked at Lim euriously,

““ Penny for 'em!"” he spid suddenly.

Talbot Inughed, .

“1 was thinking that the ruins aren't more than a mils
or so from the prisovers’ camp,” he said. *'I wondered if
there could be any connection—somebody with o dodge of
e;;;-mmlmin:uting with the prisoners, perhaps, and hding
there,"

“PBai Jove! I nevah thought of that, you knowl"

Tom Merry's eyes gleamed, ian s

“It's possible—more likely than a ghost, anyway,’' ua
said, ** If thore's anytiing g-.::-ing on, we'll jolly well bowl
it out, anyway ! It's agreed—we're going to-night?" *

**Yans, wathah?" _

“ We'll keep our clobber on, then,” said Tom, * and we'll
pet up about half-past twelve, and elear out guietly, Wa
can drop out on the verandal from this window, and needn’s
go downstairs at all."

‘" Good cgg !V

o Just like breaking bounds at Sc. Jim's,"”
¢ All the comforts of o home."

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

The juniors turned in on their beds without undresaing, to
wait [or the appointed hour.

They were soon fast asleep,

Laurel Villa was buried in silence and slumber, and Tom
Merry was deep in tho land of dreams, wien a touch ou his
shoulder awalkened him, He started oul of steep.

“Hallo! Wharrer marrer?"

Thera was a soft langh in the darknesa.

““ Half-past twelve!" said Talbot's voice. .

“Oh, good!" Tom sat up and yawned portentioualy.
“ Blessed 1f I wasn't fast asleep ! How dud vou manage o
wale up, you bounder?"

“ 01d habits,”” sa'd Talbot quietls. * I used to Le a nreht-
bird, yon lknow. Jump up, and I'll call the others !

The juniors were soon up. Tom Merry opened the widnow.
Outside, a pale starlight fell upon sheets of suow., The flnlkes
were still falling,

* Grooogh ! said Blake., © It's cold !”

“* Bhove vour coats and mufflers on,” said Toem Merry,
“You'll need 'em, Mind lhow rou get our—it'a jolly
slippery,”

The juniors, well wrapped up aﬁ&in_ﬂt the cold, clamberad
out of the window to he verandah,

“ Bettab let me go first, deah boys,” murmured Arthur
Auvpgustus,  * This is wathah wishky, I'll show you the way
to do it, deah boys!l”

“ Bow-wow !

IHowever, Arthur Augustus went firat, and promptle
slipped on the slippery roof, and disappeared from sight. A
soft, squashing sound was heard below and a gasp.

“0Oh ewumbs !

“ My hat! Are you hurt, you fathead?”

“ T wefuse to be called a fathead "' eame back a voics from
the darkness.

The juniors chuckled, It wasg evident that Arthur Augustua
waa not hurt. They clambered down from the verandah:
Tha swell of St. Jim's was discovered buried up to the neel
in o snowdrift, which had fortunately broken his fall, He
was strugeling wildly to extricate himself,

“ Pway lend mo a hand, deal boys 4

They dragged him out. Arthur Augustus groped for his
eveglass, and fortunately discovered it unbroken. He wiped
it carefully and jammed it in his eve.

“* There 1s nothin' whatever to cackle aboul,' he remarked ;
“and you are makin' a wow cacklin'! Pway follow me!"

“ Are you going lo show us how to do it again?”’ grinned
Blake,

* Oh, wata!"

The juniors stole down the path, the thick, sofr snow
muflling their footsteps. They came our quietiy into the
road, In the distance, across the heath, the zecarchlight
playing on the concentration camp glimmered eerily through
the «arkness, )

A bitter wind blew the snowflakea into theic faces as they
staried for the old priory.

Tom Merry led the way up the anow-covered path to tha
ruing, Arthur Augustus stumbled over a stone in the snow,
and tumbled over, with an ejaculation.

Ystill showing us how to do it?? murmured Monty
Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yon might give a cliap a hand up instead of cacklin' like
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silly byenahs, deah boys! Thank you, Talbot! Bai Jovel
Where's my eyeglass

“ Lost, I lrope I said Blake consolingly. * Come on!”

“T wefuso to come on till I have found my eyeglass!
Leggo! I ordeh you to let go the back of my neck, Blake,
you beast !

“Im on ' said Bluke,

“ You'll alarm the ghost if you make that thumping row "
seid Monty Lowther \\'umin[ﬁy.

“1 am going to give Blake u feahful thwashing '

“ Order 17

The incensed swell of 8t. Jim's, having found his eyeglass
inside his collar, allowed himself to he soothed. And tho
ghost-hunters tramped on through the snow into the old

Irary.
:  J-j-olly dark!” said Blake, his teoth chattering.

“ And we never thought of bringing a light !"' growled Tom
Merry, T must say that you are a set of silly duffers!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"" %

Y ’vo got an electric-toreh,” said Talbot,

“Good egg !

Talbot flashed the light on.
on the old masonry aud the piling masses of snow.
gave a Cry:

“Look! Lool there!”

¢ My hat! What—"

‘ Bai Jove !” ;

Tt was a slinking, shadowy figare; bug it wae only seen for
an instant. From the epposite direction, where was the
doorway of the refectory, a snowball whizzed, and it struck
the little electric-lamp from Talbet’s hand, The lamp went
to the ground with a smash, and the priory was. plunged
into instant darkness, Talbot uttered a startled exclamation
as the lamp fell. .

“That was a snowball, T think; the snow's not falling
just lere,” he said. )

“ Bai Jove, then it must be some wottah wottin’ us!”’ cx-
claimed Arthur Augustus wrathfully.

*Btrike a match, somebody.’ .

Tom Merry struck a vesta, but the wind wailing through
the ruins instantly blew it out. Darkness intense wrapped
them round. .

In the midst of the darkness there came a sudden, terrible
sound, & deep, deep groan,-that sent the blood thrilling to
their hearts.

Groan | ]

“ B.b-bai Jove,” stuttered Arthur Augustus, t}n'qngh his
chatteving teeth, ““d-d-did you yah that, denl boys?”

Groan !

“ Tt—it’s somo brast japing,” muttered Tom Meiry, :

“ Tt—it comes-from the other direction, though,” raid
Blake. straining his ears to listen. ‘' Where we saw. that—
that thing was hehind us, and that row comes from in
front.”

*“ Then there’s more then one of them!”

Groan! .

“ Come on ! exclaimed Tom Merry, taking his conrage in
both hands, as it were. * We're jolly well not going to be
frightened away by some ass playing ghost.”

Giroan ! .

Tom Merry stumbled on in the dark in
the direction’ of the sound. He caught his
foot in the loose stones and fell with a
bump. He sat up, gasping, and ps he did
g0 he shuddered—an icy finger touched his
fore‘l(l}c};alll,ill the dense darkness!

It gleamed and glimmered
Talbot

FOR

Tom Merry struck out flercely shudder-
ingly, but his lunging arm swept only the
empty air. The icy contact on his forehead
had sent horror through his veins. Ie
gerambled up, and groped wildly about
him in the dark,

Groan !

The old ruins were cehoing with groan-

ing. And the groans were deep-drawn and

awful to hear. Lon g
“D-b-bai  Jove!”  gasped  Arsthur S ?

Aungustus, “ P-p-pewwaps we'd Dbettah tory

come back in the daylight, deah boys. This
ig—is—wotten [”

Groan, groan, groan!

“ (weat Scott, T've got somehody !
rhouted 1D'Arcy, grasping a figure in the
darkness.  * Now, you wottah. take that,
and that !’

“ Yow-ow-ow !'*
 You silly idiot I

“Bai Jove! Is that vou, Blake'

¢ Oh, you thumping idiot I
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“ 1 didn't wecognise you ‘ur the dark, deah boy, My hat,
who's this?”

- It'a LY paid Talbot, lsughing, ‘“ Don't
Guasy |

“IWo can't do anything nere without a light ' growled
Tom Merry. “Let's get out. Might break our blessed necks
here in the darkness. Get out, you chaps!”

* Wight-lho [

“We'll come back at dawn and drop on them, the rottets 1"
growled Tom,

Groon !

A deep groan almost at Ins ear made Tom Merry start and
shudder. "In gpite of his disbeliel in ghosts, it was horribly
uncanny and unnerving.. Ite made a hasty retreat out of
the ruins,

Groan!

A little more hastily .than was. really necessary, the ghost-
hunters retreated from the ruined priory. When they reached
the road again, they paused a.nc? looked at one another &
uttle sheepishly.

" Of course, it wasn’t ‘any silly ghost!” grunted Blake.

“ Wathah not! But it was wathah howwid!”

“ Are we going back ¥’ said Lowther, hesitating.

“ No good goin’ back without a light,”” said D'Arey, * and
—and if we take a light, the wottahs will knock it out with
suowballs befoal: we spot them, same as with T'albot's lamp.
I weally—ahem—think we had bettah leave it till daylight:”

And the Co. decided to leave it till daylight. They agreed
to come back at dawn before the house was astir. And so,
not overjoyed at the result of their ghosi-hunt, they took
their way back to Laurel Villa, and in half an hour they were
in bed, sleeping the sleep of the just. And in the ruined
priory two rascally fags of the Third Form- at 8t. Jim's were
chuekling gleefully,

punch me,

p—

CHAPTER 10.
A Night of Horror!
e MY only Aunt Jane! Tt worked a treat!”

“Har, "ear!” Y

“Won't we chip 'em abont it later on !’ chuckled
Wally, ns he rclighted the lantern, satisfied that the ghost-
hmnters.were quite gone. ‘' Blessed if I -thought you could
groan like that, Joe, You nearly gave me the creeps. T
jolly nearly got one in the eye, I think, when I tapped Tom
Merry on the Jm{)[pel' in the dark—ha, ha, ha! 'F‘Ecy wers
awfully seared. they’d come a bit further in they’d have
nmiffed -the smoke

Joe Frayne chuckled.

The ghost-hunters had been discomfited, and the two younz
rascals were undiscovered, and they locked forward very
cheerfully to * ehipping " Tom Merry & Co. on the subject.

The fire had been completely concealed by ashes and logs.
Wally kicked the logs apart, and stirred the five, and the
blaze flared up again, and the firelight danced <on the old
walls and on the window aperture blocked with snow-
coverpd ivy.

The fireplace manufactured by Wally's
skillful hands was placed on the old hedrth
of the refectory, the smoke escaping up
the wide cld ehimney—a chimney of ﬁmga
proportions, built of solid blocks of stone,
in the thickness of the ancient wall, The
iwo fags sat down by the fire ngain; but,
gomehow, unconsciously, they sat so that
their eyes turned upon the door of the
refectory., The encounter with- the ghost-
hunters had enlivened them a little, but
pow that Tom Merry & Co. were goue,
the loneliness of the old place settled upon
them again, and the whining of the wind in
the ruins made them start and listen.

 Buppose we keep watch in turns, Joe!"
suggested Wally, © After all, you know,
we ought to keep watch when we're camp-
ing out—what?”

Joe nodded.

“* Yes Master Wally. T'll watch fivsh,
if you like.”

““Call me in an hour,” said Wally,

“ Orlright.”

“ Wally closed his eyes. He was almost
aslecp already. IHe was soon in deep
slamber stretched on the foor before the
fire, rolled In an rug and a coat, and
with his feet towards the glowing embers:

Joe Frayne sat on a chunk of masonry
near the fire and watched,

om
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r " Found ! shouted Tom Merry.
On a hea

| and gagge

. their rescuers, (See Chapter 14.)

of rogs and coats, in a corner, lay two still forms, The two prisoners were bound hand and foot,
with crnel tightness, and not a movement ov a sound came from efther of them, even at the sight of

JHe was sleepy, but the cerviness of the ‘plare made lis
nfrves 1in a twitter, more than ever now that his companion
wha asleep, and he felt himself alone,

There were indefinable sounds from the darkuness of the
rﬂms. It might have been the wind, which was howling over
the henth, or the shifting of masses of snow. Joe Frayne
Etﬁt his eyes on the doorway.

nt slowly, in spite of himself, he gave way to slumber.

The fire died down.

Outaide the refectory, in the roafless old hall of the priory,
the snow was falling in, thickly and more thickly. "The wind

iled with a ghostly voice round the ruins. The fire died
lower; and the lantern, which had been burning low for some
time, gave a final sputter and went out,
_ Bave for a fint glimmer from the fire, the refectory was
i darkness now, As the last embers glowed and faded,
stpange dark shadows moved and glimmered on the old walls.
ower and lower sank the fre,
Wnll‘]f slept on,
The last faint glimmers were dyving out, when Wally end-
denly awcke, and raised his head, Ile shivered as hie blinked
vound him in the darkness,

" Groo! It's cold! You've let the five out, Joe.'t

There was no reply,

" Joe, you ass! Acleepi™

ilence,

Wally threw off the rug and started to his feet. wh.

Hilz g;':iﬂped his way to where Joe Frayne had becn sitting
by the five. .

“Joe, Joe!? D'Avey minor's voice was sharp and shuill,
as A strange uneasiness seized upon him. ' Joe! Where ave
you, Joe?’ _

But there was no answer from the waif of the Thirvd.

Wally’s face grew pale, and he cast a hunted look round
into the threatenimmg shadows. Where was his chum?

“"Joel Joe Fraynel”

He shouted, and the old ruins rang with the echoes. But
the voiee of Joe Fravne was silent,

Wally realised that his chum was no longer there.

A shudder ran through his lips. He struck a mateh, and
in the flickering light looked about him. Joe's cap lay on the
Aoor, almost at his feet. Wally picked it up, shuddering.
‘The match went out, and left lum in the darkness, the cap
i his hands,

Where wus Frayne®

Wally bent over.the almost extinguished five, and raked
the embers- together, ITe felt that he must have light; tho
darkness was terrifying. There was o little blaze, and the
lights and shadows danced on the old walls again.

Vhere was Joel

What had beconie of his chium?y Lie hiad slept on his watch,
perheps; but he could not have gone out beyond the reach
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of Willy’s voice? Where was the waif of the Third? What
had become of him?
“Joal  Wally's voice was a terrvified whisper now.

“ Jos, old man!”’

The raked embers died down again, and left him in davk-
ness. In the darkness he heard the sound of a movement—a
footstep—he could not tell from whence.

“Ts that you, Joe? Joe, answer me!”

But no answer came.

D'Arcy minor stared round him in the. darkness, every
nerve uiverin% with dread and horror. What had become
of his chum? What was about to happen to him?

He ecrambled away towards the goorway. He must geb
rJ]Lllt of that, and return with help and hunt for his missing
chum,

He groped and stumbled in the darkness, out of the
refectory, into the falling snow in the roofless old hall.

Again that footstep. It was behind him now.

A cautious, stealthy footstep in the darkvess—in the room
where he had been. And it was not Joe.

Wally panted, and stumbled on blindly. He understood
now that he was being pursued. By whom, by what, he could
not know,

A quick, hurried breath behind him. The thing, whatever
it was, was close. Wally gave a shriek, and sprang away in
;hﬁ darkness, and caught his foot in a mass of masonry, and
ell.

Something dark and shadowy loomed over him in the
gloom. He felt an icy touch, and, with a faint cry of horrer,
he fainted,

CHAPTER 11.
Vanished!

" AKE up!”
W Aythur Augustus sat up in bed and yawned,
The sharp winter sunlight was streaming in at the

windows, and Arthur Augustus blinked at it sleepily.

% Bai Jove! It's past dawn, Blake, deah bor. We wereo
goin' to get up at dawn."”

Jack Blake grinned.

% It's nearly ten o'clock, fathead. TUp with you !

““ Bai Jove !”

The programme of early rising had nok been carried ont.
After their nocturnal adventure, Tom Merry & Co. had been
sleepy, and the morning was well advanced when they turned

out.

1t was half-past ten when they came down to breakfast, and
they felt, ns Monty Lowther cxpressed it, like a precious lot
of slackera.

Miss Priscilla greeted them twith her kind smile. She was
aure that her dear Tommy would be tived after his journey
down, and so the juniors had not been called. k

The guests of Laurel Villa did full justice to a substantial
breakfast, which would have delighted the heart of Fatty
Wynn if he had been there. A telegram lay beside Arthur
Augustus's plate, and after breakfast he opened it lazily.

But whon it was opened, Arthur Augustus jammed his eye-
glass into his eye, and vead it over again in great asfonish-
ment,
¢ The young wascal !’ he ejaculated.
¢ Hallo! What'a the row " asked Blake,
¢ The young boundal !”

“ Wally again ' asked Talbot.

¢ Yaas, wathah!”

“ YWhat haa he got to say?" queried Tom Meriy, langhing.
Ts ho satisfied with Aunt Adelina?”

fOTisn't fwom Wally, deah boy.  It's fwom Aunt Adelina.”
¢ What's Wally been doing, then?”

“ Ho hasn't been there.”

“ Phew !"

% The voung iwaseal!” repeated Arthne Augusbus indig-

nantly.,  Where has he gone to? He can't have stayed at
the school. And Le hasn't gone to Aunt Adelina’s, Wead
that."”

The juniors read the telegram. Tt was from D’Arey’s aunt,
and it ran—with a reckless disregard for the charge of # half-
ponuy a word :

“ Dopr  Arthur,—I hope Wally has arrived safely, T
raceived a telegram from him, saying that he would be with
you, and that I was not to expect him. TLet me know if he
hns arvrived safely. AUNT ADELINA.”

““ But he hasi't come here, the young bounder "' said Tom
Merry.

* Wathah not.”

“ He said he would come to Fluckleberry Heath,” grinned
Lowther. * The young sweep has kept his word. Perhaps
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they've put up at the inn,  Frayne would be with him, of
course,” )

“ Bai Jove! T shall wegard it as my dutay to administah a
feahful thwashin’ to the young swascal when I find him ! ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus. ‘“Aftah biweakfast you fellows can
comn and help me find him,”

“ Hear, hear!”

“ We shall dig him up in the village somewhere,” said Tom
Merry, ““ As your aunt seems to be willing to let him siay,
we'd better bring him here—what "

“ Yaas; but I shall give him a feahful thwashin’ first,” said
D’Arey. ‘I cannot allow my minah to tweat Aunt Adelinah
with diswespect.”

The juniors finished their breakfast, and donned their coats
and caps, and sallied for th. As Wally had not come to Laurel
Villa, and as hoa had evidently tclegraphed to Aunt Adelina
that he was gni_ng to Huckleberry Heath, they expected to
“dig him up ' in the village, as Tom Merry expressed it.

They walked down to the village inn, and inquired for
Wally. But no schoolboys had been heard of there.

“Weo'll go to tho station, and find out what train he came
by,” said Tom Merry.

To ghe station they accordingly proceeded.

But at the station there was no information, excepting of a
negative character. Traffic. was not very heavy at tho little
country station, and few people had arrived by train the pre-
ceding afternoon and evening. And the old porter was quite
certaifi that no schoolboys had been among those few.

The juniors left the station in a perplexed mood. That
Wally and Frayne had left 8t, Jim’s for Huckleberry Heath
was pretty certain. Bul they had not arrived,

“ The young duffahs have got into some twouble,” said
Arthur Augustus. “ Pewwaps they are hidin’ somewhah to
bothah us, you know, But I've got to wiah to Aunt Adélinah
about Wally, or she will be wowwied, you know. I don't
want to bothah you fellows, but I shall have to hunt for the
young wascal.” '

“ Bow-wow ! said Tom Merry. “ We'll help vou find
him, and when he's found, we'll lielp you lick him.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“I1n can't have had an accident,” said Manners thought-
fully, ¢ Beaides, thers were two of them. I'rayne must have
been with him. They can’t have had two aceidents. They
muet be lying low somowhere.”

“ But they must have come by teain, if they came at all,”
said Lowther. .

“ They might have gob out at the next station,” suggested
Talbot.  * Might have felt a bit uncertain about coming to
duaurel Villa, under the circumstances, and may be putting up
_aorp%wherc near. Let's inquire at the next station, How far
i it ?"

“ Mile and a half,” said Tom Merry.

“ Well, n walk won't hurt us.”

“ 1 weally don't want to take up your mornin’, you know

2]

“Rats! Come on!” .

And the Co. tramped away down the snowy road over the
heath. ‘They passed the. Cerman concentration camp, with
ihe sentries on duty outside the barbed wire. After a brisk
walk they arrived at the next station to Huckleberry Heath,
where they proceeded to make their inquiries—this time with
sneress. They learned that two schoolboys, with big bags,
had arrived there by the evening train, and had been secn
to start on the road over the heath. By the descriptibn of
them, there was no doubt that they were D'Arey minor and
Joe Frayne.

“ Blessed if T
plexity. “ They
Huckleberry Henth.
But they never arrived at Huckleberry Heath.
dickens can have become of them ?”

“ Qome beastly accident,” said Arthur Augustus anxiously.

T don't see what accident could have happened to them.
The road’s plain enough to follow, and Wally knows the way
woll enough. They couldn’t have walked into a snowlrift.
Surely they couldn’t have been idiots enough to camp out
anywhere in this weather !

Talbot uttered an cxclamation.

“ My hat!”

The chums looked at him inquiringly.

i [ can see you've gob it,” gripned Blake,

“Che old priorvy.”

“ Wha-a-at 1"

“You remember
laughing.

“ My only aunt!”

“ Why, the young

“ (Gweat Heott!”

Tt only needed the suggestion, and Tom Merry and Co. had
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et on to this,"” said Tom Merry, in per-
arrived right enough, and they started for
That road doesn’t lead anywhere else.
What the

What i3 1087

the ghost last night,” said Talbot

rotters—-
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si0 lurther doubts. And their faces turned pink at the
thought of their inglorious retreat from the haunted priory
the previous night. _

““ That's it, bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, with con-
viction, ' The young houndahs have ecamped out in the
pwiowy. And they played ghost on us. And they must have
gwimmed at the way you fellows were scared. Ha, ha, ha !”

““Who was scared " demanded Blake.

“ You were, deah boy. You wan for it, anyway.”

“ And what did you do?”" exclaimed Lowther.

** Ahem! I executed a mastahly wetweat,” said Arthur
Aungustus loftily. *‘ Pway don't argue, deah boys. Let's get
hack to the pwiowy and surpwise those young wottahs, and
give them a tewwific lickin’,”

“* What-ho "

That seemed to the Co. a really excellent idea, under the
circumstances, They had no doubt now that it was the fags
of the Third who had ** pulled their leg*’ the previous night
in the haunted priory, and they were anxlous to give the
humorous fags their opinion on the subject. They tramped
back by the road over the heath, passing the concentration
camp azrain, and grrived at the ruins, The old priory, in its
mantle of snow, looked quiet and deserted as usual.

“ They're hidin’ there, the young boundalis,” chuckled
Arthur Augustus, ' We'll make a sudden wush and surpwise
them.”

“* Hear, hear!” ‘

Tom Merry & Co. trod cautiously over the snow, without
making a sound, till they reached the big doorway; and then
they rushed in, '

* Wally, you young wascal

“ Where are you, yvou image?"’

“ Wallv, vou cheeky fag——"' 1

They rushed through the ruins in search of the delimguents.
But the ruins were silent and deserted. Only the echoes of
their shouting came back in reply. There was no sign of any
hiving being there.

But when they came into the old refectory, Talbot uttered
an exclamation, as he pointed to the dead fire on the hearth.

“ Somebody's been camping here!" he exclaimed, * That
waen't here when we locked in yesterday.”

“ Wally and Frayne, right enough,”’ said
* But where are they now 7"

“Bai Jove! Where hove the young wottahs disappeahed
to %' exclaimed Arthur Augustus. ** Pewwaps they heard you
[ellows comin’, and cleahed out."

" They may be in hiding about here,
rutng for them.'’

But a hunt through the ruins only disclosed the fact that
Wally and Frayne were not to be found. Half-buried in the
snow in the roofless old hall, Talbot picked up a cap. 1t was
recoguised at once. It was Wally's cap; his hame was n-
seribed ingside it,

" That's pwoof, deah boys.”

'““ But where's Wally ¥’ exclaimed Tom Merry. “If he's
cleared off, why should the young ass leave his cap here?™

“It's a blessed mystewy.”

“ Most likely we shall find them at Laurel Villa, all ready
to grin at us,” said Monty Lowther. ' It’s close on dnmer
time too."

There was evidently nothing more to .be done in the ruins.
The juniors, perplexed and a ﬁttla uneasy, returned to Laurel
Villa. Miss Priseilla met them in the doorway.

““Has Wally come, deah Misz Fawcett?" askea Arthur
Augustus,

“ Wally! NoV

“ Bai Jove!"

“ Was Wally coming 7" asked Miss Priscilla.

Tom Merry made Eis chum a gquick sign, and they under-
staod and held their peace.
lady.

““ He was talking about coming,” stammered Tom.

“ No, he has not arrived,” said Miss Priscilla. ** But your
dinner is ready,”

The Co. went in to dinner: but they did not attack it with
their usual gusto, in spite of their long: walk in the keen
December morning. . They were worried about Wally. 'The
rcamnp of the Third had certainly spent the might in the
hatunted priory. What had become of him?

¥3

Tom Merry.

IHunt through the

It was useless to alarm the old

CHAPTER 12,
Talbot Thinks It Out.

FTER dinner, Tom Merry & Co. sauntered down ta the

H frozen river. Miss Priscilla supposed that they were

oing to skate, and carefully tied on Tom Merry’s

muffler’ before he started. But the chums of 8t. Jimi's wero

ot H;Iiulciug of skating just then. They were thinking
of Wally.

NEXT
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Once safe out of hearing of Miss Priscilla, they held a
couneil of war.

““ No good telling Miss Priscilla anything,” said Tomn
“ She would be awfully alarmed. And—and I can’t help
thinking myeelf that something has happened.”

ﬁrth ur Augustus rubbed his aristocratic nose very thoughts-
fully,

"}:Fhe young wascal may have spotted us comin’, and
cleahed out,”’ he remarked. “ But it is vewy wemarkable
that Wally ghould leave his cap there.”

““ The cap had been there some time,” said Talbot, with
a shake of the head. *‘‘ It was nearly hidden in the snow, and
was frozen stiff. So he couldn't have dropped it there just
before we came. It had been there hours, at least.,”

““ And Wally couldn’t be going about without a cap in tius
weather,” said Blake, utterly puzzled.

“ Then what the dickens has happened?” _

““The little rascals may be pulling our legs all the time,”
growled Manners. “ If they alarmed 08, and made us hunt
high and low for them, I suppose that would seem like a
joke—to the Third-Form sense of humour.”

““ Yaas, wathah! But—"

Talbot shook his head.

‘““ Tt isn’t that!” he said quietly. ,

Tom Merry locked at the Sheﬁ fellow curiously. He had
great faith in Talbot's judgment: The peculiar éxperiences
of the ' Toff ' had given him an old head on young shoulders.

“ What do wou think about it, then, Talbot?”’ he asked.
“Yon think there has been an aceident of some gort.”

“ Yes.'

“ But—hut what?"’

“ Look at it,”" said Talbot. ¢ Those young scamps came
down and camped in the priory last night—that’'s a cert. It
must have been them that played ghost on us. They had a
fre there—they must have darkened it somehow while we were
there. Now, this morning they've disappeared. It hasn't
l.'iE"["Il'.i snowing since dawn—I asked Hannah; she was down
early.”

"_‘%‘U’hat did wou ask Hannah that for, deah boy? I weally
don’t see what the snow has to do with 1£?"" asked Arthur
Augustus,

Talbot smiled.

“Don’t you see?. They camped there [or the night, and
it's pretty certain that they wonldn't leave their guarters
before dawn, ien’t it? They had no reason to start off in
the middle of the night."

“ Yaas, but—"

. And if they left since dawn—eince the snow stopped fall-
iing”:—they would have left footprints in the snow " said
Talbot,

““ Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that.”

“ Neither did I,”" said Tom Merry., ** Let’s go and hunt for
giddy tracks in the snow."

“1 looked for them while we were there,” said Talbot
quietly, *“ I thought of that, 'Theére were no tracks near
the old priery excepting those we made ourselves,”™

The chums of St. Jim's looked at one another oddly. The
Toff, with his usual cool clear-headedness, had gone to the
heart of the matter at once. It was extremely unlikely that
the fags would have left their camp before dawn, if they
left it at all. But they could not have left it after daylight
without leaving distinet traces in the snow that surrounded
the priory.

“ Sure of that, Talbot "' murmured Blake.

YEQuite sure.”

“ But—but—but——"" said Tom Merry.
that they're there still, Talbot.”

Talbot nodded.

“ But—hut if they're there, why didn’t we find them 7"

““Yaas, wathah.”

““ Becanse they’re hidden from eight, I should say,”” eaid
Talbot. ** Whetiner they're hiding themselves to alarm us. or
whether they're being hidden by somebody elee, 15 what we've
got to find out.”

“ Bomebody else!" ejaculated Tom Merry.

“ Hxactly, We know that something has been going on
at the haunted priory for several days now, from what Mr.
Dodds and your old governess told us. Wally and Frayne
lkknew nothing about that, of course, and they camped down in
the place without a suspicion. What was going on there, we
don’t know; but it's quite easy to conelude that the young
bowiders may have tumbled on to it——"

“ Bai Jovel”

“ And if it's someihing that's being kept sceret—as it
eortamly 1s—they wouldn’t be allowed to come away and talk
alrout 1t—"

“ Talbot !"

“We've got to find them,” said Talbot gquictly.

Arvthur Augustus was very pale.

“ What—what can have happened to them 7 he stammered.
“You—you don't think some villain may have—haye——""
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D'Arey’s voice trailed away. He thought of the masses of
snow piled in the roofless old building, and of what that snow
might hide.

“ Don't look at the darkest possible side of the matter,” said
Talbot quickly. ““It's barely possible that they're hiding
themselves to give us a scare. Or they may be shut up
somewhere; that old place must be fulf of secret corners.
There's some secret in the priory, you thaps, and we've got
to find out what it ia.

It isn’t some village duffer playing ghost. A chap would
have to be a pretty rabid practical joker to stick in that
dreary old place in the middle of the night to do that—a place,
too, that hardly anybody passes after dark. He might stick
there for night after night without succeeding in searing
anybody. It isn’t that. Who ever has been haunting the
l)l_'mry is somebody who has reasons for keeping himself
idden there—that's what I think.”

Tom Merry drew a deep breath.

“ You suggested yesterday somebody trying to gei inte
communication with the German prisoners, Talbot.””

“ It's quite possible—or something of the sort, at all
events. The priory is less than a mile from the concentration
camp, so naturally it brings the Germans into one's mind.
Some captured spy there, perhaps, may have valuable infor-
mation to pass on to somcbody else, if he could be communi-
cated with—""

“ My hat!”?

“ Anyway, it's jollg certain that somebody has been using
the ruing as a hiding-place,” said Talbot.

* But—but in that case, he'd keep out of sight, and wouldn’t
let himself be seen,” said Manners,

“If he's trying to get at somebody in the tamp, he would
have to come out, and after dark, of course. Besides, ha
would have to get food. That's another point. The kids
must have had food with them, and we know they brought
Lags fram the station, We didn't find them there—there was
nothing left.” They've disappeared along with Wally and
Frayne. One thing's jolly certain—they never left the priory.”

“Let's go and have a another look,” said Tom Merry.un-
easily. * If there's some secret place there where they could
he hidden, we'll find it fast enough. I know there are vaults
under the old place. We can search them.”

HGood! We shall want lanterns, and we'd better take a
atick apiece, too.”

A couple of bicycle lanterns and Laif a dozen sticks were
soon secured. The juniors started off by way of the frozen
river, in order not to acquaint Miss Priscilla with their
dostination. They reached the naunted priory. Round the
old ruing the snow lay in a white, unbroken sheet. There
was not a single footpring to be seen, save those which Tom
Merry & Ca. themselves had left there in the morning.

It was with a chill at their hearts that the chums of
Bt. Jim's entered tho ruined priory., They searched the
ruins once more from end to end, and Arthur Augustus
drove his stick again and again into the masses of snow,
though without saying what he half expected and feared to
find there. The juniors understood what was in his mind.
If some desperate rascal were hiding in the haunted priory,
with some dastardly object to serve, and the two fags had
discovered him, what measures might he not have taken to
secure their silence?

But no discovery was made.

“ Now for the vaults,” said Talbot.

Tom Merry guided them to the entrance of the vaults.
The lanterns were lighted, and, gripping their cudgels, the
juniors descended into the dark, damp regions bgiow the
old priory. .

Dark and dreary the grim old vaults looked as they
flazhed the lights to and fro on the oozy walls.

From end to end of the vaults they searched, but there
was 1o sound—there was no sign. The juniors examined the
‘old flags beneath their feet, but there was no sign of a foot-
atep there—and their training as Boy Scouts would have
enabled them to detect the slightest * sign.”

They returned to the upper regions at last.
had been a failure,

They gathered in the old refectory, where the remains of
thc}dead fire showed that the fags had camped the previous
night.

Save for a few emkers and a few logs still unburnt, there
was no trace of the campers. Here and there they picked up
fragments of eggshells and a crust or two of bread, remnants
of the “feed.” But the bags the fags had brought with
them--the food, the cooking utensils—all had vanished.
Lither Wally and Fraiyne had disappeared of their own
aovord, and had deliberately covered up their tracks behind
them, or else they had been taken by force, and the Un-
known had laboured to conceal the fact that anyone had
been there at all.

There was still a faint hope in their breasts that this might
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he a “jape” after all—that Wally might be only pulling
their leg; but the hope was faint. The fags had been there,
and they had disappeared. Where?

“What are we going to do?”’ muttered Blake

Talbot put his hands to his lips. I

The juniors left the ruins in silence. They did not
speak again till they were on the frozen river-bank.

“You—you think somebody might have—have heard us
there, Talbot 7’ said Tom Metry, in a hushed voice,

“Why not?”

“But—but where could anybody be hidden? We've
searched the place from end to end; and as for any secreb
door, or anything of that kind, how could a stranger here—
a foreigner, as you think—lknov anything about that! It's
not possible.”

“ It beats me,” said Talbot;
they are there.”

““What about calling in the police 7" asked Manners.

“We can do that—or try again ourselves, The police
couldn’t do more than we've done—search the place,” said
Talbot. *“I don’t gee what use that woyld do. But we've
got another card to play yet.”

“ And that——" H

“ After dark. Whoever it is—whateve: his game is—he
only shows himself after dark—whatever plan he is trying
to carry ‘out, he has to work at night.’” said Talbot. *It's
at night that he can be spotted. It's getting dusk now.
Thisha:.rlcning one of us must get into the place guietly, and
wateh,

“ All of us together, surely,” said Tom Merry. y

“ You don’t want to explain to Miss Fawcett. And Cousin
Tthel will be here this evening,” said Lowther; *fwe don't
want to alarm her, But a ecouple of us—-" /

“T must be one, deah boys.!" D'Arcy's face was white
and strained. ¢“The young beggah is my 'bwothah, you
know—"" He broke off.

“Two of us, then,” said Talbot. #We shall have to make
an excuse to get out without alarming Miss Priscilla, and
keep watch in the priory. And then——"

Tom Merry clenche * ais Lands,

% Then we'll spot the scoundrel, whoever he is, and make
him suffer for this,’”* he said, hetween his teeth.

And the Co., with deep worry on their minds, and heavy
hearts, returned slowly and thoughtfully to Laurel Villa,

“hut it's plain enough that

CHAPTER 13.
In the Dead of Night.
OUSIN ETHEL had arrived, with Marjorie Hazel-
@ dene. The juniors were late for tea—certainly a
thing that had never happened before when Cousin
HKthel was there. It was not easy for them to keep up a
flow of cheerful spirits with that dark trouble that was
weighing on their minds, but they did their best. :
Talbot—much more used from his early life to concealing
his feelings—made the best show. Cousin Ethel was very
kind to Talbot. She had heard his ourious story, and it was
her first meeting with the “ Tofl."” Arthur Augustus, usually
quite a flowing talker, was almost silent—for once, he did
not appropriate the lion’s share of the conversation. He
was thinking of his brother—the young scamp whom he had
often threatened with a ** feahful thwashing,” but for whom
his affection was strong and deep. What had become of
Wally? That was the question that haunted his mind, and
brought dark clouds of thought io his face. 5 =
Miss Priscilla suspected nothing; neither did Marjorie.
Bub Tom Merry noticed that Cousin Ethel looked at him
very curiously sometimes during fea. The girl had observed
that there was something weighing on the spirits of the
juniors. Tom Merry was very anxious not to alarm his old
governess, who would have been in a state of distraction if
she had known of the mystery of the priory. But after tea
he_decided to tell Cousin Ethel quietly what had happened.
Tothel listened with a very grave face. Sl
“Some of us are going to keep wateh to-night,” said
Tom. ¢ We've got to find out what has become of poor old
Wally—and Joe too.” i :
“You may be going into danger,” said Tithel  uneasily.
¢ Tf the ruins were searched by the police, Tom——"" :
“They cannot search them more thoroughly than we've
done;"”’ said Tom moodily. *“It’s up to us, Ethel; though
goodness knows what can have happened. Talbot thinks
there may be some spy rotter hiding there, trying to get
into communication with some other scoundrel shit up in
the camp—"
Kthel started a litile. : ;
“ 1 saw Mr. Dodds as I came in,"" she said. *' He told me
that there was a disturbance at the camp last night. One
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of the sentries fived upon someone whe was standing along
by the barbed wire.”

“My hatl”

“The man escaped, and the sentry picked ulp a pair of
wire-cutters, which he must have dropped when he ran
sway,” said Ethel. “ Mp. Dodds says the man hasn't been
found. Tt miust have been some friend of the German
prisoners.’’

Tom Merry knitted his brows.

“Then it's very likely that old Talbot's right, I know
fhere are a good many spies in the camp—they bagged a lot
of them and shut them up there, along with the other
prisoners. Some of them must be chock full of information,
and would give anything for a chance to send it to Germany.
If it's a seoundrel of that sert hiding in the old priory, we'll
put an end to his little game, somehow.”

‘" But—but he may be a desperate man

" Oh, we'll handle him all right !

“I1—1 shall feel very uneasy,” said Ethel.

“1 wouldn't have told you, only 1 could see that you had
spotted something,” said Tom Merry ruefully.

“T1 am plad you told me,” daid Kthel quietly. “I wish I
could keep watch with you, Buf, at least, I will take care
to keep Miss Priseilla from suspecting anything., She must
not be alarmed, if it can be helped.”

“ What a brick you are, Ethel |’ said Tom gratefully.

During the cvening Arthur Augustus and Blake went ouf
for a walk. It had been agreed that if they made any dis-
covery, they would not atiempt to tackle the enemy, but
to return and report. It was late in the evening hefare thev
came in, and their dejected looks showed that they had
nothing to report.

Tom Merry & Co. went to bed early that night, Thew
did not want to sleep—they wanied to pet to their work of
watching the haunted priory. In the rooms above Blake
atid D'Arcy were questioned,

“ Nothing done!” growled Blake,
there wasn't a sound—not a
doing.”

“ We'll all go together now,”™ said Tom Merry.

“It might give the game away—a crowd of us,’” said
Talbot. “ Half a dozen fellows are sure to make a sound or
two, at least: and a soumd will be enough to put the rotter
on his guard, if he is hidden there.”

Ed Ellt_,.

“Let us all go, and only one of us ge inte the pricry and
keep wateh.” said Talbut, ““The other. can be near enough
to hear a whistle.”

“ Perhaps that's the best idea, We've got a lantern each
n&w—ﬁI"*;'e taken care of that,”” =aid Tom Merry., * Let's
get off.’

They quitted the house by wav of the verandah without
waiting for all the lights below to be put out. The snow
was beginming to fall again. They tramped through the
falling flakes towards the mysterious priovy., Dark and
silent, it loomed up before them in the grim winler night.

They halted in the snow, close to the old huilding., Save
for the wailing of the wind, there was no sound in the ruins.

“ There's a shelter here,” whispered Tom Merry, “Wo
ean pet under this bit of roof out of the snow., Which of us
15 going in ¥t :

“T am, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus firmly.

“You've had your turn, old chap,” said Tom uneasly.
* Better leave it to Talbot or me, you know.”

"It's my minah that’'s been done away with by that
scoundrel,” said Arthur Augustus. “ It's up to me, and I
insist. DBesides, the mattah will be safah in my hands.”

The Co. had very strong doubts on that point, but they did
not feel inclined to dispute with the swell of 8t. Jim’s, They
knew the bitter anxiely that was gnawing at his heart.
Anxious as they were about Wally, theie anxicty was naturally
not so keen as that of Wally's brother.

“ Youlll be eareful, Gussy.” said Tom Merry hesitatingly,

“ Wely on me, deah boys.” *

“ And if you see anybody—anything, or hear anything—""

“T'll give you the signal at onee, deah boy—the eurlew
call,” said Arthur Augustus. * Listen for the scouts’ signal,”

“ Right-ho |

And Arthur Augustus, with infinite precantions, stole to the
ruins. It had been arranged that the watcher should take np
his position in the old refectory, as the best-sheltered spot, and
there keep s ** patient watch and ward.”

Tom Merry & Co., keeping out of the falling snow under the
partial roof of an old eell, waited and listened,

It was weary waiting. ¥et it would certainly not have done
for a crowd of fellows to watch in the ruins,

If the Unknown was hidden there, certainly he would have
heard some slight sound among so many fellows, which would
have put him on his guard. Put each of the juniors wished
that lie had been in D'Arey’s place.

"

“"We kept watch, and
shadow of one. Nothing

¥
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Tt was cold, hitterly cold, even in their thick boots and
coats and muflers, They beat their chests with their arms
to keep warm, and moved restlessly to and fro, but with
great caution, They heard eleven o’clock strike from the
village. Still there came no sound from the interior of tho
ruins,

Was the vigil to be in vain? Yat if there were someone
hidden there—if, as Talbot suspected, it was some rascal seek-
ing to communicate with the prisoners’ camp—surely he would
not remain idle a whole night. He must sbir out of his
hiding-place. The minutes passed wearily. _ )

Suddenly the juniors started. From the silence of the ruins
came the elear call of the curlew—ithe agreed signal!

It was followed by the sudden sound of tramping of fcet, of
etruggling, and a yell

“ Help! This way! Help!" .

The juniors rushed madly into the priory.

—

CHAPTER 14,
The Secret of the Priory,

OM MERRY was the first, running and stumbling at
furious speed. Talbot was close behind him, and his
light was already gleaming out; he was the only one

of the excited juniors who had thought of that. They
stumibled and seratehied through snow and masses of masonry,
and came in a rush through the doorway of the refectory.

“ Help, deah boys!”’ ;

Tramp, tramp, tramp !

En'npua 1heyp rnaheﬂpin, a dark fgure suddenly leaped out
of the gloom, . and rushed past them. The lantern was
knocked from Talbot's hand, and the figure vanished into
the falling snow,

Y Collay him !’

“Get o light 1"

“ (ussy, are you hurt 2"

“Bai Jove! Oh ewnmbs!™ : .

Blake struck a match, with shaking fingers, and lighted his
lantern,

The rays streamed through the old refectory. ' _

Arthur Augustus was lying on the foor and -he raised him-
solf on his elbow, panting, and he put his hand to his head,

* Have you %ﬂ-t him, deah boya?™

LH I'IE’H gﬂ'ﬂE "1'!' :

““ Clean gone ! said Lowther, * Did anybody see him ?’*

“ Just a glimpse,” muttered Talbot. ‘* Somebody in dark
clothes. He vanished like a ghosi. He's gone.”

“ Are you hurt, Gussy?”

“Yans, Ow! TIt's all wight—only a knock on the nappah.”

The juniore gathered round him, and Blake helped the swell
of 8t Jim's to his feet. Arthur Augustus pressed his hand to
his head, and grunted. The juniors were too anxious about
their chum to think of pursuing the Unknown for the moment.
And he had already vanished into the darkness of the falling
TIOW.

““ Let me look at your napper,’’ said Blake anxiously. ** My
hat, vou've got a lump there, Gussy !

“ Only a bwuise, deah boy,” said Authur Augustus, *“ Oh,
cwumbs 7

“ But what bappened ¥ exclaimed Manners.

“1 was listening like anythin’, deah boys,’" said Arthur
Augustus, breathlessly ; ' and suddenly I heard somebody
movin' =

“In this room 77 asked Talbot.

““ Yans, T was standin’ neah the doorway, leanin® on the
wall, you know, in the dark, and watchin’ like anythin’. T
heard him movin', and I gave the signal. e came towards
the doorway, and I collahed him. He stwuggled like any-
thin®, and he was stwongah than T was, the wottah. When
vou fellahs eame in he hit he on the head with somethin®
hard Ow! It was wathah wuff !

“ And cleared off,” said Tom Merry, ** Hunt for him !

1_’1‘{119 juniors spread through the rums, with all the lanterns
alight.

“ Here’s the footprints,” said Talbot,

Decp footprints, in the soft snow, led away from the haunted
priory, in the dircction of the open heath. But the ramdly-
falling snow wag fast obliterating them.

The Unknown had vanished inte the night.

The juniors returned to the refectory for shelter. They had
discovered, to a measure, the secrel of the priory—a mysterious
Unknown had been hidden there. Dut he had escaped them,
and they were as far as ever, seemingly, from discovering the
missing fags. Would the Unlknown return?

“He will come back,” said Tom Merry dubiously, ' He
must come baclk, if he wants to hide, or clse stay in the open.
He can't do that in a snowstorm.”

“Wec'll have him yet.” -

““ Hold on ! said Talbot quietly. “ If he comes back, he
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won't do so till he’s pretty sure that the coast is clear. We've
got plenty of time. You say you were in the doorway,
D'Arey, and you heard him in this room 7"

“ Yans, deah boy.”

% Then ho myst have been hidden here. You can sec that
the ivy at the window has not been disturbed. This room
hiolds the secret,” said Talbot.

The juniors east the light round upon the massive walls, on
the mossy flags of the floor. If there was any seeret opening,
it seemted vain to search for it. And how could it have come
to be known to a stranger?

Tom Merry had known the old place since his childhood,
and he knew nothing of any seeret opening. Ie shook his
head at the thought.

Talbot was seamming the old room almost inch by inch. He
uttered a sudden exclamation and kuelt on the floor, The
juniors hurried to him.

“WWhat is it, Talbot ¢

“A sipgn”

“ Only a smudge on the stone,” said Blake, in wonder.
* What does that imply ?7

Talbot rubbed the ‘* sign ”* on the stone twith his finger.

He held up his finger—it was stained with charcoal.

“That's s good a clue as we could want,” he said, and he
turned towards the great hearth of the refectory. ** Whoever
left that mark had-been treading on burnt.embers.'

“ Qh 1"

“ Thero conld be only one reason for that—he had been on
the hearth,” said Talbot; “ and only one reason for treading
on the hearth—he came down the chimney !”

“ The—the chimney "’

113 ch.F}

“ But the dead five ien’t disturbed—look 1"

‘ He would be eareful not to tread on that, of course—he
did not want to leave a black trail where he moved, He had
trodden on a loose emhber by accident. That explains; there
is no secrebt opening, but the chimney is big enough to hide
a dozen men.”

“ It's barred across some distance up,” said Tom Merry;
* vou can see the bars in the daytime. The top of the chimney
i3 gone, you know."

““Ther he had been hidden below where it is barred.”

“ But—but there can be nothing to stand on, even if he
could climb up,” said Tom Merry, bewildered. “ It's just an
empty chimrey—you can see the sky through it in the day-
time.”’

* Exactly; and that's why we never suspected anybody of
hiding in 1t,” said Talbot. “ But this chimney is hundreds
of years old, and they built them differently in those days;
they bhad need of secret hiding-places then." :

“ But the fags had a big fire here last night, to judge by
what's loft of it, If he'd be=n there, he'd have been toasted,”
said Biake.

“ I fancy he wasn't there then. Suppose Wally and Frayne
camped here while he was out on one of his expeditions at
night; he came back and found that he couldn’t get back
to his hidinq-place without disturbing them——"

“ My hat !’

“ There are old chimmeys with lateral openings in the
shaft,” said Talbot. ‘I faney this is one of them, though I
didn't think of it before, We know there was an alarm at
the .concentration camp last night—a sentry fired on some-
body, who fled, and left a pair of wire-cutters behind him,
Suppose it was our man; he came back, he was anxious to get
iuto his sklt_lkinﬁ'-piaco, thinking, perhaps, the soldiers were
after him, and he could not pass the fags withous waking
them. And once they saw him they had to disappear, or they
would have given him away. Anyway, I'm going up this
chimney."”

Talbot stepped into the hearth. The space above his nead
was more than Bit. wide over the hearth. ‘The other juriors
followed him; there was ample room for all. They flashed
their lanterns ip the chimney above. Only grimy walls and
grimy, rusty bars far above met their eyes.

“ This is how he climbed,”’ said Talbot, quietly touching the
old rusty iron stanchion jutting from the stones. ** They used
to put these things here for chimney-cleaners in the old days,
My idea is that the man dodged in here to hide, and took to
the chimney when somebody or other came inko the ruins, and
accidentally discovered a seeret hiding-place, and made use of
it afterwards. But we shall see.”

There were rusty old stanchions, one above another, and
Talbot, with easy activity, drew himself up from one to
another. The juniors held the lanterns to light him on his
way as well as they could. At the height of a dozen feet
Tafb'ot- wuttered a sharp ejaculation:

¢ Rureka "

“You've found it?"”

[ £] lre‘a.!:
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“ Hurrah [

“ There's o block of stone missing here, in the side of the
chimney—it's a puassage wide enough to walk along, stoop-
ing,”” said Talbot. * Get on those stanchions, one after
another, and pass up the lanterns, and T'll take them.”

13 :“(,d pgg:'r

The juniors climbed up actively, Even Arthur Augustus
did not think of his clothes just then, though the state they
were in after the climb was horrible: They joined Talbot in
the opening in the side of the chimnoy—a low, narrow
passage k‘na'ing away into the thickness of the wall,

In Indian file they followed the passage, stooping their
heads, Talbot leading the way. A dozen yards further on the
passage opened out into a small chamber, completely closed
m by stone walls, There was a single small’ opening,
doubtless where a hidden pipe ran to the open air for
ventilation.

Talbot cast his light about the little cell, and gave a
shout,

““Hurrah I’

“ Bai Jove !

“Found!” shouted Tom Marry.

On a heap of rugs and coatls, in a corner, lay two still forma.
fwo white faces looked at the juniors-——two faces white with
pain and horror—speechless, TFor the two prisoners were
bound hand and foot, and gageed with cruel tightness, and
not & movement, not a sound, came from them even at the
sight of the resecuers.

CHAPTER 15,
A Merry Christmas,

o ALLY !
w ¢ Frayne "'
“Oh, the wottah—to tweat them like that! Oh,

the scoundrel!” cried Arthur Augustus, half blubbing, as he
bent over his minor, and cut away &t his bonds with his knife.

The ‘two fags had been tied up, not only their limbs, but
together, so that they could not even move. Strips of cloth
had been used for the purpose, and the work had been done
with cruel and unfeeling thoroughness.

The bonds and the gags were quickly removed, but the two
exhaunsted fags could not move or speak. They lay helpless,
numbed, eramped, white, and exhausted.

The juniors chafed their limbs anxiously. Wally and Joe
had suffered ai the hands of their brutal captor, but the
rescuers were only too glad to find them alive.

“Oh!” panted Wally at lasi.  ** My only Aunt Jane!
This is & go! Have you got that German blackgunard 2"

“ My at!” groaned Frayne. “Oh, crikey!”

“We haven't caught him,” said Tom Merry.
German, then ?”

“Ow! Yes. Some beastly spy, T suppose!” said Wally.
“Oh dear! I'm cramped all over! The villain has kept us
tied up all doy. He let us a bit loose in the daybtime, but
fastened us up again like this before he left us, And the
gags have been in our jaws all the time; he wouldn't truss
us not to call out. We've had nothing to eat or drink. What
time is it?"’

“ Midnight,"” said Blake.

“ My only Aunt Jane! Then we've been here more than
twenty hours!"” said Wally, with a shudder. * It seemed like
twenty years ! : ;

But the scamp of the Third was already recovering his
spirits.  The steady chafing of his limbs was restoring the
ciroulation.

“Tt's all Gussy's fault!’ he added.

“ Weally, Wally—"

“Of course it was!"” said Wally obstinately. I told you
I wouldn't go to Aunt Adelina's—"

* Oh, you young waseal I’ 3

¢ 8o we came and camped out here,” said Wally. *f Then
Frayne went to sleep on the watch—that was after we
frightened you bounders out of your wits with a set of
amateur theatrical groaus.”

“ You young ass—"'

“1 jolly well wish we hadn’t now!” grunted Wally. * I'd
have been glad of your company a bit later, when that
beast collared me! Joe went to sleep, the ass—"

“ T'm sorry, Master Wally I"” murmured Frayne.

“'Not that it would have made much difference if ho
hadn't,”! admitted Wally. * The German beast was too
strong for us, and he mght have used his revolver, too, if
we'd given him too much trouble. T know he's got one.”

“ But what happened last night 7" demanded Tom Merry.

«T—T wole up,” said Frayne, shuddering at the recollec
tion—* I—I wolke up, and saw ‘im—saw a 'orrid dark figure—
sneakin’ across the room. I think now he was tryin' to get
at the chimbley without wakin' us up. Bub I gave a jump,
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and then he was on me like Iightning. Ile put a big ’and
aver my mouth, and I couldn’t make a sound; and there
was Master Wally sleepin’ like a top all the time, And when
I struggled he hit me over the head with something, and I
don’t recollect any more of that. I s'pose I was stunned.
know I got a hawful lump on my napper. I got a sort of
dreamy reckerlection of being dragged and dragged, and
nigh on choked, and I s'pose the villain was dragging me up
‘ere, and that’s all, When I came to ’ere I was trussed-up
like Xou found me, and Master Wally wag tied to me.”

* And how did you let him bag you, Wally 1"’

“1I didn’t let him bag me!” said \K}aily indignantly. *“1I
woke up and found the fire out and Joe gone, and yelled to
him, and then "—he shivered—** then I heard him in the dark
—that villain! I couldn’t sce him. T did a bolt, and he got
hold of me in the dark, and—and then—— I—I don’t seem
to remember——"*

“You fainted—eh 1"

“No, I didn't—I never faint!"” growled Wally. * What
rot! But I don’t seem to remember what happened next,
not till I found inyself tied up here to Frayne. 1—I suppose
I was too—too sleepy or something.”

The juniors grinned. Wally was not likely to admit that
he had fainted.

“ Give us some of that grub!” said Wally, seating himself
on his bag. ‘ We've been watching the German beast eat
our grub all day, and never had a mouthful 1"

D’Arey minor and Frayne started on the provisions, and
for some time their jaws were too busy for speech. The
juniors goon decided upon their plan of action. The lights
were extinguished, and they prepared to wait. It was not
likely that the German was gone for good. There was a
heavy greatcoat in the little cell, which evidently belonged
to him, and a leather bag, which was locked.

Doubtless, having hidden in the chimney to cseape easual
observation, the German had discovered that secret chamber,
and had made it his headquarters. He had hidden there
while the ruins had been searched, more than once, without
& discovery being made; and there was no reason why he
should guess that the secret had been discovered now. He
would return—and, finding the priory apparently deserted,
he would ascend to the secret chamber, expecting to find
his prisoners as he had lelt them. And if he came——

Tom Merry & Co. knew what they would do in that case,

Suddenly, from the silence of the night, there came dull,
muffled sounds in the distance, penetrating faintly even to
the recess in the old chiimney, Talbot gave a faint whisper.

“ Rifles IV

The juniors caughf their breath,

It was the firing of rifles on the heath, and they knew
what that meant—an alarm at the prisoners’ eamp. Once
apgain the sentries had been too watchful for the German,
And if he was being pursued——

They clenched their hands and waited.

Ten minutes later there was a sound below—a sound of
soraping, of hurried and panting breathing.

They did not stir. L

They knew that someone was ¢limbing the old chimmey—
that it could only be the German desperado. Hunted by the
sentries at the concentration camp, ]}JP- had returned to his
lair, little dreaming of what awaited him there.

The panting breathing was in the narrow passage now—
it came closer. The man was almost unon them as they
crouched there in the darkness. There was a heavy footstep
in the secret chamber, and a light flashed out—an electric-
amp.

! 'l‘}'u:‘. juniors caught a glimpse of an athletic frame, with a
heavy German face and cold, cruel, pale-bluc eyes. The next
instant they were upon him. Talbot caught the electric-lamp
from his hand as the other fellows fastened like tigers on
the German.

“Ach! Mein Gott!”

The man stiuggled furiously,  Talbot set down the lamp
quickly, and piled m with his comrades, getting his arm round
the German’s bullmeck. The man made a fierce effort to
draw a weapon, but he had no chance. There were too many
hands upon him. He went down with a crash, the juniors
sprawling over him. Blake had one wrist, Lowther had the
other. Manners had him round the legs, Talbot round the
neck. Wally and Frayne and Tom Merry and D’Arvey piled
in where they could. The rascal almost disappeared under
the struggling heap of juniors, all anxious to have a * go.”

“Ach!?

“ Ach as much as you like;
chnekled Lowther.

* Yaas, wathah!”?

“We'll give him some of his own giddy medicine,’” grinned
Wally. **Hold the beast while I tie him np. And T'll make
it tight enough, too.”

The German, still resisting, was bound hand and fact. Then
hLe lay regarding his captors with furicus eyes, that glittered

we've got you, sonny [
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like a snake’s. The panting juniors stood round him
triumphantly. There was a sound from below; the sound of
heavy footsteps and voices in the old priory.

“ He ain’t *ere ! called out a voiwe.

* Tommy Atkins after him,” grinned Tom Merry.
give them a surprise,”’

He hurried along the narrow passage to the chimney, and
called down: L

* Hallo, down there !"?

§ :l‘ By gosh! Who's that?”” came a startled voice from
elow.

‘ Looking for somebody?’ asked Tom Merry, as a light
gleamed up the chimney, and a bewildered man in khaki
stared up at him.

““Yes. Have you scen a giddy German?
doing there, young shaver ?”

“ What's he been doing ¥’ asked Tom Merry. * The giddy
German, I mean?”’

*“ Nosing round the camp,” said the soldier. ** We faip
spotted him this time, but he got away, and my mate says he
bunked into these ’ere ruins, but I can’t find him. He got
into the camp by cuttin’ the wire, and he’s been talking to
a prisoner—a spy, too. If you've seeni him—— Wot are Fou
doing there, anyway?”

“ Catching your giddy German for you,” said Tom Merry
cheerfully. *‘He's here, and we’ve got him tied up.’”

By gposh! Wot sort of a blighted place is this "ere i
asked Tommy Atking, staring round the old chimney, ** Nice
sort of a ‘ole, I must say. ’'Ow does a chap get up there?
I 'spose you got up there somehow."

Tom Merry pointed out the stanchions, and the treoper,
elinging his rifle, eame up as actively as a cat. He grimmfi
with delight at the sight of the bound German.

“Got him I he said.  ** You young shavers 'ad better come
along, and give an account of yourselves to my sergeant.
And you can lend me a ‘and gettin’ my man down. My
word! What a queer ‘ole IV

And Tom Merry & Co. very cheerfully helped Temmy
Atkins to march off his prisoner.

“We'll

Wot arc you

. . . . - . » » £ x

Tom Merry & Clo. were late down the next morning.

Miss Priscilla Faweeit had the sureprize of her life when
they came down, and brought Wally and. Joe Frayne with
thom.

Cousin Hthel and Marjorie, who had spent a very anxious
night, were overjoyed to see them.

* Deayr me ! said Miss Priseilla, as she kissed D’ Arey minor
affectionately. * However did you arrive, my dear child ¥’

“ Thyrough the window,” said Wally cheerfully. * We came
rather late—didn’t we, Joe?”

“ Which we did " grinned Joe.

“How very extraordinary!"” said Miss Priscilla.
did you wake up and let them in, Tommy dear ¢’

Tommy dear llaughed.

7 came in with them,” he explained.

“ Oh, Tommy!”

And over breakfast the tale was told, to the surprise and
terror of Miss Priscilla. Now that it was all over, the good
old lady, of course, had to be told all about it. And, assured
that her dear Tommy had not been hurt, and that the whole
party had won great distinction in the capture of a dangerois
German spy, Miss Priscilla’s deli?ht was great, She insisted
that Tom Merry had done it all, in spite of Tom’s valiant
ufforts to point out that it was all really due to Talbot.

The Co. had, indeed, distinguished themselves by that cap<
tures. The German had succeeded, at last, in getting specch
with .the captured spy, whose information he was to send to
the Fatherland. And. closely chased as he had been by the
men in khaki, he could have lain hidden in hiz hiding-place
till the coast was clear, had not Tom Merry & Co. been on
the scene. The dangerous rascal had joined his acquaintance
in the prisoners’ camp now, and was pot likely to get outside
the barbed wire again till the end of the war.! )

Wally and Joe, of course, stayed at Laurel Villa for the
holidays, Arthur Augustus despatching a long and reassuring
telegram to Aunt Adelina. And the two young rascals hed
what Wally enthusiastically described as a high old time.

There was a great gathering for Christnias Day and Boxing
Day; Fipgios i (o. coming, and Kangaroo and his friends
turning up, and Herries and Digby. It was a very ha.p‘;y
party. And the happicst of all, perhaps, was Talbot of the
Shell. For it was the first time in the chequered career of
the “Toff” that he had known what was really a Merry
Christmas,

“ And

THE END.

(Next Wednesday's splendid, long, complet estory
of Tom Merry & Co. is entitied ** THE FOES OF ST.

JIM’S ! Please order your copy in advance,)
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF OUR GRAND

An Enthralling New
Story of Life in the

British Army.

SUMMARY OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS.

Bob Hall, a fine, strapping: young fellow, in the employ
of a moncylender, grows I:ilnaotly of the monotonous clerical
life he is leading, and decides to lay down the pen for the
sword. By a stroke of great good fortune, he succceds in
joining n crack regiment known as the ¥ Die-Hards.”
Although he finds a splendid chum in Private Bill Dent, Bob
falls foul of a braggart named Goss, and in the fight that
ensues gives his adversary a terrific thrashing.. In revenge,
Goss causes a'serions accident to befall Beb in the regimental
riding-school. Fei this he is severely punished by his com-
rades. A few days later Bob is called up for special guard.
While at his pest he- hears the sound of a-struggle in the
road, and goes to fhe aid of a couple of gentlemen who are
being attacked by a. crook. For meglect of duty Bob is
placed mlmcdintef; under arrest, nng brought “before | the
orderly-room. The colonel of thyp regiment, however; comes
to the rescue, and Bob is liberated. A, trooper named
Smooch having deserted, Bob and two of his comrades ave
commissioned to go to York and affect his arrest.

(Now go on with the Story.)

Smooch is Released.

“ Quite correct!” the governor remarked brusquely.

‘“ Here, Ansell, file that.” And he pitched the document
across the room to a.desk where a clerk was seated.  Step
outside with your men, corporal. Dunbar, take the escort
along, and see if they can identify the prisoner, Christopher
Smooch.”
., The governor carelessly acknowledged the salute of the
escort, and immediately iusied himsﬁf with a huge pile of
letters and reports. The warder Dunbar, who had been
standing at the door, conducted Brett and his troopers back
the way they had come, until they entered a corridor where
about twenty prisoners were ranged in a row.

‘' Pick out your man,” he said to Brett.

There was little difficulty in doing that, for Smoach was
the only one of the prisoners with any semblance of a military
bearing. There was an ugly look in his eves when Breft
tapped him on the shoulder,

* This is Trooper Smooch,” he said.

“Right-ho! Come along, till we get him his uniform;
then you ean cart him off.”

¥ Good job, too!” Bmooch growled.
in your hotel!”

“You ain't as glad to go as we are to get vid of you,”
the warder retorted scornfully. “ A chap as runs away—
But there, you'll be paid out time enough, and serve you
right!”

Smooch flushed scarlet, his eyes flashed fire, and he checkod
his fists. Brett commanded him to march on, and he sullenly
obeyed. When once again he had donned his uniform, the
escort marched him down to the gate. Another warder
stopped Brett there,

‘s You must sign the receipt,” he said.

“ What receipt?”’ the corporal demanded,

“ The receipt for this bloke’s body !

Dent could hardly stifle a laugh, the idea struck him as so
quaint, Brett attached his signature to a document, and

Tup- Gem Lisrary.—Np. 359.

“I'm sick of stopping

OUR COMPANION PAPERS: “THE RASNET, nikyBRARY,

x1 A

NEW SERIAL STORY.

Specially Published for
Patriotic British Boys.

By

BEVERLEY KENT.

then, drawing forth a pair of handeuffs, he slipped them over
the prisoner’s wristz,

‘¢ Right turn! Quick march!

The massive gates of the prison were flung open, and the
escort, with Smooch in the centre, stepped ouf on ta the road.
Dent, who had known Smooch well in the ranks, tried to
console him as they marched along, but the prisoner retained
a sulky silence, and his face was working with passion.
crowd  quickly gathered, as crowds always do under such
circumstances, and before long the éscort was surrounded by
fifty or sixty navvies, emerging from worl for the dinner-
hour..

Sympathy Y
trouble, and that of itself was enough to stiv the
crowd. They began to close in.on the escort, bett
question Smooch as to the cause of his arrest, but without
any intention of attempting a rescue, when suddenly the
prisoner whecled round, the handeuffs fell with a clang tn‘th_t:
pavement, and he struck Brett; who was marching Lehind,
a terrific blow, which lifted him off hia feetf.

“Help! Help!”

1

was with the prisoner, for evidently he was in
good-hearted
the better to

The Deserter Brought Back.

Dent seized Smooch, as the latter shouted passionately,
and Bob, standing before the two rmen as they swrestled
together, yelled to the ecrowd to stand back. They came
with a rush, though, carried nway by the excitement of the
moment, and the lad wus flung to one side.

Springing forward again, he knoelked over a huge navvy,
pushed a couple more aside, and jumped to Dent’s assistance.
Ho was seized by the tunic-collar, pulled bick, and flung to
the ground. y ;

Thoe erowd rushed over him, knocking him down again as
he struggled to rise. At last, bruised and shelken, he
managed. to get his footing, and for some sceonds he was
carried backwards and forwards in the whirl of excited
humanity. Halt-dazed and with his head smarting from the
fall, he saw a red coai disappearing in a throng down an
alleyway some distance ahead, and, without pausmg to seek
his comrades, he managed to break loosc, and dashed alter
the fugitive, the erowd following in hot pursuit.

Smooch was disappearing into a doorway, his rescuers
hurriedly arging him along as Bob came in view. Some of
the men turned round :mff.> tried to stop Bob; but, swerving
as if on the football ficld, the lad managed to elude the
extended hands, and safely got into the doorway.

Across the hall and up the creaking stairs he bounded after
Smooch, who, reaching the top flizht, dragged himself
throngh the skylight and on to the roof. The eseaped
prisonier tried to close the skylight, but Bob's shoulders were
through; so, turning quickly, Smooch crawled along the
slates, seeking some means of escape. Bob went after him,
and at last, catching him by the ankle, he clung on for dear
life.

Both were in imminent danger of rolling off and falling
into the street, as Bmooch continued desperately to struggle;
but the lad's blood was up, and he cared little what
happened. One thing was certain, he would never let go
of his prisoner now that he- had caught him again.

Below, the crowd shouted hoarsely—women shrieked,
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children sereamed, and above the din was heard the shrill
summons of a policeman’s whistle.

“Do you hear that, you fool?” Bob gasped, as he strove
to pin Smooch to the slates. “If the police come, you'll
be put in quod, and you'll only get worse punishment.”

“ T don’t care a rap!"” Smooch cried, in a choking voice:
“1 ain’t going back to barracks! T'd sooner do time for ten
years ! at cur of a corporal won't have a chance of bully-
ing mo agajn!”

““Rot! You'd better give in! You'll have to come,
whether vou like it or no. I've got you now, and as long
as there's an ounce of sirength in my bedy, I'll—"

“ Hallo—hallo !

Bob turned his head for half a second. Dent was crawling
along the slates towards them, grinning from ear to ear.

“ Bully for you, Bob!* he gurgled. ‘Cling on to him all
you know. Smooch, you're the silliest terror 1 ever
dropped on!"

“Where's Breti?” Bob shouted.

_“I dunno! He'll be here pretty quick, T reckon.
York is running this way. AE, now we've got him!
the idiot along, and let us get out of this!”

They hauled Smooch, still struggling violently, along the
slates, Dent grasped him by the tunic-collar, and Bob,
jumpinhg down on the top landing, gripped him by the legs,
despite his frantic kicks and plunges. As the desperate
private dropped on the floor, he again struggled wildly for
freedom; but Dent had soon come to Bob's assistance, and
between them they held him securely, as Brett raced panting
up the stairs,

“Got him?’ the ecorporal yelled. ¢ Hurrah—hurrah!
Haul him along, and let’s get out of this den with whole
bones whilst we have the chancet!”

““The police are coming,” Bob urged. I heard the
:]vhiatle q"minute sgo. If we take him out through the front

oor——"

Half a dozen navvies were swarmnig up the stairs.

“Stand back, there!” Brett thundered. ““ You chaps have
done enough mischief as it is! You may think it a fine game
to play up this way, but it'e our prisoner who'll suffer. 1f
any of you dare to come farther, I'll loose off, for, I tell you
straight, I'm not having any more of your nonsense!”

“Ngo harm meant, maister,” the foremost of the rough
crowd urged apologetically. * Weé've come to help you and
tho bloke as is in trouble. There’s a way out o' here that
will get vou away from the crowd, and you can slip off
unbenoticed. Down the stairs, that's right. Shove apen the
door, Bill! Now, out sou go, and we'll send the bobbies
up on the roof. By the time they twig they're on the false
scent yow'll have vamped!”

The escort. and prisoner stepped out on to a _small court-
vard, and, passing under an archway, they entered a narrow,
silent thoroughfare, with high wareliouses on either side.
Far away they could hear the hoarse shouts of the crowd,
like the dull roar of the waves.

Brett stopped short, and faced Smooch.

“Well, are you sick of vourself?”’ he demanded aternly.
“¥You nearly got us all into trouble, and I don't know as I
ever did you any harm. Al you could have gained by this
nonsense would have been a few more hours’ liberty, and
then you'd have been punished twice as bad. What’s more,
you knocked mo down, and striking a superior officer is a
erime, as you kmow well. If I liked, I could pay you out!”

41 'was fair wild,” Bmooch muttered. His face was now
pale with excitement and exhaustion. * If all the non-coms.
were like you, I wouldn’t——"

* What's the matter with them "’ Brett rapped out.

Y Dh, they're right encugh! It was only one I was
thinking of.”

“ One that has something to do with Barrack-room 8ix?"
Dent inguired quickly.

o Yes.!!

* That explaing it. Now I know why Barrack-room Six
was so mighty high and hanghty.”

“Well, you are going to come uuietly now, anyhow?”
Brett demanded of the prisoner.

“Yes; I give you my parole.”

“ Right-ho! Then let's make for the station and clear out
of here afore the police can spot ns. None of us want any
trouble we can aveid, and we don'f bear you any malice,
Smooch. I forget that vou struck me and that yom resisted
arrest.”

Ay, av,” Dent agreed cordially.
together in the Die-Hards,™

Tacort and prisoner, without more ado, struek out for the
station without any outward show of custody; and as they
reached the platform a train was starting for London, They
took their -seats in an empty compartment, and DBrett
produced his tobacco-pouch,

“ Gota pipe?’’ he inquired of Smooch.

Half
Drag
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“Well, load it. Heigho! I'm glad that dust-up is over.
Say, Bob, if it wasn't for you I'd have stood a chance of
losing my stripe.”

They reached Aldershot late at night, and got into
barracks unocbserved. When Smooch had been handed ‘over
to the fum'd, Brett and the two troopers strolled away.

' Well, we've had a good time, and & bit of excitement we
didin’t reckon on,”* Brett grinned. ‘It was touch-and-ge
for a bit, though. Poor Smooch, he looks fair upset.’’

“He always wos an odd chap, and he can’t stand being
chipped,” Dent remarked. *“I'm sorry for him, in a war.
Youre very silent, Bob. A penny for your thoughts, lad!”

“I'vo been thinking about Smooch, and I fancy he’s not
a bad sor,” Bob explained. ‘' Say, Dent, don’t you think
wo eould get him round if we had him exchanged into cur
barrack-room? He's an excitable, nervous sort of chap, and
he wants friends, I fancy.”

“‘Mebbe it might do him a bit of good.
think, eorporal?”

“1. dare say Knox is right,” Brett veplied.
I\I’l}'h_ ..u
And thus, at Bob's suggestion, a kindly ack was done, for
which he was repajd to the full later on, when he himself
was the vietim olpdiegrace, and his life was in danger.

What do you
SWell iry,

Bob Overbears a Shameful Plot.

* Now, then, you lubber, look sharp, else I'll warm your
cayr for you!”

The speaker was Co:‘ipoml C'ole, a non-com., universally
disliked ih the Die-Hards, and Bob Hall flushed crimson as,
hanging his equipment on the rack above his cot, he turned
to follow him out of the barrack-room.

“ None of your skulking when on duty with me!” Cole
continuned harshly. ' You're a sight too big for your boots
considerin’ you only jolned recently. I'll show you that it
doesn’t pay to meddle in my business! Now, cling on to
that bucket and swab down that passage-way. If it ain’t to
my ‘}ﬂi“i"ﬂg when you've done, I'll start you right over the job
again !

Cole paused and glared at Bob, hoping that the latter
might make some reply which he could construc into an
insult to_his superior officer. But the Jad had been long
enough in the regiment to know what class of man Cole was,
%o, without word in reply, he started to work vigorously.
The corporal watched him for some scconds, till, finding there
was nothing to which he could take exception, he muttered
some further threats and strode away.

8o that's the game, is it?’ Bob murmured when left to
himself. * Youw've got your knife into me for befriending
Smooch, 1 see. We%l, he’s out of your clutches now, and it
won't be long before you'll have nothing to say to me either.
No, Corporal Cole, 'm not such a fool as to fall into the
trap you've laid for me. I'm to get my stripe any day now,
and you may nag all you like. I'm not gomng to lose it for
the sake of punching your ugly head. Not much!” -

Bob scrubbed with a will, for fatigue duty was often in
the day's work, and he was quite content to take the rough
with the smooth., In twenty minutes' time he had backed
half-wdy down the corridor with his bucket, and then, still
kneeling, he paused for a short spell. A door a couple of
yards away was ajar, and a loud laugh reached him, fo owed
by the buzz of voices. Bob identified some of tho speakers
at once; they were the younger subalterns in the regiment,

“That's Wilkins!? the lad reflected. **I wonder what
the joke is that tickled him? To judge by his hatchet face
it would take a lot to make him grin.”

“ Tt won't do' a voice remarked. ‘‘ Groves is too old a
soldicr for that! Can’t you think of some other way,
Mayers, by which we can pay the cad out for his cheek in
joining the regiment!” i S

Bob's cyes grew round with wonder as he heard this
speech, for Lieutenant Groves, commissioned to the Die-
Hards on his promotion from the ranks, was one of the maost
capable and pleasant officers with whom the men had to deal.

% Half a mo' !’ another subaltern cried. *“ Why not play
up old Harry in his rooms? The chap is nearly stony-broke,
and it's just possible he may clear out if it falls on him to
buy a new kit. At all events, we'll bo quit of him for a
bit, except on parade, for he won't have the spare cash to
accept invitations, and that sort of thing.” >

“ Bully for you, Forsytht’ Wilkins laughed uproariously.
“We'd better start at once! I saw Groves going into the
town an hour ago, and he won't be back for a spell vet,
probably. Come along! We'll give him something to look
at when he returns.” 3

“No, no; not yet!” another subaltern explained. **“We
must wait for Jennings, He’d be fair wild if he was kept
out of the fun!”
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Bob stood up, and, seizing his bucket, he .stepped noise-
lessly away.” He had no wish to overhear this or any other
conversation, but now that he had learned of the cowardly
prank about to be played, his honest heart rebelled. Groves
was & good officer and a straightforward man. Why, then,
should his belongings be destroyed and his feelings out-
raged? To Bob'Hall the proposal scemed a most dastardly
one, and he forthwith rc-so}vc to thwart it if he could.

 Nice row there’d be if one of us ran amuck and smashed
up the chaps’ equipments in the barrack-room, and yet we're
only privates!” he muttered. * These coves would come
down pretty hot on the chap who played n game like that!
And yot they're not above such a low trick themselves.
Well, if T have the luck to find Groves, I wouldn’t care to be
in any of their shoes!”

As Bob turned the corner of the corridor he heard a foot-
fall on the winding stairs, and, thinking it might be Cole,
he laid down his bucket and began to scrub for dear life. He
was thus busily engaged when he felt a hand on his shoulder,
and a laughing volce addressed him:

“ That's right, put vour back into it, my man! All the
same, though, I'd be obliged if you'd make room for me to

LELN

Bob ecrambled to his feet and stood to one side, as Groves,
nodding cheerily; passed on to his rooms. For some
moments the lad watched his retreating figure hesitatingly.
Now that the moment had come he did nol gquite know what
to do. Groves might resent his interference, for, after all,
ho was only a private, and he knew from experience that the
officers kept their affairs to themselves. ¥Yet, if he was to
act, he must do so at once,”

“ 1l chanee it!” he murmured; and, without more ado,
he marched along the corridor and tapped at the dobr.

' Come in!" Groves shouted heartily.

Bob entered the room, to find the lieutenant changing from
mnfti into his mess uniform.

“Hallo! What do you want?”
astonishment.  “ Where’s my batman, by the way!
hasn’t asked you to take his place, has he?”

Y No, sir,”" Bob replied. **I've come to my own accord—
that is, I want to speak to you, if I may.”

* Cortainly, Hall; only you choose a rum time for doing
80, However, five away! What's the trouble?”

1 was scrubbing down the corridor just naw, sir, and
some of the officers were in Mr. Wilkins's quarters, and I
couldn’t help overhearing what they said.”

Groves wheeled round and gazed sternly at the private.

*“Humph! I don’t like that sort of thing! Why didn'v
you let t{mm know you were there?*

Bob flushed a trifle under thet penetrating glance.

“1 hadn’t time, sir. They mentioned your name, and
what they said gave mo a fair start.”

It was now Groves' turn to get red. He knew that he
was not popular with his brother-officers, but he had hoped
that the men were unaware of the fact. Apparently he was
wnistalen, he thought. and now probably Bob Iall, when he
went back amongst his chums, would have further gossip to
give them as to the doings in the mess.

“1 can't sce, still, why you should have listened to a
private conversation,” he remarked coldly, * nor have I any
wish to know what my brother-officers said about me. I'm
well able to look after myself; and in any case, as you must
know, there’s always a lot of talk whenover a crowd of
people are living together. Take my advice, and don’t
meddle in mafters that don't concern you. No good cun
come from that sort of thing, and—"

Bob drew himself to his %u!l height.

“I'm_about the last chap living who cares for meddling,
hedr(.pliec‘l' quickly,  * But there’s a plot against you, sir,
an ——

Groves rapped out in
He

lot 17

“Yes. A plot to drive you out of the regiment. Wilkins
and hall a dozen more are coming to vour rooms fo smash
up your kit, They’ve only waiting for Licutenant Jennings
to join them before they start.”

Groves' face had grown dark with passion as Bob spoke,

*You know this for a fact?" he thundered.

“ Wait and see for yourself. They may
moment."”

The licutenant, strode to his press, and quickly bundled
his uniforms into his iin trunks, which he carefully locked,
Then he beckoned to Bob to follow him out of the room.

The two crossed the corridor and entered an empty room,
There they stood and listened. They had not long to wair,
however, for in a couple of minutes they heard steps alonyg
the passage, and, peeping through the keyhole, Groves saw
four of the subalterns slip into his room. 1Ile stepped across,
closed the door, and locked it quickly.

“Come alony to the adjutant!” he whispered.
sharp, or clse ﬂ)oy’ll escape |
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The immured officers rapped loudly with their fists against
the door, as, breaking fnto a run, Groves and Bob started
for the adjutant’s quarters. His rooms were on the next
landing, and they mounted the stairs swiftly. Capbain Ham-
shaw, the adjutant, seated in en armchair by the fire, looked
round in amazement as the pair hurriedly entered.

“ What's up?’ he cried.

“This man has reported to me that some of the subalterns
mean to smash up my kit, Hamshaw !"” Groves cried. His
face was working with excitement and wrath. * They've in
my room now. %’\'e come to you as the adjutant of the regi-
ment to complain formally, and if they injure any of my
property T'll—I won’t stop at anything! I'll have them
court-martialled! T'll—" . :

“ Tmpossible!” Hamshaw cried, springing to his feet.
“ There must be some mistake! The officers in this regi-
ment wouldn’ t—""

T tell you I've locked them in my room!" Groves shouted.
“ They’re there now, and they oan’t get out. If you come
along, you'll see for yourself that——"'

The tall adjutant strode to the door and clattered down
the stairs, followed by Groves and Bob, As he entered the

lower cotridor, he heard the noise inaide Groves' room, and
he saw Cole hastening to the spot.

““ Btand back, corporal!” he thundered.

And Cole, with a face of amazement, paused and wheeled
round. Hamshaw brushed past him.

‘ Open the door!” he commanded of Groves. ?

The lieutenant took the key from his pocket,.inscrted it in
the lock, gave it a turn, seized the handle, and flung the door
wide open, Wilkins and his confederates were standing in

a group in the middle of the room. Hamshaw walked in and
looked around.

“ What's the meaning of this?” he asked icily. * What do
you fellows want in Groves' quartera?”

Wilkins was the first to regain his self-possession, [la
laughted lightly,

CWell, of ajfl the extraordinary things I ever- saw, this
takes the biseuit!” he cried. * We chaps came along to seo
Groves, and someone locked us in. We banged at the door
to get out, and now you and Groves appear, both of you
looking as black as thunder, and——""

" You came here to see Groves?' Hamshaw queried,

“Yea. Of course.”

““ You didn't mean to injure his kit?"

The other subalterns had taken their cue from Wilkina, and
now they looked at one another in simulated astonishment.

* To injure his kit |"” Wilkins gasped. * Not likely ! What-
ever puf such a wild idea as that in your head? If it wasn't
you, adjutant, who—" ;

“ Liar " Groves shouted.  * You were overheard planning
rour villainy,  Private Hall here ‘was outside the door, and

e reported to me what you said.”

Tor o moment the cons}lljiratm's locked aghast,

“ You'd better retract that word, Groves,” Wilkins said at
last, as his face grew crimson. ' I don't allow any man to

call me names.'’

Groves stepped forward and gave Wiilkins a resounding slap
across the cﬁeel.

“ Liar and cur!” he cried. “ That's what I call you,. You
and these other puppies have had a down on me ever since

I joined, but, by hcavens, I'll stand no move of it!"”

Homshaw seized Groves and dragged him back. Wilkins,
trembling in every limb, and white to the lips, turned to ths
adjutant.

“ You see what we gained by allowing a ranker into our
midst " he sneered. ““This cad forgcts that he's no longer
a private, and——"

The sentence was never-ended, for, shaking off Hamshaw's
detaining hand, Groves sprang forward and felled his traducer
to the floor.

The Regiment Gets Out of Hand.

A great cloud had fallen on the Die-Hards, and as the men
went aboub their work it was hard to believe that they weve
the bright, merry crowd of a day before. Ivery face waas
gloomy, the work was done in silence and indifferently, and in
spare time they gathered in small knots, sullenly regarding
their officers as they passed, and whispering confidentially
togother,

Upstairs, at the corner of the barracks, Lieutenant Groves,
under arrest for conduct misbecoming to an officer and a
gentloman, sat in his room looking out of the window on fo
the men below. In the centre of the square, Bob Hall, attired
in full marching order, tramped up and down, wheeled round,
stood to attention, marched forward again, halted, turned, and
moved once mors in one continued, irritating maze, ag Cole,
standing a few yards away, put him for the third time that
day through all the horrors of pack-drill.
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The lad was drenched with perspiration from head to foot,
and still the relentless voice rang out every couple of seconds,
lndt:limg him turn and twist within a radius of half a dozen
vards,

“'Tain't fair!"” Bill Dent growled, as he watched the lad
at the merey of his enemy. '“ Bob’s not the kind to shirk
worle; he's too keen on soldiering.”

“ Groves is a good sort, too!' Hosty growled.

* That’s so! We haven't heard the rights of the matter
vet, Ha?‘l'ly, hut when Bob gets out of tge clutches of that
cur Clole for a spell, we'll learn what the trouble has been.
And if what the chap aays is true, then there’ll be such a
rumpus as—— Hallo! Cole's tired out! Ie's let Bob go
at last P’

The corporal was sauntering away, as Bob Hall, pale,
exhausted, and dizzy, slowly made his way past his chums
to his barrack-room. They i'ot him go on without comment,
and as he disappeared into the barracks every man belonging
to his room followed from all corners of the square. They
found the object of their quest lying on his bunk, with his
tunic and equipment thrown down upon the floor. He had
just managed to drag himself up the stairs, and now he lay
prostrate with weakness. Dent poured out a glass of water,
and the lad drank it eagerly.

“ What's the row been about 1"’ Dent inquired. * The chaps
=ay as Groves struék one of the other officers, and you mixed
yourself up in the scrap. Let’s have the truth, Bob. Every
bloke is spinning a different yarn.'”

b sat up and mopped his face.

“ There's been no end of a row ! he remarked. “ Wilkins
and some other subalterns wanted to rag Groves, and I got
wind of it. Groves caught ’em in his room, and fetched the
adjutant. Wilking denied that he meant mischief, and after
gsome words Groves knocked him down. I was there, and
that's why Groves has been put under arrest. Cole had
given me the job of swabbing the corridor, and when Groves
was marched off to his reom he turned upon me. I hadn't
finished the work, because I had been talking to Groves, you
see, so Willinsg, to pay me out, then and tgcre ordered me
‘pack drill.’. Cole, of course, is delighted, for he's had his
knife in me slnce I got Smooch out of his clutches,”

“0Of course, Groves was wrong to hit his brother officer in
presence of a private,” Hosty suggested. *If they'd had a
row amongst themselves, it would have been a different
matter.” )

““ But why did they want to rag Croves?” Dent demanded.

“ Because he's sprung from the ranks,” Bob explained.

Wilkins taunted him with that, and then Groves let fly.”’

The privates turned and gazed at one another in breathless
astonishment. .

“(iroves has proved himself a good man by earning his
promotion, and he's tons a better officer than some of these
smooth-faced young whelps I’ Delmege eried cxeitedly.

“ He's the best sub we've got, and he’s fit to command a
squadron !”” Bolt shouted. * It’s only the other day I heard
the gsergeant-major say the same.” .

“1'd sooner have him over us than that puppy Wilking,
whom. we have to puf wp with ! another private remarked
hotly.

L ')rTain’t good enough !’ Dent growled. * Here's the case
0 b, too; what's he done that he should be treated as a
defaulter ¥ .

*“ Nothing I'’ the barrack-room then cried in chorus.

The.lad was now hitching his equipment on the rack, and
he turned quickly as he heard the excited voices,

 Don’t bother about me, chaps,” he urged. ** Cole has got
a down on me, and he's done this out of spite; but I'll get
even with him yet. It's hard lines on Groves, though, for
if he'd remained quiet these young cubs would have destroyed
hia kit nnd.shovercll him out of the regiment in that mean way,
and when he played the part of a man he only got into
trouble.”

“ And all because he's heen a private!” Delmege argued
hotly. *What do these chaps think themselves, anyhow ?
a'pose they fancy they ain't of the same flesh and blood as
we are! Where would the r(sr;i:m‘llt. be if we fellows didn’t
join, and work hard, and fight when called upon?  They
don’t s'pose they could lick ereation by themselves, do they?
All right; just wait till the bldkes get wind of the truth!l
There%l be a rumpus then, T bet " '

As'Delmege spole, he wheeled round and stamped out of
the room. Bolt, Hosty, and half a dozen other troopers
followed his example, Bob looked wistfully at Dent.

" ¥ou'd better go after them and ecool tf}u_-m down, Bill,”
he urged. ‘‘ They can’f do any good, and there’ll only be
‘hﬂ more mischief if the chaps tale it into their heads to
EUIK.."

Dent sat down on the bunk. ITis face was dogged.

“Let 'em kick up what row they Like!” he granied.
“ They .only want fair play, and that's what we'll have
always, ar we'll know the reason why. 1f we chaps took this
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sort of thing lying down, Wilkins and his erew would walk
right over us, Let there be a row—a regular, thunderin® row !
And the sgoner it starts the better. Hang it all, Bob, Cole
must ?? a fair brute, for ihére goes the * Angel Whisper’
again |’ ]

The trumpet had sounded the defaulter's call, and Bob
rose from his bunk at the eommand,

“Yes; Cole is keeping mie on the trot,” he remarked
wearily. I know what his game is. He wants to wear me
ont, and goad me into deoing something insubordinate when
lie’s badgered me beyond all endurance.’”

Stiff, tired, and heavy-cyed, the lad walked from the room
to answer the summons. Cole was in the square, and as the
lad moved towards him a crowd of troopers flocked out from
the gymnasium. Their faces were flushed, and they moved
forward in a body like men who had deecided on a definite
course of action.

They pushed forward till they got under the windows of
Groves’ room, when, taking off their caps, they broke into
ringing cheers, repeated again and again.

The lusty voices awoke the sleepy barracks. From ail
quarters other troopers came hurrying in eouples, singles,
and batches, and as the crowd grew larger and more excited
the volume of sound rose to a hoarse roar which could be
heard half-way {o the town.

Officers protruded their heads in startled amazement fram
all the windows, and the non-coms., rushing from their nress-
room, pushed their way into the secthing mass, vainly
elideavouring to calm and disperse the gathering,

* What’s the reason for this?” Clole snarled, as Bob joined
him. * Yon voung cub, if you've caused the men to mutiny
youw'll ¢ateh it hot. Just like yvou, though, to carry taleg, and
tell lies, and——"

Clole dashed forward and joined the band of nen-coms., and
Bob, dismayed at the outbreak, followed guickly.

Groves, standing at his window, was shouting {o t1he
troopers to go away, but as his lips moved the soldiers cheered
still more wildly, and ‘drowned his voice in the clamour,

“ Three cheers for Licutenant Groves! ITurrah! Hurrabh!
Hurrah ! Three cheers for the soldiers’ best friend ! (oad old
Uroves! Plucky old Groves! The best officer in the Die-
Hards! Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurvah !

The officers rushed out on the square, the sergeant-major
velled stentoriously, the quartermaster elbowed-his way into
the middle of the t.ilron(:, and was whisked about like a cork
in a whirlpool, the colonel laid ahout him with his cane, the
adjutant dragged half a2 dozen troopers away, and tried by
theer strength to quell the riot, and all the time the nten,
prowing more wild and throwing discipline to the winds,
rwayed backwards and forwards regardless of all attemipts to
calm them down.

“ This is Hall's doing I"" Cole yelled to the colonel. ' Iie’s
stirred up the men to mufiny, sir. The young villain cught
to be shot! Ie's—"'

“ Drag him out!”’ the eolonel thundered. * Clap him in
the guard-room! By heavens, I'll stop this row, or else——'"

Uole dashed at Bob, and seized him, Hosty and Dent flung
themselves on the corporal, and dragged him away. The
other troopers closed round the seuffing group, and the
colonel was driven back, and wanld have fallen if Iamshaw
had not caught him.

Shaking himself free, Cole, with foee livid with passian,
rushed at Bob again, A terrific scuffle ensued. Clenched fists
were raised, and blows followed freely between the non-cons.
and the men as the swirling crowd eddied away from the
windows in a thick mass towards the centre of the square.

In that vortex of passionate humanity it was impossible to
see between whom the hard knocks were exchanged; but
Cole, having received a black eye, deshed again ar Bob, and
struclk him in the mouth, The lad, enraged at the assault,
hit back with all his strength, and Cole fell with & shriek.

“Hurrah! Huryah! Bob Hall for ever! We'll have fuir
play! Down with all sneaks! Stick together, lads|(?

Bob was grasped, and, though struggling desperately, ko
was raised on to the shoulders of his comrades. The troopers
broke out into renewed, cheering, snatches of song followed,
vells and imprecations filled the air,

What could he the reason for it all?  What could have
made them delirious with wrath? Aud as the colonel stoort
aghast, and the non-coms., by expostulation, reasoning, and
appeals, struggled to restore order, the troopers every moment
grew more and more out of hand, and yelled for that fair
Fh?‘ which the colonel had always boasted they enjoyed to the
kL

“No rageing in this regiment! No bullying corporals!
Down with the curs] IIurrah for Bob Hall um? placky old
Groves "

(Another grand instalment of this ston; will appear

next Wednesday. ORDER IN ADVANCE! i
Tae Gem Liprany.—No. 359.
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FROM
THE FIRING-LINE!

A Series of Letters of Enthralling Interest
vreceived direct Trom Corporal Charles, ot his
Majesty's —th Dragoeoons, who is an old reader
of “The Gem"' Library, and is. now on active
service on the Continent with the British
Expeditionary Force.

(Exclusive to “*The Gem' Library.)

No. 12.—

THE FIGHT FOR A VILLAGE!

I think it's a cruel shame the Kaiser should give us eavaley
go little work to do, so fow chances of showing his pel cwe-
lambs—as we call his Uhlans—a few tricks of our trade.

Hore we are, the King's Dragoons, fit as a fiddle, keew

as o razor, despite day and nith bembardments. fogs, and
ey winds, and ankle-deep mwdd, sinply dying to gef in the
snddle and give the Kaiser's beautics what [for, whilo the
silly old josser is atill obsessed with the iden of winning u
way Lo Calais, and we cavalry boys have to wais till he's got
tived of having his hordes mown down by the thousand.

We threatened to go on strike if they didn’t give us more
work to do, so they pul us in the trenches,

Wo found some work then, wilh a vengeance.  Still,
Tommy's o wonderful chap. He sees the humorous side of
everything. When we relieved the mfantry they gave us
their rusihﬂntini quarters. They'd mado sort of eaves, nfter
burrowing like rabbits in the trenches, as retreals from
bursting ** Jack Johnsons.,” We've got u board up over the
entrance, ** Hotel de Tipperary. Al home to the Germans—
alwavs. Beware of the dawg!"

As I bLelieve it's never been known before this war for
cavalry Lo fight from Lhe trenches, I'll give you a few words
ubout my experiences there.

It happencd round about Ypres, which we cull * Wipers,™
and which has been the scene of the most terrific slanghter
the world has known.

The Kaiser, poor, demented creature, apparently mads up
his mind to win & way through the town to Celais or
Boulogne, and so he sent up battalion after battalion of his
squavcheads. On they came in close formation. As fast as
our infantry in the trenches bowled them eover, ancther lot
followed. 1 could make your heart ache by telling you how
thousands of German lives were ruthlessly squandered by
their mad master,

Thousands upon thousands of them were mown down, and
still they kept coming on, They were ten to one, perbaps
more, but onr lads did marvellous work., Maxims and rifles
were almost worn out I;hl‘mlgh constant firing at the foe, and
g0, too, were the brave lads behind the weapons.

Night and day, with scarcely an hour's pause, the Kaiser's
hosts kept rﬂar{:fliﬂg up to be shot down. Our brave boys
had no time for food or sleep or anvthing. Thero was
nothing the cavalry could do to help them, save by taking
their places in the trenches.

Bayonets were served out to us, and then we passed into
the trenches aftor dark. Weo'd herdly taken up our positions,
before the Germans came on like a great moving wall. We
let fly as fast as we could empty our magazincs, Still they
i;nme- on, We had to get out and hurl them baeck with the

avonet.

That settled them. The Germans have pluck of o peculiar
kind. They come on in close formation without fear--1
suppose they think there's safety in numbers—but directly
ihey see thp cold steel they squirm and bolt like a horde of
rats.

Tha usual resull happened. They got back to the safety
of their own lines, and then their ariillery set to work,
When you wharek the Kaiser's pets they olways skedaddle,
and they.always retaliato by letking ofl their big popguns,
which make more noise than damage.

For four days and nights we were continuously in  the
irenches, cating and sleeping there, vnd only getting onl,
few at a time, to stretch our weary limby at dusk for a Htile

t‘?{g‘*l*t"i-“. And all the time there was a tervilie shell-five
soing on.  Avkillery duels all day, infantry attacks at nighe
—that's the programmeoe,

The enemy were only seven hundred yaids away, Pving
davlight everlasting sniping goes on, except when they make
their tuad rushes forward. The mere sight of -u cap ubove
the trench brings a hail of bullets, but yards off the mark.

One of our wags made o bullseye target ont of a squure of
cardboard, and stuck it up above the trench on a rifle. The
(iermans must have loosed off about ten pounds’ worth of
ammunition before they got an * mner.” Not in the hour
the target was up did one of them get a * bull,” even by
aecident,

The (iermans put a favgel up above one of their own
renches, It's not boasting when 1 tell you that in the first
minute it was so riddled with shot that it was practically
destrayed. 1 suppose their officers were ashamed of their
nien's marksmanship, for there were no more targeta put uj.

Still, we were mighty pleased when the weather brightened
up a bit, and we were relieved. After a few hours’ rest we
were ordered to *‘ boot and saddle.”

The rumour went round that the German cavalry were
getting active again, It was hinted that the Kaiser had
given up the voad to Calais as a bad job, and was going
Emﬁk} to his beloved Shermany, accompanied by der Bhermau

atid,

}E a Cierman retreat was on the boards, you can bet our
lads in the eavalry wanted to have a hand—and all the rest
of "em, in fact—in it

Wo were ordered to make for the river. Bure enough, the
Chluns were busy on the other side. We had something of
a scrap for a time, but it was getting dark, and the Germans
woren't anxiows to rvemain within shooting distance.

The diffienlty that faced vs was how we were geing to
crozs the river, swollen by the heavy rains and the Hoodings,
by which the Allies had forced the enemy from round about
Dixmude.

. All the bridges were destroyed, and for miles up and down
the rivor the few shallow spots and fords were being well
watched by detachments of German infantry with machine-
nmns,

g Who'll velunteer to force a passageé?” cried our old
colonel,

Thore was no lack of lads willing. Half a dozen timeoa
soctions of us endeavoured to force one of the fords, bub ib
was simply throwing away lives before those murderous
quick-firers.

At nightfall a certain member of owr troop, whom modesty
forbids my mentioning, made a suggestion to our dear old
chief. He smacked him heartily on the back.

“ Brava!” he cried. ““It's about the only way we'll gek
across. If it comes off trumps, T'll sco that there's a medal
for somebody."

About nine o'¢lock, therefove, when it was pitch-dark, this
eavalcyman and a chum crept down to the river. They
stripped, and plunged into the icy water at a point between
two fording-places. 'There were camp-fires in sight on either
E}i{ﬁ of them when they landed, dragging o cable after
Liven,

That job accomplished, it was comparatively easy for a
rough pontoon bridge to be sling across the viver. Some of

(Continued on page Iii, of cover.)
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In the first streaks of
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ws crossed, and took up positions
duwn the remainder erossed with the hors

Those who had been thore sinee, overnight had made a
reconnaissance. At onee we moved quictly into a wood halk
a mile or so fram the river. To our surprise, it was
nntenanted,

Through this we moved, almost holding our breaths lest
we should disturh the Kaiser’s pets linishing their slumbers.

“ Don’f fargot, corporal.” the colonel fold me, * there are
mily cighty of us. Don’t attack unless you have a very
fwvonrable opportunity.”

This was becavse 1 had been given chavge of a patrol sent
out to feel the way. Under cover of a mist' we eveph towards
o Glage. Thanks to the davkness, we were able fo get vight
into the place. The Germans were there in droves, and so
st wore they, that they had nob even gol sentries ont.

The market-place was erowded with horses, Cavalrymen
uf all sorts were loafing about the place smoking cigars,
whilst from the houses came ribald laughter. It was evident,
thouph we did not venture near enongh to actually =ee, that
the Germans swere having brekker, in which looted wine was
plaxing o big part.

Ty Jes= than lalf an hour we were back before the colonel.

Wl done, my lads U7 he exelaimed,  ** It's a chance to
act at onee, Wo'll pay Tom o sorprise visit”?

The liglt—quite o toppeny-ha’ponny affair—was all over
in ahout en miimies.  Aboint a couple of hnndred of them
ot awar.  Woe wore too busy vounding up the main body
1o provent o lot of them getting theiv horses and bolting,
but the cighty of us, with not a man of ns seratched, ftook

k to the viver two houdeed and (fty prisoners, which
wasn't ot all o bad bag before luneh,

e adventures at the village, however, were 1ot over.
When we had handed over our PrisOners, we wore ardered
to move biack to the village and keep it at all costs.

Twenty men had been left behind, T amongst them. In
the afternoon our pateols announced the oncoming of o lavge
Foree of amonnted men.  As we learnt afferwards, they were
st of the ervaley we had ronted o i

or in the day.

Fone ro five hundeed steong they were. It was obvious they
e orders 1o hack their way back and capture the village.
Tw v of wue buadse plidhy ae they wee, coubd uat hope to
Lo ld our long against that ceowd in a hand-to-hand light.

A ddogen of us hid our horses in some farmsheds, and then
split up, each man enteving o cottage and posting himself
at one of the upper windows. The other mounted chaps
ivided into two patrols, and made themselves scaree for the
time being.

O came the Kaiser's squarcheads, making a hrave show,
and chuckling at the emply state of the village.

Not a man of vs showed himself until the Germans got
vight into the nhddle of the mavket-place, then from a dozen
cortages o dozen vifles opened fire,  There was o lusty British
yell from the windows, My word! What fun! We picked
‘em off as easy as shelling peas. They didn’t know what 1o
ki of i

The hovses veared and backed and bolted in panie.  Their
viders wore in just as misceable o plight. Some of ‘em fived
back, but most of 'em were oo precions anxious to keep
whole skins to stay long.

And all the time we potted the beautios as fast ns we
could pull the teigger. We got hoavse with velling, too.
They must have thonght there was at loast u hundred snipers
i the varvions cottages. Anyway, for the second fime that
duy the wvillage was the scene of a panic and o German
rot,

The two sety of patrols came up, one at cach end of the
village, and charged theough and through them as if  the
Grermans were made of brown-paper.  The slanghier was
iorvifie. Out of the village the Germans galloped, only to
re-form a few minutes later and return to the attack.

This time they showed grim determination and  pluek.
Perhaps they had twigged our game. They clattered into
the villuge. Half a dozen dismonnted before cach house,
hittering open the door and rushing inside.

We hield oue own. however, for an honr. The Kaiser's
pets were not to be done. They got petrol fromm somewhere
and started to set some of the cotlages alight. But befare
their: desperate scheme could got properly  inte  working
cvder, our colonel and the rest of the troop galloped into
the village. That scttled their hash.

Net vesult—a dozen very tived but very happy King's
Dragoons eame downstairs into the street with no wounds
worth moking a fuss abont, and anothor fifty-three German
prisoners and as many dead and wounded ‘were added to
the list.

THE END.

(Do not miss our soldier chum's Further stirring
leiters from: the front, which app:zar in next
Wednesduay's ' Gem * Library.)

cchums of Si. Jim's

“THE GEM” LIBRARY. il
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THIS WEEK'S CHAT.

The Editor’s Personal Column.

For Next Wedneésday—

“THE FOES OF ST. JIM'S!"
By Martin Clifford.

In next Wednesday’s prand long. complote tale of the
: the fun rules fast and furious. — Herr
Schnetder, the German master, makes himself very objection-
able, especially when aiving his views on the national crisis.
When war broke out the Herr was of the opinion that the
Germans would speedily land on our shores. True, a large
number of them have alveady landed-—as prisoners of war.
Matters reach a hiead when the French and German masters
fall out, and many exciting events occur ere

“THE FOES OF ST. JIM'S"

are pacified. and things vesume their usnal footing.

THE ANTI-GEM SOCIETY.

A few weeks apo 1 published on this page an attack upon
the * Gem 7 Library, emanating from a Robert Carlton, who
signed lamself as president of the aboyve society. 1 have since
voceived gquite a shower of communications, describing Master
Carlton’s condniet as

caddish in (he extreme.
I append a lotter reecived from two Leamington chums, It
sums up the situation nicely:

“ Pear Editer,—In reply ta Master Robert Cavlfon’s lefter,
we slfould like to mention a few things in connection there-
with s

1. The stories in the ' Gem ' aven't gemvly so impossible
n: Bobbie, Does he expect to lind a copy.of the * Gem”?
similar to an lneyelopedia Britannica, with Russia leather
eter, aml gilt-edged leaves, for a modest penny?

2. Why s he so down on the fact thal coviain letters aro
not answered in the * Gem "? If he has any sense he will
know that it 18 impossible to publish sixty lotters each week
in a penny paper. What veom would there be for the storvies?

3. We don’t doubt that the joke peizes go abread if
Bobbie's letter is a speamen of what he calls humour. It
s very kind of liim to eonsider terms with the Editor, bub
we are not anticipating the collapse of the * Gem’ through
Bnhlhif.-’.-i efforts, und shall call vound for ours as usnal every
W,

* P.S.—Instead of Bobbie giving the Edilor two weeks to
come to terms, if we had our way we shonld give Bobbie six
nionths', without the option !

*Yours fruly,
BT NowsLn,
R, BurTERWORTH."?

One of my Lancashive chums, T Mahon, writes as follaws s

“laving seen the letter from the president of the Anti-
Gem Seciety, 1 am wriling {o give my opinion of it,. 1 think
that the prineiples of such a league arve utler vof, and anly
# eaward would write such a letter and refrain from giving
his address, | am sure that no boy would desert” vour
splendid puper bhocause of his wild statements.”

To these and ta all other veader-chums who have written

to me o this subject,

many thanks!
secems to he the keynote of the * Gem,” and the
e Bociety may congratulate itsell in so fav as, instead
of cansing others to give up the old paper, it has bheen the
means of inducing rveaders to vally round and keep the
“aem T on o fivmer footing than ever.  As for Master
Catlton, T fear he muast hide
his diminished head.

One of my correspondents advises me to “ write him a stiff
letter,” but as the worthy president has withheld his address,
I am, of course, unable to do this, Ilowever, i this page
mects his eye, he cannot fail {0 be struck by the scorn and
contempt in which he is held by all true Gemites,  Withont
wishing to pose as an injored individual, I really think that
Master Carlton wounld he wise to

write and apologise
for his somewhat slanderons statements, thus putting himself
right with his fellows and ensuring peace all round,

THE EDITOR.

o




THE STORY OF ST. JIM’S

By the ST. JIM'S RHYMESTER

A scHOOL that always was a school |
[ts story soon is told |
No castle keep or dungeon cool,
' It isn’t even old——
At least, compared with Rookwood or
With Greyfriars, both antique !
They’d say it’s only stood there for
A week |

Three hundred years, or thereabouts,
St. Jim’s can fairly own ;

If any fellow has his doubts,
The date is clearly shown

Upon the records, which declare
*Twas sixteen twenty-one |

Unless, of course, it’s written there
For fun |

- . (] (]

A single School House was enough
In those days for the Saints,

Which Figgins thinks was rather rough,
But there were no complaints !

For fitty years one house was kept,
And then the New House came,

In which there’s nothing new, except
The name |

But new or old, the school has won
Its measure of renown,

And on its victories the sun
Will nevermore go down,

For Britain’s heroes battle on,
Far-flung from Pole to Pole,

And there are many Saints upon
The Roll !

And worthy followers are those
Who tread its precincts now,

True blue, as everybody knows
And willingly avow !

Tom Merry, Figgins and the rest,
Who, at their country’s call,

Will prove themselves among the best
Of all !




