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MASON'S LAST MATCH!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co.
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CHAPTER 1.
A Ducking for Knox,

LAYED, gir!”
“ Bravo, Tommy, boy!”
The shouts of approval which rang out from

a dozen yoathful threats did not relate to o
tremendouns hit on the cricket-field; neither were they a
tribute to some grand goal scored on Little Side. The
chums of the Shell at St. Jims were indulging at the
moment in an exciting gawme of water-polo avamst their
time-honoured rivals of the New House,

Tom Merry had seized the ball, and, flashing along with
his speedy side-stroke, had got past all opposition, and
effeotively netted.

The shining waters of the Ryll were particularly plea-

gant to the St. Jim's juniors that September aiternoon.
‘The weather was so torrid that even cricket was out of
the queshon Whereupon Tom Merry had organised a
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wildly at the air for su}:port, the obnovous Boel'cnt lurched forward and planged heavily into
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me,’ by Professor Kuox!” grinned Mouty Lowther, 1
(S'es Chapter 1.)

b
W‘
water-polo team, and challenged Figgins & Co., the

mighty men of the New House, to battle. The ch tﬂeﬂmb
was, of" course, 1ccfepted and now the rival teams were
hard at it, passing and plunging, and wriggling and
gasping through the sparkling water. A small crowd of
non-combatants had congregated on the bank, and bad
just yelled their encouragement to Tom Merry, for netting
the first goal.

The ball was set in motion once more, and Figgins &
Co. pressed hotly. To te a goal to the had in-five mmutu
was not at all to their hkmcr

Figgins, whose length of Timb was 2 great asset- ‘to him -

in the water, secured the ' leather, and although hotly
pressed by Manners and Blake, etcceeded in huz']mg it
out to Redfern.

The latter had a very powerful stroke, and utilised it
to excellent advantage. j“ ‘hen within a dozen yards of
the goal his right arm swept out of the water, and the
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balt travelled™hard “did true into the net, i spite of
Lowther’s gallant attempt to save. . - ;

“ Hurrah! Keteﬁ) it up, you fellows!” shouted Kerr,
who was among the spectators. “New House for ever!”

But.to let the New House juniors get on level terms
with them was not what Tom Merri & Co. desired at all.
They-played up desperately after this, and Fatty Wynn,
who was defending the New THouse citadel, ~was
bombarded with all sorts and conditions of shots.

In the ordinary way the Falstaff of the New House
might easily have been expected to be beaten, but the
river was very narrow where the met had been placed
across, whereas atty
Consequently, a very powerful shot indeed wae required
to penetrate the New House defence. 3

But persistence and perseverance bring their own

veward, and just before the time came for changing
ends, Tom Merry passed to Noble, who was lurking in
the goal-mouth, and the Australian junior, with a trium-
phant grin of anticipation, hurled the leather in with
£néh vehemence that even Fatty Wynn was baffled and
Jcheaten., ¢

"~ Then the juniors came out of the water for a brief
interval to bask in the September sunshine,

Théy were enjoying themselves to the full, and it was
with 2 feeling of regret that they realised that there
would be no more water-polo for a whole long year..
. Many people will shake their heads sclemnly, and
pretend not to understand the boy who can be keen on
water-polo. They will appland the scorer of goals on the
football-field with acclamation, and will lend their
encouragement to the man who banga three -balls in

quick succession to the boundary. Budding Bloomers and -

- juvenile Trumpers are idolised by the beaming multitude;
Whereas the keen water-polo player rarely gets his due,
-and it is doubtful if he ever will until Britain realises to
‘the full the, superiority of ewimming over every other
type of sport indulged in by the youth of to-day.
After a brief Tespite Talbot, who was refereeing the
" contest, lobbed the ball into the water, and the rival
teams went at it hammer-and-tongs again,

"« Pile in, New House ”

“&tick it, School House!”

The spectators worked themselves up to o &tate of the
highest excitement. They shouted themselves hoarse over
minor feats of brilliance, and when at length Figgins
gained possession and sent in a spanking shot, which
easily acored, the air was rent with vociferous cheering.
" School House or New House—which was it to be? The
scoring was level now—two goals all—and ten minutes
alono remained for play. The affair was touch and go.
* - Tom Merry & Co. pressed hard, and the New House

fellows fell back to defend their own goal. Fatty Wyun,
- panting profusely, was kept as busy as a regimental
postman  delivering letters to eager Tommies: But
Fatty was in great form, aid, although his continual
- dives to save the ball caused him to swallow pints of
water, he succeeded in keeping his charge intact.

Knox of the Sixth was pacing moodily along the tow-.
ing-path, in the direction of the ecexe of the contest.
But the jumiors had no eyes for Knox. Their attention
was all for the game, for only two minutes now remained
for play.

A terrific bout of passing then took é)laoe between the
School House juniors. It wae a last desperate effort to
bring the match to a successful jssue. Manuers passed
to Tom Merry, and Tom passed in turn to Blake. The
latter was hard pressed by Figgins and Redfern, and the
only way in which he could rid himself of the ball was to
send it as far away from him as possible, in the hope that
the _‘(]l.utsi(le winger would gather it and speed with it goal-
wards. ;

Jack Blake therefore hurled the sihere straight and
true out of the water, but he had taken too much fore-
sight, to use a shooting term Instead of reaching the
outside man it passed right across the river, and blobbed
full into the face of Knox, the prefect.

“Yaroooh!” . .

Knox let out a wild yell, and leaped into the air.
That ball was wet, and the force of it made the prefect.
reel.  Recovering himeelf, he gave the leather a savage
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kick, which sent it yards, and then swung. round on the
you%iul polo players.

“Who did that?” he sna angrily. “ Which
rascal had the nerve to hurll)lzcelit ball t{t mef” - e

The juniors grinned. They could not help it, for the
prefect’s face was a study. " Water was trickling down
his' cheeks and neck, and his nose was black where the
ball had struck .it. Altogether Enox looked a very un-
g}o;?;?t.b}erpe::aon e;_t that !m%ment, and was certainly an

] or any professional photographer to fight shy of.

:]: ack Blake swam over t(? the %mnlia:. .

It was a pure accident, Knox,” he panted. “Im
awfully sorry.” : -

Accident be blowed, you young fabricator! Take a
thousand lines for assanlting a prefect!”

“Oh, crumbs !

“Bteady on, Knox!” said Tom Merry. “Do you call
that fair"play? Blake hias told you itywas an accident
and you've no right to doubt his word.” :
oneesll'l’enee’ Merry! You fags will come out of that at

" , 122 * .

: ‘&R’Va]'::t !"retorte& several voices,

“Getting deaf in your old age?” nsked Monty Lowth

leaf in you g 3 er
pleasantly. “We’re jolly well not coming outyto please
you, s0 you can put that in your pipe and smoke it!"

Knox went positively purple in the face, and seemed
‘co(}oﬁ on the verge of an apoplectic fit.

very jumior concerned in this disgraceful affair wi
take fire hundred lines !” he bellov:ed. "Anduifay;:ix’];
obey my orders, I'll report you to your respective House-
masters ! . )
. & Yﬂh ]!’

“ Cﬂd !’9

“Go home!” !

o E,‘Vha.t—what—--” g

“Go and play nap for halfpenu i y '
i Figgim.p alfpe uy. points at thg Crecn

"' You impertinent young rascal i
Uee;,v:ﬁrrafmh\'; growled Figgins. “Go and back -gee-
Knox, almost foaming at th t -ance -
ey g e mouth, advanced to the

“You'd better come out at once, all the lot of you,”
fumed, “ or things will go hard with you e O IO he
i ’I]‘;elll .ym}: _what, yon fiel]lowe,” said Jack Blake, with a

inkle in his eyes, “ we'll meet him half-way. W, >
come out, but he eanr come in!" Sl yay S

‘AH;, }11:&, ha !”

n ore Knox had -divined his. intenti
Blake had raised himself out of the wat::l, 1:;2(1.?::41?;
prefect by the legs, and given a violent wrench.

_The result was instantaneous. Clutching wildly at the
2::& folr supg])oﬁ‘t, t'?e _cténoxﬁous prefect Jurched forward

unged heav. i ¢ *
1d f!{)a, ilg'&, e ily into the placid waters of the RyllL.

“* Diving; and How it is Doue,” by P
r];nizlerl Monty Lowther, Al
. I'he prefect came to the surface, gasping and splutter-
ing. Fortunately for him, he w’as‘n%t E nogn-swilslzzazrt.t “

He_ turned viciousl qun Jack Blake, and swung out
his right arm. But Blake was as elusive as an eel. He
took a dive into the depths of the river, and when he
rose to the surface again he was well out of reach of the
enrsi_g't;d aen(;orih ‘

“Pity to do things in a half-hearted manner,” observed
Redfern, “ Might as well duck the brute now w';’f'zr‘:)t
him at our mercy, you kunow.” °

“But he’ll report us,” said Manners. i

“ Report his grandmother! How can he haul so man
of us up before the Head at once? There’s safety in

_numbers, you know.”

The juniors realised the wisdom of this statement, and
grinned. At Tom Merry’s signal, they made a sweeping
cireular movement towards Knox.

The prefect had started swimming towards the bank,
but before he could reach his objective he was seized by
maly hands and pushed under the water. Each time he
came up, dripping and furious, he was sheved under
again; and by the time the juniors desisted, Enox had
undergone the worst ducking he had ever experieriged.

He crawled out of the water more dead than alive. -

“THE PENNY POPULAR,”
«Every Friday:

“OHUOKLES,” 1D,
Ev£1 Saturday, 'E"




" to shoulder for the common cause.

. Bvefy Wednesday. .. *THE zc;m."_x.-mmnv.

¥ And now you can clear,” said Tom Merry. “If -you
had accepted Blake’s explanation at the start, instead
of calling him a liar, this-wonldn’t have happened.”

Knox turned a face full of vindictive fury upon the
swimmers. . . ‘

“I'll make you sit up for this,” he hissed, *before
you'ée stuLy days older! So look out!” s

“ Rats!” ¢

“ Gro and hang yourself out to dry!”

And Knox, muttering savage imprecations under his

breath, disappeared along the towing-path, leaving the
juniors to .complete their interrupted game -of water
polo.

[Fr——

CHAPTER 2.
] The Heavy Hand. o
el RAYVO, School House!”

) ) “ Well played, Figgy!” .

The match had finished with honours easy.
No addition kad been made to the score of two
all, and School House and New House fellows alike
wailked back to St. Jim’s on the best of terms with cach
‘other, ) - .
. They had some misgivings on the subject -of their
treatment of Knox, and it was quite on the cards that
they were booked for & warm time. True, it was not the
first time in the school’s history that a prefect had been
ducked, but on previous cceasions the duckers had been
‘usually called upon to pay the piper. And the present
case was likely to be no exception. '

When trouble hung over the heads of the juniors of
both Houses, rivalries were usually banished for a time,
and Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co. stood shoulder
There was to be no
backing out now. No single junior was to be picked upop
as ringleader, for every fellow had taken a hand, and
every man jack had to take his share of the consequences.

As the juniors streamed into the quad, they espied
Knox in conversation with Mr. Ratc?i&, the sour, ill-
tempered master of the New House. It was evident that
Knox was airing his grievances, for Mr. Ratelift darted
a keen, stern look at the approaching juniors,

“Merry! Figgins! Come here!” he ordered.

The two fellows addressed obeyed the summons, while
their schoolfellows brought up the rear.

“Enox has just acquainted me of o most disgracefu!
and unparalleled occurrence!” snapped Mr. ' Ratcliff.
* He tells me that you had the effrontery to puil him into
the river, and submerge him into "the water. Is
that so?” t !

“7Yes, sir " said Figgins, unabashed.

“Good gracious!” gasped the New House master,
.putting his hand to his brow. “‘What ever is this school
voming to? Both masters and prefects are subjected to
the most offensive indignities every day. But it will be
stopped. I am determined to crush the rebellions spirit
prevalent among you jumior boys. Figgins, you and
- your ‘confederates in my House will come to my study,
after which I venture to anticipate there will be no
further demonstrations of hdrsa-plgy."

" Mr. Rateliff compressed his thin lips.

*“As for you, Merry, and the rest of the School House

boys concerned in this affair, I shall lay a report before

- your Housemaster, with the request that yon are soundiy

- Hlogged !
presence.”

Tom Merry’s jaw set grimiy.

“I refuse, sir,” he said quietly.

“ What !”

“It is not my place to apologise, since I am not sorry
for what-I did.” » ! .

“Boy I . 7 : 4

“* Knox chose to come down heavy on us for a trifling
aceident,” said Tom, “and we were determined not to be
bulifed. So we gave Enox what he really deserved—a
jolly good ducking !”

You will ‘now apologise- to Knox, in my

5 Merry, how dare you talk to me like this? You must °

he mad, boy I

:*Mad or not, I'm not going to apologise to that—that-

cad " said Tom, his eyes Aashing. “It would be a wiser

“i _"om ..Pe"i??

administration of justice if he were made to apologise
to us!” ’ : s <

“Bravo! Hear, hear!” came in subdued murmur from
the rest of the juniors. :

“ Then you refuse to tell Knox you are sorry?”

“ Absolutely! We don’t mean to be disrespectful to
you, sir, but we really can’t apologise for a thing we'ra .
not sorry for.” ’ o

“T feel the same, sir,” added Figging,

“There you are, sir!” shouted Enox. “That'’s the sorb
of impudence T have to put-up with every day from thess
young raseals!. They huve no sense of shame, and would
doubtless not have drawn the line at ducking you, sir,
if you had been present when they were engaged in
hooliganism in the river.” ' '

“Had they laid so much as o finger on mé,” said Mr.
Rateliff, in a terrible voice, “they would have left this
school by the next train. You were perfectly justified,
Bnox, in checking the hooliganism of these juniors. L
commend you on your fearless sense of duty.”

“We were playing water-polo!” hooted Jack Blake.
“Where's the hooliganism in that, I should like to
kpow? Enox is n rotten Anamas'” E

“Blake !” - .

“He is, and he knows it !” répeated Blake.
pins, I'd wade in and slanghter him now !”

“Enough!” said Mr, Ratcliff, with a Hourish of his
hand. *“This affair has gone too far for my jurisdiction.
You will all come with me Lefore Dr. Holines, Knox,
you will kirdly eome also, to give evidence.”

“ Very well, sir.”

And the party proceeded to the Head's study, a wonder.
ing crowd watchmg them go.. -

_ Dr. Holmes looked up in surprise at the unespected
invasion. . 2 :

“Bless my soul!” he murmured. * Mr. Rateliff,y what
is amiss?” '

“I have to report these juniors,” said Mr. Rateliff, in
relentless tones, *for assaulting a prefect, for insub-
ordination, and for direct disobédicnee.”

* Dear me!” ’ :

“The cirenmstances are these,” pursued the aggrieved
Housemaster, “The boys vou see before you went down
to the river this afternoon, with their usual purpose of
creating a disturbance. They would have roused the
entire neighbourhood but for the timely intervention of
Knox. nstead of yielding to his good-natured per-
suasion, they laid their hooligan hands upon him, and
pulled him forcibly into the water. When ordered by
me to apologise for this comduct, they stubbornly
refused,” '

The Head’s brow grew stern,

“You surprise me, Mr. Rateliff,” he said. “I had no
idea that boys of Merry's stamp could be capable of such-
conduct I” T ;

“They are wolves in sheep’s clothing!” said Mr.
Rateliff viciously.  “For a long time now they have
flourished to deceive. Untruthfulness and malice are
part and parcel of their natures,
and a discredit to the school !”

“Shame !”

t was no half-hearted cry which arose from the con.
victed juniors. It was a unanimous protest against a
cruel and bitter wrong. :

“What Mr. Rateliff says is false, sir I” said Tom Merry,
:]I;ep}ging forward. “Surely you, sir, know us hetter than

at?” g

“Ahem! I think Mr. Ratcliff might have modified
his statements, certainly,” said the Head, with a sida
glance at the New House master. “But that hias nothi
whateter to do with the ease in point. Do you admi
that vou laid hands on Enox—a prefect of m¥ appoint-
ment?” .

“Yes, sir.” ;

“And that you created a disturbance on the rivers”

“No, sir. We were merely playing a harmless game of
water-polo. Blake, unfortimately, hit Knox with the
ball, quite Ly accident,” .

. By design,” snapped Enos, interrupting.

“Bilence, Knox!" said Dr. Holmes. *If Blake assures
me that the incident was unintentional, I shall cast ne
aspersions upon his word.” |

“Fer two

They are a disgrace

Tre Gex Lisgary.—No, 308,
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“On my honour, the thing was a pure accident, eiv,”
gaid Jack Blake. ; £
“Very well, Blake.

I consider—"

“You take his word before mine?” hooted Enox.

. “I know Blake to be a boy incapable of uttering a base
falsehood,” said Dr. Holmes coldly. “ Keep silence, please,
Enox, or I must send you from thie study.” :

Enox scowled, and subsided. i ©
“And do I understand that you will not apologise to
EKnox for handling him in such an unprecedented manner,

‘That is quite good enough for me,

51

Merry?
“Yes, sir. You see, we weren’t sorry we ducked Knox,
He called ns—Blake especially—names we didn’t deserve,
g0 we Tagged him, -None of us feel inclined to beg his
pardon.” X L )
" “Then I will not press the point,” said the Head.
% However, for the assault on Knox, and for the disrespect
shown to Mr. Rateliff, you will each be severely flogged.
That is all, Mr. Ratcliff; you may retire.” You also,
 Enox!” - to

With a discontented expression on his leanface, Mr.
Rateliff rushed from the room. Dearly would e have
Joved to remain, that he might witness the punishment.
Bat the Head was not to be trified with.

When the master and prefect had left the study, Dr.
Holmes took down a bundle of canes from the top of the
cupboard. Then he signed to each of the cnlprits in turn,
and they received six -st-in%ing cuts on each.hand. The
~ eccasions on which Dr. Holmes had to resort to the cane
_were few and far between, but when he did use it, it was
in a ‘way which could be felt, Most of the juniors,
however, took their gruel without & murmur.

“Now," said the Head, at last, “you may go, and I
want no recurrence of an exhibition such as this. Have
you been punished by anyone else for this offence®”

- “Enox has given us lines, sir,” said Tom Merry,

“Then they are cancelled.”

“ Thank you very mmuch, sir!”

And the juniors left the study, squeezin,
“Their punishment had been pretty severe,
determined not to take it lying down.

their hands.
ut they were

They had not finished with Enox yet—not by a long-

way. Before many days were over, he was likely to pay
Vfi‘y heavily for ever having fallen foul of the water-polo
players!

—re

CHAPTER 38,
. . Enter Dick Mason,
a W ! grunted Manners, nursing his hands.
! 0 “Groo! The insufferable beast!” moaned
Monty Lowther, - . )
“He wants boiling in oil!” declared Tom

Merry.

Th.f Terrible Three were seated at tea in their study,
hurling indictments at Enox the prefect. Each of them
was feeling decidedly “ fed-up.” Things were getting past
the limit, and the latest affair resembled the last straw
which is said to have broken the camel’s back,

« “T've just found out why it is Knox is so beastly ratty,”
declared Manners. “I got it from Reilly of the Fourth,
who was in Enox’s study at the time. Kildare was making
out the team for the next semior match—against Grey-
friars First. Knex begged to be included, but the skipper
wouldn't hear of it. He’s put in Mason.”

“Jolly good job, too!” snorted Tom Merry. “I don’t
think much of Mason as a cricketer, but he could give
points to Knox any day of the wee 2 - i

“ Hear, hear! But Knox, like the cad he ig, chose to
get his rag out over it.. He insulted Kildare, and it was
just after that happened that he came and put his oar in
when we were playing water-polo.”

“The cad! He's going to get it in the neck over this!”
said Tom Merry savagely. “And we’re not going to

" wait a dog's age before we put him through it, either, I .

vote we pile in on him to-might.”
“Good egg!” . .
“There’ll’ be knoeks for Knox, I'm thinking!” said
Lowther. . .
“QOh, dry wp, Funay-cuts! Keep that sort of thing
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for ¢ Chuckles.” - Look here. I suppose the bounder will
go out on his usual dpub—haunting excursion to-night?”

“Bound to,” said Manners. . “He lost money pretty,
]ma.vilg last might at the Green Man, and he's sure to
want his revenge. If we wait up for him to-night, with
a nice, slimy, odoreus mixture to dump upon his napper,
we shall probably lay him by the heels.” ; :

“Good wheeze!” ’ 5 B

“And if he nails us, he’ll find it pretty difficult to
explain why he’s out of hounds at that hour,” said
Manners; “so we’re on the safe side of the law.”

“True, O king1” P

And the juniors resumed their tea with better appetites
than hitherto. The prospect of scoring off Knox was as
balm in Gilead to their troubled minds.

Toby, the page, put his head in at the doorway,

“Seen anythink of Master Mason, young gents?”

“Mason? He’s playing cricket ofi the senior pitch,”
said Manners. “Who wants him?” ; )

“ Which I've got a letter for him,” said Toby, “‘and
ag it’s marked ¢ On Hactive Service,” I thort as ‘ow it
might be important.” - :

“From a relative at the Front, I suppose,” said Tom
Merry. “ Hope there’s nothing wrong, Mason’s a decent
sort of chap.” ;

Toby nodded, aud made his way to Big
nets had been pitched. . ST

Mason himself was- batting, and Kilda¥e,
Rushden were plying him with balls.

This was Dick Mason’s last term at St. Jim’s, and his
school tecord had not, so far, been anything to write
home abont. A poor foothaller, a fair-to-moderate feliow
in Form, and very happy-go-licky by nature, Mason had
never done anything to be recorded in the school annals
and handed down to generations of St. Jim's scholars,

ide, where the

Darrel, and

But now that it was almost time for him to shake the

dust of St. Jim's from his feet, as it werve, Mason woke up
to the fact that he must speedily do something note-
worthy. To slide through his schooldays without
achieving an;thiug worth talking about, and then to take
up the life of a tame and timorous City clerk, with small
remuneration and a hameless grave, did not suit Mason’s
book at all. He had, therefore, suddenly astonished the
natives by showing an aptitude for cricket.

But the way to a school's first eleven is a hard and
thorny one, as Dick Mason discovered. Of two or three
hundred boys, it was difficult to win a place amid the
select few. Amd not until the tall-end of the
season arrived did Kildare wake up to the fact that Mason
was worth a place in the team. )

The only remaining fixture was with Greyfriars Fivst,
and, after careful deliberation, Kildare had brought
Mason in as eleventh man, though he realised that by
so doing he would be courting the displeasure of Khox.
But Eric Kildare was a fellow who did what he con-
sidered to be fair and right, recking not the consequences,
And, accordiu?y, Mason’s name had been posted upon the
list in Big Hall.

The new asset to the team was thoroughly enjoying him-
self when Toby came on the scene with the letter, He
had hit Kildare twice in succession to the hedge that
skirted the lower end of the field, and treated the best
balls of Darrel and Rushden with scant courtesy. .

Mason swung round at the sight of the page-boy.

“ Anything for me?” he asked.

“Yes, sir!”

Hand it over!” :

Toby handed over the letter, and departed.

The senior gave a violent start at first as he glanced at
the envelope. He discerned at once that the handwriting
was that of his brother Gerald, serving in France. What
had happened? Was his soldier-brother wounded, or

assed, or disabled? ' Tt looked like it, for Lieutenant

ason’s letters were usually sent home, whence the news
was afterwards communicated to the St. Jim’s fellow.
Why, then, had the lieutenant sent this letter to his

"brother direct? )

“Yes,” Mason reflected, *“ poor old Gerald’s been potted,
anid he wants to keep it from the people at home, if he
can.”

“Mascn, old,man, what’s the matter?” asked Kildare,
running up. “You look as white as o cheet!”: .
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Mason glanced at the wording on the wire, and his face fell, One hand went to his head, and only Kildare's

strong arm prevented him from falling. ¢ Brace

up, man!” said the captain of St. Jim’s, ‘‘Bad news—what?"
{Sec Chapter 7.) 5

“It—it's all right,” said Mason huskily, "A lefter
" from my brother, that’s all.” )
“Hope he's getting on 0.K.,” said Kildare, moving
away as Mason drew out the letter and started to read.
A sigh of relief escaped the senior as he scanned the
closely-packed sheet,
Mason a wide berth, after all.
The letter was worded thus:

“Dear Dick,—They are granting the chaps in our
battalion a short leave, and ]Ey the time this letter
reacheg"you I shall be in England.

“I am, of course, jolly anxious to see you, but shall
not be able to get to Rylcombe until ten o’clock on the
evening you receive this, They're not likely to admit me
to the school at that hour, so could you manage to meet
me in Rylcombe at the time stated? I shall be in the
billiard-saloon at the Green Man,

“You won't fail me, will you?—Your affectionate
brother, Gzrarn.” |

“ All serene?” asked Kildare.

- NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

The Huns had given ILieutenant

A SOLDIER OF THE KiNGg!” *

“Quite !” said Mason cheerily. “I thought it was bad
news at first, but everything’s all right, as it happens.”

“Good! I'll pitch you down a few more balls. I say,
you're shaping jolly well. We shall give Greyfriars
beans at this rate!” )

“Hope so0,” smiled Mason. And, thrusting his
brother’s letter into the pocket of his blazer, he turned
his attention once more to the charms of King Crickes.

CHAPTER 4,
At Dead of Night.

ICKING his heels on the familiar pavement of
Rylcombe High Street—familiar because he him-
self was formerly at St. Jim’s—was Lieutenant
Gerald Mason, of the Loamshires. He had been

to the Green Man to meet his brother, but that worthy
had not yet put-in an appearaunce, so the lientenant
lighted a fragrant cigar, and sauntered out into the
street.

He had not long to wait. A tfall form-loomed up in
Tar Gesm Lisrary.—No. 398,
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the dark, and-a moment later he grasped the outstretched
hand of his brother.

“What cheer, Dicky boy! How goes it?” he asked.

* Fine, thanks!” responded Dick Mason. “My hat!
Although it's dark, I can see yon look jolly fit. Been
taking any trenches?”

* Helping to,” said Gerald grimly.- “And I'm jolly

lad of a brief respite, too. Now I’m home for & bit

‘m going to be a gay dog. I mean to paint the town
red, or, rather, the village.”

Dick Mason looked grave.

“Don’t go running into trouble,” he said- warningly.
"It would be too foul if you get into a mess at a time like
this, when you're going great gums in the military
world.” .

The Heutenant laughed lightly.

“Hang it all, Dick,” he said, puffing a$ his cigar, “a
chup can’t go about like a sober old parson in - these
circumstances! ‘ Eat, drink, and be merry * is going to
be my motto. Don’t begrudge a fellow a little flutter
when he’s got to get back to the inferno of the trenches
in & day or so.” '

__ The Sixth-Former did not reply. He well knew what a
“blade ” his elder brother could be when he chose, and
the knowledge did not give satisfaction to his brotherly
mind. But surely this was an exceptional case, where
an evening’s dissipation might willingly be granted.
There had been instances in the mewspapers recently
where young officers, on leave from the front, had cau:.d
disturbance and aunoyance in theatres and elsewhere,
.and were condemned for so doing. But some of them,
within a few days of the offence, had laid down their
lives for the sake of the very folk who had condemmed
them. Ruminating on these facts, Dick Mason decided
that it would be as well to give Gerald his kead.

They remained in the street for over half an hour,
ehatting over things past, present, and yet to be. Then
the St. Jim’s fellow realised, with a start, that it was
getting on for eleven o’clock, - )

“T'd better be getting back,” he said, “or else I shall
be jolly stale in the morning.”

e lieutenant nodded.

“That’s right; leave- me alome with the cup that
cheers,” he sald gaily. “Hallo! Who was that?”

A dark form had passed the two brothers, and entered
the Green Man, - ? #

Dick Mason gave a violent start.

“It's one of our fellows!” he exclaimed.
Sixth I :

“ Grreat Scott!” )

“I.suppose he’s pub-haunting, as usual,” said the Sixth-
Yormer, with a curl of the lip. -

“Well, he’s got nerve, any way, to do this sort of
thing. It wasn't tolerated in my day.” . -

“It wouldn’t be now, but the fellow’s as cunning as a
giddy fox. He lives up to the Eleventh Commandment—

Thou shalt not be found out.’ One of these days I
expect he’ll come a cropper.”

The lieutenant langhed grimly.

“ Well, good-bye, Dick, old fellow! Write me a first-
band report of the match with Greyfriars, won’t you?”

“Yes,” said the other; adding, with a Jaugh, “unless I
get a duck’s egg "

The brothers went their several ways-—Dick to St.
Jim’s and Gerald to the Green Man, . .

In the bar parlour of the latter sat two persons—Mr.
Jolliffe, the landlord, and Knox of the Sixth. Both were
busily engaged in shufling cards as the lieutenant strolled
into the room. .

Enox looked up with a guilty start, but the new-
comer’s first words reassured him.

“ Any chance of a game—~what?” he asked.

“ Certainly, sir!” beamed the landlord. “If you're
keen on nap, youw’ll find yourself quite at home here.”

Lieutenant Mason nodded to Knox, and sat down at
the table. Then the game began. .

Enox and Mr. Jolliffe played carefully at firet, in case
their new acquaintance should prove a skilled player, up
to every -move of the game. But the easy-going lieu-

“EKnox of the

tenant soon proved his guilelessness, and then his

. amiable companions winked slyly at.each other, and pro-
ceeded to flecce him right and left. ’
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Like Sam Weller's knowledge of London, Enox’s know-
ledge of the game of nap was “extensive and peculiar.”
The innocent officer from, the trenches seon found hLim-
self losing at every turn, and his supply of gold gradually
found its way into the “possession of the two rascals
sitting opposite.

Had they stopped to seriously consider the matter, both
Enox and Mr. Jolliffe would have realised the utter
caddishness and cupidity of fleecing a man who had risked
his life for King and country in the past, and who in a
&hort space of time would resume his operations against
the German hordes. But the landlord and his confederate
never possessed any scruples of this kind. They were cub
for the shekels, and Lieutenant Gerald Mason underwent
2 sorry time of it. ’

He ]{ad now lost over eight pounds, but with the reck-
less frenzy of the gambler he played on, hoping against
hope. His luck would turn, he felt. So far he had been
a victim of misfortune. :

But, as in ninety-nine out of a hundred similar cases,
his luck did not turn. He battled on with the energy of
despair, but shortly before half-past eleven he was
cleaned out. .

“Hard cheese " said Mr. Joliiffe, brushing a somewhat
dirty mouth with an equally dirty shirt-sleeve.. “ You're
a real sportin’ gent, you sre, sir, wot can put up a gocd
game and pay the piper when your luck’s:paub.”

“You won't carry on, and take my I O U'8?" acked the
lieutenant wearily.

Mr. Jolliffe affected sudden alarm.

“Ahem! It’s setrikin’ the half-hour!” he exclaimed,
rising to his feet. “I must close the premises, and pretty
quick !
of bricks if they knew I burned the lights so late!

“ I must be getting off, too,” said Enox hastily, *** Time
and tide wait for no man,’ you know. Good-night, Heu-
tenant! Good-night, Joiliffe!”

And the prefect, having made a bigger haul than had
been his luck for months, thrust a handful of geld inte
Lis pocket and quitted the parlour. -

Lieutenant Mason sat as If stuuned for a few moments:
then he, too, rose to his feet, and passed out without a
word.

Outside, Knox drank in great draughts of the cool
night air, for the bar-parlour, by way of suffocating
conditions, could have given points to the Black Hole of
Caleutta. Then he turned his steps towards St. Jim’s.

A dark figure loomed up in the blackness of the night,
and, with a tremor of fear, the prefect ‘made out the
dim outline of Police-constable Crump, of Rylecombe.

Apparently, Mr. Crump had caught sight of the school
cap, for he darted forward, and the next moment a kand
was clapped on Knox's shoulder, P

“Got yer, you young rip! Caught in the hact—the
werry hact!”

Knox ducked his head to avoid recognitiom, and
struggled desperately. To be recognised and exposed
by P.-e. Crump would write “ Finis ” to hie long list of
nocturnal escapades. Whatever happened, this enter-
prising minion of the law must be shaken off. ‘

“Come quiet I” panted the burly Crump. * Come quiet,
or —"

Before his hand could get to his truncheon, Knox had
torn himeelf free. He dashed his fist full in the con-
stable’s face, and Crump fell to earth with a thud.

Then, without eo much as a lock at his fallen
adversary, Knox took to hiz heels, and sprinted hard in
the direction of St. Jim’'s. .

He possessed the prefect’s privilege of having a key
to the side-gate of the Head’s garden, and magaged to
reach the School House undetected.

As he neared the box-room window, however, he
paused. Another figure was making across the ¢uad for
the same objective.

“Mason I muttered EKnox, under his breath. “I saw
him in Rylcombe an hour ago! Where’s he been, I
wonder? Anyway, I'd better lay low for a hit, and let
kim get in.” e 5 ;

And Enox stepped back into the shadows of the guad-
rangle, - G - : <

Ifg it be true that the devil careth for his own, the
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devil was certainly considerate for Xnox at that moment.
For, inside the corridor, close by the box-room window,
stood three juniors—the Terrible Three of the Shell.

They had heen waiting there for over an hour, with &
bucket filled to the brim with one of the most hideous
concoctions it was pessible to imagine. Tar and soot
and glue and several brands of ink had been studiousiy
mixed together, and Tom Merry and his vigilant chums
fondly hoped to give Knox the surprise of his life.

A ‘hand clutched the window-sill without, and the
‘juniors waited breathlessly. Then a tall form drew ii-
self up to the window, and a couple of feet were thrust
through; then, as the rest of the body followed, the
juniors raised the pail between them and tilted it relent-
essly over their vietim.

There was a terrible swishing sound, and a stifled roar
from the recipient of the mixture. Then Monty Lowther
gave vent to a sudden, sharp whisper. 4

“ Run, you fellows! Run for your lives! Tt ain't
Enox at all! It’s Mason—Mason of the Sixth!”

With a last look at the equirming object before them,
the juniors took to their heels, and bolted with the
fleetness of hares for the Shell dormitory, leaving the
hapless Sixth-Former to extricate himself from his un-
comfortable predicament as best he could.

(ptiiancsndg

CHAPTER 5.

. A Cad’s Cunning. '
HERE was a tenseness in the air when rising-bell
clanged out next morning, which seemed fo be
a premonition that something was going to
happen. Exactly what, no one seemed to know,
" although the Terrible Three had an inward foreboding
that Mason had realised their identity, and that he
would come down heavily on the junmiors, who, un-
wittingly, had smothered” him from head to foot the

night before. . ’

But an hour slipped by, and the expected summons
from the Sixth-Former.did mnot arrive. The juniors,
with minds greatly relieved, considered that either
Mason had not recognised them, or that he was too
decent 'a chap to call them over the ecoals for what had
been an obvious mistake, .

Then Kildare, his handsome face unusually grave,
made a tour of the corridors, and anncunced that there
was to be an assembly in Big Hall at once.

“Ow!” grunted Monty Lowther. “The worst has
arrived! Mason’s reported us to the Head !”

“Then he’s a rank outsider!” said Tom Merry bittexly.
“How’s he going to- explain his own absence from the
school last night®” 5 :

“J suppose he relies on us not to smeak,” said Manners
drily. -

“Well, we must keep a stiff upgm- lip, whatever
happens,” said Tom Merry. “I wouldn't mind if we'd
succeeded in swamping Enox.- It would have heen worth
a Pub!ic flogging, after the way the cad’s treated us!”

‘This way to the execution chamber!” said Monty
Lowther, leading the way to Big Hall.

And the juniors proceeded along the corridor with
palpitating hearts,

Dr. Holmes was mot present, but in a short time he
rustled in, with no. less pompous pérsonage than P.-c.
_Crump toiling in his wake, .The constable’s nose
presented a most bulbous appearance—doubtless, the
result ¢f Enox’s smashing blow the might before; but
there was a stern look on his florid face which made
many a recaleitrant junior tremble. !

“This is where we get it in the neck!” groaned Monty
Lowther. “ Wonder what old Crump wants®” .

The chums of the Shell glanced over to where the
prefects stood. Dick Mason was there, and the juniors
could hardly repress their grins 'as they noted his com-
plexion. The most vigorous rubbing and ecrubbing had
not enabled the senior to wholly remove the traces of
that awful mixture. -

The Head’s voice broke in upon the juniors’ reflections.

“I have to address you,” he said gravely, “on.a most
serious matter, affecting the honour and high standing
of 'this school.” Mr. Crump came to me early this morn-
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ing, and laid a distressing charge before me. It appears
that, despite all existing rules and Tegulations on the
subject, a senior boy—perhaps .even a prefect—broke
bounds last evening, and paid a visit te the Green Man.
That his object in going to such a disreputable place
was to gamble, and perhaps to drink, I have no doubt.
But the boy who transgressed last night went further.
He savagely assaulted P.-e. Crump, and made his way
hack to the school without being detected. I want that
boy, whoever he was, to step forward.” '

There was a grim silence, It was hardly lo be supposed
that the miscreant would court expulsion by betraying
himself at swch a moment. )

“1 am waiting,” said Dr. Holmes patiently.

- Curious looks were cast in the direction of the Sixth-
Formers, but no one stirred. :

“No takers!” murmured Jack Blake. :

A hard, steely glitter suddenly came into the eres of
Enox the prefect, He saw before him an excellent
prospect of landing Mason into trouble—of bringing
about his expulsion from the school. If he succeeded,
what was more probable than that Kildare would give
him the vacant place in the First Eleven? It was too

Enox stepped out from his place, and there was anm
interested stir in Big Hall as he approached the dais.

“Well, Knox, what do you know about this matter”
rapped out the Head. ’

The school hung on the prefect’s reply. Most of the
fellows knew of Knox’s little excursions into Rylcombe.
Was it possible that he was about to play the part of
confessor? :

“I feel it my duty, sir,” snid Kuox piously, “to
acquaint you of a circumstance which may throw some
light on this affair. It pains me to have to incriminale
a fellow-prefect, but I feel that I ought to speak out, in
the interests of justice.”

“Quite so!” said Dr. Holmes. * Your conduct is quite
in order, Kuox, In fact, I should not allow you to
conceal anything which might assist in bringing the
offence home to the culprit.”

“Well, it's like this, sir,” said ~Enox desperately.
“Hearing a strange sound shortly before midnight, I
left my room and went to investigate. To my unbounded
surprise, T saw a senior clamber through the box-room
window and stealthily enter the Schoel House.”

“You astonish me, Knox!”

“1t astonished me, too, at the time,” said Knox;
“but not until this moment did I connect the incident
with what happencd at the Green Man last night.”

*“ And who was the senior you saw, Knox*”

Two hundred fellows waited in Dbreathless suspense for
the answer.

“ Mason, sir!”

A murmur of amazement ran round the crowded Hall.

“Mason of the Sixth stand forward!”

With flushed face, and feeling utterly dazed, Dick
Mason obeyed the Head’s command.

Tom Merry & Co. exchanged guick glances,

“He'll be bowled out now, as sure as eggs!” mutlered
Monty Lowther. “Fancy old Mason being a.  pub-
haunter ! .

“It heats me altogether!” murmured Tom Merry.

“Mason,” said the Head, fixing his eyes on the un-
fertunate senior, “you have heard the statement EKnox
has just made. Do vou deny it?”

“No, sir,” said Mason quietly.

“You admit that you broke bounds last night, and
came in through the box-room window?” 3

“Yes, sir.”

“That’s ’im!” declared P.c. Crump, with emphasia.
“It was a feller jest about ’is stamp. Wot T says is this
lere——"" '

“You are not asked to give your views on the matter,”
said the Head tartly. .

“ Werry well, sir. But I'll swear black’s. white thak
this is the young warmint who hassaulted me.”

“Did you attack Mr. Crump, Mason?”

“Certainly not, sir,” .

“Were you the senior he saw leaving the Green Mah!”

“No, sir.” g
- #“Phen pray explain your absence from the school.” -
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« went into Rylecombe to sce my brother, who is on
short leave from the front, sir,” said Mason.

The Head frowned.

“T am afraid, Mason, that your tale does not carry
much weight. It is inconceivable that your brother
would arrange to meet you in the middle of the night
under such cireumstances.”

Mason flushed, ;

“Very well, sir. If you can’t take my word I can
‘gay nothing else. Unfortunately, I have destroyed the
letter I got from my brother yesterday afternoon asking
me to meet him.”

The Head cut Mazon short. A

“T do not helicve in the existence of any such letter,”
he said drily.

Kildave immediately sprang forward.

“Txcuse me, sir,” he said, - but Mason’s statement is
eorrect, The letter came while we were ab cricket. I
remember asking Mason if his brother was all right.”

“You need not tell me this, Kildare,” said Dr. Holmes.
T am not guite so obtuse as not to be able to see
through this affair. A boy who will visit low-down
publichouses will not scruple to cover up his tracks in
every way possible. Mason evidently compiled that
Ietter with Eis own hand, and took care to show it to
yﬂl;' so that, if trouble came, he could put forward an
alibi.” .

“You wrong me!” shouted Mason, lusin%;I 211 eontrel
of himself. “1 should never stoop to such a thing. Don’t
ou know me better than that, siv? Don’t you realise
hat this is some plot—some dastardly plot—te bring
about my cxpulsion from the scheol 7

The Head made an imPatient esture.

“Tt is no good, Mason,” he said. * You canuot conceal
your guilt, try as you may. Mr. Crump here, has practi-
eally identified you, and Enox saw you come back in the
stealthy manner described. No boy who had been down
to the village with honourable motives would act in such
an underhand way., Did any other boys see Mason come
in?

“ Ok, blow!’ murmured Monty Lowther, “Thie is
where the chopper comes down !”

The Terrible Three came forward.

“We saw Mason come in through the hex-room window,
.Eir,” explained Tom Merry.

The Head's brow grew stern.

“So you, too, had been breaking bounds?”?

“Qh, no, sit! We were inside the building at the
time.”

“Then for what purpose did you leave your dormitorys”

“To play a joke on somebody, sir,” said Tom.

“shem! You vwere breaking a grave breach of the
rules, Merry, but I will not press you for details. Fach
of you will ‘take five hundred lines, and go to his place.”

“Thank you, sir!”

The Terrible Three resumed their places with the feel-
ing that they had got off very lightly. .

% Ag for you, Mason, T may say that I place no faith
in this story of your soldier brother. The evidence
against you is sufficiently powerful to justify me in
expelling you. Have you anything to say:™

A chance of clearing himself came into Mason’s mind
at that moment, and he clutched at it as a drowning
man clutches at a straw. -

“Before you decide to expel me, sir,” he exclaimed,
“write to my brother, and he will confirm the fact that
I met him in Rylcombe, and that 1 did not ge into the
Green Man.”

“But—but,” stammered the Head perplexedly, “if, as
you aver, you are not the hoy Mr. Crump has lodged
a complaint about, there must have been some other
genior in the village at the time of the ontrage.”

“1 suppose so, sir,” said. Mason. He did not add that
ke had seen Knox go into-the Green Man. It was not
merely that Mason hafed sneaking, but his assertion
could not be proven. It would simply be supposed that
he was trying to sbift the blame of his own misdemeancur
on to the shoulders of another.

“The whole matter is shrouded in mystery,” said the
doctor. “However, in order that there can be no mis-
carriage of justice, I shall write to your brother, Mason.
What is his addres?” ’

“T expect he will be starting for the front at any
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minute, sir, so you'd better address khim care of the
Britisk Expeditionary Force—Lieutenant Gerald Mason,
of the Loainshires.” 3

“T will do so. I know your brother well enough to be
satisfied that he will tell me the true facts, and I sin-
cerely hope, for your own sake, that you have not lied to
me. ~Judgment will be suspended until I hear from the
lieutenant. You will resume your school duties in the
ordinary way, Mason,”

“Thank you, sir!” .

Kuox gritted his teeth with vexation. He saw unow
how utterly his scheme had failed. It had come tumbling
about his ears like a pack of cards. The match with
Greyfriars was to be played on Saturday, and Mason,
instead of being sent home in disgrace, would be present
to play for his school. For it was certain that he hed
Kildare's sympathy.

Not only this, but he—Enox—had oves-reached himself
in his effoits to incriminate Mason, and the pit he bad
digged for another he was likely to fall into himself.
For Licutenant Mason was certain to tell the Head that
it was Kunox, and not his brother, who had been present
at the Green Man.

“Ar, Crump,” said the Head, “ you may vest assured
that no stone will he left unturned to fathom the facts
of this case.. The culprit shall be brought to book, and
dismissed summarily from the school. I much regret the
injury you have been caused.” =

The police-constable was about to make a dissaticfied
retort, but the Head pressed a gold eoin into his hand,
and, greatly mollified, the worthy Crump shuffied cut

. of the Hall.

“ Enox,” the Head went on, “I highly commend rou
for the part you have played.in this matter. Your
evidence has been most useful.”

The senior bowed, and went back to his place; but
Le felt far from happy. The net of degradation and
disgrace was beginping to close round him instzad of
1ound his intended victim, and the thought was by no
means comforting.

“The school will now dismiss,” said Dr. Holmes.

And, with many muttered surmises on the subject of
the n?'ste:ious midnight prowler, the St. Jim's fellows
filed slowly out of Big Hall.

CHAPTER 6.
To Go or Not Te Gel _

ORNING school came in for very Tittle attention
after the dramatic scene in Big Hall. Most of
the fellows were hurning over in their minds
the pros and cons of the affair, and by the

time classes were dismissed the school had divided its
opinion into thiee sectioms.

The fellows took one or other of the following views:
(1) That Mason was guilt,znof the unwarranted assault
cn P.e. Crump; (E%that Knox was the culprit; (3) that
neither Mason nor Knox had perpetrated the offeuce, but
that it existed only in the imagination of the worthy
Crump. :

Tom Merry & Co. held rigidly to the second theory—
that Knox was the guilty party. Their knowledge of
Dick Mason was very limited, but they knew him to Le
a white man, and a fellow who had very strict views en
the subject of “pub-haunting”; whercas Knox was an
old offender, so fo spealk. Besides, was it feasible that
Mason, in his last term at St. Jim’s, would be fool enough
to have run such a grave risk?

Then again, Knox was “up againet” Mason, and tke
juniors knew it. Mason had unwittingly ousted Knox
from the first eleven, and the black sheep of the Sixth,
with his bullyinf ways, was not likely to take that lying
down. He would naturally be seeking an early oppor-
tunity of crossing Mason’s path, and the opx:ortunity

had come about very suddenly. However “ thin ” Mason’s .-

Terrible Three wéré inclined to place full faith in it. -

“Mason’s as wight as wain I” observed Arthur Augustus
1’ Arey emphatically, as he strolled round the quad before
Qdinner with some of the School House fellows. “ Knox is
a wotten, wepwehensible cad, and T wish we could bwing
this affair home to him.” :

story of his brother might sound to the Head, the
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“Same here,” said Tom Merry. - “But we haven't an
atom of proof that he knocked old Crump about, or that
he went to the Green Man either, for that matter, My
hat! It’ll be a crying injustice if Mason has to go.” -

“But his brother’ll write, and then everything in the
garden will be lovely,” said Jack Blake, :

Tom Merry shook his head gravely. :

“ A thousand things might happen to prevent him re-
plying at all,” he said. “It’s a horrid thing to have to
say, but he may be killed or missing by the time the
Head’s letter gets out to France. And them the Head
will sack poor old Mason, and Knox'll continue to run
riot, and rule us with the iron hand.”

“ Heaven forbid!” said Manners. “I, for oume, don’t
believe that such a ecruel wrong could ecome  about.
Things are bound to pan ont all right, in the long run.”

“Let’s hope so,” said Monty Lowther. * Meanwhile,
my parched throat cries out for ginger-pop. I feel I'd
like to lie on my back for the rest of the day and suck
that refreshing beverage through a straw.” . .

“ Weally, Lowthah! You are as lazy as Wip Van
Winkle. Howevah, I, too, have a shockin’ thirst, so we'll
go along to the tuckshop. My tweat, deah boys!”

“Now, that’s what I call really gemerous,” observed
Lowther, giving the swell of 8t. Jim’s a tremendouns pat
on the back, which made him stagger. ) .

“Ow! Yawoooh! You fwightful chump, Lowthah "

Monty Lowther looked grieved.

“There’s gratitude for you!” he exclaimed. * Blowed

. if T'U trouble to exert myself again !”

.. The next moment Mrs. Taggles was called upon te
" supply the wants of a dozen thirsty juniors. There was a
plenteous supply of ginger-pop, home-made and otherwize,
and for a fime nothing was heard but a contented
‘gurgling sound.

Then Tom Merry uttered a sudden exclamation.

“My hat! Look!” )

Marching through the quad, heading struight for the
school shop, came a weird procession of juniors. Levison,
Mellish, and Crooke led the way, and most of the fellows
earried banners, supported by poles. Each banner bore
‘some startling inscription, that wielded by the foremest
members of the band being:

. *DOWN WITH MASON!”

The other epithets were many and various. “ RALLY
ROUND KNOX " and “ WE WANT FAIR PLAY ! were
promivently displayed; and Tom Merry & Co., packed in
the doorway of the tuckshop, gave vent to a roar of
wruth, :

¥The cads!” exélaimed Tom. - “ Faney backing up such
a howling rotter as Knoxd”

“This delightful pageant has bheen got up for our
express benefit,” remarked Monty Lowther, *and it’s up
to us to put the kybosh on it !”

The humorist of the Shell armed himself with a syphon
of lemonade, which he concenled behind his back until
the procession drew near the doorway of the shop. Then
he suddenly brought it forth, and turned a stream of
seething liguid full upon Knox's supporters,

There were three simultaneous yells from Levison aud
Crooke and Mellish; ‘who caught the full force of the
stream in their faces.” So unexpected was the attack that
all was confusion in the ranks of the banner-bearers,

Tom Merry and the others, noting that Lowther’s
syphon was being ‘quickly drained, followed his energetic
example, and took several syphons themselves, despite
the shrill protests of Dame ’.lys})ggles. Then there was a
combined . forward movement, and a dozen scparate and
ms of lemonade were directed npon the
juitiors without. -
roared Crooke of the -Bhell, wiping the
1id from his.eyes. “Into the rotters) quick ™
.+ 'The. ' processors “obeyed. They were not df the stuff

of which heroes are -but at the same time they were
. ' not gyerde to a serap’ hey considerably outnumbered

~ the opposition as in the présent.case, Yato the fray they
rushed, and were met with a: defence like a barn door.
The scene was one of the. wildest description, such as the

poet, would have characterised-as *confusion worse con- -

founded.”
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“Bock it into ’em!” roared Tom Merry. “Mason for
ever I” 2

“Hurrah! - Good old Mason!”

At that moment “good old Mason ™ came mpon the
scene with Kildare of the Sixth. The captain of £t.
g iml;s gripped Tom Merry by the collar, and swung him

ack,

“You young rascal! How dave you cause such a dis-
turbance ™

“Yow! Leggo!” gasped Tom.
up for Mason " -

“Then you'd better stick up for him in a more quiet
manter,” said Kildare grimly. “Take fifty lines!”

“ Certainly, Kildare!  Anything to oblige !”

Kildare then turned his attention to Levison and his
cronies. The combat scom ceased, and the offensive
banners lay tattered and torn in tke doorway of the
tuckshop.

“Who is responsible for this handiworkf” asked the
Sixth-Former, indicating the remmants of the gaudy in-
#eriptions.

“I had it done,” said Levison sullenly.

“Then 11l teach you not to get up to such monkey-
Come to my study after dinner.” -

And the two semiors, after Kildare had uttered & few
solemm words of warning as to what would befall the
juniors if hostilities broke out afresh, turned away.

“ You've got young Merry and his chums on your side,
anyhow, old man,” said Kildare, with a laugh. “They're
pretty staunch backers, anyway, if they're prepared to
go through fire and water for you like that.”

“Merry’s a decent kid,” said Mascn. “But, hang it
all, T've got you to stand by me, too, Kildare, and that
means a lot—more than I can say. One of these days,
if everything works out for the best, I'll make it my
bizney to repay you for what you've dene.”

“ Nonsense !” said Kildare cheerfully. “I am as con-
vinced as you are that Enox was the guilty party, yet I
can’t sec how we can bring it home to him. It's rotten !”

Mason nodded.

“Now that I'm under a cloud,” he said, “I don't
suppose I ought to play against Greyfriars. That is to
=ay, unless my brother writes to reassure the Head by
Saturday.”

“Oh, rot! I'll go and ask the Head myself to make
sure,” said Kildare.

And he made tracks for Dr. Holmes’s study, to return
a few minutes later with a gleam in his eye.

“It's all right, old chap. If nothing crops up in the
meantime which will throw any light on this business, vou
can play against the Friars.  And yow're going to play
the game of your life, too!”

“1 feel pretty fit,” said Masoa modestly.

“The Head tells me he has written to your broether, se
vou can expect a reply pretty shortly.”

Mason’s face 1it up.

“If only it comes,” he said, drawing o deep breath, “I
ghall be cleared! How ripping! If it comes before we
play Greyfriars, then I shall pilz up a century. Really,
I sha'n’t be able to help myself. I shali be so intoxicated
with jey!” - :

“Here’s to the happy event, then!” laughed Kildare.
“(iive us your fist, old man !” +

Aud the two seniors who had, during the last few days,
become such staunch chume, gripped each other warmly
by the hand, and each prayed fervently in his heart for
the day of deliverance, when s grave wromg would be
righted, causing Dick Mason to wind up his school life
at 8t. Jim’s in a blaze of glory.

“We—we're sticking

CHAPTER 7.
A Plot to Ruin All
“THINGS are getting desperate!”

: Enox of the Sixth, seated in an armchair in
his study, inhaling cigarette fumes, muttered
the words feverishly to himself.

Two_whole days had passed since the public-house
scandal, and at any time now the dreaded communication
from Lieutenant Mason might arrive.

If it incriminated the rascally prefect, Knox was ready
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t¢ fight tooth and nail for his position. He would swear
that the lieutenant had mistaken his identity, and get
Jolliffe to come to St. Jim’s and stoutly deny that Enox
had been on the premises.

But that was not helping him in regard to Mason’s
downfall. The scheme he had mapped out for getting
Mason’s place in the team had failed; and to-day—to-day
was the day of the match!

Something must he done, and that guickly. In the
oidinary wag*, Knox would have taken his friend Sefton
into his confidence; but even bosom friends have a habit
of betraying those they profess to be thick with; so Enox
decided that he would keep his own conusel.

But how could he get vid of Mason? That, as the
immortal Hamlet said, was the question, True, he could
stir up public opinion against his intended victim, and
get fellows of Levison’s kidney to give him a warm time.
But Mason possessed a very powerful ally in Kildare, and
the moré persecuted Mason became, the more determined
wounld the captain of St. Jim’s be to include him in the
team. R .

Knox saw that the door of his study was carefully

lacked, and then, going to the sideboard, secured a hottle .

whose contents were of a decidedly doubtful nature, and
#lled a tumbler. Then he drained it of the suspicious-
1roking liquid, in the hope that it would make his brain
work more clearly, The result was quite the reverse.

The old and time-honoured method of kidnapping the
cleventh member of the team occurred to him, but he
dismissed it from his mind at once, Mason was not a small
fag, who might easily he got out of the way. No, it
wouldn’t do. Knox must find some other ruse,

It did not oceur to him until an hour or two later, when,
having left his study, he sighted Toby, the page, carry-
in_%_a etter in the CS{ose.

The prefect stopped short, and his hands clutched con-
vulsively, A desperate idea had occurred to him. He
would fake a telegram from Mason’s people, eaying that
they were deeply upset beeause Lieutenant Mason had been
wounded at the il';onb, and urging the $t, Jim's senior
to come home at once. Naturally enough, Mason would
catch the next train from Rylcombe, and he absent all
the afternoon.
eleven.

The idea was a good one—good, that iz to say, from a
eriminal standpoint. No fellow with a single shred of
deceney would have lowered himself to the extent of
uging the war as a means of working off a vile deception
uwpon another. But them, Knox had no decency, He
had never realised the meaning of “Play the game” in
his life. )

“T11 do it now !” he muttered to himself, *Nothing like
striking while the iron’s hot. First of all, I. must bag
the bhounder’s home address from his study. He’ll be at
dinner now, so here goes!” :

As he wended his steps to the Sixth-Form corridor, a
serions drawback presented itself to him, militating
again the success of his plot. How was the name of the
village, where the Masons resided, to appear on the
telegram-form?

“ Confound. it ! muttered the prefect savagely. *The
Fates are dead against me!”
But he had spoken a moment too scon. On Mason’s

study table was a lettcr—the last the senior had received
from his people, Knox reflected. And the postmark was
“Rayland.”

The sight of the word seemed as magic to Enox. He
s}n'xmg through the doorway, and made rapid tracks for
the eycle-shed.

“T1l go over to Wayland,” he muttered, “and send a
wire to Mason from there.
one’ll look to see where the thing came from, and if they
take a casual glance they’ll think it’s Rayland. So that’s
all right!” : L

And the Sixth-Former sped off down the dusty lane in
the direction of the little market town.

He left his diner behind him, but dinner had very
little attraction for the cad of the Sixth just then. He

would have fasted for days had he known that by so

doing he could crush Dick Mason.
The match was booked to commence in a couple of
bours, and Knox realised that his cunning inspiration
"Tee GeEm Lisrary.—No. 398, - i -
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had only come to his assistance just in time. Even now,
it was quite on the cards that he would be too late.

He put the speed on, alarming  several old-world
pedestrians who were in his way, and reached Wayland
in less than twenty minutes. Then, leaving his machine
on the pavement outside the post-office, he took a stealthy
gla;m’e along the street, and then set about his sinister

esigns. :

e telegram was duly written out, and Enox handed
it over to the guileless {:voking' irl behind the counter.
This done, he recovered his machine, and rode leisurely
back to St. Jim’s, : .

The air was tense with excitement as he turned into
the old quadrangle, where mest of the fellows had fore-
gathered, pending the arrival of the Greyfriars team,
which was to be accompanied by a host of juniors from
the famous Kentish school. "

The list of St. Jim's players posted upon the board had
undergone no change, True, some enterprising satellite
of Enox had erased Mason’s name completely; but
Kildare had written it in again, bolder than before,
adding a warning that anyone who was seen tampering
with the notice would be summarily dealt with,

The seniors were engaged in a preliminary practice at
the nets when the telegraph messenger arrived, panting
and breathless,

Eildare eyed the youth curiously. He wondered if
Wingate, the Grerfriars skipper, had wired that some-
thing was amiss, i

“For me?” he asked,

“ No, sir; for Mister Mason, sir.”

“ There he is, then.”

Dick Mason came forward eagerly. Had his hrother
wired him, saying that everything was ail right; that
he had reassured the Head, and that Maszon’s name was
cleared? ’

A great feeling of hope surged up in Mason’s hreast,
but it was only momentary.

He glanced at the wording on the vwire, and his face
feil. One hand went to his head, and only Eildare’s
strong arm prevented him from falling.

“Brace up, man.” said the captain of St. Jim's, “Bad
news—what?”

h“ Very,” said Mason, in a low, strained voice. “Read
that ! )

Eildare glanced at the telegram, It read:

“ Gerald seriously wouude%, and mothet much dis-
tressed in consequence. Comie home at once.—FaTHER.”

“Hard cheese !” said Kildare sympathetically. “You’ll
have to go, of course, and we s alli) be left in the lurck
for an eleventh man.” Then he paused, colouring up
awkwardly. “What a selfish ead I am! I was only
thinking of the match, and not of your mater. Perhaps
the wound isn’t serious, after all. giost parents imagine
things, yon know. Better get off af once, and see if you
can cheer the mater up.”

Mason nodded.

“T will,” he said heavily. “There’s a train in a guarter
of an honr. Think T shall do it

“You’ll have to run like the very dickens!” said Kil-
dare. *“Don’t stop to get the Head’s permish. I'll explain
fhilz:gs to him when you've gohe. "Good-bye and good
uclk I

And Dick Masonr pulled on his cricket blazer and dashed

off towards the school gates. . il

From the pavilien two cunnin%' gye!
he

g‘ié.ém_éd. out at his
Knox of the

the day

retreating figure, and a voic

Sixth—exclaimed: o
“Good! Now you've cl:eared--_ﬁﬂ

after all, Master Meddling,: Maudli

i/ the Shell were sunning
ald-gateway of St. Jim’s, await.
ing the arrival of the Gieyfriars eleven, -

They had seen Mason; 4 moment earlier] go pelting out
at the gates, carrying a small Handbagi™™ ’
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-what?” he asked.

m;o; looked up with a guilty start, but the newcomer’s irst words reassured him, “ Any chance of a
s Certainly, sir;” beamed the landlord, ¢ If
quite at home here.”

game-—— |
you're Keen on map yowll find yourself
(See Chapter 4.)

* He's gone to catch a train,” said Tom Merry.

“That’s pretty obvious,” grunted Monty Lowther.
“But wherefore this thusness? Why this dramatically
sudden departuxre?” .

“Give it up,” said Tom. “Something serious must
have happened, that’s evident. Mason wouldn't cut an
important cricket-match for nothing.” -

~ There’s foul play somewhere,” said Manners thought-
fully., “I saw a kid taking a telegram to Big Side not
leng ago. Wonder if that had anything to do with it?”

“Possibly. It's to summon him home, perhaps. But
it looks jolly fishy, on the verge of the-Greyfriars match.
Can it be a dodge.on somebocfy’s part to get Mason out
of the way?” . :

“Oh, come off; Tomimy!”

“ Stranger things have happpened,” said Tom Merry,
“and this affair looks jolly suspicious. M_'zr hat! I
should like to have a squint at that telegram.

¢ Mazon’s ggj: it with him,” said Monty Lowther,

“ Perhaps—pethaps not. In the excitement of the
moment he may have chucked it down on the cricket-
pitch. Let’s come and have a look.” )

The chums of the Shell made their way towards Big
Side, where Kildare and his merry men were still at
practice. Then the search began.

Tt.did not last long. There, at Kildare’s feet, was a
crumpled ball .of paper, which Manners pounced upon
eagerly. He unfolded the telegram, gave a brief glavce
at it, and then uttered a sharp exclamation.

“My hat! It's just:as Y thought!”

“YWhat's wrong, kid?” asked Xildare.

“This wire came for Mason a few minutes ago,” said
Manners excitedly.

*Well, what of it? Mason has received an urgent
summons from his people to go heme at once.”

*“Do his people live at Waylands”

“Of course not!”

“Then that's where this wire was despatched,” said
Manners, with conviction. “There’s something I don’t
quite understand about this.”

Kildare became suddenly interested.

“Hand it over,” he said.

Manners obeyed, and Kildare gave a start as he noted
the name of the telegraph-office.

“It's a trick!” he exclaimed, his face goin
“Mason's people live at Rayland, in Somerset.
has invented this yarn about his brother being wounded,
and sent off a fake wire from Wayland, nd on the
verge of the match, too! Mason must be stopped.”

“But how?” asked Tom Merry, in perplexity. “He'll
be in the train in a jiffy.” .

Kildare glanced at his watch.

“Train goes in five minutes,” he said briefly.
it, on your bike uick !

The Terrible Three did not hesitate. Mason must be
stopped at all hazards. There could be no doubt now
that he was the victim of a caddish deception.

A rioment later, the three jumiors were speeding on
their machines to Rylcombe Station. It was a case of
touch and go, and they knew it. :

A dozen different things might have happened. Mason
himself, having gone on foot, might miss the train; or
he might catch it, in which case the Terrible Three could
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do nothing but wire down the line to.the first stopping-
place, and have the senior brought back. But the first
stop was at Swindon, and Swinden was many, many miles
away. -

Tom Merry & Co. hoped fervently that the train would
be late, and that they could intercept Mason before ke
boarded it.

‘When the station came in sight, thé cyclists saw that.

the train was in. But before they could dismount, it
puffed its way out of the station. At the last moment

they saw somecne, who had just rushed on to the platform

from another entrance to that which they were near, run
level with the train, and take a desperate leap into an
empty goods van at the rear. Porters uttered warning
shouts, ‘but the passenger had successfully accomplishe
the risky venture. :

; "tit’s Mason !’ muttered Monty Lowther, between. his
coth. b, Fal e

“We must follow up!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “The

train’s only going at 2 snail’s pace, and if we keep to the -

road level with the railway we may be able to call his
-attention. Put the spurt on!”

And the three cyclists pedalled away along the road,
hoping to catch up with the west-bound train.

It was harder than they imagined. Although the
irain appeared to be moving very slowly, the juniors
found that even the hottest pace of which they were
capable would not allow them to catch it up. Presently,
however, the train drew to a halt, waiting for the signals
af the mext statiem; and this was the eyclists’
opportunity. ! ;

They simply flew over the intervening ground. 'The
machines were in good condition, and served their pur-
pose splendidly, A moment later Tom Merry hastily dis-
mounted, scaled the fence which skirted the railway-line,
and shouted frantically:

“ Masen I .

The senior, who had concealed himself in the empty
goods van, jumped up in alarm,

“Merry! What on earth—"

“Jump out—quick!” yelled Tom. “It’s all right.
Your brother’s not injured, and your people don’'t want
you. It’s all spoof. Look sharp!”

Before the train continued on its way, Dick Mason,
surprised and startled, sprang out of the van, and jeined
the captain of the Shell.

He was only just in time, for the next instant the
train went on again.

“What does all this mean, Merry?” he asked breath-
lessly. “Do you know what you are talking about?”

“Yes. Hop over into the road, and I'll explain.”

Mason looked at the jumior grimly. His face was very
pale, for he had been concerned for his brother and
parents; and if Tom Merry were japing him, things were
likely to go hard with tHe hero of the Shell.

“It’s like this,” explained Tom, as they came out into
the roadway, where Manners and Lowther were waiting.
“We' couldn’t help wondering why you had been sum-
moned away from the school so suddenly, and concluded
_ that it was some trick to get you out of the way,

.especially as you were down to play against Greyfriars.
* So we found the telegram which was sent to you, and
saw that the address on it was Wayland. Therefore, it
must have been despatched by somebody locally—some-
body who’s got a grudge against you.” ’

“You're sure the name was ‘Wayland,” and not
‘ Rayland 7’ said Mason.

“ Proof positive!” chimed in Manuers.
carefully, and so did Kildare.”

“Then you -are right. It was a cad’s trick!” said
Mason hotly. “If I catch the rotter who wrote that
wire, I'll—"

“Cut it short, Mason, old chap,” said Monty Lowther.
“The match is almost due to start mow. You'd better
borrow my jigger, and get up to the school as quick as
you can, L'l follow on Shanks’s ponies.”

“Thanks!” said Mason grateful[g.

A tremendous weight was lifted from the senior’s mind
now,  His brother’s wound was a myth, and his parents
were safe and sound. At any time now, Lieutenant
Mason’s expected letter or telegram would reach the
Head, and the Sixth-Former’s name would be cleared.

Tue Genm Lisrary.—No. 398,

OUR COMPANION ' THE BOYS' FRIEND,” * THE MAGMNET,”
PAPERS : Every Monday. Every Monday.

“J scanned it

* «THE BOYS' FAIEND
3d. COMPLEYE LIBRARY.

And Dick Mason pedalied cheerfully along beside Tom
Merry and Manrers, while his heart beat high with

hope.
'ghe long-looked-for opportunity of distinguishing him-
self on the cricket-field had arrived,

CHAPTER 9.
The Match with Gréy:f_riars.

+ ERE ke is!” ;
“Good old Mason!” .
“Just in time, old scout,” said Iildare.

“The Greyfriars chaps are just going to open
the innings.” - i ;

To judge by the reception he was accorded, one would
have imagined that Dick Mason was the star player of
the team, instead of being merely an eleventh man.

“These kids only just got me in time,” said Mason.
“ Fancy anyone being cad enough to send a spoof lelegram
like that! It beats the band!” -

“TWe’ll have an investigation afterwards,” said Kildare.
“But that needn’t werry us nmow, We've got all our
work cut out to lick Greyfriars. They've brought over
one of the hottest teams imaginable.”

Fortunately, Mason was still.in his cricket clothes, se
no change was necessary. He merely slipped off his
blazer, and took the field with the rest of the team, amid
2 storm of cheering.

Knox, meanwhile, had been loitering by the pavilion,
in the hope that Kildare would call upon him to take
the place of the absentee. When he saw Mason appear,
in company with Tom Merry “and Manners, his face
turned almost green. Had the whole of his wretched plot
Teen exposed?

But Mason had eaid no word to him, so he con-
cluded that it must e 2il right. Nevertheless, kis
scheme Lad failed, and failed miserably. The money
spent on the bogus telegram had been spent in_vain.
Someone must have smelt a rat, and brought Mascn
back, just when Enox was beginning to congratulate
himself on the success of his plot.

That Tom Merry had played no small part in the
matter Knox felt convinced, and his feelings towards
the Shell fellow were the reverse of amiable; but Tom
himself, as he walked over to a shady spot heneath the
trees to grect Harry Wharton & Co., the Greyfriars
juniors, was feeling particularly light-hearted. He felt
that in stopping Mason from going fo his home in Somer-
setehire he had doite a good iking, and deserved ‘well of
kis country.

Harry Wharton & Co. greeted the St. Jim’s junior
cordially. The relationship between the rival schools was
of the friendliest charvacter. Only a fortnight previously
the two junior teams had met on the cricket ground, and
2 magnificent match had been hopelessly and completely
wrecked by Grundy of the Shell and his Volunteer Corps.
Since that time, George Alfred Grundy’s organisation
had been wrecked also.

“Who's going to win?” asked Harry Wharton cheer-
fully.

“No need to ask that,” resporded Tom Merry. “I'm
glad you ecame over, for you're about to witness the
complete annibilation of your lttle scheol, Kildare’s a
regular demon on a pitch like this, and he's simply
thirsting for your gore!” .

“Tt looks like it,” said Wharton ruefully; for, at that
moment, Wingate, the Greyfriars skipper, was clean
howled by the first bhall of the game. ~ » . :

“That’s nothing to whine about,” eaid Bob Cherry,
forcing a lawgh. “Bad beginnings often mean good
endinge, yon know!” :

“ Kildare's in great form with the ball,” said Manners,
“That one that beat Wingate was a vegular scorcher!
1f T'm anything of a prophet, Greyfriars will be made
to sing small before many hours are over!”

- Tt looked as if Manmers’ surmise was correct, for the
wickets of the visiting team fell like ninepins to the
excellent bowling of Kildare and Darrel. Only 30

- runs were registered.on the Dhoard when the fifth wicket

fell,
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The fielding was such as would not have disgraced a
County team. Every man was eager and alert, and
Dick Mason, at cover-point, had brought off a couple of
spanking catches,

Courtney and Walker put up a spirited last-wicket
stand for Greyfriars; but, all the same, the total of 55
was a poor one, and Kildare was likely to exceed it off
his own bat.

The 8t. Jim’s innings opened in a lively fashion. The
first pair of batsmen—Baker and Webb—were inclined to
take risks, and fortune favoured them. Defore they
were eeparated 30 runs were on the board, and. the
spectators—barring the Greyfriars contingent—smiled
broadly. They anticipated a complete walk-over.

But there was a lot to be admired about the Greyfriars
players. They did not lese heart, but stuck {o their
guns manfully, their maxim heing, apparently, that a
game was not lost until it was won,

After Baker's dismissal a “rot” set in, and Kildare.

wisely postponed his own innings. He went in at a time
when tgings looked very black, and, by dint of careful,
painstaking batting, succeeded in adding considerably
to the score.
The Greyfriars total was passed when eight wickets
had fallen, and ultimately St. Jim's were all out for 70.
“Only 15 to the good!” growled Darrel. “We

ought to have made hay of their bowling, after the cheap’

way we got them out!” _

“There’s such a thing,” said Kildare, mopping his
brow, “as a second innings. In that sccond innings
we're going to make the fur fly. As it is, we’ve done
remarkably well, and I see no reason to grumble, You're
a giddy pessimist, Darrel!”

It had been arranged that the interval for tea, shounld
be held after the first innings of each side was completed.
But as the first innings of both St. Jim’s and Greyfriars
had occupied little over an hour and a half, it was

decided that the visitors should immediately start on

their second *knock.” .
There was a grim expression on George Wingate's
face as he took Courtney in to bat with him, Greyfriars
had long enjoyed the reputation of being omne of the
most brilliant schoolboy sides in the country, and 55 was
the worst score they had scraped together throughout
the season. It was “up to” the Greyfriars team to see
that the second venture eclipsed the first in every way.

Wingate’s first hit was in the true Jessopian style. -

Catching the leather fair and square with the face of
the hat, he sent it soaring to the pavilion for 6.

“Hurrah !”

“Good old Wingate!”

“Pile on the agony, old man!” :

The Greyfriars juniors were jubilant. If Wingate went
on in the way he had begun there would evidently be
something to see and wonder at. -

The visiting captain scored 14 Tuns off the first
over, thus amply atoning for the duck’s-egg he had
previously made. Then he and Courtney settled down
in real earnest, speedily becoming masters of bowling
which would have sealed the fate of any ordinary team.

“This js great!” niurmured Bob Cherry, stretching
his long limbs in the long grass. “ Bring hither the
foaming ginger-pop, that I may gurgle away merrily
while old Wingate smites!”

,“They look as if they’re going to stay in till Deoms-
day,” remarked Monty Lowther, who liad returned on
foot from the other side of Wayland. “There's no
shifting the bounders!” ' :

PForty, fifty, sixty runs went up on the board, and
Kildare’s face was a study: He had tried almost every
calgeab}e bowler in the team, but with no success. Win-
gate and Courtney seemed equal to playing anything and
.everything that came their ‘way. - L
. At last, in desperation, the ball was tossed
who had heen veriu buey at cover-peint. ‘- Mason's
bowling was an unknown quantity at 8t. Jim’s. No
one had ever seen him bowl, and few had ever wanted to.
Kildare and Darrel and Rushden had been considered
quite good enough.

. But there are occasions in the routine of public school
life when. & “dark horse” rises to the occasion. Mason

t5 Mason,
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rose to the occasion now., He bowled elow leg-breaks,
but there was something uncanny about them which
quite unsettled Courtney, who was batting..

Mason's third ball had the desired effect. Tt seemed
a decidedly simple thing to everyome who saw it—
except Courtney. The Greyfriars senior made a hap-
hazard forward stroke, missed completely, and the next
moment the Dails descended to the ground: amid a
delighted roar of cheerh:%. At last the two Greyfriars
giants had been- s]g?mrat 1 _

Courtney gave Mason a queer look as he tnrned to-
wards the pavilion. He stopped and exchanged a word
with Valence, the next man in,

“They must have been mad not to put that chap on
to bowl before this! He’s a regular corker!”

Valence laughed. .

“ Precious sort of Job’s comforter, you are!” he said. -
“The chap seems simple enough to play.” .

“Good luck!” said Courtney; and he sprang lightly
up the pavilion steps, the scove-board greeting him with
the figures:

80. 1. 33.

Whether a colia];)se followed or not, the score counld
not be a complete © wash-out,” he reflected. And CGeorge
Wingate was still going great guns, too! .

“’ghis is what we -used to call ‘ pulling the game out
of the fire,” in my young days.” said Boh Cherry
languidly, as he nibbled a blade of grass. “Your
skipper’s off his rocker, Merry! He’s only just woke up
to the fact that he’s got a crack howler m his team.”

“Blessed if I knew Mason was such hot stuffi” said
Tom, mystified. 4

“Bai Jove! He's what I call an eye-openah!” said
D’Arcy, with enthusiasm. “Tt's his last term, and his
}Jast match, and he means to astonish the natives, deal

oys !”

“He's doing it, too!” said Harry Wharton glumly.
% 'I.:lhere goes Valence’s wicket! Duck’s-eggs are cheap .
to-day I” :

Gogd though Mason was, however, his partner at the
other end was off-colour, and the runs mounted up.
Wingate was in fine fettle. He saw visions of scoring
the coveted century, and boundaries came profusely from
his bat. ,When, half an hour later, the 150 went up, the
Greyfriars juniors hugged each other for very joy.

“Pile up the munitions "’ said Bob Cherry, with vague
recollections of a war poster he had seen. “Ye gods!
This is great ! .

But even Wingate, good player though he was, could
do little against Mason. Onece or twice his wicket was .
only kept intact by the flukiest of flukes, and Kildare,
at mid-wicket, watched Mason with a cuxious gleam in
his" eves. He was waiting for one of those innocent-
looking leg-breaks to take effect. i

And take effect it did. Wingate’s score was 98,
and he had high hopes of reaching his century
when he missed the ball badly, and swung round to
survey his scattered stumps with an almost comical
expression of dismay on his rugged face. .

“Hurrah!”

“Well bowled, sir !

“ Good old Mason !”’ ) .

The cheering was loud and J)mlonged. Dick Mason's
star was certainly in the ascendant, and Knox, watchinﬁ
from the window of the pavilion, ground hi% teeth wit
silent rage. This was the man whose plade he had so
fervently wished to wsurp; whom he had tried, by a
caddish and cunning device, to get out of the way; and
npon whose school career he had hoped to bring irre-
trievable ruin.

The Greyfriars innings flickered ount féebly after Win-
gate’s departure. Mason’s gocd work, backed up by
equally good fielding, caused the side to be dismissed for
a total of 214. But 214—against a score of 55 in the firs
innings—was yeoman work; and the faces of Tom Merry
& Co. grew unusually long as they realised that their
seniors would have to make exactly two hundred runs
to bring about the desired end—victory.

Kildare clapped Mason on the back as the playera
troo{)ed off the field. ) : '

“You deserve an Iron Cross for valour!” he said. .
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“*Youn’'re oreat! No one else could shift Wingate & Co.,
and if T hadn’t tried you as a last resource they’d have
stuck there all day.” . . )

“@lad to do my bit,” answered Mason cheerfully. A
reat load of anxiety was off his mind now that ke knew
is brother was safe,

“We've a long, long way to go te pull the game out

of the fire,” remarked Kildare,

His companion nodded.

“I ghall be glad to. have another whack,” he said
‘thoughtfully. “Didn’t do so well in the first innings.
Meanwhile, T'in going to refresh wy inner man with the
daintiest viands Dame Taggles can sulilply. Coming#”

And the two seniors strolled off to a shady spot beneath
the trecs, where tea for about thirty had heen prepared
for the rival teams.

L4
CHAPTER 10.
) The Last Hope! .

NOX of the Sixth, his hands thrust deeply into his
trousers pockets, paced mcodily up and down out-
side the pavilion. He was feeling mad with him-
self, and with mankind in general,

Here was:Mason, his sworn enemy, doing great deeds
on the crieket-field. To look at his rnddy face. as he sat
down at the refreshment table, one would never imagine
that the shadow of expulsion hung over his head. The
secret of it was, of course, that Dick Mason’s conscience
wag clear,
possessed an inborn feeling that right would triumph.

With Kuox, however, things were different. He was
being kept in an agony of suspense, for the lieutenant’s
Jong-delayed letter might arrive at any moment, and 8t.
Jim’s would lift an accusing finger upon him. It was
just poasible, however, that Lieutenant Mason would not
state in his letter the name of the senior with whom he
had pla-}'ed cards at the Green Man: and in this case
Enox might steer clear of susgicion.

How was it all going to end? On {wo separate and
distinet oceasious, the unscrupulous prefect had ploited

" to get Mason out of the way. Each time he had failed
at the eleventh hour?

The thought of Mason piling up a goodly number of
runs, and then being hero-worshipped and idolised by his
schoolfellows was more than Kiox could bear. It
would cause his cup of chagrin to overflow completely.

Was there no chance of thwarting him cven now, on
the verge of his success? Knox threw himself down on
one of the seats, and resigned himself to hard thinking.

After a time he rose. There was only one way—a
desperate and a dangerous one—but it was Enox’s last

rd.
“T'11 do it I” he muttered flercely. *And if I'm bowled
out, I must face it. It’s a case of sink
-, or swim thiz time.” >

The cricketers were still at tea, and 3
“the school building was likely to be }
deserted. At least, the Shell corridor
was almost certain to be. Knox wended
his way in that direction, and paused
en reaching the study which Talbot
shared with Gore and Skimpole.

Softly turning the handle of the door,
Enox entered the room with noiseless
tread. Hanging up in the cuphoard
was a ericket blazer ]helonging to Talbot
Enox gave an exclamation of satisfac-
tion as, fumbling in the inside pocket,
his fingers closed on a letter,

He drew it ont and examined it. It
had arrived for Talbot early that after-
noon, and was from Jim Rivers,- the
ex-cracksman, who had discarded his
tools and gone forth to Flanders to fight
for a cause as honourable as his previous
calling had been dishoncurable. Talbot
kad not been in when the letter arrived,
and it had, therefore, been placed,
unopened, in the pocket of his blazer.
By good fortune, Knox had seen Toby
the page do this,
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The envelope was headed . *On Active Service,” .and
addressed to Reginald Talbot, St. James’s School,”
Rylcombe, Sussex. T

“A lucky find!”" muitered Knox, his eyes gleaming.
“Don’t suppose Le'll miss this letter—— Oh, hang!”

He broke coff suddenly as a footstep sounded in the
corridor without. ~Then the door of the study was
thrown open, and Levison of the Fourth lcoked in.

Knox gave a guilty start and thrust’ Talbot’s letter
quickly into his pocket. But be was mot too quick for
the cad of the Fourth. Levison noted the action, and
smiled a curious smile.

But Knox recovered himself in an instant.

“Hallo, kid "’ he said, affecting to be genial. *Seen
anything of Gore? I've been hunting for him all over
the show,” .

“He’s watching the match,” said Levison. “TYou'll
find him under the trees with the rest of the fellows.”

Knox nodded. and quitted the study. Levizon glanced
grimly at his retreating figure.

“He was no more looking for Gore than for the man in
the moon !’ he mutiered to himself. * There’s something
fishy going on, or I'll eat my bat!”

Knox made sure that he was not being followed by the
Paul Pry of the Fourth, and proceeded to his study in
the Sixth-Form passage.

Arvived here, he locked the door, and took a soft
erager from his cuphoard. Luckily, John Rivers, being
without sueh usciul articles as pen and ink, had been
compelled to use lead-pencil wherewith to address the
envelope; and it was therefore only necessary for Enox
te ruby out the name “Reginald Talbot.” Then, by sub- -
stituting Dr. Holmes’s name, the prefect made it appear
that the communication had eome to the Head dirvect
from the front. E .

Knox then lit the gas-stove in his study, and steamed
apen the envelope. He took out Talbot’s letter, and tove
it up into a hundred pieces: 1hen Le secured a clean pieco
of notepaper. and carefully wrote out a letter, addressing
it to the Head of St. Jiw’s, and taking cave that the
handwriting matched that on the envelape. :

This done, he placed the bogus letter in the envelope,
and it leoked, to all intents and purposes, as if it had
arrived, fresh from the front, for the respected Head cof .
St. Jim's. .

“He don’t know Lieutenant Mason’s fist,” muttered
Knox, “so it ought to work. If it doesn’t, I sha'n't
whine, I'm playing my last card.”

He quitted the study, and took a turn in the quad.
waiting till the postman came with the after-
noon delivery.

He had not very long to wait. Five minutes later the

‘antique postman came puffing in at the school gates.

“Good-afternocon I said Knox. [* Anything for me?”’
“Master EKmnox, sir? I'm not sure.
¥ Jest a minute, sir, and I'll look.”
He rummaged about in his bag, and
% Knox made a pretence of helping him.
In the prefect’s hand was the fatal
letter, which he contrived, when the
postman’s eyes' were diverted, to place
with the others. . A

'*No, there’s mothing,” he said, in
tones of disappointment. “ Better luck
next time, I suppose.”

“P'r'aps so, sir.
delivery at six.” 4
- His work accomplished, Enox strolled
back to the cricket-ground. No one
noticed his sudden appearance. All eyes
were for the game, which was pro-
gressing merrily.

Kildare and Darrel hed started on the
8f. Jim’s second innings. They meant
to amass 2 goodly pprtien of the 200
runs required before they were parted.
30 far 12 had been obtained by diligent
batting. ’ )

Dick Mason sat on a seat in front of "
the pavilion, buckling on his pads with
2 vadiant expression on his face, and un-
aware that the venomous eyes of Kuox

There's anothen
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to earth it burst snddenly into flames!

A universal shout arose—a shout of alorm from all who gazed upon the scenme, As the mroplane descended
“Good heavens!™ panted Kildare,

(See Chaptsr 11.)

were wpon him, XKildare had ordained that he should go
in at the fall of the first wicket, and Mason had a great
feeling within himself that he was going to do great
things. He was in form, and he knew it..

Knox turned his attention to the game. He ferventiy
hoped that Kildare and Darrel would continue to kee]
their wickets intact until the Head discovered the letter
he had written. It did not enit his book at all that
Mason should go in and put together aboit 50 runs before
the blow fell,

The Greyfriars bowling was brilliant, and Kildare and

his-partner found it hard work to stick together. How-'

ever, they had scored 30 runs when Courtney, with
a sharp, swift ball, disledged Darrel’s bails, & 5

Dick Mason stood up, a handsome figure in his spotless
flannels. Tom Merry & Co. accorded him a loyal shout,
and he braced himself up for the innings which was to
be Lis last at the old school. .

* Play up, old man!” said Darrel cordially as he passed.

“T’ll do my best,” rejoined Mason, with a nod. )

He proceeded to the wicket, and asked the umpire to
give him his guard.

“ Centre !” A

Mason patted the turf, and stood ready. The bowler
was just beginning to run, when an imposing figure, in

-cap and gown, rustled on to the pitch, If was the Head!

“Btop ”* commanded Dr. Holmes, in his deep, strong
voice, - ““ Mason, come here 1 -
Tae GeM Lierary.—No. 398
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CHAPTER 11.
The Shadow of Expulsion.

D sudden was the interruption that he gazed at
the Head like a fellow in a dream.
. “ You—you want me, sir?”’ he stammered.

“Yes,” replied the Head grimly. “You had better
accompany me to my study at once. You, too, Kildare.
%hav'g no wish to cause a scene before these Greyfriars

0ys. .

Cireatly wondering, Kildare and Mason laid down their
buts and walked off the pitch with the Head, Wingate
of Greyfriars stepped up to them.

“ Excuse me,” he said, “ but ate you likely to be long®”

“I will not keep them a moment—Kildare, at any
rate,” replied Dr. Holmes.

And the trio proceeded to the Head’s study.

. “Well, I'm bhlowed !” gas Bob Cherry. “This beats
the giddy band! What on earth’s happened?”

“Ask me another,” said ‘Tom Merry. “Something’s
very mnch up, that's certain.”

The St. Jim's juniors had, in the excitement of the
cricket match, forgotten that possibly Lieutenant
Mason’s expected letter had arrived. They could not
understand the Head’s dramatic interruption of an
equally dramatie game.

Meanwhile, Dr. Holmes and the two seniors had
reached the study. The Head then turned sharply upoen
Mason. .

“T am very sorry, Mason,” he said, “that you have
seéen fit- to impose upon me to such a glaring and wicked
extent.”

“1, sir?” gasped Mason bewilderedly.

“Yes, ves! You need not feign ignorance on the
subject. What you said to me the other day concerning
a meeting with your soldier brother in Rylcombe was
nothqing more or less than a pack of lies!”

“8ird”

“ Denial is useless,” pursuned the Head. “I have here

a lettef from Lieutenant Mason, which proves beyond all -

question that you neither met nor saw him on the night
i question.”

Magon's face went very white. Why had Gerald mads
ross misstatement to the Head of St. Jim’s?
Wiy hadn’t he told the truth, and admitted meeting his
brofher in the High Street of Rylcombe?

Kildare, too, was thunderstruck. He had believed in
Mason from the outset. His faith in his chum had been
strong, founded as upon a rock. He did not waver now,
even in the face of that accusing letter, but it was
strange—very strange.

“T don't understand it, sir,” gquavered Mason. My
brother must have been dreaming when he wrote and
told you this, or else——" He paused, and a gleam came
into his eyes. “May I see the letter, sirt”

“It is here,” said Dr. Holmes, holding it up.

Téle two seniors glanced over the fatal missive. It
read:

“Dear Dr. Holmes,—Your letter surprised me very
much. I certainly had no appointment to meet my
brother Richard in Rylcombe on the night you mention.
Indeed, I have been at the front for six months without
any period of leave whatsoever. I sincerely trust there
is nothing amiss.—Yours respectfully,

T “Gteranp Masox (Lieutenant).”

Dick Mason sprang back, ‘his hands tightly clenched.
All his old spirit was revived in him now.

“That, sir,” he cried hotly, * is not my brother’s hand-
writing

The Head looked at him coldly. .
© “Tt is of no use, Mason, to endeavour to conceal your
guilt any further. I am surprised that you should seek
£o brazen the matter out after such damning evidence of
your guilt. You will go at once to the sanatorivm, and
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leave this school by the eight o'clock train’this evening.
I will notify your father of your expulsion at once.”

“But I am innocent!” panted Mason, gazing wildly
round the room. “This is ome trick—some scheming,
caddish trick to ruin me!”

“1 have heard all this before,” said the Head. “ Your
protests of innocence will not move me from my deter-
mination to rid the school of such a character as your-
self. You may congratulate yourself on the fact that, but
for the publicity such a proceeding would cause, I have
not handed you over to the police. Your assault on
Constable Crump was a dastardly piece of work, which -
merits condign punishment, to.say nothing of the ex-
hibition you made of yourself in the Green Man. Not
another word! You will leave this school in disgrace!”

Dr. Holmes drew out a telegraph-form from a drawer
of his desk, and proceeded to write,

‘“One moment, sir,” put in Kildare. “This is a grave
miscarriage of justice. You have been imposed upon by
some scoundrel. I can’t guite explain things, but I'll
stake my life that Mason is innocent " '

“Thanks, old man,” murmured Mason huskily.

“Kildare !” thundered the Head. “ How dare you in-
tercede for this wretched hoy?”

“I know Mason is a thoroughly decent chap, sir,"” said
Kildare stoutly. )

“And I am convinced otherwise,” said Dr. Holmes.
“Seldom have I had to deal with such an incorrigible
rascal. T shall expect an apology later on for the words
vou have uttered, Kildare, or you will be asked to resign
vour post as captain of the school.”

“T ‘can never apologise fof words ~spoken in all
aincerity, sir I” answered Kildare grimly.

“Very well. We will see about that later on. And.
now, Mason, you will accompany me to the sanatoriam,”

Realising the futility of further speech, Dick Mason .

submitted, Dr. Holmes and Kildare went with him.to
the sanatorium, where he was ordered to occupy the
deserted room.

“You will remain there until the allotted time this
evening,” said the Head, “ when I will send for you.”

“Keep a stiff upper lip, Dick,” whispered Kildare..
you know. I’ll tell you
this much. If you're sacked, then I'm jolly well coming,
too!” :

“Youre a brick!" said Mason gratefully.
carry on with your immings. You'll whack Greyfriars
without my help, I expect.”

w1
Kildare glumly. “How can a chap put his heart and .
soul into ericket when his chum's under a cloud, like -
you are?” : y ’

“Never mind me. You must do your best, old chap.
Play a substitute, if they’ll let you.”

At that moment the Head called sharply from with-
out, and Kildare gripped his chum’s hand tightly and
withdrew. Dr, Holmes carefully locked the door.

“Mason can count himself lucky that his is to be:
a private expulsion,” he said.

Kildare did not reply.
then that. had he spoken, his words would not have heen ;
tempered with that measure of respect which is'a Head-
master’s due.

“Go and’ .

guess this affair’ll put me of my game” said

He was feeling so bitfer just

The captain of St. Jim’s strode out into the fresh air .

again, and on to the cricket ground. Knox cncountered
him on his way.

“ What’s happened tor Mason?” he asked.

«T don’t think you need telling,” said Kildare, with
a hard look.

EKnox started for a moment, but soon recovered himself. .

“Blessed if I know why he’s disappeared all of a
sudden !” he said. “ You'll want a substitute, T suppose?
If so, I'm your man!”

Kildare looked at him grimly. )

“You're a bit premature, aren’t you?” he said. *Look
here! This is etraight from the shoulder! You're a
rotten cad, and I wouldn’t be found dead in any team
of which you were a member ! '

And, with this Parthian shot, Eric Kildare passed on,

beckoning to Langton of the Sixth to go out with*hifn

and continue the innings.
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- CHAPTER 12,
At the Eleventh Hour. .

HE sepsation attendant upon Dick Mason’s sudden
departure from the field of play soon died down,
most of the spectators concluding that the
‘Sixth-Former had received an urgent summons

from a relative, or something of that, sort. The extremely
interesting position in which the game stood riveted
everyone’s attention, and Kildare and Langten were the
eynosure of all eyes as they stood at the wickets.

Wingate had generously offered Kildare the services
of a substitute, but the home captain politely declined.

Kildare was feeling jfritated and upset.
help thinking of his chum who was “down,” and the
_thought put him off his game. - .

The first ball after the resumption almost brought
about the ecaptain’s downfall. It miseed his off-stump
by a hair’s-breadth. S

A% the second ball, Kildare scooped up what would have
heen an easy catch had a fieldsman been in the vicinity.
TFortunately, however, there wasn’t. o ;

The St. %im’s jﬁn_iom, who were looking on, were not
slow to voice their disapproval. |2

“T say, this is rotten!” grunted Manmers. “Kildare's
+ shockingly off colour!” : :

- “And only 30 on the board, so far,” added Tom
Merry. “That interruption’s unsettled Kildare. What

did the Head want to come and put his oar in for, just

when the chap was g‘ettinr?r set?” .

“Tt beats me altogether,” said Jack Blake. “Oh, my
hat! Carry me home to die, somebody !

For, at that moment, Kildare’s middle stump was
uprooted by one of Courtney’s fastest.

The captain of St. Jim’s strode back to the pavilion,
his brow as black as thunder. It was not often that
Kildare allowed his equilibrium to be wupset during an
important cricket match, but he had done .so now.

Why kad all this trouble comé abont at so unfortunate
a moment? But for the sorry plight of Mason, Kildare
could have put up ten times hetter a show. Like the
brook, he felt that he could have gome on for ever
against the Greyfriars howling.

But since the Head’s interference everything had gone
wrong. His usually keen, clear eye had failed him.
Through a sort of mist, he had seen his chum, Dick
Mason, awaiting expulsion in the sanatorium.

Courtney’s third ball had settled the trick. Kildare
was out with the score at 30, and two witkets were down.
Tt was inconceivable that, with the giant of the side
dismissed, the rest of the team would amass the necessary
170 runs.

+ “Hard cheese!” said Baker, coygolingly, as Kildare
dumped his bat down savagely on to the floor of the
pavilion. *“Don’t look so down in the mouth, old man!
We all have our off days!”

Kildare grunted. -

* Do something, for goodness' sake [” he muttered.

Baker selected a supple-looking Willow King, and went
forth with an expression on his face such as a knight of
old might have envied. He meant to do something, and
he- did! He caused a terrific sensation by letting
Courtney’s next ball bowl him all over his wicket,

“ Hurrah !” came in a tremendous roar from the Grey-
friars multitude. “Good old Courtney! Bravo!”

Courtney grinned, and gri the ball harder, It
seered very much as if Greyfriars was “top dog ™ now,
and the knowledge was very comforting to the enter-
prising fieldsmen.

Man after man came in, padded and gloved, and
looking capable of mighty things, Each took guard with

“a grim expression on his face; but against the deadly
Lowling of Courtney they did little.. Most of them had
the mortification of seeing their stumps spread-eagled.

Six wickets down, and only 50 runs on the board! It
was a wretched predicament, and the St. Jim’s spectators
bad long since given up hope. i
~ Just as the next man was about to buckle on his pads,
Dr. Holmes again made his appearance. He had a letter
in his Wand, and was looking considerably amazed.

" “Eildare I” ' o :
i
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“1 should like to speak with you a moment.” '
Kildare detached himself from the railings which
skirted the ground, and advanced respectfully.

“This is & most extraordinary and bewildering affair,”-
said the Head. “I have sentenced Mason to expulsion
on the strength of the letter I received early this after-
noon, and now another letter has arrived.”

Kildare glanced at the envelope. It had been expressed
from the military depot at Calais, o

“This is from Lieutenant Mason, &irf” he exclaimed
eagerly. :

“It is certainly signed by him, as was the previous
letter,” said the Head. *“ %indly read it thromgh, my
boy, and give me your opinion.” .

Kildare took out the letter, and read it. It ran thus:

“ Dear Dr. Holmes,—In reply to your letter, I certainly
arranged to meet my brother in Rylcombe on the night
you_specified. :

“Please do not attack any blame to Richard for
breaking out of the school to meet me, as I earnestly
entreated him to come and see me before I departed
again for the front. :

“As to your query concerning the Green Man, I give
you my word of honour, as an officer and a gentleman,
that my brother did rot enter the place at all.

“Some delay was occasioned in the delivery of your
letter, which I am replying to at the earliest possible
moment.—Believe me, dear sir, your former affectionate
scholar, ;
“Grraip Mason (Lieutenant).”

Kildare gave vent to a shout of unrestrained joy.

*“This clinches it, sir!” he exclaimed. “No oune could

say Dick Mason was guilty after this! The letter’s from
Lieutenant Mason right emough, and the other must
have been writtén by an impostor!” )
. “If is beyond my comprehension entirely,” said the
Head. “I hardly know how to act. The other letter
came from France, too! How could an impostor work off
such a cunning deception?”

Kildare ran his fingers through his brown, curly hair.

“I give it up, &ir,” he said. “ Anyway, this is the
lieutenant’s handwriting! I’d swear to it!” ;

Dr, Holmes produced the former letter, and glanced at
it keenly. Then he gave a start. ; ’

“Is it possible,” he exclaimed, ““that there has been
an erasure on this envelope?”

Kildare took the letter, and held it up to the sun.

“It’s more than possible, sir,” he said, in tomes of
excitement. “It’s an actual fact. Someone’s name was
rubbed out before yours was inserted.”

The Head called to Mr. Railton, who was passing.

“Railton,” he said, “ there is some mystery here; some-
thing I"quite fail to understand.”

And he proceeded to recount how he had received two
letters, each purporting to come from France.

‘““ T have the two epistles here,” said Dr. Holmes. “ The
false and the true. IJ\‘V’i]l you glance through them, and
tell me which has the truest ring of sincerity in it?”

Mr. Railton, with a grave face, looked first of all at
the two envelopes. One glance was sufficient.

“This,” he said, indicating the letter which the Head
had received first, *is the handwriting of John Rivers.” .

“What!” :

“I am certain of the fact,” pursued Mr. Railton, taking
a note from his pocket, “Only yesterday I heard from
him myself. We always correspond, as I have more than
a }mssing interest in his welfare, There! Did I not
tell you? The handwriting on the two envelopes ig alike
in every detail.”

“Bless my soul! Then—then what can have hap-
pened?” stammered the Head.

A gleam of intelligence came into Mr. Railton’s eyes.

“ It ig perfectly oﬁvious, to my mind,” he said. " 'The
letter you received early this afternoon has been wilfully
forged. 1 have no doubt that the envelope was
addressed, in the first place, to Talbot, for he also
corresponds with John Rivers, Someone must have inter-

 cepted Talbot’s letter, steamed it open, and substituted

the bogus message, at the same time changing the name
on the envelope.”
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The Head stared at his subordinate in amazement.

“Do you mean to tell me, Mr. Railton,” he exclaimed,
“that this school harbours a boy so utterly cunning and
unscrupulous as t5 do such a thing as you suggest?”

. “ Undoubtedly,” answered Mr. Railton gravely. *It is
the only possible conclusion one can come to.”

“ You think, then, that Mason is innocent of the charge
laid against him?”

“He is as innocent as I am. There can be no room
for doubt on the matter.”

“Then who can be the culprit?” asked the Head help-
lessly,  “Some other senior boy must-have g.ne into
Rylcombe on the same night, and been responsible for
the attack on P.-c. Crump; and that same boy must,
1 take it, be guilty of forging this letter.”

“That is evident,” said Mr, Railton. “ With regard to
the eulprit’s identity, T am as muck in the dark as youn
are. The best plan would be to hold a public inquiry
this evening. In the meantime, Mason, who was taking
part in this match, should be liberated.”

“Quite so,” said the Head. “How very unfortunate

. that I have wired the boy’s father to say he is coming

home! 8till, T will write this evening to explain
matters. Thank you, Mr. Railton, for your assistance
in solving this mystery. Kildare, I must express my
regret for the way I spoke to you in my study a short
time ago. It seems that your faith in Mason has not
been misplaced.”

“That's all right, sir,” said Kildare cheerfully, “I’

kunow things looked jolly black against Mason. His
brother’s letter has only just come in the nick of time.
Can I go and tell him he is free, sir?”

“With pleasure!”’ said Dr. Holmes. “I hope his
absence hus not militated against the success of the
cricket-match.” 2

Kildare gave a wry smile. His own performance had
bLeen absolutely ruined hecause of Masou's absence; but
the Sixth-Former did not say as much to the Head.

He raced off to the sanatorium, unlocked the door, and
burst into the room, giving Msson a clap on the back
which made him roar.

“Old man, you're cleared!” he exclaimed joyfully,
extending his hand, “Put it there! I said you were
true blue all along, Come on and have your inmings.
We're down for 50, and booked for a tremfendous
licking, but it don’t matter. You're cleared. See?
Hurrah 1” .

And Kildare, as excited as a fag in the Third, fairly
:'::éltzed Mason out of the sanatorium and towards Big
alae. E

CHAPTER 18,

Mason's Great Game.

L URRAH!”
“Here he comes
“The conquering hero, by gad!
The St. Jim’s juniors greeted Mason with a
tremendous cheer. They had been talking over the
matter of his mysterious disappearance, and although

1

"

they did not know the true facts of the case, they could-

tell by Kildare’s radiant face that all was well.

The -game had been suspended while the Head had
conversed with the S8t. Jim’s skipper, and Wingate
grinned as Kildare came up to him.

“ We seem to be playing this game piecemeal,” he said.
“ IMive minutes play, and then your Head stalks on to the
pitch; another five minutes, and he turns up again, like
Micawber. At this rate, we sha’n’t lick youn at all, and
shall have to put up with a mouldy draw!”

“I’ll guarantee there will be no further interruptions,”
langhed Kildare. “So you can go ahead with the
slaughtering. Mason, old man, you’d better go in next.
There’s only about 150 runs wanted to wipe off the
arrears. Keep your wicket up, Langton, and let Mason
do the slogging—if any.” d

It was i truth "a foilorn hope. - Wingate and
Courtney were bowlers of mo mean order; amd six
valuable 8t. Jim’s wickets were down. But Dick Mason
felt an almost supernatural power within him. Trouble

‘wag banished from his mind; all things were made cléar; -
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and - ‘the innings to which he had looked forward so _

eagerly for weeks was before him. -

-He took no risks at first, but played himself in care.-
fully. Then, having mastered the bowling, he smote’
with the strength of a Samson. = There were no flukes
about his batting. Every hit was hard and true, and the
fellows responsible for registering the score on the board
were kept very busy.

Langton had gone in to ‘bat Wwith a careless air,
indifferent as to whether he got out in five .minutes or
fifty. . But when he saw his partner making hay of the
bowling, he pulled himself together, and devoted all his
attention to keeping his wicket intact.

In a little over half an hour the hundred went up, and
Eric Kildare began to brighten up perceptibly. Was it

possible that, despite the gigantic number of rums-

required fo win, Mason and his partuners would do the.
necessary?

It seemed impossible. It was the sort of thing ome
read in the cheaper class of story-paper, where the blush-
ing hero went in as last man an
about 200 runs off his own bat

But Mason was spurred on by several factors. Tirst
and foremost, he was free from the ban of wretched
suspicion; secondly, this was his last term and his last
match; and thirdly, the Greyfriars fellows, confident of
victory, had eased off in their play, with the result that
the fielding was not all that it should have been.

The score was 120 when Lan
in the long-field by Walker. He had scored 25—mot a
large score, it was true—but under the circumstances it
wzﬁs yeoman service, The crowd cheered Langton to the
echo.

Webb went on fo bat next, and, unlike Langton, he
hit out vigorously. Xildare had pointed out te him
that the light would give out shortly, and it was to be
a case of win or lose. St. Jim’s were far too sportsman-
like a side to dwindle the game out to a draw.

At the fall of Webb's wicket, 165 runs had been
seored, leaving the home team within 35 runs of victory.
But there were only two players to bat now—Dudley of
the Sechool House and Monteith of the New House.

" Kildare wisely sent in Dudley first, for he knew
Monteith to be the slightly better {mt- of the two, though
Jboth were hardly reliable.

“Play like the very dickens!” he urged, handing
Dudley his bat.

Dudley did his best. He hit out furiously, and rather
indiscreetly, at Wingate's bowling, and scored two 4's
and a 2 in rapid succession. But the last ball—a yorker
—beat the batsman completely, and his wicket went down

to the accompaniment of groans from Tom Merry & Coy, -

and cheers from Harrg Wharton & Co. - : .
Figgins & Co., of the New House, rose as one man when
Monteith, who was in last, strode out to the wicket. If
Monteith failed, it would certainly not be for want of
encouragement from the juniors of his House. A
The New House prefect carefully blocked the remain-
ing two balls of Wingate's over. Then Mason; fit and-
fresh, and still going strong, stood up to Courtney. =~
He timed each stroke with wonderful precision, aud
sent three balls of the over hnmming to the -boundary,-
The remaining three were too goq\ig to hit, and Mason
left them alome. They were each just away from the off-.

stump, and he had no wish to offer a series of simple]

catches to point.

Thirteen runs were wanted now,
dividual score was 94. Six move runs, and his would be.
a feat rvarely seen, in senior matches.
scored the coveted century!

Tt was a moot question whether Monteith would survive’
Courtney's howling, The only thing certain' about.
Monteitﬂ's play was its uncertainty, However, he con-
trived to cut the first ball to point,‘and Mason pelted-
down the pitch. :

He was only just in time to avoid being run out, and_

the §t. Jim’s spectators, who had their hearts in their”

mouths, so to speak, breathed freely again. ¥
The second bag

bowler. At the third he sguared his.shoulders, and,

brought off a tremendous hit, the ball crashing on to the

roof of the pavilion, : Lt #
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‘A wild storm of cheering burst forth. Dick Mason,
going in at a time when things looked hopelessly black,
had scored a century! And St, Jim’s were within 6
runs of vietory. ; .

Only one person failed to join in the general applause.
Tt was Enox of the Sixth. Humiliated beyond measure,
his cunning schemes completely dashed to the ground,
the mind of the wretched senior was in a torment. He
had taken himself away from the crowd, and was laying
at full length in the long grass at the lower boundary
of the field. L

And here was Mason, his rival, idolised and hero-
worshipped by all—St. Jim’s and Greyfriars’- fellows
alike! - It was a hitter pill to swallow, and Knox felt
utterly sick—sick with himself and with everyone else.

He realised, too, that Mason’s name 'h_a_d been cleared.
The lieutenant must have written, and his own letter had
been proved a deception. True, Knox himself might not
have been howled out yet, but there was bound to be an
inquiry sooner or later; and, with all his eunning, with
all his powers of fabrication, the prefect felt he would not
be able to fight shy of justice. ; :

But no one had 2 thought for the nnhappy senior at
that moment. All eyes were glued on Mason, upon whose
shoulders had hung the responsibility of pulling the game
out of the fire. '

Courtney sent down the hest ball he knew, and Mason
stopped it short with a grim smile. The next ball was
equally difficult to play, but the next—— Dick Mason
was likely to remember the next for maﬂy%{ vear to come,
It was a half-volley—a perfect heauty toshit, and Mason
lunged out, lifting the leather hard and high right over
the railings! . .

The match was over. After all their troubles, all their
disappointments, all their interruptions, St. Jim’s had
beaten Greyfriars First by one wicket! .

Dick Mason was consclous that a swarm of excited
fellows were closing in upon him fromgll sides. He
heard Kildare’s voice exclaim: “Ripping, old man—
vipping I’ and the next moment he felt”himself being
lifted shoulder-high, and rushed off to the pavilion in
frenzied triumph.

Richard Vernon Mason had written a retord on the St.
Jinr's scroll of honour which conld never be wiped out!

: CHAPTER 14.
, . Not All Bad, & .
—\ VERYONE"sharcd in the proceéifings of con-
gratulating Mason—everyone, that:is to say,
" parring Knox, The Greyfiiars cricketers lent a
. hand in -heisting. the hero up in triumph, and
 even the smallest.-fag contrived to worm his way mto the
‘procession and get in a thump on the back

yed, Mason !”

not by the fellows alone that Mason was

Marie Riyérs, who had turned out to see the
usion ‘of .the match, insisted on shaking hands with

Z4le hlushing hero, -+ g

When the excited crowd reached the pavilion, the buzz-

of an aevoplane wag heard in the distance.
ln,%taﬂﬁﬂlly “the sound,drew nearer, until the machine—
one of the Sopwith type—hovered over the cricket-
ound. e :
The fellows noticed it, but took no particular heed. Tt
was not an uncommon sight for an aeroplane to be seen
. in Sussex, especially as the country was at war.

a

% But -when the machine began to descend at a vapid.

. rate, the fellows began to he interested.
5. “Wonder who the johnny is?” observed Monty
“Lowther. ~* My hat! I'ie's coming down with a rum,
H#'s a chap with tons ofsmerve!” |

" “He’s in difficulties, perhaps,” said Tom Merry.

Then a universal shout arese—a shout of alarm from
everyone who gazed on the scene. '

-, No soomer did the acroplane come to earth than it

i{ﬁrst into flames.- ik . s

S “Good heavens!” panttd Kildare. “The pilot’ll be
burnt to death! Come én?* ™ Y

And @ crowd of white-faced fellows dashed aeross the

gricket,—ground, at the lower end of which the-c¢atastrophe:
a Y et d -

d taken place;
NEXT
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But they knew in their hearts that they would be too
late to render assistance. e pilot was probably
strapped to his seat, and seemed to be literally enveloped
in flames. )

Then a figure sprang up, apparently from nowhere, and
dashed, without hesitation, into the flaming wreck of
the aeroplane. '

“The fool!” hissed Kildare. “The mad fool! He'll
be reduced to ashes!”

By the time the crowd reached the spot, the would-be
rescuer was hard at work unstrapping the pilot, who
presently came staggering out of the burning debris,

Mason of the Sixth gazed at him blankly for a moment,
and then rushed forward. ’

“Pater " he gasped incoherently.
you're safel”

“But the boy!” exclaimed Mr, Mason, in agitated
tones. “The boy who came to my did! Can nothing be
done to save himf”

. The rescuer had apparently been rendered uunconscious
by the fames, for seconds passed, and he did not appear.

But, in the meantime, the Terrible Three had not been
inactive. They came swiftly upon the scene with a fire-
hose, and turned it full upon the wrecked machine,
Spluttering and crackling, the flames died down, and
Kildare and Darrel dashed into the debris, to return a
second or two later, dragging with them an unconscious
figure.

Gently they laid the plucky vescuer on the grass, and
their faces were grave, for they feared the worst.

. A sharp cry of amazement burst from the assembled

\rong :

€ Kﬁ'ox !9! L

It was, indeed, Enox the prefect who lay there, still as
death itself. He had seen the descending aeroplane, been
close at hand when its petrol-tank had caught fire, and
something of his better self had prompted him to do
what he could for the hapless pilot. And, apart from
this, the prefect had felt so utterly reckless, owing to
the desperate plight into which he had brouglit himself,
that he would readily have faced death in"a thousand
forms at that moment. el

The prefect’s clothes and hair were singed, and several
nasty burps showed on his face and on his left hand.
Fortunately, however, he had not been in the thickest of
the flames, or a terrible death would most assuredly have
fallen to his lot.

“I fancy he’s all right,” said Mr, Mason, after an
anxioud examination. “The fumes are responsible for his
present condition. Some of you had better get him along
to_the sanatorium at once.”

Kildare and one or two others raised the unconscious
prefect, and carried him from the field. Then Mr. Mason
turned to his son, the rest of the fellows, knowing they
wished to be alone, discreetly withdrawing.

“Dick, my boy,” said Mr, Mason, “what have you
done?” .

For a moment the sepior was bewildered.

“What do you mean, dad®”. he stammered.

“Why, an hour or two ago I received a wire from
Dr. Holmes, stating that you were to be expelled from
the school.”

Dick Mason laughed—he could afford to laugh now.

“It is all a mistake,” he explaived. “Some fellow had

“Thank Heaven

been pub-haunting, and laying out policemen, and good-

ness knows what; and as I was in Rylcombe ou the night -
it happened, suspicion fell upon me. It was only late
{o}liﬁtut‘ternoon that the true facts of the case came to
ight.” ; 3 4

Mr. Mason looked greatly relieved. -

“I am more glad than I can say, Dick,” he remarked,
“that everything is all right. The Headmaster’s wire
gave me a beastly shock. It would have caused me great
Fain to know that you had disgraced yourself during your
ast term here. So alarmed did I'feel at the Head’s
message that 1 came along at once in my machine. You
knew I possessed one, of conrse?”

“Yes, dad. It's for patrol work on the coast--what?”

“I'm afraid ite days of patrel work are over,” said
rimly, as he glanced at the terrible wreck.

“However, 1 shall not be out of pocket, over this calamity.

‘The War Office will make good the damage.”

“What a blessing you came through all right!” said
Tue Gem Liersrv.—No. 398,
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Mason, with a deap breath. “XEnex is a giddy, gilt-edged -

hero 1’ 2 .

“There can be no two minds about that. The poor
lad came within an ace of losing his own life to save
that of another. Still, he will progress favourably, I
have no doubt, though the burns will be very painful.”

“You are hurt yourself, dad !” said the senior. “Look
at your hands and wrists !’

“Pook! That’s nothing fo make a song about, my
boy. There are some hundreds of poor chaps out in
Flanders who are in a far worse condition than this.”

“God bless ’em ! said Masen solemnly.

“Ay, it's a cruel war. X'm afraid there must be a
tremendous sacrifice of brave souls before Germany is
brought into subjection. But one fact remains, and we
must be jolly thankful for it, if for nothing else. . Britain
will come out on top.”

Mason nodded.

“ And now, pater, you'd better have those hands bound
up. Come along to the sanny, and Miss Rivers will see
.to you.
the same time. By Jove! Fancy Knox doing the heroic

bizney like that! You could have knocked me down with -

a feather!”

Mr. Mason looked at his son sharply.

“Was there any reason to suppose that the boy was
an unmanly coward:” N

Mason looked grave.

“I hate to say it,” he said awkwardly, “but, as 2
matter of fact, Knox has never been suspected of having
any virtues at all, He’s been a regunlar black sheep.
To tell you the truth, dad, it’s practically certain that
he was the chap concerned in the Ryleombe affair I told
vou about. Mot only that, but he was responsible for
shifting the blame on to my shoulders.”

Mason's father appeared incredulous.

“But why in the world should he want to do that!”
he demanded. * Surely he bore you no malice®”

“T was preferred to him in the school cricket team,”
explained ﬂason.

“H'm! Do yon think,” asked Mr. Mason thoughtfully,
“ that his offence in the village will be brought home to
him?”
h“]’i‘he Head's determined to lay the culprit by the

eels.”

“Then T shall intercede for the Doy, tooth and nail,”
said Mr. Mason firmly. * (iranted that his past record
is anything but a clean oue, and that he did his level
best to land you into trouble, yet he has shown quite
a different and nobler side of his nature this aftcrnoon.”

“That's so,"‘.’z‘esfonded Magon. ‘“He certainly ought
to be let down lightly, after going through fire and flame
like he did.”

And father and son guitted the spot which had almoest
witnessed so terrible a tragedy, and made their way to
the sanatorium,

CHAPTER 15.
: The Clouds Roll By. .
R. MASON’S rescuer lay prone upon one of the
7 beds in the sanatorium, with Marie Rivers
‘- and the local doctor in close attendance.
Enox’s plight was not serious. His burns,
however, were, as Mr. Mason had predicted, very pain-
ful: and pot until they had received treatment at the
skilled hands of Marie Rivers and the practitiomer did
ihe pain abate. .
Dr. Holmes, who had been informed of the catastrophe
by Kildare, was the first to visit the sanatorinm. The
kindly old gentleman had been deeply moved by Kildare's
graphic account of Knox’s bravery, and he extended his
hand at once to the injured senior.
Greatly to the Head’s surprise, Enox did not take it,
“I'm not worth it, sir,” he said, with a tremor in
his voice. “I'm a cad and a rank outsider!”
“Hush! My dear boy, you do not know what you are
saying !” .
T do, and I mean it!” retorted Enox. “Don’t reu
* know all about it, sir? Hasn’t it all come to.light+”
The Head stared at Knox in amazement. He thought
Tne Gem Lisrary.—No. 398.
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for the moment that the prefect was in a state of raving
delirium.

“Your gallantry has come to light, if that is what you
mean,” he said kindly. ’

“No, no! I wasn’t referring to that, sir,
about~—about Mason.”

“Qh! Mason’s name has been cleared, much to my
satisfaction and surprise. I am assured now that he
was in no way connected with that disgraceful affair the
other evening.”

“ And you don’t know who the culprit was, sir?” asked
Knox,

“ At present, no. But I shall leave no stone unturned to
discover his identity.”

. “You needn’t trouble, sir,” said Knox bitterly.
is" heve.” :

“XKnox!”

“I am the guilty party, sir,” said the prefect. b o
should like to tell you the whole wretched story.”

Dr, Hoimes motioned the doctor and nurse from the
Toom, and took a seat by the patient's bedside.

“Go on,” he said gently. ]

“It was I who stiuck Crump the other night in
Rylcombe, sir, I had just come out of the Green Man,
and he went for e, Fearing detection, I landed out at
him, and ran back to the school as fast as my legs
could carry me.” -

The Head listened gravely.

“But I did something far worse than that, sir,” Knox
went on, “ It would all have come out, sconer or later,
so there’s nothiag to be gained by hiding it from you.
I was jealous—terribly jealous—because Kildare had put
Magon” in the team and npt myself. I determined to
prevent Mason from playing, somehow.” :

“You astonish me, Knox!” -

“You will be astonished still more, sir, when T've told
vou- everything, As vou know, I tried fo represent to
vou, at the inquiry in Big Hall, that Mason was the
guilty party. ¥ Tuse almost succeeded, too, but vou
agreed to get information from Mason’s brother before
expelling him. Realising tltat Mason would play in the
match all the game, I faked a telegram to say that his
people were very distressed because the lieutenant had
been wounded, and that he was to go home at once.
Merry and some other junmiors frustrated that echeme,
hewever. -

“Not content with the part I had played already, T
wiote a bogus letter to you, in Lientenant Mason's
name, making things lock more black against Mason thun
ever, At first I thought the game had succeeded, but
when vou allowed Masou to return to the match 1 knew
there was a hitch somewhere, and imagined I had beon
bowled out.”

Knox lay back in the Dbed, having made a full and;
comaplete confession of his rascality and cunning. How’
could ke hope for pardon at the Head’s hands, he!
thonght, after behaving in such a. blackgnardly andy
unscrupulous manner? It was no wse, He would have’
to shake the dust of St. Jim’s from his feet for ever. &

Dr. Holmes sat silent for some moments. To say thaﬁ'
Kuox’s story had astounded him was to put it mildly.

I mean,

“ To

He was utterly flabbergasted.

“1 hardly know what to say to you, Kunox,” he began;
at length. “T would never:have believed that any Tmy.;
of mine could have been guilty of snch eriminal conduet.
Even now, it seems to me incredibld.” ;

“It's true, sir, every bit,” moaned the unhappy EKnox.
_There was a pause. The tickin

sanatorium. A
Dr. Holmes was in a most embarrassing position., Here'
was a fellow who had run through the long labyrinth of}
sin and vice, and for whose conduct expulsion seemed toy
be the only possible punishment. TYet, just when he was:
at his blackest, Knox had saved a fellow-creature from at
cruel and relentless death, §
The last circumstance would have moved a heart oﬁ
stone, How was it possible.to expel a fellow, afte
that? "‘ k

“The Head spoke at Tast, . His voice was low but kindly.:

. “TFar be it from me, Knox,” he said, “to make light:
of your heroic action this afternoom. . Whatever your:
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faults, you are no coward. But your shameful treatment
of Mason, your persistent persecution of him, demand
heavy punishment, }

“Then let me help you out, doetor,” came a voice. And
Mr. Mason, with his son just behind him, stood framed in
the doorway.

“Mr. Mason!” excluimed the Head, greeting him.
“How thankful I am that you are here! You have to
thank Providence for n very narrow escape!”

“True,” said Mr. Mason gravely. “I also have to
thank that boy. But for his bravery I should un-
doubtedly have perished.”

“T did not know you were an aeronsut,” said the Head,
smiling a little, .

“One has to do something these days. My age and
family ties militate against my going abroad on active

- service, but I have done the next best thing.”

The speaker stepped towards the bed, and glanced
gratefully at his rescuer.

“No words of mine can adeguately express my
gratitude to you, my hoy,” Jie said feelingly.

Knox cut him short.

“Don’t!” he muttered, ehrinking back wupon the
pillows. “I did the little I could, that’s all.” d

“You are a fine, brave fellow, and it is futile to deny
i ]

“Enox has just told me a very {)ainful story, Mr.
Maszon,” interposed the Head. *“May I communicate it to
this gentleman, Knox?" g

“Yes, sir. Tt's only right that he should know. And—
and Mason, too.” -

Dr. Holmes then described the whole of the wretched
affair. He did not spare Enox. How could he, bearing
in mind the depth of degradation to which the senior
had sunk?

“If is a most embarrassing position,” conclnded the

Head. “In the fuace of what has happened this afternoon
it ill becomes me to expel the boy.’
" <1 should think so!’ said Mr. Mason warmly. *Expel
him, after what he did for me? Nine boys out of ten,
brave though they were, would have shrunk from that
terrible ordeal of fire and flame. No, Dr. Holmes,
PDon’t let the 1ad suffer such a scene, for my sake.”

“ And mine !” chimed in Mason.

Dr. Holmes reflected for a moment, but ounly for a
moment. His mind was soon made up. . !

“Very well; Enuox shall stay,” he said quietly.

The stricken senior gazed at the Head with tears in his
eyes. He could hardly credit his great good fortune.

“ And—and Mason?’ he quavered. “Does he forgive

[AH

me for the cruel wrong I did him?
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% “With all my heart,” said Dick Mason, stepping for-

ward. “Cheer up, Knoxy, old fellow. We’ll wipe this
sorry business off the slate, and start afresh.”

“Vowre a brick I” murmured Knox. It was all he could
say, for hiz heart was very full just then.

“Now that everything is amicably settled I'll be
going,” said Mr. Mason. “A train journey isn’t half so
exciting as an aeroplane trip. Still, T expect I shall
survive it. Good-bye, Knox, my brave lad! And see to
it in future that you stick to the straight path. Honesty
and uprightness are supposed to be out of date, but they
pay, my boy—they pay.” '

“I sha'n’t be such a waster sgain in a hurry,” said
Knox huskily. “Good-bye, sir, and Heaven bless you for
your kindness to me!”

Marie Rivers came into the room at that memeant, and
the visitors withdrew. They left Knox feeling seremely .
huappy, in epite of his wounds. The past was done with
10w, the Future was his own, to make or mar, as he
chose. And Knox reflected that he would give up playing
thle “giddy goat,” and follow out Mr. Mason's excellent
AvIce,

But any who lmew Enox would have shaken their
heads in doubt. The prefect’s reform was likely to be
merely a “flash in the pan.” It wus not in the natural
order of things that he should go straight, for.the evil in
his nature greatly outweighed the good. The present
trouble over, he was likely to be the same old Knox
once more. But that remained to be seen.

St. Jim’s never learmed the true circumstances of the
nocturnal affair at the Green Man, save that Mason had
not been guilty., The Head refrained from telling them,
and Mason himself was far too decent a fellow to *“let on ™
about it

Happily, John Rivers' letter to Talboet, which Enox
had destroyed, was of little value, so nothing serious
resulted from the action. 4 ot

“Within a few days Enox was declared fit again, and
was accorded a rousing reception by his schoolfellows.
And his best friend—for the few months remaining to the
latter at St. Jim’s, at any rate—was the senior he had
wronged. A real good fellow at heart was Richard
Vernon Mason, and for weeks afterwards the main topic
of conversation among the juniors of both Houses wae the
great century which had been scorcd under such thrilling
cireumstances in Mason’s Last Match!

) - THE END.
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I am publishing this week the overfiow of the correspcid-
ence which appeared in these pages last Wednesday, knowing
full well that it will be of tremendous interest to all readers
of the “CGem” Library, who wish to see “Tom Merry's
Weekly » added to our list of companion papers. Show these
letters to all your chums, and got them to send me a postcard

. of approval at once! YOUR EDITOR.

A PLEA FOR A GIRLS' PAGE.

“Dear Editor,—I learn from Talbot that, subject to the
universal approval of your readers, you are going to bring out
‘Tom Merry’s Weekly’ as a separat: halfpenny paper.

“This is a splendid idea, but I hope you are not going ‘all
out’ for the boys. Cannot we girls have a look-in? We are
just as keen, just as enthusiastic, as our sporting brothers, and
I think you might give us a show. The paper, you say, will
be enlarged to three times its usual size, so perhaps you would
be kind enough to have just one page, or one column, for girl
readers. I will cheerfully undertake the management of such
a page, on which I would reply to any girl chums who cared
to write to me.

“Wonderful nerve I've got. eh, Mr. Editor? But I know
you are a very considerate gentlemon, and am anticipating
a favourable reply. .
: “Believe me, yours sincerely,

#Marie RIvERs.”

(T shall be most pleased to acceds to Miss Rivers's eloquent
request.—The Editor.)

PRAISE FROM THE PREFECTS!

“The Senior Common-roem,
“8t, James’s School,
“Rylcombe, Sussex,

“We, the undersigned, consider that the suggestion for
publishing ‘ Tom Merry’s Woekly’ as a companion paper to
the ‘Gem’ Library is an excellent one, reflecting the highest
credit to all parties. Moreover, we shall be pleased to contri-
bute to the journal when occasion requires.”

% (signed) Eric Knpare (Captain)
GEORGE DARREL
JanEs MOXTEITH
RicHaRD V. MasoN
STANLEY BARER
Pritir RUSHDEN
Herserr II. LaxgTOR.”

(The aproval of the mighty men of the Sixth is a decided
fenthe; in our Editorial cap. What-ho!—The Editor.)

THE MADNESS OF MELLISH!

“8ir,—I think the idea of publishing ‘Tom Merry’s
Weekly ' is, like all other ideas in connection with the ‘ Gem’
Library, rotten ! |

“You may not know Merry as I do. He is a beastly,
stuck-up prig, and will only use his paper as a medium for
sneering at all the decent chaps at 86, Jim’s, such as Levison,
Crooke, and myself, who claim to be real schoolboys, fond of
& little flutter now and -again, and not seeking to walk-in the
ways of Good Little Georgie or Sinless Samuel.

‘I'ue Geym Lisrary.—No. 368 .

OUR COMPAKION . “THE BOYS’ FRIEND,”
PAPERS

“THE MAGNET,”
.. Every Monday.

Every Monday.

Y YHE, BDYS' . FRIEND”

3¢, GOMPLETE LIBRARY.

- #8hould you see fit to issuc Merrv"al paper every week,
then the above-named fellows will do their utmost to_crush it
ot of existence. Then yowll have a warm time !—Yours,

PERCY MELLISH.”
individual who wiil have a warm

ose names it is superfluous to men-
when

(I sha’n’t be the onl
time. Three juniors, w| :
tion, will most assuredly receive a ‘‘bumping”
letter'is read at St. Jim’s,—The Editor.)

A TAGGLES TESTIMONIAL.

“Dear Sir,—Which me and Mrs. T. considers that it ain't
wot you might call & bad idea to %rinh that there baok of
Master Merry’s every week, and we hopes it will flcurish like
the sprouting trees in this here quadrangle. We hope to have
many a hearty chuckle of a winter evening, when reading the
new paper over a glass of —— water. » :

“But wot I says is this here. Don’t you go letting them
young varmints put anythink disrespectable to me or Mrs, L.
in tlﬁe paper, or else I shall lay about me with my broom,
T will!

“ Hoping this finds you_in the pink of health as it lTeavea
me ut present.—Your obedient servant, :

“EparaiM TaceLEs.”

(Bravo, Taigyl Lw: ¢
readers, so when you next visit the Green Man you might
make that fact known,.—The Editor.)

MONTY LOWTHER BLOSSOMS FORTH!

“ Dear Bd.,—1I think the latesi wheeze
Is one to which all chaps will freezz: *
It's great, and cannot fail to please,

O Editor !

4 My humour is hereditary.
T’Il write some verses—ripping. very!
And turn ‘em in to my chum Merry,
O Editor!

“VWe've started now on Number One
A feast of ripping, rousing fun,
Tor tip-top stuff “twill take the bun, e
O Editor! v

¢ Lot Gemites all unfurl their banners
And stand by Tom, myself. and Manners.
Three fellows worth their weight in tannerey
. . O Editor!

# And if you pay on publication
You'll be the best man in the nation:
We'll love you for a generation,

; - 0 Editor!”

¢ We'll bootn the ‘ Weekly’ when it comeas
And now it’s time for prep—oh, crumbs!
S0 herc's to you and all your chums,
0O Editor!

(Well, Funny-culs, you may not know it,

But you're a really rotten poet!

So think of other folks, and stow it, ‘
’ 0 Lowther! i
: ~The Editor.)
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The previous instalments told howi—

NORRIS BRENT, a young Englishman, agrees to accom-
pany his unworthy cousin, GUY MELVILLE, on an esplora.

tion tour in China for a rare plant only to be found in that
part of the world. Misfortune dogs their footsteps, and a
erisis is reached when the Chinese pack-carriers, who are
with them, mutiny, Stranded in a wild, inhospitable land,
there is nothing for it but_to return to civilisation, and the
cousins, together with YEN HOW, Norris Brent’s faithful
servant, set out on the weary Jjourney. .

The little band is overcome by thirst, and Melville, refusing
to share his water with the others, pushes onward through
the desert, leaving his companions to their fate. Fortunately,
however, Yen How lights upon an oasis, and the danger is
averted. -

‘Norris Brent returns to England with Yen How, and Guy
Melville pretends to be pleased at secing his cousin again
Hc informs him that, owing to the death of an uncle, he is
owner of the estate, Eagle’s Cliff, and offers Brent a position
thereon, which he accepts. :

One ti:my Yen How surprises his master by inforfing him
that MING YUNG, a Chincse mandarin, and his ward,
SILVER PEARL, whose acquaintance Brent had previously
made in China, are staying ot Eagle’s Nest.

_ Brent discovers that Ming Yung has come to Bagle's Nest
in order to experiment with an invention with which he hopes
to gain world-wide power.

Guy Melville, for some sinister reason, still desires his
cousin’s death, and secures the assistance of a gipsy, KARL
MARROEK, to assist him in bis foul purpose.

Brent discovers a ruby of great value in a pit on the
estate. Guy Melville steals the ruby from his cousin: but
is then drugged by Ming Yung, who takes posscssion of the
valuable stone,

On regaining his senses, Melville accuses his accomplice,
Marrok, of stealing the ruby. Marrck, however, denics this,
and forms the conclusion that it bas been recovercd by
Brent.

{(Now go on with ihe story.)

The Forest Ravine—Lost Underground—Face to Face,
Norris Brent was unaware of the loss of the red ruby.
Having deposited it in what he considered to be a safe

place, he thought little more about it for the time being.

The thought that it was hie, however, that he possessed a rarc

and priceless jewel that it woulll be difficult to maich any-

where in the world, gave him a strange buoyancy and ex-

hilaration of spirit. w
A week or two after his visit to London, he and Yen How

sct out from Eagle's Nest one early mornin% to explore the

hollow where they had met with so memorable an experience
some time before.

The remembrance of the mysterious eyes seen in the
darkness had persistently rémained with Brent, who was deter-
mined to discover the secret of the hollow, though by doing
so he might encounter the deadliest peril. .

His Chinesé comrade was in no wise anxious to investigate
the mystery, but the loyalty of Yen How was such as would

wedZhay: ““A SOLDIER OF THE KING 7 A "o

The opening chapters of a
great new story of thrilling
ly adventure in the Far East.

e D S i rin

' PETER BAYNE.

have sent him wncomplainingly into the very jaws of destrue-
tion at the bidding of his friend and master,

1t was a fine. stilfda_v. and the comrades reached the entrance
to the woodland ravine in good time. Each of them. was
provided with a lantern, in case an artificial illuminant was
reqaived, and a coil of rope and a strong knifc apiece com-
pleted their ec&uipment.' : '

They had also brought food and water with then:, suffi-

cieni to last the day, for they did not expect to be back
home before night.
" T'he thickness and quantity of the curious, moss-like growth
adhering to the sides of the ravine interested Brent at once.
He was now more certain than before that it was of the same
identical species as that which he had often seen in the
interior of China.

'Fhis particular lichen, lie recollected to have leard, grew
with remarkable quickness. The bare patch left where it
might be torn away from the background of reck or earil,
was covered again with a fresh growth in the course of o
few days.

Owing to this fact, it provided the natives, who gathered

and dried it in huge quantities, with an inexhaustible supply
of fuel all the year round.
That it was food for prowling animals Brent had never
ard, but he now had a haunting belief that it was, for the
vantic figure with the glowing eyes that he and Yen Hew
had gazed upom, was certainly tearing away the lichen at
the time.

“It's a quiet enough place down here,” he remarked.
“How wmﬂd you like to be left alone for.a day or two?”

Yen How screwed up his wrinkled, yellow face into a
comical shape.

“Me no likee,” he declared emphatically. * Suppose you
leave me here, my head go silly velly quick. This is no place
for us. Bad spirits have got this side.”

“You're superstitious!” said Drent laughingly. *There
are no such things to be feared by us. All the same, a
fellow oughtn’t to venture here by himself. The silence and
strangencss of it all might get badly on his nerves.”

The bed of the ravine sloped down at a steepish gradicent
for a considerable distance. Its walls, covered with the
moss, rose straight and high to the forest above, where the
branches of the great trees on either side met overhead in a

_ gnarled and tangled network of wood and_leaf.

The moist, heavy atmosphere was not stirred by a breath
of wind. Not a hird nor an insect was to be seen. 1t
seemed as if all living things aveided the deep hollow by a
natural instinct of aversion commion to them all,

Taking their time, the comrades moved onward. At last
they rcached the spot where they had encountered the un-
known denizen of the hollow. It was silent and deserted now,
but there was something about it that immediately attracted
Brent’s alert attention.

There were, here and there, bare patches of rock, indicating
where the moss had been forn away, and there were depres-
sions in the grass and hard sand caused by the movements
of some unknown keody.’ 2 ; ; -

“Qur mysterious fiiend of the - other night has_been here

Tue GeM LiBrary.—No. 39
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quite recently,” 1
but after dark. That means a longish wait for us.”
.7 Yen How. proceeded to open a large packet of sandwiches.

“Then we eat and drink,” he said. **That help to pass
“the time away.” .

They sat down and enjoyed a hearty meal With such
‘smrroundings as they.had it was not difficult for them to
jinagine that they were back in the Chinese wilderness, the
only living croatures in the midst of a vast solitude.

Soon they were on the move again. Thé marks that had
.aroused his curiosity. being so plainly visible, Brent resolved
'tb follow them, but aftér a time they came to an end.

This was where the ravine changed into a rocky and
verdureless defile, leading, for a space of some fifty or sixty
ryards; to-the yawiing mouth of a great cave. When he saw
the eave Yen How came to an abrupt halt.

“Yon no go in there?”’ he inquired.  ~ A Y

“Why not?” Brent iejoined, his eyes twinkling. “Better
do that than hang about here uniil it's tog dark to see any-
thing, T'm going -inside, at any rate, and you can remain
where you are unless you care to come with me.” E

Yen How looked steadily at his comrade, understood that
ihc.iother was in earnest, and then parted his lips in a-slow
smile. - L

" Course my come with you,” he declared. * What time
my cver draw back when you lead the way?! But suppose
“we como-back my velly much surpiised. - That thing we saw
with the big eyes is in there.” ) i .

“Tg may be yowre right,” said Brent. “But, if so, its

eyes will most certainly give us warnia long before we're
near it To be warned is to be prepared, Yen How, so you
‘needn’t fear that-yow'll be running blindfolded into danger. !
.- - Lighting t{leir-lanterns, they entered. the cave, Brent fear-
“Joss and resolute, and Yen How dubious in mind, but with no
thought of retrcat now that his companion had given the
word to advance.. . ] :
- Inside the-cave the atmosphere was as damp and muggy as
it was in the ravine. The moisture trickled down the walls in
‘large drops, and the hollows in the uneven floor were full
‘of stagnant water, in which floated the long, slender filaments
of subarquoous weeds of a bright green colour. .

“Tt strikes me that this place ieads out to the sea,” said
Brent, after they had gone some distance, ‘It leads almost,
straight in that direction.” = -

This belief was strengthened not many minutes later, when
the distant beat of the sea against the cliffs was faintly heard.
The air, too, was not so oppressive as before. A fresh
current must, therefore, it seemed, be continually passing
through the cave. .

There being no sign of animal life anywhere visible, Brent
at last began to think that ho was on a false track, and con-
sidered the advisability of retracing his steps. It was very
probable that the mystery he was seeking to solve was hidden
in some part of the ravine itself, and not in the cave, which
“was merely one of the underground passages with which the
coast was honeycombed in every direction. .

“TIl go on with it,” he resolved at last. “Might as well
see where the outlet at the far end is, There's plenty of time
to do so and work back to the hollow.”

It was not long before he was glad that he had decided
to press onward. The cave became wider, and then became
broken up into several lofty passages ramificating in every
direction. But while this discovery was an interesting one, 1t
made it extremely difficult to know which might be the right
road to take.

“Better go straight on,” said Breat, after a few moments
of hesitation. ““Then we shall be sure to reach the main out-
let. If we branched off by any of these other turnings, we
would be lost in no time.” )

They kept on in what was apparently a straight line, but
did not scem to draw any nearer the point for which they
were making. Pausing to listen, they could not hear the
beat of the sea that not long before had sounded not a great
distance away.

“We must be off the right road,” Brent confessed. “But,
having come so far, it would be foolish te return, With so
many passages bearing off from. this one, we should only be-
wilder ourselves, and soon be worse off than we are now.”

Hoping to reach the end of their journey before long, they
plodded steadily on over the rough, uneven ground. The
farther they went, however, the remoter became the realisa-
tion of their desire.

The passage became involved with other passages that
crossed it ang branched off from it. “All iden of locality and
direction was now lost. It was worse than being in a maze,
for.the walls of rock closed in on the explorers on every side,

v

- gnd they had only the light of their lanterns to depend on
for guidance. . :
Stolid and patient, Yen How trudged on by his comrade's

side. He had ceased to think of danger an
Toe GEM Lisrary.—No. 3
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What was to be, he reasoned, must be. Thers was no senso
in*wortying over the inevitable, Tt was sufficient for him to
know that he was carrying out his duty, N

“Heems to me,” said Brent, “that we're in a nasty muddle,
It's most likely that we’re walking round and round in some-
thing. like o circle. The plague of it is that we don’t know
anything for certain.”

“Except that we've lost our way,” added Yen How, with a
comical smile. “More better we lie down and sleep.”

Brent looked grave. :

“There's nothing to be amused at in the situation,” he
remarked, ‘“for we may never find cur way out into ¢
open. . Come on,” he added brusquely, unwilling to give
way to gloomy imagining, *We'll push on until we drop,
anyhow, if the luck has turned against us.” ;

They walked on once more in silence, and had proceeded
for some distance when Brent, who was a few paces ahead
of his companion, came to a sudden balt. :

A cold thrill shot through him, and for a moment he
could scarcely breathe, while his heart beat to a quickened
measure as he stared ahead into the darkness.

‘For there, watchin% him with a cold, passionless gaze, were
the mysterious eyes that he had looked into once before. :

Carried Off—Alone—Ming Yung to the Rescue.

The two eyes looked down on the comrades without moving. .

Directly Yen How caught sight of them he started violently,
and_his lantern, falling from his hand, wen¢ out as it struck
the ground aiiuf rolled away out of sight.

Regaining " his self-control he started forward to recover

the lantern, but he had not taken half a dozen steps when

Brent uttered a warning shout. Looking back, Yen
hig comrade swinging his lighted lantern to and fro.
Then he turned his head and stared in front of him again.
At what he beheld a great fear and trembling overcame
him, and a choking cry came from his lips. %
The eyes in the darkness were closer to him than before.
They were those of a_strange and monstrous beast, an animal
with the body of a gigantic dog, and the long, tapering neck
and narrow head of a giraffe. : .
The light of Brent’s swinging lantern fashed over the
creature as it drew nearer, showing it to be covered with

oW BAW

.thick, short hair of a pale brown colour, The long neck

oscillated to and fro with increasing rapidity, and the eyes,
cold and passionless but a few moments earlier, were now
red with injected blood and flaming with rage.

Before Yen How could retreat so much as a step the fer-
rible creature was upon him. With astounding ease he was
lifted from the ground by & vicelike clutch on his arm,
swung r6und, and carried away.

The cries of his comrade rang loudly in his ears. He knew
that Brent was running on behind to overtake and make a
desperate aﬂ:emgt to save him, and the knowledge fired both
his strength and his courage. ;

Drawing his knife from his belt, he managed to open it,
and, grasping the handle tightly, he struck at the creature he
had fallen a victim to. Again and again he stuck, only to
fail each time, until at last the upward-glancing blade got
home, although with slight effect.

The wound inflicted on it drove the animal mad with fury.
Hissing like a great snake, it hurled Yen How through the
air like a stone from a catapult. .The Chinaman described
an arch in his flight through space, falling not upon the level
floor of the cave, but in a deep hole ot one side of the
passage-way.

Fortunately for Yen How there was plenty of mud and
sand at the bottom of the cavity to break the force of his
fall, and, although bruised and badly shaken, he sustained
no_serious damage.

Lying where he had fallen, gasping for breath, he vaguely
wondered whether or not he was the victim of a_ disordered
imagination. Had he not long before abandoned the habit
of oli'mm-smoking he would have firmly believed that he
was, but things being as they were with him, Yen How knew
that it was no 'delusion that had come upon him, but a matter
of actual fact. ? ;

Hearing a peculiar, hissing] noise from above, he looked
up to see the blazing eyes of the unknown beast staring down
at him. The creature lowered its tapering neck into the
hole, but it could not reach ¥en How by a couple of feet or
more. After making several ineffectual attempts to seize the
Chinaman, it desisted from them, hissing with fury and

baulked desire.

“That velly good thing for me he no can climb down," said

Yen How, making his aching body as comfortable as he was.

able to in the circumstances.  His neck not long enough, or
else he gobble me up pretty quick.”’

The fearsome eyes settled down to regard him with a fixed, -
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100king up quickly from the box and its scattercd contents, saw the other was pale with dismay and amazement,

} «It's not here ! said Marrok suddeuly, « Xot there ! Tuecry that burst from Brent’s lips startted the gipsy, who,

anwavering stare. Whenever he moved, a loud hiss warned
him that his enemy was keeping a vigilant watch over him,
and that he had about as much chance of escaping from his
prison as a rat from a frap.

Yen How could hear no sound of Norris Brent. He listened
patiently, expecting each moment to hear a hail from his
comrade, but at last he was forced to admit to himself that
the other had gone away.

This did- not cause him to lose heart. He knew that Brent
would never leave him there to his fate so long as an effort
éould be-made to save him. The one grave doubt in his mind
was whether his comrade would be able to find a wngr out of
the labyrinth of subterranean passages where they had lost
themselves, |

This Norris Brent himself doubted for some time. When
his companion was seized and carried away by the strange
brute that had so amazed and startled them both, he rushed
forward to overtake, and if possible rescue him. |

Slippin% up he fell to the ground, and by the time he had
-regamed his feet, Yen How and his captor were goue. It
took him several minutes to:regain %ossession of his lantern,
‘which had fallen and gone cut when
‘ing it, he started to search for his friend.

Tlis efforts were futile. Ven How had vanished as com-
‘pletely as though the earth had opened and swallowed Lim.
AVithout assistance, Brent reasoned, he could not hope to find

< His missing friend. ’

Troubled and ansious, he was suddenly surprised to see
a pale shaft-of light illuminating the shadowy interior of
the cave. He hurried onward. The light grew stronger, and
with an indescribable feeling of relief he saw before him the
blue surface of the sea.

A minute or two later Brent was outside the cave, and
sstanding on o slope of the cliff not far from Eagle's Nest.
By a stroke of unexpected luck he had found the exit for

“which he and Yen How had searched so fruitlessly. -

+" Now that he was safe, Breni thought of his comrade with

s‘redoubled anxiety. QGaining the footpath, he hurried on to

«the -summit of the cliff and headed for Eagle’s Nest at his

s7hest speed.

‘As he was nearing the house he caught sight of Ming

" YWung emerging from one of the gardens. The Chinaman
.was walking along - with slow, measured step, his hands

:¢lasped together behind him, his' head bent in thought.
-:Directly he noticed the other, Brent made up his mind to
seek his help. It did net occur to him that in all probability
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e tumbled, and, relight- _

Ming Yung would scornfully refuse to give him the slightest
assistance.  ‘The mere sight of the Chinaman, curiously
enough, inspired him with a feeling of mingled confidence
and_ hope.

When Brent addressed him,
the lad for a few moments.
and looked at the other.

“Did you speak to me?” he inquired. “Be brieft” he
added. ™My time is too precious to waste.” ;

Thus admonished, Brent told of what had happened in
the cave. At first Ming Yung appeared not to be listening,

Ming Yung took no notice of
Then he stopped, frowned,

rst
but when he heard the description of the monster that had
attacked Yen How a gleam of newly-awakened interest chased
away the impassivity of his face.

“&trange!” he murmured. It would be more than
strange if this animal should be a solitary representative of
that species which ecientists have believed to be cxtinct for
thousands of years!”

He walked on a step or two,
went back towards the house,

“Wait here for me,” he said.  “T will go with you.”

In a few minutes he returned, carrying in his hand a
short black rod, fitted with a spiral coil of wire, holding a
circular lens.  To the curiong glance of his companion he
paid no attention, ‘

In silence they descended the cliff-path, and reached the
entrance to tha cave, Here Brent was going to light his
lantern; but Ming Vung stayed the action with a wave of
his hand, at the same time pressing back a spring at the
base of this black rod.

Tmumediately a powerful beam of light darted from the
lens of the instrumant. The darkness of the cave was dis-
persed as by brilliant sunlight, and, guided by . this dazzling
illuminant, Brent and his companion pushed onward without
hesitation.

Had it not been for one thing they might have had great
difficulty in reaching the place where Ven ‘How was_bein|
kept an unwilling prisoner. This was Brent's accidenta
discovery of the lantern his comrade had lost, .

“We must be close to them now,” said the lad eagerly. .
“ Sl},a]l 1 give Yen How o call?  He might hear and answer
me.
It was Ming Yung who called, in the Chinese tongue, the

then turned quickly and

. echo of his voice sounding like the roll of a drum in those

subterranean depths.  The call was responded to.
distinct came Yen How’s answering cry.
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“There he 1s,” said Brent guickly.
not dead! Let us hurry o him! ¥ G L b

But Ming Yung betrayed no emotion. -~ With the dignified
calm that was characteristic of his every movement when he
ivas not under the influence of strong excitement, be followed
his companion along the wide and lofty passage-way.
. Yen How continned to call, and at last his voice sounded
but a yard or two away. It was then that Ming Yung
Jowered the light shining through the lens of his black rod
until it was but the palest reflection of jts former brilliance.

The animal keeping watch and guard over Yen How had
tirned to Jook at the intruders. Its grotesquely huge pro-
%ortious were distinetly visible under the play of Ming

ung's portablo scarchlight. Tts eyes, dazzled by tho
artificial illuminant, blinked rapidly, and it swung its head
from side to side with the curious motion of a camel.

Tike & man enraptured, Ming Yung guazed at the living
apparition, that carried him baclk in thought to the days
when the world was young. ZHons of ages before such
creatures as this one were common enough, amphibian boeasts
that Aourished in the ocean and on land alike, and were to be
found in all parts of the world, .

Thousands of years past, and they became feeble in number,
and gradually ‘diseppeared from man's ken. A few sur-
vived, they and théir descendants cver growing scarcer, until
now the skeleton of cne, when disinterred from the place
where it had died, was a rarity whose existence was discussed
by people in every corner of the globe, o

And this was no_skeletonised framework, but the living
animal itself. As he gazed at it Ming Yung thrilled with
pride to think that he was the scientist favoured by TFate to
set eyes on this surviving specimen of a long-vanished family
of the brute creation. ;

In his eager intercst he stepped mnearer to the crealure,
which, dazed by the sudden flash of the light across its
eyes, darted aside, and rushed past him and Norris Brend
lx;u?‘l: a speed that was amazihg in an animal of such enormous

ulk. P

Quick as lightning, Ming Yung swung round, and pressed
a second spring fixed to the side of the black rod. Tt was
a spring that released a current of electricity that wouid have
been powerful enough to destroy the escaping denizen of the
cave, but the sudden, hard pressure put upon it by the China-
man in some way jammed the mechanism of the thing, which
would not act.

The time, short as it was, lost by Ming Yung enabled the
strange brute to cscape. Pursuit with any chance of success
was out of the question. A dark cloud of angry disappoint-
ment settled down on Ming Yung’s face, to be gone, however,
in & moment. ol . :

“It is the specimen I expected it to be,” he said to Brent,
becoming conscious that the other was narrowly observing
hini.  ““One day it shall be placed in my musewm. But
for a mischance, it would be lying dead at my fect at this
momont,” :

Seeing the hole yawning cpen in the ground, he flashed
his searchlight down it. There was Yen How standing on
tiptoe at the bottom, with upturned face, and hands clutching
at the side of his prison to effect a purchase. -

“Hold hard!” said Brent, lying fat on his chest and
reaching down, “Now catch hold! ‘That's right!"

Next moment Yen How was alongside his comrade. - He
looked none the worse for his sojourn in the cave's rift, under
the baleful, watching eyes of his curious gaoler, whose sudden
flight had amazed giaim until he saw %&)u’is Brent's corn-
panion. . s

Then he ceased to wonder. He regarded Ming Yung as
a supernatural being, to whom things that other men could
not achieve were easily possible, and had he seen the great
brute with the glowing eyes lying dead at the feet of his
famous compatriot, he would have cxperienced no astonish-

“Thank goodness he’s

ment.

With Ming Yung this time leading the way, all three
returned to the open, When they reached the summit of the
cliff, Brent ventured to thank Ming Yung for coming to Yen
How’s assistance.

Instantly a look of scornful amusement flitted acrots the
Chinaman’s face. ;
“1t was not to save him I went there with you,” he said
coldly, “but to investigate the truth or otherwise of your
story. His life is of no more worth in my sight than is your

own!” i

'1‘urnin§; on his heel, he walked away. . .

“ Well,”” said Brent, with a little laugh, “he’s by no means
amiably disposed towards either of us, ¥Yen How. I don’t
suppose he's forgiven us for crossing his will when we were
in China, and he wanted to offer us up to his gods ds a
sacrifice. Vet hie in all probability saved your life, for you
could never have found your way out of the cave alone”

“That velly -sure,” agreed-the other. * All the same, my
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rather fight that tling down there than give mortal offence
to Ming Yung. What thing you say?" * '

“Perhag;s yowre right,” said .Brent; *“and in that case
T'm in a bad way, for it's certain that I’ve mortally offended
him on more thar one occasion.” . ]

In a sense, Norris Brent was correct in his surmise; but he
would have been amazed had he known the thoughts cons
cerning him that were working in Ming Yung’s mind as the
Chinaman walked away from him and his companion.

The loyal friendship that the white lad showed to Yen
How was something tgat Ming Yung knew how to appreciate
at its proper worth. e despised Yen How as a coolie,
considered him a being of no more value than a dog, but he
di{i_ not forget that the other was of the same race as him-
self, :

Therefore, kindness shown te Yen How affected him, too,
as a Chinammax, and to that fact Brent owed an immunity

- from danger of which he was utterly ignorant,

- “The white lad is sound at heart,” said Ming Yung to
himself. *"He is of a different breed to his cousin.”

As he thought cf Guy Melville & hard look shadowoed his
face. Ho regarded the master of Eagle’s Nest as a tool for
his own purposes, but he. also_ despised and loathed him,
counting him as an encmy, and te be treated as such when if
served his objeck to do so,

Nearving the house, he encountered Guy Melville at a
bend in the drive. The other was flushed of face, anad lis
manner betrayed a nervousness that Ming Yung silently took
notice of at once,

“Ah,” said Melvilie, assuming a look of pleased surprise,
“1 was just hoping that I might meet you. and here vou are!
The fact of the matter is,” he continued, as Ming Yung
remained inconvenjently silent, I want to speak to rou onm
a matter of the .greatest importance to us both.™

Ming Yung bent his head with a condescending gesture
that irritated Melville almgst beyond erdurance.

“T am listening,” he said, “What is this business of -
which you speak ?” | i g -

It concerns your ward, Silver Pearl,” Melville answered,
with a boldness that came as a surprise even to himself.. “I
wish to marry her, You know what my position is, and seme:
thing of my future prospects, and I am sure that you wil
agree to entrust her to my care.” N

e would have said more, but the Chinaman stopped hiny
with a perempiory wave of the hand. :

“That will do.” said Ming Lung. “I have heard cnough.
What you wish for can never be. Rather than permit Silver
Pear! o marry a white man, T would kill her with my own
hand. Do noc speak to me on this matter azain, or you will
feel my resentment in a manner thar you will never forget.”

His voice sounded bard as stecl az he spoke, and he pasgdéd
on, leaving Guy Melville pale with rage and humiliatin.
Yet Melville also cxperienced an emotion that was uncom-
monly like terror, for theére was death in the look that Ming
Yung hed cast upon him, - “Curse his yeliow face!” mptt
tered Melville malevolently, “T'll make him eat his own
words yet.” E -F

A Midnight Intruder.

Leaving the Smugglers’ Tavern, the tall. slim figive of %
man with a gaily-coloured silk scarf knotted round his neék,
and gold earrings in his cars, took the cliff-path to Eagle's
Nest, It was Karl Marrok, the gipsy, and the stealthiness
of his movements betrayed the nature of his midnight errand..

Tt was a light night, but there was small fear of Marrok
being seen by anyone, for in that guict spot, deserted even

" in the daytime, there was no one else abroad at that hour.’

Approaching the house, the ﬁilpsy paused for some moments
and took a careful survey of the place, Not a window that
he could see showed a light. Satisfied that he had not comeo
too soon he went on again, crossed the drive and lightly
mounted the steps leading to the terrace, round which he
made his way to a certain window at the side of the house.
The catch of this window was broken, a cirenmstance that
Marrok had made himself aware of two or three days before,
and in quick time he was standing in a corridor leading
direet into the hall. g
CGaining the hall, he ascended the broad staircase and
moved silently to the door of a bed-room, pausing to listen
intently at the keyhole, X .
Not a sound came from within.  Opening the door with
a noiselessness that showed experience in such work, Marrok
stepped inside, reciosed the r after him, and turred oun
the switch of the electric light. o
On the bed near the oppesite wall, Norris Brent was I;m%
fast asleep. Crossing the room, Marrok, taking a strong cord
from_his pocket, bound it tightly, with a sailor's slip, reund

--the slumbering lad's wrists.

So deftly was the work perfermed that Brent slept on)
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but Karl Marrok awakened him roughly, and he opened. his
eyes to fecl his arms bound together. and to sce the gipsy, a
revolver in his right hand, looiing down into his face.
“Be quiet!” said Marrok, in a fierco whisper. ‘'Utter a
ery: and you know what to expect!”
He cmphasised the mesning of his words by a shake of
“-his revolver,. Brent realised instantly that he was at tho
other’s mercy. The thought did not make him quail. His
chief wonder was concerned with the probable reason for the
man who hated him with such a deadly hatred being there.
*“What do you want with me?” he nquired. .
“Qit up and I'll tell you,” Marrok replied, the mtlmke
stare of his gleaming eyes never leaving the other. ““Now
then, you. just tell me where the ruby is that you found on
the day when you fell down the shaft in the cliff woods, and
escaping the death you ought to have met with, made your
way along to the Smugglers’ Tavern, and so home again.”
Brent shook his head. Y
“T refuse to tell you,” Le said. “More than that,, T will
not admit that I found a ruby, or anything clse. It's none
of your business.” i
Marrok gave vent to a snarling laugh. .
“Isn't it7” he remarked. ‘‘You'll soon see whether it is.
" he continued, a sudden inflection of rising anger in
tho®ne of his voice. “I’ve made it my business. Tell me
ick, I want to know, or as sure as I’'m standing here
bullet through your brain!” .
¥ ing attitude of the ruffian, no less than his
menacngrwords, tokl Brent that his enemy was in the most
dead® earnestness. Had his arms been free, he would have
thrown himself at Marrok and risked being shot.  As it was,
he was helpless o .
How the gipsy had diseovered that he was in possession -of
the red ruby he didipot know in she least. It was a mystery
that puzzled him. ¥et he had not the slightest intention of
revealing the hiding-place of the priceless gem .
= ;l_{\;z,rry up!” said Marrck impatiently. ‘‘Where is the

ruby )

“Find it!” Brent answered, sudden rage aganst the ruffian
and g ‘own helplessness overcoming him,, .“ I’m not going
to u anything.

I'm not frightened by dyour threats,
re; the sound will alarm the R%ixsehol d, and mighty
nee you'll have then of either pocketing the ruby
g your escape.”’

ground his teeth with rage, and uttered fearful menaces.
Realiging, however, that it was useless to attempt to terrify
ubmission to his will, he started to search himself
ed treasure, .
xg to glance along at the lad while he was turn-
ing e contents of a chest of drawers, he saw Brent look-
ing at a large oak box standing against the wall. Bomething
in the expression of the other’s eyes gave him an inspiration.
“Hal!” he exclaimed, with a coarse, exulting laugh. *I
know where it is now. You've given the show away.”
.. Instantly he crossed over to the box, threw open the lid,
-and, kneeling down, started to turn over the things inside.
v . As he worked. Brent waiched hima with a feeling of- gloomy
despair at his heart. Now that the red ruby was about to be
taken from him he was able to understand something of its
real worth. :
.. How wickedly careless he had been, he thought, not to place
giich a peerless prize somewhere where it would be safe, what-
ever happened. The opportunity of doing so would never
come 'to him again.
“I1’s not here!” said Marrok suddenly.
© +-“Not there!” 5
. 'The cry that burst from Brent’s lips startled the gipsy, who,
“looking quickly up. from the box and its scattered contents,
“perceived that the other was paie with dismay and amaze-

re
~—
- =0 for

ment, :
- #Then it was here?” he asked. ‘ You put the red ruby
in this box 1" " .

“Of course T did1?’ Brent answered, attempting no further
eoncealment now that he knew he had betrayed his secret
by his looks and his ery of amazement. “It was .jn a small,
soft leather bag, and I put it at tho very bottom of the box.”

Again Karl Marrok made a careful and exhaustive search,
Then, his black eves gleaming with rage and baffled desire,
he rose to his fect. .

“It's gonel” he said hoarsely. * Someone’s stolen it from
fou, the same one who stole it from you before. But it shall

e mine yet.” = g :

.+ And, as though not daring to vemain a moment-longer lest
he should give violent expression to his excited emotion, he
- rushed out of the room and out of the house.

' (Another thrilling, long instaliment of this spiendid
sarial story next Wednesday, Order your copy
ear!y.) : .
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rd- truth of these words was not lost on Marrok, who
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Doris-H, {Cork).—Thank you for your loyal little letter.

“Ten Loyal Gemites’ (Cheshire).—Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Ten of you clamouring for a threepenny book story by Martin
Clifford—ch? I shall have to do sometbing in the matter
soon, that's certain. :

“XYZ?” (Manchester)—Thanks very mmch indeed for
your loyalty to the old paper. Your :uggestion is receiving
my consideration. .

James Whiting (Shadwell, E.).-——A badge for “Gem
readers? Well, it is not a new suggestion, by any means,
and I am prepared to tuke the matter up if I can feel assured
Eh%]t thousands of hoys and girls will readily purchase such

adges,

James McGee (Dundee),—T shoulld naot be allewed to do as
vou suggest, Jimmy. Sory, old man! i

L. L. B. {(London, E.).—Glad to bear you liked the Jewish
stories, T think everybody did. +

Cyril Short (Liverpool).—Very pleased to hear from you
I do not deem it advisuble to alter the
publishing date of * The Boys’ Friend ** Threepenny Libravy.
Your remarks abous **The Penny Popular ™ are correct.
What are my views respocting football this season? Well, T
am strongly for it so far as British boys ave concerned. and
ayainst it from the professional standpoint. Mang® thanks
for your other sugpestions. Doubtless rou have received Ly
now the books I sent you. k 3 i

“ Three Girl Readers ” {Crouch End).—The next “ Gem
serial is *Cousin Ethel's Schooldays.” See that it gete a
zood reception ! T .

“A Constant Reader ” (Nottingham).—It is very rvisky to
sign yourself thus, laddie. I get so many “ Constant Readers ™
that I sometimes have to treat their communications as
anenymous. and am unable to replv.to them. The better
cricketer of those you name is Tom Merry. Glad to hear you
gave it hot and strong to the cad who insulted you.’

Douglas O'Reilly (Deal).—Very many thanks for rour lester,
which would make Master Malpas writhe if he could see ir.

“Dora.”-—Hand your spare copies over the counter at any
post-office, with the request that they are to be sent out to
the soldiers.

W, 0. L. D. Field (Manchester).—The name of the boy in
question was Cledric Lacy. He was more of a*nine-days’-
wonder than a regular character, .

Edith E. Jones {Liverpool).--Thanks for adding your name
to the Anti-Malpas Society. My Oxford friend scems to be
having a very thin time of it,

“ Anonymous ” (Brixton).—Thank you for your leiter. It
contained just the sort of criticism I like. I will try and aveid
a recurrence of the matter in question.  No, we do not part
bad friends.

Ethel Phillips (South Woodford).—The mistake in question
was, I admit, a silly one, and veaders have not been slow to

oint it out to us, Howevey, if the crifics would only realise
how much work there is in the preparation of a double
number, they would curb-their satire. Mulvaney minor is
still at St. Jim’s, and more will be heard of him in due
course,

“ A Hailsham Gemite.”—The mistake you mention is to be
regretted, but no material harm will bo ‘dene, Many thanks
for your letter. .

“Qhservant ® (Chatham),—You are 'wrong, sonny; it was
not a mistake. Cannot men gain promotion from the ranks?

* Gussy,”’—Quite correct, my cﬁum. Jack Blake has got a
hrother, = I was not quite certain when replying to.the
corvespondent.

Donald W, Moore (Victoria, Australia).—Weleome to the
ranks of loyal Gemites! Don’t forget to recruit as many
non-readers as you can in Victoria.-

J. McL. (Adelaide).—Storyette not guite up to standard.
Try again! g

“Wallaby Land.”—I will try and do as you euggest when
time and space permit,

. {Dover).—Your supposition is correct.

C. BE. N. R. (Brighton).—No, it is not necessary to do as

you suggest. We adjust matters at this office,
{Continued on Page 28, Col. 2. %
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Julez ¥erne's old works, But I am pretiy certain my readers
donft wish! :
- - Then we get the question, “How could a boy order a.

) band for a master’s home-coming?”  The ansyer:

TLovers of Talbot will fairly vevel in next Wednesday’s: dificult. Provided the bey has a tongue with w
orand, long, complete tale of school life; and even those who speak, and the requisite amount of cash for his.
helong to 'Sle_ "‘_'I':go-rnnch-‘l'aihot. " community will thoreughly: cngagement of a brass band is quite a simple.¥ g
enjoy a story which Martin Clifford may well be proud to have such ogeurrences are rare in normal times, but when's"
wiitien. The tale concerns the fortunes of Jobn Rivers, who  haa been to the front and faced death in ffty different
took up a carcer as honourable as his provious profession was  S9[n0 sort of a demonstration is quite permissible. :
dishonnurable.  The ex-cracksman succeeds in covering - The. third question will set my readers in & roar.: How

himself with glory in Flanders; but Fate hos not yet finished could fivo pounds be’spent in o single day? . It is a shees

playing strange tricks with him, and through thé agency of impossibility, is it not? But I sholldn's-care to distribute

Crgoke of the Shell he is landed in a-perflously tight corner. & wad-of fivers as an experiment ! B
Tt 15 nq less ‘2 person than Arthir Aungustus D Arcy who Question No, 4 has given rise to much discussion in tho:
succetds most- gloriously in freeing past, "and I hav, dealt with it fully in- these pages, How..-

B Sl HE K 5 uttesly absurd it would be for Tom Merry & Co, to_becomo
%A SOLDIER OF THE ING™ ) grown men, when the “Gem " is a book for bopgh..The
from his torrible predicament; Gussy’s splendid action forming  Terrible Three are each fifteen years of age, freshy "
a“grand ending to a super-grand story. ripe for any sort’ of adventure. If my readers |
they should be old jossers of seventy wirth the gout,
, them say the word, and T will yive my friend M
GRIEVANCES AGAINST THE “ GEM.” - instructions to write of them as suclh. But I should
A Rude Reades’s Ridiculous Remarks! surprised to veceive such a verdict from.my Gemite

. Roia " The fifth question is quite an affront to Mr. Mac onald,
When nailing the lid_on the coffin of Master Malpas— whose pictures have gained world-wide popularity, According

For Next Weilnes&_ay:
“A SOLDIER OF THE KING!"
By Martin Clifford.

figuratively, of course—I promised to publish ancther but to Master Sto ) 4 o ;
il Folts ¥ . = g SaA e ] phens, fhe artist draws' every boy ich
less offensive letter on my Chat Page this week, }‘i‘eﬁe 13 is: is absuwd, If he did, how could ‘we distinguish 1

oncon. Skimpole, or Wynn from Tom Merry?

. 7 The ques
“Dear Editot,—I have read W. Malpas’s letter, and T anust  pirenly pidiculous that 1 will waste no more t-imel on Tt2-
say that T agree with him, !.’he stuue§ are simply piffie. Whother the sorial stories in the *Gem ¥ are “rotton” or
“Please answer the following questions:, L not is o matter of opinion. Judging from the numerous
“(1) Why can't Martin Clifford write sensible stories, like letters 1 have received in praise of “ Under the Dragon,”
Ju‘l‘es Verng docs? ‘ e — they are nothing of the kind. g
{2) How could a boy °"d,°r a brass band for a masters The last guestion will afford my chums grim amusement,
home-coming? It's sheer rot! S 5 5 Tt is best answered by A Loval Oxonian,” who wrote to me
#(3) How could » boy spend five pounds in a day? recently on the same subject.” He writes:
(@) Why don’t the boys advance in their ages and Forms? o . . ; . !
«(5) How can every boy have the same face? : 1I glg.reef. r&&at ﬂil\im‘ is uf.]v; a boy “‘ho 1,3955%{'03 f:ﬁ §11}o good
“(6) Why do you have those rotten serials put into tho qualitios of Tom Merry, at we can try and take him as a

model, and aim higher, can's wo!

or?

}3(7) Why is Tom Merry such a good little bor? - He doesa’t These are excellent sentiments, and so Jong as that is fhe
smoke or swear or drink or gamble, so I think Le is an utter  predominant feeling with the majority of my readers Tomn
prig. e . Mewry shall remain, not a prig, but a fellow who always

““Ploase will you put this lotter into the paper? plays the same, recking not of thie consequences. The

R “Yours Ealthﬁil;l]v, . . picture of Tom Merry smoking and swearing and all the rest
F. STEpHENS,” of it is revolting, and I hope it is not a criterion of the true -

First of all, let me observe that I have published this lotter  character of Master F. Stephens. The latter has received .
purely out of a sense of fair play. I am always prepared to  polite answers to his imﬂdﬁte questions, and if that doesn’t
encounter the grievances of any discontented reader. satisfy him, then lie had better keep his paws off such a clean - .
Because 2 letter happens to be a nasty one I do not hurl it paper as the “Gem ” Library in future, ’
straightway into the wastepaper-basket, ns many of my chums .

think I should be justified in doing. The “Gem ” Library
strives, and always has striven, to be a straightforward paper REPLIES IN BRIEF.
for British boys. 1t does not slink round corners, but confines (Continued from page 27.)
itself to honost dealing. ; “Lilian ' (Southsea).—I am publishing your letter in full -
Now I will attend to the requirements of Master Stephens, next weelk, .
- of London. What a complicated place, if one wished to find # Captain Jack " (Huthwaite).—If you are satisfied that yon
him! live a clean, straight life, then the matter yon mention need
He fist of all asks, ““Why can't Martin Clifford writa  cause you no anxiety. .
sensiblo stories, like Jules Verne does?” J. R. B. (Clapham).—Football starts in October at St, Jim's.

Lile Jules Verno did, I suppose my amiable friend means.  Mayne will not play in the junjor eleven, -Many thanks for
The great French writer of imagination fales has passed  getting new readers. # 4 -
away, but before his deeth he placed in my hands the right George H. (North End, Portsmouth).—I am exceedingly
to use any of his world-famous stories.: I have thery at this, obliged fo you for your suggestion, but am afraid the idea -
office—stacks of them. If my readers wish, I will take out” has been done ‘to death in the past. - Best luck to-you and
the Tom Merry story entirely, and turn the “Gem  Library  your fellow © Pompeyites.”
into a long, complete novel every week. hashed up from ; . THE EDITOR. :
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9 i THE FOOTPLATE S THE SCHOOL REPUBLIC
d sto of a Railway A magnificent long complete
thlete, tale of School Life.
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TRUE PATRIOTISM.

Patrick O'Neill was burning with a desire to serve his King

and country, so he decided to enlist.

On applying at_the reerniting-office,
and prodded; and then came all sorts of questions,
V\]uch he :msmud quite -atxsfachm:11v

“ Now,” came a stern inquiry, ‘‘have you ever serve
torm of lmpusqnmultf”

“No, sig,” stammered Pat.
serve o short one, it it's necessary.’
Heaton, Newcastle-on-Tyne.

“* Bub,

sure,

3 NO NEED FOR ALARM.

Pat had got a job moving some barrels of gunpowder,
and, much to the alarm-of the foreman, was discovered
smoking at his work.

“Giracious ! gasped the: foreman. “Do you know what
happened a few vears back whén a man started smoking on
this ](’:b" There was an cxplosion which blew up a dozen
micn!”

“Well, that couldn’'t happen here,” replied Pat calmly.
= “V\’hv not?” asked the foreman.

]3<'c.umo there's only ‘wou and T hercabouts,” said Pat.—
Sent in by Alfred Coufts, Peckham, S.K.
ACCORDING TO INSTRUCTIONS.
- Mistress: “Jane, you must not address me in the rude,

You must learn to speak properly.
You'mn st ogay, ‘If voun })103"0, madam,” and sometimes
Mam,” or for the niost part  Mum.! Am? “h(-n speaking
to tho master, you must address him as * 8ir.
ane, a fu\\ days 1'1ter, went to her mistress in a great
frry.
1 you. pleasr‘ madam, and sometimes mam, and for the
part mum,” she blurted; “sir’s fell down in a fit!"—
tin by R. Whlt(,, Abram, near Wigan, Lanes.

HE “(,LEAN e Hf‘ORT‘D AGAINST TIE SERGEANT,
: t was a kit inspection, and the various companies were
drawn up in Hnes, their=kits displayed in front of them.
The sergeant-major’s cagle eye at once spotted the absence

abrupt way you do.

A Cash Prize for Every COntributor'

he was duly punched
most of

T'd be willing to
—Sent in by 8. Mickler; ©

OVERHEARD AT. A LEVEL C
“Are there no nfore trains this mumnI}Orm
pclte P

SN

Kmfr Chai”les had bccn the =u%‘&§
pupITs ‘were progrefsing, the
qu( stion :
“Can anyone tell mé who
black, curly hair?”  But
response.
“Come, vmldlulﬁm’ prompte
begins with a (' i
{mnmdmlt-h a small voice ang
know, sir.  It's  Charlie
Krause, Camberwell, * 3

s0ap W)

every washin gday a so
what gets al] the linen-as w
a ham] nut by dinner

spend the rest of i day plu)inyc “hu
the children. Yet here have I been scrubbin
hours with this lump, and ain't got o miie

it as I could get from a brickbat !*

“hegx vour par madam,” remarked th
“That isn't the so-a])' Your bo\ came here
one pound of both cheese and s0ap. That's.

“Not the soap—the chieese!™ gasped thé

of soap in the outfit of “Private Grady, an{i he asked the
reason of this. k
“ Please, sir, it's all used up,’
“Used up!” roared the non-com. angrily, “And you've :
not been in the ranks two months yet? Why, my man, my  that accounts for everything!”
fivst cake of soap lasted me twelve ‘months 1 “Pverything ¢ fal tho 9§ton1shed 770
Private O'Grady’s face was quife straight, but his eyes “Yes. My hushdnd had Welsh r
hunkleri as he ropiwd night, and lie's been foaming at the m
“You see, sir, we v;ag.h every day now. Sent in by A, Mitchell, Holme Bridee, N
Martie Qumt(l Stoke New-

? replied O Cm‘dx frank!ly

Y_Sent in by

ington, ‘IN. o o ™ e " ™ e
. - VICITMISED. As the “GEM” Storyette Competition has

Newshoy (as he runs wildly proved so popular, it has been decided to r

thm“"’h'thecﬂ"}“ﬂ - (:‘I““, this novel feature in conjunction with our OMPRNY She B
'1‘21‘ g o ied WSSl new Companion Paper, s ot e

shouider; N
among his me

:
.
.. as Hampty.
:
;
"

Old Gent (oxmttdly) “Iere
you are, boy—quick !’

he customer hastily
scanned the newspaper,
then hurried towards the boy,
who had stopped o sefve

THE BOYS FRIEND, 13.,
Published every Monday,

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes.

If you know a really funny foke, or a short,
inferesting paragraph, send it along (on a post-
card) before you forget it, and address it to:
The Editer, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM, &
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.

Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
: week’s GEM or BOYS FRIEN D.

One night W
cniered the
allowed  th

unmnm purchaser.

S Thoy! ™ “he
“Vﬂ hat is the mys
shouting about?
thing about it }

Vew ¢ (cdrrmg away) s
“That's just the mystery, sir.
I can’t find it m You're:
& the Jund i

“What the
mountains do y
ting me pass
out the past

'm-‘-:'.'-w-'&'-‘.“‘-‘-‘-




