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REDFERN'S BARRING OUT!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom ‘Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s.

By M ARTIN
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CHAPTER 1,
An Untim:ly Call!l

L OME in, fathead !’

Tom Merry called ont thus politely, as a

tap ceme al the door of his study in the
Hchool House at 8t. Jim’s.
T'he door opened, and Fatty Wynn looked in.

Now, Fatty Wynn of the Fourth belonged to the New .
Touse; and the Terrible Three—Tom Merry and Man. -

ners and Lowther—were busy with the latest number of
¢ Tom Merry’s Weekly.” So threo pens pointed to the
voices gaid in chorus :

““ Buzz !”’

£ I've just come—"" snid Fatty Wyna.

door by which Fatty Wynn had just entered, and three -

Mr, Ratelitf came striding into the Hall, with a birch in his band. Iie expected to find the delinguents there

““hoist” them for punisnment, but the Hall was empiy.
(See Chapizr 1) £

Tho fat Fourth-Former was interrupted.

“ Travet !’ said Tom Merry. -

C“Can’t you see we're husy?” demaunded Mannes3e
*Jiow iz a chap to do a phofographic article whea &
porpoise rolls in interrupting him?” .

“Blow your silly photographic article!” said Fatly
Wynn crossly. ‘ I’ve come-—-"

“yWell, what about my comic column?” gaid Moaky
Lowther. I sha’m’t get it done in time!” .

“Tell ‘the chaps to‘read ©Chuckles,’ and then “23
needn’t bother asbout your comic ecluma!” grun
TFatty Wynn, * Comes to the same thing.”

Monty Lowther rose in wrath, '

“ You Now House fathead!” s

* You Kchool House ass I “retorted Fatty Wyas,
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“If you say that I pinch my jokes from ¢ Chuckles?
you’ll go down that passage on your New House neck !
said Lowther wrathfully. ¢ There inay somotimes be.a
slight resemblance—very slight-—"" -

*“ Great minds run in grooves,” suggested Tom Merry.

““Exactly. But as for pinching jokes—’

‘“And the resemblance isn’t so jolly close, either,”
said Manners. I rinstance, ‘Chuckles’ jokes are
funny, and yours ain’t, are they Monty ?”

“ Why, you silly fathead !’ said Lowther ungratefully.

““ Look "heré, I haven’t come here to jaw about Lew-
ther’s rotten jokes!’ exclaimed Fatty Wynn. *“I've
come—-""

“ Rotten jokes, by Jove! Why, they're above your
Iiead, you New House duffer!” said the exasperated
humorist, . ““ You're as bhig an ass as Figgins! There
was my ripping pun on ‘ houseboat’ and ‘ boathouse.’
Figging couldn’t see that.”

_““Blessed if I could, either,” said Manners. ‘I knew
it was n joke, of courze, because it was in the comic
ecolumn. ut-—7"’ e R :

“If you're going to talk Hke an idiot, Manners—-~

““Not at all, old e¢hap! I'm not going to poach on
your preserves,’”’ said Manners affably,

““Look here, Manners—-"* .

“ Order|” rapped out Tom Merry. “ How's an editor
to do a leading article with two silly asses vagging one
another? Shut up!” : '

I pay——"" recommenced Fatty Wynn. )

“ Don’t you say anything,” urged Tom Merry. ** Theso
two duffers say enowgh—too much, in fact! Haven’t you
seen the notice on the door—' No admittance except en
business’ ¥’ ) ’ .

“Yes; but-—-**

“Then huzz off | Call later; look in another time. Go
and eat coke! Rats!” .

*“ < Chuckles,” indeed !’ said Monty Lowther indig-
nantly. *° Why, my comie column i3 better than any-
thing. in ‘ Chuckles -—as much better than ‘ Chuckles’
as ‘ Chuckles’ is better than all the rest of the comic .
papers put together ! Look at this limerick !

© Bow-wow ! Limerickd arve out of date.”

“@ood stuff,” said Lowther loftily, *“is nover out of
date. Just listen to this—" .

““And e good combined toning and fixing eolution
~—2* murmured Manners, intent upon his article.

“Jt is with much pleasure that we present this speeinl
number to oar readers,” murmured Tom Merry.

““Look here!” lowled Fatty Wyun.

“Tor gooduess’ sake shut up a minute !’ exclaimed
Monty Lowther. < Just listen to this, and tell me
whether it’s anything like ¢ Chuckles,” you duffers. It's
about a New Honse hounder, and it goes—-""

“ Choese” it!  Combined toning and fixing solution

“Dry up! This special number——-

But Monty Lowther neither cheesed it nor dvied up.
Lowther was too generous to keep a good thing to him.-
self. When he had perpetrated an extra good joke, ha
was always keen to delight the study with it. The study,
as a rule, was not so delighted as Lowther expected.

* There was a fat dufier named Wynn,
Who feared he might some day grow thin,
So each day he devoured
Quite enough for a ecrowd,
Till he almost buist out of his skin !

“You silly ass!” shouted Fatty Wynn wratbfully.
“TIs that your fatheaded limerick?”’

“Jolly good limerick, and true to life!” said Monly
Yowther. *“ What do you think of that, you chaps?”

“Does devoured rhiyme with crowd?’” asked Manuers.

“Of course it does! TIf it doesn’t sound like good
vhyme to you, Manners, il's your ear that’s at fault.
You never had much of an ear.” - .

Now, Manners was musical, and he prided himself on
having a good ear. Naturally, he suorted. )

“Well, I haven’t such big ears as yon have, I know,”
ke admitted.. © Nature doewn’t deal with us all alike—
thank goodness!” )

““What’s the matter with my ears?”’

Tae Gev LiBrarY.—No, 403

M0. 4. “\HE CREYFRIARS HERALD,”

3

L

A

biwled Lowther.

NOW 0
e

*“ Nothing--nothing,” said Mauners soothingly,
“ They’re first-rate—would do credit to an elephant, in
fact.”” = |

“You silly asg!”

“ Same to you, and many of them !’ .

“If you want o thick car, Manuners—->

My ears-are all right, thanks,” said Mannecrs, wu-
moved. ‘I can tell you that devoured don’t thyme with
erowd, anyway. But have it your own way, =0 long &3
you let me get on with my article,”

“ Blow your silly article! Howling rot—-"" ,.

“Well, T like that ! said Manners warmly.  What
about your own comic column? I’ve seen chaps exying
over iti” ’

“You haveu't ! roared Lowther,

“I have!”

“I tell you you haven't!”

“And T tell you I have !

“I'I jolly wef et ‘

“ Peace, peace I roared Tom Merry. © Khut up, you
dufiere ! TI»s this the lofty calm and yepose suitable to
an editorial office ) i

“That idict, Mannerg—--""

““ That fathead, Lowther =3

“Order! Let’s chuck the New House hounder out, and
geb on with the washing,” said Tora Merry. “It’s all
‘V{k}}t’l’:‘s fault. He started the argument.,” Chuck him
out |

“Look here!” shouted Fatty Wyun, who had been
vainly endeavouring to make his voice Leard for some
minutes. “I tell you I've come—-"

“ We know you’ve come, fathead. Now vou're going !*’

“ Why, you rotters—leggo! Chuck it' I tel] you I've
come to—yoooop! T say—whoop I raared Fatty Wynn,
as the editorial thrce grasped him ond spun him inte
the passage. ) :

Bump !

" Now buzz off I said Tom Merry severely,
you know better than to
weighty task ?”? -

Fatty Wynn sal up and gasped.

“You silly idiots' I tell you I've coine-—=?

* Blessed if Le isn’t begiuning again ! exclaimed Tom
Merry, quite exasperated. Here, hand me that ink V7

Fatty Wyun did not wait for the ink. He picked him-
self up, shook a fat fist at the study generally, and
retreated. Tom Merry slammed the dodr, with o §igh of
relief.

‘“Now, let’s get on ! bhe said. i

“That’s all very well,”” said Lowther; “* Lut that idiot
Manners says he’s seen chaps crying over my jokes!”

“ Crying  with laughter, I meant,” sajd  Mannew
:‘..mlcablﬁy.

; “Don's
interrupt editors at their

/

o Oh

Tom Merry laughed,

) :‘lNow, cheese it, and get en with the washing ! heo
<a1d,

Monty Lowther, thus propitiated by the soft answcp
that turneth away wrath, sat down to his comie eolumn,
He seratehied his nose thoughtfully,

“Pr’aps  devoured ’ and ¢ crowd ’ ain't a very good
rhyme,” he said at last.  “I°11 alter those Ilines.
Thanks— ahem Yfor the tip, Manners, old man!”

So all was ealn and bright once more in the editorial
offico,

———a.

CHAPTER Q.
The Raiders,

£e ATHAT nice, bai Jove!” .
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth
] Form made that remark in Study No. 6.

Arthur Augustus was standing before the
looking-glass, trying on a new necktie. The expression
upon his noble eountenancé showed that he was pleasod
with the effect. e nodded to his reflection in the glass
in a very satisfied way. ' )

“Wathah nobbay, I must say!” he went on. “I
wealty wish Blake and Hewwies and Dig would b2 @
little more caveful with their necktics! You know a -

3> OUT TO-DAY. BUY IT AT ONGE!
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c¢hap by the way his necktic is tied. Hallo, deah boy!
Come 'in! What do you think of this necktie?” )

Fatty Wynn, a little dusty, had looked in at-the door.
Arthur Aungustus greeted him with his usual urbanity.
Blake and Herries and Dighy were down-at tho footer
practice, keeping it up manfully, though the dusk was
thickening over the playing-fields of St. Jim's. Tho
days were very short mow, but footer was footer, and
could not bo mneglected. Arthur Augustus was really
pleased that somebody had dropped in. e wanted to
liave an opinion on his new necktie, .

“Waothah nobbay, don't you think so, Wyan®" he
asked. g :

C“Oh, yes!” said Fatty absentiy. “I've looked in,
Gussy——"

“You think that a pale bize necktie with black babs
goes vewy well with a waistcoat this colour?” asked
Arthur Augustus anxiously. )

*Ripping! I’ve come te— "

“Or do you think this ome with the cwimson spols
would look a little bettah?'- .

“Yes, certainly! I've come

“Weally, Wynn—" | ’ )

“Look hers! Will you let a chap speak, and blow
vour old neckties?” oxclaimed the New House junior
varmly. - :

2}

now |7

“Oh, blow ‘em!”

“Howevah, I pwesume that a New House Loundah
won’t kinow vewy muck about decent neckties!” said tiw
swell of the School House stiffiv.  “You chaps neval
dwess. vewy well. Figgins’ neckties would disgwace a
Hun 1 ‘

“Hang Figging’. neckties!. Look here,.D'Arcy—".

“ As a mattah of fact, Wynn, Figgins' necktics woally
1ok as if he had beea twyin’ to hang himself {” griuncd
Arthur Augustus.

“T’ve come to——" n

“If you want to spesk to me, deal boy, wun on, while
T'm twyin’ on this othal tie, Then you can give mo
vour opiunion of it.”

“Tve just locked in to sce thez: Shell hounders, and
they’ve played the giddy ox, as per usual!” said Fatty
Wynn, in an aggrieved tone. “I want a chap to help
me. and I want you, H’Arcy i” . T

“ Certdinly, deah boy! You arc goin’ to buy a mew
hat:” ’

“No!” roaved Fatty. o o

“If it is a mattah of sclestin’® & new waistcoat, Wynu,
T am entiahly at your service. Your iwaistcoats are
wathah—ahem ——-" ) :

“'Tain’t anything: of the kind !’ . )

“You are goin’ to get a now unecktic, pewwaps? It is
weally high time. I will come with you with pleasure!”

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Fatty Wynu. “Will you let
a chap speak? It’s Rattv!” i

“Watty? What has Watty been dein’, deal boy?”

Arthur Augustus was very sympathetie, though he
went on with the necktie. Mr. Rateliff, the Housc-
master of the New House, was as heartily disliked oun
the School Houso side as in his own House. ’

“Te's been & beast, as usnal!” growled Fatty Wyun.

i1 ¥

¢ Confiscated my grub, you know.! I had a lot of tarts .

and a whole pudding, and the awiul beast said I was a
grcedy voung rascal, and took them away from tho
study. He's always poking hia blessed long moso into
our study! One of these days,” added Fatty fiercely,
<1 shall dot him on it with a stump!”

“Bai Jove! As a mattah of fact, Wynn, powwaps
Watty was wight for cnoe,” said Arthur Augustuz
thoughtfully. “You do scoff wathah a lot of pastwy,
vou know! Blake says if you don’t chuck it, you won’t
be able to keep goal any longeh, because yon won’t be
ablo to squeeze between the posts, you know. I wegarded
1hat wemark of Dlake’s as wathah funnay!”

Tatty Wynn snorted.” He did not seem to sce anything
innny in that remark of Blake's.

“Look here! I didn’t come hers to listen fo Blake's
roiten jokes at sccond-hand,” he exclaimed. I want o
chip to help me. I can't ask Figgins or Kerr or Red-
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“They are not old neckties, Wynn; they are guite

. Cne Peanye =~ -~ B

fern, or any New House chap, becauso I don't want to

risk getting ‘em into a row with Ratty, - A School House

chap would be all right—-Ratty can’t come over herc

locking for him. But if you don’t want to take the risk, -
T'li look for somebody else. I dare say Reilly would co

it, if I can find him.” =~ ' i

“The wisk is nothin’, Wyna. I should be vewy pleased
{o help you. Dut what ave you goin’ to do#”

“I'm goin’ to raid the larder,” said PFatty Wynn
ferociously,  “ Ratty's taken. my tarts and pudding, and
sont ’em down to the larder I've asked Mrs. Kenwigg
to hand ‘em back, but she says she must see Mr. Ratcliff’s
orders are obeyed.”

“That is quite wight, Wynn.”

“Oh, besh! Who's Ratly? Anyway, she won’t hand
‘em over, and I'm going to take them. They’re mino!”

“Yaas, I wathah think you would be justified in takin’
that step, Wynn,” assented D’Arcy. “ Watty is wathah
a Hon, If we Lhad o Houscmastah like that in the
School House——-"

¢ xr N 1 m & )
“You'd put up with him, same as we have to!” growled

’ Wynan. .

“Pewwaps we should,” agreed Arthur Augustus, on
second thoughts. “Yaas, pewwaps we should, deah boy.
We are vewy luckay to have old Wailton instead of that
wottah. I am quite at your service, deah boy!” )

“.Coms on, then!” . o . .

“Wait a minute! What do you think of this necktic?”

“Haven't 1 said it’s tipping?” grunted Fatty.

“PBut this'is the othah onet!” .

“Oh, dear! That’s ripping, too!”

“Y am afwaid, Wynn, that yow are nol vewy intewested
in necktics,” said . Arthur Augustus severely. “ You
New Houso Doundahs are wathah slovenly! Howsvah, 1
will come with you now. YWhere are you goin’?”

“I'm goin’ to raid the larder!” "

“Yaas, but isn’t it kept lockeds” . ’ )

“The window,” explained Fatty Wynn. “I've mosed |

_ it all ont. .T can get to the larder window if & chap

twnks me up.”

“Bai Jovo! IT'd beller not put on & toppal, then!”

“ Well, I might kneel ou your hat!”

“1 ehould certainly wefusc to allow anybody to kneel
on my hat, Wynn. If I am going to bunk you up, I

" will. put on a cap—powwaps I'd better tako Blake’s cap,

us it may got feahfully wumpled! Bai Jove! And T'IL
put on one of Dig’s jackets, as you may wub your hoots
against it. I won’t keep you a minute!” .

“ Buck up, for goodness’ sake!”

“What's the huwwy?”

“I'm hungrv!”

¢ Gh, all wight1”

Arthur Augustus, arrayed in Blake's cap and Dighy's
jacket, accompanied the fat Fowrth-Former from the
study. They descended the stairs together, and wenf
out into tho dusky quadrangle. Blake and Herries.and
Digby wero coming in from the footer, and they hailed

© Arthur Augustus at once.

“Tea ready?”’ called out DBlake. .

“Bai Jove! I forgot tea! I have been itwyin' on
neckties !” )

“Tathead! Como ard lend a hand, then!”

“Pway excuse ine, Blake! T am goin’ to help Wynn.”

“What’s the little game®” demanded Herries.

“ Pewwaps it would be bettah to say nothin’ about it,
Hewwies. Wynn would got into a feahful wow if it
came out that L was waidin’ the lardah!” )

¢ Cheese it!” growled Fatty Wynn, with an uncasy-
glanco rownd.

“All sowene, Wynn! T am not goin’ to tell them
anythin’,” said Arthur Augustus cheerfully. “Come on,
deah boy!” v
o The swell of St. Jim’s walked off with Falty Wynn, -
leaving his chums chuckling. Arthur Augustus’ way of
keeping anything everct never failed to cause hilarity
in Study No. 6. v )

In the dusk the two juniors slipped round to the rear
of the New House. Lights wer¢ burning in the kitchen
and the house-dame’s room, but the windows were
seroened with dark curtains.  Fatty Wynn stopped

: ©° Tun Geu Lisrary.—No. 400,
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ander a square dark window with a stone sill covered
with wirc-netting.
“Js that the iardah-window, deah -boy?”
“That’s it!” Lo .
“But yon will nevah be able to get thwough the wiah.”
“T’ve got a pair of wire-cutters!”

“Bai Jove! Wynn, there will be a feahfnl wow if bthe

lardah is burgled like that!” said Arthur Augustus, in

some alarm.
“That’s why I haven’t got a-New House chap to help
me,” said Fatty. “It won't come ont about you lending

"a hand.”

Y was not thinkin' ef that, Wynn. But it will come
eut about you, and Watty will come down on you like a
hundwed of bwicks. He will know it is yom if you take

. your own gwub.”

. hettah than ke advised by a fella

1

“Cun’t be helped. Gimme a bunk u
“Pway allow me to give you a wor of advice, deah
boy,” said’ Arthur Augustus sagely. *You cannot do
of tact and judgment,

- I-wathah pwide myself upon Amy'tact"an(l judgment, you

Jnow. The fellahs in my studay
“Ring off, old chap, and gimme a bunk up.” i
“The fellahs in my studay,” pursied Arthur Augustns

ealmly,." do not wely on my tact and judgment, and they

get into- all sozts of sewapes. I twust you will take my

advice. I wecommend you—" .

‘“Oh, deax !’

“ Anythin’ the mattah, Wynn?t”

“No; only suffering from too much jaw !”

“ Weally, Wynn—-" . #

“ Are you going to bunk me up#” demanded Wyan,

“Yaas, but pway allow me to give you a word of advioe
firet.  If you collah your own gwub, Watty will know it
is you. - Why mnot colizh womethin’ else of . the same
value, which would be quite justifiable? Then Watty

_will not have any clue.”

- wall, and Fatty Wynn ¢ ambered on his back.

you know. I twust you ave not hurt.

““ My ha,t-!"’
sage advice.
out, Gussy.” .
““Weally, Wynn—-" . - :
“T’ll jolly well do it,” said Fatty. *There's lots in
the larder, I know that, once I'm within reach of it.
Thanks, old scout. Now burk me up.”
“ Certainly, deah boy.”
Arthur Augustus D’Are

said Fatty Wynn, quite struck by that
“Yowre pot saeh an idiot &3 they make

planted himeelf close to the
Therc
was a loud gasp from Arthur Augustus.’

-““Whatter marrer?” mumbled Wynu breathleasly.

“ Gwoooch! I—I forgot you weighed twentay stoue,
Wynn,”

T don’t weigh twenty stone, you fathead!”

“ YT feah I ahall coliapse. Gwooh! Oh, bai Jove!”

“Don’t let me down!” yelled Fatty Wynn. “Btick it
out! Oh, crumbs! Yah!”

Bump'!

Arthur Augustus had fairly
Pourth-Former’s weight. He
Wynn came down with a rush
sympathetic ground, and roared. .

“Yow-ow! Oh, you fathead! Yoo-hoooh!”

0“ G’WOOOh 12 K K

“Qh, you idiot! Oh,-my bones! Yow.ow

“Qh, deah!” panted Arthur Augustus. “I am weally
vewy sowwy, Wynn. But weally I am not an elephant,
Oh, deah!”

col.ln}ised under the fat
staggered, and Tatty
He sat on the hard, un-

1

“Yaroooh !

“If you make that wow, Fatty, Watty may heah
you. ;
Fatty Wynn choked back the sounds of anguish. He
Qid not wish to be caught under the larder window, fre-
quenting with felonious intent, so to epeak.- He limped

to his feet, mumbling. : . ’

“Bai Jove! How vewy luckay!’ ejaculated ArtSur
Augustus suddenly. ) -
““Lucky, you dummy!’
gulphurously. = - : .

“T was weferrin’ to this jacket, deah boy. You have
wubbed your mudday boots all ovah it It was vewy
Juckay I put on Dig’g jacket.”. T ’

"Bunkmeu i { NG i . K
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 breathed. Fatty Wyun

cutters,

" eome nosing round, or Sefton? Feu
cap i

. wabbit.heah.”. ..

“Oh, deah !’

“Look here, I'Il burk you up !’ said Fatty Wynn. . “1

" ean etand your weight o1l right. Get on my shoulders.”

“Bai Jove! But—but I don’t want to wob the larduh!”

*“Look here—" . =

“Oh, vewy well!" said Arthur Augustus resignediy,
“Pway give me s back, Wynn.” -

Fatty Wynn planted himself firmly close to the wall,
and Arthur Augustus climbed on his back. The Welsh
junjor stood like a rock. Arthur Augustus, kneeling on
_his shoulders, easily reached the stone eill above.

“All serene?” murmured Fatly. *Here’s the wire-

. cutters. Just rip it open, anyhow; it don’t matter if

you damage it.”
“1 chould be sowwy te do unnecessawy damage,

- Wynn.”

“For goodness’ sake, don't jaw so much, old chap’”
said Wynn. “You're like a sheep’s head, yon know—

- nearly all jaw. The cook may conic out any minute.”

“Bai Jove !’ .
Arthur Augustus set to work rapdly with the wirc.
In a few minutes the wire-netting over tre
window was in ruine. Ineide the netting was the window,
which, however, was ~open for venfbilation. Arthur
Augustus put in his head and shoulders, resting bis
weight on.the sill,

“All right?” asked Fatty anxiously.

.“Yawoooh ¥

“ What’s the matter now?” ,

“Gwoooh! D’ve knocked my heastlay hicad !’

“Never mind your head, old chap. Hund wut the
grub—all you can reach.” ’
. “Yow-ow !’ . o

“I’'m waiting, you know. Suppese Menteit

roodness’

It was very dork inside the larder, but as Arthar
Augustus’ eyes became teed to the gloom, he could see

. varigus articles within his geach.

* What shall I pass ‘)’0'?1, Wymn® There is a cold

“Yes, yes!” -

“And a tongue.”

“ Good I .

“And a numbah of savsages.”

* Ripping ¥

“And a meat-pie.”

“ Hurrah !”

*“Yaas; but which of them shall I pass to you, Wwnir?

“The lot—quick !” :

“Bai Jovel’. im s .

Arthur Augustus handed out the articles one after
another. Fafty Wynn received them from bim and laid
them on the ground. Arthnr Augustus wriggied ouy
backwards from the window. and dropped {o the ground,
Waﬁping. He rubbed his noble “npapper ” ruther ruc-
ully.

“}I, have given my bead a feahfu! kneck,” he remarked.
1 Fatty

o3 will do

“Never mind. You have this meat-pie,” =
generously. “The rabbit and tongue and xc
me.” .

“Thank you, deah boy. I was pot burgiin’ on my owi
account. am wathah dustay and gwubbay. T4 was
vewy fortunate I put Dig’s jacket on. Bettah cleah off
befoah you are spotted wound hech.” )

“You bet! Thanks awfully!”

“ Don’t mench, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus vrace-
fully. And le walked off to the School House, while
Fatty Wynn collected up his plunder with a gleeful
countenance, which shone with watiefaction like unte 3
full moon.

CHAPTER 3.
o Corn in Egypt!

HERE was a sound of voiees rajsed in warm
argument in Study No. 6 as the Terrible-Three
eame along ‘the paséage. Tom Merry kicked the
door ‘open,’ and looked in. The four Fourth-

* Formers . ‘wers there, and they seemed a .little excited.
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breath,

Redfern dodged round a iree. Mr. Ratcliff dodged anei‘. h.m, anu Redfern promptliy dodged round ano iuer,
It was like a game; and Mr, Ratelits, rcalising whai a rigiculous ‘igure he was - -uttin
““ Do you refuse 1o follow me, Redfern?’ he gasped, *‘ Yes, sir,” said Redfern quietly, (See Chapter 11.)

g, stooped, panting r

“+Herries was grinning, but Blake and Digby were talking
¢ <to Arthur Augustus in extremely emphatic tones.

. “Trouble in the family?” said Tom Merry soothingly.
s “Tell your Uncle Tom all about it.”
wev “Let nmot your angry passions rise,” chided  Monty

for the ¢ Weekly.” " -
“We’ve come to tea,” hinted Manners. .
“I twust, you fellows, that you will leave off waggin’
anow that our guests have awwived,” said Arthur
. Augustus, with stately dignity. ) ‘
“{;)ook at my-jaeket!” hooted Digby. “Covered with
nud t” ;
“Look at my cap!” growled Blake. “Smothered!”
“It weally was not my fault, Blake. I could not
wefuse to give \’nynn a bunk up. I wegard it as vewy
gweat pwesence of mind on my part to put on your cap
;..and Dig's jackft. I noticed that the fat boundah’s boots

~were mudday.”. : .

. “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible Three.

. “Next time I play footer on a muddy day,” said Blake

i:ferociously, “I'll put on Gussy's Sunday topper and his
best bags!”

“Bai Jove, Blake—."

NEXT
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e - yet weceived the wemittance I was expectin’.
iy ‘Lowther. * Be good, and I'll read you my latest limerick -

“TALBOT'S RESCUE!"

“What about tea?”’ murmured Manners, “ We've heen
cditing a long time, and editing makes you hungry.”

“Pway stop waggin’, deah boys. Let’s have tea,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I am sowwy to say that I have not

s

- “Then what are we going to have for tea?” demanded

" Blake. “The cupboard’s as empty as the Kaiser's brain

’

box.
“Bai Jove! It appeahs that I have wequested your
companay to tea at a wathah awkward moment, you
fellahs.” : i .
“ It do—it does!” agreed Tom Merry. “We forgive
you, but what about tea? Our study cupboard is as

-empty as the safe of a house where the Crown Prinoce

has stayed.” ) .
“Better all go together, and make somebody stand ua
tea,” said Blako reflectively. “ Who's in funds along the
passage? They can’t refuse seven of us.”-
“Ha, ha, ha!” et . ’ .
“Weally, Blake—— Bai Jove, heah is that boundah
Wyna again!” gyt i o
Fatty Wynn came into the study, followed by Figginsg
and Kerr, All three of .the New House juniors were

grinning, - ) :
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There wae a large bag in Fatty Wynn’s plump hand,
and he laid it on the table. The School House juniors
regarded it in surprise.

*“What the dickens——" began Tom Merry.

“You fellows haven't had tea?” asked Figgins
anxiously.

“No fear! There isn’t any tea going in this study.”

“Good! We've comg to teal” )

“The merry dickens you have!” ejaculated Blake.
“Well, you're welcome to @ whack in one of Towser's
dog-biseuits. That’s all we've got!”

“We've brought the feed with us,” exclaimed Figgins.
“If you chaps don’t mind, we’ll stand the feed, it wo
can have it in your study.”

“Come to my arms!” said Blake affectionately.

“Bai Jove, that’s wippin’, Figgay, deah boy "

“Fatty’s simply rolling in tuck,” said Figgins. “He
won’t tecll ws where he got it from, but he’s simply
recking with it. For some weird reason I don’t pretend
to understand, he wants to have the feed over heve.
Ratty confiscated some of his stuff this afternoon, but
he wouldn’t worry us at tea-time. But there it is!”

“Corn in Egypt!” said Monty Lowther, as Iatly
Wynn opened the bag. “My hat, what do my aged eyes
behold? ~ Sosses, rabbit, meat-pie, tongue! Fatty, my
plump tulip, let me kiss thee on thy baby brow !”

“Ob, come offI” said TFatty. “Lend me a frying-pau,
somebody. IT'lIl have theso things ready in a jiff. I
suppose yow've got salt and pepper, and some hread.
That's all we want now.”

“We'll berrow a loaf along the passage,” said Blake,
“4Ag for the giddy condiments, we've got lots. That's
all we had for tea hefore you came. By Jove, we'll let
you sing a Welsh song after tea, if you like, Fatty!”

“Ha. ha, ha'l”

Fatty Wynn did not answer: he was alrcady bu-v
with the frying.pan. His fat face beamed a- the
sausages hegan to sizvle,

The eclouds had rolled by, go to speak, in Study No. 6.
It was too late for tea in Hall, and seven hungry juniors
would have been reduced to the necessity of raiding
along the passage but for the timely avrival of Tiggin-
& Co. It was like corn in Egypt in one eof the lean

€arE,

I All hands set- to work at omee. Where Falty Wynn
had mysteriousty obtained that timely supply did not
matter very much, compared with the much smorve
impoxtant fact that he had obtained it. The table was
laid, the crocks were handed out, while a heneficent
seent of cooking filled the study, and pervaded the
passage outside. .

“Begin with the wabbit!” Dbeamed Taity Wynn.
“Better have that cold. It's a ripping rabbit—I've had
some. Never mind where it came from-—pile in

“Blessed if I quite ecateh on,” said Tew Mervy,
“What's the giddy mystery, anyway:”’ ¢

“1 cateh on, though!” griveed Blake. “This is what
that fathead was bunking Wynn up for, I suppose.”

“What’s that:” execlaimed I'iggins.

“Shut up!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn hastily, turning
ruddy face from the fire. *“They're not to know '™

“We're not to know!” exclaimed Kerr.

“No! Not a word!”

“Why not, you fat image?’

“RSafer not!” said Fatty Wynrn mysteriously.
2]l right. Don’t you ask ony euestious.
mine, that’s enough. 10

“No, but—-"

“Pile in! The sosses are nearly done.”

Most of the juniors were already piling in. They were
0 Blake & Clo. were fresh from the feoter.
and the. Terrible Three had been editing so busily that
they had forgotten tea-time So full justice was done
to that handsome spread =o unexpectedly “stood” hy
Fatty Wynn.

“Bai Jove! I must wemark that this is wippin® of you
ehaps!” said Arthunr Aungustus D’Arey. “But if Watty
knew——"

“What’s Ratty got to d» with it asked Yiggins,
mystified. o :

“Nothing " jerked in Fatty
Guassy 1”

Tug Gex Lisrary.—No, 409,

*That's
The grub’s
xehange is no robbery, is it:”

;
Wynn.  “Cheese if,

No. 4."“THE CREYFRIARS HERALD,”

“Wely on me, deah boy! T am not gein’ to say o word
about the lardah—-"

“The larder!” ejaculated Figgins. *‘What larder:”

“Pway excuse me if T do not weply to that question,
Figgins. If you do not know anythin’ about it, you will
be able to say so to Watty when he makes inquiwies.”

“ Blessed 1f I understand,” said Figgins. “But these
sosees are a treat—just like those we had for breakfast
this morning. Might be come of the same lot, by Jove,
ouly better cooked. Pass me another, Fatty.”

“Here you are, Figgy.”

“ Gentlemen,” said Monty Towther, Lolding mp Lis
tea-cup, “here’s to the founder of the feast, and may
lis shadow never grow whiskersi”

“Hear, heav!”

“Heah, heah!” chuckled Aithur Awvgustus. “Heal’s
to the foundah of the feast—ald Watty! Ha, ha, hal”

“Ratty!” repeated Figgins, with a stare.

“Shut up!”’ roared Wyan

“Weally, Wynn, I was not goln’——

“Shove a soss into his mouth, and keep him quiet!”
said Fatty Wynn. ST

“T wefuse to have a soss shoved iute my mouth, Fatiy
Wynn, and I wegard you as an uss!”

Tiggins and Kerr were decidedly. mystified, - but
Yatty’s cvident uncasiness made them forbear to ask
questions. Tea in Study No. 6 finished amid gencral
sutisfaction.

Just after the juniors had finished, the door of the
study opened, and Redfern of the New House looked in.

“ Oh, you're here!” he exclaimed. “I've becn looking
for you. Come on!”’

“ What’s the row:” asked Figgins.

“Ratty! The whole House is ealled up, and you ware
missing, g0 I've scouted for you. Come cn, or Rotty will
warm you!”

}“TL‘,e whole Housc!” repeated Kerr. “ What's wroug.
then? )

“ Gooduness knows!” Redfern shrugged bis shoulders.
‘}" %at‘fy in his tantrums agoin, I zuppose. Fellow on,
kidsg !

Redfein hurried away. and Yiggiug & Co. followed
him. There was no time 4o Le wasted, when My,
Ratelif bhad ordered the House to be assembled. My,
Rateliff did not like being kept waiting.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Auguetus D'Arcy, when the
New House fellows had gozne. I fezh there is going to be
twouble. Watty is lookin’ for the waidah.”

“ What raider:” demanded Tom Merry,

“Pway keep it .dark, deah boye. Taity has bLeen .
waidin’ the lardah, because Watty confiscated his gwnb.”

“Aud that’s where the feed came frem:” exelajmed
Manners,

*“Yaas, wathali !”

“Oh, my hat!” )

I wegard Patty as bein’ quite justitied, othahwice I
~liculd not have bunked him up. But Watty will be
vewy wild, I think. I twust Fatly will keep it darvk.
Pewwaps we had bettah go ovah and see how they're
eettin’ on.”

“Perhaps we hadn't!” grunted Blake.
Iatty away as safe as houses [

* Weally, Blake—-"

“Well, it was a good feed!” remarked Monty Lowther,
1t was worth a licking, especially if Fatty gets the
licking. DBut it had better be kept awfully dark, and I
suggest that Gussy be promptly sat upon every time he
openys his mouth.”

Po whieh the whole study repiicd wnanimonsly:

* Hear, hear!”

S5 3
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“You'd give

CHAPTER 4.
Mr. Ratcliff is Ratty!

HERE was considerable surprise, and i scvie
quarters alarm ir the New House at St. Jim's,

The order had gone ferth .for the whole House

10 be assembled in Hall, by order of the House-
master. Even the high and mighty Sixth were not
exempt.  Monteith and Baker aund Sefton and the rest
of the New House Sixth-Formers looked very cross when
they cawmo in. They did not like being bothered. Sueh

i~ QUT TO-DAY. BUY iT AT ONGCE!
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alarm as was felt was among the juniors. They did not
know what delinquencies might have come to light, and
the matter was ovidently serious.

Tiggins and Kerr looked very curiously at TFatty
Wynn, as the Co. took their g]ases in 4he ranks of the
Tourth. The references to “Ratty” in Study No. 6
recurred to their minds, and they wondered whether the
fat Fourth-Former was the cause of this unusual pro-
ceeding on Ratty’s part. Tatty Wynn’s plump face
expressed nothing whatever. Mo maintained an
appearance of unconcern.

“ Anybody know what the row is?” whispered Redfern.

“ Blessed if I do,” said T'iggins,

“It’s a giddy mystery,” said Lawrence,
to do with Mrs. Kenwigg; I think.”

“ Mrs. Kenwigg?” .

“Well, Ratty went to see her in her room, and came
away looking like a Hun!" said Lawrence. “I saw him.
He’s been down in the kitchen, too. Something gone
wrong below stairs.”

“ What’s that got to do with us?” said Owen.

“ Goodness knows.”

“Silence !” rapped out Monteith irritably, as Mr.
Ratelift came in.

There. was silence at once, and all eyes were turned
upon Mr. Ratcliff. That gentleman’s thin and mecagre
face was not pleasant in its expression. His brow was
like thunder. Ratty was evidently in one of what the
juniors disrespectfully termed his © tantrums.”

Mr. Ratclift’s emall, bright eyes, which reminded one
of a rat, gleamed upon the anxious assembly. Someo of
the prefécts assuimed an air of elaberate unconcern.
They wanted Mr. Ratclif to be aware that his
“tantrums” did not disturb the sercuity of the Sixth.

“Boys,” said Mr. Ratcliff, in a voice like a file, “a
most unprecedented thing has occurred in this House.
4&n act of flagrant dishonesty has been committed.”

A thrill ran through the assembly.

Clampe of the Shell turned guite pale. He wondered
wildly whether Mr. Ratcliff had discovered, at last, any
of his secret dealings with a certain “ bookie,” whose
“dead certs” accounted for a good deal of Clampe’s
pocket-money.

Sefton of the Sixth looked uneasy, too. He had certain
little secrets, which he was very careful to keep to him-
self, but which might have been brought to light. )

Mr. Ratcliff paused, to allow his words to sink in, per-
haps to give the assembled consciences time to work.

“A robbery has been perpetrated!” he said. ’

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Iiggins, in dismay.

“ Somebody’s been burgling Ratty’s desk again!” mur-
nured Redfern. “Oh, dear! The Scheol House will chip
us over this.”

“I don’t belicve it,” muttered Kerr angrily. “The old
donkey is making some 1diotic mistake, There aven't any
thieves in the New House.”

“Silence !” growled Monteith.

“Some time this afternoon,” resumed Mr. Ratcliff, “ the
House larder was broken into, and a guantity of eatables
abstracted.” :

There was s buzz in the Hall. Monteith looked at Mr.
Rateliff as if he would like to hit him. So that was it.
After giving them that shock, it turned out that some-
body had taken “tuck ” from the larder., That was all!
Mr. Ratcliff talked as if a burglary had been committed.

“The old duffer!” growled Figgins, in velief. “I knew
it was all rot. Somebody's taken a currant bun, I
suppose.” : )

“Silence !” exclaimed Mr. Rateliff, as the murmur of
voices rose—a murmur of anger and indignation.

The buzz died away. )

“ Some unknown boy,” weut on the Housemaster, “ haa
broken into the larder. The wire-netting over the window
bhas been cut. A meat-pie, a tongue, a number of
sausages, and a cold rabbit have been taken.”

“ My hat!” murmured Kerr and Figgins together.

Their eyes turned involuntarily upon Fatty Wyun.

Fatty closed one eye.for a moment.

“The House has bheen assembled, in crder that the
culprit may be discovered at once,” said Mr. Rateliff.
* Some boy in this House has heen guilty of this theft.
It is possible that the boy in question does not regard
the action in the light of a theft. I take the most serious
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" view of the matter, however. The culprit will be severely

flogged, and a bill will be sent to his parents for pay-
ment. I call upon the boy in question to come forward !

Some of the juniors grinned. -

The prospect of being severely flogged, and of having
a bill sent to his parents, was not exactly enticing to
any boy. No one was surprised to see that nobody came
forward.

Mr. Rateliff waited a full minute. There was no move-
ment and no reply. His brow grew darker,

“There is no clue, at present, to the culprit,” he said.
“If the boy refuses to admit his guilt, his punishment
will be all the more severe when he is discovered. He
may even be expelled from the school. Boys, I appeal to
you! There is a dishonest lad in your midst. Anyone
who ﬂmows or suspects him is bound to come forward and
speak.” _ .

“Chance for a sneak!” said Figgins. “ What offers?”

There was a chuckle in the Fourth.

Mr. Ratcliff’s cold™ eye turned upon the Fourth-
Formers. The chuckle died away suddenly. )

“I am.waiting,” said Mr. Ratcliff. “I am perfectly
assured that this outrage has not been committed without
the knowledge of other boys.”

Mr. Rateliff waited. He was likely to wait. If any
fellow there had known or suspected the identity of the
raider, he was not likely .to come.forward and acquaint
Mr. Rateliff with it. His life would hardly have been
worth living in the New House afterwards.

Darker and darker grew the brow of the Housemaster.
To his narrow and prejudiced mind a refusal te “sneak”
seemed like a defiance of his autherity.

“Very well,” said Mr. Rateliff, at last. “It appears
that the whole House associates itself with the ¢ishonest
boy who has robbed the larder. Until the guilty party is
discovered, therefore, punishment will fall upon the
whole House. I except, of course, the senior boys. The
culprit is undoubtedly a boy in the Shell, the Fourth, or
the Third Form. I give him one more opportvnity to
speak.”

Silence,

“Very well—very well indeed!” Mr. Ratcliff could not
conceal his irritation and chagrin. “The juniors of this
House are evidently in a conspiracy against the authority
of their Housemaster. It is my duty to make my
authority respected. I shall not fail to do so. Since the
larder has undoubtedly been robbed in order to provide
for an orgy of over-feeding in some junior study, I have
. little doubt that a discovery will-be made. Unless it is

“made, and at once, the junior portion of this Heouse will
be placed upon short commons until the culprit is kmown.
Monteith 1" .

“Yes, sir!” said the head prefect of the Nevw House,
with a grim look,

“You and the other prefects will kindly make Inquiries
‘as to the recent consumption of food in the junior studies.
You will ascertain in which of the studies has leen con-
sumed a mecat-pie, a tongue, a rabbit, and a quantity
of sausages. Kindly report to me at once. Dismiss!”

The assembly broke up, grinning. Monteith’s face was
a study. To make a round of the juniors stadies in-
quiring after lost meat-pies and sausages was not exactly
a task that pleased the great- man of the Sixth, .

“Get to your studies, you young rasca’s,” said
Monteith gruffly.

And the juniors departed smiling.

R,

CHAPTER 5.
The Sausage Hunters!

s URN out your pockets!” grinned Rediern.

Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence were in their

study, awaiting the call of the prefects,

Those great personages had indulged in 2
considerable amount of grumbling imong themselves, and
in strict privacy had passed remarks about Mr. Ratcliff
which would Lave made his scanty lair curl if he had
heard them.

But the Housemaster’s behest had to be obeyed, and
Monteith and Baker and Webb and Sefton started onm
their rounds.

Monteith looked frowningly into Redfern’s study, and
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his frown grew deeper as he heard Redfern’s humorous
remark.

“Now then,” enapped the prefect, “what did you kids
have for teaf” )

“ Ginger-beer,” caid Redfern.

“ Nothing elset”

“No; we ran out of tea, and drank ginger-beer
instead.”

“1 mean, what did you have to cat?
well what 1 mean, you young »aseal !”

“Let’s see,” said Redfern meditatively,
rasher.”

“1 had an egg,” said Lawrence cheerfully. i

“T had a bloater,” said Owen, * You can still scent it
in the study, Monteith.”

“ No meat-pies?”

#No, worse luck!’

“ Or sausages, or vabbit:”

“Divil a one!”

“ And no tonguef”

“Well, T had a tongue,” said Redicrn, )

“Ah! Well, you'll have to account for it, I suppﬁ;v,"
growled Monteith. “Did you get it at the tuekshop?

3 No !?,

“ At Rylcombed”

it NO.”

“Did it come in a hamper:”

& NO.:’

“QOh' said Monteith. “Then you can kindly explain
where you got it? Did onc of the other fellows give it o

You know very

“I Lad o

o NO'M

“Then where did you get it:” .

“¥ brought it to St. Jim's with me.”

Monteith stared. B i .

“You brought that tongue to St. Jim’s with you!” he
cjaenlated. “Do yon mean to say that o tongue has kept
good all that time!”

“Yes, Monteith.”

“It's impossible—unless it was {imned tengue, of conrse,
Was it in a tin:”

33 NO‘:) ) ) ;

“Very well, you will follow me to Mr. Ratelifi. "

“I—T cay, Monteith, it was mine, you kuow,
Redfern. . .

“You can prove that to Mr. Rateliff. He may belicve
that you have an untimned tongue that’s kept good fov
whole terms—perhaps.” . )

“But—but it kept good all right, Monteith. I've used
it every day. I—I kept it in a safe place, you »ce. !

“Oh1 And where did you keep it

“In my mouth.”

“ Your mouth?” yelled Monteith. o

“Qertainly! Where eould T keep it? You see, ity
fixed there,” cxplained Redfern. “It—it's my own tongue
T'm speaking about, yon know. I—I was born with it.’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lawrence and Owen.

Monteith simply gasped as he realised that the Fourth-
Yormer was pulling his leg. The cheerful Reddy had
been alluding to his own tongue, which certainly he had
brought to St. Jim’s with him.

Monteith did not laugh. He grasped Redfern by the
collar.

“ You cheeky young sweep !” he roared.

“Here, I say, Monteith! Yow-ow! Leggo! I
you know—— Oh, crumbs! Yah!”

Monteith chook the jumior till the study spun round
him. Then he dropped him on the rug, and stamped out
of the study. Redfern sat up and gasped.

“Oh, wry hat! The silly ass! Lot of good working
efi first-class humour on a giddy prefect!” he groaned.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monteith stamped along to Figgins’ study. TFiggins &
Co. looked very demure as he came in, frowning.

“We had tea over in the School House, Monteith,” said
Kerr. ‘“But you can look in the cupboard if you like.”

“Hang your cupboard !” said Monteith.

But he looked in, and satisfied himself that there were
no meat-pies, rabbits, sausages, or tongue there. He
came out of the study and met Baker, who was making
for the stairs.

“ Finished?” he asked.
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Baker snorted.

“Yes; I’ve asked the kids.”

“Taken their word—what?”’

“Yes  Why not? If Ratty wants to track down
sousages and rabbits, he can track ’em down himself.”

Baker went down to his study, grunting. Monteith
hesitated a moment, and followed him. Weblh followed,
too. Only Sefton was left to carry on the inquiry. The
bully of the Sixth was keener on the scarch than the
other prefects.

But Sefton failed to make uny discovery. He came into
Monteith’s study to tell the head prefect so. .

“Somo of the young rascals have had the stuff,” said
Qefton.  “But I faney they'vo hidden it away some-
where.”

“1 don’t care if they have,” said Monteith. “I know
we've been made to look idiots to the whole House. Some
cheeky young rascal has nicknamed us already the
sausage-hunters.”

“I'm fed up with it,” growled Baker.

“Same here,” said Monteith “I'll go and tell Ratty
there’s nothing doing. He can send for a detective if he
likes. Perhaps Sexton Blale or Ferrers Locke might<be
ablo to track down his lost 1abbit. I know I'm jolly well
not going to de it !”

And Monteith repaired to Mr. Roteliff’s study with hi3
report.

The Housemaster heard it, with a black brow.

“Then the stolen goeds cannot be discovered:™ he
exclaimed.

“No, sir. As a matter of fact,” said Mouteith, speak-
ing out more plainly than he usually ventured to do with
his Housemaster, “it was very likely only a lark of
somo kid, and it seems rather strong to call it a theft.”

1 did not ask your opinion about that, Monteith.”

“Very well, siv,” said the prefect, greatly discomfited,
and he guitted the study without ancther word.

Mr. Rateliff remained alone with a meody brow.

‘The matter was not done with yet, by any means. The
New House fellows did not expect Mr. Rateliff to let it
drop; they kmew him too well for that. They were
curions to know what step he would take next.

He had spoken of punishing the whole House unless
the delinguent was discovered—an act of imjustice which
would be rather “thick 7 even for Ratty.

There were two juniors who kuew who the real eulprib
was, After the prefect’s visit to their study. Figgins snd
Kerr taxed Fatty Wynn on the subject. Fuatty Wynn
was pon-committal.

“Pon’t you ask questions,” he said. " The less ycu
know about it the better; old Ratty may get on your
track.”

“But that feed over the way!’ exclaimed Figgin«.
“There was a meat-pie, a rabbit, o tongue, and
siusages.”’

“Therc was!” agreed Fatty.

“Then you burgled the larder.
Ciussy to help you.
said Kerr.

“You oughtn't to have done it, Fatty,” said Figgins
seriously.  “You might have known that Ratty would
call 1t stealing.”

Fatty Wynn snorted.

“1f I had anything, it was only what I was entitled to,”
be replied. “Ratty took my jam-tarts and cake, didn’t
he? Exchange is no robbery' I didn’t call him a thief
when he teok my cake.”

*“ Abemi ! Housemasters do  these things,”
Figgins. .

“He’s put it among the Houso stores,” said Fatty,
“'That will save him money on the bills. 1 suppose @
chap in the Fourth ain't supposed to supply the Housze
with jam-tarts and cake, is he? One good turn deserves
another. He’s got my jam-tarts and my cake m
exchange for his stuff. What more does he want?”

“He wants you!” grinned Kerr.

“Oh, rats! I’'m not going to tell you fellows anything
about it, cither,”

“Well, you couldn’t tell us much more-than we know
already,” grinned Figgins. *“So that’s why you got a
School House chap to kelp you, was it? Well, I don't

And T suppose you gob
That’s what he was chortling about,”

said
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see what Ratty can do, so long as we keep mum. Bul
—but I wonder what ho’s got in his head.”

It was mot till the next morning that Figgins & Co.
discovered what Mr. Rateliff had in his head. It came
as o painful shock to them,

CHAPTER 6.

Short Commons!

& HAT'S the trouble?”
The Torrible Three had comc cut of tho
School House after breakfast, for a run in

the keen winter air before lessons. ~They
found Figgins & Co. in the quadrangle, looking decidedly
glum and grim. Iatty Wyan was abmost in tears,

* Licked?” asked Manners,

Figgins shook his head.

“Worse than that!” groaned Falty Wysn, “Why
don’t: some Hun drop a bomb on Ratty? That's what I
wont to know!”

“Ratty again!” said Monty Lowther.

“You'd hardly beliove it,” said Figging, with sup-
pressed fury. “Fairly knocked us into a cocked hat.
The larder was raided yesterday—-"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“ And the chap can’t he discovered—"

“ Rather a fat chap, wasn’t it grinned DMonty
Lowther.

“Well, whoever it was, he
Yiggins, “Ratty’'s decided to punish the whole House—
the jumiors, you know—till he's found. And how do Fou
think he’s going to do itl"”

* Lickings or lines?”

“Worse!” groaned Fatty.

“He says the grub was raided for what he calls an
orgy. What we call a study feed, Ratty calls an orgy,
you kunow. That’s lik¢ him. Well, he's going to stop
our orgies. He's cut down thé grub.”

Aly hat!”

“No rashers in the morning!” s=aid TFatty VWymn
tragically. “Only bread-and-butter and porridge.”

“Well, o chap can survive on bread-and-butter and
porridge,” said Tom Merry comfortingly. “Lots of
people live on that.”

I can’t!” mumbled Fatty,

“Of course, it comes harder on Fatty,” said Kerr.
“ Fatty could always eat enough for a dozen, you knovw.
But that isn’t all, Dinner, too——"

* He’s cutting down the dinner!” said Figgins, “ That'=
the order! All juniors in the House will have one small
helping, and no pudding.”

“No pudding !” gasped Fatty Wynu.
believe it?  No pudding! N-f-no pudding !”

“Horrors on horrers’ head!” said Monty Lowther
~ympathetically.

“And tea in the studies is going to be stopped,” #aid
Nerr, *“Tea in Hall for all of us, till the chap is found
out. And only bread-and-butter. No cake or jam. Aud
the tuckshop is out of bounds now for the New House.”

“Great Seott! There won't be any more orgies, that's
a cert.”

“We're not going to stand it!” howled Figgins,

* What are you going to do?”

“ Blessed if I know,” Figgins had to confess. “'You

can’t be found,” said

“Woeuld you

-see, you can’t scrag a Housemaster; ‘tain’t allowed, But

we're not going to starve.”

“I know my health will give way,” said Fatty Wynn
pathetically. “I sha’n't be able to keep goal any longer,
I shall gradually fade away and die.”

*Well, it will take you longer to fade away than the
other chaps,” remarked Monty Lowther. ¢ You'll be
the sole survivor in the New House, Fatty.”

“Oh, don’t be funny! This ain’t a joke.” .

& It"s more dangerous for Fatty, too,” said Lowther
commiseratingly. “When the chaps get really sharp set,
thiey’ll notice how awfully fat I'atty is, and when it
comes to cannibalism, Fatty’ Wynn will go first. I
&uppose he would last the whole House till the end of
the war.”

“You siliy ass!” reared Patty Wyan.

*“a, ha, ha!”

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:
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“You cackling dummics

“Shush !” said Lowther. “I was going to say—"

“Oh, don’t talk to me, you funny idiot|”

“I was going to say that——"

“Shut up!”

“That perhaps you'd like this toffee,” said Lowther
calmly,

Fatty Wynn's face cleared at once. He accepted the
toffee, and it vanished in a moment. The bell for classes
called the juniers in, and the discussion of the New House
grievances was postponed.

But those grievances were very real and heavy.

At dinnerime in the New House the new regime was
in force, .

Every hungry junior received ome small helping.
Pudding did not appear on the junior tables at all.

It was frue that the amount of provisions supplied
was sufficient to keep the juniors in health. Even Mr.
Rotelift did not care to cut it too short for that. But
2 bare sufliciency for the purposes of subsistence was
unot quite enough for hungry fellows, and, indeed, the
line was drawn very sharp. Very nearly every fellow
in the Heuse would have liked a second helping, hut
there were no helpings to be had. Every fellow, without
caception, wanted the usnal pudding. Iudding was goue
frem their gaze like a beautiful dream,.

The New House juniors were looking Dblack and
rebellious as they came out of the dining-room,

For the New House, the tuckshop had been placed
out of bounds. In spite of the prohibition, however,
there was a swariing in that direction.

But it was in vain, .

Dame Taggles had reccived her orders from Mr. Rat-
-i;liﬁ‘. No New House hoy was to be served in the school-
Sol.

The applicants were turned empty away.

It was simply infuriating.

Ghien were the faces of the New Houze fellows in
clusa that afternson. They cowdd not even look forward
to tea in the study. Tea in the study was hanned.

At tea-time they marched into Hall, and sat down to
the long tables. Frugal fare was placed before them,
and cven bread-and-butter was limited.

After tea they hung about in groups, hungry and
savage, and confiding to one another what they would
like to do to Ratty.

“What are you going to do about it?” Redfern
demanded of Figgins,

Figgins grunted.

“ What can I do?" he as

“Isn’t that your busine

“ Bow-wow !”

“Clampe’s heen talking of finding out the chap who
vaided the larder, und giving him away to Ratty.” suid
ledfern.

Viggins scowled ferociounsly.

““Whero's the rotten sneak:” he exclaimed. “I've got
o thick ear for him!”

“He’s got one alrcady,” said Redfern, with a grin,
“1 left him dabbing his nosc, too.”

“Good for you, Reddy!”

"I suppose you chaps know who it was?” sald
Lawrence.

“Ahem !”

“Might have been sowie School House chap,” said
Tawrence.

“It wasn’t,” said Fatty Wynn.

“Then you know who it was®”

“Ahem!” 3

“Some of the fellows say that the chap ought {o own
up,” remarked Owen. .

“Oh, rot!” said Figgins. “That's all piffle! If Ratty
would be reasonable, it would be different. But he makes
out that it was dishonest to take a meat-pie and a
rabbit in exchange for jam-tarts and a cake. He can’t
:;:P:*?,t a fellow to own up if he's going to put it like

at.

“To say nothing of the flogging,” said Kerr.
rot! Ratty can’t keep this up very long, anyway.”

“Well, if you fellows can't find a way out of the
pickle, I'm going to,” said Redfern. < After all, we're
top study in the New House. I’ve always said so.”
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“You've always talked cut of your silly hat!” agreed
Figgins. .

“Look here, Figging—-"

“Look here, Reddy——" ‘

. “ Cheese it!” said Kerr pacifically. “No good ragging
one another. You think of a way out of it, Reddy, and
we’ll back you up.” : .

_“Done ¥’ said Redfern.

“Hallo! What’s the matter with you, Pratt?” asked
Figgins, as Pratt of the Fourth came along wringing
his hands. - .

“Ow-wow !” gasped Pratt. “I've been through it!
Wow-wow! I—I got Blake to get me some stuff from
the tuckshop, as he’s a School House kid—yow-ow !—and

Ratty found it out somehow—spying, as usual, I sup-

pose—wow! I’ve got three on each—yow-ow !—hand, and
Blake’s reported to his Housemaster—yooop! Railton’s
given him a hundred lines for helping me to disobey
Ratty—wooooow ! . L.

“Well, I suppose Railton had to,” said Figgins con-
siderately. *“But what an awful beast Ratty is! I was
thinking of getting Tom Merry to do some shopping
for me.”

“ Licking if you do!” groaned Pratt.

“And lines for Tommy!” said Kerr.
enough, Figgy!”

“But what’s going to
Wynn, almost wildly.
famished, in fact. What shall I feel like to-night—
what?”

“My hat! It won't be safe to be in the dorm with
you,” said Lawrence, ,

“Something’s got to be done!” roared Fatty Wynu, “I
tell you we’re not standing it'” )

“Well, it’s up to us, as top study,” said Redfern. “I'n
going to have a hig think.”

“What with?” snorted Figgins.

“Oh, go and eat coke!”

“Not good

Redfern and Owen and Lawrence walked away,‘i{;ddy's‘

brows deeply wrinkled. Apparently he had started on
the “big think.”

“ Cheeky ass!”
line, that’s all!”

“But—I say——" mumbled Fatty Wynn.

“All your fault!” said Figgins. “ What did you want
to rob the larder for? We’ve got to go through it, unless
some kind-hearted Hun drops a bomb on Ratty! Nice
prospect I

Patty Wynn groaned at the prospeet. Be groaned
many times that evening at prep in the study. After
the feast the reckoning had come, and the reckoning
was to last longer than the feast! ‘

growled Figgins. “ We've got to toe the

.

CHAPTER 7.
Something Like a Rag!
HE next day there were clouded brows and
gleaming eyes in the New House.
The juniors were fed up—more than fed up.
Rebe%]iou was not exactly feasible, but the
juniors yere very nearly ripe for it.

Tom Merry & Co. were sympathetic, But the School
House fellows could do little. Mr. Rateliffi was very
keen. He had already discovered the “dodge ” of some
of the Mew House fellows in getting friends from the
School Fouse to make purchases for them at the tuck-
shop. EFle had come down very heavy on thet dodge.
Several »f the School House chums had been reported
to their Housemaster for trying to help the umhappy
viotims f Ratty’s tyranny to obtain supplies, and they
had been punished. Whether Mr, Railton approved of
Ratty’s conduct, or not, he could mot allow his boys
to interfere with the regulations of the other House.
And that morning he issued .an order forbidding his
boys to 1nake any purchases at the school-shop, excepting
with their own money, and for themselves. He could
do nothing less, at the demand of Mr. Ratcliff.

That 1esource was knocked on the head at once. Bub
Tom Me'ry & Co., anxious to help.their old rivals who
had fall:n upon such bad times, were not easily beaten.
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be dome?r” exclaimed Fatly.
“I'm frightfully hungry now— .

That day a whole crowd of School House fellows issued.
invitations to tea to a crowd of New House fellows.

But on that point they found that Mr. Ratcliff was
equal to them. Figging & Co. came into the School
House at tea-time, looking lugubrious. They had been
asked to tea, but they had not come to tea. They had

- come to explain that they couldn’t come.

“Heah you are, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus
cheerily, as they came in. -“Tea’s neahly weady in the
studay. Come on!” b

“Can’t!” said Figgins.

“Why not, Figgay?”

“Bchool House out of hounds for us, so long as the
new order Jasts,” said Figgins, “ Just dropped in to
tell you. We must clear now, or we shall be spotted
here. 'Thanks all the same, Gussy, but Ratty’s done us!”

“Bai Jove! What a wotten ghame!”

Figgins & Co. departed hurriedly. But brief as their
visit was, they had been spotted by Sefton, who reported
them to the Housemaster. They were sent for by Mr.
Ratcliff at once.

. “You have broken House-bounds!” said Mr. Rateliff,
taking up his cane. “Hold out your hands! You first,-
Figging !”

Swish! Swich! Swish!

Figgins & Co. quitted Mr. Ratcliit’s study, looking
and feeling quite Hunuish. Fatty Wynn collapsed con
the settee in the Hall. .

Tea in Study No. 6 would have revived Fatty. He
had been robbed of that happy prospect. That was woree
than the caning. Life did not seem worth living to the
fat Fourth-Former just then.

“T’'m jolly well going to run away {rom schooli” Le
groaned. . :

Figgins clenched higs haunds. '

“Bomething will have to be done!” he said. “This
rnn’I‘c gIO on ni:.u:h longer !” :

*“ I—I say, Figgy, suppose I own up?”

“And get a ﬂoggin,g',I Faiihead?” .
~“Well; a flogging wouldn’t-be much-weorse than thix?”
gaid "’]?‘atty Wynn, almost tearfully.” “Fm wasting:
away !

FYigging could not help grinning, angry as he was.
The plump figure of David Llewellyn Wynn showed ro
signs, so far, of wasting away. His plamp cheeks were
as round and rosy as ever.

“You can grin!” mumbled Fatty. “You don’t know
what I'm suffering. I've got an aching void. I know
now what they feel like in open boats at sea.”

“You're not going to own up !” said Figgins decidedly.
“We're not going to give in to Ratty like that. Look
here! We’ll put it to the fellows, and make a regular
protest at tea-time. That ats Reddy says it’s up to him.
Well, I think it’s up to us, and we’re going to take
the bull by the horns!*

“ I'd rather take Ratty by the neck I’ mumbled Wynn.

““ There’ll be a row, Figgy,” said Kerr. :

““ Chance it !’ said Figgins. ’

€ Oh, all serene I’

Re]?ellion was smouldering in many breasts, and
Figging found a good many of the fellows prepared to
back him up. The New House Fourth-Formers looked
very determined when they went into Hall to tea. Mr.
Rateliffi was there, at the senior table, where plenty
veigned as usual. Figgins stood uwp instead of sitting -
down, and the rest of the Fourth followed his example.
Baker, the prefect, who took the head of the Fourth-
TForm table, starved at them.

“ 8it down !’ he snapped.

The juniors remained standing.

“We want to speak to Mr. Kateliff,”” said Figgiase.

““Rubbish! Sit down.” ¢
— Mr. Rateliff glanced round, and rose to his feet. The
look upon his face made some of the juniors wish they
had sat down. But Figgins & Co. stood firm.

““ What is it, Figgins?”

““If you please, sir, we wish to protest !” said Figgins,
a little surprised at his own audacity.

“ What?>’ ‘ .

““ We're tired of going short of food, sir. We protest.”

< Indeed ! said Mr. Ratcliff icily. * You protest,
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¢ Don't let me down,” yelled Fatty Wynn,
fairly collapied under the fat Fourth-Former's weight.

Figgins?® Am I to understand that all the juniors who
are standing up protest also?”’ S ‘

“ Yes, sir,” said a chovus of voices. ; .

“Very well. .Each of you will stay in on Saturday
afternoon and write out five hundred lines' of "Virgil.

Now sit down.”’,

The Fourth-Formers simply collapsed into their seat-.

‘i'he frugal tea was disposed of, amid furious whispcr=
and burning glances.

In silence the Fourth T'orm marched out after tea.

““Ripping wheeze—I don’t think!”’ groandd Fatty
Wynn, “Five hundied lines and a gating—my hat ™

*For goodness’ sake, Figgins, don’t let’s have any
more of your wheezes !’ said Pratt. ;

“Of all the fatheads ! said Digs,

0f all the duffers!”

“-Of all the idiots!" .

€ Oh, shut up!” said Redfern. *° What's the geod of
jawing Figgy? It was a good idea, and 1 backed hin
up. But it was N. G.”

“ N. blessed G.!" groaned Fatty Wynu.

“I'm not going to stay in on Saturday aftcrnoon!”
said Figgins, between his teeth., *° And I'm not going to
write out five hundred lines.”’

“You’ve got to, ass!” said Lawrence.

“Well, I won’t!”

“ We'll have a strike against gatinga and lines,” said
Kerr. ‘“We shall have to come to grips with Ratty
sooner or later. May as well be sooner.”

NEXT

WEDNE‘SDA.Y: "TALBOT,S REE%CUE 1

 Stick it ont! Oh, crumbs! Yah!” Bump! Arthur Augustus had. {
: . He staggered, and Fatty Wynn ¢amce down with a iush,
and sat on the hard, unsympathetic ground and roarved. (See Chapter 2) -

“Blow Saturday afterncon!” said .Fatty Wynn. “I
shall be dead before Saturday afternoon if this gees on.
'm hungry !’

Redfern drow a deep breath.

“1've got an idea-—-"" he began.

(o and bhoil it!” said Figgins ungraciously.

Who'll back me up?” said Redfern.  Dash it all,
Yigay, don’t he a pig, you know! I backed up your
giddy protest, and it wasn’t much good, was ity f've
kept my idea back to give yours a chance.”

“Tet's hear it,” said Figging, more amicably; ‘“any-
thing up against Ratty and I'm your man.”

“ Gentlemen,” said Redfern, looking round at the
avgry and excited Fourth-Formers, “I'm going down
to the bunshop in Rylcombe to have the biggest tea
they can provide. I invite you all to join me.”

“ Bunshop's been put out of hounds,” said Lawrence.

¢ Can’t be helped. T'm going. Wlho's coming with
mer  We'll have the biggest feed of the term !”

“* And wheve will the tin come from?" asked Pratt.
i 1

*Uhat’s the idea,”” said Redfevn calmly. ©° The scheme
is to order heaps of everything, first-class, as much as
we can eat, aud tell themn to send the bill in to Ratty.
We'il explain that it’s Ratty’s treal.”

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

Pigeins burst into a roar. )
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“Ha, ha! Oh, what a rag! What a ripping rag !-I'm
your manl!” o i o . ;
“*Hurray !’ chortled Fatty Wynn.
‘ Bravo, Reddy !”
““There’ll  be a_fearful row,” said Pratt,

“Let there be ! We can stand a row, with a geod feed
inside ue, and plenty in our pockets for to-morrow.

Besides, it will be ‘worth something to see Ratty’s face .

when the bill comes in.”’

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”’ -

““ Who’s game?”’ . demanded Redfern.

“You and I and all of us,” chortled Figgins. © Come
oen ) )
* Hurray !

P’ B .
There was hardly a. fellow who hung back from

" Reddy’s daring scheme. The juniors were all vipe for .

revolt. The news of Redfern’s ““ rag’’ spread like wild-
fire, and crowds of New House juniors rolled up to. join
in the army that was destined to invade the Rylcombe
bunehop. - Fourth and Third and -Shell, and even fags
of the Second, joined heartily in the scheme. Within a
quarter of an hour after tea-time the New House was

- deserted, save by the seniors. . ° s
Redfern of the Fourth, with at least fifty fellows at bis
- baek, was marching on the bunshop. L

CHAPTER 8.
‘ : Ratty’s Treat.
R. BUNN looked surprised. ' .
M " Myr. Bunn’s handsome and up-to-date estah-
Jishment in Rylcombe wag frequently patron-
ised by the St. Jim’s fellows, and on half-

holidays the juniors often came there in erowds. But

fifty fellows at a time was an unusually large order.
Mr. Bunn rubbed his plump hands, and smiled in anti-
eipation”of an unusual rush of husiness. C :
“ Gtood-afternoon, Mr. Bunn!” said Redfern cheerily.
‘“ Good-afternoon, young gentlemen,” smiled - Mr.
Bunu. ' K
“Rather a lot of us—what?’ said Redfern. “It’s a

trcat, ~you ~know—a school-treat. Qur Housgmaster’s

treat.”

“ Indeed !’ - ’

- Yeg; Mr. Ratcliff is standing us a treat,” explained
Redfern. ‘ ) .

““Very kind of Mr. Ratcliff, I'm sure.” . .

“Qh,” he’s kindness itself,”” said Redfern—"in his
own way, you know. 8it down, you fellows, and order
what you like.”

There were a good many tables in the buunshop, but
their accommodation was somewhat taxed by the num-
bers of the New House army. - )

But all the juniors found places, and they procceded to
give their orders with a libérality that delighted the
keart of Mr. Bunn.’ i )

“Put it all down on one bill, please,” Redfern said
to that gentleman. < Now, you fellows, give your
orders!”

Orders poured in.

As Mr. Rateliff was to. poy—though he was not yet
aware of it—there was no reason for the feasters to
stint themselves. . .

And they didn’t stint themselves.

Mr. Bunn and Miss Bunn and the old waiter were kept
very busy during the next half-hour. Fatty Wynn’s
face beamed like a full moon. The feasters started with
solids—such .as rabbit, and meat-ples, aid ham and
tongues, and eggs, and sausages, and saveloys.

Bunn’s stock of those comestibles soon ran short. The

hungry juniors had long privations to make up for,

and they made up for them with o vengeance. .
_From the more solid articles of diet they proceeded to
lighter forms of pastry and preserves, fruits, and sweets
and cakes. . ;

The tables almost gi‘oz‘z‘ngdw’ﬁn&éri the waight of the.

good things. - ; ,

The amount of cakes and jam-tarts a hungry junior
conld consumg yoing
wag astonishing. ) )

Jam-tarts ran out; and’so did dough-nuts and cream
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" whether the feed came to five pounds or fifteen.

Mr.-

“moment had a distinet value.
“Well, I suppose we’d better slide,” said Redfern -
“1{ seems a pity to leave a land of plenty'-

> when the bill was going to somebody else

puffs. Fortunately, there was plenty of cake... Fiye-
shilling cakes vamished- like twopenny ones. Expensive
jars of preserves were emptied as if the company was
composed exclusively of millionaires.

‘When the keen edge was taken off their appetites the
juniors toyed with meringues, candied. fruits, and pine-
apples. .

"Mr. Bunn was keeping @ careful account of the goods

supplied.

Onee he had venturcd to hint to Redfern that the bill.

was running up to a high figure. That was when it
touched five pounds. . But Redfern aesured him that it
was a matter of not the slightest moment. - Mr. Rateliff
was standing the treat, and he would say just the same

was certainly quite correct. -But what Mr. Ratcliff was
likely to say Redfern did not confide to Mr. Bunn.

“X say, old chaps, isn’t this epiffing "’ said Fatty
Wynn dreamily, ‘as he slowly consumed big chunks of
pineapple. ‘“T've actually eaten all I can hold—T have,

"really!” I can hardly get rid of this pineapple. Have

some pine; Reddy ?”.
- “Thanks,
Redfern. :

“I rather lke this preserved ginger,” remarked
Lawrence. “I believe it comes rather expensive.
We’re in Juek.”

“Ha, ha, ha!’ L

“These little jars of cream are ripping,” said .Owen.
“We can’t afford them at tea, as a rule. I think
they’re half-a-crown each. I know we’'ve had more than
{wenty of them go far. I’ve put two in my pocket.”

“Shove some into your pockets, Fatty!” :

Fatty Wynn shook his head sadly.

“Can’t,” he said. “They’re full already.” .

“Ha, ha; hal’

“That's why I put on this coat,” remarked Pratt.

.“May as well be huag for a sheep as a lamb, and

. we’ve got the rest of the week to think of. I know I've-

got more than. a. quidis.weorth in these pockeis.”
“}yno" says ginger-popt”’ ;
“ 0 .” .
“Jolly good wind to make it champagne,” grinned
Redfern. : :
“Ha, ha, ha!” » :
“Time we got moving,” said Figgins presently. “We

‘mustn’t miss calling-over. - We don’t want to give Ratty .
an excuse for finding fault with us, especially after he’s

stood us this ripping feed.”
“No fear!. EP:», ha_ha!”

Which .

T've got one—a  whole onc!’ grinned

E

“We shall have to roll Fatty home like a barrel,”

said Redfern.
usual.”

“I think I could do with some more jam-tarts,” said
Fatty Wynn thoughtfully. “I can eat them going home,
you know. A walk will set me up again.”

“Don’t spare the tommy!” said Redfern hospitably., -

“A dozen jam-tarts for Wynn, please Miss Bunn.”
“Tarts have run out,” said Mies Bunn,
143 But 29

“Oh, cream puffs and meringues will deo! Fatty isn’t :

particular, so long as there’s plenty.”
“ Another pineapple for me,” yawned Owen.
“T’1l take a pound of dough-nuts.”

“T’1} have a couple of tins of sardires, pleaéc.”

The New House juniors really showed -great presence

of mind. Thotoughly satisfied as they were, they
realised that they would be hungry again on the morrow,
By the time they prepared to leave, their pockets were
nearly bursting. ; : ‘

Those who had been thoughtful enough to bring their ++=
Every pocket at that~:

coats congratulated themselves.

regretfully.
like this—a land flowing in milk and honey. How muc
does the bill come to, Mr. Bunn?” »
“ Eighteen pounds ten ehillings, Master Redfern,” said
Mr. Bunu, in almost an awed voice. :

Some of the juniors ‘gasped a litile. They kuew that *'i:
the bill must have been going up by leaps and bounds,

“T believe he weighs half a ton more thon ’

emiling, .
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But olghteen pounds ten—it was a staggering total
What would Mr. Ratcliff say? o

It was rather too late to think of what Mr. Ratcliff
would say. The deed had been done.

Redfern, however, was not it the least abashed.

“Is that all?” he asked, with an air of surprise. “It
seems to mo that we've had a jolly goed feed at that
figure.”

“We have,” said Figgins.
again, Mr. Bunn.”

“Yes, rather—next
chuekled - Kerr. )

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Sure that’s right, Mr. Bupn?’ asked Redfera.
“ We're not particulaz to ‘a bhob or two. Our generous
Housemaster is paying, you know ”

Mr, Buin smiled.

“That is quite correct,
pounds ten shillings.”

“Right-ho! Send it in to Mr. Ratcliff to-morrow.”

“Ahem! You do not wish to settle now?” :

“Mr. Ratclif didn’t hand us the money,” explained
Redfern.
right.”

“ Very well, Master Redfern.”

“Mind he gets it by the first post in the morning,”
said Redfern. “Ratty—I mean Mr. Ratcliff—is very
particular about his bills. He never likes to have
accounts hanging about.” ‘

“I will post it to-night, Master Redfern.”

“Goed! Come™ om, you fellows! Good-right, Mr.
Bunn!” ‘

“ Grood-night, young gentlemen!” ’

Bedfern and his army marched out of the Lunshop.
They left it almost as bare of provisions as if the Huns
had been there. o
"1 feel better now,” remarked Redfern, as they went
« ' “How do you feel;, Fatty?”

N “Lovely!” said. Fatty. Wyon., * Dow’t’ walk so fast,

“ We ghall come and see you

time Ratty stands treat!”

Master Redfern—eighteen

~ fou fellows. I—I'd rather go a bit slowly.” ¢

-

= after lessons.

“Ha, ha, ha i’
Bost 6fthe—party felt inclined to go a bit elowly.
~They arrived at St. Jim’s as Taggles was about to lock
the gates, apd marched in. They turned up for calling-
over with smiling facca. 3 .

In the New Housco junior dormitories that night there
was o surreptitious feed, appetites having revived by
that time. But there was still a good deal left over
for the morrow. And if somo of the fellows suffered

from indigestion they feit that they were suffering in

a good cause,

But they could not Lelp wondering what Mr. Ratcliff
would say on the morrow. It was certain to be some-
thing very emphatic,

CHAPTER 9.
The Little Bill!

i IDICTLOUS Y .
Mr. Rateliff uttered that ejaculation at
the breakfast-table.

He had béen openizg his letters, and
among them was one from Mr. Buma, of Rylcombe.
The letter contained an account of eighteen pounds ten
shillings for eatables supplied- to young gentlemen of
the New House at Mr. Rateliff’s order. ) .

7 The Housemaster could scarcely believe his eyes at
rat. ’

Unless Mr. Bunn was intoxicated or insane, there
seemed no way of accounting for that extraordinary
domand, R

* Ridiculous!” repeated Mr Ratclif angrily. -

He rose from .the breakfast-table and hurried to- his
sbudy, and rang up 4dr. Bunn on the telephone, deter-
mined to have the matter out at once. Mr. Bunn,
however, was not yet up, and the Housemaster was
haflled. .

He had to leave the elucidation of the mystery till
During the mornmmg Mr. ‘Rat_ciz
a very ill-humour. That extraordinary claim for
eighteen pounds ten shillings worried him. The Fifth
Yoim, who had the honour of possessing Mr. Ratcliff
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“You send the bill in to him. That’s allv
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as Form-magter, found him oeven more acid than usual
Cutts of the Fifth confided to St. Leger
that he would give a “pony” to “dot” the master of
the Fifth on the “boko.” And Cutts immeiately
received a hundred lines for ta.lking in class.

After morning lessons Mr Ratcliff rustled out of the
Form-room, and hurried to his own House. A crowd of
New House juniors watched him whisking across the
quad, and exchanged glances. There were fenrlings of
apprehension now. They knew that Mr. Ratcliff had
rveceived the bill for that extensive feed. Whut was to
happen next they did not know, but they anticipated that
it would be something in the nature of an eartkquake.

Tom Merry & Co. had learned of Redfern's rag, and
they approved highly. But they looked for trouble for
their friends of ﬁm New House. : » .

“Watty will be feahfully waxy,” Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy remarked. “It wowwies him awf’lly to have to
part with money.” ‘

“He won't pay!’ said Bloke.

“He'll bave to,” said Redfern.
won’t go without his money, will he*

“It was Ratty’s treat, you knew,” said Figgins.

“It was wippin'—simply wippin’!” said Arthur
Augustus. “ But there wil he a feahful wow!”

Meanwhile, Mr. Ratcliff was on the telephone again.
This time he succeeded in getting through to the bun-
shop. Mr. Bunn's wheezy voice answered him over the

“I supposs Buany

s

© wires,

“Is that Mr. Buun speaking?” rapped out the House-
master. - .

113 YGS:’T R ]

“I am Mr, Rateliff.,” -

“Oh, good-morning, Mr. Ratclifi! I hope you are
well this morning !” came Mr. Buan's a#fable voice.

“You have sent me a hill.”

“ Yes—eighteen pounds ten shillings, sir. I hope you
have found it -quite correct.. A list of items will be
supplied if you wish.”

“It i3 an absurd imposition, gic,” -

“ Wha-at !”

“What do you mean by seuding this ridiculous bill
to me?”’ exclaimed Mr. Ratcliff, in a voice that almost
made the telephone jump. “I have ordered nothing
from you!”

“Dear me!"” )

“ VYihat does it mean? T insist upon an explaunotion at
ounce !” :

“The goods were supplied to the young gentlemen
yesterday, sit. Master Redfern informed me that you
were paying.” .

“ Master Redfern!”

“Certainly. I trust all is correct.”

“ Nonsense! Do you mean to say that you supplied
Master Redfern with goods to the value of eighteen
pounds ten shillings?” )

* Master Redfern and the others, sir, Thers were about
fifty in all.”

“ Fifty?” shrieked Mr. Ratcliff.

“Yes. I nnderstood that it was a kiud of school treat,
and that all expenses were being horne by yourself.”

“ Bless my soul !”

Mr. Ram{iﬁ‘ was almost dazed for some moments. He
could not suppose that Mr. Bunn was “ pulling his leg.”

" But it was almoat incrediblo that Redfern & Ce. had heen

guilty of such astouanding “chesk.”

“You-—you should not have supplied the goods without
my personal or written order!” he oxclaimed at last.

“1 will certainly be more carefstl on ancther occasion,
Mr. Rateliff. I naturally had no doubts in the matter,
as Master Redfern sssured me——" - -

“That is your own affair, sir!
bill.”

“ Ahem !”

“Not a shilling! Not a halfpenny, sir!”

¢ As the goods were ordered and supplied in your name,
Mr. Ratcliff—-" ;

“I gave the boy Redfern no authority for ordering
them, and accept no respousibility—none whatever.”

I shall not pay this

“ Excuse me,” came Mr, Bunn’s voice, quietly but vory

firmly, *“the responsibility is yours. On more than ona
occasion I have supplied you with goods, which wers
- “Tre GEM Lisrary.—No, 409.
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fetched by a hay, with a statement that they were to he
charged to you.” . :

“That is quite dificrent. When I scnd a boy on an
errand, sir, he has my anthority., In this case, there was
nothing of the kind. ‘

“How was I to know thatt!” demanded Mr. Bunn.
“ Only last week Master Pratt came lo me for biscuits,
stating that he had been sent by you, and you aceepted
ihe bill in the usnal way.”

“That is quite different.
ozcasion,”

“Very welll And I concluded that you sent Master
Redfern in a similar manner.”

“You were mistaken, and I shall certainly not pay
for your mistakes. I will not pay ene shilling.”

1 trust, sir, that you wﬂf) reconsider that decision,
1 cannot, of course, afford to lose such a sum, and I fear
that it would be hopeless to attempt to recover it from
the boys. 1 hold you responsible.” -

** Nonsense |” roared Mr. Rateliff. “I will pay nothing !”

“If you maintain that attitude, sir, it will only remain
for the matter to be tested in the County Court.”

“ Wha-a-at?”

“1 shonld be sorry to take such a step, sir, but you
Jeave me no alternative,” purred Mr. Bunn.

I sent Master Pratt on that

“Gir! How dare yon! The County Court! TYou
are a rageal !’
it lih?,’

“Rascal 1’ raved Mr. Ratclifi. * That, sir, is my opizion
of you! You have probably concocted the whole schemo
with the boys.” - )

“Qh!” Mr. Bupnn’s voice was very acid now. “If you
care to put that statement into writing, Mr. Rateliff,
instead of slandering me upon tho telephone, I shall
cextainly have you served with a writ for libel. Since
you take this view of the matter, I decline any further
persongl communication with you. You will kear from
my solicitor in due course.” g nage e

‘And Mr, Bunu rang off abruptly. .

“Yisten to me!” Mr. Ratcliff shouted into the telephone.
47 toll you—- Ave you there? Mr. Buun, do you hear
me? Bless my soul, the unmitigated scoundrel has rung
ofi I :

M. Ratcliff jammed the receiver savagely on the hooks,
Then ho paced up and down his study for some minutes,
almost palpitating with rage Bvidently be was to hear
from Mr. gunn’e golicitor, and s summons to the Count;
Court would follow. The worry of such proceedings woul
be. unendurable. In spite of his roge, My. Rateliff had
1o acknowledge that the bunshop proprietor had & goad
ease. On special occasions, when he had visitors, for
example, Mr. Rateliff would send a fag down to Mr.
Bumi's for some delicacy, which was charged to him, and
paid for in due course.
sending written orders. Therefore, Mr.
Bunn had a full right to assume thal
Redfern’s extensive orders had bis
Heusemaster’s sanction.

On the other hand Mr. Ratelifi would
disclaim having authorised this s pecial
order, so he aleo had a pretty %CO( Cage.
The decision would probably be a
matter of chance, depending on the o
personal humour of the judge. .

In any case, whether he won or lost
the action; the Housemaster .would
become an object of ridicule. The
whole connty would read it in the loeal

apers, and laugh over the trick his
go s had played him.

gal aid wounld be required, too, and
that would cost money; and cven if he
won the case, he would probably not
et his ccsts. Im any event, he weuld
time and money out of pocket—the
yesult of most legal proceedings for
everyone concerned, excepting lawyers.

“¥t is infamous!” stuttered AMr.
Ratelif. “1 have no time for County
Caurts! Bless, my soul! Such in-
etitutions oaght. to be -abolished. -
Any idle rascal with plenty of 3
. Tgm Greu Liprary.—No. 409,
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time on his hands may bring an action agadust a busy
man who has no time for such things—and win it, too!
It is nothing better than blackmail. The law is very
seriously . in neéed of reform—very seriously, indeed.
County Court, indeed! Impudent rascal! And as for
Redfern—as for that young scoundrel—-"

Mr. Ratcliff almost choked.

He rang the bell violently. The House page came in
onswer to the summons,. and he looked alarmed at the
expression on Mr. Ratelift’s face.

“Find Master Redfern at once, and bring him to mel”

.shouted Mr. Ratcliff.

“ Oh, lor’—I—I mean yes, eir?’
And the startled page faicly bolted.

T

CHAPTER 10,
Open R:bellion,

" LD together!” said Figgins.
. “Yes, rather I” &8
-“We'll back youn up, Reddy ¥
Redfexn of the Fourth had received Mr.
Ratelifi’s summons to the study. Redfern was looking
rather serious; but he was quite cool. Upon most of the

fellows who had joined in the “rag ” he knew that be

could depend for support. Even if Mr. Ratcliff carried

- the matter before the Head, they could not “sack  the

whole House. )
“We'll all go together,” said Kerr. “Baek up, you'
“T’'m with you,” said Lawrence,
“Same here!” )
‘“ And here!”
“ Al together!” repeated Figgins. *“Lead on, Reddy!
Here we go, like giddy Daniels into the lons” den!”
Twenty juniors at least followed Redfern to Mr. Rat-

elifi’s gtudy. They arrived in a crowd at the study

door, and Redfern tapped.

“Come in!” snapped M. Reatcliff.
Redfern threw open the door. =7
Mr, Ratclifi’s eyes fairly hurned at kim. His glance

passed Redfern, and fell blightingly upon the rest of the

_Juniors.

*1 sent for Redfern!” he snapped. 1 do not requise
the rest at present, thoungh you will be all geverely

. punigshed. You may go.”

The juniors stood their ground.
“We're all in it, sir,” said Figgins,
“ Everyone of ug, sir,” suid Fatty Wysnn,
“RBilence! Redferu, I have received a Wil srom M.,
Bunn, for goods supplied to you, ordered in my nawmc.”
“Yes, gir,” said Redfern.
“You used my name in orderiag food from Mr. Bunw
‘“ Cextainly, sir ¥’ said Redfern cooll
»“Naturally, sir, as you arc my Heuse-
master, I told Mr. Buun to send the
W % bill to you I hope it is correct, sir.”
“You have dared to use my name in

¥y ordering food!” shouted Mr. Ratcliff.
3.% “You have the effrontery to admit it:”
& “Yes, gir 7

&5 “Redfern you will be flogged for

R

this, and tho bill will bo sent to your
parente.” :

“My parents went pay it, sir. [
don’t suppose they could,” said Redfern
calmly ‘‘They’re not rich.”

“Then the sum will be equally
divided among the hoys who joined you

that disgusting orgy, and paid
equally Eg their parents.”
“Indeed, sir? said Kerr. “Then I
shall write to my father about it. 1le
will have a counter claim to make.”

“What! What do you mean, Kerr:”

“I mean that my father pays for
my meals here, and they have been cut
down, sir,” said the Scottish junior
2 calmly. My father is a business mau,
sir.” If he pays for what I have to get
out ‘of doors, he will’ expect restitution -
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1o be made of the
money he has paid
for my meals in this
House.”

“Xerr, how dare
you?r”’ thundered
Mr. Rateliff. “You
shall be flogged as
well as Rediexu!”

Kerr ehrugged &
his shoulders. M

“Every boy who
shared ﬁ this orgy
shall be flogged!” JiliM
shouted Mr. Rat- ki
cliff. *“Redfern, f
take that pem and ik i
write down a list of
their names.”

Redfern did not
muve.

“Do you hear
me, Redfern?”

“Yes, gir.”

“Then you in- Jirt
tend to add dis ||
obedience to your 'f“
other ragcalities?” i
fumed Mr. Ratclifi. '
“Ve well — ve
well indeed ! I shall
bring you to reason,
Redfern. You are
dangerousl near
being expelled from
this  school, Red-
fern.”

] *“That rests with

: thé Head, sir,” said
Redfern. “I am
quite ready to go

s before Dr, Holmes.”

TTT——%Sa-are we all, 4
sir,” said Kerr.

“Hear, hear!”
came from the
passage.

Mr. Ratcliff
gritted his teeth.
He certainly - did
not wish the matter
to go before the
Head. He Inew
how little Dr.
Holmes was likely
to approve of his
system of euntting
down meals. That

N
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kind of punishment
was not at all in
accordance with the
Head’s ideas. The
juniors knew it,

Moutcith scidilvw UGt

eMrae with

-8 B i w0, alla aaSp. .
he ya .« a yell, a3 his fect were up-endea:
for Mouteith was in tne grasp oi the rebels, and they shoved him uncerem nious!
taroun h the open window., head-first.

Sere - Mu, Rl udias, o woXe auvimeas
ri gins & co. nad nor been caujhe ..anpmi;.
v

There w 8 a 1oud ¢rack 48 hii head came in s.dden
Mr. Ra ¢li’’s.  (Se Thanoter 13.) R

tao.

“You will all go into Hall at once!” he said between
his teeth. “ Figgins, go and fetch Taggles immediately.
Go 1

The juniors went. .

Thegedid not go into Hall, however. They murched ount
into the guadrangle.

Five minutes later, Mr. Ratcliff came striding into
Hall, with a birch in his hand. He expected to find the
delinquents there, and Taggles, the porter, on the spot,
ready to “ boist > them for punishment.

Hall was empty! )

Mr. Ratcliff stated around him, hardly believing his -

_eyes. His orders had been disobeyed. Not o single
junior had turned up for the flogging !

It was open rebellion now, and B%* Ratehiff was a little
nonplussed. Not that he thought for a moment of
receding from the position he had taken up. Oppesition

7

only made him all the more obstinate. And, indeed,
he had gone rather too far to recede now.

He hurried out, and called Monteith and Sefton.

“ Please find Redfern at once, and bring him to me—
by foree, if necessary,” said Mr. Ratcliff. Bring Laws
vence, Owen, Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn also. The others
I will deal with later. You are authorised to usc forcs
if necessary !’ .
¢ ‘“ Ch!” said Monteith,

Sefton only stared.

“Don’t waste time—I -.am waiting I’ spapped Mr,

© Ratcliff.

“Very well, sir.” - . " :
The two prefects quitted the New House and looked

- vound the quadrangle. On the School House side there
- Was .3 emwd of New Hoube fellows. tatking excitedly

¢ Tue Gex Lipaary.—Na. 409,
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togethcr. Tom Merry & Co. were with them. The two
profects approached the group.

““You're wanted,” said Monteith— Redfern, Owen,
Lawrence, Figgins, Kerr, and Wyun. Follow me at
once!”

““Sorry !” said Redfern.

““Caun’t be did I’ said Figgins, -

‘ What’s that?”

“ We're not_going to be flogged!”

& %Vhat !, You refuse to come?”’ exclaimed Monteith. -

€< es',) » :

¢ 'We're fed up !” shouted Futty Wynn. ¢ We've had
enough of it. . Tell Ratty to go and eat coke!”

“Wynn [ )

““Look here, you've got to come!” exclaimed Sefton.
* Mr. Rateliff has told us to use force, if necessary. Are
you coming?”

““ Rats !”

““Buzz off, Sefton!”

- Seftou prowptly scized Redfern by the collar. Tive or
six juniors fastened upon the bully of the Sixth at once,
and he was dragged away from Redfern and sent spin-
ning. e collapsed on the ground with a roar.

“ My hat!” ejaculated Monteith. “You kids are ouly
making matters worse for yourselves, you know !’

““ We’ll chance that,” said Figgins. “ Ratty’s got no
right to starve us, and flog us because we go out for
tommy. We're fed up. We’d rather be sacked all round

- than put up with it.,”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed Arthur Augustws D’Arcy.
I quite appwove. Bwitons nevah shall be slaves, you
know. I wegard Watty as a Hun!”

Sefton picked himself up, dusty and rumpled, and
with a face like a demon. He tramped off to the New

- House without seeking to try conclusions any further

with the rebels. Monteith hesitated a few moments and
then followed him. Mr. Ratcliff had authorised him to use
force, certainly, but he had not explained how force
was to be used by one prefect against a score of deter~
mined juniors.

“ Well, we'ro in for it now!” said Redfern. I won-
der what Ratty will try next? He will have to take it
to the Head.”

““ Bet you he won't do that!” said Tom Metry sagely.
“ He won't want the Head to know what he’s heen
doing.” '

“ Wathah not. Dr. Holmes is an old sport, deah hoys,
and he would not appwove of Watty's tywaany !’

“ Well, we're going to stick it out,” said Figgins.
¢ We're fed up. Britons never shall be slaves !”

‘“ Hear, bear!” . B

“They can’t sack half the House, anyway ! said
Bla.!;;\.

“ That's one comfort,” grinned Redfern. :

But the New House rebels waited rather anxiously for
Mr. Ratcliff's next move. They felt that they wero in
the right, but a defiance of constitutional authority was
a decidedly serious step.

But there was no ‘“next move® from Mr. Ratcliff.

The fact was that the New House master was puzzled
and perplered, and did not in the least know how to
deal with the storm he had raised. He was taking his
time to think it over. Meanwhile, the bell rang for
dinner. : )

““ Are we staying out?”’ Redfern asked dubiously.

% No jolly fear I said Fatty Wynn promptly. ““I'm
not going to miss dinner. And, look here! We're going -

. to have a real dinner to-day. No more short commons

~

for me!” )
“ Hear, hear!” ' .
The faot that the rebels had not yet been denlt with was
a eign of weakness on the part of the New House tyrant,
and the rebels realised it quite clearly. It encouraged

Trw G .LtnaAév.~N 6. 409,

No. 4. “THE CREYFRIARS HERALD,"

* seniors.”

..themselves.

them, as was natural. And they marched into the New
House in a determined body—fully determined that Mr.
Rateliff’s new regulations concerning meals should be
cast to the winds.

CHAPTER 11.
Mr. Rateliff's Little Game,

R. RATCLIFF was not in the dining-room. .
Perhaps, under the peculiar circumstanees,

he did not-care to face the fellows who had
_ defied his orders, and who had, so far, escaped
scot free. R TRCIN
He wag taking his lunch in his study, = .~ . .-
'The rebels sat down to their tables in a truculent
mood. Mr. Rutcliff's failure to deal with them gave
them a sense of power in their hands. - :
They knew very well that Mr. Railton of the School
House would have dealt very promptly with insubordina-
tioen in his House—very promptly and effectively.  But
then Mr. Railton would never have exasperated his beys
into mutiny, in the first place. He was too well regpected
for any School House fellow to think of defying his
authority. If Mr. Ratclif was not equally' respected
he had oulty himself to thank o :
There was not the usual order and quietness at the

. junior tables. Dinner was accompanied by a buzz of

talk and laughter. Some of the fellows sat on the tables
instead of the chairs.

Monteith, as head prefect, was bound to keep order,
but he did not interfere. He knew that now the juniors
had broken cut his orders would not be regarded.

He was very far, too, from approving of his House-
master’s actions. He did not fee] inclined to enter into
@ rowdy contest with excited juniors in support of a
master who had himself abandoned the task. .

The other prefects followed his example, with the
excention of Sefton. Sefton strode up to the Fourth-

_ Form table:

“Got off the table at once, Lawrence!” he rapped
out.

Lawrence- looked at him coolly. After hearding his
Housemaster, so to apeak, he was not likely to be afraid
of Sefton.

““Go and eat coke ! he veplied cheerfully.

Sefton gripped him by the collar. Lawrence promptly
snatched up a plate, and Sefton let hinr go, and dodged
Back just in time to escape having a plate broken on his
head. '

Sefton on the noge. It was followed by a whole cauli-
flower from Redfern, which squashed in the Sixth-Form
bully’s face.

There was a yell of laughter as Sefton stﬁggerfd hack,

gpluttering.
‘“ Pelt him !’ roared Owen.
** (rive him the taters ! .
““Give him the gravy!”
“ Hurray !’ .

Softon fairly fled under a shower of miesiles. ” Potatoes o

followed him in-a volley, smashing all over him.
““ Come back and have some more "’ roared Figgins.
“Ha, ha, ha!” .
Sefton did not coms hack. We did wot want any more.
The juniors proceeded gleofully with their diuner. It
was not a case of a single helping this time. They heiped
themselves—and therc were many helpings; and Fatty
Wynn did not.leave off till the table was clear.
“Now, what price pudding?” exclaimed Redfern.
“We're jolly well going to have pudding, of course
said Fatty Wyan. “Bag it when it comes in for the

(134

“ Good egg !’

A huge plum pudding was brought in for the semior .

table. Thero was a rush of juniors ag it appeared, and

A hot potato whizzed from Iliggins' hand, and caught -

it was captured, and taken to the Fourth-Form table.-

Fourth and Third and Shell gathered round and helped

Monteith rose to his feet. But he

1o QUT TO-DAY. BUY IT AT ONCE!
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with ordering another pudding to be brought in for his
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table. It was past the powers of Monteith, or anyone
elge, to recover that pudding from the hands of the
raiders. It was already disappearing at record speed. "

Still Mr. Ratcliff did not 2ppear. '

The din in the dining-room must have reached his ears;
but he still lay low. He was complet2ly at a loss. The
only resource that appeared open ‘to him was to eall in
‘the authority of the Head. But he was naturally loth to
take that step. He did not desire to confess that ke could
not keep order in his own House—which was what he
was appointed for.” And he was uncasily conscious of the
faet that thé Head would not approve of his whole line
of conduct. Punishing thé whole House for’ the fault of
one unknown culprit could not be called just; and his
method of punishment, too, was very questionable.
‘Exactly what' he was to do was a mystery. “ But he wae
not in the least inclined to make concessions.  Punish-

" “ment, and still nmiore punishment, was all that he could

think of. Mr. Ratelitf was a good deal of a- Prussian in
his way. . o o . i :

The dining-room was in an uproar. Some of the juniors
were playing leap-frog among the tables. But they
crowded out into the quadrangle at last, laughing -and
cheering, immcenrely encouraged -by the imaction-of the
Housemaster. T B 3

“ Hallo!
bhe met them in the quad.

* We've had a ripping feed!” grinned Fatty Wynn.

“ All there wzs on the table—"
“Ha, ha, ha!” . . :
*“And the seniors’ pudding,” chortled Redfern— we
bagged it, you know!” )
° “Ha, ha, ha!” = .
“'And what s Ratty doing?” demanded Blake.
. * Nothing.”
“My hat!’ - )
“Pewwaps Watty wealises that he js in the wong, asd
19 wepentin’,” suggested Arthur Augustus. - S
.“No jolly fear!” said Figgins. “What the old boy

_realises is that he ean’t handle us.  He’s beaten'to the

wide.”

Nothing had been seen of Mr. Ratcliff when the bell
vang for afternoon classes. Clampe of the Shell sug-
gested cutting lessons. But Figgins promptly vetoed

=t suggestion. s - o .

“Weo don’t want to slack, and we don’t want to put
ourselves in the wrong,” he said. ‘“Get into the Form-
room.” )

“T'm jolly well staying out,” said Clampe,

“Youll stay out with a thick ear if you do,”
Figgins autocratically. . . .

“Look here, Figgins——" .

*“ Oh, come on!” sa2id Figgins, and he took Clampe play-
fully by the collar and ran him to the Shell Form-room.
© Clampe, on second thoughts, was glad that he had
turned up to lessons. Mr. Linton the master of the
Shell, was not 2 master to be trifled with. Figgins & Co.
marched cheerily into the Fourth-Form room with Stvdy
No. 6. They were as good as gold at lessoms, Mr.
Lathom had no fault to find with them.

The wisdom of Figgins’ advice was quite appreciated
by most of his comrades. If the matter came before the
Head, it had to be established that the rcbels had only
“backed up ” against tyranny in their own House. At
Jessons they were on their best behaviour. Indeed, Mr.
Lathom specially commended Redfern in class.

During afternoon lessons the rebels: ecould not help
wondering what Mr. Ratcliff was thinking of. It was
impossible for the Housemaster to allow -matiers to
remain as they were. He was taking the Fifth as usual
that afternoon. Figgins felt compassion for the Fifth.
The Fifth-Formers were pretty certain to be getting tho
keenest edge of Ratty*s tongue.

Last lesson was in progress in the Fourth-Form room
when Toby, the School House page, came in with a
message for Mr. Lathom. The Fourth-Form master
blinked over the elass, and signed to Redfern.” - .

“Redfern,. you may leave the elass. -~ Mr. Rateliff
desires to speak to you. You will go to his study in the
New House.” ) : -

Redfern set his lips.

said
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You look pretty cheery,” said Tom Merry, as -

:He looked back in a couple of minutes.

“thin face becdme erimson with rage. -
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“ 150’6 Mr. Ratcliff taking the Fifth, sir?” i

“ Apparently, Redfern, Mr, Ratechff is not taking the
Fifth at this moment; as he has sent for yon, - Kmdly .
go at once.” §

Redfern hesitated. : ) .

“It’« all wight, Weddy,” whispered Arthur Augustus . .
D’Arcy. ‘“ Watty has wepented of his wotten conduct,

* and ig goin’ to expwess his wegwet.”

‘Redfern grinned. He knew how 'ittle likely that was.
His own suspicion was that the New House master wanted -
to get him away from his comrades, in order to make
‘an example of him without causing a riot.  That was
‘quite in keeping with Mr. Ratcliff's stealthy character. .

Mr. Lathom looked at him in surprise. He was quite
unaware of the trouble in the New House. -
.-“You are to go at once, Redfern,” he said.
© .“ Very well, sir,” said-Redfern reluctantly. - -

FPiggins caught him by the sleeve as he was moving out
of the class. ; L

“Don’t go to the New House, Reddy,” he whispered
hurriedly = -“It’s a trick. Stick in the quad.” o e

-“You bet!” said Redfern. . . T :

Redfern would -have preferred to remain in the Forme
-room, but-Mr. Lathom -had to be obeyed. The junior

.quitted the Fourth-Form room, and went down the

passage to the door on the quadrangle. - He strolled inte
the gradrangle, and a sharp voice hailed himi,

“ Redfern !’ .

1t was Mr. Ratchiff. .

“Yes, sir,” raid Redfern, keeping
-distance from the Housemaster.

“Follow me, Redfern !’ :

“ What for, sir?”’ ) TEL L

“Do not ask me impertinent questiotis, ~Redferns
Follow me at once!” C T e

Mr. Ratcliff whisked away towards the New House.
Redfern was
Mr. Ratelifi's

at o respectfud

sauntering away vnder the leafless clms.

“Redfern }” he shouted. : -
Redfern did not seem to hear. He sauntered under the
trecs, kicking the dead léaves and whistling. Mr,

"Ratcliff made a rush towards him.

‘! Redfern, you insolent young rascal!” I

The junior dodged round a tree. Mr. Ratcliff dodged
after him, and Redfern promptly dodged round another.
It was like a game. - And Mr. Ratcliff; realising what a
ridicnlous figure he was cutting, stopped, panting for
breath. .

“Do you refuse to follow me, Redfern?” he gasped.

“Yes, sir,”” said Redfern quietly. .

“You shall be expelled for this!”

“T’'m taking my chance of that, sir.”

“For the last time, Redfern—-"

Redfern walked away. .

Mr. Ratclifi stood for some moments nonplussed. He
had laid his little plan very carefully. Redfern was to
be got to his study, and unmercifully. flogged, and that
example would have the effect, Mr. Ratcliff. anticipated,
of scaring the rest of the rebels into submission.

It was like the case of ‘the spider and the fly over again.
But while Mr. Ratclif was quite .prepared to act the
part of the spider, Redfern was disinclined to play up -
in the character of fiy.

The Housemaster strode.away at last te the. School
House, and Redfern grmned. Wasg the New Howse tyrant
going to the Head at last? It was surely unmlikely that
he would explain to Dr. Holmes the stealthy trick ke had
tried to play, so utterly unworthy of the digunity of a
Housemaster, Mr. Ratcliff, in fact, was not thinking of
the Head. He madec his way to the Sixth-Form room,
where Mr. Railton' was taking the top Form, e
requested Mr. Radton to release Sefton from last lesson,
on a matter connected with the discipline of his House.
Mr. Railton at once accorded Sefton the required per-
mission, and the prefect followed Mr. Rateliff from the
roon. ' ' TR . .z !

With the exceptien of the New House fiaster and the
prefect and the rebelicus Redfern, all St. Jim’s was at
lessons.  The quadrangle was otherwise quite deserted.
Redfern whistled as he saw Sefton come out of the School
‘House with Mr. Ratcliff, He understood now.. '
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“ Sefton,” said Mr. Rateliff, in a grinding voice, “you
vgllll take Redfem at ence to my btudy Use any means
at are necessarv. I will assist you if needed.” .

“Yes, sir,” said Sefton.
Aznd the bul]} of the Risth started for Redfern,

CHAPTER 12,
~ Rescue !

EDFERN clenched his hands hard.”
He was quite prepared to resist, but he had
little chance in a tussle with a prefect of the
Sixth, and he knew it. And Mr. Ratcliff was
hbver:.;% behind the prefect, ready to lend what aid was

requir

“Stop !
the elms.

Redfern did net stop; he ran on at top speed, and the
Bixth-Former broke into chase behind him.

Up the quadrangle they ran, and Redfern was nearly

oriered at the %‘ates. But he dodged round the porter’s
E{ bled back, Sefton panting behind. Mr,
atcliff jumped in his way to stop him. The junior’s
escape was cut off.
‘Stop!” shouted Mr. Ratcliff, :

Redfern came straight on. As he came close to the
Housemaster, a_bony hand was reached out to seize him.
Redfern lowered his head, and fairly charged the House-
master.

His hard head smote Mr. Rateliff on his third waist-
coat button. There was & terrific gasp from Mr. Rateliff,
and he went over like a skittle.

Bump! Mr. Ratclif eat down with a thundering
concussion, his long, thin legs flying in the air.

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Yooo %mop"

Redfern reeled from the shock. He made a bound te

shouted Sefton, as the junior bolied through

[T
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-Bdep(‘ bm Sefton's grasp was uhmdv upon him from
behind. The prefect seized his collar, and his kauckles
ground into the back of the Fourth- Former’s neck. -

“T’ve got him, sir!” panted Sefton.

Redfern struggled urmualy Mr. ‘Rateliff sat up,
gasping and gasping, as if he were gasping for a Waf'er

“(@erroooh! Hold the = young ruffian, = Sefton!
Yuwrrrggg! Oh, dear. I—I am quite breathless!
Yooohooo ! . ) ! ) i

“Yow-ow " roared Scfton, as an upper.cut canght him
on the chin. “You 'young villain! Wow-ow!”

“Let go, you beastly bully!” panted Redfern,

“My hat! T’ll smash you !”

Senfor and junior were fighting furiously now. Red.
fern was game to the last. Mr. “Ratolift staggered up,
and grasped Redfern by the collar.” In the grasp of the
master and the prefect, Redfern still mx"ml -d.

“The—the unspeakable youugs ruffian! {f%md “\’[r.
}{atchﬁ “Drag ﬁem away if he will net go! Drag
im 7.

Redfern’s boots dragged in the ,;mm as he was
hauled away. Into the New House they went, and into
Mr. Ratcliff’s study.  Redfern was ﬁmm in, panting,
and the Housemaster slammed the door, his eyes
blazing.

“The young rascal shall have such a lesson as he will
never forget!” he said between his teeth. “I will make
an e‘iample of him. Remove your jacket, Redfern.”

Redfern’s reply was brief, but direct.

0] shq’ n)t '3’

“ Remove his jacket, -Sefton!”

There was another tussle, and Remmna jucket came
oft, split in two. Then the bully of the Sixth held hlm
nemrely, while Mr. Rateliff wielded the bLiveh. .

Tash! Lash! Lash! L@h'

“ Help' " roared Redfern. “*Rescue!”

“ Silence, boy!”

Tash! Lash! Lash!

There was a sound of loud voices in thu q;mdrangle.
Last lesson was over at last, and the boya-were swarmmg
out of the Form-room. I*Jugms & Co. Iooked round for-
Redfern as-soon as they were ouf.

“He's not here,” said Figgins. I{,l*
bim?”

“ Hark !” exclaimed Blake. . -

From the window of Mr. Ratclifi's .:u-dy AT Rew
House came an uprear. The swihing of the birch could
be heard, and Redfern’s voice, in stentorian tones.

“Yow-ow-ow! You beast! Heip! Reseue!l”

Figgins’ eyea blazed.

“Rescue !” he shouted.

Figgins started at a run, and Kerr and Wyan followed
him at citce. Lawrence and Owen joined in, and several
other fellows. They sped into the Ifouse, and rushed
along the passage to Mr. Ratcliff’s door.

The door was flang open wide.

Figgins rushed in. He did not pause for a moment
his blood was at boiling poiut, His fist, clenched
hard, was dashed full mto Sefton’s face, and the bully
of the Sixth went over with a crash.

Redfern jumped away from the lashiug birch.

vh Ratcliff seemed transfixed for a moment.

“Iigging!” he gasped hoarsely. “How dare you?
Teave my atudy at once!”
“I'm geing,” said Figgins scornfully. “Come on,
iteddy! We've come to get you out of thiz!”

“ Redfern, remain heve!”

“Oh, shut up!” said Redfern.

“ What! What did you say*®”

“Shut up!” retorted Redfern. :

Mr. Rateliff stood rooted to the floor, the Lirch in his
hand. Tt seemed to him that he must be dreaming. A

junior of his House, where he was monarch of all he -

nur\eyed had told him to shut up! After that it was
time for the skies to fall.

Redfern’s face was white with pain. He leaned heavily
on Figgins’ shoulder as he left the btud)

“Redrern " panted Mr. Ratcliff, “I—I ofder you to
come back! Figgins, I command you to leave that boy
here!”

Neither of the juniors

answered, Kerv slammed the
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door, and the rescuers departed, tokinc Redfern with

e, :

Sefton picked himself up, nursinig his jaw. He looked
at the Housemaster very dubiously.

“Sefton, go and fetch Redfern here at once!”

“ Oh, certainly, sir!” said Sefton. .

He left the study, but he did not seek Redfern. Ie
was not inclined to tackle Figgins & Co. just then. If
Mr. Ratcliff waited for him to return with the junior, he
waited in vain. - ’ .

There was a trampling of feet in the passage, and a
roar of voices,

“Down with Ratty!”

Mr, Rateliff started, as if he had been stung.

The rebels were parading the passage outside his ¢wn
door, chouting that battle-cry. The House was
evidently entirely out of hand. .

The Housemaster’s eyes glittered with rage. He
selected his stoutest came, and strode from the study.
At all events, reckless as the mutineers were, they could
not venture to lay hands upon him personally—he was
sure of that, Mr. Ratclifi had decided upon' drastic
measures,
etA;i fresh roar greeted him as he appeared cuteide the

udy.

“Yah! Down with Ratty!” -

“Figgins)”

“Rate!” howled the excited Figgins.

‘“Kerr !”

" “Go and eat coke!” roared Kerr.,

“Come here at once!”

“ Bow-wow |” : ‘

Mr. Ratcliff rushed at the rebels, brandishing the cane.
Lash! Lash! Lash! He did not care where the blows
fell in his rage. Monteith looked out of his  study,
shrugged his shoulders, and sbut his deor again. The
rest of the prefects were carefully keeping off the scene.
Mr. Rateliff had woke up that hornet’s mnest, and he
could have the pleasure of dealing with it—that was
their- idea. - - :

Mr. Ratcliff did not find it a pleasure. He had lashed
half a dozen times, when tho rebels closed round him
like a sea. Figgine snatched the, cane away, Redfern
dragged at his gown, a dozen pairs of hands seized, and
pushed, and shoved. Utterly bewildered and confused,
the Housemaster was rushed and hustled along to the

- door, where powerful shoves sent him .spinning down

the steps. ]

Mr. Ratcliff landed in the quadrangle in a sitting
position. .

"~ Clang!

The big door closed loudly after him. There was a
grating of a key, the clinking of a chain. Mr. Rateliff
}'um up, and bounded up the steps. He hammered
uriously on the door.

But it did not open.

- The New Housemaster was locked out of his own

House.
w
glasa a little more taghtly in his eye.

CHAPTER 13.
The Head Steps In!
AT Jove! Extwaordinawy!”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jammed his eye-

: B
fallen out in his astonishment.

And the Terrible Three said. with one voice:

“Great Scott!”

“What larks!” chuckled Wally of the Third.

“Ha, ha, ha'” .

School House fellows were crowding in front of the
New House. They were deeply interested. Mr.
Rateliff, locked out of his own House, was raging on
the steps. Such a scene had certainly never been
witnessed in the quadrangle at St. Jim’s before.. For
excitement it even beat the celebrated occasion when an
*O0ld Boy ” had retminéd to St. Jim’s for the special
puarpose of “ whopping ” his old Housemaster.

“Like a giddy lion seeking what he may devour!”
<huckled Jack Blake. “Good old Figgins!”,

“More power to his elbow!” chirruped Reilly of the teith.
Fourth. )
weonesoay:  TALBOT’S RESCUE!”
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“Locked out, by gum!” said Tom Merry, with-a
whistle, “It’s eome to something niow. JIt’s all Ratty’s
own fault.” )

“Yaas, wathah; but it is wathah a shockin’ spectacle,”
said Arthur Augustus gravely. “Mr. Watcliff is not
keepin’ up the dignity of his posish. A Housemaster
should have a ﬁwopah sense of his own dig.”

“ Give him the tip, Gussy,” suggested Monty Lowther.
;‘}Iﬁ[ekl‘m)ks as if he would like some good advice—I don't

hink !” e : ’

“Ha, ha, ha¥’ : - : . .

“Ahem!” said Arthur Augustus.- “I feah that
Mr. Watcliff is not at pwesent in 2 humah to heah a
word in season.”

Bang! Bang! Bang! o

The jufuriated Housemaster, lost to all sense of dignity
or the appearance of things, was haminering savagely on
the big door with his clenched fists. i

“Figging! Redfern! Kerr! Open this door at once!
You shall be expelled! Monteith—where are you,
Monteith? I command you to get this door ogen! Am
I to be locked out of my own House, Monteith?”

* Monteith of the Sixﬁ)l, looked out of his study window..
There was a lurking grin on his face, which he tried to
hide. The downfall of Ratty was not displeasing to the
head prefect.  Seniors, as well as juniors, had been very
much worried by the Housemaster of late. In the
privacy of their own select circle the New House pre-
fects did not conceal their opimiom that it was time
Ratty had a lesson. Mr. Ratcliff fixed. his eyes furiously

‘upon the prefect at the window.

“ Monteith, let me in! Do._you hear?

“The door is locked, sir.” ’

“Then unlock it !” :

“The key is gone.” ’

“Find it!” roared Mr. Ratcliff.’ “Do you think, Mon-
teith, that I can remain in this ridiculous position—
locked out of my own House? I command you to find.
the key at once!”

“Some of the juniors scem to have hiddem it, sir.
You might try the back door——" - . oL
Mr. -Rateliff, in his rage, hiad not thought of that.” He
whisked away with fluttering gown. But Figgins had
thought of it. When Mr. Ratcliff %reached the back door
it was fast—locked and bolted. = The “enraged House-
master hammered on it, and Mrs. Kenwigg’s scared voice

answered him through the window. s '

“The door is locked, sit——" :

“Find the key !

“The young gentlemien have taken it away. And—
and they-are having tea, and they have helped them-
selves from the pantry!” gasped Mrs. Kenwigg. *They
are having tea in the passages, and on the stairs, sir!
All my- jaris and preserves! Oh, dear! All the cake!
Oh, dear!” .

Mr. Ratclif gave a snort like an angry bull. The
rebels were holding high revel in the New House, while
their tyrant was locked out. Short commons were
evidently a thing of the past. :

There was a side door to the New House, and Mr.
Ratecliff whisked round to it. But  the rebels had
anticipated him there also. The door was locked.

Mr. Ratcliff simply panted. Unless he chos8 to climb
in at a window, he was shut out of his House indefinitely.
He whisked round to the front of the House again, to
Monteith’s window. The prefect was looking out,
smiling, He became grave again under Mr. Ratcliff's
furious eyes. i :

“Monteith, you are not keeping the juniors in order!
Mrs. Kenwigg tells me that they have raided tho
pantry—"" . ., ‘e .

“T can't, sir,! They’ve collared Sefton, and locked him
in the coal-ceflar already! ®Baker is screwed up in his
study! They’re quite out of hand!”.. :

“Good heavens!” Mr. Ratecliff -stuttered with fury.
“ Monteith, help me in at your window! Lean down and
give me your hand! I must come in!”

“Ahem! You see, sir—" .

“Help me in at once! I command you, Monteith'!”

“I don’t think I could pull you up, sir,” said Mon-
“T'l try, if you like. If you should fall—"
“Help me.at once, I tell you!” o
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“Very well, sir,” -

Monteith leaned oul of the window and grasped Mr.
Rateliff’s hands. The next moment he gave a yell, as
Lis feet’ wore up-cnded. Figgins & Co. had not heen
cotight napping. Monteith was in the grasp of the
rchels, and they shoved him unceremoniously through
the open window, head-first. There was a loud crack
as his head camo in sudden contact with Mr, Ratcliff’s.

“Yoonoop

“ Wow 1”

“Lower away!” shouted Redfern, and the unhappy
prefeet, with half a dozen hands grasping his ankles,
was lowered, head-first, out of the window. The grinning
juniors leaned out, and lowered him till his hands
touched tho ground, and then they let him go. Mon-
teith rolled over at My, Ratcliff’s feet.

“Figgins!” shouted Mr. Ratcliff. “Redfern, I com-
mand you i .

Slam! The window shut down, cutting off Mr. Rateliff’s
commands. Figgins fastened the catch. No onc had
troubled to reply to Mr. Rateliff.

Monteith scrambled up, red and angry. He gave M.
Rateliff 2 grim look, and strode away te the School
ouse. Therc he went to Kildare's study, and
aunounced that he had come to tea, and there he stayed.
He was fed up with Mr. Rateliff.

“Bai  Jove!” said Arthur Augastus. “Those New
House boundahs are goin’ it! I wondah what Watty
will do?”

“I wonder!” griancd Tom Merry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Rateliffi locked round furiously at the grinning
School House crowd. Hc waved his hand to them.

“Go hack ‘to your House at once!” he shouted.
“Leave this side of thc quadrangle immediately! Do
you hear me?” :

“Yaas; sir,” said Arthne Augustils cheerfully,

The Bchool House crowd retreated, but they did not
¢o far. They did not mean to miss that scene. Alr.
Rateliff thundered again at the door of the New Housc.
Not even a single voice answered him from within. The
juniors of the New Heuse were running riot, and a great
spread was in progress in the passages and on the stairs.
The Housemaster was almost beside himself,

“1 zhall do a poewr about this for the ‘ Weekly,’ ™
Monty Lowther remarked,- amid the chuckles of his

comrades. ‘“How does this.gof! -

“0ld Ratty came down like a wolf on the fold,
He didn’t like being left out in the cold:”

“Ha, ha, ha!” o
“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur

*Teah comeos the Head ("
*Phew!”

Augustus  IArey.

The laughter in the School House crowd died away.

Dr. Holmes, with a grave and frowning face, had come
out of the Schonl House, and with stately steps was
crossing the quadrangle. The Head had c¢vidently
lcarned, at last, of the riot in the New Hounse, and was
coming to deal with it personally.

Mr. Ratcliff ceased to hammer on the door s he
ciught sight of the headmaster. He endeavoured to
calm the fury in his breast. Fury and excitement were
not likely to meet with the approval of the grave and
reverend Head. A Housemaster was expected to be able
to keep his temper, .

- “Mr. Rateliff,” said the Head, with great asperity,
“what is the meaning of this extraordinary scene?”

My, Ratcliff panted.

“I have heen locked out of my House, sir! The pre-
fects have been assaulicd! The juniors are quite out
of hand!”

“A most extraordinary state of affairs, siv!” said the
Head coldly. “Such a state has never arisen in the School
Heuse. You may give me your explanation later, Mr.
Rateliff. At present I will deal with the matter.”

Dy, Holmes tapped at the door.

_ “Open this door al once!” he said.
Tohues, your headmaster.”
“Oh, my hat!” a voice was heard to ejncenlate within.
Tuw Gey Lisrary—No. 409.

“It is I, Dr,

No. 4. “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,”

“Is that you, Figgins? Open the door I

“Yes, sir, Certainly, sir. I'm pgetting the
stammered Figgins.

There was a grating of the big key in the lock, a
clinking of a withdrawing chain, and the door swung
back. . A crowd of juniors was disclosed, looking con-
siderably abashed, most of them with cake or other
comestibles in their hands, Dr. Holmes surveyed them
gtimly, . .

*“Who is the leader of this extraordinary outbreak:”
he exclaimed. .

“Wo’re all in it together, sir,” said Kerr.

“You auswer me, Figging! What does this mean®”

“We don’t like being starved, sir,” said Tiggins.
“We're helping ourselves. We think we’re entitled to
have enough to eat.”

Dr. Holmes frowned thunderously.

“Is it possible, Figging, that you have been guilty of
this outrageous insubordination because you are not
satisfied with the fare provided in this school?” he
thundered.

“Oh, no, sir!
meals !”

“Only one helping, sir,” stammered Fatty Wynn—
“one small one! And no pudding! And no bacon for
brekker! And no cake or jam for tea, sir! Flesh and
blood couldn’t stand it, sir!”

“We knew you weuldn’t approve of taking away our
meals, sir,” said Redfern,

“What nonsense is- this? In this House the fare is
precisely the same as that provided in the School House,”
exclaimed the Head, in perplexity.

“But it’s been stopped, sir—cut down!”

“I do mot understand this! Surely, Mr. Ratcliff, n
such alteration has heen made in the hoys’ diet?”

My, Rateliff mumbled a little,

“Not—mot permanently, «ir,” he said uneasily.

“Certainly not! This new regulation was made as a
punishment.”
_ The Head looked fixedly at Mr. Ratcliff, He did not
pursue the subject, however, in the presence of the
juniors. But his face told strongly enoungh of his dis-
approval. He turned to Figgins & Co.

“I shall inquire into. this matter strictly,” he said.
“For the present, I order you to return to your duty at
once.”

“Certainly, eir!” caid Redfern.
of disobeying you, sir!” -

“I trust not!” said the Head drily. :

He walked away to the School House, accompanied by
Mr. Rateliff. The New House master was not looking
happy. In the Head's study he had the niost uncomfort-
able ten minutes of Lis life-time. Dr. Holmes exacted
a full account “of the whole trouble, listening very
attentively. IR -

“It appears; then, that for tho fault-of one Loy, whe
may not have belonged to your House at all, yom
punished the whole House, Mr. Ratcliff. And the
method of punishment was by cutting down the meals—
a dangerous thing with healthy and growing boys. Yoh
cannot expect me to approve of this. You scem to me to
havo acted very hastily and very harshly. I cannot sa¥
less. The action of the boys in ordering food from Mn
Bunn was inexcusable, doubtless. Yet, if they wer¢
kept short of food, I can easily understand even so recks
less a proceeding. As for the boys refusing to be flogged,
you are well aware, sir, that floggings are only
administered in this school on the special order of the
headmaster. And you did not even consult me in the
matter. Mr. Rateliff, I cannot help finding very serious
fanlt with you, and laying at your doox the greater part
of .the responsibility of this disgraceful outbreak!” :

Mr. Rateliff turned almost green.

“I will deal with the juniors myself,” resumed the
Head. “And I shall deal with them with severity. The
money due to Mr. Bunn shall be paid, and it ehall be
stopped_out of. their pocket-money. T shall also cane
them. Meanwhile, I think it would be judicicus for
you to leave the school for a few weeks, and take a
Iioliday. It will not be easy for you to regain authority
in your House till this outhreak has heen to some extent
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forgotten. For the presemt, I will aek Mr, Carvington
to take charge of the New Houge.”

Mr. Rateliff was almost speechless.

“Very well, sir,” he stammecred at lest—"very well,
indeed 1

Por a moment it trembled on his lips te add: “T resign
my position in this school, Dr. Holmes!” But Lo did not
utter the words. He was only too well aware that the
Head would have reccived and accepted his resignation
with great equanimity. And that would not have suited
Mr. Ratcliff at all.

He left the study without another word. And tho
Head, with a sigh, proceeded to deal with the troubles
the New House master had hrought upon his shoulders.

[ ] . . . s b | L] ¥ 2

“All wigh, deah boyst”

“How is it, umpire?”’

“What’s the giddy verdict:”

Tom Merry & Co. showered . gquestions on the rebels
as they crowded out of the School House after their
interview with the Head. Most of them were rubbing
their hands. But all of themn looked quite cheery.
Figgins grinned.

“Not s0 bad!” he said. “Two cuts each. T think tle
Head was a bit fagged when he had finished.”
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And our poeket-money stopped to pay Bunn,* said
,Redfe;-n. “We don’t mind that, We had the stuff, you
know.”

“And it was a ripping feed!” said Fatty Wynn
reminiseently.  “Those pincapples——"

Caud Hatey’s leaving tor & heliday !’ chuckled Kerr.
“And Carrington is taking over the New House while
he’s gone!”

“Hurrah i

“And the new regulations ave all off, aud we’re going
to have the usual grub!” said Fatty Wynn. “That’s
the main point, of course! So we’ve all told the Head
we're sorty, Of course, we are zorry Ratty played the
giddy oxV

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Well,” said Tom Merry, “ it sceis to me that youw've
had the best of it. But you’d hetter toe the line rather
carvefully with Carrington—the Head will have his eve
on you after this. Hallo! There goes Ratty!” :

In the winter dusk the trap drove out with Mr. Rat-
cliff sitting in it, his face like a thundercloud. The
juniors smiled after him. For somo wecks, at least,
they were to he spared the presence of Ratty, which
all agreed was a very happy ending to Redfern’s Rag,

« THE END.
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- TRUE FRIENDSHIP. )

Two lads, one the possessor of a special permit, were
fishing in the waters of a certain large cstate,

Suddenly a gomekceper darted from a thicket towards
them, and the lad with the permit uttered o startled cry,
dropped his rod, and ran off at top speed.

The boy drew the gameckeeper on until utterly worn out,
and then stopped abruptly.

Seizing him by the arvm,
exhaustion : .

“Have you a permit to fish on this estate? ’

“Yes, of course.” said ‘the boy.

“Then show it to me!”

The boy drew the pevinit from his pocket, and the game-
keoper, examining it, frowned in poiplexity and anger.

“Why did you run away when you had a permit? ’
demanded the man. . .

“My friend hadn’t got one!” was the reply.—Sent in by
Harold Cawthrat, A. (., Bradford, Yorks.

SOME SLIDE. ]

First Junior: “They tell me that in New Yok there are
buildings twenty stoveys high.” .

Second Ditto: “ My hat! What a fine time a fellow could
have sliding down the banisters.”’—fent in by Clinrles Stride,
Bournemouth.

the men said, between pants of

—

WIIO? AH, WHO? _ .

A small boy was waiting outside a picture-palace wmf_mg
for his friend who had promised to go inside with him.
After a long wait he became exasperated, and exclaimed
loudly:

“The booby isn't coming!” . .

A policeman, who happencd to be passing at ‘the time,
caught the boy by the shoulder, and said

“Whom do you mean by the bLooby?”

“Why, my friend Michael,” enswered the lxoy‘.’
promised to meet mo here, but he basy’t turned up.

The policeman had imagined that the remark was )‘rnoanh
for him; but he accepted the boy’s explanation and released
him; *

Putting a respectable distance between Lhimself and the
constable, the boy yelled derisively : o e .

“And who did you mean by ‘tho booby’? '—Sent in by
R. Livingstone, Wimbledon, :

S.
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As the “GEM" Storyette Competition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
this nove! feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS FRIEND, 1d,
Published every Monday, .

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes.

If vou know a really funny joke, or a short,
interesting paragraph, send italong (on a post-
card) before you forget it, and address it to:
The Editor, THE BOVS FRIEND and GEM,
.Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.

EASILY “DONE.”

Amongst the crowd of
goldiers in a cantecn was a
fellow who kept bragging of
his mamfold accomplishments.

Becoming exasperated, one
of the company remarked
sarcastically: .

-“Now, we have hcard so
much about what you can do.
Tell us what there is you can’t
do, and T'll undertake to do
it mj L E
“Well,” said the braggart,
with a yawn, “I can’t pay
my account here, and I'm

G a a  aa ag]

angrily

© which

. . QUITE TRUE.

A visitor was being shown over a big cotion mill by the
proprietor, who proudly displayed some of the magnificent
iabdncs produced there. Holding up & pisce of calico, he
said :

::Our latest pattern.. Excellent work, isn't it?”

ph, ves, it’s all right!” exclaimed the visitor. * But you
can't hold a candle to the goods we turn out at our works."”
o %a,m”e lmol:?':i ats}lx:ed t}l)le m‘l‘ll-owner, somewhat offended.
0,” replie o other; “ours is gunpowder.” —Sent in
by G. 'McDonald, Batley. ’ sunp

A TELLING ADMONITION.
i lﬁidgtthr{’r: “Jtotx}xlm}{, yotho]d meka lie \ﬁrhen vyou said yog
hadn't been at the jam. o you know what happens to ba
little boys who tell lies?” ¥ R 2
. Johnny (sheepishly): “ No, mamma.”

Mother: “Well, a big black man with one large eye in
the middle of his forchead comes and takes them away, and
then chops them up to cat for his dinner. Now, you won't
tell me any more lies, will you? I don't like people who tell

lics.”” —Sent in by J. Bolland, Glasgow. bk 3

e

AN UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIAL.

“I really don’t know whether to make use of this tesii
monial for the purpose of advertisement or not,” murmur®d -
the inventor of & patent hair-restorer. ) ’

“Why are you in doubt over the matter?” asked his
friend. 2

“Well, T'll read it out to you: S
*¢“Dear Sir,—Before using your hair-restorer I had three

bald spots on my head, but now I have only one.’”—Sent -
in by J. Telfer, Heads Nook, near Carlisle.

. TOO SMART'!
Recently a well-known ventriloquist had occasion to make
a hurried train journey. Arriving at the station just as the
train was starting, he had no time to take a ticket for his

og.

When the ery “All tickets ready!” was heard at a certain
station, the ventriloguist dropped his dog into a hamper,
was labelled in bold letters, ‘Professor Jones, .
Ventriloquist.”

Eventually the ticket-collector reached the carriage, and

at the same time the dog be-
gan to bark. s

With & wry smile, the col- ~
lector glanced at the label on
the hamper, and then, turn-
ing to the ventriloquist, said:

“All right, mister! That's °
very clever, but you can't fool
me. I've had the same trick
played on me before.” —S3ent
m by Alfred G. Feakes,
Bristol. :

'™ a"a"'

“PROMISING.”

you a Dbicyele if you passed
your examination at school;
but you have failed in every- ,
thing. What have you been”.

v lad to have found e ing.
;zfzfxyx \gh: cag dg‘i(i fogu;:e."& o7 Look out for YOUR Prize Storvette in next doing?” . s
Collapse of critic.—Sent in week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND. Johnnic: “Learning to ride

s

by James Porter, :Junr.,
Bristol.
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a bicycle, dad.”—Sent in by
C. - Storey, W. Boldon..
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Tather: “I promised to buy =
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 OUR_SPLENDID NEW SERIAL!

Chum,

The Previous Instalments told how:—~
ETHEL CLEVELAND, a pretty English girl, and cousin
- to ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY, the swell of St. Jim’s,
goes to St. Freda’s School to continue her education. =
Upon arrival, she is kindly received by MISS PENFOLD,
the principal.
. DOLORES PELHAM, a handsome dark gir), being in
v~ disgraco ot the school, is very urhappy. Ethel, however, is
sympathetic towards her, and tries to he friemi}y.
“ENID CRAVEN, a sneak, who is largely responsible for
Bolores’ rinhappy position at the sehool, 18 urgently in need
-=f money with which to settle a dress bill:
" Dolores attempts to run away from the school in the middle
of the night, and is brought back, against her will, by Ethel.
In the morning, however, Dolores is found to be missing;
but she is eventually caught and brought back to the school.
Miss Penfold accuses Dolores of having stolen a five-pound
~“note, which is missing from a desk in her room.
Dolores declares that she did not take the note, and to
. this Miss Penfold replies:
B *I cannot believe you.”
-~ (Now read on.)

< 3

) Guilty or Innocent ?
There was a-long silence in the room.
. Miss Penfold sat cold and stern, her face very hard and
‘pale. She did not believe Dolores; she could not helieve her.
v. - .Dolores scemed to be stunned.
) _Her handsome, dusky face was pale and almost haggard.
%‘hc terrible accusation had burst like a thunderbolt upon
er.
. She had been prepared to face her punishment for running
- ‘away; she had cxpected that, and she was ready to be
defiant, whatever was inflicted. " But this—-—
- 'This was disgrace—this was shame. The
Beemed to reel as she thought of it. '
.. 8he realised how she had placed herself under suspicion.
Mter flight, coinciding with the theft from the principals
=~ deslk, had made it .inevitable that she should be suspected.
And how was she to prove her innocence?
. That was -impossible. 5
--8he would be expelled -from St. Freda’s—as a thief!
- And at the thought of it, the Spanish girl’s stubborn pride
broke down, and the tears came into her cye: and ran down
her cheeks.
Miss Penfold watched her severely.
“Well, Dolores?” she said, at length.
~ - “I am innocent!” .
" “Come, come!”
“You will not believe mei??
lt' “I cannot!”

» “Oh, but I am innocent! You may search if you like;
you will not find the money !’ the Spanish girl exclaimed.
 “You must be searched, Dolores, if you do not give up the
money,” said Miss Penfold. ‘“Think, you foolish child!
Even if you have parted with ihe money, it can be traced,
and the theft brought home to you. I had, fortunately, nect

‘v~ Ieft any gold in the desk} there were two banknotes for five

v

givl's brain
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“TALBOT'S RESCUE!”

| ; A Magnificent Serial Story dealing with the advens
; i| tures of Tom Merry & Co. of St.Jim’s and their Girl
l Specially published at the earmest request of

readers of the ““Gem”™ Library.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

pounds each. Oue was taken. T supposc you are aware the
banknotes are numbered? Tt will be quite casy for the polic
to trace ihe one you took, if you have parted with it.”

“But I did not take it.”

“ Dalores 1

“I did not take it.”

The headmistress was silent.

Dolores sobbed, and then dashed her tears angrily awaye

“I am innocent,” she said. “I bhad no thought of taking
money. I have money of my own, which I have saved—=
three or four pounds. You know my father sends me a grealf
deal of money.” '

“Y know it. Buap—--" h :

“1 did not need {o take any. But T would have died rather
than take it, if I had been starving!” exclaiméd Dolores
passionately.  “Oh, 1§ is wicked, wicked, to aceuse me! You
know that I did not take the moncy !”

Miss Penfoll’s cheeks burned.

“Dolores! How dare you speak to me bike that1”

“How dare you accuse me of being a thicf!” exclaimed
Dolores. “I am not one; I would have died first! If the
money is gone, someone else has taken it.”

“It is impossible! T tell you therc twwere two banknotesy
and only one was taken. It is childish to suppose that &
burglar would have taken one and not the other.”

“1Ie may not have seen the orher,” zaid Doloves.

“They were folded up together.”

“I=I do not know what happened; 1 only know
did not go to your desk.”

“You went to my room.”

“T had to go to the room. as it was the only window I
could open.” ) :

“And you ask me to believe ihat yvou did not go to the
<]osk‘.?, 1t is absurd, Dolores. You cannot expect me to believd
yvou.® .
© “T am speaking the truth.”

Miss Penfold shook hiev head. .

Dolores sobbed again. In the hard, nnbelicving face before
her now, she read what the rest would think of her. All
St. Freda’s would know—would believe—that she was a thief.

It was one thing to leave St. Freda’s becaunse she had too
stubborn a pride to bend to the westraints of discipline. Tt
was quite another to go because she was a thief—because she
was unfit for the other givls to speak to
. Dolores realised that.

The move she disliked St. Freda's, the more she despised
the other girls there, the move bitterly humiliated she felt
at the thought that they would now despise her.

Despise her!

It made the blood flame in her checks to think of b
Dolly Carew would despise her, and greedy little Milly
Pratt, and even Ernid Craven, the mean Enid, would be able
to despise her now.

A dry sob shook Dolores.

With a sudden impulse she threw herself at Miss Penfold's
fect, clasping the elder lady’s dress with convulsive hands.
Her white, tear-stained face was turned up to the stern
countenance of the St. Freda’s Head.

“QOh, Miss Penfold, I am innocent—I am innocent!” 'she
panted, her voiee broken and husky, . * Will you not helicve
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ao? Hs tho truth! Oh, it is the truth! You have never
kaown me to tell a lie, though I have boen bad in other ways,
Miss Penfold. I know I have dono wrong, I can see it now,;
but—but T am not a thief. Oh, believe me!” -

Tho passionate outburst strangely moved Miss Penfold.

“If T conld only belicve you, Doloros!” she said, in a low
veice. z

“Tt is true—true!"

Miss Penfold hesitated.

In spite of herself, a feeling was growing within Lex that
circumstances might have conspired to cast this black
suspicion upon the Spanish’ girl.

She raised Dolores gently enough.

“8it down, dear,” she said quielly.
ovor. Calm yourself{”

“But you believe me?”

“I ‘will try to believe you,” said Miss Penfold, with a
sigh.  *“‘But, Dolores, the banknote was taken. That you
no longer have it is nothing, You imnay have passed if, or
thrown it away after you were caught. Can you give me
any reason to suppose that someono clse may have taken itt
Goodness inows, mmy only desire {3 to do justice in the

L mwtter!”

Dolores started.

¥ Ethel 1” ’ ’

Miss Penfold looked puzzled.

“Ethel! What do you mecan?” .

- “Lithel Cleveland knows that [ did not take i81" criad
Dolores.
U What! How can Ethel Cleveland know anything ebout

“Let us falk thia

““Send for hor; she will tell you,” cxclaimed Delores
triumphantly. ) :
Miss Penfold looked very puzzled. ’
“Very well; T will send for her,” she said. “DBut I really
cannot see how a new girl at 8t Freda's can throw any

light upon the matter.” : .
She touched a bell. . : .
- The maid who answered it was told to fetch Tthel, and in
a couple of minutes Ethel Cleveland appeared at the door of
M:ss Penfold’s study. m, b PE, g%, - : :
“Come in, my dear!” said Miss Penfold, as Cousin Ethel
Teositated.  “You may sit down.
gvidence may be of some use to her. It appears tha¢ you
kpnow something of her movements last night.,”
Cousin Ethel coloured. : o
“Yes,”. she said quietly, ¢ HE BB ¥ o d aw
. Her glance vested upon.Dolores a moment,  &heo had not
@xpected the Spanish girl to draw her into the matter. But
ebe had no thought but to tell the exact truth. Dolorea
understood her look, and broke out passionately.- -
~You do not understand, Ethel—you don't undsrstand yet!
L:am accused of stealing a banknote from Miss Penfold’s desk

when I ran away last night.” .
Eihel gave a start of horror.
“Stealing a banknote?” she said faintiy.
“Yes,”

“ Impossible " : ‘

“I hope it is impossible,” said Miss Penfold quictly, * That
i3 what we are to find out. - Tell me what you know about
the matter, Ethel.” -

Cousin Ethel glanced at Dolores. .

“Yes, yos!” exclaimed the Spanish girl eagerly. . *Teil
Miss Penfold all about the matter—everything as it
bappened !” ' ' T e

" “VYery well” - . ) -
- C'ousin Ethel told what she knew, quietly and calmly,

“ Dolores had told me that she was going to run away from’
tho school. - I tried -to persuade -her not to do s6; and I
etayed awako to stop her if she should go.” . - -~
> ““Why did you not tell me?” said Miss Penfold geritly.

“I had promised to say nothing.” Y < me
¢ Stay a moment!". exclaimed Miss Penfold, remembering
- Enid Craven's visit to her the provious evening. ‘“Did any-

one else know.of this?” .

“Yes. Another girl heard vs speaking of it.”

.““Was 1t Enid Craven?” &

Tithel looked surprised.

“Yes, Miss Penfold,” .

“Very well. You may go on.” -

+. “I heard Dolores leaving the dormitory, and followed hes,”
said Ethel. *8he left the school by the window of this room,
and I followed her into the grounds. I persuaded her to
. return, and wo went back to bed. I fell asleep, and then—
then Dolores must have left the dormitory ‘again, and I did
not hear hers” .~ s . B ’

“T waited till you were-aslecp,” said Dolores.

Ethel nodded. . T :
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“But what does this prove for you, Dolores?” asked Miss
Penfold quietly. -

“Do you not see?” exclaimed Dolores cagerly,. *Ethel
followed me into the grounds, Did I go to Miss Penfold’s
dosk, Ethel?” . .

Eithel shook her head. )

¢ Certainly not. You would not have had time before I
saw you here. DBesides, you had left the door of the room
open all the time.” _

“And I had gone out, intending to leave then!’ exclaimed
Dolores hurriedly. “If I had wanted to go to the desk,
Miss Penfold, I should have gono then, when I first tried to

e I did not know that Ethel was following
me. =

Miss Penfold was silent. . -

{J‘;ertainly there was a great deal in what the Spanish gief
said, 2

If she had taken the banknote for the expcnses of her
flight, she would certainly have .taken it when she left the
bhouse the first timo. Yet it might have been an after-
thought. © Miss Penfold’s mind wavered, but in spite of
herself Dolores’ earnestness was impressing her. She was
no longer cortain of the Spanish girl’s guilt.

“Was anyone else awake at this time?” she asked slowly.

Dolores shook her head,

“I think not.”

“But, my child, if you did not take the noto from my -
desk someone else must have done so,” -said Miss Penfold,
“Someone else must have been up list night.” :

Cousin Ethel gave a start. .- ¢ o

“Dolores!” she exclaimied breathlessly. “¥You remember
the light—the match that was struck in this room while we
were in the grounds?” - :

Then Dolores clasped her hands. }

"“Yeos, yest I remember! Whoever struck that match
was the thief!” - )

et 5 On The Track, - .

. Miss Penfold looked at the two girls in surprise. Hes

look demanded an explanation,.and Ethel hastily explaineds—

- Tho-headmistress listened with doep attention, e T

. “Then someone clse was downatairs while you wero in the
garden?” she said. 2t g
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5 . e
- “Have you any idea who it was?' ;0 “‘
- “Not at ell,"” said Cousin Ethel, with a shake of the head.-
“I saw nothing but the match burning for a few seconds.” -

Miss Penfold compressed her lips. | +

“This is a very strange story,” she said. “I will not say
that I beliove Dolores to be innocent; that would be saying .
too much, But my belief in her guilt has been very strongly
skaken, and I shall not act hastﬁy in the matter. Dolores,
vou will go to your cubicle, and remain there for the rest of
the duy, while I consider tho matter. Ethel, you will say
vothing of what has passed in this room. his is not a-
matter that I wish to have discussed in the school.” | 5
4T understand, Miss Penfold.” . h
“I can rely upon your discretion, I am sure, You may go."”
Cousin Ethel left the principal’s study, with a smile of
encouragement to the Spanish girl as she went, .

Ethel- went out, with her brain almost in a whivl, The -
happenings of the last two days had been very rapid and =
very strange. - Little had she dreamed: of finding herself in
the midst of such a whirl of events when she came to
St. Treda’s. Of one thing she was quite sure—Dolores was
innocent. - Little as she knew of the Spanish girl, she was
certain that Dolores was incapable of a despicable action, =
wild and wayward as she might be. :

The other girls gathered round Ethel at once as she came
out into the broad; flagged passage, curious fo know. why she
had been sent for and what had passed in Miss Penfold's
gtudy. ; S s ’

Bx{t Ethel would not satisfy their curiosity.

¢Is Dolores going to be expelled?” asked Belle Hilton,

£ don’t know,” . ‘ :

“Was Miss Penfold very angry?"” R

“What did Dolores say}” . . : ‘

“Why did Miss Penfold send for you?” - x

“What did you say?” ' ¥

Cousin Ethel laughed. : : v

“Y am so sorry, but I have nothing to say,"” she replied.

- “Nonsense !” said Belle, in her decided way. ¢ What are
you keeping secrcts fort” : .
“1 am not keeping seorets, but—""
“3euffl” -

- “You did not sce herf”
33 NO 113 &
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“Vee, stuff ond ratsl” said Dolly Carew.
Etha 1

But Ethel shook her head.

The gurls, though considerably surprised and somewhat

“Go ahead,

exasperated, let her alone at last. !

Cousin Ethel walked away under the elms, to think the
niatter over alone.  Enid Craven followed her there.

“Ethel Cleveland!” she said suddenly.

Ethel looked round. She had not seen Enid following her,
and_she was not pleased. .

_ . “Yes, What is it?” she said, curtly enough.

“I wish you would tell me what Miss Penfold wanted you
{or.'”Wha‘t did Dolores say? Was Miss Penfold angry with
hor ¥

X . “I suppose so.?’ .
N “ About her running away1**
. “Probably.”

“ And—and anything clse?”’

Ethel looked at Enid quickly. The girl’s face was very
,white and there was an eagerness there was no mistaking
in her look and tone . Did Enid know snything of that

~accusation which had heen made in the scclusion of Miss
Penfold’s study? Had she been listening agein? Ethel's
lip curled.

“ Anvthing else!”? she repeated. “What else? What clso
was there for Miss Penfold to be angry about?"

Enid coloured. )

“0Oh, I—I don't know!” she stammered. ' But—-"

. “¥ou have been listening I’ eaid Etbel.
. ““Then—then there is something else?” cried Enid. .
" “If you have lstencd, you know—but if you do not kiow,
1 shall not tell you,” said Bthel. “It is mean to listen—
contemptible !
" “Y have not lstened.™!

. * “Then how do you know--I mean, whv 49 you ask mo
that question? What can you kuow about it:”

“Nothing, but—-"’

“Well, T have nothing to tell you,” said Ethcl.  And she
turned away.
- Enid Craven did not follow her.
Ethel sat down upon a seat under the shadow of the elma.
The sunset was bright on the grass in the Close. She could
‘heny jhe merry oirlish vawes as shie sat there, but she paid

~= ..them no heed. Bhe was thinkiig.
. j
.
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Dolores was in her cubicle now—a prisoner—waiting her
doom. ‘That she would have to leave St. Freda's scemed
certain, but that she should leave in disgrace, expelled as a
thief-“that was the worst, and it might be possible to save
her from that. Who was the thief? 'That it was not Dalores,
Ethel felt ‘certain, It was the unknown person who had
struck the match in Miss Penfold’s study the previous night,
the flicker of which the two girls had seen fram the darkness
~f the Clesa. :

But whe was that?

Ethel did not know much as yet of the girls of St. Freda's,
Lut when she thought of the fresh, healthy faces, she found
it -hard to_eredit -that there might be a tiief amonyg them.
Bhe started as a new thought came into hey mind.

The theft had been so well-timed for suspicion o fall upon
Dolores—it looked as if the thief knew that the Spanish girl
was about to leave the school, and laid plans accordingly,
Who knew it besides herself?

Ethel compressed her lips as sho thought of Enid Craven.

Enid had known it, and, contrary to Ethel’s expectation,
had not betrayed the Spanish girl to the Head.

Enid was the one girl at St. Freda’s whom Ethel wauld
bavo beén more reedy to doubt than any other. :

And what did Enid’s mysterious hints as to the “something
elso” Miss Penfold might be angry about mean? She kuew
that Dolores was charged with something more than merely
runping away from echool. ’

Like a flash it came to Ethel.

In the agitation the thought brought to her she rose and
Legan to walk up and down under ihe trees, her face pale
and_excited, ' : ’

“Yes, yes!’? ghe
“It was she!”

“ Ethel 1

Ethel iurned her head. Dolly Carew was looking at her
with wide-open eyes of astonishinent, Ethel coloured.

“What is tho matter, Ethel?” exclaimed Dolly. “I came
to look for you! We want you to play rounders! What is
the matter?” i

* Nothing I’ said Ethel.

“Well, aro you vomingi” -

“I would rather go for a walk,” said Eihel, ‘“‘if you will
come. -Will you? . 1 have not seen the village yet, and—and
I want to go there pariicularly.” : -

Dolly nodded. .
“Certainly 1" sho said. “I'll call out 1o Belle.”
girls were wa.]king down the

exclaimed, unconsciously speaking aloud.

And five minutes later the two
leafy lane to Ehmhurzt. ;

Dolly kept up an incessant chattér all the way. She toll
Cousin Kthel cverything she knew about the locality, about:
the footpaths aud the wcods, about the surroundings of
St, Freda’s, and was so interested in her own conversation
that she hardly noticed that Ethel said scarcely a word.

Fithel was busy with her own thoughts.

Bhe felt that she possessed tho clue to. the mysterions
happenings at St. Freda’s, and she alone. It-was not pleasans
to her to make any investigation into the matter, but Dolores
was acensed—Dolores was in danger of Feing,branded as o
thief. To briag the guilt home to-the right person was
Ethel's duty if she could do it.

‘* And this is the village,” said Dolly at last.

Etliel, as a matter of fact, had hardly heard & word that
the volatile Dolly had been saying all the way, but she
nodded; with & pmile, -

* Where does Mrs. Scruton live?” she asked.

“ Mrs. Seraton!? ejaculated Dolly.

**Yes, the dressmaker, you know.”

“Yes, but-—-"

** Whero does she live?”

“Look here,” said Dolly,
Seruton.”

“ Why not?*’ - .

‘“Because sho’s not a nice woman. She over-charges fear-
fully, for one thing, and then she encourages girls with money
to run into debt; end piles all sorts of things on the bill,”
said Dolly. *“Miss Penfold doesn’t like us to go to her.
That is why Enid was so scared.”

“I understand. ~ But I am
customer.”

*“Then why—-!

“] want to see her.”’

DBolly looked puzzled. - :

* Blessed if I know why you should want to see her,” sho
said,  ““She’s not a uice person to see,  She’s treating Enid
very shabbily; I think.  Of course, she let Enid get .into
debt, -thinking she.would :get the money: from her people.
It wlould be orily what:-she. deserves if. she were never paid
at 8117 o 4 : . .

* * But T want-t0:ece her.”

“Oh, I suppose you have a X
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Dolly. “This way! How dense of me not to think of that!™

“ It is nob that, but—-"" . L

“Oh, I won’t ask any questions!” said Dolly, laughing.
“i'm not interested in Enid's debts and difficulties. Sho =
lucky to have a good-natured goose like you to help her out
of them. ~This is Mrs. Scruton’s house.”

She_stopped at the garden gate of a tasteless-looking, red:
brick villa—one of the fow modern houses in the village of
Klmhurst. A brass plate on the door announced that it wes
tiie dwelling of Mrs, Scruton, and that Mrs. Scruton was a
“modiste,” and prepared to make up ladies’ own materials,
““ ,'.il wait for you here,” said Dolg‘. “T'l come in if you
1Ke. T

“Oh, not at all! Wait here, therc’s a dear!”

“ Right-ho!” said Dolly cheerfully.

And Cousin Ethel wenb up to the door alone,

Ethe!'s Suspicions Are Cernfirmed,

A slatternly-fooking servant answered her ring, and Cousin
Iithel was admitted to a shabby hall. Her heart was beating
fast now. She wasg undertaking this in the hopo of clearing
Dolores, but now that she was fairly embarked she began to
fecl a littlo afraid. But she did not allow her courage to sink.

“ What name, please, miss?” :

“Mrs. Scruton docs not know my name,” said Ethel, “but
say it is eomeone froni St, ¥reda’s.” .

“Yes, miss.” :

Ethel was shown Into a room in which tho signs of dress-
making were pretty evident everywhero. The windows were
tightly clused, 6b that the atmosphere was extremely stuffy,
and that, added to a stuffy cdour of cloth, made Ethel feel
quite faint for & moment. There was a looking-glass over the
mantelpiecs . in a8 hideous cak frame, and the furniturc
glistened with Ovhea}"! varnish. In the bay window was a
stand with an “art ” pot of a colour that would have mado
an artist shudder, with a fern in it which seemed to be in the
{ina! stages of consumption. : Trl s .

Iithel sat down on one of thie shiny, creaky chairs, and
waited. She had not long to wait. A stout woman of un-

“certain ego, with a red nose and very red cheeks, entered the

yoom with & sort of sweeping motion. EKthel did not know
that the redness of the noso was caused by drinking, or that
of tho checks by rouge; but she felt an instinctive distike of
the woman the moment she saw her. She felt that Miss Pen-
fold was quite right in not wishing her girls to come into con-
tact with Mrs, Scruton, "

There was a very agreeable smile upon the disagreeable face
now, however. rs. Scruton knew that Ethel must be a new
girl, and sho was very ready to welcome and make much of
a new customer, ’

“Good-afternoon, my dear!” she said effusively.
yon have time to stay for a cup of tea. Now ”

““No, thank you!” said Ethel hurriedly. “I—I am presscd
for time. I have not come on my own account really, but
about—about 8 certain matter m connection with Fnpid
Craven.” e

Mrs. Scruton smiled.

““Ah, the change!”. sho said.

“T hope

“Quite right. But I told

Miss Croven that I ehould send her the change when T had

placed the note in my bank.”

Ethel started. -

She had come there to learn the truth, half-afraid that he
1was doing wrong. She had remembered how Enid Craven
lhad gone out immediately after morning school, and how
strangely white and how touchy she had been. Tho suspicion
had forced itself into Ethel's mind that Enid’s offer of half-a-
covereign on account had been refused by Mrs. Sceruton, and
that the foolish girl had been driven to a desperate stop to find
1he monoy, and had thrown the odium upon another.

But Ethel was startled at having her hali-formed suspicion
so sudderly and fully confirmed

“The—the note!” she staminerad.

“Yes. I do not keep so much money in the house,” said
Mrs. Seruton, with a smile; “but I shall place the note in the
Dank to-day, and will send the change up to the school, unless
Miss Craven prefers fo call for it.” :

Ithel shivered.

“You have not yct placed the note in the bank, Mys.
Seruton 77

““T havo not been gut this afternoon yet,” said Mre. Scruton,
“bug there is ample time bofore the bank closes. It is open
till six in Elmhuest.” .

“You—you must not take the note there,” sald Ethel
hastily. :

Mrs. Scruton leoked astonished.

¢ Why nott” . ) ) )

¢ Becausc—becauso—-~ Oh, did you not think it strange
that Enid shonid have so much money 77 cxclaimed Ethel,
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The woman’s face havdened. w

“She told mo her aunt had sent her the banknote,” she
replied,  ““Of course, I holieved her. Do you mean to v
that the note did not belong to her?”

“ It did not.” ‘

“FThen she stole it $"

Ethel flushed, S

“Never mind that; but it would be beiter- for you to take
the note to Miss Penfold, and explain how you came by it. L
know that Enid had no money last evening, gnd ehe was very
much afraid of what you 'would do. It is you who have

_caused her to do this wicked thing.”

Mprs, Scruton threw open the door with a theatrical gesture.

“Leavo my house !”

Tithel walked down the garden path and joined Dolly, Her
heart was beating hard; she felt as if she had just left the
den of an egress. . o

Dolly looked at her flushed face.

“Had a row with Seruton ?” ehe asked

Ethel laughed.

“Not exactly, dear. Let us go away,”

y ‘Is she going to be ecasy with Enid%” asked Doils.
‘Surcly the half-sovercign will keep the Shylock guiet for a
time, anyway ?” L

¥thel did not reply.” Sho did not with to cxpese Enid's
falsehoods to her ¢compunion.” : :

That ¥aid had lied recllessly was certain; but her greatest
folly was in overlooking the fact that & note, beirg numbered,
could bo traced if Miss Ponfold chose to call in the aid of the
police. But the foolish girl had been téo frightened and con-

- fused to even think of that, in all probability. -

Ethel was very silent during the walk home to St. Freda's.
That did not matter to Dolly, howover, who talked caough
for two. When she arrived at the school, Iithel went as soon
as sho could to the dormitory, and looked in at Dolores’
cubicle. Dolores was not there, but Ethel caught sight of her
in tho window-seat at the end of the dormitory, and hastened

“to join her.

Doloces looked at her with a faint emilo.
“You will still speak to me?” ghe exclaimesl,
“Why not?” ’

“Then you do not believo that I am a thief?” .

“I never believed it for a thoment,” said Ethel quietly.

Dolores threw her arms round the English girl
her, and kissed her upon both cheeks.

“How good and kivd. you arc!” she cxclaimed.
unlike mo! If I had had you for a friend when I camc here,
I should have dono much better than I have.” .

“‘ Nonsensoe 1 said Ethel, emiling: -

“But it is true! I—I wish 1 were to stay at St. Freda’s
now,” said Dolores.
horrible thing that has happoned has scemed to clear my
brain, I wish-—¢h, I wish I had net run away last night,
Ethel 1

“1 sish you had not, dear.”

“And you tricd to stop me, and I said T hated you,” said -

Dolores; “but I don’t hate you, Ethe!, I love you.”"

Lithet kissed her.

“ You shall stay at 8t. Treda’s,
Iriends,” ehe exclaimed.

Dolores shook her head.

“1 connot stay.  Even if Riss Penfold forgave mo for
running away, she thinks ‘T am a thicf—and I cannot prove
thiat I am innocont.” )

“But I can!” exclaimed Ethel trivmphantly.

“Whet! You!”

“Yes,” ;

“But how?" exclaimed Dolores,
can you?
out?”

“Yes, T havo found out.”

“And who is it?”

¢ Enid Craven.”

“O)l !V‘ & .

“ Miss Ponfold will know it soon,” eaid Kthel sofily. ¢ You
will be cleared. But—but I hope Miss Penfold will not be
very hard on Hnid.
a bad woman—though it was very, very wicked of her to let
it fall npon you.”

“But—but you arc sure?”

“Quite sure.” . )

“Thon you have saved me, Kihel !”

Ethel kissed her again. Dolores did not speak, but sho sat
with her arm about Kthel's neck, her head - on Bthel's

in astonishmeat, * How

shoulders, and the' proud, dark cyes were dim with tears,

Doleres was erying. .

(Anothesr rond instaiment of this grand schoot

serial next Wednesaay. Crder your copy cariy )
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For Next Wednesday: )
S TALBOT'S RESCUE!”
. By Martin Clifiord,

“One of the best "' is next Wednesday’s grand, long com-
plete story of school life, which deals with a most amazing
deception on the part of a German vouth, who forcibly
changes identity with’ & new boy named Loring.
exciting incidents follow, and the climax is reached when
Talbot, with consummate ~skill and courage, discovers the
whereabouts of the genuine scholar, and shows up the
impostor. Gemites of all ages and dispesitions will positively

revel in :
- #TAL3OT S RESCUL!”
which 18 & thrill from start to finish,

S RALLY ROUND! "
A Great New Song for British Beys,
~ Tho superb Christmas Double Number of the “Magnet
~Library is now on sale, price twopence, and among numerous
r magnificent song for
the boys of Britain; and every Gemite should at once make
himsef—or herself—acquainted with the words and tune—
the work of Mr. G. R. Ramwaye and Mr. Frank Witty res-
pectively. C
famous ~ com-
sanion paper bhoasts a magnificent 50,000-word story of school
ife, entitled: : .

By Frank Richards,

There is also a ‘special four-page supplement, similar to that
which appeared in the “Gem ”’ Doubl‘é Number, and dealing
exhaustively with all the leading characters at Greyfriars.

Fun for the festive fireside is assured when the Christmas
Number of the “Magnet ” Library is at hand. Get your
copy NOW |

A CLEVER ESSEX CHUM.
A. D. N. A., of Seven Kings, sends me a most intercsting
letter, and encloses e short story made up from the titles of

~ various *Gem,”- “Magnet,” and *Boys’ Friend” _gtories
« which have appeared from time to time. .

Flere is my Essex chum’s clever contribution: -
“The St. Jim’s Recruit *’ i3 “Loyal and True ” “For the

Old School’s Sake,” and “The Jew of 8t Jim's,” “Tho-

Fellow Who Won,” is resolved that * Schoolboys Never Shall
Be Slaves ;3 but not so * Grandy of the S8hell,” “ A Regular
Ruffian,” who, in taking to ‘*The Path of Dishonour,”
roceives “A Waster’s Reward.” “The Schoolboy Lawyer ”
offers *Fifty Pounds Reward ” for “Backing up Bunter.”

Y

“A Son of Scotland,” “Kildare for St. Jim,” and “Tom-

Merry for England,” Sportsmen AlLY discover  “ Hurres
Singh's Peril,” and save him from being “Carried Away.”

On “Finding His Level,” and becoming “The Hero of

the Hour,” “Tom Merry & Co.s Ally,” “Talbot of the
) g}»lfn’:: becomes “'The Outcast of 8t. Jim’s ¥ “For Another’s
" Bnke.

“The Housemaster’s Homecoming ”  brings aboub
 Grundy’s Downfail,” and “Police-constable Jimmy Silver ?
sdcceeds in . Turning the Tables ? at “Pankley’s Picnie,”
wile ** Spacial Constable Coker,” who is ¢ At War with Grey-
friars,” clears up *“The Mystery of the Gables.”

s

OUR_-- THREE -- COMPANION
THE “PENNY ,
~ POPULAR"—,

- to the disgust of -“The. Four Conspirators.”.

Many .

" require.

“Mauly’s Flirtation ¥ at *The Old Boys’ Challenge ” results
- in “The Scouts” Victory,” = - e - o

vl “TALBOT'S RESCUE!”

-« PAPER.S!
CHUCKLES,

1/2° =

¥ EVERY SATURDAY.

nan o

the Oppressed  brings out “The
They call it “An Affair of State.”

“The Champion of
Punishment Policies.”
“ A Roldier of the King,” “Coker's Cznadian Cousin,” meeta

“Magter Marie.” *The Sunday Crusaders ™ interfere, much
“The Mastex
Who Stayed at ITome ™ succeeds in “ Winning His Spuzs,”’
and “The Terror of Rookwood,” “A Spy in the Scliool,” is
“Renounced by Rookwood ”* * When Johnny Comes Marehing
Home.”

Many thanks, my Fssex chum! You have amply proved
that there is literary talent of no mean order at Seven ngs,
and I shall be pleased to see further effusions from your pen.

——ea

ANOTHER WAYWARD YOUTH APOLOGISES! .
I am Determined to be Decent!”.
Anti-Gemites—if there are eny left—will feel very small
on reading the following letter, which demonstrates the faect
that there are no real grievances against the - Gem,” and

~that those who write offensive anonymous letters do so withe

a view of gaining cheap notoriety: . T
. o “Yshngton.
“Dear Editor,—I am writing te ask you to accept an
cpology for the snonymous letter' I sens you. I cam't think
whatever made me do such o thing. I am now determined
to be decent, and to back up the companion papers might
and main. 1 have two brothers serving in the Army. One
has been ten months in Flanders, and is now wounded, I
am thinking of sending some of your papers out to him to
cheer him up.
“ " w anticingd - tak 4
1 must now conclude, in auticipation of your teking a
lenient view of my conduct—Yours truly, -
“I. J. Coup.”

T sincely Lope Master Child will keep Lis word, and never
again resort to a practice which can only be classed - as
dishonourable. His apology is cordially accepted, sud if his
name ever appears on this page again, I trust it will be as
a loyal reader, who spares no cfiort in making the companion
papers a great and glerious suceess. .

REPLIES IN BRIEF,
Brown (York).—Storyette nob quite up to

Reginald A. !
Have despatched you a paresl of back

standard. Try sgain.
nnmbere,

Harwell B. Gray (Argylshire).—T am unsble to soy exactly
what part of the ‘Highlands Kerr hails from.

Leslie Barrett (Stoke Newington).—Many thanks far your
exceedingly chatty leiter, and for the pen-and-ink sketch of
Charlic Chaplin. ~ Charlie scems almost “played out ” now,
and I am not surprised.  Malpas in the Army? Heavens
above! The only armny he belongs to is the Army of Slan-
derers, of which he is the commanding-officer.

James R. (Glasgow).—All things considered, T should not
advise o boy of fourteen to enlist.” He is not fitted to stand
the strain and stross of modern warfare neaily so well a8 a
person twice his age,

“An Admirer of Talbot” (Ripon).—The serics of stories
you mention made such a sensation that for four consecutive
Soeks the * Gem  Library sold out completely—lock, stock,
and barro&. I cannot, therefore, get. you the numbers you
Sorry )

Ernest . (co. Kerry).—The informaiion you require was
contained in the special four-page supplement which appeasred
in our Christmas Double Number. v

“Babs ¥ (Iveland).—Many thanks for a most  interasting
leiter, No, Tolbot and Marie Rivers arc not in love. A hoya
(Continued on n~xt page.) . )
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and-gizt friendship sums up their attachment. You are &
vory nice height for your agé—ceitaiiily not tpo talt; as your
friends tell you.
coming Christimas !
J. 8. B. (Birmingham).—I was inlerested to hear of your
chat with Miss Doris Frodie, and have written to her on the
subject you mention. Best wishes for a merry Christmas!
‘Marion Webster.~Jack Blako iz very geod-lavking. As

Jur Qlussy, be is admirably portiayed wook by week by Mr.
Macdonald  Glad you appreciate “Cousin Ethel's School-
d

vour splendid support. My word! You do havo a busy time,
~onding off copies of the companion papors to your relatives
and chums a$ the Frant and on tho }ugl-h soas.  Yes, I always
tike my readers to regard me, not only as an Editor, but a

_iriend. Write to me whenever you ars besot by any. of

" hoyhood’s difficuttics. - Meantrhile, I wish you a very merry

T Christmas$ T A )
Fronk Troylor” (Rotherham).--Storyettes should in all cascs

Tid sont i o posteards, otherwise they cannot be considered.

Stanley A. Moeris (Cheshire).—Hope you enjoyed *8choo!

aud Sport,” the new threepenny library. You. should refer -
Jfor your infotmation concerning the characters to the special
supplement published in the ©Gem " -Library u short time -

ayra, -

PhyHis P. (Maida Vale).—I dooply sympathizo with your

position, snd hope the sun will shine-before long.

ine as often as you like. . o
Miw P. Bl 8. {West Croydon).- -Our Correspondence ¥x-

change has had to close down temporarily, a state of affaira

whiich 1nust be laid to ths door-of William the Kaisar.

“ A {ancashire Chum . (Chorley) writes me a most inter- ’
cesting and theilling lettor. v
‘cliuma stacted slandering the “Cer,” and seid he would write

It appears that one of his former

{0 the Editor condemning it, in:the hops of. sasing his name
in print. | His chief grievance was that no hoys ever went
ihe, pace to tho exteat of Levison and Crooke; whereupon
** A Lancashire Chum ” told him to take his own case as a
pavallel. ‘This enraged the slanderer, and a fight was fixed

ip, on the following terms: If the loyal reader won, then ..
lus oppouent would 1efrain from libelling the “Cem.” Tf .

otherwise, then -hé would go ahead with his caddish work.
Happity, the trso Gemite succecded ;
with - his _aggressor, and now everything in the garden is

iovely. I-am much obliged to my Vancashire chum, end my

only vegres. is thut 1 was not present to referen,

“ A Warwickshire Lad.”"—Your best plan would be to take

lessons in music from s skilled teacher.

C. TI. {(Whithy).—All available war pictares by A (.

Michael were distribufed long ago.

“A Ums” (Tottenhsm).—Very many thanks for your
lotter, I sincorely hope thet by the time these lines are in
print you will hsve recovered from your indisposition.

Tom - Jenkins

loyal readers, with music sppended. Don't. forget to secure

© @ copy and get your sister to play the song over to vou. It°

ought to-be the “rage " in Pompey.

“Perra Nova " (Newfoundlandj.-—It is not at all surpris-

ing that your storyetto -wes duplicated by another readesr,
Such tlings frequently happen, ospecially as the jokes need
not be original )

“A Capa Town Reader.”—Tora Merry is the
cxponent of boxing at St. Jim's, witheut a doubt.. The claim
1o being the best footballer rests between Tom Moerry,
‘Talbot, and Jack Blake. They are all “hLot stuft.”” Talbot

Yiggine not far behind. :

N. L L. (Johannesburg).—By all means send along your
storoyettes, which will recoive prompt censideration. Glad
tu hear how highly youw appreciate the * Groyfriars Herald.”

T, ¢ M. (!G sgow).—There - is no “Gem ”

Glasgove, W
vourselt? :

Amy M. (Liscrpool). —Watch the “Penny Pop” for
dramatic developments.

S. C. M. (Capo Town).—Thank you for your suggestion,
but a competition o the lines vou stipulate would luck interest
and oxcitement. Best wishes. -

Sydney A. (East Yorks).—A portrait of Tom/ 1\1{:1‘1‘{, and .
erient

another of Erw Kildare, appeared in the spacial supp
coutained in last week’s issue,

E. Y. (Turbridge Wells).—Mr. Martin Clifford did not °

mean to imply that all cinema pianists were renk duffors.
dle Was_alluding, in the main, to Mr. Curll. No, a boy of
sisteen is not called upon to enlist. . R

) w - Franco, will-be \{-erg' gratefuldf readars of the “Cem " would %
Best wishes for a jolly good time this o 3

ays,” )
‘W, 1. {South Shields).—-I am deaply indebted to you for -

" of yours.

Write to -

in wiping up the flooe

(Portemonth).—The ~Christmas -~ Double *
Number of the “Magncet ' coutaing a special song foi

Chat
finast -
is probably the most celebrated long-distance runner, with

League in -
1y not tako-the bull by the horns and form one °

Corporal A. J. Sage, R.AM.C, 4th Corps, Raillicad,

sond out to him a few spare copies. : )
J. A. K. (Pretoria).—Many thanks for your kind sugges—~ % -
tion, which shall receive due consideration. E
Herbort Wood (Oldham).—So long as the “Gem ” Lilrary #
retainy the valuable support- of such fellows as you have g
proved yourself to be, it need never fear for the future. I X

“think you are a thorough brick.

Merry & Co. and Harry Wharton & Co. will shortly take

J. 1L B.{Walea).—An amalgamation of the doings of Tom i
place in the “Penny Popular,” 'and ought to livea that paper R %

up, some! e
Lsie 8. (Wilts).—Many thanks for your loyal letter! R
Nozah P. {Co. Down).—Mr. Railton hes been discharged g

from the Army. sosd
J. 8. {near Cardiff).—The rcador in question is no relation &

Bernard D. M..Adsmis {Wobthampton),—A ‘great new saries
of school and sporting stories will comménce whortly in the
“Ponny Popular,” as the outcome of Mastar Howard V.-
Lraocoy's suggeation. With regard ‘to the mistake made in
the “Gemn 7 a few. woeks back, I have already explained
that Mr. Macdonald. is in the Anti-aircraft Service, and he
was celled away that week to “pot” at hostile Zepps, and
that is how the bloomer came abdut. Patriotio readers should
take it smiling ; it was only a trivial error, after all.

Alec C. 8. (London, E.C.)—Seo reply to Betnard Adams,
printed above. X )

Roland 8. {Loicester).—The information you r
contained in our special supplement.

Giadys M, (Dublit:).—Thank you very much for'y heory
letter. " I hopa your brother has fully recovered 18
wound, and that you will both remain loyal supporters of the
“Gem " Library for many years to comae.

Miss F. A. (Liverpeol).—Thank you very much for your
stiggestions in connection_with the © Greyfriars Herald.”

M. J. 8. (High Barnet).—The full names of the characters
you mention ary Juck Owen and Sand,(frant.  Peto has o
surname.  Wo, [ am not the Editor of the “ Marvel”

A. Floyd (Plaistow).~I will try and do "si'you sugges
later on. T

W. B, (Birmicgham).—1 sympathise with yeu in yous
nosition, but as our Corresy o, Jixchange hns closey
down, it is impossible for me to do as you stggest. I ondd .,
had an Exchange in tho “Magnet,” bul a few cads toak
zdvantage of its privileges, and the mujority havo now gt te
suffer for the sins of the few. : )

uire was

“ Botha-ite " (Jnhamnesburg).——'Mr. -Martin . Clifford is l;ll,»z;-i,_ E

firgt to apprecinte the splendid work accomplished by Generai
Botha in the prescns war; but the “Gem . Library is not
tho proper medium for paying tributes to battle heroes. Wae
Jeave that sort of thing to those books which deal exclusiv @y
with the war. ] -

Bernard B, (Fransvsal).—No, I am not in the least pei-
turbed by Master Malpas.  There are no South Afvican
scholars in the schools you mention. . 5
Ernost H. {Sheffioldl.—You will frequently find on sny
age the name and address of a soldler who would
appreciate apare copies of the . companion papers. Figgins
vanka with the best ronners at St. Jim’s, With regard to
your request for a correspondent, seo raply to W. B. (Bire
wminghan), printed above. o

P. L. (Littlohampton).—There is no Exbange and Mast in
connection with this journal. o

“A Lancashire Lad.”—Thank you for your eriticism of the
¢ Greviriars Herald.” - This journal is being splendidiy sus-
ported, but still greater efforts are required hefore *Tom
Merry’s Weekly ” can come into existence. CE

Private J. A, Chatwin, 1674, “B ” Company, 1.6th Welsh ©
Regiraent, British Fxpeditionary Force, France, would be
grateful if any kindly-disposed Gemites would send him back = =®
nurabers, as he has had no opportunity of reading this pape»~ =
for a long time.

A. Pringle (Fife).—Lieufenant Lascclles, before ho enlitfted, .o
was the mathematics master at Greyfriars. I do not know &
where the individual in question lives. .

R. E. Mitchell (Limerick).—Y do not think Mo, Railton will
veturn 4¢ the trenches, A story on the lines you mention
wwill be publishad in the New Year. &
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