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TALBOT'S RESCUE!

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

By M

Dr, Holmes sat bolt upright at his table, and stared aoross it at Manners,

he had not expected to see him arrive in & heap,

CHAPTER 1,

Routed Out!
ASTER MANNERS is wanted !”

Toby, the page, made that announcement,
putting his head into Tom Merry’s study in

. the School House.

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther were there. Lowther
was reading aloud his latest contribution for “Tom
Merry’s - Weekly,” and Tom was listening with heroie
fortitude. Toby’s anncuncement interrupted them,

“ Master Manners—-" - .

“ Manners isn’t here, fathead!” said Lowther, with a

" glare. “Go and eat coke! Now, where was I7”
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He had certainly sent for him, but
and to sprawl on his hands and kne¢s before the table,
{S¢s Chaptsr 2.) .

#The 'Ead wants Master Manners,” said Toby,
“He¢ can go and eat coke, too!”
*Oh, Master Lowther!”

“Where was I?” roared Lowther. “Oh, here we are?

. ¢ Horlock Sholmes rose to his feet. ¢ My dear Jotsow™

v

he remarked-—" ] ) .
“Hold on!” said Tom Merry, laughing, ~“It’s funn
Monty, old man—quite as good as ¢ Chuckles.’ But
the Head wants Manners, the Head’s got. to have
Manners,” . : o
“ He’s certainly got no manners, interrupting a fellow

- like this1” said Lowther.

Somewhat consoled by that little joke, the humorist of
the Shell laid déwn his manuscript.

Copyright 1n the Uaited States of America,
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“If Master Manners ain’t here, I don't know where he
is,” said Toby. ‘“Which the ’Ead told me to find him
and send him to the study.”

“\What the dickens is the row?” said Tom Merry. “Has
Manners been snapping old Selby chasing his hat again?
Is the lead in a wax, Tohyr”

*“No, Master Merry. He had a letter in his *and.”

“Well, it isn’t a licking, then. Let’s go and find
Manners, Monty. It will be a licking if he keeps the
Head waiting.” ’

“That’s all very well, but—-" T

“Oh, give Herlock Sholmes a rest! I've said it’s funny,
haven't I¥” )

“Fathead ” .

“Thanks! Come on!”’

Tom Merry and Lowther left the stady in search of
their chum. When the Head sent for a junior, that junior
was supposed to be forthcoming at once. Keeping the
Head waiting was unthinkable.

But Manners of the Shell seemed to have vanished.

Certainly he could not have gone out with his camera,
for the dusk was falling; but he was not in the Shell
passage, nor in the common-room. The chums of the
Shell looked into Study No. 6, but Blake and Herries
and Digby and D’Arcy, who were having tea there, had
seen nothing of Manners.

“Twy the dark-woom, deah boys/” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “The duffah is always taking photo-
gwaphs, or developin’ photogwaphs, or pwintin’ photo-
gwaphs, or somethin’.”

“Good egg! Thanks for the tip, Gussy !” said Lowther.-
“We only needed your mighty brain brought to bear
on the subject——"

“Weally, Lowthah——-"

Tom Merry and Lowther hurried dowustairs, The dark-
room was in the regions below. It belonged to Mr.
Lathom, the master of the Fourth, who was great on
amateur photography. But Manners, who was still
keener on cameras than Mr. Lathom, was allowed the
run of it. :

The door of the dark-room’ was closed. Tom Merry
tried it, but it was locked. He hammered on the panels
with his fist.

* Manners !’ shouted Lowther.

There was a growl from the interior of the dark-room.

“Go and eat coke!” )

“ Mauners, youre there? You're wanted!”

“Rats !’ :

“It’s the Head?”

“More rats!” )

Tom Merry, thumped energetically on the door.

When Henry Manners was developing films, wild horses
would not have dragged him away from the developing~
tank. Even the awec-inspiring name of the Head had no
effect upon him. -

But his chums were more concerned for him than he
was for himself. They thumped and kicked and shouted,

“ Manners, you ass!”’

“ Manners, you fathead !”

“It's the Head, you duffer!”

“Ie wants you, you frabjous jabberwoek I

“Open the door, you idiot!”

“Come out, you dummy :”

There was a yell of exasperation from the amateur
photographer of the Shell. ) .

“(o away! I'm developing! Do you want to spoil the
negative, you howling asses? Tell the Head to wait!”

Tom Merry chuckled. Ie was not very likely to tfell
the headmaster of St. Jim’s to wait. Instead of carrying
that message to the Head’s etudy, he thumped on the
door with a terrific thwnp that made it creak and groan.

Crash!

Manners had jumped as well as the door, and something
had fallen in the dark-room. There was a howl of
gnguish, ,

“Oh, scissors! My film! Ok, you asses! Oh, crumbs!?

There was a sound of wild groping. It was accom-

snied by eiaculations that were perfectly Hunnish in
their ferocity. :

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry and Lowther.

“T’11 ‘ Ha, ha, ha ’ you!” rvoared Manners.

Tae Gex LiBrarv.—No. 410.
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The door of the dark-room was thrown open. The red
light streamed out from the darkness.

Manners rushed forth like a lion from his den.

“You asses! You duffers! You chumps!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ) '

Manners kad groped in the wreck in the dark-room, uet
wisely, but too well. There were smears of purple over
his face, and a huge purple blob on his nose. The Sheil
fellows shrieked at the sight of hin.

“Qh, you giddy picture!” gasped Monty Lowther.
“Here—— Hallo! Chuckit! Yooop!”

The infuriated Manners was smiting. Towther rolled
over on the floor, still roaring, but not with laughter.

“Hold on !” shouted Tom Merry. “Manners—— Why,
you fathead! Ok, crumbs!” Tom Merry rolled over
Lowther. “Yarooooh! You dangerous lunatic! Yooop!”

“You’ve mucked up my film!” yelled Manners. A
three-bobber, you chumps! A dozen photographs, you
burbling idiots! You—you—you——" Manners stuttered
with wri?ltlh. t‘,I’ll squash you! I’ll smother you with

Monty Lowther jumped up. )

“Collar him! He’s got to go to the Head! Nail him!”

“Yes, rather! Come on, you mad assi”

“Leggo!” roared Manners, as his chums seized him by
eithe}: arm. “Leggo! I’'m going to drench you with
pyrot”

“Not good emough,” said Tom Merry,
Face and all!”

“ Leggo! T'I—T'11-—"

“This way!” grinned Lowther,

Manners, wriggling desperately, was rushed away.
With his empurpled face, he was eertainly in no state.to
enter the august presence of the Head. But his chums
were exasperated, and they did not stop to think of that.
They rushed him down the passage at top speed, and along
the wide corridor to the Head’s study.

“Leggo, you chumps! I tell you—~£" .

“ Here we are!” panted Lowther. *Chuck him in!”’

They had arrived at the door of the Hcad’s study.
g'om Merry disengaged one hand, and knocked at the

oor, -

‘“Come in!” said the deep voice of Dr. Holmes.

Tom Merry opened the door. Manners made a last
desperate struggle, but it was no use. He was in.

Tom Merry drew the door shut after he had goue ins
Then the chums of the Shell looked at one another,
panting. )

“Couldn’t keep the Head waiting, you know.”
murmured Lowther.  “But—but I wonder what he'll
say?”’

Tom Merry wondercd, too.

“Come onl”

PR

CHAPTER 2.
News for Manners!

R. HOLMES sat bolt upright at his table, and

D stared across it at Manners.
He had sent for Manners, and he had expected
bim to arrive. But he had not expected to sece
bhim arrive in a heap, and to sprawl on his hands and
kuees before the table. But that was how Manuers had

eome.

Dr. Holmes rose majestically to his feet.

* Mauners !”

His voice was like the rumble of thunder. Manners
blinked up at him, breathless. The Head started as he
gazed at Manners’ face. Manuers was purple. He
looked as if he had been drawing upon his supplies ef
pyro for use as a cosmetic.

“ Manners !
“Ye-es, sir!” gasped Manners, staggering up.

b H-ow—-—%xow dare you enter my study in such a way®:

(:I-_I__ —__! - .

“Why is your face in that disgustingly dirty state,
Mannpers?” -

“ Mum-mum-my face, sir?” stammered Manners.

“Your face !’ thundered the Head. “ Look in the glass,
boy! Is that a state in which to present yourself to
your headmaster, Manners?” :
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Manners blinked into the glass and almost tottered.

“I—I'm sorry, sir! I—I was in the dark-room, and
they routed me out and upset the tank, and—and—"

The Head’s face relaxed. .

“I am sorry if my summons interrupted you at a busy
moment, Manners. If you came here'in this state rather
than keep me waiting, I excuse you. But why did you
enter my study like .a circus clown?”

“They—I mean I—that is—I—they—"

Dr. Holines stepped to the door and threw it open.
Tom Merry and Lowther made a strategic movement to
retreat—too late!

““Merry! -Lowther!”

“Yes, sir!” stammered the juniors.

“ Are you respounsible for the ridiculous way in which
Manners entered my study?”

. “Ahem! We—we didn’t want you to bo kept waiting,
sir,” stammered Tom  Merry. “ And—and - we
. thought 2 . .

“We thought Manners had Detter come as he was,
rather than keep you waiting, sir,” said Lowther meekly.

The Head looked at them very hard. -

“Quite right!” he said. “I am glad that you rcalise
that your headmaster’s time is valuable, Merry and
Lowther.”

“-t-thank you, sir!”

“I am sure that you meant to oblige me.”
- % Ye-es, sirl”’

“Tt is quite right and proper to he obliging, especially
where your headmaster is concerned.”

“Sus-sus-certainly, sir!”

. “But there are ways of doing these things,” added
~the Head grimly. “Your way is not the best that could
:be selected. You will take a hundred lines each. You
may go.” )

~“on”

Dr. Holmes went. back into his study. Manners was
dabbing his face with his pocket-handkerchief. The
only result was to make the handkerchief as purple as
~his faces A smile lurked at the corners of the doctor's
amouth as he took his seat at the writing-table.

“ Never mind your face, Maunners. You are making
matters worse, I think; instead of betler.”

- Manners ceased dabbing, and blushed under {ile
purple.

. “T have senb for you, Manners, on account of a letter
L have received.” ; ) 2

“Yes, sir!”
¢ ¢“A new hoy is coming into the School Iouze—a lad
‘mamed Loring. I understand that you are acquainted
with him.”

“I knew a chap of that name, sir,” said Mannezrs.
“But that was in Switzerland, when I was thero ono
vacation. Ho was keen on photography, and e
chummed.” .

“This boy comes from Switzerland,” said the Head.
“His parents have resided there for many years, and the
lad has heen brought up in a Swiss school. - But his
father is naturally anxious for him to finish his
education in England, and it has been arranged for him

to come to this school. I now learn that ho will arrive
tin Loudon to-day, and he will come to St. Jim’s to-
ymorrow. His father mentions that he is acquainted with

a junior here, named Manners, and I concluded that this
would be yourself.” )

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Manners. “I remember Loring
.quite well. I haven’t seen him for over a year, though.”

“ Now, Mammers, the boy is coming from a foreign
country, though he is Lnglish himself. The customs of
.an English school are, as you are doubtless aware, very
different from those of a Swiss school. Oswald Loring
will probably find himself -a little strange at first in Lis
new surroundings.”

“Like a fish out of water, sir,” said Manners.

“Ahem! Your expression, Manners, though somewhat
inelegant, is just. As you are acquainted with the hoy
—in fact, it seems that you made friends—" The
Head paused, and looked inquiringly at Manners.

- “Well, we palled a g bit that vac, sir,”  said
Manners. “We used to go out taking photographs to-
gother at Interlaken and Grindelwald. He was a decent
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chap, though he had picKed up rather a foreign recent
among those Swiss.”

“Under the circumstances, Manners, it has ocourred
to me that you could befriend this new boy a good deal,
if you chose to do eo, until he settles down into his place
in the echool. He wilkdave much to learn.”

“T’Il back him up, eir,” said Manners at once. “I
shall be jolly glad to see him, and have & jaw about

photographs!”

The Head smiled.,

“Very well, Manners! He arrtives at the school on
Tuesday. Mr. Perks—a legal gentleman—will see him
into the train at London. At Wayland Junction he will
change for Ryicombe and this school. If you care to
meet him at the junction, Manners, you will be excused
from lessons to-morrow afternoon. I will speak to your
Form-master.” -

“Certainly, sir! T'll take my camera—I—I mean I
shall bo jolly glad to go and meet the new chap, sir!”

“Very well! That is all, Manners. The express from
London stops at Wayland Junction at three o’clock.

“You may go!”’

“Yes, sir!” Manners hesitated.

He was thinking of his chums. Considering the wa
they had handled him a quarter of an hour before, it
was really very decent of Manners, But Manners was a
forgiving chap, .

“Well?” said the Head. .

“Alem! I—I was thinking, sir, perhaps—perhaps
the new chap might like to make a few acquaintances,
sir, when—when we—I—go to meet him,” said Manners
diffidently. “It might make him feel a bit more a$
homs, sir, if—if two or three of us met him at the
station.”

“Hum !” .

“Tom—I mean Tom Merry—and Lowtherasir, would
like & little run—I mean they would like n6 end to meet
the new chap and make him feel at hombe.”

Dr. Holmes laughed.

“Very well, Manners! You may take Lowther and
Merry with you to-morrow afternoon. I will speak to
Mr. Linton.” o .

“Thank you, sir!” said the delighted Manuers.

An extra half-holiday on the morrow was a consolation
for the loss of his films. He left the Head’s study
feeling quite eatisfied, and regarding the Head as &
brick—as indeed he was.

[N

CHAPTER 3,

Coals of Fire!

OM MERRY and Monty Lowther were waiting

for Manners at the end of the passage. They
were looking wrathy.

They' had received a hundred lines each for
reudering valuable services to Manners. They had saved
the Head’s valuable time, and that was how they had
been rewarded. Monty Lowther declared that the
rovered and roverend Head ought to bs bumped.
Bumping the Head was, however, quite out of the
question. The chums of the Shell agreed that Manners
should have it instead. ]

So when Manners came along the passage, with great
satisfaction in his purpled face, his two chums wers
ready for him.

“Oh, here you are!” said Manners.

*Yes, here we are, fathead!” said Lowther warmly.

“It’s ripping !” said Manners.

113 It’s what :r,)) .

“Topping! You fellows are in luck!”

“In Tuck?” howled Tom Merry.

“Yes, rather! Serve you right if you’d been licked!
You deserved it after mucking up my films! - You're in
luck !”

“Qh, squash him!” said Lowtler.

“Here, hold on!” roared Manners, as his wrathful
chums collared him. ¢ Wharrer you at? I tell you—
leggo \—I say—yah!” ‘

“Yank him away!” said Tom Merry. “If the Head
hears us there’ll be more ‘lines!” :, 3

- Ture GeMm LiBrary.—No. 410

“TRUE BLUE]|”  AMagiicnt Now ong, ConRi ctieconte o



‘¢ THE BEST 3" LIBRARY @&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3P LIBRARY, "ic®

“Yaroooh !
Why, you

I tell you—>" raved Manners.
my hair! " Yooop! - You're pulling it out!
howling asses, I—yah!—eh !’

Heedless of Manners’ frantic expostulations, the Shell
fellows rushed liim away into the Form-room pastage,
and proceeded to administer punishment.

Buamp! ¢

“That’s for my lines!” said Tom Merry.

“Yoooop i’ s

“PBai Jove! TIs it baitle-murdah, or sudden death:”
ejaculated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, coming along the
passage. “ Whatevah 1s the mattah, deah hoys®”

Bump'! i C :

“That's for my lines!” said Lowther.

“Yow! Help! Fathead! Whoop!”

“Bai Jove! Wlhat are you bumpin’ Mannahs for, deal
boyst” : 3 : m o

“Lend me a hand, you fathead!” roared Manners,

struggling in the grasp of his affectionate chums. -

“T wefuse to be called a fathead, Mannahs!”

“Give him one move !’ panted Lowilier.
us, and one for the Head!” -

. “Ha, ha, ha!”-

Buup ! .

Manners sat on the floor and glaved at his chums. He
was speechless wifh wrath. Monty Lowther shook a
warsing forefinger at him.

“Tt’s an ungrateful world, Manners,” he said seriously,
“and we don’t expect any thanks from you. But reflect,
my young friend——"

“Groool! Tl pulverise you!” gasped Manners. “You
—youidiots! I jolly well won't take you now! Groooh!”

“Eh? Take us where?” - T
. Mauners scrambled to his feet, and dusted down his
elothes, and glared at his chums. The purple of pyro and
the crimson of wrath mingled beautifully upon his
eountenance. .

“You chumps ! You duffers! After my getling you an
extra half-holiday to-morrow, you umgrateful votters:
Yow-ow!” ] o : '

Tom Merry and Lowther jumped simultaneously.

“ An extra half-holiday?” exelaimed Tom.

“Yes, you hooligan !” roared Manners.  “There’s a new
¢hap “coming, the Head says—an old ‘acquaintance of
mine, and I’ve got to meet him, and I asked the Head—
yow-ow !—to let me take you-—groooh!—with me, and
wow I—yow-ow —won’t.” .

“My ‘dear chap,” said Lowther affectionately, “that

was just like you!
bumped you?” .
© “You frabjous ass—groooh'—did you give me time?
Yow!” ) -
- “An  extra_ half-holiday,” said Tom, rubbing his
hands. “That’s vipping! Bless the new chap—he's as
welcome as the flowers in May! We'll come with you,
Manners, old scont—rather!” : :

“You jolly well won’t!” hooted Manncrs, “I'll leave
yon_behind now.” .

“Bai Jove!” chimed in Arthur Augustus D’Axey.
“ Aftah the way you have tweated Mannahs, you chaps,

ou must expect to take a back seat, Mannahs had

etter take me instead.”

“Why, you cheeky ass—"

“J wefuse to be called a cheeky ass, Tom Mewwy. I
wegard it as a wippin’ ideah. Besides, it will give the
new chap a vewy good impwession of St. Jim's, if he sees
me first,” explained Arthur Augustus. ° Boundals like
you ought not to be spwung on him all at once, you

now. Mannahs, deah hoy, am I comin’z”

Manuers grimmed. .

“Gussy, old man, it can’t be did.” Manners was ve-
eovering now. “This new chap is coming from Switzer-

Tand, and he don’t know much about the place here. If
he saw you first, he might take the school for a private
Tunatic asylum, or something of the sort, and bolt right
back to Switzerland.” :

“Why, you uttah ass ?

“ Quite so0,” chimed in Lowther. “We shall have to let
Gussy dawn on him gradually.. It would be hardly the
gamé to give him such o shock all at once. I suggest that

i

* . the first day he’s here Gussy should wear a mesk, or @

five-sereen, or -something.”
“Lowthall, you uttah wottah!”
Tue Geu LiBrRARY.—No. 410.

Leggo

“One each for’

Why -éidn’t you tell us hefore we'

“You look vather dusty, Manuers, old son,” said Towm
Merry amicably. *Come to the study and let’s brush you
down.” o

‘Manners granted. . -

“T1l get you a hairbrush, Manmners, old chap,” mur-
mured Lovwther. .

Manners snorted. .,

“Tt was all for your own good, you know,” said Tom
persnasively, “ We’ve taken a lof, of trouble with you.™

Another snort.

*“ Now, Manners, old chap—"

Manners walked away. .

“I wegard Mannahs as quite justified in being watty
at your wuffianly. conduct,” said Arthur Angnstus
severely. “I should be watty myself. I wegard you as
a paih of vewy wuff beasts!”

“You'd be watty if we bumped you:" asked Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah.” :

“Rump him!” said Towther. “I’d like to zee what &
tailor's dummy is like when it’s ratty:”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, you howwid wuffians— Welease me—
yawoooh !—you feahful wottalis—wow !—you are wuinin’
my twousahs Whoop !” d

Tom Merry and Lowther fled, laughing, leaving Arthur
Augustus sifting on the floor, gasping for breath.

They weut to look for Manners.. With that extra half-
holiday in prospect, Manners was an acquaintance o be
cultivated.  Tom Merry was of opinion that Lowther had
been rather hasty in bumping him, and Lowther ex-
pressed his belief that Tom had played the giddy ox, as
might have been expected of him,

Manners was splashing away energetically in a Lath-
yoom, and declined to .reply to affectiopate whispers
through the keylole, When he came out, he still kad
purple stains about his face and earz. He suiffed at the
sight of his chums. T -

“IVhat time do we start to-morrow?” asked Lowthet.

“ Any time you like, eld chap, you know,” said Tom
Merry. . -

Manners burst into a langh.

“We'll let you take your camera,” added Lowther.

“You silly asses!” said Manners. “I've a joily geod
mind to take Talbot aud Kangy instead.”

“Heap coals of fire on our heads, hy taking us!™ sug-
gested Lowther.  You car’t do letter than heap cdais
of fire on a chap’s head.” o

“ And we’re awfully anxious to meet that old acquaint-
ance of yours,” urged-Tom Merry. “He must be a ripping
chap, or you wonldn’t have palled with him—alern e

“T don’t kiow,” said Manners. “I've pailed with a
couple of howling idiots, T kirow-that!- We have to get to
Wayland at three to-morrow.  Let’s go and have tea”’

* Hear, hear!” * :

Tom Merry and Lowther linked arms with their
reconciled chum, and the Terrible Three marched away,
to tea, on the best of terms,

CHAPTER 4,
) A Muck-up!
a5 WONDAIL!” .
I— Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form
made that remark, in a thoughtful sort of way,
the following day after. dinner.

D’Arcy of the Fourth had been buried in thought for
some minutes. .

“YWell, what do you wondcr?” asked Jack Blake, as
1’Arcy paused. “ Wondering whether McKenna is going
to put a tax on silk hats?” .

“Weally, Blake—" . i ,

“Qp neckties?’ vemarked Dighy. “That would he a
good wheeze. A tax of a tanmer on mew neckties, you

know. Gussy, alone, would have to shell out hundreds -

of vounds.” .
“Pway don't be widie, Dig. I wondah whethalh we
ought to go ovah to Wayland this aftalimoon with those
Shell houndahs.” .
“QOf course we ought,” said Blake, “It’s  fine after-
noon, and 1'd rather have a spin on a bike than lessona
any day. Pity .one of us didn’t know that new chap in
Switzerland. ~Are you sure you never met him, Gissys
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Cutts & Co. were accustomed to acting Rrompﬂ
slipped into a drawer, cigarettes and ash-

on such o:casions,
trays disappeared into a box—Gilmorz jerked back the curtain from
the open window, and St. Leger brandished a newspaper to dissipate the smoke., Tap! ¢ Who's there?” called

out Cutts, to gain time.

Almost in a twinkling, the cards were

(See Chapter 11.)

[

)

on one of your high-class holidays in foreign countries’
“I do not wemembah meetin’ him, Blake."”
“ Make an effort!” urged Blake. * You can remember
lots of things, if you try. If you could remember meeting

“““that kid Loring, you know, you could go and meet him,
T'same as Manners. And you could ask to take us with you.”

“But I cannot wemembah meeting him when I have
nevah met him, Blake.”

“ What a rotten memory!” said Blake, in disgust.
“I was thinkin’ that we ou_ght to go, all the same.

- The chap comin’ fwom a foweign countwy, vou know,

will feel wathah stwange at fivst, and it would be only
wight to gweet him in a wathah hearty way. Those Shell

houndahs are weally not snitable. I think I shall put it
".to Mr. Lathom.”

" “Do!” grinned Blake. .
Arthur Augustus, reflected a little further, and finally

“made his way to Mr. Lathom’s study. He came back in
" about five minutes, with a frown upon his aristocratic
~ bhrow,

- “Lathom is wathah an ass,” he confided to his chums.

*“He says he does not see any necessity for me to miss my
“*. Tessons this aftahnoon. I suppose it would be wathah bad
form to ask the Head after Mr. Lathom has wefused.”

NEXT )
WEDNESDAY :

“TRUE BLUE!"

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther came out of the
School House, looking very cheerful. Manners had his
camera slung over his shoulder. An extra half-holiday
seemed to agree with the chums of the Shell.

“Goin’, deah boys?"™ asked Arthur Augustus.

“Yaas, wathah,” said Monty Lowther, with a humorous
imitation of Arthur Augustus’ own beautiful accent.

“Sorry you fellows can’t come,” said Tom Merry.
“Stick to your lessons, like good little boys. Ta-ta!”

“Fathead !” said Blake politely.

The Terrible Three walked away to the gates, and the
bell  called the Fourth-Formers to the Form-room.
Arthur Augnstus sheok his head seriously as he went.
He was quite doubtful about the impression the Terrible
Three would make upon the new kid from Switzerland.
A reception of the stranger from a strange land would
have been much safer in his own hands, he was sure of
that.

The Terrible Three sauntered away cheerily for Way-
land. Tt was a fine, cold, clear afternoon, and they
enjoyed the walk through the leafless wood, tramping
through the thick carpet of dead leaves. '

They arrived at Wayland Junction ten minutes before
the hour, -
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“Lots of time!”’ remarked Tom Merry, glancing at
the station clock. * Better get on the platform and
wait for the express.” :

“ We’'ll take the new kid for a trot round,” said
Manners. ‘“ No need to hurry to the school, you kunow.
It’s ripping weather for taking photographs.”

The chums of the Shell waited on the platform, watch-
ing for the express.. It was signalled at last.

When the train came buzzing into the station the
juniors scanned the passengers as they alighted.

There were a dozen or so of them, mostly of the
grown-up variety. ’

“You know the chap by sight,” said Lowther.
#You'd better pick him out, Manners.”’ :

““YVell, I don’t know that I remember him very
elearly,” said Manners. A slim sort of pale chap, L
yemember. He doesn’t seem to be here.”

The three juniors stationed themselves near the
I)a%'rier, and scanned each passenger as he or she passed
out.

There were several soldiers, several women, & couple
of old gentlemen and a farmer, and only cue boy. But
that certainly was not the new boy for St. Jim’s. He
was o youth in the uniform of a porter of Blankley's,
of Wayland. )

The juniors looked at one- amother when the passen-
gers were gone. The express rolled on out of the
ptation. ; )

Manners gave a grunt.

“ He hasn’t come !’ he remarked.

¢ Unless he’s passed the station without noticing it,”
gaid Tom Merry, glancing after the express as it dis-
appeared down the ling.  Might have done that.”

“ Must be an ass if he has! The porters were yelling
*Wayland Junction’ loud enough,” ‘said Lowther. 1
suppose. the Head wouldn’t expect us to search the
éxpress from end to end for the young duffer,”

“ Haxdly., Well, we've missed him !”’

The juniors looked a little blank. They had been
given that half-holiday specially to meet the new fellow
and take him to St. Jim's, They woundered a little un-
easily what had become of him.

«(an’t have lost himself,” said Tom Merry, at
Tength. "‘. If he was put into.the train at the London
end— - o

«The Head said he would be,” said Manners.

«'Well, unless he got out, he must be still in it. T
suppose_he wouldn’t get out before he got to Wayland
Junetion.” . .

““ Not unless he was off his rocker.”

" «Blessed if I see what’s to be done. ‘.If he’s gone

on we can’t overtake him. The next stop of the express
is at Laxham, I believe. We can't overtake it!”

Marners made an irritable gesture. ‘

“The young ass! That’s what he’s done, of course !
Gone to sleep, perhaps, and missed his station. He'll
find he’s passed Wayland, and get out at the next stop.
He can’t get from Laxham to St. Jim’s. He’ll have to
take a train back here. Let’s see how long it will take
him.”

The juniors proceeded to the booking-office to make
inquiries. They learned that the next stop of the express
was indeed Laxham, ten miles distant; and that to
get a train back to Wayland from Laxham it was neces-
gary to wait there till four o’clock. '

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows thoughtfully.

“We can get the local to Laxham before four,” he
eaid; “ the young ass may stick there, not knowing
what to do, as he’s never travelled in” England. before.
I think we ought to go on to Laxham and spot him.”

“ What about my photographs?”’ demanded Manners.

< Well, we' came out to meet that lost sheep, not
really to take photographs,” giinned Tom Merry.
“The Head will expect us to do our best. Come on!
The local goes in ten minutes, and we shall rope him in

.at Laxham.” .

Manners grunted discontentedly, but he assented.
When the slow local train started for Laxham the
Tervible Three were in it.

“Wasting the whole bhlessed afiernocn!” growled

TrE GEy LiBrary.—No. 410.

Manners. ““It gets dusk so jolly eamrly now, I sha'y’
have time for my photographs.”

_“I'll read you my latest for the ¢ Weekly,” if yoy
like,” offered Lowther; “ I've got it in my pocket.”’

“ Bow-wow !’ said Manners ungratefully. -

The local train crawled to Laxham. The chums of

.the Shell were feeling decidedly dissatisfied. As Mana

ners remarked indigrantly, they might as well havé
Eee;l at lessoms as crawling about the country in local
ralns.

At Laxham they jumped out, well before four o’clocks

““We’ll find him here,” said Tom Merry cheerfully,

“ Unless the blessed idiot las gons on to Souths
ampton I’ snorted Manners. * I shouldn't wonder.’

“Oh, rats! He couldn’t be ass enough.”

But it soon looked as if the new boy had heen asg
enough, for there was no sign of him to be discovered
at Laxham Station. If he had alighted there to take a
train back to Wayland he should have been there stil},
But he wasn’t, No person who could possibly have been
Oswald Loring could be discovered in the station.

* Well, I'm blowed I”’ said Manners forcibly. ¢ If
this doesn’t beat the band! Where on earth has the
howling ass got to?” )

““Still in the express!’ grinned Lowther. ¢ He's
booked for Southampton, sure as a gun. Let’s hope he
tv}?n’:c take the steamer for Franmce. He might, after

is.”’ ‘ .

““Ha, ha, ha!”

 Well, yhe’s not here,” said Tom Merry. * We'd
hetter gef*back to Wayland, We must take the four
train, whether he does or mot.”

Up to the last moment the Tervible Three kept &
wateh for the new boy. But he did not appear, and at
four o'clock another slow train bore them gack to Way-
land Juncéion. ) :

They arrived there somewhat out of temper.

“Where on earth is the blessed idiot ¥’ Manners
demanded.  Perhaps, after all, he lost the express in
London, and is coming on by the next.” i

“Bless him!” said Lowther.  “The next express
stops here at five; we’ll give it a look in, and if he isn’t
in it, we’ll give him a miss.” :

« And what about my photographs?’’

“ Oh, blow your photographs!™ o

The express from London came in at five. With great
care the Terrible Three scanuned the passengers who
alighted. But it was clear at once that Oswald Lorving
was not among them. No boy of any sort alighted from
the train. ;

< That’s done it !’ growled Manners. *‘ Let’s get back
to the school. It’s too dark now for taking any
photographs.’” )

And the Terrible Three, puzzled and annoyed, started
to walk back to St. Jim’s, Manners with his camera
slung on his shoulder, still unused. Where the new
boy might be was a mystery. If he had missed the first
express he shonld bhave come on by the mext, but he
badn’t. If he had passed Wayland in the first express;
he should have got out at.Laxham-—but he hadn’t. The
ovly possible conclusion wa® that he had gone to sleep,
and had gone right on in the first express. Where he

“would wake up, and what he would do when he woke up,

they could not guess. But they had done their best, and
there was nothing more to be done.

«“\We shall have: to tell the Head,” said Manners,
“ and somebody ought to pay for our return tickets to
Laxham, too. The young duffer ought to be scragged !”

Somewhat tired, and decidedly dissatisfied, the chums
of St. Jim’s arrived at the school. A surprise awaited
them there. -

' CHAPTER 5.
The New Boy.

“ AL Jove! Heah they are!” :
B- Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. was lounging

‘elegantly in the doorway of "$he School. House

as the Terrible Three came across the dusky
quadrangle. He turned his eyeglass upon the Shell
fellows, and smiled a lofty smile.

Trs ‘
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““ Wathah a pity you didn’t take me, aftah all, instead
¢f those duffahs, Maanahs,”” he remarked. d

“I don’t see it,”” growled Maunners. “ We've had
trouble enough, without a blessed borrn idiot bothering
us !’

“ Weally, Mannahs—""

“ Oh, rats!”

Manners was a little irritable, which was not to be
wondered at, under the ecircumstances.

““ You have played the gidday ox, just as I expected,”
said D’Arcy calmly. ““ How on earth did you come to
miss the new kidr””

““ How could we help missing him, when he didn’t.

come ?”’ demanded Lowther.

“Wats !” -

‘““ What do you mean, fathead?”’

I wefuse to be called a fathead, Lowther. 1 wegard
you as havin’ failed to do your dutay,” said D’Arcy
severely. “You were sent to meet the mew kid, and I
pwesume you went awound takin’ wotten photogwaphs
instead of lookin’ for him. The poor chap was left to
éind his way heah alone, and, of course, it took him a
long time, bein’ a stwangah in the place.”

The Terrible Three jumped, as if moved by the same
spring.

b D%; you mean to say he's come?”” rvoared Tom Merry.
~ ““What rot!” growled Manners. ° He basn’t come!”

‘““ He has come, Maunahs !"”

“ Loring’s come?” howled T.owther.

“ Yaas, wathah!” )

““ But—but he can't have!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
*If yow're trying to pull our leg, you duffer—"

1 am not doin’ anything of the sort, Tom Mewwy.
Lorwing came in an houah ago, and I saw him go to the
Housemastah's studay.” .

“ Impossible !”

“He is still with Mr. Wailton,” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity. ¢ Blake has seen him, too. Havea't you,
Blake:”

. “Of course I have!” said Blake, in wonder. “ Lots of
the fellows have seen him. A rather fat chap. with a
foreign accent. He's jawing to Railton now.”

“Well, that beats it!” said Tom Merry. “He didn’t
come in the express, that’s certain; and we looked. for
him at Laxham, and then waited at Wayland for the
next express. If he’s come, how the merry dickens did
he get herer” .

“You must have missed him at the station.”

. “He wasn’t there, T tell you.”

“Well, he’s here!” grinned Blake. “Here he comes, as
a matter of fact.”

The Terrible Three spun round to look at the youth
who came along the passage from Mr. Railton’s study.

He was a lad of about fifteen, somewhat plump in
figure, with a fat face aund light blue eyes. His Ltons

T

were well filled out by his plump figure. They looked a

gize too small for him.
s He paused as he came up to the group of juniors.

“.Excuse me,” he said, with a slight foreigm accent in
‘speech. “(an you tell me where to find Manners of
Fhe Shell®” .

Manners stared at him.
24" Are you Loring " he asked.
“ ¥ Yes; my name is Loring.”

“The new kid from Switzerland:”

13 1’(&5.”

“Well, I don’t know you,” said Manuers.

The new boy smiled slightly.

“That is not surprising, as I am a.stranger here,” he
said, “I have not been in England since I was a child
until now.”

“And you don’t know me?” said Mauners.

The new boy gave him a very sharp look.

* Unless you are Manners——"he began.

“I'm Manners,” .

“Ah, I thought I remembered you!” eaid Loring,
holding out his hand. “But it is so long since we have
met, You have not forgotten our friendship at Vevey:”

Manners shook hands with him mechanieally.

“I don’t remember your face a bit,” he said. *You've
grown fatter,”

wedhe.  “TRUE BLUEI”
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Loring laughed.

“Yes; I was a little pale and thin when yeu knew me
bofore,” he said. “My health has improved very much.”

“Your eyes seem lighter,” said Manners,

“Indeed! That is hardly possible, is it}” said Loring.
“You are just the same, though I did not recall you for
a moment. I am very glad to see you, Manners. I hope
we shall be friends here, as we were in Switzerland.
Mr. Railton has told me about you, and he says I am
to shave your study for the present.”

“But how did you get here?” broke in Tom Merry.

Loring looked puzzled.

“To England, do you mean?” he asked. “I came the
usual way, by Lausanne and Paris, and the boat from
Doulogne; then from Folkestone to London.”

“I don’t mean that. Mow did you get here from
London this afternoon?”

“By the express, of course !

“To Wayland Junction?”

€@ 1705‘!)

“What time did you get there?”

“Three o’clock.”

“Great Scott!”

“I do mnot see why you should be surprised,” saia
Loring, looking very perplexed. “It was arranged that
I should do so. My father’s lawyer, in London, saw me
off in the express.” :

“And you Ianded at Wayland at three?”

“Certainly !”

“And—and then you came on to the school”

“Yes. I missed the local traiu,” said Loring. “I find
I ought to have taken the local train from Wayland to
Rylcombe, but I had forgotten that. So I had to walk,
and I did not reach the school till five o’clock.” )

“You boundahs must “have been asleep!” chuckled
Aiﬂ;;l“’l: Augustus. “Wathah a pitay I wasn’t with you—
what?

“I don’t understand this,” said Tom Merry, very
quietly. “We went to meet you at Wayland, Loring.”

The new boy gave a start.

“ You did!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, we did. We were in good time, and we watched
for you. We didn't see you get out of the express. We
were watching all the time for you.”

The colour wavered for a moment in Loring’s fat
cheeks. )

“I—I do not understand it,” he said, after a pause. I
cerbainly did not see you at Wayland Junction.”

“And we dido’t see you,” said Lowther. “ And if you'd
got ‘out of the express, we should jolly well have seem
youi”

“Lowthah!” murmured Arthur Augustus.

Loring flushed,

“I cannot account for it,” he said. “I certainly came
to Wayland—unless, indeed, I mistook the station, I—I
am not accustomed to travelling alone, and—and I do
not like asking strangers questions. Perhaps I alighted
at the wrong station.”

“The name’s up plain enough,” said Lowther.

“What was the station like where you got out®” asked
Arthur Augustus, coming to the rescue of the new boy.
“A large station,” said Loring. *“ There was a soldiers’

camp within sight of it—crowds of men in khaki.”

“Bai Jove, that must have been Abbotsford!”

“It certainly wasn’t Wayland, if there was a khaki
camp in sight from the station,” said Tom Merry.
“Abbotsford’s the last stop before Wayland. What oa
earth did you get out there for?”

“I—I had asked a passenger,” faltered Loring. “Ha
said the next station was Wayland, ®and I got out in a
hurry. I was afraid of going too far.”

“And didn’t you look at the mame of the station?”
asked Tom. .

“I—I did not think of it. I thought it was Wayland,
as I had been told that that was the next station.”

“And you walked here from Abbotsford?” exclaimed
Manners, - .

“I must have done so. I thought it was a very long
way.”

“ By Jove, it was!”

“Well, I must say you're an ass!” said Tom Merry,
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# Blessed if you're safe to travel about alone! We thought
you’d gone on to Southampton!”

Loring smiled.

“L s}lould not be so silly as that,” he said. “1It is the
fixst time I have travelled in England, and the railways
are very different from those on the Continent. I—I was
@ little nervous. I was very afraid that I might pass my

tation. I am so sorry that you waited for me there.

f course, I did not know that I was to be mect at the
station.”

“Weren’t you told?”’ exclaimed Manners.
atood that the Head had let you know.”

Loring flushed again.

“I—I—I was very confused with so much travelling,”
he said. “Perhaps I was told; I forgot. I have hardly
slept since I left Switzerland; I have had a bad headache

“1 under-

" with so much travelling. I am very sorry that you have

bad so much trouble.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Tom. “I’'m jolly glad you

ot here safe, after all. We were going to report to

e Head that you must have gone on to Southampton.

lessed if I'd have guessed that you got out of the
ain too soon. There’s no
harm done.”

“It’s all serene!” said Lowther.

Manners did not speak.

“You must be weady for your tea, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus kindly. “Tea’s just on weady in
Studay No. 6. Pway do us the honah to come!”

“Thank you so.much !”

“You Shell boundahs comin’?”’ asked Arthur Augustus.
% Wo're havin’ wathah a spwead! My patah has turned
up twumps at last!”

“ What-ho!” :

The Terrible Three and the new junior followed Arthur
‘Auvgustus to Study No. 6, in which celebrated apartment
Herries and Dig were busy with the “spread.”

Nothing to worry about.

CHAPTER 6.

Manners Declines to be Reasonable!

QOswald Loring was quite at home with the School

House fellows.
- His misadventure in getting to St. Jim’s gave
the juniors the impression that he was a little “soft.”
To get out at the wrong station without discovering if,
and let himself in for a ten-mile tramp across country, was
decidedly “soft.” Still, he seemed an agreeable fellow,
and Study No. 6 was nothing if not hospitable.

The chap had come from a far-off land, and it was his

st time in his native country since his infancy. The

uniors felt that it was up to them to make his home-
eoming agreeable to him, and to give him a good impres-
sion of the school. As Blake privately remarked, it wasn’s
the custom of Study No. 6 to bother very much over new
kids. But this especial new kid was a little out of the
mmon, and, indeed, his very “softness” in bungling
journey to St. Jim’s made them feel kindly disposed
towards him, perhaps in a slightly lofty way.

When Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did anything, he did
it in style. Loring told them that he had been put in
the Shell, and it occurred to Gussy’s powerful brain that
it would be useful to him to make the acquaintance of
gome of his future Form-fellows under pleasant auspices
fn Study No. 6. So Talbot and Dane and Glyn and
Kangaroo of the Shell were asked to the feed, which
was rather a tax upon the accommodation of Study No. 6;
but the merry party squeezed in somehow. _

As an old acqitaintance of Loring’s, Manners was given
s place mext to bim, but he slipped out of it, leaving it
to someone else. Manners was in a silent and thoughtful
mood. : :

Once or twice the mew boy glanced at him, with a
glance that was very penetrating. Manners did not
scem to observe it.

In so numerous a gathering, Manners’ silence was

S TUDY NO. 6 was quite festive. In a very short time

_hardly observed, unless it was by Loring himself.

Manners uttered scarcely a word all the time.
When tea was over the Terrible Three took their leave,
Tae GeEM Lisrary.—No. 410.

leaving Loring chatting very amicably with the fellows
in No. 6. His queer Swiss accent rather amused the

juniore.
Tom Merry clapped Manuers on the shoulder in the
passage.

“Cheero!” he remarked. '

“Yes; buck up, kid,” said Monty Lowther. “Nothing
to grouse ahout, you kmow. Surely you're not still
thinking of those blessed phobograpl‘{s you might have
taken. Think of the filme you've saved instead.”

But Manuers did not emile.

“What do you think of that new chap?” he asked.

“Rather a duffer, but all right, I should say,” said
Tom Merry. . i

“You think he’s all right:”

“I don’t see any reason to suppose that he in't,” said
Tom, in surprise. *He seems frank enough, and good-
natured.” -

“T noticed him eating with his knife once,” said
Manners.

“Well, so did I, as a matter of fact,” confessed Tom.
“But it isn’t our business what he does with his knife.
He’s been brought up in a foreign country. They’re not
so particular about those things in Switzerland.”

“He's got a jolly queer accent,” said Manners.

“He’s picked that up among the Swies. I dare say i
will work off in time. Anyway, what does it matter:”

“1 mean he’s got a German accent.”

“’Tain’t so bad as all that.”

“TLoring lived among French Swiss,” said Manners.
“T remember he used to have an-accent. But you pick
up a French accent from Fremch Swiss. You pick up 2
German accent among German Swiss.”

“Do you mean to say that he's ehanged his accenb
since you knew him?” ‘

. E’G'S." f;‘

11“ Well, perhaps he’s lived among German Swiss since
then.” ’

“1 don’t see why he ehould, as his father lives at
Vevey. That’s in the Pays du Vaud—a French-Swiss
canton.” : .

Tom Merry stared at his chum.

“What’s the matter with you, Manners? You scem
to have taken a dislike to the kid, and you’re the ounly
fellow at St. Jim’s who kiows him, too.”

“It’s because he mucked up the photographing ex-
pedition this afternoon,” grinned Lowther. * Manners
could forgive anything but that.”

“T don’t like him,” said Manners deliberatcly.

“QOh, bow-wow! You must be civil, anyway, as he’s
planked down in our study,” said Tom. “I can’t say I
quite like that; I'd rather have kept the study to our-
selves. But a giddy Housemaster’s word is law. And
he’s put here because he’s a friend of yours, Manners. I
understood that yow’d been quite chummy with him
during your vac in Switzerland.” Ha

“ YT, o 2 > ’ . orndos 3
w Blft\e were pally,” said AManners cm\]gm%%;

“But what, fathead?” 2

“He's changed.” :

“Well, he seems to have improved. You said he wag
a skinny, pale chap, and he’s grown fatter.”

“T don’t mean that. He tells lies.”

“Oh, draw it mild!” -

“He was telling lies about the way he got here,” said
Manners obstinately, “He was going to stick to it thab
he got out at Wayland, till he found that we had been
there waiting for him. Then ke spun us that yarn about
mistaking the station and getting out at Abbotsford.”

“Look here, Manners, you're ofi your rocker. Why on
earth should he tell us whoppers about a thing that
doesn’t matter at all?” L

“That’s what I want to kunow,” said Manners grimly,
“and that’s what I’'m jolly well going to kuow, too.
T'm not satisfied about him.”

Monty Lowther yawned portentously.

“T’ll tell you what,” he said. “I’ll read you somes
thing I'm doing for the ¢ Greyfriars Herald —
Wharton’s paper, you know. It’s awfully funny.”

“Bow-wow |” said Manners. Hé walked away, leaving
his two chums in a state of great astonishment.
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“‘\\'ell, this takes the cake,” said Tom Merry, with- a
whistle. “ Here’s a new kid planted in our study because

‘he’s Manners’ old pal, and Manners has got his back up

at the very start. I was thinking that they’d always be
out photographing together, and that we shouldn’t seo
anything of Manuners. Doesn’t lock much like that now,
What’s the matter with the new kid?”

Lowther grinned.

“He’s got the wrong Swiss accent, and he eats with his
Lknife,” he eaid. “ Manners will come round. It’s all
on account of those blessed photographs that never came
off. We’ll be civil to him, and wait for Manners to come
round.”

The Shell fellows went to their study, and a little later
Oswald Loring came in, Tom Merry and Lowther
greeted him cheerily, all the more so to make up for
Manners’ unaccountable shortcomings. They showed
him where to put his books, and helped him unpack his
box in the dormitory.

“Got your camera with you?” Lowther asked him.

“No; I have no camera,” said Loring.

“But youwre a jolly keen photographer, aren’t you:”
said Lowther, in surprise.

There was 4 pause before the new boy replied.

“1 left my camera at home,” he said.

“T dare say Manners will lend you his when you want
it,” said Tom Merry. “You used to do a lot of snapping
with him at Vevey, didn’t you?” :

“0f—of course. But Manners does mnot seem to like
me so much as he did at Vevey,” said Loring.

Tom Merry felt a little uncomfortable.

“Qh, that’s all right,” he said. “Manners is rather

rusty to-day. He’s really as pleased as Punch that
you’'ve come.”
_ Loring nodded, but did not reply. Later, in the study,
Manners came in to do his preparation. He gave the
new junior the briefest of neds, and eat down to his
work without a word. Loring did not seem to notice his
peculiar manner, but Tom Merry and Monty Lowther
did, and they felt decidedly uncomfortable.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked in for Loring a little
later, and took him away to the common-room. Then
Manners’ chums took him to task.

“TLook here, why can’t you be civil to the new kid:”
Tom Merry demanded, o

Manners grunted.
 “What’s the matter with him?” demanded Lowther.

. “Y dor’t like him.”

“Oh, rats! Why shouldn’t you? Besides, you can be
civil to a Tfellow without -liking him,” said Lowther.
“You said the very same thing to me when I was down
on that chap Julian when he first came. And ho turned
out one of the very best.”

. “This chap woun’t,” said Manners. “I don’t trusb
him.”
" “I can‘see you've got vour back up,” said Tom Merry.
$#And I must say that I think it’s a bit unreasonable.
The new kid’s done no harm. He mucked up our after-
1oen, I know, but he can’t help being a bit of an ass.”
 “He’s not a bit of an ass. He’s a good bit of a rascal,
in my opinion.” . -
.. “For goodness’ sake, cheese it, old chap! Blessed if
“don’t think yow're wandering in your mind,” said Tom

Mﬁry testily.

anmers grunted again, more emphatically than
bofore, and the subject dropped. But this beginning did
not promise well for the harmony of Tom Merry’s study.

PSS,

CHAPTER 7.

: A Black Sheepf!

4 SWALD LORING took his place in the Shell ab
S¢, Jim’s, dropping in there without attract-
ing any particular attention. New boys, after
the first day, were mot objects of very much

jnterest, unless there was something out of the common

about them.
Fellows like Talbot or Julian made their mark, and
were a good deal in the public eye in the life of the

Lower School. But, as a rule, a new fellow disappeared
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into the crowd, as it were, and was mot specially re-
marked. Thus it was with Loring. )

‘He was quite commonplace in every way. :

Only his slightly foreign accent marked him out
from the rest of the fellows. He gave Mr. Linten
sat?sfaction in class, but did not reach any especial
eminence. He seemed to have pleaty of money, but he
spent it moderately.. He did not play football—a circum.
stance that added to his general insignificance.

Tom Merry &-Co., probably, would have seen little of
him, and thought less, but for two circumstances—one,
that he was in their study, and the other, that he was
an old acquaintance of Manners, and that Manners
avoided him.

As an old acquaintance, if not aun old pal, it was
really up to Manners to make the new fellow feel at
home. Manners’ mneglect of his duties in that respect
was quite flagrant.

Tom Merry and Lowther felt it incumbent npon them
to n}ake up, so far as they could, for their chum’s short-
comings.

For that reason they went out of their way a little
to bo agreeable to Loring. Tom Merry offered, in the
most friendly way, to initiate him into the mysteriea
of football, a game which Loring had had no opportunity
of playing in Switzerland. But Lering did not accept
the offer. He did not care for the game at all—a fact
that lowered him considerably in Tom Merry’s
estimabion.

Lowther was willing to help him, in the way of writing
contributions for the “Weekly.” Dut Loring did not
care for that.

After a few days, in fact, the Shell fellows had te
admit that their new study-mate was not a fellow they
would really have chosen to chum with.

He was a good deal of a slacker. He did what he had
to do, and no more. And he made friends outside th
study, with fellows whom the Terrible Three did not pu
with at all. :

When Tom discovered that Loring was chumming with
Levison and Mellish of the Fourth, and Crocke of the
Shell, he was somewhat exercised in his mind, The
fellow being new to the school, it was not satisfactory
to see him falling into the hands of the black sheep of
the House. Probably a similarity of tastes led him to
seek their society; Sl'mt Tom, after cogitating on the
matter, decided to speak a word of warning.

He tackled Loring one afternoon after lessons, when
the new junior was %eading for the old tower. Tom had
seen Levison and Crooke and Piggott disappear in thad
direction, and he guessed that a “smoking-bee” was on.
Ho tapped the new junior kindly on the shoulder.

“Whero are you off to?” he asked.

“ Qh, just strolling !” said Loring,

Tom frowned a little. This was as near a falschood
as it could be, without actually being a lie. Loring
certainly was strolling, but he was undoubtedly heading
for the headquarters of the black sheep.

“I’m going to give you a word of advice,” said Tom
bluntly.

“ Danke,” said Loring. “I mean, thank you!”

“Danke!” repeated Tom. ‘“It’s queer how you drop
into German words, Loring. You were brought up ia
French Switzerland, weren’t you?” .

“There are many Germaun-Swiss there,” said Loring.
“In time I shall lose my Swiss accent, I hope. I have
been accustomed to speaking both Irench and German
in that country.”

Tom Merry nodded.’

“Well, it’s about the friends you’ve made here,” hd
said. “You’re a new kid, and you don’t know the ropes.
Those fellows—Crooke and Levison—won’t do you amy

ood.”

“Ts that what you call to play the game, to speak of
them so when they are not here:” asked Loring.

Tom Merry flushed scarlet.

“Why, you young rotter!” he began wrathfully. “D;
vou think I wouldn’t say the same 1if they were present
What do you mean?”

“ Nothing—nothing !” said Loring, backing away &
little. “But they are my friends!”.

“Well, they’re precious had friends for you,” said
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Tom shortly, “I’m telling you this because you're a
new kid, and don’t know the ropes. If vou're caught
smoking, for instance, it means a licking.”

Loring shrugged his shoulders.

“And if yow're found gambling, it may nlean the
sack ¥ gaid Tom. “That's the kind of thing that goes
on in Crooke’s set.” :

“Ah! You think it is so wicked to have a little
flutterr?

«1 think it’s blackguardly, if that’s what you mean.”

“You are so particular!” said Loring. * In my
country—I mean, in the country where I was brought
up—there are gambling-tables in every casino, in nearly
every town, and one can play as one chooses.”

«f know that,” said Tom. “But Switzerland isn’t
England. Youwll find that there’s a jolly big diflerence.
The best thing you can do is to give Crooke & Co. a wide
berth, and at any rate to keep out of a little flutter, as
you call it.”

“wBut life would be dull without some little excitement.”

“If you want excitement, there’s footer.”

Loring yawned, )

“You can take a hand in the amateur theatricals if
you like, or footer, or boxing, or skating, or the
“Weekly,” ” said Tom. “There’s lots of things going on,
if you want amusement. No need to act the giddy goat.”

%1t is a matter of taste, nicht wart”

“VWell, if your tastes lie in that direction, I've gof
no more to say. I thou(glht 1 ought to speak to you about
it, as yow're In my study.”

“1 am ever so much obliged to you.”

There was an accent of sarcasm in Loring's voice thab
made Tom Merry flush agam with anger. He turned
abruptly on his lieel, and Loring, smiling, sauntered on
to the old tower, to join his merry friends there.

“How do yon like him yourself P asked Manners,
}'oiniug Tom in the quad. I heard what you said to
him. Pretty specimen, ain’t he®”

“Well, I don’t want to be too down on him,” said
Tom. “It’s true what he said. He was brought up in a
eountry where they have gambling-tables in public, so
1 suppose it isn’t easy for him to be decent. It’s a pity
he wasn’t sent to England a bit earlier, I think.”

“Do you still want him in your study?” growled
Manners. :

_TTWWeé can’t turn him out; T suppese,” said Tom. “I.
can’t say that I'm overjoyed to have him there. What

puzzles e is that yow’re so much up a ainst him, after
you were pally with him in Switzerlang.”

“Y knew him there only a fortnight, and he wasn'’t a
bit like this during that fime. He was different in every
way—uot only in looks. His father would have scalped
him if he’d gone into one of the gambling easinos. He
must have done it seeretly, from what he said to you.
Pretty specimen! He never smoked when I was with
him, ‘either. I suppose you don’t think I'd pal with a
smoky gambling rotter, do you? I can’t understand it.”

« And the worst of it is, that he’s planted in our study
ss your old pal,” said Tom ruefully. “ He might change
ont, perhaps.” . .

«Y don’t want him to do that,” said Manuers quickly,

“Why the dickens not?”

« Bechuse I'm keeping an eye on him.”

“What forz”

Manners paused quite a long time hefore replying.
Tom Merry, greatly puzzled, regarded hiz chum
euriously.

“«Y don’t trust bim,” said Manners at last. “I can’t
tell you exaetly what’s in my mind—you’d only cackle.
1 can't feel sure yet. But I'm going to be sure.”

“Blessed if you're not as mysterious as a newspaper
seriall? said Tom Merry, with a smile. “Let’s get down
to the footer, and blow Loring!”

“The chums of the Shell went down to the football
ground. Meanwhile, the new junior was finding amuse-
ment, suited to his own peculiar taste, in rather a less
creditable manner. ;

ANSWERS
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CHAPTER 8.
Birds of a Feather!

s ERE we are again!” said Crooke.
It was quite a merry little party in the old
tower,

In that secluded rpot, where masters and
prefects were not likely to come, the black sheep of St.
Jim’s were met, The room half-way up the tower had
no window, but the shattered old casement was screened
by thick ivy. The old oaken door was still intact, and
it was closed and fastened.

Loring was the last of the party to arrive. Levison
and Mellish of the Fourth were already there, with
Piggott of the Third, and Crooke and Clampe of the Shell,
They were all smoking cigarettes when Loring came i1,
and they greeted him 1n a very friendly way. .

Outside Crooke’s select circle, Loring had made few, if
any, friends. His peculiar tastes were not likely to win
him friends among Tom Merry & Co. But it was really
f(sjurprising bow soon he had chummed up with Crooke &

0.

Tt was evidently a case of birds of a feather flocking
together. .Crooke and his set had recognised the new hoy
as a kindred spirit at once. -

“Have a fag, chappy!” said Crooke, pushing the bex
towards Leoring, who helped himself to a cigarette,
“Now, what’s the little game?”

* Anything you like,” said Loring.

“ What gamnes were you used to in Switzerland " asked
Levison.

“1 have played la boule.”

“ What on earth’s that?” asked Mellich.

“Tt is a game played with a ball, in a numhbered
howl—something like roulette, hut. simpler,” said
Loring. “It is played in the public casinos in Switzer-
land. Every year we geb hundreds of thousands of francs
from silly English tourists with our la boule tables.”

“We " repeated Levison, .

Loring coloured. ) .

“T mean, the Swiss do,” he said. “T have lived =0
long in Switzerland, that often I speak as a Swiss. But
that game is not played in England. You are too gooc i

“Well, I’'m not a particular chap,” said Levison, “hHut
I should think it pre%g rotten -if there were gambling
casinos in England, o line ought to be drawn some-
where. I dare say it's good enough for Switzerland!” .

“ Pretty way to niake a living, swindling tourists?”
said Melfish, “I suppose fools and their money are soén
parted !”’ :

“ Well, we can’t play a rotten game like that here,” said
Crooke. “I dow’t know that I want to, either. Too
much cheating in that kind of game. I've got some
cards.” )

“ Make it nap!” said Levison.

“1 don’t mind;” said Loring, seating himself on a
box. “ Anything you like. I am iot mich accustomed
to the game, but 1 will take my chance.” N

“That’s sporting I said Crooke approvingly.

“It’s a cash game,” said Levison, in a somewhat
significant tone. “This little party never plays feor
waste-paper |”

Loring laughed.

“ Neither do I!” he said. “T am well heeled, as you
would say!” He drew a handful of silver from his pocket,
“T have notes also. I shall not soon go broke !”

“Money talks!” said Crooke, shuffiing the cards.
“How are you fixed, Mellishr”

“ 1’11 stick to the smokes,” said Melligh.

“As usuall” sneered Crooke. .

“My father ain't a moueylender,” replied Mellish
politely.

“Qh, cheese it !” said Levison, as Crooke was about te
make an angry reply. “Let’s get on with the game!
Your deal, Crooke!” '

Tive players began, while Mellish looked on aund
smoked cigarettes, eyeing the moncy cnviously. Greedy
looks were exchanged among the young rasc’a'?s. Crooko
& Co. felt quite friendly towards the new junior, who
was o fellow so much after their own hearts; but it
was not solely for that reason that they had invited him
to the litile party. They knew that e was well provided
with money, and they intended to relieve him of it if

“Stony 1”

410. _ .. v
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] Fom Merry made a single stride towards the fat rascal, 1
straight Trom the shoulder, and the Swiss gave a gurgling yell, and rolled over on his back. (See Chap’er 13.)

his fist clenched. Without a word, he struck. out

they could, making him pay for his entertainment, as
Levison put it jocosely. ;
““But, although he had stated that he was not
accéustomed to the game, Loring showed that he could
= keep his end up very well, )
¥t was not till they liad been playing for half an hour
‘that it dawned upon the rest that the new junior was at
. least their equal with the cards. - :

Loring was winning. He played very cautiously; and
When he lost, his losses were usually small; and when
s won, his winnings were large.” Crooke had insisted
pon shilling points in his usual hoastful way, though
Tievison and Piggott and Clampe would have preferred a
more moderate game. Crooke, as usual, was reeking
with money, e

Quite a little pile of silver rose in front of Loring on
“the old box the voung rascals were using as a card-
table. )

“ “You play jolly well for a chap who don’t know the
‘game,” said Levison at last suspiciously.

“1 was always lucky,” said Loring.
b-“You are deuced lucky!”

Vi Your deal, Levison.”
©'“Leave me out,” said Levison;
‘end of my tether.” )

“* “Same here!” said Piggott. L
; “Two lame ducks already!” said Loring; with a grin:

“I’'m mnearly at the

. NEXT
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“That is not very sporting! What have I won—a

pound or so?”

“You won’t find me chucking it,” said Crooke. “T’ll
play you till calling-over, if you like. I'vé got the dibs.”

“Ah, that is sporting,” said Loring. ‘“Let us double
the stakes, then. What is the use of fooling about for
shillings?”

“Just as you like,” said Crooke.

“T don’t care,” -said Clampe; a little uneasily, however.

Loring dealt, and went “nap.” He won, and Crooke
and Clampe paid him ten shillings each, looking a'little
green as they did so. B

Mellish and Piggott left, tired of watching a game they
could not participate in. Levison remained. Loring
glanced at him once or twice. Thére was a peculiar
glitter in Levison’s eyes. The black sheep of the Fourth
was very keen, and he seemed to he remarkably
interested in Loring’s play. .

In another half-hour Clampe-of the Shell rose to his

fect with a black brow. He had lost three pounds,
:mdl, though he was a wealthy fellow, he did not pretend
to like it. . P

“Not going?” said Crooke.

Clampe nodded, and walked out of the room.

“It’s between you and me, Crooke,” smiled Loring.
“You are not afraid of a little loss, nicht war?”
{¥No, I'm mot afraid!” grunted Crooke. “But don’t
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talk rotten German to me! I don’t like it! Won't you
take a hand again, Levison?”

“No, thanks!” . )

Crooke felt in his pockets, and looked a little blank,
Four pounds that had belonged to him now helonged to
Loring. He hesitated a few moments, and then, with a
boastful air, took a five-pound note from his pocket-hook.

“Give me change for that,” he said.

“Ah, you are game!” said Loring.

“T'll see you out, anyway!” growled Crooke.

Loring changed the bankuote and put it in his pocket.
The game went on, Levison watching more keenly than
ever. Crooke’s face was growing dark and troubled. He
was losing hand-over-fist. Crooke had plenty of money—
much more than was good for him, in fact—but he did
not like parting with it. And he was parting with it
now very fast.

When the five pounds were gone, he sat very etill,

“You are going on?” asked Loring.

Crooke shook his head.

“But you have plenty of tin.’

]

“What I’'ve got I'm going to keej),” said Crooke, rising

to his feet. “ You have the deuce’s own luck. T'm fed
up for to-day, anyway !

Crooke quitted the room abruptly. Loring rose and
yawned and stretched himself. Levison rose, too, and
stepped between the new junior and the door.-

“You've had ripping luck!” he remarked.

“Yes, pretty good !” said Loring carelessly. .

“You've cleared a good bhit—ahout fourteen pounds, I
should say.”

“Perhaps so!” _

“ Not so bad for one afternoon!” said Levison. *You'll
make a pretty good thing out of this school, Loring,
if you keep on like that!”

“Oh, luck will change!”

“Not while you play so well,” said Levison-deliberately.
“ A player like you would be hard to beat, Loring. Not
that I care about Crooke and Clampe—they swank over
me with their filthy money, and they can look out for
themselves. I'm not going to tell them anything.”

Loring started.

“ What could you tell them?” he exclaimed fiercely.

“I could tell them that you stock the cards, and deal
from the bottem of the pack,” said Levison coolly. “1L
eonld tell them that you slip aces in your sleeve.”

“It is false!”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“You could not prove it!”

“It wouldn’t néed proving, I think! Just a word to
Crooke and Clampe would be enough! They’d make you
shell out what. you’ve robbed them of—or, at least, they’d
he jolly careful about playing with you again! You are
a professional swindler !” said Levison calmly. “I've been
watching you for an hour! At first you heat even me,
and I'm generally keen enough; but I spetted you at
last! You’ve swindled at cards for years, or you couldn’t
do it so neatly. Don’t mistake me—I don’t care a two-
penny rap for those swanking cads! They rub it in
pretty hard about my being hard up—they think it’s an
honour for me to know them as they’re rolling in oof.
T’'m looking out for myself. Will you lend me five quid?”

Loring looked at him fiercely for a moment or two, and
then a grin came over his face. Without a word, he
handed five pounds to Levison.

“That leaves you nine or so, and youw're no more
entitled to it than I am,” said Levison. “ Leave me cut
of your next card-party. Ta-ta!”

The unscrupulous cad of the Fourth sauntered out of
the old tower richer than he had been for a whole term.
Loring followed him more slowly,

CHAPTER 9.
A Startling Announcement!:
i ‘M uot going -to stand it!”
I Thus spoke Tom Merry.
It was a week or more since Loring’s arrival at
St. Jim’s. In that week the new junior had
eucceeded in dissipating all Tom Merry’s friendly feelings
towards him.
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 410.
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Tom, in the ianocence of hLis heart, had thought of’
saving ‘the new fellow from contamination among the -
black sheep. .

He had made the somewhat startling discovery since
then that it was the black sheep who were in danger
of contamination.

Crooke & Co. were undoubtedly “tough.” But Oswald
Loring from Switzerland was decidedly tougher. -

Tom had so little to do with the fellows who prided
themselves upon heing *gamey,” that he was slow to -
learn the new juniors’ true character. But in the course -
of a weck or two it was pretty plain., -

The black sheep of St. Jim’s dabbled in gambling; but
Loring did not dabble in it; he seemed to live and -
breathe in it. Crooke & Co. were reckless enough; but
since chumming with the new hoy, they had grown more
reckless and more hardened even in so short a time. Nob
that they were wholly pleased with their new friend.
Loring’s luck with cards was phenomenal.

In a couple of weeks his reputation among the juniors
was worse than George Gerald Crooke’s had ever been—
worse than Levison's at its worst. Tom had found some .
excuse for him at first, in the fact that he had heen
brought up in a country where gambling is not frowned
upon, and where indeed the Government draws large
annual profits from the gaming casinos. But Tom had
come to the end of his patience. ! .

Loring seemed to seek out the worst fellows in the -
school, and to make them worse. He had heen asked to
a little party in Cutts’ study. Cutts of the Fifth was a
blade of the first water. But it leaked out afterwards
that the little game of bridge in Cutts’ study had ended
disastrously for Cutts & Co. The extraordinary new hoy:
had simply looted the blades of the Fifth.

Every fellow of vicious tastes was sure of kind attentions - -
from Loring. He was always ready for a game—any ::
game—and he seemed to possess a complete mastery of-
every .variety of game. Foolish fellows who were not -
naturally vieious showed the. worse traits in their ~
character when they came under his influence. s

Study No. 6 declined to have anything more to do withi
him. It was learned that Loring had proposed a “little. :
game ” in that celebrated study; and when Blake & Co..
recovered from their astonishment, they pitched him out .
into the passage, neck and crop. Loring never set foot. -
inside Study No. 6 again, . e

The schoolboy code of homour prevented the juniors
from “ giving away ” the young rascal. But they would . .-
have been pleased enough if Kildare or Darrel had :;
dropped upon him, and bowled him out. That was not
likely to Fappen, however, for Loring was as cunning ..
and cautious as he was unscrupulous. | L

Tom Merry & Co. did not think of “giving him away "
to masters or prefects. But they did not want the young *'
blackguard in their study. Hence Tom Merry’s some-
what excited announcement that bhe was not going te
stand it

Monty Leowther nodded approval.
speak.

“It's disgusting,” went on Tom hotly. “How you
chummed wp with that chap abroad, Manuers, I ¢
make out. He's simply the limit.”

“The outside edge,” agreed Lowther.

“What did I tell you?” grunted Manners. “Was
down on the roiter the first day he came, whed
told us that pack of lies?” : o

“Well, we'vre not going to have him in this study?
said Tom determinedly. “I'll give him the choice o
changing out or heing booted out. Let him go and chum-.
with Crooke--they’te hirds of a feather.” e

“Crooke don’t seem to love him much now,” grinned: :
Lowther. “I fancy he started out to skin Loring.
Loring’s done the skinning. He’s been making a regular, -
income out of poor eld Crooke.”

“Serve the silly ass right! But a filthy gambler isw't
going to make this study his headquarters. He’s got tor

0!77
£°% Hear, hear!” : :

“Hold on!” said Manuers quietly. :

Lot )] -
8
i3}

Manners did 13

“Oh, rats! You don’t want him here, I suppose?” -
“You've slanged me for not chumming with him,” said
Manners, ' B
o8
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" "1\\1"911,. that was before . we found out what a beast
e ig!” '

“Well, T haven’t found out all I want to know, but
I'm going to,” said Manners. “I've been keeping an eye
on him. It’s jolly odd. But I've thonght of a dodge.
You be civil when he comes in, I'm going to.”

“That’ll be the first time, then,” growled Tom.

“I've got my reasons. Shush!” .

Loring came into the study. He yawned as he sat down
to hLis prep. 'There was a faint odour of cigarette-smoke
about him,

“Hallo, Loring!” said Manners, with unaccustomed
affability. “ You remember the way we used to go out
snapping along Lake Lemen. How would you like to
come out on a photographing trot on Saturday after-
noon?”’ .

“Thanks—Y don’t care to!”

“You used to be very keen on caméras.”

“Tve.given it up.” .

“You seemed to like it at Vevey,” said Manners; “ that
was how we first got to know one another well. You
remember the time we photographed the chateau on the
shore—Chillon, T mean, where that prisoner was kept a
long time ago®™ ’

Loring nodded.

*That was a day!” said Mauners reminiscently.  “ You
remember how we were taking photographs from our
boat, and the-wash from the steamer upset us, and you
went right in? Jolly lucky I got hold of you with the
boathook, and fished you out!”

“Yes, 1t was lucky for me,” said Loring.

“Did you ever get your camera hack”” asked Manners.

“My camera?” :

%Yes. You remember, surcly, that it went overboard
with you, and you were in an awful way about losing it.
That was just before I left.” Did you ever get it out of
the'lake?”

“No,” said Loring. I never troubled abont it. I've
given up photography. Ixcuse me, I'd like to get on
with my prep; I'm late already.”

“QOh, all serene!”

Manners had finished his prep, and he turned his atten-
tion to cutting films. Tom Merry and Lowther looked at
him in a puzzled way, After cold-shouldering the new
junior as he had doune, it was odd that Manners should
have started that chat over old times with him, Loring
seemed to have had enough of it.

Loring yawned over his work, and “scamped” it as
nsnal, - %Vhen he had finished, he left the study at once.
He was due at Cutts’ quarters for another little game.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, when he had gone, “have
you gone off your rocker, Manners? What do you mean
by. chumming with that fellow, just when we were going
to. Ajlu’n{) on his neck?” )

“Jolly good reason, my son,” said Manncrs,

“Blessed if I can see 1t !”

“You wouldn’t,” agreed Manners.

“Hallo! What the dickens are you up to now?”’ de-
manded Lowther, as Manners crossed to the door, opened
it, glanced into the passage, and then closed the door
agan very carefully.

Y I’ve got something to say to you chaps, and I don’t
want that young villain to liear,” said Manners guietly.

“ What the merry deunce is it? What on earth are vou
s0 thumping mysterious about, Manners:” .

“1 was surprised at first,” said Maunners slowly. “1Ie
isn’t much like the Loring I met at Vevey. About the
same age and build, only a bit fatter—of course, he
might have grown fatter in a year. Then those lies he
told us the day he came, and then, his turning out such a
blackgnard! 1 ought to kick myself for not tumbling to
it -before. I half-suspected it, but it scemed too thick,
But I'm sure now.” -

“Sure of what?” almost shouted Tom Merry.

¢ About that young scoundrel.”

“What aVout him?”

“He’s not Oswald Loring!”
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CHAPTER .10,
What Manners Knew L

63 OT Oswald Loring!”
Tom Merry and Monty Lowther repeated
the words, in utter amazement.

They stared at Manners, wondering whether
their chum had taken leave of his senses. Manners
nodded calmly. Ie was evidently quite serious, amazing
as his statement had heen. .

“He's not Oswald Loring!” he said. “He's no more
Oswald Loring than I'm Lord Kitchener! He's a
swindling impostor!” - .

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Lowther. “TFor goodness’
sake, Manners, draw it mild! It’s a bit too stecp, you
know.” .

“You've got that new chap on the brain, Manners,”
said Tom Merry. “ Don't pile it on, though. You see, it's
too altogether thick. He's a votter and a rank out-
sider, but he can’t be an impostor. That's all rot!”

“He’s an impostor,” vepeated Manners steadily. “T'm
sure of it now, I don’t know who he is; but I don't
believe he's English at all. Some Swiss rascal, I expect.
Whoever he is, he's not Oswald Lozing !”

“But who—why—what—how: *

“I sort of felt it at the very first,” said Manners. “Of
course, I only knew Loring for a fortnight, and that was
a year ago. I didn't remember him very clearly. This
chap is about the age he would be now, much the same
build, only fatter, Of course, he might have grown fatter
in a year. He’s got a different Swiss accent—but he
might have picked that up, too. I said the first day
that his eyes scemed to have grown lighter, but I put
that down to indistinct memory. He's played the trick
so well that I was fairly taken in; though, I tell you, I
felt it in my bones all the time that he wasn’t the Loring
I knew.”

“I tell you it's too thick, Manners. You don’t re-
member him very clearly, and that accounts for all yon've
mentioned.”

“Xt would,” said Manners; “and that’s why T couldn’t
make up my mind. But now I've got proof.”

“Trot out your proofs,” said Monty Lowther in-
credulously.

“You've heard them already,” said Manners. “You
heard me talking to him about that photographing
excursion on the Swiss lake—about taking the pictire of
the Chillon chateau from a boat, and getting upset by the
wash of a steamer?:”

“Yes; he remembered it all,” said Tom, “and that
jolly well proved that he is Loring!”

“He remembered it all,” said Mauners, “ and that jolly
well proves that he is not Loring !”

*“ How does it?” ) .

“ Because "—Manners spoke slowly and clearly—
“hecause it never happened.”

“ Wha-a-t!”

“It never happened,” said Mannvers calmly. “I was
putting him to the test. When I was photographing with
the real Loring in Switzerland, we never took photo-
graphs of Chillon from a boat on the lake. We wers
uever upset by the wash of a steamer. Loring never
tumbled into the water. Ie never lost his camera.”

“ Great Scott!”

“Oh, my hat!”

Manners grinned a little at the astonishment in the
faces of his chums. He was rather pleased with his own
awfully deep diplomacy. )

“The whole incident was a vyarn, from beginning to

- cnd,” he went on, “I was inventing it to put the fellow

to the test. Making out that he is Loring, he had to
remember what I remembered of our times together. He
pretended to remember all that. If it had really hap-
pened it would have proved that he was Loring, right
enough. But it never did happen.” €

“ Oh, Manners, you awfully deep bounder !” .

 Ave you satisfied now?” said Manners.

Tom Merry rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“Well, that puts the lid on,” he confessed. “If that
story was spoof, and Loring pretended to remember it—
well!. He couldn’t remember 1t if it didu’t happen, that’s
a cert. And it's not a thing he conid make a mistako
about, He would know right enough whether he was
nearly drowned in Lake Lemen.” ‘
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“And you never fished him out with a beathook!”
ejaculated Lowther.”

“QCertainly I didn’t, as he was never in the lake; but
he remembered it all when I described it to him,” grinned
Manners.
suppose? If he’d been the real Loring, he’d have thought
I was off my rocker when I told that story; he’d have
sald fast emoungh that it never happened. 1le wouldn’t
have agreed that it was lucky for him that I fished him
out with the boathook, when I mever did anything of
the sort.” :

“Certainly he wouldn’t.” said Tom Merry. “He ean’t
be Loring. But what the merry thunder! If he isn’t
Loring, who is he?” )

“Some swindling hound who has come here in Loring’s
name to take Loring’s place ” said Manners. “A Swiss,
Ifancy. Now I know it for certain; there’s lots of things
to prove it. Loring was awfully keen on cameras, and
this ¢hap hasn’t touched a camera or looked at one since
he’s been here. - Loring was a quiet, decent chap, and
wouldn’t have been found dead inside one of their rotten
gambling dens. This chap is a born gambler and black-
guard. Loring wasn’t a smoker; this rotter is. Loring
was a slim chap; this fellow is fat, just like a German-
Swiss. Didn’t you motice, too, that his clothes lopk as
if they’re made too small for him? Well, he’s a size or
two bigger than Loring, sideways. He's got Loring’s
clothes on.” - )

[ Oh !!5 e

“He’s come here with Loring’s name and clothes and
baggage, but he’s not Loring.”

“T can’t catch on to it,” said Tom, in utter amazement.
“It’s quite certain that Loring was coming here, as his
father was in correspondence with the Head abount it.”

“Loring was coming, right enough, but he never got
here.” :

“But his father’s lawyer met him in London, and put
him in the express for Wayland,” said Lowther,

“J've no doubt he did,” said Manners, ““But, 2s we
know. perfectly well, Loring never arrived at Wayland
in the express. Somewhere between London and Wayland
Lor_ing disappeared, and this young villein took his
plaee.”

“ Great Scott!”

“And that accounts,” went on Manners, “for jle ehap
not arriving where we were expecting him. I faney he
left London all right in the express, Perhaps this fellow
was with him—travelling companion, perhaps.” He must
have known all about Loring, to be able to play this
{rick. If we hadn’t been at Wayland Junction to meet

im, he wonld have kept it up that he’d arrived there

the express at three. As he conldn’t keep that up, he
spun us that yarn about getfing out at Abbotsford by
mistake. Very likely he did get out at Abbotsford; he
described the place all right, anyway.. Loring must have
got out with him and stayed there.”

“But why should he?” howled Lowther.

?

T LPa

“You can see that he’s a spoofer now, I-

“Of course, he hadn’t any choice about it. It’s impos-
sible that Loring meant to have a hand in a trick like
this. Why sheuld he?”

“Then what’s happened to the real Loring?  Why
has he kept away ail this time?”

“That’s what we’ve got to find out,” said Manners.
“He’s being kept away by force; that’s plain cnough.”

“Oh, my hat!” - :

There was a pause. Manners’ conviction had forced
itself upon the minds of his chums. Amazing as the dis-
covery was, they could scarcely doubt it. In affecting to
remember incidents in that Swiss holiday which had never
really happened, the new junior had given himself away
with a vengeance,

“Well, this fairly takes the cake!” said Lowther at
last. “The young villain must be a regular criminal at
this rate. 'The rcal chap Loring must have bLeen
kiduapped at Abbotsford or somewhere.”

‘“Not the slightest’ doubt about that,” said Manuers.
“This young scoundrel had an accomplice, and the fellow
1s keeping Lomng somewhere,”

“But—but I don’t quite see the game,” said Tom. “If

“it’s as you think, Manners—and it looks like it—what’s

the fellow’s object? He can’t expect to keep this game up
for ever.” :

Manners shook his head.

“Hardly.  But he’s safe enough for a long time.
Loring’s pedple live in Swiizerland, go they can’t see
him and bowl him out. His allowance is paid to him
through the Head by the lawyer chap in London. That
lawyer chap would know 1t was spoof if he saw him,
but, of course, he won’t see him. Unless the real Loring
gets away, he’s safe here for the rest of the term. -And
can’'t you'see his game? He’s been at it openly enough.
He’s a professional swindler, and he’s wedged himself into
a big schaol, where there are lots of fellows with more
wmoney than brains. He’s set out to skin them. It’s an
entirely new field for a professional gambler. I've no
doubt he’s a cheat as well. We know he always wins.
He’s made pounds and pounds out of Crooke & Co., and
he’s cleaned out these Fifth Form fools at bridge. TIf
he’s allowed to go on, he’ll make a big sum out of it.
He might make a hundred pounds in the term.”

“ T suppose he might.” .

“We know, too, that he’s got fellows to play cards
who used not to play. That’s kis business, to tempt silly
asses into that kind of thing to skin them. Why, he even

_tried it on in Study No. 6, and they booted him out!”

“ And at the end of the term?” said Tom.

“Well, I don’t know his plans, of course; but he could
disappear at the end of the term without leaving a trace
behind. He’d never be found. He could go back to the
hotel-kitchen where, I dare say, he "belongs, or he might -
play the game on- He might work up an illness, so
as not to go back to Switzerland for the vacation, and
stay at the school. Then he’d have another term before
him, safe as houses. He might work that for a year
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Taibot reached the tevel of the window-sill, and ‘paunsed there, breathing hard. Then, holding with onc hand
to the pipe, he reached to the sill, and ecaught it with the other.

(See Chanter 13.)

or more. He’s deep enough. And if the Head didn't
bowl him out and sack him, he’d be making money hand-

over-fist all the time—piles of quids out of those silly _

duffers who think they’re seeing lifc when they play
nap in the old tower.”

- “What a game!” said Monty Lowther. “He must be
& cunning beast to think of such a scheme|”

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows. ‘

“You seem to have worked it out all right, Manners,”
ke said slowly. ™I must say it looks as if you're right.
But—but—but—"

“But—"" agreed Lowther,

“But what, fathead?”

“It’s too steep. "We can’t go to the Head or Railton
and spin him a yarn like that. Suppose—I only say
suppose—supposc you’re mistaken? It’s possible, at
least. What blithering idiots we should look !”

“We couldn’t risk it,” said Lowther. “Why, we should
be chipped to death if* it turned out a mare’s-mest!
Besides, it would amount to slander.”

Manners nodded. .

“I’ve thought of all that,” he said. “I know I'm not
mistaken, but I admit there’s a elim chance that we
might be putting our foot in it. If we told the Head
he would send for the lawyer chap from London to
identify Loring.” .

“And suppose he identified him all right?” said Tom

' Tnre Gem LiBrary.—No. 410,
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Merrg., “What blessed asses we should look—and worse
than that!”

“I know—I know. I'm mnot thinking of that,” said
Manners. “1It’s sure enough, but we’re not going to say
anything till we're absolutely certain.  That’s what
we’'ve got to manage.” .

“And how?”

“Lasy enough. If this chap is an impostor, taking
Loring’s name, he must know all about the kid—must
be theroughly posted about him and all that, That
means that he must have known him in Switzerland—for
a time, at least. I think very likely he travelled from
Switzerland with him. I believe he’s a Swiss. Well,
suppose we find out whether Loring had a travelling-
companion. That would be a beginning.”

“But how—-"

“The lawyer johmny In London would know, but we
don’t know his name or address. We couldn’t get it from
this swindler, that’s certain, and we can’t speak to the
Head yet. We've got to find out for ourselves.”

“ Blessed if I see how!”

_“Look at it,” said Manners. “This cad worked off a
yarn of getting ‘out at Abbotsford by mistake. He
described Abbotsford. So he knows the place. He must
have been in the express with Loring, I should say;
and if he got out at Abbotsford, as he seems to have
done, Loring got out with him and stayed there. Some-
where there Loring must be kept a prisoner, in that case.
The first place to begin to look is Abbotsford,”

“Rather like Jooking for a mneedle in a haystack!”
commented Lowther.

“I haven't finished yet. I know Loring’s father at
Vevey. U'm going to write to him,”

é“ Oh !U .

“1 can’t tell him what we suspect; it would alarm
and worry him, and he’s in bad health, too. But I can
ask hii questions without telling him too inuch. The
letter will want wording carefully, of course. That swill
want thinking out. But—"

Manners ceased speaking suddeuly as a tap came at the

door of the study, Toby, the page, opened the door and -

put his head in,

“Master Loring,” he said, “the Head—"

“He isn’t here,” said Tom Merry.
you know where he is, Master Tom?”

“ Look for him in Cutts’ study,” said Tom,

“Thank you, Master Merry!”

Toby was withdrawing, when Manners called to him.

“Hold on a ‘tick, Toby! What does the IHead want
Loring for?”

- Tobyzgrinned. .

“WhHch he didu't teli me, Master Manners.” .

“Don’t you start being funny in your old age, Toby!
I mean, does it look like a licking®”

%1 don’t think so, Master Manners. The ’ lad didn't
look,yvaxy; only a bit worried,” said Toby. “It’s about
thesfetter, I s’pose.” )

“The letter?” said Manners. “What letter, Toby?
Tell me all about it, kid. I dare say you know that I was
Loring’s pal before he came here.”

“Yes, Master Manners. I took up the letter to the
*Ead,” said Toby—“ a letter with a furrin pestmark.”

“The 'Ead wants him partickler,” said Toby. “I'r’aps .

“A foreign postmark?” said Manners, “Was it
Swiss?”
“Might ’ave been Swiss, or Rooshan, for all I

know,” said Toby. *Somethin’ furrin and outlandish,

that’s all I kuow. Well, five minutes arter that the.

‘Ead rang, and he had the letter in his ’and, and he
says, says he, ‘Find Master Loring, and send him to
me ab once!” says he. So ’ere I come!”

The chums of the Shell exchanged a quick look,

~After what they had just been discussing the incident

- struck them. The letter with the “furrin” postmark

had been immediately followed by the summons for

Loring to go to the Head—a sufficiently plain indication

‘that the letter was about Loriug, and doubtless from

his father in Switzerland. Had something come to light

alteady? That was the thought in their minds. .
“You can leave it to me, Toby,” said Manners,

“T'11 go and get Loring, and take him to the Head.”
Tar Gem Lisrary.—No. 41

“Thank you, Master Mauners.”

Toby departed cheerfully, .

“What's the little game?” asked Tom Merry, when
Toby was gone,

“That letter’s from Mr. Loring, I fancy,” said
Manners quietly, “and Loring's sent for. Something
may have come out, If it has, the young swindler will
stuff the Head up with lies, of conrse.”

“I suppose he will. But—-" }

“He won't if I'm there,” said Manners grimly.

“You!”

“Yes, 1! Ain’t I Loring’s old pal?” said Manners,
with a grin. -“Didn’t the Head send for me, and put
it to me to look after him a bit here? Well, then, as
his old pal, I'm going into the lion’s den with him.
And if he starts telling any lies to the Head——"

Manners did not finish; he quitted the study. Tom
Merry and Lowther, in a very disturbed state of mind,
waited anxiously for his return.

CHAPTER 11.
The Letter from Switzerland!
UTTS of the Fifth was not looking happy.

His chums, Gilmore and St. Leger, were not

looking happy ecither.

There was a little card-party on in Cutts’
study, and Yoring of the Shell had dropped in to take
a hand. The four young rascalds sat round the table
with cards in their hands and cigarettes between their
lips. The door was locked.

Cutts’ favourite game was bridge, and the dandy of
the Fifth did very well out of that game. Having dis-

- covered that the new fellow in the Shell was a “sport,”

and had plenty of money, Cutts had deigned to take

notice of his existence. All was grist that came to

Gerald Cutts’ mill. He had no objection to including

a junior in his little parties, if it was worth his yhile.
e = N

An Apology
from Harry Wharton, the Editor of the

Great New Boys' Paper
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“ G'reyfriars School, December 11th, 1915,
" Dear Boys and Girls,—

“I feel I must make an apology to all who have
been unadle to get the first number of the OREY-
¥RIARY HERALD. _ As it is the first paper I have
ever published, I ordered only e gquarter of a
million copies of Number One. These were sold
right out in three days. Now I know that it is so
popular, I have ordered more for each of the next
numbers, HLake my advice, and always get your
copy first thing every Monday morning, That's
the way to prevent disappointment,

“Your Friend and Editor,

Hany Wharton”
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But at two bridge-parties Loring had euceceded in-
“gtumping ¥ Cutts, much to his- astonishment and
chagrin. To be “done” by a junior was not to be.
thought of. Loring had offered him his revenge, and
Cutts was only too keen to play. On the present occasion
the game was poker. At that game Cutts prided himself
upon his skill ; but it had gone the same way. In an hour
or less the remarkable new junior had almost cleaned out
Cutts & Co.

The blades of the Fifth had plenty of money, and they
played for high stakes. Loring had already * bagged”
over ten pounds from the trio, and the trio were look-.
ing rather green, Funds were beginning to run out,
and Loring had stated his intention of not playing for
waste-paper. It would have been a little too difficult
for a junmior to collect debts afterwards from seniors of
the Fifth. -He was more likely to collect thick ears if
he tried. . .

“Getting near bed-time,” said St. Leger uneasily.

“We’re going on;” said Cutts, with a frown. “You
enn drop out if you like. Your deal, Loring.”

*That is sporting,” said Loring, with a emile, as he
shuffled the cards.

Tap!

The gamblers started as a knock came at the door.
Cutte sprang to his feet. .

“Who "the dickens is that?’ he muttered. ‘' The
Housemaster wouldn’t—— Quick with those cards!”

Cutts & Co. were accustomed to acting promptly on
such occasions, Almost in a twinkling the cards were
elipped into a drawer; cigarettes and ash-trays dis-.
appeared into a box. Gilmore jerked back the curtain
from the open window, and St. Leger brandished a news-
pa.%;'er to diesipate the smoke.

ap!

“Who’s there?” called out Cutts, to gain time,

“It’'s me—Manners.”

(Gerald Cutts drew a quick breath of relief. It was
not a master or_ a prefect. )

“Yt's all right,” he muttered. “Only a junior. You
ean buzz off, Manners. You’re not wanted here.”

“T want Loring,” said Manners through the keyhele.

“@o and eat coke!” said Loring. .

“The Head wants you in his study at onee.”

“«On!”

“Better cut off,” said Cutts quietly, unlecking the
door. “Come hack when you're through with the Head
if there's time.” E2

“Right-ho!” said Loring. .

The new junior left the study. Manners nodded to him
as he came out.

“The Head wants me?” asked Loring, giving kim a
guick look. '

“Yes; he's eent for you,” sgid Manners,

“What is it about—do you know?”" .

“Y haven’t scen the Head. But I'm coming with

on.”
y “You needn’t,” said Loring curtly.

“Oh, yes, I'm coming,” said Manners, hurrying
along with the new junior, who would evidently have
preferred to be rid of Him. “Dash it all, you ought
to be glad to have an old pal to see you through!
'Tain’t all lavender being called into the Head's study,
you know.”

“Look here—-"

“Here we are!” said Manners, as they arrived at the
Hee’u]’s door. He tapped, and opened the door. *‘Trot
n.’

Loving gritted his teeth for a moment, but he. went
in, and Manners followed him. Dr. Holmes was seated
at his writing-table, and a letter was before him,
evidently the letter with the foreign postmark referred
to by Toby. There was a very serious expression on Dr.
Holmes’ kind face. Something was evidently “up,”
though it did not look like a “row.” Manners won-

dered for a moment what the Head would have thought

if he had kuown from what scene Loring ecame at his
summons.

“Ah, I sent for you, Loring !” said the Head.

“ Yes, sir,” praid Loring. s

The Head glanced at Manners. He had not sent for
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Manners. He was about to make a remark, but he
checked himself, and glanced at the letter before him.

“I did not send for you, Manners, but perhaps it is
just as well that you are here with Loring,” he said.
“The matter affects you to a certain extent, as you are
an old acquaintance and friend of Loring’s.” :

“Yes, sir;” said Manners.

“TLoring, I have received a letter from your father.
You have not mentioned to me that you had a travelling
companion from Switzerland.” - :

Manuers drew a deep, deep breath. :

“No, sir,” said Loring calmly, little dreaming of what
was passing -in Manners’ mind. “I did not think you
would be interested, sir.”

“Yet I asked you about your journmey,” said Dr.-
Holmes, regarding the new junior closely. “I had quite
a long chat with you, Loring, the day you arrived. It
is somewhat curieus that you did not mention the
circumetance.” ’ .

“I am eorry, sir, if you think I was to blame,” said
Loring. “I was &o tired and confused after so much
travelling.” :

“Yes, ves, quite so,” assented the Head. “ Quite so,
Loring. However, your father's letter refers to this
travelling companion—this Swiss lud, Franz "Ecker.
Your father states that this lad was employed in his
houschold at Vevey during the last two or three months
before you -left home, and that he left to take up a
situation in England. He bhas a rclation who keeps a
refreshment establishment of some sort at Abbotsford, I
understand. Your father kindly paid the fare to
England for this young Swiss, and arranged for him- to
travel with you; fo help_yoa through the difficulties of
the journey, but chiefly for his own sake, as hé had
explained that there was a good opening for him in this
country.”

“T believe that is so, sir.” - .

“* You -are doubtless surprised by my referring to the
matter,” said the Head.

“A little, sir. T had almost forgotten Ecker.”

“Pray tell me this, Loring—were yow quite satisfied
with this young person, Ecker:” .

*“He was a good servant, I believe, sir.” .

“Probably you did not guess his real character.
Your father informs me that sihce the boy left Vevey
he has become better acquainted with his character.
It appears that this Ecker obtained employment in your
father’s house on false representations, that he had
previously been concerned in the proceedings of a
gambling company, had been employed at a gaming
caeino, and had been discharged from the place for theft
of some of the ill-gotten profits of the gambling tables.” .

“ Indeed, sir. I was not aware of that.” .

“Your father, of course, was not aware of it when
he befriended the boy. Since learning the real
character of Ecker he has naturally been alarmed as to
the boy's possible influence over you. When you left
home your father desired you to keep Ecker in sight,-
and befriend him so far as lay in your power,
Naturally, he is now very anxious that you should have
nothing to de with such a person.”

“T suppose so, sir.”

“ I have therefore sent for you, Loring, to communi-
cate your father’s wishes and my own,” said the Head
gravely. “This unpleasant youth, Ecker, will pro-
bably claim acquaintance with you, and seek to know
you. You must hé careful never to see him, and never
to correspond with him. You must never visit his
relation’s place at Abbotsford, where he is employed.
If he should write to you, you must bring the letter to
me, and not reply to it. You understand?” -

“Yes, sir.” s : )

“The boy is, in fact, a very dangerous acquaint-
ance,”” said the Head. ‘I am thankful to see that he
appears to have done you no harm, and I shall be able .
to write a reassuring letter to your father on the sub--
ject. Have you seen this young Swiss since you have
been at the school?” :

““No, sir.” . . .

‘“You have not visited Abhotsford?”

“Not once, sir.” .
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“Very good,” said the Head, evidently vrelieved.
¢ There is no harm done. Pray bear my words in mind,
Loring.”

° Cgrtainly, sir. I may say that I never liked the
fellow,” said Loring; ‘it was only to please my father
that I let him travel with me.”’

1 am glad to hear you say so, Loring. Manners, as
you are Loring’s best friend here, I understand, you
will bear this in mind also, If that dangerous youth
should make any attempt to push his acquaintance with
Loring, you will see that he does not succeed. As Lor-
ing ‘is still quite new to this country and our customs
you may be of very great assistance to him. It will be
a friendly act, on your part, to help Loring to keep
clear of such an acquaintance.”

““I understand, sir,”” said Manners.

Manners’ heart was thumping.

4 “That is all,” said the Head. * You may go, my
oys.””

The two juniors quitted the study, and the Head’s
expression showed that he was relieved in his mind.
The letter from Vevey had disturbed him, and he had
shared Mr. Loring’s anxiety. The new junior had
succeeded in satisfying him.

In the passage Loring paused, and gave Manners a
bitter look.

“ Why did you come here?’’ he muttered. *‘You are
no friend of mine. You came to hear what the Head
had to say to me!”

“Well, I've heard it,”” said Manners coolly. ‘‘Nice
sort of chap, this young Ecker—what? You seem to
have his personal tastes, though you didn’t tell the
Ifead so.”

‘“ That is not your business.” :

““Tsn’t it?” said Manners. ° Hasn’t the Head asked
me to look after you? Let me catch you with this
Swiss chap, that’s all!” C

Loring burst into a laugh, and walked away. Man-
ners laughed too, and returned to No. 9 Study in the
Shell passage; Tom Merry and Lowther were waiting
for him. .

““Well?” said both together.

Manners, almost word for word, told what has passed
in the Head’s study. Tom Merry dvew a deep breath.

1t begins to look clear,”” he said,

“It does,”” said Lowther. ° What is the next move,
Manners? You're taking the lead in this little game.”

“ Abbotsferd,” said Manners. “It’s a half-holiday
to-morrow.” :

‘“There’s the House match—"’

‘“Blow the House match!”

And, upon due reflection, Tom Merry decided to
“blow " the House match.

CHAPTER 12,
Talbot Takes a Hand.

b AT Jove, that’s wathah odd !’
B Arthur Augustus D’Arcy said so—and

therefore it was so. But a good many fellows

as well as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy regarded
st as odd.
‘It was Wednesday afternoon; and that afternoon
School House and New House juniors were meeting on
the foothall field. House matches at St. Jim’s were very
keenly contested. Fellows who had the luck to bhe
selected to play very seidom gave them a miss. But on
this especial occasion three of the best were standing
out—Tom Merry, Mauners, and Lowther.

“What the dickens does 1t mean?” asked Jack Blake,
when he met the Terrible Three after dinner. * You
three fellows standing out?”

- ““We are—we is ! said Lowther,

““You must be potty!” commented Blake.

“Tommy must be,” agreed Lowther, ‘ for he’s going
to ask you to captain the side this afternoon.”

Blake hrightened up considerably.

““ Well, perhaps it's rather a good idea for you chaps
totgtand out-once in a way,”” he remarked. ¢ Going
out?”’ o
"TrE Gexm Lisrary.—No. 410,

“Yes, if you think you can skipper the side,” said
Tom Merry. : :

““Oh, that’s all right! I’ll undertake to beat the
New House,” said Blake cheerfully. ‘I hope you’ll
have a nice excursion. Have you filled up the places,
or are you leaving that to me?”

““Well, put in Julian,” said Tom Merry. * He’s first-
class, About the other two, suit yourself. T'm going
to ask Talbot to come with us, too, so there’ll be another
place to fill, if he comes.’*

- Blake whistled.

““Best winger we’ve got,” he said. °‘Never mind.
Lots of good stuff in the Fourth, if you only knew.”

Tom Merry laughed.

- “The Fourth will have a good chance this after-
noon,” he said. ““You’ll have Kangaroo and Dane and
Glyn of the Shell, and Gore, You can pick seven out
of the Fourth Form.”

““ Well, there’s four in our study—four of the best.
Then we’ll have Julian, Reilly, and Hammond. We’ll
beat the New House all right!” said Blake confidently.

““ Best of luck, my son!”” said Tom.

And, leaving Blake to call his eleven together, the
Terrible Three went to look for Talbot of the Shell.

Talbot was in his study, swotting at Latin till it
was time to change for the foothall match. He looked
up with his pleasant smile as the trio came in.

“Hardly time yet,”” he said.

¥ Would you mind missing the House match?” agked
Tom.

““Oh, just as you like!” said Talbot.
another fellow you think——"

“ Fathead !”” said Tom. ¢ There isp’t another fellow
in the School House who's a patch on you. It isn’t that.
We’re going out on special business, and we’d like you
to come, if you will. You can help us.”

* Any old thing !’ said Talbot, at once.

*I've fixed it up with Blake about the match. We’ll
explain out of gates what we're after. Walls have -
ears, you know,” said Tom mysteriously.

Talbot smiled.

“Right you are. I won’t ask you any questions,
though you’ve made me jolly curious.” .

“ What do you think of that new chap, Loring?”

Talbot frowned a little. . .
“I’d rather not say,” he replied; “I couldn’t say
anything good of him.” .

‘“Exactly. And so say all of us!” grinned Lowther.
€ (et into your hat, we're catching the two-thirty.”

The footballers were gathered on Little Side when
the four Shell fellows came out of the School House
and strolled down to the gates. They passed Loring in
the quad. He was sauntering towards the old tower
with Crooke and Mellish and Clampe. He gave the chunis
of the Shell a sneering glamce. .

On the footer ground Jack Blake was in high feather.
He hadn’t the slightest doubt that his team, under his
able leadership, would wipe up the ground with the
champions of the New House. Figgins & Co. were in
high feather, too. With Tom Merty and Talbot miss-
ing, Figgins hadn’t the slightest doubt that he would
wipé up the ground with the School House side. So
both the junior skippers were highly pleased with the
prospects of the afternoon. .

Tom Merry cast rather a iegretful glance towards
the football ground as he went out with Lowther and
Manners and Talbot. But it could not be helped, and
he dismissed footer from his mind. . :

““ Well, what’s the little game?” asked Talbot, as
they walked at a good rate down Rylcombe Lane,
through the keen, frosty air.

“ Go it, Manners, pitch him the yarn!”

Manners proceeded to ‘“pitch the yarn.”” Talbot '
stopped, and stared at Manners in great astonishment.

““Well, my hat!” he ejaculated, at last.

- ¢ Rather knocks you out—what?”’ chuckled Lowther.

* Well, rather,” confessed Talbot. ‘ But1may say that
T’ve thought there was something fishy about Loring ever
since he came. You know, I had some rather queer experi-
ences in my early days.” He flushed a little.  That
taught me how to spot a wrong ‘un. Loring is a wrong

“1If there’s
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*an, if cver there was ore. T had been thinking of
speaking to you fellows chout him—he onght not to he
allowed to run on as he does, and he’s toe keen teo let

the prefects spot him. But if this is true, it will bring

bim up sharp.”

*“ You think Manners has got it right?’ asked Tom
anxiously. He had greut faith in the judgment of the
junior who bad once been known as the Toff,

X think so,” said Talbot. ° After what you've told
me there can’t be much doubt ahout it. But what’s the
programme ?”’

‘“* Well, our idea is that this fellow, Ecker, who
travelled with the veal Loring, has got rid of Loring
somehow, and bagged kis clothes and things and taken
hig place. If that’s so, he must have put Loring some-
where, "Now, his relation’s place in Abbotsford is very
likely the place. He’s certainly got an accomplice, and
what other accomplice eould he have here but his rela-
tion? He's in a foreign country, you kunow.”

Talbot nodded. . L

“We're going to find that relation and his place,” caid
Manuers, “and {ind out somehow if the real chap Loring
is there. That’s where we waut you to help us, Talbot.
I don’t mind admitting that you ean easily give us points
in a game like this.
follow.”

“That's it,” said Tom, .

“Of course, I'll help you all I can,” said Talbot. “Let’s
cateh the train to Abbotsford first,” he added, with a
smile. . .

They hwrried on to the station. The local train hore
them away to Abbotsford, and during the journey they
discussed their plans. In that discussion the eool, keen
judgment of the Toff was very useful. He was exactly
the fellow for such an emergeney,

" By the time they stepped out of the train at Abbot:ford
they bad laid their plans, and, with considerable sup-
pressed excitement, they set about putting thom inte
execution, :

———

CHAPTER 13.
The Toff to the Rescue!

OM MERRY & CO. were very busy during the next
hour. The tirst step -was to discover the
“refreshment establishmeut 7 kept by that
relation of ILcker's. Whether his name was

Ecker or net, they did not kmow. But the fact that he
was a Swiss was a starting-peint for the inquiry. They
inquired for a refreshment establishment kept by a Swixs.
At the railway-station they could learn nothing; at the
bunshop they obtained mno information. The Terrible
Three looked a litile hlank. Abbotsford was a town of
some size, and it looked as if the search would be a long
one.

* Where next, O chief*” asked Mouty Lowther.

“The pelice-station,” said Talbot.

“Oh! Will they know—-"

“The police are pretty certain to know about every
refreshment place in the town,” eaid Talbot. *If there’s
one lept by a Swiss, they’re quite sure to kuow.
Foreigmers have to give an account of themselves in these
days; and this man must be a German-Swiss, too, from
the name of Ecker. He must have had to prove that he's
a Swisg and not a German.”

“Didn’t T tell you Talbot wounld do the trick?” said
Tom Merry admiringly. “Full steam ahead for the
bobby-asylum.” ;

‘The juniors made their way to the police-station. The
inspeetor in charge looked Tather curiously at Talbos
-when he asked hiy guestion, politely and respectfully, as
1o whether he could direct Lim to a refreshment place in
Abbetsford kept by a Swiss.

“I should advise yon young gentlemen to keep clear of
ihe place,” said the inspecto: drily, “Tt isn't exactly the
place your headmaster would like you to visit,”

“Then you know tlie place?” asked Talbot.

“Certainly | '

“We’re not guinng there, exactly,” said Talbot. “We're
going to feteh away a chap belonging to our school, whom
we helieve is there.  We've got reason to helicve that
ke’s there, and we want te get him away.”
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“Oh, that alters the case!” said the Imspector, his
manper becoming more geanial., *“You had better give
your schoolfellow the tip to keep elear of that show, or

e will get landed into trcuble. The place is called
Hoffmann’s Tea-gardens, and it’s on the Wayland Road,
about a mile out of Abbotsford. That’s the only
refreshment place about here kept by a Swiss, so far as L
know.”

“Thank you-very much, sir,”

The juniors quitted the police-station, highly satisfied.
They knew the Wayland Road well enough; they had
cycled over it scores of times. 'They left Abbotsford
behind them, and tramped away cheerfully into the
country.

“Looks as if Ecker's relation hasn't a very savoury
reputation,” remarked Tom Merry., “That makes it all
the more likely that Manners has hit the right nail on
the head. But we’ll soon see.”

The early winter dusk was closing in as the chums of
St. Jim's came up to the tea-gardeps. They paused to
observe the place. It was In a somewhat solitary
position,-but well-placed for catching the cycling traffic.
There was an air of dilapidation abeut the place, which
hinted that Mr. Heffmann was not making money hand-
over-fist. Probably the war had affected his business.

“ Well:” said the Terrible Three, looking at Talbot for
guidance. :

“We can't search the place,” remarked Lowther.
“Even that inspector chap couldn't do that without a
warrant.”

“Come in, and use your eyes,” said Talbot. “We're
here, anyway; and we're not going till we find out
whether Lormg is there.”’

“What-ho!”

The juniors emfered the somewhat dreary gardens.
There were still stone tables under the leafless trees, but
the garden was “deserted, They passed on into the
building. At that season there was little eycling on the
road, which probably accounted for the deserted look of
the place. 'There was only one man in the public room
they entered—a rouglh-locking man, drinking beer,

At the end of the room was a little passage leading into
the bar, from which direction came a clinking of glasses.
‘the place was a public-house as well as a tea-gardens.
But it was casy to see that little trade was being done..
The juniors sat dewn at a table, and Talbot rapped with
a coin. A fat man in a soiled apron came out of the bar.

" Vat you vant!” he asked, not over-civilly.

He looked like a German, from the erown of his blonde
bullet head to the square toes of his large feet. This
was evidently Mr. Hoffmann.

“Can we have ginger-beer here®’ asked Talbot
politely.

‘i Yeg')i )

The fat man disappeared, and the juriors glanced at

one another. This was the Swirs—the “relation of
Leker ” mentioned in Mr. Loring's letter. There could
be no doubt on that point,
- He did not look a pleasant customer; his little piggy
eyes were shifty in their expression, his fat face hard and
coarse. His unprepossessing looks, added to his evidently
poor circumstances, made 1t probable enough that he
would be conecerned in any scheme of rascality that
promised profit. If he was, in reality, the accomplice of
the impostor at St: Jim’s, doubtless he received a share
of the “loot” the so-called Loring was making by his
peculiar methods at St, Jim's.

The fat Swiss returned with the ginger-beer.

“Vun shilling, please,” he caid. .

It was plain that, during his residence in England, Mr.
Hoffmann_had not forgotten Swiss eustoms in dealing
with travellerse,

Talbot paid the shilling without demur, and the fat
man returned to the har. The juniors hardly touched
the ginger-beer. They lingered about five minutes, and
then Talbot rose, aud his companions followed his
example. They saurtered ont into the dark garden.

From the front of the alchouse, light glimmered out
over the road. But the back of the housc was quite dark.

* Where now?” murmured Tom Merry., )

Talbot led the way. Instead of returning to the gate
on tke road, the juniors went down the garden, where
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they could scan the back of the house. The house was a
two-storey building. From the scraggy, leafless bushes in
the garden, the juniors scanned the windows. There
were eight of them, and one was covered with wcoden
shutters.

“You see that?” whispered Talbot. “ An upper window

wshuttered—"

[ B“t—”

“Keep here while I scout. You can leave that to me;
it isn’t new to the Toff, you know.”

“Talbet, old chap——"

“ Wait here.”

- The Terrible Three remained in cover in the ragged
bushes. Talbot glided away towards the house. A door
opened, and a slatternly woman came out with a bucket.
The juniors were well concealed by the dusk and the
bushes, but they were anxious for Talbot. But the Toft

- had taken cover instantly at the sound ¢f an opening

door. There was a sound of the grinding of a pump and
gurgling water. Then the woman went back inte the
house, and the door closed,

The Shell fellows peered through the darkness, but they f

could no longer see Talbot. What was the Toff doing?
Tom Merry, straining his eyes through the gloom, caught
a dark patch on the dark wall of the houss. His heart
beat hard. Talbot was climbing, slowly but steadily, up
the rusty old rain-pipe clamped to the wall. It was a
risky climb, and Tom straiced his eyes, watching him

anxiously. It was like old days for the Toff, those

dark old days before he had come to St. Jim’s.

The rain-pipe passed a foot from the sill of the
shuttered window. Talbot reached the level of the
window-sill, and paused, there, breathing hard. Then,
holding with one hand to the pipe, he reached to the sill,
and. caught it with the cther. Tom’s heart almost
stopped beating. But the strong grasp of the Toff was
upon the stone sill, and he hung there, his other hand
followed, and ke drew himself up slowly and surely upon
the sill.

A gleam came into his eyes as he rested there on his
knees. The shutter was fastened on tho outside. He
needed little more proof than that. But the Toff was not
finished yet. His old skill, learned only too well in the
old dark days, served him once more. His fingers were
upon the padlock—a lock that would have defied any
other fellow at St. Jim’s. It did not defy long the
fellow who had once been known as the prince of cracks-
men. There was a slight sound, and the lock parted.

Talbot pressed to one side, and opened the other half
of the now unfastened shutter. The room within was
dark; the window was closed. In a couple of minutes
more the lower sash opened to the light fingers of the
Toff. He peered into the black darkness within.

There was a faint exclamation. s

Someone was there, in the dense darkness of the
shuttered room,

“Who is there?” It was a faint, whimpering voice—
the voice of a Loy. * Who is that?”

“A friend !” said Talbot quietly. “If you are Oswald
Loring, I have come to help you.”

He heard a gasp in the darkness, and a white face
loomed up dimly.

“I am Oswald Loring.” There was a faint foreign
accent in the voice. “Who are you?”

“A 8t. Jim’s chap,” said Talbot. “I’'ve come to get
you out of this.”

“Thank Heaven!” .

_“Den’t make a row,” wlispered Talbot. “You’re all
right now. I’ve got friends here, too. You’re safe now.”

He climbed lightly in at the window. A glimmer of
light came in from the opened window; the Toff could
faintly see the room—a large, bare room, with a bed in
one corner, The pale, scared face of the imprisoned boy
glimmered before him. Even in the gloom Talbot could
see that he was white and emaciated. He had not
fared well at the hands of the Swiss. A leather belt was
locked round his waist, and a strong.rope attached to it,
fastened to a staple in the wall. It did mot allow him
to move within two or three yards of the window. The
Swiss had run no risks with his prisoner.

“*You—you've come to help me?” muttered the faint
voice. “Thank Heaven! I've been a prisoner here, I
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don’t know how long—ever since that villain Ecker
brought me here. He came with me from Switzerland.
I’ve been half-starved, and—and when I called out once
they beat me——" -

The voice died away in a whimper.

“You’re all right now,” whispered Talbot. “I’'ll have
you out of this in a jiffy.”

His quick hands were at work. Tho door was bolted
on the outside—there was no escape that way. But it
was not needed. With rapid fingers Talbot twisted
the bedclothes into a rope, and fastened it to the rope
that secured the prisoner. With his knife he sawed it
off from the staple in the wall. Then he drew the kid-
napped junior to the window. Loring shrank back. I&
was clear that his cruel imprisonment had snapped away
his nerve. :

“It’s safe enough,” whispered Talbot. *“I’ll lower you
down, and my pals down there will take you. Kee,xx your
pecker up—it’s the only way out. There’s no risk.”

L “I—I will do as you say. God bless you for coming

ere !” .

In the Toff’s strong hands the trembling junior was
lifted through the window. He clung to the rope, still
secured to his belt. Talbot lowered him steadily. There
was a tustle below in the garden—the Terrible Thres
were running to the spot.

“He’s got him!” panted Tom Merry.

The clinging figure on the rope came into the up-
stretched hands of the Terrible Three. They lowered him
gently to the ground. In the room above Talbot secured
the rope to the shutter, and came sliding down. He
landed lightly beside his chums. Tom Merry squeezed
his arm. ’ .

“Talbot, old fellow, it’s Loring?”

““Yes, rather.” "

“And we've got him!” grinned Manuners. “What did
I tell you—what?” .

“And the sooner we get him away, and send the polica.
for that Swiss scoundrel, the better,” said Talbot.

“ What-ho !” i

With the rescued junior in their midst, the Shell
fellows hurried through the garden towards the road.
‘There they had to-pass through the light from the house.
But they had nothing to fear now. There was no alarm
in their breasts when they heard a sudden guttural
ejaculation, and the fat Swiss came striding from a
doorway. They had been seen; but the fat rascal had no
terrors for them. )

“Mein Gott!” The Swiss’ jaw dropped as he saw
Loring in the midst of the St. Jim’s jumiors. *“Vat—
vat—— Ach, Gott!”

Tom Merry made a single stride towards the fab rascal,
his fist clenched. Without a word he struck out straight’
from the shoulder. The Swiss gave a gurgling yell, and-
rolled over on his back. The juniors left him there, as
they hurried out of the garden and down the dark road
to Abbotsford.

CHAPTER 14,
A Dramatic Denouement!
&t ORING I”
“Adsum !
“ Lowther !”
. No reply. :

Mr. Railton was taking call-over in Big Hall a%
St. Jim’s. Monty Lowther did not answer to his name.

“ Lumley-Lumley !” .

“ Adsum !”

“ Manners !”

Silence,

“Merry !”

Still no answer.

Mr. Railton frowned slightly, The Terrible Three wers
all absent. e roll went on, and Mr. Railton paused
again on the name of Talbot when he came to it.

“Talbot !".

But no voice answered “ Adsum!” Talbot was absent,
too. :

“Bai Jove, those boundahs are keepin’ it up!” mur-
mured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy to Blake. “They don’t
seem very anxious to heah that we wiped up the gwound
with the New House at footah.”
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¥ We've jolly well done it, anyway,” grinned Blake.
@7 wonder where they’ve got to. Hallo! at the merry
thunder—" he broke off, in astonishment.

Mr. Railton had reached the end of the roll, and he
was about to give the signal to dismiss, when the big
door was flung suddenly open.

Tom Merry and Manners, Lowther and Talbot came in,
snd with them came another lad, a stranger to the eyes
of the St. Jim’s juniors—a lad with a thin, pale face,
dressed in rough, old clothes and broken boots, leaning
heavily on Manners’ arm. ,

There was a buzz of amazement from the School House
fellows. From the ranks of the Shell came a startled
ery. Loring had started forward, his eyes fixed upon the
stranger, his face white as death. i

“What does this mean?” exclaimed Mr. Railton
sharply, fixing his eyes upon the new-comers. “You are
late for calling-over. Who is this boy?”

“Loring, sir!” said Manners,

“WhatI”

“QOswald Loring, sir, the chap I knew in Switzerland I
said Mamners. .

“Manners! Are you wandering in your mind? Toring
is here—" - ’

“Don’t let him get away !” roared Manners.

Loring of the Shell—the young rascal who had been
known to all St. Jim’s as Oswald Loring—had made a
gudden rush for the door. The sight of the boy whose
name and place he had taken had almost frozen him at
first, but he had realised at once that the game was up.
His only thought now was of escape. But escape was no
longer possible.

As he dashed for the door, Tom Merry and Lowther
and Talbot sprang upon him.

' They grasped him forcibly and dragged him back.

“Let me go!” shrieked the junior.

" Let me go!”

“Not so fast, my pippin,” chuckled Monty Lowther,
as he ground his knuckles into the rascal’s fat neck.
“We can’t part with you just yet, dear. Not till the
bobbies come for you, my treasure!”

The young rascal was fighting like a cat—kicking,
tearing, scratching, in his wild efforts to get free. But
the juniors had him fast. They dragged him down, and
Yowther, with a cheerful smile, sat upon him on the
floor. There were shouts on all sides now, as the St.
Jim’s fellows crowded round in utter amazement. Mr.
Railton rushed to the spot.. _

“Manners!” he shoufed. “What does this meant”

;. “It means that we've got Loring, sir, and that that
Swiss swindler is shown up!” said Manners. “This chap
is Oswald Loring, whom 1 kuew in Vevey. I know him
Ll]l) right—he hasn’t changed a bit.

4 Loring. He’s a Swiss, and his name is Ecker

127

1)?
“ Manners .
“Tt’s true, sir. This chap is the real Loring.”
Mr. Railton gasped. -

“Is it possible?”

“J am Oswald Loring, sir. That boy is Franz Ecker.
He is a Swiss. He was employed in my father’s house at
Vevey, and he travelled to Ingland with me.”

“But—but——" the Housemaster stammered.. “Do
you mean to say, Loring—if you are Loring—that you
sfiayegl away, and allowed that boy to come here in your

ace?”

“I eouldn’t help it, sir. When we got to Abbotsford,
we were to call at a glace kept by Ecker’s relation,
Hoffmann. ‘Ecker was fo stay there. We went there,
eir, and they gave me something to drink, and it must
have been drugged. I woke up and found I was tied
up in a room, with the window shuttered. I've been

, kept a prisoner there ever since—half starved, and heaten
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That young villain v
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if I called out. I—Y didn’t know why they did it. The
Swiss told me nothing at all. I never knew Ecker had
come here in my name, till these fellows told me. The
got me out of the place. I don't know how they knew
I was there. They got me out and brought me here, sir.
Ecker’s got my clothes on at this very minute.”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Railton. *“Let thafj
boy rise, Lowther. You need not sit upon him in tha
ridiculous maunner. But take care that he does no
escape. This is an astounding story. Merry, how di
you know that Loring—" )

“It was Manners, sir!” said Tom Merry. “He
suspected the cad from the first, having known the real
Loring in Switzerland.” i

“Yes, rather!” said Manners. “You see, sir, the caﬂ
didn’t know that Loring had an old pal here. I think
he got it first from you, sir. Then he tried to keep it
up that he remembered me and our time together ati
Vevey, but I bowled him out. We didn’t feel sure
enough to go to the Head about it, so we made up ou
minds to find Loring, and we did it, too—rather! bog
got him out. We couldn’t have done that, but old
Talbot did it like a shot.”

Mr. Railton fixed his eyes upon the impostor, who was
pale and trembling now, in the grasp of {)Pom Merry and
Talbot.

“Have you anything to say:”’ he acked.

Ecker’s lips moved, but he did not speak. There was
irlotthing that he could say. But he found his voice af
ast:

“ It was Hofimann,” he whimpered. “ He suggested it
He—he said his business was failing. He would have to
go, and—and before that, we could make something by
my coming here and—and—— It was all his doing I”

“Hoffmann won’t go now!” grinued Manners, as the
young rascal’s voice failed him. “The police are looking
for Mr. Hoffman, dear boy, and, if he bolts, he won’f
get very far. You’ll see your dear relative again soon—
in chokey.”

“Kildare, kindly see that this impudent young rascal
is secured in the punishment-room till the police can be
sent for. Loring, please come with me to the Head:
You will come too, Manners.”

The Hall was left in a buzz. Tom Merry & Co. were
surrounded by an eager crowd, asking questions. The
story of their adventures had to.be told a dozen times. An
hour later Insgector Skeat came up from Rylcombe, and
Tranz Ecker—the boy who had been known at St. Jim’s as
Loring of the Shell—departed with the inspector. The
old school never saw him again,

. . 5 « @ . v >

1t was a feather in the cap of the Terrible Three,
quite putting in the shade the football victory which
Blake & Co. had won in their absence, After his hard
experience in the hands of the rascally Swiss, Loring was
confined to the school sanatorium for a week, but the
kind ministrations of Miss Marie soon brought him
round. As it happened, Loring went into the Fourth
Form, not the SheIIl), when he took his place among the
St. Jim’s fellows, and the Terrible Three were not dis-
pleased to have No. 9 Study to themselves again. Buk
they made it a point to be very kind to Loring; though
be was, as Lowther remarked, only a fag—Manners
especially being very chummy with him. Loring proved
to be as keen on photographs as during their old
acquaintance, .and that alone was enough to win
Manners’ heart. Certainly the real Lorving was a very
agreeable change after the Rascal of the School.

THE END.

Another Magnificent Long Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co. next Wednesday.
TERUEXE BIL.UE!
[ ]

By MARTIN CLIFFORD. B
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NOT INVENTED YET.

“Have you any alarm clocks?” inquired the customer of a
jeweller recently.

“Yes, ma'am,” said the man behind the counter.
what price do you wish to pay for one?” .

“The price 15 no object, if I can get the kind I'm alter.
What I want is one that will rouse our maid without waking
the whole family !”

“I don’t know of any such alarm clocks as that, ma’am,”
said the jeweller. “We just keep the ordinary kind—the
kind that will wake the whole family without disturbing the
maid {”—Sent in by Syduey B. Jones, Wavertree, Liverpool.

¢ About

“OH, DRY THOSE TEARS!”

Tears gfistened in the big man’s eves as he gazed down
at the inanimate body in the placid water before him. The
wet skin shone white in the reflection of the sun's rays, The
soft, rounded form was motionless. .

“I caw’t do it—indeed, I can't!” ke said brokenly to the
woman beside him. :

“Don’t be a fool!” she answered.
yow've got to do it!
thing!”

“I1 can’t,” he replied; and the drops that had welled to his
eyes trickled down his cheeks, “Uvo tried hard enough.
you know, but I simply can’t go on. Besides, it is not my
work, You began it, so you'd better finish it, Here, take
the knife!”

“Oh, all right, then!” said the woran, as she took the
proffered knife,

Then, with a glance of conternpt at her hushand, she
finished peeling the onion:—Sent in hy Ceorge Sellwood,
Canton, Cardift, )

It must be done, and
I have had enough of that sort of

. DID SHE FIND IT¢

At a certain public-school it was the custom of the teachers
to write on the blackboard any instructions they wished to
give the woman who cleaned the class-room.

One evening, while cleaning one of the rooms, she saw
written on the blackboard: “Find the greatest common
denominator,”’

“Hallo!” she exclaimed. “They’ve lost that again, have
they] . Well, I've never been able to find it previously, so I
don’t cxpect 1 shall come ;

across it now!”-—Sent in by mom m m m e D T

As the “GEM"” Storyette Competition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
this novel feature in conjunction with our

L. W. Jenn, Bideford, Devou.

FULL SPEED AHEAD.

The new hand stood on the
poop of the schooner beside
the mate.

“Here, take the wheel for
a little, will you?” said the
mate. “I'll be back in a
few minutes., Steer by that
star, and youw’'ll be all right.”

The new hand began to
steer the vessel, but soon got
her right off the correct
course. Tho star appcared
astern instead of ahcad. )

With a feeling of pride, he
shouted to the mato:

“Come up and find wmie
another star, sir; I've passed
that one you showed me!”—
Sent in by H, Spottiswood,
Middlesbrough.
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new Companion Paper,
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HI SOON KNEW. L
“Now, look here,” said- the patient father, “this is tha
forty-seventh question! If vou ask me another, T shall put
down my paper and give you a tannirig on the spot!” .
Young Hopeful (after a few moments’ interval):  Which
spot, father?”"—Rent in by Bandboy H. Price, Portsmouth.

GENEROSITY MISDIRECTED.

Miss Brighteyes (to her lover): ¢ You must guess my age,
Porey.” -

Percy: “Very well; T will seand yvou a rose for every vear
of your life!”

At the florist’s the young man’s order was brief,

“Send Miss Brighteyes eightecn of your best roses,” he
said., 7

'The Proprietor of the Shop (just after Percy had gone):
“Throw in another dozen roses with that voung man’s order.
He's one of our best customers!”—Sent in by Harry Hung,
Hunslet, Leeds.

THE PLAIN TRUTH.

There bad been a bad shipwreck, and the survivors wers
all taken into & big honse, in the neighbourhood where they
had been landed, for food and shelter. :

The squire’s daughter received them kindly, and presently
asked one weather-beaten old salt:

“How did you feel when the waves were washing right
i)u you, and you thought ecach moment might be your
ast?” : .

“ Wet, miss—very wet!” was the prompt reply.—Sent in
by W. A. Clark, Fulham, 8.W, ‘

——

A VALUABLE STONE.

Old Jeremy Potts had been up to town to see his boy, and
when he veturned to the farm hes was sporting a ““ diamond "
tie-pin of imposing proportions.

After gazing at the gem in awed amazement {or some con«
siderable tiine, one of the farm hands ventured to ask:

1 say, guv'nor, be that a real diamond?” ’

Jeremy regarded the questioner with scorn.

“Real diamond?  Why, for sure it is!” he exclaimed:
Then he added suavely:
“ Leastways, if it bai't a real
diamond, I don’t mind saying
as I've besn done out of three-
and-sixpence!” —- Sent in by
Walter Tyrel, St Helens,
Lancs.

“What a beautiful sun!™
cxclaimed the Englishman,

“QOh. the sun is all very
well 1" said his comapanion, an
Irishman. “But the moon Is
casily worth two of it!”

“How 07" asked the
astonished Englishman.

“Well,” said Pat, “the
raoon affords us light in the
night-time, when we most
“need it; whereas the sun is
with us in the day-time, when
there is no occasion for it!1"™
—Sent in by E. Swann, Liver-
pool.
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The Previous Instalments told howi— :

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. . ) . L.
“DOLORES PELHAM, a handsome dark ¥u'l, being in
disgraco at the school, is very umhappy. Ethel, however, is
sympathetic towards l)ler, and tries to be friendly.

ENID CRAVEN, a sneak, who is largely responsible for
Dolores’ unhappy position at the school, is urgently in need
of money with which to settle a dress bill. . X

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. . -
- Ethel, however, discovers that Enid Craven has settled her
account ‘with Mrs. Scruton, the dressmaker, with a five-pound
ndte. : :
. She warns Mrs.. Seruton to. take the note back to Miss
Penfold, as it was stolen, and then informs Dolores of her
discovery.

(Now read on.)

L Light at Last, )

Miss Penfold sat upright in the high-backed chair in_her
¢tudy, and the high back of the chair was not stiffer than Miss
Penfold. Miss Penfold’s face looked as hard as the oak of
the table beside her. - Her lipswere in a thin, hard jine. - Miss
Penfold was receiving a visitor, a person of whom she-did
ot approve, which was the reason why Miss Penfold seemed
to be suddenly turned into stone. )
~~Mrs. Scruton looked:-very uneasy when she was shown in.
She had intended to carry matters with a high hand, but the
calm, cold stillness of Miss Penfold scemed to take the
bravado out of the stout, stagey woman. Mrs. Scruton
hesitated, and was lost. _Her manner was unintentionally
humble as she entered. -But for the artificial colouring” on
her cheeks she would have looked pale.

Miss Penfold rose to her feet, but she did not ask hér visitor
to be seated. - Her glance met Mrs, Scruton’s like a rapier.

“You weren't expecting me ?” gaid Mrs, Scruton, with an
uneasy }augh.

¢ )

“You may be glad I came,” said the visitor spitefully.

I've come to ask vou if this banknote belongs to you.”.

And she laid a five-pound note upon the table. ’

Then Misa Penfold’s calmness was disturbed 'a little. She

could not avoid giving a slight start as she looked at the note.

. Her eyes sought the number at once. ’
“Yes,” she said, ‘‘that note belongs to me. It was—was

lost last night. Thank you very much for bringing it to me!

Did you find it 7" )

Mrs. Scruton smiled unpleasantly.

“Tt was paid to me in the way of husiness,” she said.

“Paid to you?” d E

[y YC‘S.”

- NEXT
WEDNESDAY @

[CUtEys

A Magnificent Serial Story dealing with the adveng
tures of Tom Merry & Co. of St.Jim's and their Gir}
Specially published at the .earnest request of

“TRUE BLUE!"

readers of the ‘ Gem” Library,

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“By whom ?” .
“By a girl belonging to this school.™
“What was the girl’s name?”
“Craven—Enid Craven.” .

Again Miss Penfold started. That was pot the nam? shd
had expected to hear—though she could not imagine, eithe
that Dolores had paid the note to Mrs, Soruton, .

*Miss Craven paid you thid banknote:” she asked,

“Xes,’ "

“When 9’2
“To-day—about half-past twelve.’2

“Why 17 .
“She owed me an account—for long enough, too. I had t({l
her I should come to you for it,”” said Mrs., Seruton insolentlyy
“If you don't teach your girls to pay their just debts, yd‘l!
can’t expect—" k

“We need not discuss that,” said Miss Penfold, I need
not say that Miss Craven’s debt to you was unknown to me«
What was the amount?” :

“Two pounds, and Enid Craven has my reccipt for the
money.” .

“Then you will be paid.”

Mrs. Scruton was silent. She was glad to have the money,
and yet she felt a sense of defeat. Miss Penfold laid two
sovereigns upon the table, and the visitor put them into her
gaudy, silver-chained purse., . .

b“Wl}y did you bring the note to me?” asked Miss Penfold
abruptly. C :

“Because I had my doubts,”
was stolen—-"" } i’

“1 did not say it was stolen,” said Miss Penfold coldly.
“Thank you very much for returning it, I don’t think L
nchc} detain you longer.” . ;

said Mrs. Scruton. “If it

““ Good-afternoon !” )

And Mrs. Scruton, almost before the knew it, was being
shown out by the trim maid. Mrs. Scruton had intended
to simply crush Miss Penfold—to imake sneering remarks on
the conduct of a school where bankngtes were stolen—and
to depart triumphant. Somehow, it had not worked oub
like that. - She had a fceling of departing defeated; some«
low,or other, the victory was not to her. ) Co

And Mrs. Seruton shook the dust of St. Freda’s {rom her
feet in a very bad temper.

Miss Penfold looked at the note again, and locked it up in
her desk. Then she rang the bell, and sent the maid for
Dolores and Enid Craven. - :

Dolores was the first to arrive. She came in with a strange
brightness in . her face. — Miss Penfold looked at_her in
surprise. It seemed as if the Spanish girl already knew
what she was about to tell her.

“Dolores, I have discovered that it was mot you who took
the banitmote from my desk,” said Mist Penfold quietly.

“Yes, Miss' Penfold.” -*

“You look as if you knew it already, Dolores,” said Miss
Penfold, with a curious glance at the girl. ‘I need not say

“ how glad I am that the discovery has been made, Dolores.

I am very sorry that I suspected you.”
Dolores looked.down.. . . - :
It was my fault,” she said, in & low voice. “I T had

not run away, you would not have thought so.”

. . . 'TreE Gem LiBrary.—No, 410

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete Schocl Tals ¢f
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- “That is true.”
“I—I did wyong.” faltered
fsolish—and—and wicked.
- Miss Penfold.” .
The hecad-mistress of St. Freda's drew a deep breath.
This was a new line for Dolores to take. She had nevesr
expected those words of humble confession from the proud
Spanish girl,
“You mean that, Dolores
“Yes, Miss Penfold. I—I did not see them as—as I do
now,” faltered Dolores. *‘Ethel has told me that—that——
Well, T am sorry.”
“And I am very glad to hear vou say so,"” said Dliss
Penfold. “Since your inmocence is proved, Dolores. I am
inclined to deal more gently with your cscapade of last night
—as you seem to realise yourself how serious it was. it I
should allow you to remain at St. Freda’s "
““Oh, Miss Penfold—-" .
“Would you try to make a fresh ztart—to do betrer?’”
Dolores clasped her' hands.
“T will try—oh, I will try hard!”
Miss Penfold’s face softened wonderfully. - - -
“You will have the mnflucnce of a dear, good gul to help
you,. Dolores,” she said softlv. “ Make a friend of Ethel
Clleveland, and you will never go far wrong.”
*“ Yes—yes, 1 know it.”-
¢ Then—"" :
Miss Penfold pausad as there was a tap at the dopr. Enid
Craven camo in, with a white, frightened face, her feet drag-
ging unwillingly over the carpet.
-~ She had secen Mrs. Scruton come and go, and she realised
that she was lost. The wretched ‘girl seemed hardly able to
stand as she paused before -the stern figure of the head-
wistress. L -
Miss Penfold’'s face was very stern. :
- “I-have only a few words to say to you, Enid Craven,”
she said coldiy.  “Muys. Scruton has rveturned to me the
banknote you -paid -her. I know néw who took it frora my
desk last night, and who tried to throw the blame of thas
wicked act upon Dolores!”
Enid gave a choked cry.
_ Dolores’ glance had been Dbitter and scornful, but it
changed now to one of pity, and she threw her strong arm
-round Enid, who scemed to be about to sink to the fleor
-Enid hardly knew.who ias supporting her.:
“You confess, Enid?” said Miss Penfold quietly.
o “Yes,” ‘moancd Enid miserably. ¢ I—I—-"
.. “You knew that Dolores was going to run away, and you
hoped that the blame of your action would fall upon her?”

- #I—TI" thought it would not hurt her, as she was going
away,” said Enid, with dvy lips. “I—1 was afraid Mrs.
Seruton would come to you, and—and I should be expelled.
1—I was- horribly. afraid. Oh, 1—I-—" .
* ¢1 shall not expel you,” said Miss Penfold. “You will
cave St. Treda’s, of course, but I will spare you the disgrace.
This niatter need not be spoken of. Dolores, I am sure, will
-say nothing. - You must pack your box to-night, Enid, and
leave the school to-morrow morning. 1 will write to your
-parents and explain.” .

Enid fell upon her knces. .

“I—I dare not go homa!” she meaued.  “Oh, Miss
Penfold, let me stay! I will never—never !

“You cannot stay!”

Enid moaned again.

Dolores, “I—I was very
I—I am sorry that I ran away,

o

Dolores’ strong arm was round her.
It was strange to see Dolores playing the protectress to .tho
givl who had insulted and injured her. But that was the
better and nobler side of the wayward rature.

“Miss Penfold, you have pardoned me,” said Dolores
hesitatingly.  “ Will you not give Enid a chance? She was
frightencd by that woman; she did not know how wicked
she was. She will never do anything like it again—will you,
Enid?” :

““Oh, never, never—if Miss Penfold will let me stay.”

The headmistress looked curiously at Dolores.. o

“Do you speak for Enid, Dolores?” she exclaimed. * You
who were very nearly disgraced for life by her wicked
action?"”

“Yes,” said Dolores.

Miss Penfold's face softened. .

¢ Perhaps—perhaps T may forgive her,” she said slowly.
$1f you can do 50, I shounld. And if I belicved that Enid
really repented :

“Oh, 1 do—I do!” . . . )

“T will take you at your word, Enid,” said Miss Penfold.
¢1 will give you another chance, And remember, ton, that
you owe it to the girl you have injured. You may go.”

“Thank you, Miss Penfold,” said Dolores quictly.

And Enid tottered from the room leaning upon the shoulder
of the Spanish girl. .. N
- Ten minutes later Dolores rejoined Ethel Cleveland in the
dormitory.
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‘they thought.

Cousin Ethel looked up qQuickly,

“It is all right?” she asked.

Dolores ran into her arms and hugged her.

“Yes, it is all right,” she #ald; “end Migs Penfold bag
forgiven Enid, and we are to keep it a sacte? I am sory
for Enid. She is such a coward. T don’t like her, but I am
glad she is to stay.” / )

“And you?”

“I shall not leave St. Freda's. I don’t want to leave Sb.
Freda's now,” said Dolores, with her arm round FEthels
waist, and looking fondly at the English girl. “We awo
going to be good friends, Ethel.”

Ethel smiled brightly.

“Yos, indeed we are,” she said. “Chums, Dolores.”

And chums they were from that day.

Nothing to Say.

“Tell us all about it, Ethel.”

¢ About what?”

“Itt" said Milly Pratt.

Cousia Ethel smiled.

I have nothing to tell you,” she said.

“You should not keep scerets,” said Millv, waviug a fab
forefinger at Ethel. “It is—er—secretive to keep secrets.”

Ethel langhed. )

“But I have nothing to tell you.”

“But something has happened,” urged Claire Pomfroet.

“Yes; but—""

“ But you don't want to tell us?” said Emily North,

Ethel coloured a little, .

Not oxactly that,” she said. “But there is' no need to
talk about it, i3 there? It is not my business."”

“Which is a polite way of telling us that it is not ouss,
either,” said Claire, laughing.  “Well, perhaps it isn’t.
Dor’t ask questions, Milly.” - FORER

“Nonsense!” said Milly, o

“Let's ask Dolores,” suggested Emils.

But there was a gencral pause.

The Spanish girl was not one to be questioned with ease.
The almost haughty reserve of her vature had broken down
to Ethel, but to no one else. But the cariosity of the St.
Freda's girls to know what had passed in Miss Penfold’s
study was too great. A group of them surrounded Dolores
(12}

“ Dolores !
.
¢

as she came towards Clousin Ethel. .

‘What has happened?”
‘Are you going to leave?

“What is it about, Enid?”

“Won't you tell us, Dolores?”

Diolores' black eves shone for a momient.

“No,"” she said.

“(0Oh, Dolores!”

‘Don’t bother!™

Eiven Milly Pratt could not ask questions aficr that.
Cousin Fihel and Dolores were left to themselves.  The girls
went to look for Enid Craven. She, at least, could be
depended upon to tell them what she knew—at least, so
Enid was well known to be a lover of

tattle.

It was not_casy to find Enid. But she was discovered at
last in her cubicle. She was lying on her bed, and she
turned a red and tear-stained face to the girls when they
came in. The rims of her eyelids were very red, and her
face, never beautiful, was more unprepossessing than usual.

“ (ool gracious!" exclaimed Claire. “ What is ihe matter,
Enid?”

*Nothing,” said Enid.

‘“What are you crying about?”

 Nothing !”

“ What has Miss Penfold said to you?”

¢ Nothing !

And Enid turned her face to the wall

The gitls were amazed. Lven Enid was silent; and Milly
Prats exclaimed:

“What are we to do about it?”

““I.et us mind our own business,” suggested (laire Pomfret,
who was somewhat given to savcasm, especially at Milly’s
oxpense.

That

Milly sniffed. But that was what had to bc done.

.Dolores had been under an accusation, and that she had been

proved to be innocent, the girls knew from Miss Peunfold.
Mote they were not to know. .

Dolores mado a gesture of disdain as the girls left her
with Ethel.

“They ere very curious,” said Ethel. “But it is natural.”

“0Oh, it is inzufferable!” said Dolores, with a curl of her
red lip. “But, there,” she added, with a sudden change of
tone, “1 am ,not going to be impatient any more. I hope
the wretched affair will be forgotten; but 1 suppose it will
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Be 2 long time before they allow me to forget that I tried
to run away from school. I am going to try and like Miss
Penfold.” :

Ethel smiled.

“You will succeed if you try,” sho said.
is very kind. Have you séen Enid latelyi”

Doloves gave a shrug of her shapely shoulders.

i “;}To; and 1 do not wish to. cannot bear the sight of
rers

**She must be feecling very unhappy.’

“Let her!t”

“ Dolores "

“YWell, it is not more than she deserves,” said Dolores.
“What doés it matter? You must not waste your thought
upon her.”

“Y was just thinking of her,” said Fihel quietly.” * After
all, she is very weak and foolish, and—and id

Dolores laughed a little bitterly.

“And you are { ling concerned about her?”’ she exclaimed.
“You want to make a fuss of her—that bad girl, and my
enemy 3’

“ 1 want to sce her, certainly.”

“PDon’t see her. You should not speak to her again. You
would not, if you were a true fricnd to me!” exclaimed
Dolores passionately.

*Dolores!” .

Ethel’s tone was very quiet, but the colour had flushed
into her cheeks. Dolores looked at her with flashing eyes
for a moment, then the big black eyes softencd, and the
proud lip trembled.

“T am sorry, Ethel,” she said, in a low voice. “T—T won’t
speal hike that again. Let us go and lock for Enid.”

“¥ will,” said Ethel. *But you—-"

“1 will come, too.”

'There was no denying Dolores.

After her passionate outburst, she was

 Nothing would satisfy her but finding
to her at once; and Cousin Ethel did
friend nay.

“}; think she went to lie down,”

soe,’

They ascended. to the dormitory. The crowd of inquirers
‘came out of Enid’s eubicle as they reached it.

“Sho won’t tell you anything,” said Milly Pratt.

Cousin Efhel smiled, and passed into Enid’s voom with
Dolores. 'The girls dispersed, with the cxeception of Milly.
Milly was curious, and she had no great scruples in gratifying
her curiosity. She slipped into the mext cubicle, where it
was quite casy to hear what was said in Enid’s room, unless
ihe voices were purposely lowered. The partitions between
the rooms did not reach to the ceiling. But Milly was not
destined to hear anything of great interest to her.

“Enid!” said Ethel softly. ;

Tnid Craven did not move. She lay with her face to the
\\'QHL 11?,11" hair all loose, one arm thrown over Ler head.

g "‘ni .3! M .

She stirred at last, and turned her rimmed eyes upon the
two_girls.

- “What have you come for?” she cxclaimed angrily.
“Miss Penfold has pardoned me, and you can let me alone!”

Tthel coloured. =

“Did you think that cither of us had come to reproach

~you, Enid?” she said.

. Enid’s look was resentful and uncompromising, -

“What have you como for, then?” she exclaimed.

‘“Because we want to help vou.”

“¥ don't want to be helped,” said Enid sullenly.

. “¥e¢s, you do,” said Ethel brightly.  “You have a head-
ache, dear, and you would like your forehcad bathed, -for
one thing. Then yon would like to sce that Dolores has no
ill-will towards you.”

“Miss Penfold

all repentance.
Enid and ministering
not say her impulsive

said Ethel. “Let us

Enid looked at them doubifully for some moments, and

burst into miserable tears,

“T'm the most wretched girl in the world!” she sobbed.

“Dm’l:t cry!” said Ethel softly. *It is all over now. Let
me— .

Enid made no resistance. Her head was indeed throbbing,
and her forchead was hot and dry. Her tears were shed,
leaving her eyelids aching and hot. Cousin Kthel's gentle
touch was like balm to her. .

Dolores stood looking on.  There was a disdainful look
upon her dark, handsome face at first, and a_puzsled expres-
_sion, as if she never would understand Ethel. The Spanish
girl could understand pardoning a defeated enemy.  But
this she could not understand. i o

But her expression softened as the mimites wore away—
softened till the.big tears stood in her eyes. There was a
sound in the next cubiclé; Milly Pratt had gone on her way

“in disgust. There was nothing for her to listen to Here.
“ Letter fov you, Ethel!” said Milly Pratt. ’ )
‘It was a bright, fresh morning, and Cousin Ethel had come
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in from a walk with
breakfast.

Milly Pratt always knew when there was a letter for any-
body. She always knew when anybody wrote a letter, or
received one, or cxpected ome.  She was especially well-
informed about posteards, and knew what was written on
them, as a rule, before the recipients did. . :

There was a rack for letters at the end of the dining-room,
where the girls’ correspondence was put, to be taken down
themselves.  Milly always spent some time there after a visit
of the postman, when the letters were put up. Milly was
interested in everybody's business but her own

* Letter for you.” ' .

“Where is it,. Milly 1

“In the rack,” said Milly. “I would have brought it to
vou, but letters have to be opened in the presence of ihe
Form-mistress. That’s one of the rules.” :

Lthel went to take her letter. Miss Tyrrell was in_the
room, and the maids were bringing mm the breakfast. Miss
Tyrrell responded very kindly to Ethel's ' Good-morning !
She was beginning to like the new girl very much, as indecd
most of the occupants of St. Freda’s were.

The Form-mistress looked at all letters received by the
girls, and they had to be opened in her presence, which was
a precaution against clandestine correspondence of any sort.

But that did not always prevent unknown communication
with the outside world, even in St. Freda's and under the
careful eye of Miss Penfold.

Ethel’s” eyes brightened as she took down the letter. I
was in the small and elegant caligraphy of her consin, Arthur
Augustus D’Arey, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s.

Dolores looked at her a little sadly.

“That is a letter from a velation?” she asked.

“Yesy from my cousin.” :

“ Ah, you have a cousin?”’ .

“More than one,” said Ethel, smiling. “This is from
Arthur, whom I have mentioned to you.  Arthur is «
iremendous swell, but one of the kindest-hearted fellows in
the world. I hope vou will sce himy, Dolores, and ¥ am sure
vou will like him.” ;

in the grounds Dolores hefore

A Leiter from D’Arcy,

Dolores nodded without answering.

Sheo seldom had letters herself; her parents were far away,
and seldom wrote. She had no relatives in England. It gave
her a wistful feeling to see that letter in Cousin Ethel’s hands.
She wondered what Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was like. She
did not foresee then what exceedingly good acquaintances
they were to become, or what curious results were to follow.

Ethel smiled as she read the letter:

“Study 6, School House, St. Jim's.
“Pear Ethel,—We are playmg a match with the New
House to-morrow (Saturday) afternoon. Would you care to’
come and see it? It will be rather a good match. I am play-
ing for the School House, .
“I am sure you will come, like a dear girl, and so I shall
1f I'm not to come, send
a wire, because I've got special early leave from Lathom,
80 as to get over to St. Freda's in time to catch you when
you leave your lessons. o
“Tt will be a good match, and I think you will enjoy
seeing 1t.
“Your affectionate cousin, .
A . * ARTHUR.
“P.8.—Ti will be a very good mateh. ’
“P.P.S.—Perhaps you might care to bring a friend.”

Dolores looked at Cousin Ethel as she laughed
; Ethel looked up and met her eyes, her own sparkling with
un, *

“Will you read the letter, Dolores?™

“May 177

“1 want you to.”

.Dolores read the lefter, and smiled.

“Will you go?” she said.

“Tf Miss Penfold will give me leave, certainly,” said Etliel;
‘and in that case, Dolores, will you come with me?” -

“Oh, I should love to!”

Bthel squeezed her hand.

“T will go and ask Miss Penfold at once. Tt will he jolly
at St Jim’s, Dolores; the boys are so good and kind. - The
football match will be worth watching, too, as I suppose
Figgins will be playing for the New House—I mean,” said
Ltlicl, colouring a little, “it will be a junior match, but the
play is very good indeed!”

And Cousin” Ethel went to Miss Penfold's study at once.
She found the headmistress of St. Freda's there, and Miss
Penfold greeted her with a kindly smile.

Ethel showed hei the letter.
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“May I go, Miss Penfold?” she asked.

The principal read the letter. . . .

¢ Certainly,” she said. “But what friend would you wish
to take?”

¢ Dolores. ™

Miss Penfold looked at her.

“Dolores Pelham?”

“Yes, please, Miss Penfold.”

I have no objection,” said the I{ead of St. Freda’s, after
a pause. “So you have made a special friend of Dolores,
Ethel?”

“Yes,” said Ethel.

“And you like her?”

“Very much.” .

1 am sure your friendship will be good for her, at all
_events,” said Miss Penfold. *Yes, you may certainly go.”

“Thank you, Miss Penfold!”

And Cousin Ethel left the study with a very Lappy face.
Pleasant as she was finding her surroundings at St. Kreda’s,
she was glad enough at the prospect of seeing again all her
old friends at St. Jim’s, and glad, too, to_introduce Dolores
to them. And during morning lessons in the big school-
room, both Ethel and Dolores were looking forward keenly
tCo1 the afternoon, and listening for the sound of wheels in the

ose.

The Runaway.

That Ethel Cleveland’s cousin was coming after morning
lessons to take Ethel away to St. Jim's for the afternoon, was
known to St. Freda's, Naturally enough, the interest in the
matter was great. Under cover of lessons, Ethel was asked
all sorts of questions about Arthur Augustus—what he was
like, whether he were nice, and so forth—and Ethel more
than once drew a disapproving glance from Miss Tyrrell by
speaking in class. :

But she could hardly refuse to do so, when she was spoken
to almost incessantly. She told all she could of Arthur
Augustus; quite enough to increase the general interest the
girls felt in- him.

D’Arcy of St. Jim's would have been flattered if he had
Lknown how his coming to St. Freda’s was looked for.

As a rule, the girls’ visitors were relatives, and genérally
ancient and respectable relatives; and however kind and
affectionate uncles and aunts might be, they had not the
same interest as a young and handsome cousin, of course.
Claire Pomfret had been a great heroine once ‘when her
brother, a midshipman in the Navy, came to see her; but
Arthur Augustus seemed likely to have a greater vogue than
even Midshipman Pomfret.

When morning classes were dismissed, Ethel glanced out
into the Close. But there was no sign yet of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. The distance by road was considerable,
and D’Arcy had said that he was coming in a trap.

But dinner was scarcely ove: in the big dining-room when
there was a sound of wheels.

FEthel started a little

“It is the little cousin,”” said Dolores, with a smile.

Ethel laughed.

¢ Arthur is not so little,”” she said. “Yes, I think it is he.”

The girls filed out of: tho dining-room, and Kthel and
Dolores stepped out of the great door. A trap with a hand-
some horso was standing outside, and beside the horse Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was standing.

Ho raised his hat in hus graceful way to Ethel.

Then ho came up the steps.

“You will be able to come, deah gal?” he exclaimed.

¢0Oh, yes!” zaid Ethel brightly.

“ Good t”?

There were a crowd of girls peeping round the door and
from the hall window as D’Arcy was introduced to Dolores.
Dolores* black eyes gleamed upon him, and then drooped.
Whether she liked her cousin or not Ethel couid not tell, but
Dolores met him with.a grave Spanish courtesy that was very
like D’Axrcy’s own grand -manner. ) ’

“He is handsome,” murmured Claire Pomfret, from the

edge of the door.

47 liko his nose,” said Emily North.

“He is beautifully dressed.””

¢ And what a dandyd”

“ Kthel is luckyl”

“I don’t see what there is in Ethel Cleveland to make that
nige boy come over to see her,” Enid Craven said.
- Quite unconscious of the remarks of the St. Freda’s girls,
D’Arcy chatted cheerfally to the two girls on the school-house
steps, He manifested great pleasure when he heard that
Dolores was the friend Ethel had selected to accompany her
to St. Jim’s, . y

“It will be weally delightful,” said D*Arcy, in his most
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gallant manner. “You are weally conferrin’ a gweat honah
upon us, Miss Pelham.” J E

And a ripple of mirth ran throngh the girls behind the door
at D’Arcy’s beautiful accent.

“Isn’t he nice?” murmured Emily.

“1a, ha, ha!”

“Hush! He will hear you!®

But D’Arcy was quite unconscious. -

“Are you gals weady to start?” he asked. “It’s a pwolt
long dwive to St. Jim’s, you know, and the kick-off is watha
carlay to-day.”

“The what?” said Dolores.

“The kick-off, deah gal. We are playin’ a footah match,
you know. I suppose you know football?"

“I have never seen a match,” said Dolores.

D’Arey’s eyes opened in surprise.

““ Bai Jovel”

“1t is played with = ball, like cricket, I think?” Dolores
remarked, and so gravely that even FEthel could not tell
whether sho were making fun of D’Arcy or not.

“Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus, a little puzzled. “It is
certainly played with a ball, Miss Pelham, but—but not much
like cwicket. It isa vewy diffewent ball. But you will sea
it at St. Jim’s. If you are weady—" i

“Five minutes,” said Ethel. ’

“I will wait, with pleasure, deah gal.”

Arthur Augustus settied down to wait for a quarter of an
hour. But Ethel was as good as her word, and in five
minutes she came down in her pretty coat and hat which
made her look more charming than ever. Bub itugs to be
feared that D’Arcy was not all eyes to look at his cousin as
usual.  Dolores’ dark, beautiful face contrasted with Ethel's
fair skin and blue eyes, and Dolores looked very beautiful,
and several times it seemed that Arthur Augustus could nok
take his eyes off her, ’ -

That was D’Arcy’s way, ‘

[The number of times he had been in love his friends had
given up counting. D’Arcy’s love affairs, of course, wers
not of a serious character; he was a very nico boy, and there
was uothing whatever precocious about him. His love-
making consisted wholly of doleful looks, polite attentions,
and blushes. Cousin Ethel, who knew the symptoms—having
herself once been the cause of similar ones—smiled amusedly.

“Well, we are ready, Arthur,” she saic. s

“Yaas, deah gal.” p .

D’Arcy handed the two girls into the trap. Then he
mounted himself, and gathered uvp the reins, and turned the
horso under the fire of at least forty pairs of bright eyes, all *
of which he was quite unconscious of.

D’Arcy was a good driver. )

He “tooled ” the trap out of, the gates of $t. Freda’s in
fine style, and they went rattling down the bread, white
country road.

It was a keen and fine afternoon, and the cheeks of the
two girls were glowing with health and happiness. ’

D’Arcy beamed upon them with his most genial smiles
}Vheln he was not attending to the horse, which was rather

resh. n .

“We shall soon be at St. Jim’s at this wate,” he remarked.
“ Would cithah of you care to dwive?”

Cousin Ethel, who understood what a mental sacrifice that
question entailed, shook her head. ’

“Oh, no, Arthur!” she said.

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon Dolores.

“ Would you, Miss Pelham?”

“Yes,” said Dolores.

D’Arcy did not move a muscle of his face.
made the offer, he was prepared for the worst.

“Pway take my seat, deah gal,” he said

Dolores took the reins.

Arthuy Augustus settled down beside Cousin Ethel.

“Bal Jove, your fwiend can dwive!” he remarked.

“Yes, it appears $o,” said Ethel.

v, said Arthur Augustus, lowering his voice.
say, what a stunnin’ gal your fwiend is!”

£fithel smiled.

“She is indeed,” she said.

“Have you known her long?”’

“Only while I've been at St. Freda’s—less than a fort-
night.” 6

“But you are gweat chums?”’

“Oh, yes, great chums!” said Ethel. i

“] suppose you will be often bwingin' her ovah' to St
Jim’s when you come?” D’Arcy asked, extremely diplo-
matically, as he thought. :

Cousin Ethel laughed merrily.

“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my poor Arthur!*

D’Arcy flushed crimson.

“ Weuﬁy, Ethel, deah gal—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” * ' .

When hs

L g,

GRAND SCHOOL TUCK HAMPERS FOR BOYS & GIRLS. s “ THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,” 3™ T0-DAY!



'Hl("l

Every Wednesday.

Arthur Augustus took off his eyeglass and polished it. e
could think of nothing else to do for the moment. He was
quite surprised to sce that Cousin Ethel was not a whit hood-
winked by his diplomacy.

“You see, deah gal—" he murmured feebly,

But Cousin Ethel only langhed, and D’Arcy’s voice trailed
away. Ilis colour was of a very fine crimson by this time.
The trap was bowling along, and the Spanish girl looked
back to see what was the cause of the laughter. 1’Arcy
coloured yet more deeply under her glance.

“Bai Jove!” he exclaimed suddenly. “Look aftah that
boundah of a horse, you know. If he gets the bit between
his teeth——"’ d

*0Oh, I can manage him !’ said Dolores.

“Yaas, wathah! But-——"

1’Arey half rose.

As a matter of fact, the horse was giving Dolores some
trouble now. He was very fresh and skittish, and he had
elt a weaker hand on the reins. The girl pulled hard to
ceep him in. From a turn of the road ahead of them came
the toot-toot of an approaching motor.

“Hold him in!” cried D’Axcy.

Round the bend of the road, with a whirring of dust and
petrol fumes, the car swept. It shot past the trap in a
twinkling, and was goue with a hooting of the horn, leaving
a mass of smelly dust to mark its passage.

“The woadhogl” muttered D’Arcy.

The startled horse gave a leap forward. Dolores clutched
the reins tight. Too late! The toss of the startled head
almost dragged them from her hands.

“Hold hard!” shrieked D’Avcy.

He flung himself forward and grasped the veins from
Dolares’. hands. - But the horse had fairly bolted now.
D’Arcy’s grip on the ribhons was without effect, and the
trap thundered along the road at a_tremendous speed, rock-
ing and swaying to and fro behind the galloping horse.

Figgins to the Rescue.

“ Gweat Scott!” :

That one exclamation escaped D’Arcy; then his lips were
set as hard as iron, and his hands were like iron on.the
ribbons.

He did not look at the girls; he looked at nothing but the
horse, with his brows so deeply corrugated that his eyeglass
‘almost disappeared.

“Oh{” murmured Ethel.

- Then she, too, was silent.

She clasped Dolores’ hand, and found it cold and firm.
Dolores was not frightened. Only her big black eyes were
wide open, and fastened upon the ribbon of road that un-
volled before the tearing horse.

D’Arcy’s griP was bard on the reins. But the horse was
powerful, wildly excited, and he had fairly bolted now.
D’Arcy dragged in vain. '

On and on, at top speed, swaying till the trap threatened
to overturn at every leap of the horse—jolting, rocking!
Once the near wheel narrowly escaped the edge of a ditch.

At another monlent D’Arcy’s iron grasp on the reins just

tmrned the horse from a high hedge at a corner.

Clatter! Crash! Clatter!

“PBai Jovel’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus at last.

He knew the terrible danger all three of them were in, and
thanked his stars that it was a lonely country road.

5 %uddenly, from the distance, came a loud ringing of bicycle
ells.

Three cyclists loomed up in the distance ahead.

D’Arcy shouted.

“Get aside!”

The three riders dismounted, dragging their machines to
the side of the road. The trap was almost upon them by
that time, so great was the speed of the runaway.

A tall figure in Norfolk jacket and knickers sprang oub
into the road. i

“Tiggins !’ gasped D’Arcy.

Figgins, the long-legged junior of the New Iouse at St
Jim’s, stood ready, his eyes fastened upon the approaching
trap. .

He was evidently intending to spring.

“Oh, don"t—don’t!"” cried Ethel, hardly conscious of what
she was saying. But her voice did not reach Figgins; the
rush of air past the tearing trap carried it far behind.

“Figgins—— Bai Jove!”

Figgins had leaped at the horse’s head as it came level.

The frantic animal shied from him, and if Figgins had
missed, and gone down in the dust just then—Cousin Ethel
eried aloud at the thought. But Figgins did not miss. On
cricket-field and footer-field Figging had learned to have a
sure eye and a sure hand.
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He was holding on, and the whole weight of him was
upon the horse’s head, and it was dragging the animal dowu.
The wild, tossing head sank and sank, yet still the frantic
brute rushed on, and Figgins was dragged along in leaps and
jerks, etill holding desperately on.
*Arey dragged and dragged, and, aided by Figgy’s weight,
he pulled in the unruly steed at last,

It stopped, shaking and trewmbling, and covered with sweat,
the fire gone out of it, and shivering with the reaction now,

Figgins still held it at the head.

D’ Arey jumped into tho road.

Figeins gave him a breaihless grin.

“TLucky we came along, Gussy, old chap!” he gasped.

:‘B§i Jo;ve !’ t was awf'ly bwave of you, Fizgy, old boy 1"

‘On, rats?

“Weally, Figging——"

Cousin Ethel and Dolores descended. Both of them were
white and trembling now that the danger was over.

“0ht” said Cousin Ethel, *Ycs, it was brave of you,
Figgins, Perhaps you have saved our lives.”

““Oh, I should have stopped the lLorse pwetty soon !’ said
D’Arcy. “But it was wemarkably bwave of Figgins!”

Figgins turned very red. ’

“0Oh, don’t pile it on!?’ he exclaimed. “Kerr and Wynn
would have done the same, only I happened to he dirst
Cheese it, Gussy !’

“Weally, deah boy—"

Kerr and Wynn, the other two cyclists, came up. TFiggins
& Co. were introduced to Dolores, who gaye ]?iggins an
expressive glance from her black cyes. The long-limbed
junior’s courage had made more impression upon the Spanish
girl than Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s elegant manners.

“I—T dare say you girls are too scared to drive any farther
in the trap,” Figgins remarked, looking away from Cousin
Tthel. “We're not fay from St. Jim's now, if youw'd eare to
walk the rest of the distance.” .

“J should,” said Dolores.

Cousin Ethel hesttated, She would have preferred to walk,
perhaps, but it was cruel to desert Arthur Augustus in that
way. She wished for a moment that Dolores had not
answered Figgins,

“Qh, the horse is all wight now!”’ said Axthur Augustus,
who never noticed undercurrents, “Look! He's as tame as
a wabhit !

“It was all my fauli,” said Dolores.
away.” ; .

“Oh, not at all, deah gal! It was weally my fault.”

“Things generally are Cuasy's fault,” Kerr remarked.
“Ymekily there's no damage done. You had better walk the
rest of the way.”

“Weally, Kerp——" :

“Figgy can put his bike in the trap,” suggested Tatiy
Wyun, ‘It won't matter so much as a lady if you get if
smashed up, Gussy.” h

“Weally, Wynin——="*

“Good egg!” exclaimed Figgins. “I suppose we're going
to walk?”’

“Weally, Figging—-" .

Cousin Ethel glanced at the horse. It could not be pres
tended that the animal was not quies enough now. D’Arcy
was quite distressed. He had not uttered a word of reproach
at the mishap caused by Dolores, and it was rather hard
that he should be deprived of his protegees in this way. DBub
hoe never had disloyalty to fear from his Cousin Ethel.

“The horee is quiet enough, I think,” said Ethel.. “I
shall drive.”

“No, you will walk with me,” said Dolores.

4% Bllt—’,

Dolores drew Etliel's arm within her own.

<Y would rather walk,” she said, “and you will wall
with me, and your kind cousin will not object.”

“(ertainly not, if you would wathaly,” said D’Arcyy
“though weally I assuro you that the horse is all- wight.”

Dolores had #aid nothing on that point. She had simply
said that she would walk., Whatever Dolores might do, she
would never speak what was not true. Wayward and wilful
she was, but nothing more than that. )

Ethel was aw lzwargly placed. Dolores was bent upon walks
ing, and she could hardly leave her friend fo walk alone with
boys she had never met before. :

Her eyes met D' Arcy’s. .

“Pway walk, deah gal,” said D’Arcy at once. “ Aftah ally -

) A TEEY, o s 5
pewwaps the horse might get a bit skittish egain.
" “Very well,” said Ethel very quietly.

Dolores knew that she had displeased her friend. Sha

pressed Ethel's arm, but the pressure was not rcturned.

“1 leb Lim run

(Another long instaiment of this grand school
serial Dext Wednesday; describing a stirrfng footen
mestel at St Jim's, Onrdor your copy earlyﬁ .
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" For Next Wednesday:
o ‘ S TRUE BLUE!"”
: : ' . By Martin Clifford. B

In next Wednesday’s grand, long, complete story 6f school
life we are intreduced not only to an ex ingly charming
voung lady, but to a new Teutonic master known as Herr
Muller. The latter, as is only natural, scon finds that he has
walked into a hornmet’s nest, tho whole of the Lower School
being up against him, with the exception of the elegant Gussy,
who, for reasons best known to himself, backs up 'Hert‘Muller
through thick and thin. When his real identity is ultimately
made known, and his reasons for teking a temporary post at

- -8t. Jim’s are explained, Tom Merry & Co. feel compelled to
agree with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, that the new master is

thoroughly _
’ #“TRUE BLUE!”

——

A COLOSSAL SUCCESS! .
‘Unprecedented Demand for the “*Greyfriars Herald.”
. Trom Number One, our latest companion paper went with a
bound. Indeed, on the first morning of issue, it was com-
pletely sold out—lock, stock, and barrel, and it therefore
. Decame necessary to cxecute a huge reprint order.
What wonderful enthusiasim! What magnificent support!
I feel that I owe my loyal chums a debt almost too great to
repayv. I asked them to rally round, and the *“Greyfriars
1lerald ” went like magic. ““Sold out!” was the universal
cry of the newsagents and booksellers. One lady who controls
a paper-shop in the heart of London told me that if she had
had two hundred copies she would have sold the lot!

THE EVER-TEMPTING TUCK-ITAMPER,

One of the chief factors in the popularity of the ¢ Herald
was the wonderful competition, news of which spread like
wildfire throughou$ the country. Coupons literally poured
into Gough House, whero the specially-qualified Competition
Staftf were given such a busy time that there was every indica-
tion of their becoming prematurely grey-headed. Howover,

- the work of adjudication has now been practically accom-
plished, and it is hoped to publish the result of the first contest
very shortly,. Meanwhile, I should advise my chums to keep
pegging away. The competition will continue to run for quite
a lengthy period, =o if you fail to win on the first few occasions,
you may still have another shot.

YOUR EDITOR’S BEST THANKS.

. Ishould indeed be ungrateful to altow this Chat Page to be
printed without some sort of an acknowledgment of the efforts
made by loyal Gemites to promote the interests of our new

: baby paper-—excuse the term. ) :

I really am most delighted with the splendid enthusiasm

" shown by all my reader-chums, each of whom I should like

- to shake by the hand. But though I must deny myself this
pleasure, yet I embrace this opportunity of cordially thanking
one and all for their loyal support, at the same time wishing
them a very merry Christmas, and a bright and flourishing
New Year!

READERS" PHOTOGRAPHS,
Some time ago I asked my chums to send me their photo-

g g‘mphs, hoping to reproduce them in our Double Number.

This has been found impossible, but I have arringed to have

receive

OUPR. -- THREE - COMPANION ‘- PAPERS!
“THE MAGNET, THE “PENNY |
~ LIBRARY — ; ~ POPULAR."—,;

CHUCKLES.

— e 8[20

the “Magnet”

them displayed in our companion paper €
Library, and intend to make it a regular feature in that paper.
" In-order te do this,-however, it will bo necessary for me to

HUNDREDS OF PHOTOGRAPHS,

and the senders shauld write their names and addresses on
tho back. - .

Owing to the treatment which has to te meted out to each
photograph in our Process Department. they can in no cir-
cumstance be returned, but, of course, readers will be able to
buy several copies of their portraits in the “Magnet,” which
renders the return of the photograplis unnecessary. .

Buck up, boys and girls, and send in your photographs right
away! )

PRIVATE CHALLONER, D.C.M,
A Membzr of Qur Staff Who Killed Nine Germans,

Private F. G. Challoner, of the 6th (City of London)
Battalion, - London Regiment (T.F.),- who was attached to
our staff prior to the outbreak of war, has recently covered
himself with glory in Flanders. He showed conspicuous
gallantry at Loos, when he charged the German first line
trenches, bayoneting and shooting nino of the enemy, and
giving a very fine example to all who were with him.

For this wonderful deed of daring, Private Challoner has
been awarded the Distinguished Conduct Medal by his Majesty
the King, and every Gemite should be proud to learn of such
a glorious achievement on the part of one who is so closely

. attached to their favourite paper.

#¥SCHOOL AND SPORT"” STILL OBTAINABLE.
Gigantic Reprint Order Executed!

So vast was the popularity of the latest threepenny book-
story of Tom Merry & Co., and their famous rivals, that it sold
out in almost record time. It was feared that no further
copies could be printed, owing to the war, but so great, so
insistent was the demand all over the world, that I had no

- recourse but to instruct the printers to issue another quarter

of a million coi)iea. These are now on sale, and every Gemito
who has not had the pleasure of reading Frank Richards’
delightful masterpiece should ask his newsagent at once for

TIHE “BOYS’ FRIEND " 3d. COMPLETE LIBRARY
No. 3191 -

e

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

Lance-Corporal W. 8. Bowsey (British Expeditionary
Torce).—Thank you very much for your splendid letter, The
story you mention brought shoals of congratulatory letters
inte my sanctum. In reply to your question, Cousin Ethel’s
regard for Figgins is one of pure friendship. Best wishes for
a Merry Christias! )

“A Kennington Reader,”—Many thanks for pointing out
error.

A. E. Brandon,—Thank you for persuading so many of
your, chums to join the “Chuckles ¥ Club, a concern which
continues to flourish right royally. Indeed, the champion
coloured comic is quite the rage just now.

Violet D..(Johannesburg).—You are tho first girl reader
who has ever thought fit to abuse the “Gem,” and I hope
you will be the last. No, I refuse to publish your epistlo on

(Continued on page /v of covep.)
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ONE MILLION GREY HAIR
TREATMENTS FREE!

London Hair Specialist’s Wonderful Discovery Promises the Gift of Youth
to all who are Grey-Haired.

NEW SCIENTIFIC FORMULA WHICH OVERCOMES THE NEED FOR DYES & STAINS.

A startling announcement is made
to-day, which concerns every reader whose
hair is Grey, White, or beginning to lose
its natural colour.

It is nothing less than a personal invita-
tion fo try amost successful natural remedy,
absolutely free of cost or obligation.

At no cost to yourself you can immediately
commence to banish that appearance of pre-
mature age which you must so often have felt
to be almost a stigma upon your good looks
and upon your capabilities,

WONDERFUL POWERS OF
"THE NEW DISCOVERY.

The remarkable discovery—*° Astol,” as it is called—which
you are now invited to test in the privacy and convenience
of your own home is the
achievement of a well-known
London Hair Specialist—
none' other than Mr.
Edwards, whose “ Harlene
Hair Drill ” has already
achieved a world - wide
popularity.

Mr. Edwards is.determined
that no Grey or White-
haired man or woman shall
be debarred the wonderful
benefit of his new scientific
preparation,-and your free
test supply is only one of
a million that this Hair
Specialist  has decided to
send out to the - public
entirely at his own
expense.

In- addition you will
receive a supply of the
splendid = tonic  hair and
scalp cleanser * Cremex”
Shampoo Powder.

“Astol ” is practically

Grey hair  undoubledly adds
from ten lo twenly years lothe
appearance, and in soctal and
business life this is indeed «

handicap.~ The discovery of
“ Astol,”  a natural seientific
remedy, will enable you
regain those too advaneed years.
To prove this you are inviled to
lest *“ Astol ” free of cost.

stain the sealp or discolour
the fingers. It does not
dye or stain the hair in the
smallest degree.

A TWO - FOLD GIFT.

Tirst using © Cremex ” as directed, you then simply apply
“ Astol ”” to your hair. In a few days it will have penetrated
right to the roots of each separate hair below the suiface of
the scalp.. At the same time you will begin to notice the
natural shade that once made your hair so attractive creeping
back to the actual hair shaft, like the faint blush of the years
that are gone. :

‘Powder. =

to colowless. Tt does not .

Simply post the coupon given here, when by return you will
receive :—

1. A free bottle of
f Astol” — the won-
derful scientific
discovery that
literally forces the
natural colouring
celis of the hair to
new, healthy
activity, and atthe _{
same time greatly [}
benefits the
growth and lustre
of your hair.

2. A supply of
the delightful
““Cremex” Shampo

3. A copy of the
famous book,“Good

Ne‘."s fg" t!‘e Grey- Nole the wonderful change that
Haired, in the. ey a short course of “ Astol”
pages of which the makes in the appearance. Why
use of ‘“Astol” is be worried longer with grey
clearly explained. hair trouble ? Send to‘;day fo,):
“Send.for this gift now: your free supply of * Astol

& i and commence to regain the
ou will always look back  ,atural rich colour of your hair.
upon the day you do so

with pleasure and delight. Of course, after you have once
seen for yourself the wonderful effect of * Astol” you ecan
always obtain further supphies from any chemist at 28 9d.
and 4s. 6d. a bottle; ** Cremex” Shampoo Powders, seven
for 1s. (single
2d. each), or
direct,  post
free, on re-
wittance,from
the Edwards’
“Harlene”
Co:, 20-26,
Lamb’s Con-
duit  Street,
London, W.C.
Carriage extra
on foreign or-
ders. Cheques
and P, O%
should be
crossed.

A F e
if POST THIS “GIFT OF YOUTH” COUPON )
? To THE EDWARDS HarLENE Co.,
: 20-26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,. London, W.C,
Dear Sir,—Please send me a free trial supply of
* Astol” and “*Cremex” . with full particulars how
I may restore my .grey hair “to its former colour. I
enclose 4d. stamps for postage to any part of the
d world. (Foreign stamps accepted.)

e

Yame

{ Erarrs
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REPLIES IN BRIEF—continued.

_ "THE GEM" LIBRARY,

my Chat Page, svhich should be atilised for other and worthier

subjects. =
“The Secret Society of the Human Spider ™ {Manchester):
—My annt!
Mancunian whom you see reading the “Gem,” 1 wish you
joy of the job! Seriously, though, don’t you think it'is rathér
bad formfo play practical jokes just mow?
*Talbotite.”-—Many thanks for your cheery
support, -~
“Gussy |

promise of

* (Bradford).—No. Manners hasn’t a minor.
v-killer was most amusing.~

. A. Balfour (Chiswick).—1 don't think it is asking foo
mych of my chums to send in their jokes on posteards.
4 matter of fact, they ought to be pleased with the economical
side of the question. Many thanks for promising to back up
the good old ** Giem 7 Library through thick and thin. 5

J. Strange.— You must take things as they come, and nob
malke a fuss over such trivial details. - Candidly, you are Tucky
to.get your “CGem ” at all, for'it is fittle short of marvellous
how things have becnkept going in the absence of our fighting
siaft. i
(. A. B. (Peckham).—Mr. Railton has been discharged from
the Army. S

A. & C. (Bradford).—Many thanks for pointing out error.
Sorry I am unable to give you the details you require coil-
cerning the British Fleet. ¢

1f it is your avowed intention to murder every -

Your

As |

1.7G. (Belfast).—It is a very ﬂuftori_ng suggestion on your
part that T should raise the price of -the ¢ Greytriars

pennyworth-on the market. . A g
- W+ 8. H. (Halifax).—Yes, T think you were quite justified
in taking up the cudgels on behalf of the “Gem " Libre
when vou heard the latier being slandered. _
1. R. {{'ulham).—Both Mr. Carrington and Herr Schueider
ares &till at St Jim’s. T do not care fo predict the possible
rosult of an encounter with the gloves between Poui Merry
and Talbot, ’ - . -
“Herlock. Sholmes * {Brixton” Hill).—You have my full
permission {0 do as you suggest. . Best wishes ! R B

Herald » o otk penny : but T prefer to keep it ‘the best balf-"

Marjorie L. (Woolwich).—Are there any ofher Gemites af -
Woolwich?  What a question! The place simply _swarms
with them. I do - not disagree “with your ‘criticism of

Grandy’s spelling: at the samé time. o little exaggeration is
oftén necessary for the sake of effect.
- J. HOF. (Waterford).—Many thauks
sensible letter ! % - :

A0 e and G,

for a most sound and

M. (Padcaster).—Figgins.is the taller
~and Kildare and Wingate are about
the same height.” 1t is always impossible for me to give my
rezders a reply in the short space of a week, as we go to
press nearly a month in advance. sl
CFred Suiith.—The fact that not a
““(freyfriars Herald 7 was obtainable in your town was.almost
“the fault of the would-be readers. They didn’t
) in advance : ~conseruently, the newsagents didn’t take
the” trouble to gét theni. I hope you will take warning by
this in future! o e

- S Red S Pomino. ’—Thank you’
support. For particulars concerning the corps you mertion,
apply at.the neavest. recruiting-office. = ot

‘H. € Grover,” 62, The Mall, Southgate, Middiesex,
anxious to form a “Gem " League in his district. s
“lewis G R. (Leigh-6ii-Sea).—No really loyal reader of the
“Gem ” would expect to receive commission for recommend-
ing the paper to his chums. :
« *Bob Williars {fuiverpool).—Hard luck, Bob! T very much
doubtif yvou-could get many back numbers of the “ Gem”
now. - Those readers who have taken the paper from No. 1
are loth-to part with their copies. - T was interested to hear
how, you becaine a reader. ; :
u om” and “Cyril ¥ (Birmingham).-—T will endeavour to
do as"you suggest. x f

for your 'letter and loyal

- Harold €. Kent (Christchurch, N.7Z.).—Storyettes not quite :
-up to standard. :

Ilave another shot! 5

.George Rogers (Studley).—See reply to Fred.
printed above. ! - o
_J.o T and. 8. 8. (London).—The suggestion that the
adventures ‘of Tom Merry. & Co. ghould be filmed for the
cipema_ has® fong  been in contemplation, but there are
numerous drawbacks. . Where, for instance, are the actors
coming from? - s : "

A Loyal Gemite ” (ITigh Wycombe).—Yes; Marie Rivers

“is afready acquainted with Cousin Ethel. T am not the editor

~sonnd journal for British boys.

of _the papér you mention; .which is, nevertheless, a very

J."Jones (Treharris).—Your abusive and idiotic letter has
been consigned to the wastepaper-basket. I might have made

“a public._example of you, but on second thonghts 1 decided

“that you weren't worth it.

“Honestly 1 (Milhwall)i—Many
work you are doing on behalf of the companion papers! .
“ren P ivickenhamite.”—~IKoumi Rao iz an Indian. and T
don't remémber ever having said anything to the contrary.

5 8

thanks for the splendid

is

single copy of the

S, Smith,

~Pouble Number.

- ripping scouts,

‘Storyettes should ‘always be submitted on posteards

“shriff if only” we knew his identity. =

W. . (Plhumstead).—T will bear yout ;11‘g};rosa:_inh.in mind.
G. T. (Melbourne).—T would réfer fou to the special four-
ih our Christmas

page’ supplement whicl wis given away wi

D. W. J. (Walsal).—I am indeed grateful to you for your
loyal support, and for your appreciation of the * Greyfriars

“fTerald.”
Mabel Wright (Watford).—I am_afraid I cannot sce my
way. clear to bring the “Gem ” out twiee a week. At the

same time, I admire the keenness which prompts such a
suggestion. I do not think a competition on' the lines you
mention would appeal to the majority of my readers.
~Albert S.. (Yorkshire).—See reply to G. T. (Melbourne),
printed above. - 3

G. G. (Inverness) writes that all readers who have spare
copies of the “ Geem ” to dispose of in his district should send
them to the Convalescent Home, Hedgefield, Culduthal Road.
Tuverness, where they are badly needed by wounded soldiers.
That’s very thoughttul of you, G. G.!

PG, (Snttoy).—I see nothing miraculous in the incident
you name. Dick- Julian, you must remember, is a skilled
photographer. : }

J. W. II. (London, E.).—Hope you enjoyed
Sport.” :

Private A. Pittman (Bournemouth).—Sorry I cannot do as
you suggest.

Albert” Hamley (Cornwall).—Very many thanks for vour
splendid letter ! = u i

-J. J. D: (co. Cork).—More will be heard of the character
you mention in due course. > g

J. T. S. (Balham).—Glad

School and

J. to hear of the successes achieved
by the football club of which you are-secretary. : :

Frederick M. (Wolverhampton).—There is a great deal fo
be said for your point of view, and-T will have a chat with
Mr. Martin Clifford on the subject. - 1

C. G. Baker (Londen, W.C.).—The-“ Magnet.” Library is
not issued in volume form. There have been two threepenuy
book stories published from Frank Richards’ pen. The firsi.
entitled “The Boy Without a Name !” can be gbtained by
sending four penny stamps to.the Editor, and the latest story,
“School and Sport!” is still on sala at most newsageuts.
The other story you mention is long: since out of print.

Sydney J. (South Shields).—I am sincerely gratefal to you-

for  your splendid letter. of
reciprocate your good wishes. - . .

“Footballer 7 (Manchester).—T ‘am sure *School and
Sport  was a story after your own heart.

¢ A Barrow Scout.”—When Tom Merry said to his Form-
master, **We're ~all ~first-class * scouts, sir!” he meant
fiot that he and his' chums had gained the
first-class scout badge, although, as a matter of fact,” they
have doneso. | | - - Bz

“(lerk . (Ipswich).—Glad to hear you enjoyed “A Stolen
Holiday !™ ; :

S. T. Gray (London, B.(.).—Many thanks for your letter.

appreciation, and cordially

“PDear Old Dubling’—Thanks once again for wr
such an _interesting letter. Good luck to your
> - i
D.—The bﬁzi;jncfer you mention

brother ! & 5 T e
is nog@mm‘
St. Jim’s.

Lieslie
. *“TIncognito " (Barnstaple).—Most of my chunis agree thai
) COgL 3 1 g 3

at

it was downright caddish for a fellow to write an abusive

anonyinous-letter to a girl reader. He would receive short
I much admire the
sensible ‘tone “of your. letter. Sbail

- AlUy-Ally-Ho I (Nottingham).—Thanks very much for
your létter,; and for so kindly obtaining three new readers.
They don’t want much persuading -nowadays! Noj; 1 do
not think. Levison will ever enter upon a permanent reform.
As for Lord Mauleverer, of “Magnet 7 fame, you will see a
good deal about him in the “Greyfriars flerald.” A Merry
Christmas to youw! -

Harry Sewell (Kennington).—You are under a misappre-
hension. Penfold is at Greyfriars, not at St. Jim's, as you
state in your letter. Your typing is quite good for a
beginner. " 3 oA
“Tirie Lloyd (Cheshire).—I iwas ‘very interested to hear of
the splendid League you haye formed. ~ .

“Remington ” (Preston).—You have doubtless seen by this
time my explanation on the subject of readers’ photographs.

G. R, Calderwood.—There”are many- fine stories of Talbot
c¢oming along.’ e :

William N. M. (Auchtermuchty).—1 was delighted to hear
from you again. I seem to bave some very keen readers up
yeur way. : )

18-12-15
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ONE MILLION GREY HAIR
- TREATMENTS FREE!

London Hair Specialist’s Wonderful Discovery Promises the Gift of Youth
to all who are Grey-Haired. :

NEW SGIENTIFIC FORMULA WHICH OVERCOMES THE NEED FOR DYES & STAINS.

A startling announcement is made o imply post the coupon given here, when by return you will
to-day, which concerns every reader whose 1. A free bottle of
hair is Grey, White, or beginning to lose *Astol” — the won-

-1ts natural ¢olour, :?;f: :: v : :-;n: ;lfa'.(:
.. It'is nothing less than a personal invita- literaily forces the
 tion to try amost successful natural vemedy, “ﬁ*lu'af' th°°'l‘:"!'";g
= il = B 5 cells o e hair to
absolutely free of cost or obligation, new, healthy
At no cost to yourself you can immediately activity, and at the
commence to banish that appearance of pre- Same time greatly
mature age which you must so often have felt b,:::hf;t: ; ) ? i
to be almost a stigma upon your good looks ‘;gf vour h;ir o
and upon your capabilities. : .
2. A supply of
the delightful -
WONDERFUL POWERS OF !he delightful
THE NEW DISCOVERY,  Powder
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The remarkable discovery—* Astol,” as it is called—which famous book,“Good
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Edwards, whose © Harlene y explained your free supply of * Asiol ?
Hmr Drill 7 has already an;l ‘cgiyi‘z];.z]encc; to regm’n} t\]v.e
achieved a world - wide apot e d5% son b o natural vich colovs of your hair.

popula}-lty. . : with pleasare and delight. Of course, after you have once
Mr. Edwardsis deternined  seen for yourself the wonderful effect of “Astol” you can
that no Grey or White- always obtain further supplies from any chemist ab 2s 9d.
haired man or woman shall and 4s. 6d. a bhottle; “Cremex Shampoo Powdiers, seven

~ be debarred the wonderful ; f)‘”’ Is. (single :
benefit of his new scientific =% ach), or
e : divect, post
preparation, and younr free o
test supply is only onc of n".itt"avncé,from
a million that this Hair  the Edwards’
Specialist has decided to  “Harlene”
sond out to the public (o, 2¢- 26,-
entirely at  his own Lambs Con-
expense. i duit  Street,
In addition you will London, W.C.
Grey hair  wndoubledly adds eceive a supply of the Cﬁ“‘“&?%”“
Jrom len to twenty years lo the splendid  tonic hair and on foreign or-

o

Send for this gift now.
You will always. look back

HAIR COLOUR

g = : oy : ders. Cheques TR RESTORER
appearance, and in_social and scalp cleanser © Cremex ” S qo o o : el
business lfe this is indeed « Sl B 2 . Os.
handicap.  The discovery of PP : should be

“ Astol,” a natwral scientific “ Astol ” is  practically  crossed.
remedy, - will  cnable yow fo - colourless. Tt dm_:s not -
. stain the scalp or discolour ({§

i1 those too advanced e 0
reqach thaose too aavanced. years. e < e 3 5 d 7y
To prove this you ave inwited fo  the fingers. It does not u POST THIS "'GIFT OF YOUTH” COUPON !?}

< Astol i 7 lye or stain the hair in the To me Bpwarps’ Harrexe Co.,
lest *“ Astol  free of cost. (sgqa,llesb degroe. : 20-26,Lamb’s  Couduit Street, London, W.C.
: : Dear Sir,—Please send me a free ‘trial supply of
’ : “Astol V. and “ Cremex” with full particulars how
A Two - FOLD G'FT. I may restore my grey hair to iis former colour. [

. - ; enclose 4d. stamps for postage to any parbt of the
- First using *“ Cremex ” ag directed, you then simply apply world.  (Foreign stamps accepted.)

 Astol ”? to your hair. In a fow days it will have penetrated
right to the roots of each separate hair below the surface of
“Seithe scalp. At the same time you will begin to notice the
-natural shade that once made your hair so attractive creeping

hack to the actual hair shaft, like the faint blush of the years " GRM. Decembar 190, ‘% 4 4

that are gone. LSS
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"REPLIES IN BRIEF——contmaecI

my Chat Page, \\hich should be utilised for other and v ouhlcl
subjects. -

“The Secret \ouciv of ’me IIuman Spldex (\Idmho:tm)
My aunt! If it is your avowed 1ntenhon to: mmdm every
7\meumdu whom you see reading the “Gem,” I wish®you
joy of the job! Seriously, though, “don’t you think 1t is rather
bad form to play pmci]ull Jol\es just now?

“Talbotite.”~Many thanks for your cheery promise of

- support.

4 fCGussy (Bladfoxd) —No, Manners ham t a minor.
sketeh of a: Prussian baby-killer was most amusing.

- . A. Balfour (Uuasnd\)—l don’s_think it is asking too
'much of my chums to send in their jokes on p()atundi As
a matter of fact, they ought to be pleased with the economical
\X\‘E‘ of the quu\‘r!on Many thanks for promising to back up
the good old “Gem ” Library throngh thick and “thin.

© J. Strange.—You. musts take ﬂnn"s as they come, and not
make a fuss over sug h trivial details. Candidly, you are lucky
to get your * Gem ” at all, f(n it is little short of marvellous
Tow things have been kept g r'omu in the absence of our fighting
staff. -

C. A. B. (Peckham).—Mz. Railton has been dxscharn‘ed from
the Army.

A. & C. (Bradford).—Many thanks f01 pomtmg out error.
Sorry I am unable to give you the details you wqune con-
mmmg the British Fleet.

(Belfast).—1It is a very ﬂattmmg suggestion on yowr
}'m)l—vu that I should raise the price of the “ (ireyfriars
Herald ’ to one penny ; but T prefer to L(m]) it the best h(\lfa
pennyworth on the mdll\ei

W. S. L {(Halifax).—Yes; 1 think you were qmto justified
in. tal\mg up the cudgels on Behalf of the “Gem ” Library
W h(*n vou ‘heard the latter being slandered.

. R. (Fulham)-—Both Mr. Carvington and Herr Schneider
ave still at St. Jum’s. I do not care-to predict the possible
result of an encounter with the glmec bot\won Tom Merry
i nd Talbot. =

“Herlock Sholmes ” (Brixton Hill).—You have my full
permission to do as you suggest. Best wishes!
(W oolwich).—Are there any other Gemites at
What a quwtion The place simply swarms
them. I do not (mdglco with your eriticism of
s spelhng at the same time, a little exaggeration is
v for the kb of e
dfmfm()-—‘\’hm thanks for a most sound and

Your

Mdt_;orle 1
Woolwich? -
with

- S l\l A1 adm\tcx) —Iiggins is the taller
; o the St Jins Juniors, and Kildare and Wingate are about
. the same height.” It is always impossibic for me to give my

_readers a reply the short spacé of a week, as we go fo
arly a month in advance,
red S, bnnth-[he fact- that not a single copy of the
eyfriars Herald  was ebtainable in your town was almost
'cntuo]\ the fault of the wouldbe réaders.  They didn’t
: ordeér 1n advance ;- consequently, the newsagents didn’t take
the trouble to get them. I hopo you \'\‘i” take warning by
this in:future. <. .

S Red Domino.’ —~I‘h< ulk you f01 \()m
. support. . For partic
tapply at the no’nost woruxtmg ()Hi( e,
““H. C. Grover, "The ™ Mall,” Southgate, - ’\dedle&ox. I'S
anxious to form a “(xom League in his (hstrmt ;
= (T;(mh (. R. (Léigh-on-Sea). —No really loyal reader of the
- Gem
ing the paper to his chums.

Bob W illiams (Liverpool).—Tard lu(’k Bob! ‘T very muoh
“doubt if you could get many back numbers of the “ Gem ”
now. - Tho&e readers who l)a\n taken the paper from No. 1
‘are lotl to part with their copies. ~ I was interested to hear
how you became a madu
¢ Tom i and “Cyril ?
do as you. suggast,

Harold €. Kent (Christehurch, N.Z. ). wSl.oryettes not quite
up to standard.” Have another shot! .

. ~George Rogers (StL(]lex)w.Soc reply to Fred.

»plln{c(] above.
| I and 8. 8. (Lomlon) —The suggestion
. adventures of Tom Merry & Co. should be filmed for the
; cinema has” lotg " been in contemplation, _but there are
numerous  drawbacks.
coming from 7 ST

“ A Toyal Gemite (ngh Wycombe).~—Yes: Maue Rn’ers
is already acqua,miul with Cousin ]"thcl I am not the editor
of the paper you "mention, which is, nevertheless, a very
sound 10111’1ml for Brifish boys.

. Jones (Treharris).—Your abusive
siened to tléo wastepaper-basket,
that. you - werel t=0L YOU,

“I{ouesﬂy 2 (‘\hn“
work you are doing on

< A Tyrickenhamite.”
~ doit 1omombel ever |

s -8

I(;tte). and loyal

(Birmingham). —I mll endeavour to

S. Smith,

and idiotic letter has
I might have made

¢ a public buf on second thoughts T decided

behatrax
—Koumt g
\aving said anything™

thanks for the splendid

v,

bpom

- first-class scout badge, altnough, as a matter of fact,
_thave done so.

: tsudx

ulars concerning the corps you montlon !
_ St Jim’s.

* would ‘expect to receive commission for recommend-.

‘good deal about him in the “Gleyfrmrs Herald.”

© ‘state in your

that thei

Whexe for instance, are the actors ;

et THE GEM"* LIBRARY,

\\ (( (Plumstead).~—T will bmr yolir suggestion in mind.

C LT (Melbourne). 1 w ould refer you to the special four-
page supplemonb w}uch was gl\ en away with our (/hrm%m;xv
Double Number.

D, W, J. (Walsall).: T am indeed grateful to you for yovr
loyal suppmt and for your apprccmuon of the ¢ Greyfrinis
[erald.”

Mabel anhs (Watford). —I am afraid T cannot see my
way clear to bring the “Gem ” out twice a week. Af the
same time, I admire the keenness which prompts such a
suggestion: I do not think a competition on the lines you
mention would appeal to the majority of my readers.

Albert S. (Yorkshire).—See reply to G. T. (Melbourne),
printed above, '

GG
copies of the “Gem 7 to dispose of in his district should send
them to the Convalescent Home, Hedgefield, Culduthal Road,

¢ 11]\911)6:‘, where they are badlv nocded by wounded soldiers.

That’s very thoughtful of you, G. G.!

P Cr (Sutton). —-I see mothing mnaculou% in the incident
you name. Dick Julian, you must remember, is a skilled
photographer.

W, H.

(London, B.).—Hope you enjoyed “ School and
Sport.”

Private A. Pittman (Bournemouth).—Sorry T cannot do as

you suggest.
. Albert Hamley (C onmall) —Very many tlnnks for your
iplenchd letter !

J. D, (co. Cork). -‘\/[019 will be hoaLd of the character
you ment’on in due course.

J. S. (Balbam).—Glad to hear of the successes achieved
by the football club of which you are secretary.

Frederick M. (W olvmmampton) —There is a great deal to
be said for your point of view, and I will have a chat with
Mr. Martin Clifford on the uub cct

C. G. Baker (lLondon \Vb)wThe thnet » Library is
not issued in volume form, There have been two threepenny
book stories published from Frank Richards’ pen. The first.
entitled “The Boy Without a Name!” can be obtained by
sending four penny stamps to the Editor, and the latest story.
“School and Sport !” is still.-on sale u’r most newsagents’.
The other story you mention is long since out of pum‘

Sydney J. (South Shields).—T am sincerely grateful to you

(Inverness) “11th that all readers who have spare

f(n your  splendid = letter of appreciation, and cordially
reciprocate your good wishes. ’ —
“Eootbaﬂel V. (Manchester).—I am sure “School anc

was a st.ory afier your own heart.

“ A-Barrow Scout.”—When Tom Merry said to his Form-
master, - “We're " all « first-class scouts, sir!” he meant
ripping scouts; not that he and his chums had gained 1ﬂm
they

SEY (‘1911' » (Ipswich). —Glad to hear you enjoyed “A Stolen

Holiday !’ : : -
R AL Giay (London E.C.).—Many thanks for your letter.

Storyettes should always be submitted on posteards.

“Dear Old Dublin.,”—Thanks once again for writing me
an interesting letter. Good luck to your ﬁghm-w
brother ! .

Leslie D.—The dlnactez

you mention is no longer at

& In’cogmtd (Barnstaple).—Most of my chums agree that

it was dow nright caddish for a fellow to write an abusive
* anonymous letter to a girl reader.
« shrift if ‘only ~we knew his identity.

He would receive short

I much admire the
sensible tone of your letter.

¢ Ally-Ally-Ho 12 (Nottingham).—Thanks very much for

“your letter, and for so kindly obtaining three new .readers.
_They don’t want much persuading nm\adays'

No: 1 do
not think Levison will ever enter upon a permanent reform,
As for Lord Mauleverer, of ¢ Magnet " fame, you will see a
A Merry
Christmas to you!
~Harry Sewell (Kennington). —You are under a misappre-
hension, © Penfold is at Greyiriars, not at St. Jim’s, as youw
“letter. Your typing is quite lToo'l for a
beginner, ¢ - e = '

Kric Lloyd (Cheshire).—TI was very interested to hear of
the splendid League you have formed.

“ Remington ” (Preston).—You have doubtless seen by this

" fime my éxplanation on. the subject of readers’ photographs.

G. R. Calderwood.—There are many ﬁne stories of Talbos
coming along.

William N. M. (Auchtermuchty).—I was delighted to hear
from you again. I seem to have some very keen readers up
vour way. .

i
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