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: .“Stop!" roared knox

CHAPTER 1.
= Arthur Augustus Dnru to be & Daniell

i OW-WOwW "
i That lond }mwl resounded from the Th;rcl-

Form room at St. Jim’s.
And Arthur Aungustus
e;aculated
“Bai Jove!”
There were four Fourth-Formers waiting

D’Avey of the Frmrt!i

. nb studies, snd they prepared
in the pauungb
~Blake and Herries and Dighy and D'Arcy, the chums

“Stopl™ screamed Mr, Selby. D'Aréy dashed away at top speed, leaving hls pursuers
panting in the rear.

(See Chapter 8)

of Btudy No. 6. Thay were wmttng for Arthur Aﬁnfuatwl
young ther, Wially of the Third. '

In the Form-room the Third Form iere at evening-
preparation, with Mr. Selby, their Form-master.

All forms above the Third had the high privilege of
doing their preparation in their own' studies—at “their
own free will, as it weré. " But $he fags of the Third had
thoir -lessons i "the
presence of ‘their Form-miaster, which meant s ‘decidadl
unpléasant -hour and a haif every evenmg for the Thi
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Form, for Mr. Selby was not 4 pleasant or g good-natured

gentleman, .

The Third were at prep, and Arthur Augustus and his
friends were waiting in the passage till they had
finished. They wauted Wally, o

D’Afcy ininor hod heen.in trouble with his Torp-
master that day. “He often was in trouble with his Form-
master. - D’Arcy minor was, in fact, botn to trouble as
the sparks fly upward. .

"It was mot a heinous crime to infroduce white mice
into the Form-room at afternoom lessois 3 but it was
a reckless proceeding, especially when the Form-master
was Mz, Selby. Wally had been severelﬁr caned, and,
tough as that ti‘crang gentleman was, he had fairly
squirmed under the infiiction. -

Hence the brotherly affection with which Arthur
Augustus was waiting for him. The noble and elegant
Arthur Augustus often had little rubs with his unruly
“minor, " At the same time, he regarded him with fatherly
Pprotecting interest. In Study No. 6 there was a feast
of the gods—a “*spread * thaf would have delighted the
heart of any fag—and it was, as Blake described it, a
consolation -prize for Wally. If anything could console
D’Arcy minor for his misadventure with the Forme
master, that spread eould.

Arthur Augustus & Co. had been waiting cheerily for
Wally, to rush him off to the study as soon as ho emerged
from the Form-room, Arthur Augustus wore a beaming
smile. Blake and Herries and Dighy were cheery, but

a triflo impatient. They were quite ready for that study

read.
.P’l'heu came that Joud howl from the Form-room—a howl
that rang the whole length of the: passage.

The beaming smile faded from the noble countenance
of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, He recognised in that how!
the dulcet tones of his minor. '

Blake gave a shrug of the shoulders.

“More trouble fer Wally!" he sajd. -

“Poor little beggar!” said Herries. “ Belby does 2o
for him, don’t he”

“The wottah!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus,  *[
wegard Selby as-a perfect heast1?

“He is a beast!” agreed Dighy. “But I dare say
Wally has been up to something.” May have catapulted
him, or something of that sort, I would he kike
Wally.” .

“Yaas, but—2?

“Yow-ow-ow I* : :

It was another yell, louder than the first. Then Mr.
Belby’s acid, unpleasant voice was heard,

“D’Arcy wminor, how dare you make that ridiculons
woise? Hold ouf your hand again !*

Arthur Augnstus’ eye gleamed through his eye%hass.

“He is still canin’ my minah!” he ejaculated. " “1 am
pot standin’ this!” . ;

. “Hold on, Gussy!” shouted Blake, as the swell of
. 8t. Jim’s made a stride to the Form-room door. .

Arthur Augustus did not hold on, and Blake grabbed
a6 him too late. The door of the Third-Form room twas
thrown wide open, and Arthur Augustus strode in.

His eyes were gleaming with wrath, ' The noble blood
of all the D’Arcys was boiling in his veins. :

There was a buzz fiom the crowded ranks of the 'Third
as D’Arey strode in. Wally was standing out before
the Form, and Mr, Selby, came in hand, was about to
administer another stinging stroke upon a grubby-paw.
Wa.ll}r did not look happy. ere was a smear of ink
on his nose, and another on his collar, and his features
were twitching, Wally was hard as nails, and he prided
himself upon tho fact that he never *blubbed ” But
ke was dangerously near. to blubbing now.

The stroke did not fall. Mr, Selby held his hand in
sheer astomishment at the sight of Arthus Augustus,
His thin hard face became pink with anger,

“D’Arcy, what do yon want here? How dare Fou
intrude into the Form-room during Preparation?”

“X pwotest!” .

“ at' !!l 3 .

“1 firmly pwotest against this excessive punighment of
. m%dyohng_bwnthah 1 said Arthur Aungustus majestically,

. Mr. Selby stood rooted to the floor. For the moment
he could not believe his ears, For g jumior of the
HE GEM.-L1BRARY.—No, 412,

Fourth-Form to march into his den, as it were, like &
zew Daniel into tho lions’ den, and protest against his
proceedings, was so astonishing that it quite took Mr,
Selby’s breath away.

In the doorway Blake and Herries and Dig looked at
one another speechlessly. Their breath was taken awey
as well ag Mr, Selby’s. ’

“D'Arcy,” gasped Mr. Selby at last—f‘bo?', are you
out of your senses? Leave thid room at once!”

“You ass, Gus!" murmured Wally, under his breath.-
“Hook it 1" - ;

Arthur Augustus did not heed cither of them. He
stood his ground iike a Paladin of old, his eyeglass
gleaming in his eye. ;

“Do you hear e, D’Arcy:” shouted Mr. Selby.

“I heah you, sir.” :

“Then quit this room at once! I shall report this
insolent behaviour to your. Form-master !

“You may weport what you- like, M. Selby! X
wefuse to allow my minah to be tweated in this bwutal
mannah i :

“You—yon refuse!” stuttered Mr. Selby,

“ Vol
refuse !

on will not allow! You must be mad, D'Arey!

'This astounding insolence—-*

-1 wepeat my words, Mr. Selby!"

Mr. Sclby raised his cane,

“Leave this room, D’Arey 1?

“Are you goin’ to cane my minah again®’

. I am certainly going to do so! Obey me! Go!®

“Undah tke circs, I wefuse to gol"

“Gussy!” came Jack Blake’s appealing voice from
the doorway. *Gussy, old man!"

D'Arcy did not even hears "

“For the last time,” said ‘Mr. Selby furiously, “will
you go, D'Arey” )

£ I feel bound to. wefuse to do so, Mr. Selby 1

Lash! -

Mr. Selby’s cane came down across the shoulder of the
Honourable Arthur Augustus, and the swell of St. Jim'y
uttered o sudden yelp of pain. ' o

“Wow! Oh, you wottah!”

“What—what! Boy, gol” thundered the Form-

master, 5
. And he grasped Arthur Augustus by the collar with
one hand, and wielded the cane with the other. Loud
thviac_ks.rang upon: Arthur Augustus’ well-fitting’ Eton
jacket, S ’
g “Yawooh! Yow! Ow! Oh, you beastly wottah!”
roared Arthur Augustus. “How dare you cane me! You
are not my Forin-mastuh! Welease me 1 .

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

“Yoooop !"

Arthur - Augustus’ noble blood was fairly up. He -

whirled round on the Third-Form master, grasped the
cane, aud wrenched it from his hand. In & second the

cane was suapped in two, and the picces flang across the -

room. ) )
“ My only Aunt Jane!” gasped Wally. :
“D’Arey I” Mr. Selby almost choked with wrath,-

“You—you—-

He clenched his hands, and advanced ‘upon the Swell
of the Fourth as if to attack him with his fists. D’Arey
¢tlenched his hands, too. If M, Selby had struck him,
Arthur Augustns would have returned the blow, straight
from the shoulder. ‘He'was quite reckless of consequences
Eow‘.i Portunately for both, the enraged master held his

and. .

“D’Arcy, follow me! Do yon hear? I shall take you
immediately to the Head! Follow me!”

“I am quite pwepared to explain to Dr, Holmes ! said
Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity.

And, with his noble nese high in the air, Arthur

Augustus followed the Form-master, who sirode ahead, -

with whisking gown. They passed Blake and Herries and
Dig, who were dumb with dismay. Arthur Augustus had
put his foot in it this time with a vengeance,

Wally of the Third rubbed his smarting hauds, and
whistled.
. “My only Aunt Jaue!” he murmured. “Gussy is an
ass—and a brick! What's going to happen now? My
only gainted Aunt Jane!” . :

weonesonv: — “GRUNDY  THE HYPNOTIST " * Magniiottaschoos; Sompiis 8ot rae ot
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CHAPTER 2.
Before the Head!

» OM MERRY sto and stared. ] -
- Manners and Lowther, who were with him,
sbop also and stared. - )

The sight of Mr, Selby whisking along the
aseage, with flushed and furious face, and Arthur
ugustus following him with the calm and sedate walk

of Vere de Vere, surprised them.

Mr. Belby passed them without a look or a word.
Arthur Augustus bestowed a calm nod upon them.

“ Guesy |” murmured Tom T

“What the merry dickens!" said Mafiners.

“In for it?’ asked Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, I think so,” said Arthur Angustus calmly,
“Mr. Selby has wequested me to follow him to the Head.
I had to interfeah in his tweatment of my minah. I did
rot appwove of his sevewity.”

“Yon did not approve!” murmured Tom Merry,
almost overcome.

“No. I wegarded it as bwutal!”

“Oh, my hat!” i

Mr. Selby looked back.

“D'Arey, follow me!”

“I am followin’ you, sir.”

“ Dlo not stop to talk to those juniors, Follow me ab
once !”

“Vewy well, eir.”

Mr. Selby whisked on. Arthur Augustus followed him
in quite a stately manner. Tne contrast between the
curious, ¢xcited master and the elegaut and cool junior
was very striking. It was all in favour of Arthur
Augustus. Mr. Selhg undoubtedly looked decidedly
vulgar at that moment.

“Gussy, old man,” murmured Tom Merry, accompany-
ing the swell of St. Jim’'s down the passage, “don’t

play ‘the giddy ox, you kunow. Remembeér it's the

Rookwood match to-morrow, and you don’t want to get
detained.”

“I should wefuse to be detained, Tom Mewwy.”

% Oh, you fathead !” groaned Tom.

Arthur Aungustus was on the high horse mow, and
when Arthur Augustus was on the high khorse no
amount of argument would induce him to dismount.
The Terrible Three exchanged hopeless looks, aud
watched him enter the Head’s study at the heels of the
Third-Form master. : )

“Poor old Gussy!” murmured Tom. “Selby is a bit of
a beast, buf—" 5 i :

“There’ll be trouble,” said Monty Lowther, *Poor

" old Gussy!”

-Blake and Herries and Dighy joimed them in the
passage. They were looking "lugubrious. They waited
lumly for the reappearance of Arthur Augustus
’Arcy. The latter, to judge by his aspect, was far
less concerned than his chums. He was perfectly cool
and composed as he entered the Head’s study.

‘Dr. Holmes was in conversation with Mr. Railton,
the master of the School House. Both of them looked

very surprised at the sight of Mr. Selby’s almost-purple -

tface, . :
“Dr. Holmes,” stuttered Mr. Selby, “I have brought
;]—];is’junior to you. I am incapable of dealing with
m.” . -

“My dear Selby—>7"

“The.boy has entered the Form-room, interrupted the
preparation of my Form, and intervened between me and
a, junior whom I was puni iﬁg,‘-’ said Mr. Selby, his
voice trembling with rage.
away and broken it. I leave him in your hands, sir.”

Dr. Holmes” brow became hard and sbern,

“D’Arcy, is it ible—— How dare you—-"

“I feel quite justified in actin’ as I did, sir,” sanid
Arthur Augustus, respectfully. but firmly. -

“What!'

“Mr, ‘Selby was tweatin’ my mmah in a Dbwatal.

“DAroy 17

“I felt bound to 'chiﬁ, in, sir—1 mean to intahfeah,
As for bweakin’ Mr. Selby’s cane, I did not do that till

he whacked me with it, sir. Mr. Selby is not my

" «THE GEM” LIBRARY,

© has enatched my cane

. “Vewy well, gir, I w1ll
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Form-mastah, and has no wight to cane me, especially
acwoss the shouldahs.” : =" v

“You caned D'Arcy, Mr. Selby?”

“I could scarcely allow him to enter my Form-room, .
sir, and defy my authority.” . S

“Undoubtedly. D’Arey, you have acted in an inm-
credibly insolent manner.” )

“ Weally, sir—" :

“You have taken it upon yourself to oppose a Form.
master in his duties,” :

“I did not wegard—" 5o

“I can scarcely find words, D‘A.rc;r.' ‘to describe your
conduct,” said Dr. Holmes severely, *You will instantly
apologise to Mr. Selby.” i

Arthur Augustus’ eyes glinted.

“I cannot apologise sincerely, eir, when I am not in
the wong,” he said. “If I told Mr. Selby I am sowwy
I should be tellin’ an wntwuth.? - )

“D’Arcy! Then you are not sorry for your
conduet ¥’ )

“I cannot be sowwy, sir, for actin’ accordin’ to what
I considahed wight. Mr. Selby was bein bwntal—"

“ Silence !”

“My minah has alweady been licked to-day, and Me,
Selby was. lickin’ him again, I am suah, for nothin’.” .

“You have no right to say anything of the eort,
D’Arey, You have no right even to think so. Tt is
not for you to criticise a Form-master.”

“Bai Jove!” . . 5

“My dear D'Arcy,” said Mr. Railton gently, “you
must surely realise that you have acted very wrongly.”

“I cannot wealise it, sir. Mr. Selby was bwutal——"

“Bilence!” exclaimed the Head. “Do Jou wish me
to send you away from the school, D’Arey?”

“Gweat Scott! I—I mean no,:sir.” .

“Then take care not to repeat such insolent words.” .

“I twust, sir, that you do mot wegard gme as bein’
capable - of insolence;” saidl Arthur Augustus warmiy.
I should wegard it as the vewy woret of taste.”

“You are insolent, however, ?erhaps without intending
it,” said the Head, “I shall cane you, D’Arcy, for
entering Mr. Selby’s Form-room withont permission, and
offering an opinion there upon his action.”

“I am quite willin’ to be caned by you, sir. I think
it is whath%h unjust—-" = F

“What I

“But I know you mean to be just, sir, and I should
not dweam of opposin® your wishes in any way.” i

The” Hend seemed at a loss for words for a moment.
Mr. Railton turned to the window to hide a smile. Dr.
Holmes settled the matter by taking up his, cane,

“Hold out your hand, D’Arcy I i

“ Certainly, sir!”

Swish! )
Arthur Augustus seb his Tips hard, To “howl ” ova
a caning did uot consort with the dignity of Vere de
Vere. But that ewish was a stinger, and Arthur

Au%lstua very nearly forgot what was due to his dig.

“The other hand, D'Arcy!”

Swish1” :

Arthur Augustus had his teeth set mow. He did not
yelp. His palms felt as if they were on fire.

r. Holmes laid down the cane, g .

“Now, D’Arcy,” he said quietly, “you have been
puuished for ~your impertinence. You will now
apologise to. Mr, Selby, and the matter is ended.”

C T am sowwy, sir——" . .

*“You hear me, D"Arcy?”

“Yaas, sir.” & : =

“Then obey me—at once!” :

“T feal, sir, that T cannot apologise to Mr. Selby!”

Dz, Holines raised his eyebrows. E .

“Are you aware, D'Arcy, that you are disobeying the
orders of your headmaster?” he exclaimed.

Arthur Augustus looked deeply distressed. :

“I am vewy sowwy, sir. It would be gnite howwid fot
you to suppose me lackin’ in pwopah wespect for my head-
mastak. But undah the circs, sir, I feel that I cannot
E ]]:otogise to Mr, Selby. I am not sowyy for interfewin’ in
the mattah, considewin’ that his conduct was—"

“D*Arcy ” R AT
not -gepaq,t -what I think of
g BT Tae Gex LmmRarve—=Np; 418..
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-Mr. Selby’s conduct. But it is imposs for me te
apologise for havin® acted wightly.” » 3 )

X will” waste no more words upon you, B'Arcy.

\Cnless you apologice to Mr. Selby af once, you will ba
confiied” in the punichment-room, and - kept bher:e.unt}l

gou ”}isive-rendered Mr. Belby- the apology that is his
e, P 2

Avthur Augnstus squared his shoulders, and drew a
deep breath. Arthur Auiustus was - the easiest-going
fellow at St. Jim’s, But he had a strong will on some
.occasions. He had often declared that he was as firm
-as a vock, while his study-mates averrcd that he was das
obstinate as & mule. . : Ck
.- “Well, D’Arcy?” said the Head, after a pause.

o I am weady to go to the punishment-woom, sir.”
- Dr. Holthes made an angry gesture. - - ‘

“I will take you at'gur word, D’Arcy. - Mr, Railton,
‘will yow kindly take D’Arcy tol the punishment-room,
.and lock him in there?”  ° W .

“Certainly, sir.” - T ot g

““You will- go with Mr, Railton, D’Arey.”

. “Yaas, sir.” ) o

" Arthur_Augustus followed the Housemaster from the
study. Mr. Selby's eyes were glinting,  He wag quite
-satisfied with the delinquent’s punishment. The Head
< glanced at him rather curionsly when D’Arcy was goue.

“T suppose, Mr, Selby, that there is nothing in the
boy’s allegation that you were using D’Arey minor with
“undue’severity.” = . - ST i N
. I was cantiig him, sir,” said Mr, Selby. “I think:I
‘had reason. D’Arcy minor used a cata{mlt in the Form-
«yoom, and I sir, wad the target. A pellet, sir, struck me

behind the'ear.” = .. . :

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head. “The young
vificdl] You were undoubtedly justified in punishing him
“ih the sevegest manner. I am sorry, my dear Selby, that
.this has occurred; hut that ohstifiate boy will, I think,
goon be brought to his senses.”. .

. “I trnst so, sir,” said the Third-Form master, and ke
. quitted the study, alost in a gdod humonr. . .

.. CHAPTER 3.
"~ . ..... . The Priscner!
[ 1] USSY !i! B ) S '
The anxzious chums of Arthur Augustus
greéted him in the passage, = Mr. Kailton
walked on. _ :

“1 am sowwy I camnot stop to speak to you, deah
. boys,” said Arthuwr Augustus, *“I have to follow Mr.
Wailton.” .. .

“Licked?" asked Blake. .

“Yaas, wathah,” said B’Arcy, rubbing his hands,
“Yaas, vewy bad! But I do not gwumble-at the Head.
He pwobably wegarded it as his dutay.” :

i grobahly!” Ig‘hmed' Lowther., “But what's the
_trouble now? ilton ish’t going to lick ‘you, teo, I
suppose!” )

The Housemaster was out of hearing,

“No. He is takin’ mé to the punishment-woom—
. Nobody’s Study, you know,”

“What for?” exelaimed Tom Merrly. .

“I am goin’ to he shut up there till I apo!Ofise to Mr.

Selby. That,” a?eduht-hur Augustus serenely, “ meany
a life sentence, deah hoys. For I certainly neveh shall
apologize to Mr, Selby.” .

© “Dowt pay the gaady ox, Gusy——"

“Don’t play the ox, Gussy—-

“Wats'.’? ; P L

“Think of the Rookwood matel: to-morrow,” urged

Tom Merry. “You ought to be in the team going over
Ty

to Rookwood, .you know.” -
“Bai Jove! I hadn’t thought of that.”

“Buck up and apologise.to the Selby-bird, then,” urged _

- Herries, ) : | .
“Imposs, Hewwies! A chap must considah-his dig.”
“You fathead—" -

“X wefuse to be éalled a fathead, Hewwies ! About

the Wookwood match, Tom Meww;;’, that will be all
“wight. I am comin’ t6 Wookwood.” - .
“ How can you come if yow're in the punishment-room,
~esa?? 3 X : 2, 5 d ; }
2T wefuse to be called an ass. - I shall get'out somehdw.
THE G Lierary,—No: 41

In any caze, I shall

Pewwaps you fellahs can heels me, 2 i
-to-mowwow aftahnoon.

uttahly wefuse to be detain
am- goln’ ovah to Wookwood,”

“Yon can’t, you fathead!”

“Wats 1”

“1 shall have to g;lt another chap in—"

“ I pwotest, Tom Mewwy, against your givin’ wy place
in the team to anothah chiap! I wefuse to allow an vihin’
of the sort!”

. " But you can’t come, duffer!”

“I am eomin’I” - e

Mr. Railton was looking back and beckoning from the
end of the passage. .- .

.- “I must go, deah boy. But wemembah, Tom Meww 7
‘am comin’ to Wookwood to-morrow aftalimoon, and I
‘am goin’ to play in the match., You can wely on me.”

And Arthur -Avgustus hurried after Mr. Railton,
leaving the chums of the School House staring at one
another helplessly, -~ . .. Lo 2

“Gussy’ll be the death of me, yet,” gronned Blake.
“Let’s go and see him-shut.up.” " Y

Tom Merry & Co. followed at a distance. Mr. Railton
and D’Arey had reached the. punishment-room in the
npper passage—Nobody’s Study, as it was called by the
.juniors. There was a_deep alcove in the wall, and at the
end ‘of the aleove was the strong oaken door of ‘the
punishment-room. Mr, Railton turned the big, rusty key
in the great lock with a grafing sousd, and threw the
door open, " The room was dark and bare, s
", “D’Arcy,” said the Housemaster quietly, “I do met
“desire, and the Head does not, desiie, that you should be
coufined here. Think over it, my bor, and do what
Dr. Holmes has commanded you.” .

“You are vewy kind, Mr. Wailton, But I cannot
apologice to Mr, Selby when I wegard him as—-"

*That will do, D'Arcy,” said Mr. Railton curtly.

“Vewy well, sir.” ; s 2 e

Mr. Railton looked very hard at Arthur Augustus for
o moment, but he made no further remark. Arthaor
Aungustus walked ‘into the -punishment-room with .his
head erect. The Housemaster followed him in, and
%iﬁht,ed the gas.. He glanced round the room—it was
celd and dismal enough. Nohody’s Study was furnished
" with a chair and a table, and one or two other articles
of furniture—barely enongh. The bedstead was in a
corner, bin there was no bed on it, as the room was hardly
ever used. 2t

After another expressive glance at the junior, the
- Housemaster withdrew, locking “the door, and taking
away the key. ’

Arvthur Augustus shivered, .

“Bai Jove!" he murmured. “This is wathah wotten!
Howevah, a fellah has tp considah lis dig.”

He looked ont of the grimy window. ’Iﬁm window was
guarded by an iron bar. It gave a view of brick walls,

* Gwooh

* Arthur Augustus sat down on the bed.
He did not feel cheerful,

. To be set in opposition to the Head, whom he greatly
respected, and to Mr. Railton, for whom he had a
tremendous admiration, was distinctly unpleasant, Yet
he feit that he had no choice in the matter, M. Selby
bad been brutal, and he felt called upon to chip in. He
could not and wonld not apologize for having been in the
riglyt., a8 he regarded it. } £

ap!

Arthur Angustus jamped up and approached the door,
“Hallo, deah boy!" :
“You're there, Gussy”
It was Blake's voice,
“Yaae.”
“How do you feel?”
“ Wotten I” .
“Ped-up already?:”
“ Gll, Fm !n : -
“Better make up your mind to give Selby some soft
- sawder, Soft sawder don't. cost auything,” said Blake
thronglr the keyhole. ' : .
“Wats .
“Oh, you ass " murmured Blake,
“ Weally, Blake—-" ] 3 '
Then another voice was heard. Tt was the voice of
Kildare ofsthe Sixth; the captain of 8t. Jim's.- -
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' Anhur Augusius sfood nis yroltuu learissty, and the buily of the Sixth pansed, * You'll be Ll‘yhr:putlghet)to your |
er 6.

8enses preity soon,” he snapped, " You ought 10 be sacked for your cheek!”  (See

“Cunt off, Blake, you young rascal. Don’t let me catch
you hanging about here again!”

The key grated in the lock, Kildare came. into the
room, followed by Toby, the page of the School House.
Toby’s rugged face was very commiseraling in its ex-

ression. He liked and admired Arthur Augustus, and

" Ris looks showed his deep sympathy. Toby was laden

with a mattress and bedclothes.
He proceeded to make the hed.
“You seem to have got yonrself into a pretty fix, young

un,” said Kildave.

“ Yaas, Kildare. It's vewy wotten.” '

*“Better make up your mind to do as you're told,” said
the captain of St. Jim's. . “Don’t you know that it’s
;heelgy to be disrespectful to the Head, and jolly bad
orm?” !

“I have no desire to be diswespectful to the Head,”

_said Arthuy Augustus, in distress. I twust Dr. Holmes

will not misconstwne my conduct.  But it is imposs for
me to apoloﬁise to Mr, Selby.”

Kildare s mg]'&ed his shoulders. He had not a very
Ligh opinion of Mr. Selby himself; but he knew what was
due to the discipline of the school. However, it was
evident that there was no arguing with_the swell of the
Fourth. Kildare was of opinion that a night in the
punishment-room would make a considerable difference to
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s views on the matter. .

The bed made, Kildare waited while Toby went away
and returned with & tray. On the tray was a plate of
bread-and-butter-and a cup of cocoa. Toby set the tray

open,” said Tom Merry.

on the table, and, with another commiserating look at
Arthur Augustus, departed. Kildare followed him out,
and locked the door.

As the captain of St. Jim's went down the passage, with
the key in his hand, he paused, and looked in at Studr
No. 6. Blake and Herries and Dighy and the Terrible
Throe were there, in somewhat glum consultation, They
looked glum,ly at Kildare.

“You're to keep away from the punishment-room,”
said Kildave curtly. *You kaow it's not allowed to speak
to a kid detaiuedy there. I caught you at it, Blake. I
ought te report you. Well, T wont; hut don't do it
again, or I shall hiave to. You know what my duty is.”

Kildare left the study without waiting for a reply, and
delivered the key of the punishment-room to Mr. Railton,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at ohe another dubiously.

“That means that Kildave is going to keep his eys
“1 suppose he must.do it, as
he's a prefect. We can’t speak to Gussy.”

. “Poor old Gussy!” said Mauners. “He will be fed up
with it before morning.” . ’ :
Blake grunted. :

“He's an ass,” he said. “But—buf Selby was pitch-
ing into Wally too much. The man’s a beast I

“Yes, rather!” agreed all the chums together, very
heartily. o s g s w o

“And Gussy’s as obstinate as a mule,” 'said Blake
gloomily. “He won't ago!ogi-se to Selby. Goodness
knows how it’s going to end.” )

The “spread ” was on the table, but the chums of the
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Behool House were not feelin% in a mood for jollifica-
tion just them, Their thoughts were with the lomely
jumior shut up in Nobody’s Study. Arthur Augustus was
m the.right in one scnse and in the wrong in another

sense, but it was certain to his chums that he would
mot give in. What was to come of it? :
CHAPTER 4.
Bad Luck All Round!
L ALLO! Funeral going on?®”’
: Thus Figgins of the Fourth.
‘Figgins & Co. had arrived from the New
Houee, They had been invited guests to the
“spread,” and they had arrived. They found .Study
No. 6 looking gloomy and glum, ﬁeuee Figgy's
bumorous guery as to whether a funeral was going on.
“What on earth’s the matter? asked Xerr, “Do you
alwags look as cheerful as this at a tea-party?” :
“T see” yoi've gof the epread ready,” remarked Fatty

Wyun, “You haven't been waiting for ws? I made
these bounders come along on time.'
“Where's Gussy?”
Blake explained. : )
“Oh, my hat!” was Figging’ comment. “What a giddy

kettle of fish! Poor old Gussy! He’s always in the wars,
Last time he was in love; now he’s in the punishment-
toom: That’s the worse, of the two.” .

“Goodness knows how long he’ll stay there,” said
Blake. “He's so jolly obstinafe.” | :

“And there’s the Rookwood match to-morrow,” re-
marked Kerr. “You'll have to fill his place in the
team.”

“I suppose so0.” .

“Better put in a New House chap,” remavked Figgine.
* There’s young Owen—"

“Oh, blow young Owen !” e

" Well, after all, we want to beat Jimmy Silver's team,
and if you can strengthen the eleven, you know—2"

" Bow-wow !”

“It's rough on Gussy,” said Fatty Wynn thoughtfully,
“My idea is that we'd better talk it over while we have
tea. No good letting a good spread speil, you know.”

PFatty Wynn was already beginning. He was sorry for
the mishap of Arthur Augustus, but he was hungry, and
he bad a healthy appetite. The other junmiors followed
his example. A_{ter all, they were hungry, :

Tea was in progress when Wally of the Third arrived.

After his painful experiences in the Form-room, D'Arcy
miner might have been expected to look down in the
mouth. But he didn’t. He was quite serene as he came
into Study No, 6.

‘“Hallo, feeding?” he said cheerily.

“Pile in!” said Blake, “This feed was really got up
for you, you young scamp. It was Guesy's idea.”

= éoo-d old Gussy!” said Wally heartily. “Gussy’s a
good eort. You should have seen him stand up to old
Selby, you chaps. Like a Trojan. I suppose he’s been
licked #” -

& Yeﬁ.”

“Where is he now?”

“Shut up in Nebody’s Study.”

The grin faded from Wally’s
arrested half-way to his mouth.

“My only Aunt June!” he ejaculated. “What have
they shut him up for?”

“He won’t apologise to Selby,”

“Of course he won’t!” said Wally warmly.

“And he’s shut np till he does.”

“Oh, crumbs!” .

The scamyp of the Third had started upon the spread
quite voraciously, But his appetite seemed suddelgy
to have fled. Hiz face was a picture of dismay. He
Inid down kis fork and rose. . - .

" “Where are you going?* asked Tom,

“I'm going to speak to Gussy.” :

“Can’t be did; the prefects are looking after that.”

“I'm going to chance it.”

“ Look Here—

face, and his fork was

e "
The fag did not heed; he quitted the study, aud ran
along the passige. He arrived breathless in the alcove,
and tapped on the door of Nobody’s Study.
“ Grussy.!” he called oiit, .
Tue GEN LiBRARY.—No, 412,

No. 7. “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,”

HOW 0N
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-* Hallo, deah boy I” -

“I say, Gussy— Yaroocoh ! yelled Wally suddenly,
A finger and thumb fastened upon Wally’s ear from

‘ behind, and he was whirled round. He found bimself

looking at Enox of the Sixth,

“Speaking to a kid under detention—what?” said
Enox. “Come along with me, you yourg rascal. You
kuow it’s against the rules.”

“It’s my major in there.” .

“I know all about it,” grinned Kuox. “I’ve been told
to keep. an eye on the punishment-room. Your major is
getting what he deserves, and you're going to. Hold
out your hand!” .

“Look here, Enox——"

“Would you xather be takea to your Form-inaster??
grinned the bully of the Sixth,

Wally grunted, and held out a grubby hand.

Swish !

“Yow-ow-ow ! gelled
him_a tremendous cut.

“8Shut up!” eaid Enox. “Let me catch you breaking
the rules again, and you'll go straight to Mr. Selby,
You know wnhqt you'll get then. Cut off!” :

Wally, with a furious face, squeezing his hand under
his arm, returned to Study No. 6. .

“No go,” he said. “That cad Knox is on the watch.”

¥ 8hush I murmured Tom Merry warningly.

KEnox of the Sixth looked into the study.

“I suppose you kids kmow the order?” he zaid. “Any
jundor found hanging about the ];muiahment-room will be
detained for the next half-holiday. Housemaster's
orders, Mind you don’t get canght, that's all.”

And Knox departed, grinding. Any misfortune that
fell upon Study No. 6 was sure to afford pleasure to their
old enemy. B .

“That would mean ull U.P. with the Rookwood
match,” said Blake. “Well, I suppose we can’t do
Gussy much good by calling him mames through the
keyhole.” )

Wally gave a snort. s

“I'm not goin%lto leave my major stranded,” he said.
“I'm going to have & jaw with old Gussy, anyway.
Blow Knox !

* You young ass!” said Blake crossly. “TYou're the
cause of all the trouble. What did you do to old Selby
to make him lick you at prep?” ) ‘

“Only caught Eim in the ear with a catapult,” said
Wally, " “He’d been licking me for nothing, so I went
for him !

“You young ass!” roared Blake,
been ekinned I” :

“Well, I was golly near skinned when Gussy came in,”
said Wally. “Gussy’s rather an ass, but he’s a hrick,
and I'm going to stand by him. He's not going to he
fed on bread-and-scrape, either, if I can help it. Il
take some of this tommy away with me, and you can bet
that I'll get it to him somehow.”

“You can't!” growled Manners. .

“Oh, you Shell hounders don’t know how to deo
things " said Wally disdainfully. “You leave it to me.
We've got some brains in the Third.”. . i '

And when Wally left Study No. 8 he carried a bundle
with him—tuck that was, somehow, to be conveyed to
Arthur Augustus in the punishment-room, if the devoted
Wally could contrive it.

“Well, it’s a bad bimey,” said Figgine, “T don’t see
what can be done. ‘Gusesy will be left out the Rookwood
match, I suppose.” .

- “Looks like it,” growled Blake.

Figgine & Co. left. They were sympathetic, but there
seemed nothing to be done. The Terrilﬁe Three returned
to their study to finish their preparation in semewhat
dashed spirits. They could not help being concerned
for the unfortunate sweil of the School House,

Arthur Angustus’ plight was known to all the scheol
by this time. - .

Fellows continnally dropped into Study No, 6 to ask for
particulars, Talbot was the first, and then came
Kangaroo and Dane and Glyn, and ‘Gore and Skimpole,
and Reilly and Eerruish and Julian, and Lumley-Luniley
and Levison; in fact, there was quite a procession of
sympathetic inquirers in and out of Study No. 8; til!
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Blake and Herries snd Dighy wovs fed up with the
eitbject. .

e School House prefects were evidently keeping an
eye open, for Julian of the Yourth, venturing to the door
of Nobody’s Study to exchange a word with D’Arcy
through the keyhole, was immediately pounced wpon b;
Rushden. And Julian was caned at ohce, and detaine
for the morrow afternoon—a heavy punishment, for
he had intended to uccompany the St. Jim’s junior eleven
o Rookwoed. .

And worse than that was to happen. Xangaroo of the
Shell made the veature, and he was spotted by Enox,

and marched off to the Housemaster, The sentence of -

detention for Wednesday afterncon was very severe in
his case, for Harry Noble was centre-half in the junior
team, and a tower of strength in Tom Merry’s eleven.
Kaﬁgaroo brought the news dismally to Tom Merry’s
study. .

“You’ll have to fill my place to-morrow,” he said.

“What on ‘earth for?” demanded the captain of the
Shell warmnly. “I've got to fill D'Arcy’s place already,
and I can’t have Juliam, as the young ass has got him-
self detained.” .

“T’'m detained, too,” grunted the Cornstalk jumior. “I
just had & word with Gussy——"" . :

“Oh, 'you duffer!” said Tom crossly. “You haven’{
done Gussy any good, and mow youw've mucked up the
team.”

“Sorry. Can't be helped! 1 didn’t know Enox was
spying,” said Kangaroo glumly, “Can’t be helped now.
I'm detained.” 2

“ Br-p-r-r-r!” .

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows over the footer list as

Kangaroo left the study.
. “Looks ripping for the Rookwood match—I don't
think!” he growled: “I could have put Julian in
Gussy’s place, and tne team wouldn't have been a peuny
the worse. But he's detaimed. Now Kangy’s got it in
the neck. I shall have to put in Owen of the New House
at kalf; and he’s not nearly so good as Kangy. I don’t
know who's to take Gussy’s place at outside-left, Hallo,
"Talbot I

Talbot of the Shell entered the study with a rucful
‘countenance.

“I'm awfully sorry, Tom!"

“ What’s the row?”

“1 suppose you were depending on me for to-morrow?”

“Yes, rather; you know I am!” Tom Merry jumped.
“ Dou't say you're detained.” :

“Y'm sorry, but I am.” .

“Speaking to Gussy?" yelled the cxasperated football
captain. .

“Well, it seemed so rotten poor old Gussy being shut
up there all on his own. I just had a word with Him
through the keyhole, and Davrel spotted me.”

“Oh, you fathead!” groaned Tom Merry, - “There’s
Jimmy Silver’s team at the top of its form, and now I've
lost my best winger, as well as the best half; to say
nothing of Gussy. The match is a goner!” .

“I'm awfully sorry.”

“I should think you are, If any other member of the
team tries to get a word with Gussy, I'll scalp him !
¢ Tom Merry hurried from the study, to speak a word in
~season fo the remaining members of the team who
belonged to the School House. There were no more
“ casualties,” fortunately; but Tom Merry’s prospect for
the morrow was not a rosy one, His best forward and his
best kalf-back were detained, and the only fellow who
could have replaced D’Arcy—Julian of the Fourth-—was
detained, too. There would be three second-rate players
in the eleven that was to face Rookwood's very best. ” No
wonder Tom Merry was exasperated.

CHAPTER 5.
In the Dead of Night!
s Al Jove!” ;
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sat up in bed.
Midnight huad tolled out from the clock-tower
of St. Jim's, and the old school was buried in
darkmess and slumber. .
Arthur Augustus was in bed in the lonely punishment-
room. He was only dozing, however; his merves were in
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s somewhat sxeited state. and he did not sleep 5o somwndiy
as usual, 3

Tap! )

The knock at the Qoor startled him. In the solitude
and darkmess there came back into his mind the uneom-
fortable remgmbrance that Nobody’s Study was supposed
to be haunted. :

Tap!

“ Are you awake, Gussy?’

The whispering voice through the keyhole reassured
Arthur Augustus. He recognised the tones of his
cheerful minor. J '

“Wally! You young boundah ! hs ejaculated.

“Wake up, you slacker! I've been tippinv'on'tha
door-for ten minutes,” growled Wally. *Everybody’s iz
bed, but T don’t want to make a thumping row.”

Arthur Angustus sli%ped out of bed.  The cold was
keen, and he drew the blankets round him, as he stumbled
to the door.

* What are you doin’ out of bed, Wally?” he exclaimed.
“You will get intc a feahful wow if yon are caught.”

Wally chuckled. .

“1 know that, duffer! I've sneaked down out of the
dorm to speak to you. I’ve got some grub for you here.
‘What did you have for tea?”

“ Bwead-and-buttah.” i

“ Well, I've got ham-sandwiches, a saveloy, a cake, and
a bag of tarts, if you can get hold of them.”

“I am afwaid you cannot squeeze them thwough the
keyhole, deah boy.” -

“I'm afraid not, fathead. Have you got a cord or o
string 77

“What for?”

“You could let it down from the window, and pull up
the bundle.” : ’

“Bai Jove!” :

“I can cut out of the house easy enough, Gussy. You
were a brick to stand by me as you did. I'm sorry you
got into this scrape.”

“I only did my dutay as your majah, Wally.” 4

“Are you going to give Selby =zoft sawder in the
norning ="

* Certainly not!”

-“You can't stay here for ever, Gussy.”

“I should pwefer to stay heah for evah, wathah tham
apologise to a person I wegard with contempt.”

“Oh, my only Aunt Jane; he’s c¢n the high horse
again?’ groaned Wally.

“Weally, you cheekay young boundah—"

“ Anyway, here’s the grub. If you haven’t got a eord,
tear up your ghirt, and make one. Buck up!”

“Hold on, deak boy. I am not vewy particulah about
the gwub, but there is somethin’ else you can get for

“Go it! What do yon wantf”

<4 filel” ; ‘

* A—a—a what?” ejaculated Wally.

“I wequire a file to wemove the bahs fwom the
window,”

I’Arcy minor gave a gasp.

“Gussy! You old duffer!
bolting I” he exclaimed.

“Certainly not! I should wegard boltin’ as dis-
wespectful to the Head. But I have to gia in’ the
Wookwood match to-mowwow aftahnoon. ecline to
allow Mr. Selby’s tantwums to interfeah with my football
engagements. I am goin’ ovah to Wookwood.”

“My hat!” "

“Pway give Tom Mewwy a message in the mornin’.
Assuah him that, undah any cires whatevah, I wefuse to
give up my place in the eleven. I cannot go ovah with
the team, but I shall join them at Wookwood. Tell Tom

You're not thinking of

. Mewwy to take my footah clobbah.”

“My only Aunt Jane!” )
“Pway wepeat that message word for word to Tom
Mewwy, Wally. And get a file out of Blake's tool-chest
in-No. 6. I will make a stwing to let down fwom the
window.” Ty :
“(Jussy, old man, there’ll be an awful row——"
“Wats!” : _
“Selby will come after you, very likely~e—"
“Let him I L
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Im!l'.ﬂ;’!l take you & fearful time to file through ths
8.” .

“1 shall have all the mornin’.”

" Look here, Gussy—"

“ Weally, Wally, it is too cold to talk; I am vew
neahly fweezin'. I expected some fellah fo come hefoa
I went o bed, but I suppose the pwefects have been

watchin’

“They have, rather,” chuckled Wally, “Julian and
Talbot and EKangaroo have been detained for to-morrow,
for speaking to you.”

“Bai Jove! Then the team will need me more than
evah. I shall certainly mot fail them, in spite of Mr.
Belby’s tantwums. Pway wun and get that file,
Wally I”

“Oh, all serene!” said Wally. “If you get sacked,
Gussy, we'll go together. We'll make our people send
us to Greyfriars—what?” ’ .

“ Wubbish! Cut off!”

“I'm off I

There was a faint sound of stealthy footsteps; D’Arcy
minor was gone. Arthur Augustus, shivering, sat on his
bed, in the dark, and proceeded to make the required
cord. His experiences as a Boy Scout stood him in good
etead now. He tore one of the sheets into narrow strips
for the llj:l'pose. When the improvised cord was com-
pleted, groped to the window and opemed it. The
strong iron bars prevented a passage through the window,
but he could reach it easily with his hands. He pushed
up the lower sash, and let his cord dangle out.

Wally was evidently already in waiting; for there
eame a pull on the cord. Arthur Augustus jerked at it
in xesponse, to show that he understood. After a few
minutes he drew it slowly up.

There was a weight on the cord now.

Slowly and steadily Arthur Augustus pulled upon it, till
8 bundle reached the window-sill, and was drawn upon
it. The bundle was drawn, with some squeeging, through
the space between the bars. Arthur Augustus closed the
window. ;

He unfastened the bundle in the dark. His fingers
encountered the file, and he hastened to conceal it under
his mattress. The other contents of the bundle were
placed out of sight under the bed.

“All serene?” came a whisper from the keyhole.

Arthur Augustus stepped quickly to the door.

“All sewene, Wally! Thank you vewy much I”

“Oh, don’t mench! But, I say, tiussy, you'd better
ot bolt to-morrow.”

“ Wats!” said Arthur Augustus. His mind was quite
made up on that point.” “Give my. message to Tom
Mewwy, Wally, and don’t forget to tell him to take my
football clobbah with him. I shall vewy likely cleah out
while the chaps are at lessons in the mornin’, Wally.
Tell Tom Mewwy I shall join him at Wookwood. And
X want you to get my ovahcoat and toppah in the mornin’,
and leave them somewhah for me to take. Put them i
the woodshed.” :

“Oh, all right 1

“And in case I have to wun for it, you might wheel
on:e my bike in the mornin’, and leave it neah the side
gate. 3

“Anything else?” . :

“That is all, deah boy. Now go back to your dorm.
I'm fwightfully sleepay!”

“Good-night, Gussy!”.

“Good-night, kid!®

Wally hurried away, and Arthur Augustus turned in
again, mush comforted in his mind. - In spite of Mr
Belby’s tantrums, in spite of everything, Arthur Augustus
wag fully determined to play in the mateh at Rookwood.
4s to what would happen afterwards, he did not give it
much thought. SuEeient for the day was the evil
thereof, and it was 1o nse meeting trouble half-way.

ANSWERS
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CHAPTER 6.
] Never Say Die.
HERE was a vacant place in the Fourth-Form
T Toom the mext morning. thur Ay

IArey was still a prisoner in the punishwent-

room. : .

At breakfast-time his Housemaster had visited him,

with Toby and a tray. Mr. Railton was kindness itself;

. but he found the swell of the Fourth as hard as adamant.
Arthur Augustus was willing to do anything excepting
apologise to Mr. Belby. As that was the onl(y thing
required of him, it was evident that there was “nothing
doing.”

Mr. Railton had left him ‘rather impatiently, and
Arthur Augustus ate his breakfast in solitary state.

After breakfast came Toby to “do” the room.

Knox of the Sixth lounged in the iassage, épute pre-
pared to collar Arthur Augustus if he should attempt
to take the opportunity of bolting. But D’Arcy was not
thinking of bolting just then. He knew that the door
was guarded.

Toby made the bed, and, of course, ke immediately
missed the sheet which Arthur Augustus had manufae-
tured into a-rope the previous night. And as Toby’s
eyes were keen, he also spotted the bundle hidden in a
shadowy corner.

“Oh, Master D’Arcy !” Toby muriaured.

“I twust, Tobay, that you will not betway me!” said
Arthur Augustus, “Pway, don’t say a word about the
sheet, deah becy—not until this aftahnoon, at any rate”

“I'won’t, Master D’Arcy; but—0>"

“Or to-mowwow mormin’,” said Arthur Augustus.
“Then it; will be all wight. way be a pal, deah boy I”

The idea of being a “pal” to the noble Arthur
Augustus would almost have made Toby go through fire
ﬂndg water. The secret of the missing sheet .was locked
deep in 'Poby's faithful breast. .

The bed was made, and the room “done,” and Toby
departed. Knox lounged up to the door with the key in
his hand. .

“Sticking it out—what?” he sneered.

“Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus calmly.

“Silly young ass!” %

“I have not asked for your opinion on my conduct,
Knox, and I wegard your wemark as impertinent.”

Enox made a movement towards the swell of St.
Jim’s. Arthur Augustus stood his ground fearlessty, and
the bully of the Sixth paused.  He did not want to risk
the Housemaster discovering him “pitching into ” the
imprisoned junior.

“Youw'll be hrought to your senses pretty soon!” he
snapped. “You ought to be sucked for your cheek :”

EKnox slammed the door and locked it.

“Wats [ murmured Arthur Augustus.

He went to the window and looked out as well as he
could. He caught sight of Wally of the Third, who
waved his hand and grinned reassuringly.  Arthur
Augustus waved back, satisfied that his minor had done

“what he asked of him.

Wally had, in fact, delivered his message to Tom
Merry, much to the surprise of the captain of the Shell.

Tom was still thinking about it when the juniors had
to go into the Form-rooms. It was true encugh that
D’Arcy would be very valuable if he turned up at Rook-
weod for the match. = With all Arthur Augustus’ elegant
manners and customs, he was a good footballer, and very
fast and sure on the wing. And as Talbot and Kangaroo
were detained hy the Housemaster’s order, Tom Merry
was in need of a good player. - The presence of Arthur
Augustus might possibly make all the difference between
victory and defeat. . i

But the idea of the swell of St. Jim’s clearing out of
the punishment-room and “bolting ” filled Tom with
dismay. ' -

He thought a little furthdr than D’Arcy, and his mind
dwelt upon the possible consequences.

But it was impossible to communicate with Arthur
Augustus, and urge him to give up his reckless scheme,
The junior football captain could not run the risk of
being detained that afternocon, which would have meant
the finish for the chances of St. Jim’s at Rookwood.
Bégides, it would have been useless; he had bad some
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experiences of the exceeding firmmess of the swell of
8t. Jim’s. Whether it was the firmness of the rock, or
the obstinacy of the mule, certain it was that argument
wonld have had no effect whatever upon the determina-
tion of the Hon. Arthur Augustus.

Tom could guess how D’Arcy was spending the inorn-
ing, as Wally had mentioned the file conveyed to him
from Jack Blake’s tool-chest. .

The captain of the Shell was a little absent-minded in
class that morning, and Mr .Linton was sharp with him
on_oedor twice; not guessing the worry that was on Tom's
mind.

While the rest of St. Jim's were grinding away in the
Form-rooms Arthur Augustus was busy.

The file was hard at work on the window-bar.

_Arthur Aungustus knew that he was not likely to be
visited till after morning lessons. He had several hours
before him. He had expected to get through the bar
in less than an hour.

To his dismay he found that it was harder work than
he had anticipated. The file ate away the rusty irenm,
but slowly. )

He discovered that his arm ached considerably after
a short time, and he began to change the file from one
hand to the other, -

“Bai Jove !"” murmured Arthur Augustus, after an hour
of it. *“Bai Jove! It keeps me vewy warm, but it is
vewy unpleasant work. It is wathah hard, too. If I
hadw’t pwomised to play at Wookwood, I should weally
feel wathah inclined to give it nup. ' But nil des
pewandum !

Grind, grind, grind! ; .

Both his arms were aching by the time the bar was cut
throngh. But for the rust that had eaten deep into it
the file would never have severed it in the time. Arthur
Augustus grasped the bar and tried it. It did not yield
the fraction of an inch. He set to work upon the other
end of it, greasing his file with a fragment of butter he
had thoughtfully saved from breakfast. .

Twelve o'clock boomed out from the old tower. The
Lar still held its place.

“0Oh, cwumbs ¥ murmured Arthur Augustus,

There was a sound of cheery voices from the guad-
rangle. The 8t. Jim’s fellows were out of the Form-room.
“YWhat wotten luck!” groaned the swell of St. Jim's.

Arthur Augustus had ¢aleulated very eunningly. He
lad intended to take French leave while boys and
masters were occupied in the Form-room. But the filing
had proved too long a process. :

School was out now. : 4 :

The junior eleven were catching an early train for
Rookwood, and were not waiting for dinner. The journey
was & long ome,

Evidently the imprisoned member of the team would
not-be able to catch the same train.

Arthur Augustus filed away desperately. He ceazed at
last, and dragged at the bar.

Snap! .

“Huwway

The obuoxious bar was eut at last.

Freedom lay before the swell of St. Jim's—at the bottom -

of a sheer drop of well over forty feet.

But that was a trifle to the determined Gussy.

He sat on his bed, and proceeded to cut up the bed-
clothes with his pocket-knife, and plait the strips into a
rope. The damage to the bedclothes could not be.helped,
it could be paid for afterwards. At present the pressing
matter was to obtain a rope to reach the ground.

With nimble, tireless fingers, the swell of St. Jim's
plaited away, The rope grew and grew under his hands,
curling about his feet like a serpent.

CHAPTER 7.
Off to Rookwood.
L EADY !” said Tom Merry.
R “Here we are!” said Figgins.

The team were about to start.

Talbot and Eangaroo accompanied them as
far as the gate, with dolorous-looks, and so did Julian
of the Fourth.. Detention held them within the walls
of St. Jim’s. They could not very well grumble, as they
had known the risk when they broke the rule concerning
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the prisoner in the punishmentroom. DBub it was hard,
all the same. '

Tom Merry had filled Talbot and Kangaroo's places,
the former with Reilly of the Fourth, the latter with
Owen of the New House, also of the Fourth. The team
now consisted of Fatty Wynn, goal; Herries and Reilly,
backs; Redfern, Owen, Lowther, halves; Eerr, Figgins,
Tom Merry, Blake, and D’Axcy, forwards—D'Arcy’s place
being still open if he turned up. But as Tom Merry had
little faith ifi Arthur Angustus D’Arcy turning up, he
was taking along Digby for outside-left. The team had
been sowmewhat rearranged, to put the reserves in the
places where they were most fitted. Three or four fellows
were going over with the team—not many, as the distance
made the railway fare an object.

It was a very good team, but not the strongest that

“ Tom Merry could have put into the field under happier

circumstances. Dig, -of course, was very keen to play,
but he did not pretend to have the pace of his noble
chum Gussy on the wing. Talbot and Kangareo were o -
serious loss, But it could not be helped; and Tom had
the satisfaction, such as it was, of knowing that he had
got together the best junior team that 8t, Jim’s could
provide under the cireumstances.’

“ Good-bye and good-luck !” said Talbot.

“And look ont for Gussy in an aeroplane,” grianed
EKangaroo.

And they started. .

Blake had scuttled round the house to take a “squint,"
as he expressed it, at the window of the punishment-
reom, and he was locking very thoughtful as the party
tramped down the road with their bags.

“It's hard cheese on poor old Gussy,” said Dig. “Of -
course, the duffer won’t be able to bolt.”

“He's going to try,” said Blake. “He’s been vsing
that file.” [

“How do you know:” ’

“T've had a Eq;llill(‘; at his window. The har’s gone.”

“ Great Scott!” ’

Tom Merry looked very anxious,

“ Fhere’s no way of getting down from the window!” he
exclaimed,

“Oh, Gussy's a scont!” said Blake. “Any scout can
make a rope, if he's got the materiale. Gussy would
think nothing of vipping wp the bedelothes. His noble

- pater would have to pay for ‘em.”
i

“The reckless ass!” said Tom, frowning.

“Oh, he’s safe enough ! But "—Blake shook his head—
“he won't get clear. Why, the plade is swarming with
people who'll spot him. Of course, most of the fellows
won’t give him away if they see him; Levison or Mellish
might, thongh. Buf the prefects will spot him.”

“Sure to,” agreed Tom. o

“Ho'll be collared and yanked back at once,” said
Blake. “Poor old CGussy—always running his noble
naﬁgez‘ against a brick wall. There isu’t a chance in a
million of his getting to Rookwood. Still, I've got his
clobber in my bag, ready for him if he does come.”

“All the better for him if he’s stopped,” said Kerr.
“The Head will be in an awful wax about it.”

“By Jove, he would!”

“Blessed if I know whether I ought to play him if he
does come !” said Tom.

“0Oh, rats!” exclaimed Blake warmly. “You’ll have
to, of course—Gussy isn't goirigooto take the risk for
nothing. If he turns up at kwood, he plays, of
course.”

“1°[1 gtand out, if he does,” said Dig. “But he won't.”

Convinced as they were that Arthur Augustus wounld
not succeed in getting clear, the juniors looked back
several times as they walked down to Rylcombe. But
there was no sign of the swell of St. Jim’s in pursuit.

At Rylcombe they had'to wait five minutes for the local
train; but it volled away, without anything being seen of
Arthur Angustus, : : :

The party-had to change at Wayland Junction for the
express. ‘They crossed to their platform, with tea
minutes to wait for thée train. )

“T shouldn’t really be surprised if Gussy turned up at
the last minute,” Blake remarked thoug'ht't‘ully. “ Hallo,
there’s a car, anyway!” #

Zipzip! Hoottoof! . RN

A car had stopped outside the station. i
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“Gussy ean't have got a_car,” said Figgins.
“ My only hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “Selby!”
My, Selby, the master of the Third, dashed upon the
platform. 'His face was red and excited.
He rushed u!) to the group of astonished foothallers,
“Is D’Arcy here?” he panted. )
“D’Arcy!” No, sir!” ’
“Has he bunked?” ejaculated Blake.

Mr. Selby did not reply to that question, He scanned

the group of juniors to satisfy himself that Arthur

Augnstus D’Arcy was indeed nof there. Then he stood -

watching the entrance to the platform; like a cat watch-
ing for a mouse. .
om Merry & Co. exchanged glances.

It was evident that Arthur Augustus had “bunked,”.
and that the master of the Third guessed his destination,
snd had comeé to stop him, '

Blake set his teeth.

“Tite ‘meddling rotter!” he wmuttered: *“Te ain't
Gussy’s’ Form-master—it’s no Dbusiness of his! *~ Whay
can’t he keéep out of it?”

“ Wouldn’t .be like him!” growled Herrles.

“Like his cheek to he after Gussy!” :

“I—I say,” murmured Herries, “I—I suppose it
wouldn’t 'do to scrag him, would it??

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fathead " said Tom Merry.

“He ought to he seragged!” growled Blake, “But
there’s a silly vule against seragging Form-masters,
Bléw him ™ .~ . . |

The express was signalled. The juniors waited—and
Mr. Selhy waited. The situation was growing exciting. .

.

CHAPTER 8.
. Bolted! ;

A ND where was the Honourable Arthur Angustus?

: The swell of §t. Jim’s was on lis mettle,
The rope had been plaited from the strips of
hedclothes by the active fingers skilled in scout-
craft. The rope finished, Arthur Aungustus carefully
- tested every foot of it.” He was reckless, but he did not
mean to-run unnecessary risks, The bare ides of shoot-
ing down lo thé ground, and landing there in a smashed
heap, was very uncomfortable. But the rope was strong,
and more than capable &f beaving his weight. It would
have been g 'different. matter with Fatty Wyan; but

Arthur Augustus D*Arcy was not a heavy-weight,

“That's all wight !” murmured Arthur Augustus, when

ke was satisfied of the stiength of the rope. “Now for it,

bai Jove! If Wally’s left out my bike, I can cut acwoss

to Wayland fastal than that ewawlin’ local twain, and

calech the expwess along with the team. Bai Jove, won't
- they e surpwised to see me!”

ith a chuckle, the swell of St. Jim’s secured the end
of the rope to & remaining fragment of the filed bar, He
aHowed the rope to slide down out of the window, and
had the satisfaction of seeing that several feet of it
trailed on the ground. The window of Nobody's Study
was not overlooked. Bare brick and stone walls shut
in the narrow space owtside it—only a slight glimpse of
the quad could be had, Arthur Augustus had no fear
of being observed in his descent. It was after that that
the dangers would begin. ’

He clamhbered actively through the window, and swung
on the rope. Avthur Augustus had plenty of pluck, an
the dizzy height did not make his head swim.

Hand below hand, he lowered himself nimbly.

Lower and lower, swiftly and surely, till his feet
touched the ground. Then he paused to take breath.

But he dig not waste time. He had succeeded so far.
It remained to get clear of the precincts of St. Jim’s-
unseen, if possible. But.seen or not, Arthur Augustus
intended to go, even if he went with two or three prefects
raging on his track.

e crept to a corner and peered out over the quad,” It
was deserted. Arthur Awgustus realised that it was
dinner-time, though he was not thinking of his dinmer,
He gave a little chirrup of glee. The fellows and.the
masters would all be indoors; nothin§ would be simpler
than to get clear—unseen, ursuspected. L

That happy thought had just come into his mind when
@ loud exc{)am'éit-iou from above reached his eaxs.
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He glanced up in alarm.

The head and shoulders of Knox of the Sixth appeared
from the window of the punishment-room. The prefect
was glaring down at him in astonishment,

“Great Scott] D’Arcy! Stop, vou young rascal !

“Bai Jove!”

“Filed, by thunder!” ejaculated Knox, *A rope, by
gad!‘ You young scoundrel, come into the House at
once I

Arthur Angustus set his teeth,

He was discovered!

He realised that Toby must have brought his dinuer
to the punishment-room, with the prefect in ‘attendance
- to unlock the door, and, of course, it had been discovered

immediately that the room was empty,

Arthur Augustus thanked his lucky stars that he had
not heen a few minutes later. Had Knox entered while
he was still in the room, he would have noted the filed har
at once, and escape would assuredly have been cut off.
But_Arthur Augustus, ag it happened,-was ahead.

“Do you hear me” yoared Knox, -
“Go and eat coke, rou wottal!” was Arthur Augnstus®

eply.

“Stop I ) ;

Arthur Augustus did not stop. His only idea was to

reach his bike, and flee. He rushed for the woodshed:
Knox withdrew from the window. Shoving aside the

astounded Toby, the prefect rushed out of the punish-

ment-room, and dashed down tle stairs. The bully of the

B

Sixth was due in the dining-room, but he was only think- .

ing at that moment of recapturing the junior. It was
his duty as a prefect, and Kaox was very zealous in the
performance of his duties, wien he conld make somebody
uncomfertable thereby. The prefect hounded down the
stairs three at a time, and rushed for the door, and there
Wwas & roar as he rushed into Mr. Sclby, who was cressing
the ]m}l tolfvards the dining-room, -
P sh E

“Yah !
Mr. Selby went fiying. Kunox staggered back dazedly
from the shock, and Mr. Selby rolled on the floor,
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Knox, clinging 6 the banisters.
Mr, Selby sat up. :
“What! Who— ih, Enox!
- into me, Enox! How dare
a—a wild beast, Knox!*
hurt. I believe T am injured.
ruffianly imbecile!”
“I—I beg your pardon, sir!” panted Enox. “I—T was
after D"Arey !
Knox was winded, but he knew how to make peace with
Mr. Selby.
That gentleman bounded to his feet.

How dare you rush
ou collide with me like a—
rieked Mr. Eelby.
Ah-b-h! Enex, you—you

“D’Arey ! he ejaculated. “D'Arey of the Fourth, do

you mean?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Is he not in the punishment-room*’

“He has holted, sir.” ; ’

. Goodness gracious!” Mr. Selhy gasped for breath, and
his eyes glittered green,  “That insolent hoy—he has
gone! Bub how—how?”

“Out of the window, sir,”

“ But—but the barf”

“ Filed away, sir.”

“Good heavens! He must heve had aceowplices in this,
then!” exclaimed Mr. Selby. The Thi!‘d-%zorm master
almost forgot that his tumble had hurt him.
quite right to follow him at once, Knox, though yOu
might have been move careful. Where is he now:”

“I saw him in the quad, sir.” ’

“Come—come with me at once i

Mr. Selby rushed out into the quadrangle, with Enox
af his heels. Mr. Selby would as soon have been deprived
of his victim as a eat of a mouse within reach of her
claws. The Form-master was not likely to forget or
forgive the way Arthur Augustus had stood up to him
in the Form-room, and defied him before the eyes of all
the fags of the Third. The longer Arthur Augustus
remained in the punishment-room before he rendered the
apology, the better Mr, Selby would be pleased; and the
})ar.elx 20 of the junior evading his punishinent made him

urigus, :
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i Lash! Mr, Selby's cane came dowa across the shoulder of the Honourable Arthar Audustus, and the swell of

5t Jim's uttered a sudden yelp of pnin.. ““Wow! Oh, you wottah [*

(See Chapler 1.)

Alaster and prefect dashed out of the House, and round
the building. There was a shout from Knex.

“There He is, sir!” -

“ Where—where?” N

“The woodshed! This way, sir!”

“ Seize him, Enox!” .

Arthur Argustus D'Arey had just come out of the wood-
shed. He had found his coat and hat there, placed in
readiness by the obliging Wally. He came out in coat
and topper—to find Knox streaking for him as if on the
cinder-path, and the Form-master runniag laboriously
behind. Enox was in the lead now. é .

Arthur Augustus’ eyes gleamed.

“ Stop I roared Knox.

“RBtop!” screamed Mr. Selby.

D'Arcy dashed away at top speed, .

He was guite as good a runner as Enox—better, in fact.
Kaox had the advantage of years, but his wind had been
i!lapped away by cigarettes. Arthur Augustus ran like a

eer. :

He vanished round the outbuildings, heading for the
side-gate. If Wally had carried out his instructions, his
bike ‘was there. Once astride his faithful “jigger,” all
was serene! ) ‘ ‘

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

“ Good old Wally!” gasped D’Arcy. «

The bike was there, leaning against the wall just inside
the gate. Arthur Augustus iore the gate open, rushed
the bike out, and the gate slammed behind him. A topper
and a coat were not exactly snitable attire for quick
riding, but it was tpo late to think of that.  Arthur
Aungustus hopped on his machine, and his feet hit the
pedals hard, and they fairly flew round.

A fow seconds later Knox dragged the gate zﬁen and
rushed out. Arthur Augustus was turning into the high-
road on the bike, and he disappeared the next moment.

Mr. Selby came Ean‘aing up. )

“ Have you caught him, Knox? Why are you dawdling
bere? Where—" L

“He's got a bike, sir. He’s gone!”

“ A bicycle ! shouted Mr. Selby, “Itisa plot! He has
had accomplices in this!” '

“No doubt about that, sir,” said Knox. “I fancy the
others were with him in this, They want him in the
junior team. He’s gone after them, I should say.”

« After them? After whom?” & 2

“Tom Merry and the rest.”

“Eh! Where have they gone, then? Are they not ab

dinner:” )
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Kaox grinned a little. -
whatever in foothall; he never knew when there was a
first eleven maich on, let alome a junior fixture. The
Rookwood mateh, so important to Tom Merry & Co., was
nothing at all in the eyes of Mr. Selby. He had never
even heard of it.

“They’re gone over to Rockwaod, sir,” Enox explained.

- “D’Arcy was in their team, but, as he was detamed, he
couldn’t go.” '

“Bless my soul! Do you seriously mean to tell me,
RXnox, that the boy can lLave had the astounding audaeity
Yo break detention to play in a foptball matehr™

“Just like one of those cheeky kids in Study 6, sir,
I haven’t the least doubt of it.,”

Mr. Selby almost raved. "

“But such a flagrant defiance of authority, it is
unkeard of. He must be stopped, brought back, punished !
Why, if such a defiance of authority is allowed to pass
there will be an end of all discipline in the school. He
must be prevented from going, Kuox!”

W Eo’a gone, sir!” :
" Harve the others started?” ; '
“Well, they’ll have to go from Wayland Juuction,”

said Knox, ‘“The express can’t have goné yet. I suppose

D’Arcy intends to join them on his bike, That must be
the idea.” :

“He must be stopped !” raved Mr. Selby.

Knox did nbt reply. He was moTe than willing to
stop Arthur Augustus, if it could be dome, and dis-
appoint him, b'ut.tlze did not see how it was to be done.

“Come with me, Knox, ' The boy is ruffianly enough
to resist, and I may need help. We will take the local
train from Bylcombe.” T

“It’s gone long ago, sir. They caught that to Wayland.
The next doesn’t get there till Jong after the express has
gone,’

“He shall not escape!” thundered Mr. Selby.

“1 don’t see~——" ’

“Go to the garage at once, Knox, and order out the
car, Use m{ authority. Tell the chauffeur not to lose
an instant. Weo will go to Wayland. The ear will travel
faster than a bicgele.” . w0

“I—I haven't had my-dinner, sir.”

“Never mind your dinner; Knox, I have not had mine.
At such a time as this onoe must be prepared to make
little sacrifices for the good of the school.”

“Very well, sir.”

Knox started for tlie garage, .and Mr. Selby rushed
into the House to change his gown and cap for a coat
and a hat. Enox was iit a bad temper by this time. He
was very keen to be “down” on Study No. 6 in any

- manner whatever, but he did not want to miss his dinner,
As for the “good of the school,” he knew that what Mr.
Selb{x wag thinking of was not the discipline of 8t. Jim’s,
but his own private animosity. Bub there was umo help

for it, and Enox carried out Mr. Selby’s instructions.
Five minutes later .the car was buzzing awa{ to

Wayland, with Mr. Selby and Knox seated in it. They

kept their eyes wide open for a cyclist, but they did

not spot Arthur Augustus ou the way., The swell of

St. Jim’s was riding hard by short cuts that the car could

not take., But Mr. Selby had no doubt that the rapid
car would beat the bicycle in the race to the station,
and he looked forward with spiteful satisfaction to
marching Arthur Augustus D'Arcy back to 8t. Jim's—

-

back to a caning and the punishment-room !

CHAPTER 9, - .
- Touch and Go, -
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was simply flying
along on the bike. .

His silk hat was on the back of his head, his

coat-tails were. flying in the breeze, his hand-
some trousers were bagging dreadfully as he ground away
at the pedals, But for onee the swell of 8t Jim’s was
not thinking of his clobber,. Even clobber had faken a
secondary place now. He had time to get to Wayland
Junction for the express, and to join the party for Rook-
wood, but only just time. He fairly flew, and he did not
even observe that one of his trouser-legs was ripped, and
that mud spattered him abiove the knees, ’

Tre Gew Liprary.—No.

Mr. Selby took mo interest

He came out into the Wayland road with a rush, and
buzzed om intg the town and to the station, The big
station clock caught his eye. Three minutes mote! He -
gave a gasp of velief as he jumped off his machine.

“ Done if, bai Jove!”

Then his eyes fell upon Dr. Holmes’ motor-car standing
outside the station, and upon Krox sitting in the car.
Mr. Selby was inside the station, Enox, the prefect, was
ke.&[nng watch outside in the car. .

erald Knox spotted Arthur Augustus just as Arthur
Augustus spotted him. Arthur Augustus leaned breath-

- lessly on his bike, and ejaculated:

]

“Bai Jove !

“Caught I chuckled Kuox.

He jumped out of the car. '

But Arthur Augustus was not caught yet.

He leancd the bike agaipst the red pillar-box outside
the station, and ran in. Knox made a grab at him, and
missed, I’Arey dodging him like a Bugger three-quarter
eluding a tackle. 'ge vanished, panting inte the station
entrance. '

Kiox paused there, grinuning. Mr. Selby was on the
departure platform, watching. The swell of 8t. Jim’s was
not likely to elude him. Xnox stationed himself in the
entrance to eut off D'Arcy’s escape. Taken hetween two
fires, as it were, Arthur Augustus certainly seemed to be
it the end of his tether.

The swell of §t. Jim's did not stop for a ticket. He
knew that the express was signalled, and he rushed for

" the platform. The porter at the gate was well acquainted

with the Honourable Arthur Augustus, and he did not
stop him. He had observed the foothall team on the plat- .
form, and could guess that this was a belated member
of the team trying to catch the train. )

There was o geveral gasp from Tom Merry & Co. as
they spotted the swell of St. Fim's coming breathlesely
on the. platform,

“Cave !” yelled Bluke.

* Look out, Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus panted.

* All sewene, deak boys! Heah I am!”

- - “Look out!” shrieked Dig.

“Aweat Scott i” :

Arthur Augustus was about to join his comrades, wien
he became aware of Mr Selby bearing down on him. He
kad not had time to think, and he had not yet realised .
that Knox was not likely to have come over in the Head's
car by himself. But at the sight of the Third-Form
master D’Arey understood all,

He stood rooted to the platform, the Form-master iu-
térposing between him and the football team.

“Stop!” eaid Mr, Selby acidly.

“0Oh, cwikey !’

. “You will return to the schoel with me immediately,
D’Arcy. I fully understand your insolent plan of going
tg Rookwood, in spite of your detention. You will
certainly not be allowed te do anything of the kingd.
Come I” .

Arthur Augustus backed away as Mr, Sclby reached
out & hand to place on his shoulder.

“Weally, Mr, Selby—-7"

“D’Arcy, ¥ command yor-—-"

*“You are not my Form-mastah, sir, and I wefuse to
wecoghise your wight to give me ordahs!” - -

“You impertivent young raseal!”

“I decline to be ealled an impertinent young waseal ™™ -~
exclaimed ~ Arthur Aungustus indignantly, “Bai Jovel
Sﬂeﬁh Lomes the twain! Pway allow me to pass, M.

£ oy !U

The express came roaring in, and stopped. Tom Merry
& Co. boarded the train. They had omly a minute to
do so, Herries made a stride towards Mr. Selby,
probably with some half-formed intention of “ seragging
him; and Jack Blake dragged him back in time, and
bundled him into the train.

* Look here—" hegan Herries, .

“You sit down, fathead!” said Blake, “You're ot
goiuf' to ask for the sack. Form-masters are sacred, old
scout.”

‘“It’s hard cheese, but it’s all up with Gussy,” said Tom. -

Merry, “Good-bye, Guesy, old son i

0. 412, . :
No. 7.. ©THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,” 3> OUT TO-DAY., BUY IT AT ONCE| -



¢ Wy

\

¥

* Evety Wednesday,

Arthur Augustus panted with wrath. He made a rush
for the train, and Mr. Selby promptly seized him, and
held him back. The junior could easily -have laid the
Form-master low with an upper-cut, but angry as he was,
Arthur Au%;lst_ua fortunately did not go to that length.
The doors slammed, the juniors in the train shouted good-
bye to the disappointed Gussy, and the express glided out
of the station. : :

Mr, Selby held the swell of the Fourth in a firm grip
till the tram was quite out of the station. Then he
released him, with a grim smile. :

“You will now come with me, D’Arcy.
this conduct to the Head.”

Arthur Augustus set his teeth. i

“I wegard this intahfewence as uttahly unwawwanted,
sir,” he eaid. . . :

“Silence !

I shall rep.ort

Follow me!” -

Mr. Belby strede away, frdvruiug, and Arthur Augustus

followed him. The express being gome, and with it all
chanee of getting to Rookwood with the team, Mr. Selby
bad uo doubt that the rebellious junior would follow him
guietly to the car, an% return to 8t. Jim’s. ’

But nothing was flirther from the thoughts of the
Honourable Arthur Aungustus -

He was not beaten yet. The firmness of a rock and
the obstinacy of a mule combined were as nothing to the
determination of Arthur Augustus at this moment.

He was not at the end of his resources by any means,
and his noble brein was working rapidly. .

He followed Mr. Selby out of the station, Knox of the
Sixth greeting him with a sneering grin. ;

“Get into the car, D’Arey.”

Arthur Augustus crossed the pavement towards the car,
. But he did not get in. As he reached it he mad

e a
sudden sﬁ:m , and rushed for his bicycle, still leening
on the pillar-box,.

E“ Stop him, Knox!" shouted Mr. Selby, in.anger and
alarm. L

Knox rushed at the swell of 8t. Jim's. - e

D’Arcy. reached the bike, and Knox reached him,
Knox grasped him by the shoulder with one hand, and
eeized the handle-bars of the machine with the other.

“Let go, you wottah!" panted D’Arcy.

*Stop, you young fool! Oh—ah—yah!” ;

Arthur Angustus was desperate. He hit out, and his
fist.came with a terrific thump on Knox’s chest. The
Sizth-Former staggered back, and sat down on the pave-
ment, dragging the bike down with him. He leb
out a fearful yell as the pedal clanged on his shin.

“D’Arey!” shrieked Mr -Selby.

“Yow-ow-ooop !” yelled Knox. - .
. D’Arcy did not reply.. He was rumning. In s
twinkling almost he disappeared in the traffic of Way-

land High Street.

“Good heavens!” gasped Mr, Selby. “Enox, follow
him—puraue him 1” )

“Yoooop " groaned Knox.
hurt! Grooooh!”

“ Really, Enoz——" "

* Wow-wow-wow ! .

Mr. Selby gave an impatient snort, and strode after
Arthur Augustus himﬂel}. The loungers and cabmen
outside the station were grinning hugely. Digmity
forbade Mr. Selby to start upon a wild footrace with the
runaway junior. But if he had run his hardest he would

“QOh, my shin! Ow! I'm

_ not have had much chance in a footrace with the Fourth.

" appeared from sight. The

Former. Arthur Augustus could have given him fifty
vards in a hundred and beaten him early.

Mr. Selby paused in the High Street, and- blinked
furiously affer the vanished jumior. I’Arcy had dis-
Form-master, gritting his
teeth, returned to the car and the groaning prefect.

CHAPTER 10,
A Race on the Road, i

o AT Jove!. That was a.nawwow squeak *
B Arthur Augustus slackened down, panting

but victorious. o
He had lost his train, and he had lost his
bike.. But he had other resources, if there was time.

And he did not lose a moment. g ;
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At a quick walk he hurried in the direction of Wayland -
garage. He reached it in a few minutes. o
Arthur Augustus was well known there. Many a time
he had telephoned for a car for some excursion, and mwore .
than once he had hired a car to take out the wounded
soldiers from the hospital, His noble pater had -some-
times had quite extensive bills to Fay for those little

. excursions.” Arthur Augustus sauntered into the .office

in quite a leisurely way. He wanted a car, but he did
not want to make it known what he wanted it for by
any means. - -

“ Good-aftahnoon, Mr. Wheeler !”

* Gtood-afternoon, sir!” said Mr. Wheeler urbanely.

“I suppose I can have my usual cah?”

“ Certainly, sir.” )

“The fact is, I am wathah in a huwwy,” said Arthar

" Augustus.- “I've lost my twain, and it's a maltah of

ovahtakin’ a footah team in time fo play in the match.
Will you let them wun out” the cah as quickly as.
possible?” : i

“Certainly, certainly.”

Mr. Wheeler’s charge was three guineas for the first
fifty miles, and a shilling a mile afterwards. Most junior
schoolboys applying for o car on those terms would
probably have been asked for a sight of the cash. But
the son of Lord Eastwood was not troubled in that way.
Mr. Wheeler was only too ready to put it down to the
account, to be settled by a chegque from his lordship.
And Arthur Augustus had no doubt that his'noble pater
would pay that little bill quite cheerfully when he kuew
how extremely urgent, the case had been. In that Arthur
Augustus was probably mistaken. But he did not care .
in the least if the bill was etopped. from his allowance.
There was only one thing that mattered, and that was to
get to Rookwood in time for the football mateh. :

A handsome car was soon in readiness in the garage
yard. Arthur Augustus was keeping one eye -on the
street, wondering whether Mr. Selby would * tumble”
to his plan, and come along to stop it. But there was
no sign of Mr. Seﬂay. : . N

“ Ready, sir,” said the chauffeur, touching his cap. | -

“Vewy good! I want you to get to Wookwood as fast
as poss, chanffenr. You go thwough Latcham, and then
to Coombe. Make her wip, deak boy.”

““Yes, sir!” grinned the dear boy. A B

Avthur Augustus. .stepped into. the car, and ibe

- chauffeur started it, The swell of 8t. Jim’s gave a quick

%lan'cé tound as the car glided out into the
ut the enemy was not in sight. -
“ Now let her wip{” exclaimed Arthur Aungnstus,
The car “rippad " along the Wayland voad.
Hoot-toot-toot ! .
Arthur Augustus jumped. i .
Ahead of him on the road was another ¢ar, aud he
recognised Dr. Holmes’ Mercedes; The next moment he
recopuised the hacks of two heads in it—the heads of -
Gerald Knox and Mr, Selby.
“Gweat Scott!” murmnured Arthur Augustus, ia

igh Btreet.:

Mr. Selby and Knox were on their way back to the
school. They had started in the car while Arthur
Augustus was busy at the garage. For some distance
their way- lay along. the Wayland road—the same as
Arthur Augustus’ way. - They were only a few minutes
ahead, and he had overtaken them, ' :

“Bai Jove, how uttahly wotten! Stop, Wobinson--no,
keep on! Make her wip!" shonted Arthur Augustns.

Mr. Selby had glanced round at the sound of a car
hooting behind him. . 7

His face was a study as he spotted Arthur Angustus
in the following car.

“D'Arcy,” he ejacnlated—%in a caf! Good heavens!”

“D'Arcy !” repeated Knox, with a whistle. “He's gob
a car for Rookwood, by Jove! - Of all the cheek—"

My, Selby jumped u.f , and waved to D’Arcy’s chauffeur.

“Stop!” he shrieked, “I command you, stop!”

The chauffeur did not even look at him. A sudden -
excited command from a perfeot stranger was not likely
to make him stop. D’Arcy’s car was passing the -
Mercedes now, and drawing ahead. - '

“D’Arcy! Stop!” . - "

“Stop, you cheeky young villain!” yelled Knox. .
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That was all D’Arcy’s reply.

- The car rushed on, and Mr. Selby was Ieft behind.. The :

master of the Third almost danced with rage.

He had given up the chase of the elusive junior as a
bad job; but, the express beinﬁ ag«me, he had had no
dmzbgo-that D’Arey, on his part, given up the idea of

ing to Rookwood. Mr. Selby had the satisfaction of
eeling that he had kunocked that idea on the head, ab
any rate. 3 %

But the sight of the swell of St, Jim's tearing along
in a big car acquainted him with the true facts at once.
The unbeaten Gussy was still bound for Rookwood. It
was defeat for My. Selby, after all—and Mr. Selby would
have sacrificed o year’s salary rather than have allowed
the truant to have his way. '

He leaned forward and yelled to his chanffeur.

 Follow that car! Overtake it—hurry!”

Dr. Holmes’ chanffenr put on speed.

It was a race now between the two cars.

They were about e%
both of them fairty flew along the hig!

Arthur Augustus held on his bé)fpe’r

e Bt

road. .
and looked back,

A hundred yards behind, th Jin's car was tearing
ou his track, with Mr. Selby in it, geeticula.tm wildly,
“Bai Jove, they’re. chasin’ me!” murmured D’Arcy.

“Qld Selby is wathah a etickah. I say, Wobinson "—the
chanffeur’s name was not Robinson, but Arthur Augustus
called all chavffeurs Robinson, that being the name of the
. family chauffeur at home—" Wobinson, deah boy, make
her wip! There's a cheeky wottah twyin’ to wace ua.
Don’t let our car be beaten on the woad, Wobinson !”

“Leave i} to me, sir 1 chuckled the chauffeur.

’Arey’s driver was of the true race of chauffeurs; he
would rather have smashked up anyhpody’s car than have
been beaten on.the road. * ‘

The car fairly hummed along.

After it came the Head’s car, humming, too. Mr. Selby
was urging on his driver. Knox locked rather uneasy
as the milestones flashed past, and loud shouts came from
angry. deivers of other v&ﬁcles.

“We're exgeeting the speed limit, sir,” eaid Enox.
« Nonsense ! gaid Mr. Selby. -

“But we are, sir..
miles-an hour.”
“ Rubbish - .

Mr. Selby was not to be veasoned with, He was risking’

fetting a smmmons. for. furious driving, but he was tco
gnfrygt_o think of that. The racing cars would prohably
1o

have got- a mile out of Wayland without being -

opped, but:for the fact that many of the gentlemen
::itllszatQp-wztches,'who were woul {o lurk behind lhcdges
and lay traps for reckless motorists, were awa at the
war. It was his serene Mightiness the Ogre of Europe
40 whom Mr. Selby owed it that he could break the law
with impunity,. = . . . - : ’

“We -shall catch him!” panted Mr.
Selby. “I will follow him all the way

. to Rookwood if necessary.”
“Unless we get pulled up,” mumbled
Knox,

“ Nonsense |”

“It means a summons, sir.” |

“ Pray do not talk rubbish, Enox.”

“Ob, all right, sir!” 7

Arthur Augustus looked round over
the hack of his car. -His face was
flushed with excitement; he bhad for-
gotten even the Rookwood mateh, and
was enjoying the race. He Wwaved his
eveglass to his pursuers engonraginglz.

Mr. Selby shook his fist in answer to
that encouraging wave. He was quite
beside himeelf with anger. He did
not stop to conmsider what the Head
wae likely to say or think-about this
reckless use of his car:

‘Fen miles had slipped under the
wheels. The two cars, still separated
bysabout a hundred yards, were follow-
ing a white road across a moor.
Then the Head’s chauffeur. slackened
doan.
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Mr. Selby shouted at him furiously. .
“What do yon mean?. What are you stopping for?”
“Beg pardon, sir—-"

« Ge% on!” :

“Very well, sir; but I thought T ought to mention——"

“Nonsense! You. are losing time. If that truant
escapes, I shall hold you responsible !” shouted Mr. Selby.

“Very well, sir; only we can’t go much further.”

“ Why—why not?”

“T’ve gob bavely enough petrol left to get back to the
school, si¥, if we turn 'in now.” g

“Petrol! Petrol! What—what?”’ Mr. Selby almost
foamed. “Do you mean to say that you have heen
imbecile enough to come out without sufficient petrol?”

* “You ordered the car for Wayland, sir,” said the

driver surlily, “I didn’t know there was a leng stretch
to follow. wasn’t told.”

“Do you mean to say you cannot keep on?”

“Certainly, sir; but I can’t get back again if I do.”

“You must obtain petrol from somewhere!”

“TI’ll stop in the next town, sir, and try, if'you like,”
said the chauffeur. “I don’t say I can. I'll try. What
I knows is that Dr. Holmes ‘ave ordered this car for four
o’clock this arterncon, and I ain’t too much time to get
back now.”

My, Selby fairly gasped,

. To renew the su 1ply of petrel would take time, even if
it was possible. - A? ho;:e of recapturing Arthur Augustus
was at an end now. D
the distande naw. .

“Return to Wayland ! snapped Mr, Selby savagely.

The chauffenr turned the car in the road, and Mr. .
Selby, trembling with rage, was carried back to the
market-town., Enox did not dare to say a word. He was
afraid the disappointed man’s wrath might turn wpon

Arcy’s car. was, indeed, a speck in

him, -

Mr. Selhy gritted his teeth during the run back. He
waa savagely angry. He ordered the car to stop ab the
station, and called a porter, to ask after traims,” It was
more than an hour since the express had gone. Another
wag due to start in ten minutes. :

‘Fhe master of the Third jumped from the car.

“Take the car home ! he said curtly, i 2

He hurried into the station without another word,
‘When the express started, Mr, Selby was seated in a first-
class carriage, his face pale with anger. He still had
hopes of arriving at Rookwood in time to stop Arthur
Angustus playing in the match., That, at least, would
be some satisfaction, and worth the jowrney—to march
Arthur Angustus off the field, under the eyes of all the
Rookwood fellows, with o grip on his- ear.. Arthur
Augustus had escaped, but he had not done with Mr.

- Selby yeb!

CHAPTER 1it.
A Surprisine Meeting !

5t - ERE’S Coombe!” .
The train stopped, and
Tom Merry & Co. poured out

on the platform. They had
changed at Latcham; and the local
train had brou?lt. them on to Coombe,
. the little vi la.%e near Rookwood

School. Two or three fellows in Rook-
wood eaps were on the platform
waiting for them.

Jimmy Silver, the junior captain of
Rookwood, was there, with Lovell and
Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook. They
grested the 8%, Jim’s Igarty cneerily.

“We've got a brake outside,” said
Jimmiy Silver, “This way ¥

Tom Merry & Co. marched out to the
brake, - )

They piled into the roomy vehicle.
It was a clear, cold winter’s afternoon,
and the footballers enjo&ed the drive
in the brake, through the keen air,
after the stuffy train,
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The momeut the tyraat of tne Third was in danger, all animosity vanished from Arthur Augustns’ generous
breast. He forgot everythiug but ihe fact that Mr. Seiby ha% disapl;!reqr:d in deeg water, and could not swim,
; ey .

Teariug off his coar, he bounided t, th

D in the ice,  (Ses Chapter 13.)

“No sign of Gussy !’ grinned Monty Lowther, as they
drove on. “I balf expected to see him swooping after us
in-an aeroplane,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

" You'll have to play, Dig.”

“T'm ready,” said Dig.
lagt minute.  Gussy may turn up. He’s as obstinate as
2 mule.”

' One of your chaps left behind” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Yes,” said 'Tom. “OQur outside-left—" -

“Left outside, on this occasion,” explained Monty
Lowther. :

“He'’s going to come aftex us, if he can,” said Tom
Merry. “I fancy we sha’n’t see anything of him, though.
As o matter of fact, he’s detained, and he bolted.” =

“My hat! What a nerve!” said Lovell, with o stare.

b I?,wish him lnck ” said Jimmy Silver heartily, “Who
iz it .

- “D’Arey! You remember him?”

“ Yes, rather " Jimmy Silver chuckled. Chap with
8 lovely accent, I remember—and a ripping winger! I
hope he’ll come.”

Jack Blake was looking out. It seemed outside the

“But we'll leave it till the

bounds of possibility that Arthur Augustus I’Azcy could
turn up at Rookwood in time for the match. But Jack
liew his chum, and that mulich obstinacy which Gussy
called the firmness of a rock. He would mot really have
been surprised to see Arthur Augnstus arrive, by some
means ox other, at the st moment,

Rookwood camé in sight, rising to yiew over the leafless
trees. A car was standing outside the school gates, and
several Rookwood fellows were gathered round it.

An elegant form, in a handsome overcoat and a some~
what rufled gilk hat, had stepped from the car.

Blake gave a wild yell. : .

" Guss !n %

“Gussy !” shouted all the team together,

The junior at the gate looked round. -

“Ba1 Jove! Beaten you at the post, deah boys,”

The brake halted. Tom Merry & Co. swarmed down,
and surrounded the smiling swell of St. Jim’s,

“How did you get here?” roared Blake,

Arthur Augustus chuckled, :

“T came in this cah, deah hoy.”

* But—-but—"

#You see, Wobinson made hey wip,” explained Arthur

. Tue Gen Lisnary.—No. 412,

L



© ealmly. -

* fimmy Silver & Co. ready in the field.

Augnstus - “We have beaten your old twain hollow.
You had to.go to Latcham, and take the ocal heah, If
it had beer an expwess all the way, you would have wom.
But, as a mattah of fact, we have ‘beaten you at the
post, haven't we, Wobinson?’

* Yessir I grinned the chauffeur.

“Well, my hat!” - 3

“0ld Selby chased me in the Head's cah!” grinned
Arthur-Augustus, “But they chucked it aftah about ten
miles; wan oub of petwol, pewwaps. Old Selby is beaten
to the wide. Sowwy to disappoint you, Dig.”

“T'm not disappointed, fathead,” said Dig. “ Bub
there’ll be-a frightful row about this afterwar 5.

“Yaas; 1 shouldn’t wondah,” agreed Arthur Augustus
“ Howevah, the pwincipal point is that 1 am
heah. How do you do, Silvah, deah boy? We are gein’

~ tp beat you this time.” . i =
“Veli,” said Tom Merry, with a deep breath, "I'm .

glad yow're here, Gussy, but you'll have to go through it

when we get home, Selly will be raging like a Hun.”
“He is always wathah Hunmsh, deah boy. Nevah

miru%, Selby. i pwesume yon bwought my clobbah with

o

“T've got it here,” snid Blake.

“Thank you!” i

The 8t. Jim's footballers went in at the gates, Arthur
Augustus bestowed a handsome tip upon “ TWobinson,”
thanked him cordially for having made her “wip,” and
dismissed the car. s .

He followed his comrades into the dressing-room, and
proceeded to change with them, in a cheerv humour,

The consequences of his wild escapade did not seem
to be troubling the Honourable Arthur Augustus at all.
Ho had to give all his thoughts just now to beating
Rookwood, apd he dismissed all considerations of the
future to & more convenient time.
.- ¢ Peeling fit, you duffer?” asked Blake.

“ it as a fiddle, deah boy But I object to bein’ called

a-duffab.” .
“Well, fathead, then!” growled Blake,
“Yats! Why aren’t Talbot and Kangawooh in the
team, deah boy?” b :
“Detained for jawing to you in the pumdshment-room,”

. said Tomn Merry.

¥
“How wotten!  AwFly luckay I dgot “heve, then, isn’t
it? " Two of the best left out is bad enough—but thwee
would have faihly put the lid on. You can ‘wely on me
to pull the game out of the fiah, deah boy.”

“Did you see anything of Selby after he chased you in
the carf” asked Figgins.

% No. 1 suppose he-has gone home.”

“Not likely to be following you here—what?”

Arthur- Augustus started. ;

% (weat Scott! As he gave up the wace, 1 thought he
had chucked up the idea of catchin’ me, you kunow. He
would't be beast encugh to come on heah, and make a
scene, I suppose.” ) ’ T

“YWouldn't he?” growled Blake, Lot he would care
about making a scene.” - - -

%{¥ell,” he couldn’t intewwupt the match, anyway,”
said Arthur Augustus,after reflecting a moment. “Be's
not likely to come all the way in the Head’s car, after
losin’ me, And there’s an hour and 2 half between the
expwess twains, you lknow. If he does come, We shall
have to scwag him. T shall certainly wefuse to take any
1otice of him if he twies to intewwupt the game.”

The St. Jim’s fellows left the dressing-room, and found
- The idea that
Mr, Selby might visit Rookwood, with the intention of
interrupting the game if possible, was somewhat dis-
quieting.  But it was useless to worry about it; they
could not help it. For the present, they devoted their
minds to the Rookwood match. -
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CHAPTER 12.
Gussy's Goal, :
IMMY SILVER won the toss, and gave St. Jim's the
wind to kick off against.

Jones mejor of the Fifth Form at Rookwood was
referecing the match., Ihe whistle went, and the

ball rolled from Tom Merry's foot. =
From the kick-off, the Baints realised that they were
“in for” a decidedly tough match. There had been a
time when the Rookwood match was regarded by them as
more or less of a joke; but that was before Jimmy Silver
had become jumior football skipper, At the preseut
time, the Rookwood team was first-rate, . The two sides
of Rookwood, Classical and Modern, had been very nearly
equally drawn upon to supply the texm.  Lvery fellow in
the team—Jimmy Silver, Rai;y, New ome, Lovell, Flyun,
Oswald, Tommy Dodd, Cook, Doyle, Towle and Lacy—
was a good man. And Tom Merry’s team, though really
good, was mnot the best that St. Jim’s could -have
furnished. They missed Talbot sorely on the right wing,

and Kangarco m the mwiddle of the half-way line,

Arther Augustus fully intended to make up for all”

deficiencies by his brilliant plu{, and had indeed promised
to .gﬂo s0; s promise having been received with general
sniffs,

But, as a matter of fact, Arthur Augustus was specially
brilliant that afternoon. ;

Perhaps the knowledge of all he was risking in playing
i the Rookwood match bucked him up. Perhaps it was
the excitement of the escape and the chase that tused
him up. At all events, he was in wonderfully fine form.

Never had his pace been so swift, never had his passing
been so acourate, or his kicking so sure.

In spite of the wind in their faces, the Saints led off
with a hot attack, and brought the leather down to the :-

pome goal. Arthur Augustus was well to the fore. And
when Raby, in goal, knocked out the leather Tom Merry

had.sent in, Arthur Augustus captured it from the back A

who sought to clear, and sent 1t spinning in again. And
Raby barely got his head to 1t in time. Rookwood
cleared, after all, but it had been a narrow shave, in the
firgt five minutes of the game, )

“Gord old Gussy?” called out Tom Merry, “Heep

that up!”
“Yaas, wathah, deak boy!” >
The match was exciting from the start. There was
soon a hot attack on the visitors’ geal; but Fatty Wyun,
between the posts, was all there. - The plump Welsh
junior put “paid” to all that he received, so o speak;

" Rookwood could not score, though the ball came through

several times.

_ Then came a struggle along the touch-line, and the ball
went into tonch several times, and e fierce attack at last
forced the Rookwooders to comcede a corner. But the
corner kick did not materialise. The game swayed again
to midfield, and neither side succeeded in getting away.

A crowd of Rookwood fellows had gathered round the
field. Prominent among them was a slim youth with an
eveglass in his eye—Smythe of the Shell, the great chief
of the nuts of Rookwood; once the captain of the junior
eleven. Smythe was looking on with a tolerant smile.

“Not much class, this fag. play,” Smythe confided to
his companjons, *Close on fhe whistle, and not a goal!l
They call this football, by gad!”

As w matter of fact,it was good foothall on both sides:
s0-good, that neither side was able to score. In the field,
Jimmy Silver & Co. seemed to be a little the stronger, but
the St. Jim's_poalkeeper was a tower of strength, and

- that equalised matters, Fatty Wyni was not to be
beaten, St. Jim’'s had fewer chances at goal; but the

greater number of chances at goal that fell to the Rook--
wooders did not materialise, owing to Fatty Wyhan's
Fatty saved- the most telling -

impregnable defence.
shots; and some of the Rookwood fellows rematked -that

it was miraculous to see him shift his weight about at -

such.a rate. -
Pheeep! . o ) o
Smythe of the Shell shrugged his shoulders.
“There goes the whistle, by gad!” he remarked.

like this in my time.”
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The Rookwood mut was quite right in that, TIu his
time the St. Jim’s team would have scored half a dozen
goals by that time. But Jimmy Silver & Co. kad held
them to the end. -

“Well, where are they, Gussy>” Jack Blake demanded,
as the footbailers rested after the whistle.

Arthur Augustus looked surprised.

“They! Whot”-

“Those goals.”

“What goals, dech boy:”

“Those goals you were going to take,” said Blake.
Haven’t you promised to pull the game out of the
fire?  What I want to know is, where are those goats?”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Comin’, deah boy,” said Arthur Aungustus. “Those
Waokwood boundahs are vewy hot stuff; you know. But
this isn’t goin’ to be a dwaw. I'm goin’ to pile in like
anythin’ in the recond half.”

“It’s 'a New House game so far,” remarked Figgins
loftily. “Fatty's saved our bacon.” J

“Hear, hear!”

“Yaas, that'’s all wight; but it takes a School House
ehap to scoah goals, Figgay.” :

“Pathead !”

[ Wat&!”

“Hallo, here we are again !
“Trot along !

The brief interval wes over, and the teams lined up
again. The St. Jim’s juniors had forgotten all about
Mr. Selby by this time. Fortunately, the master of the
Third had net turned up. He was, in point of fact, on
his way; but the way was long, and he was an hour and
a half behind the football team,

The change of ends brought the wind behind the backs
of the 8t. Jim's team. The wind was freshening, and
they felt the relief at omce when it was behind them.

“«

said Tom Merry cheerily.

. The first half had been goalless, and both sides were

determined that the

gume should not end in a draw,
Both' sides played up fo

r all they were worth, and hoth
sides were good, sound players, and both skippers knew
their business well. It was, indeed, a battle of the
giants, and the Roockwood crowd round the field was
thickening. Even Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain
of Rookwood, had strolled down to look on—a very
great honour for a Lower School match.

Both sides, too, were hard and fit, sound in wind and
limb, and grue!linfg as the game was, there were mno
“lame ducks ” so far. But by the time the second half
was ten minutes old misfortun: fell upon St. Jim's.

Piggins, at inside-right, was bowled over in a charge— .
- made a slip; but only a first-rate player could have

wuite o fair charge—but he twisted his ankle in falling,
and when he was picked up his face was a little twisted,
too, and pale with pain. The game was stopped.

Kerr ran to him aunxiously.  He supported Figgins,
‘who leaned heavily on the Scottisk junior’s shoulder.
© “Hurt?” :

“M-m-my ankle!” gasped Figgine. “Awfully sorry,
'I‘.omr‘ny, but I shall have to go off. I-I couldn’t run’a

ard I’

“Right-ho!” said Tom, as cheerfully as he could.
“Borry you're crocked, old chap. Come ‘on again if you
feel up to it.” = . o

Fiigina nodded, and a linesman helped him off. Figgy
was bearing up with grim fortitude, but it was easy to
see that he was in great pain, and that he would not be
much use again that day. -

Tom Merry was left with four in the forward-line; the
game went on minus George Figgins. The loss was
almost irreparable. Figgins was one of the very best.
The Rookwood atiack was unslacking, and they drove
their way down the field now, The attack on
ealled for all Fatty Wyun's powers of defence, Fortu-
nately, the fat Fourth-Former was not found wanting.
For several minutes Fatty Wynn was playing the game
almost. “on his own,” so sharp was the attack on his
citadel. But Fatty turned up trmmps, and he got the
ball away to Merries, who cleared out to midfield. Then,
like a red streak, the most elegant footballer on the field
was] on the ball, and Arthur Augustus was sprinting for
zoal.

It was the chance of n lifetime. In that eager attack,
which had looked like a dead certainty, Jimmy Silver’s fol-
Iowers had forgotten cantion, The defence ‘was nowhere.
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The forwards were fairly off the scene, the halves had
no chance at Arthur Augustus, and he was upon the backs
before they could fall back to stop him. He seemed to
wind round tlie right back like a serpent, and left him
fairly stranded as he rushed on, dribbling the ball. The
hack gasped, as well he might. It was a single-handed
rush, for the rest of the St. Jim’s forwards were nowhere;
it was not & question of passing, there was nobedy to take
a pass. It was Gussy against the field. He had the

- goalie to beat, and his shot came in like a cannon-ball,

while behind him the Rookwooder was raging on his
track. Baby, in goal, headed out the hall more by luck -
than anything again, and breathed again; but hc con-
gratulated himself too soon, for the headed ball met
another head, and came back like a pip from an orange,

-and it wag in the net before Raby kmew it was coming.

“Goal I” the onlookers. “ Great pip! G.g-geal I”

It was gg;f ;peg:ere was no mistake about that. Raby
blinked at the ball like a fellow in a dream. .

Arthur Augustus was superb at that moment.

From somewhere on his elegant person, he extracted
his eyeglass, and jammed it into his noble eye. He sui-
veyed the bafled Rcokwooders with a kind and affable
gaze ag they panted wp.

- I wathah think that’s a

oal, deah boys!”
“Goal!” gasped Jimmy

ilver. “Oh, yes, I rather

* think it is, and the thunderingest goal I've ever seen.”

“Goal I” stuttered Tom Merry. “Oh, Gussy!”

“Alene he did it!” chortled Blake. “Good old Guasy!-
Come and be banged on the back, my tulip i*

“Thank you; I would wathah net. Pway excuse me,
Tom Mewwy, for takin’ the game into my own hands like
that!” said Arthur Augustus gracefully. “You see, it
seemed wathah a chance for a wush, as the Wookwood
boundahs were off the mark——"

“Hurray '* :

“And I weally had only time to make suah that I was
not offside, you know——" :

“Gussy, old man, you're a giddy jewel!” gasped Tom
Merry. “Blessed if I thought you had it in you. Good
old fathead !” u R :

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——" -

Raby had tossed out the ball, with a rather glum look.
It was taken back to the-centre of the field, and the teams
lined up again.

St. Jim’s were in tremendous spirits now.

The game had seemed so even, that it had looked as if
a ding-dong mateh right up te the finish would end in a
draw. But that chance had come, and the outside-left
had been on it like lightning. The Rookwooders had

turned it to advantage as Arthur Augnstus had done. It
had been touch-and-go; but fortunately, as' Blake
remarked afterwards, it had proved to be touch and not
go. There was the goal.

There were fifteen minutes to go, and every minute of
that fifteen was packed with strenuous play. But the
8t. Jim's defence was like iron now. They were a man
short, and amother chance like the one Gussy had made
so much of was not likely to come. But they kept the
enemy at bay. Twice Jimmy Silver came through the
line, but each time he met his match in David Llewellyn
Wynn. It was no go, but Rookwood fought on to the
very finish.

heep! The whistle went at last.

The footballers, panting, ver{ nearly “done ” by that
gruelling game, were glad of the cessation of play. St
Jim’s had scored once—Gussy’s goal—and Rookwood kad
not hroken their duck. St. Jim’s had won the Rookwood
mateh. Figgins eclapped . Arthur Augustus on the
shoulder with a terrific clap, as the players came off the
field. ;

“Yow-wow ! “Weally,
Figging—" ; _

“Good old Gussy !” chortled Figgins, “What a thump-
ing stroke of luck you came! If Belby says a word to
you after this, we’ll boil him in oil !” s

“Wasn't it a ripping goal?” chuckled Blake. “Put
your money on Study No. 617 - . : i

“Hurray !’

But Arthur Angustus bore his blushing honours, thiek -

said  Arthur  Auvgustus.

" upon him, with becoming modesty.

M . M
“Wats, deah 'boys!” he gaid. “I happencd to get that
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goal, but the Wookwood bonndahs would have had two
or thwee but for Fatty Wynn. Fatty saved the game.
It’s a case of honahs divided.”

“Well, that’s so,” admitted Blake. “But Study No.
6 scored the winning goal, all the same. And we've
Leaten Rookwood. I wish the Head could have heen
here to see that goal; I know he’d excuse you for bolting
if he’d seen it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry & Co. changed in great spirits. Arthur
Augustus was the most cheerful of all. If he had needed
any justification for bolting from St. Jim’s that after-
noon, surely. the winning geal was a complete justifica-
tion. Arthur Angustus thought so, and his chums agreed
with him. It was doubtful whether the Head of St. Jim’s
would also agree, however—very doubtful.

CHAPTER 13,
At Close Quarters.

IMMY RILVER & CO. were prepared to entertain
their visitors at a royal high tea after the match,
and Tom. Merry & Co. were quite prepared to do

justice to that high tea.. But, now that the match

was over, the thought of Mr. Selby was in their minds.
Whether the master of the Third would follow Arthur
Aungustus to Rookwood they did not kmow, buf it was
likely enough; they knew his hard and bitter nature, and
hiz disinclination to admit defeat.  He would enjoy
making the juniors feel uncomfortable in the presence of
the Rookwood fellows. Above all, it would be a plgasure
to him to march Arthur Auwgustus away by the ear, with
a crowd looking on. Arthur Augustus certainly would
have refused to be marched away in that humiliating
manner before all Rookwood. As he remarked, he would
rather knock Selby down, and chance the colisequences.
But his affectionate chums bed no intention of letting him
chance the consequences of knocking Selby down. ere
would not have been much “chance” about the conse-
; the conseq would have been a dead cert.

So, all things considered, Tom Merry & Co. resolved to
leave Rookwood as soon as they had changed, to avoid
a meeting with Mr. SBelby at the school. They naturally
shrank from anything like a “scene ” there, their feelings
being a-little more sensitive than Mr. Selby’s own.

So they took their leave of Jimmy Silver & Co., and
Jimmy, who understood their motive, acquiesced. The
brake came round to take them to the station, to catch
an earlier train than they had originally intended. This
would necessitate a wait at Latcham Jumction for jche
express home; but at Latcham they did not mind
encountering Mr. Selby if he came upon them there.

They took a cordial leave of the Rookwood fellows.
Jimmy Silver was naturally not pleased by the result of
the mateh, but he was sportsman to the finger-tips, and
he congratulated Arthur Awgustus heartily upon that
splendid goal. )

“I wathah like that chap Silvah,” Arthur Augusfus
remarked, as the brake rolled away down the frosty road.
“ A wegunlar sportsman, you know. How is your ankle,
Figgay, ddah boy?”

Al serene !” said Figgins. “Ounly a little pain. Never
mind that, I'm thinking of you when you get home.”

“That's all wight.” I'm jollay glad we’ve dodged Selby
at Wookwood, and pwevented the boundah fwom makin’
a widiculous scene there.”

“Of course, we don’t kuow he's coming there,” said
Tom Merry thoughtfully, “but it was best to be on the
safe side. Hallo! My hat!”

“Selby " ejﬂe\ﬂatedy Blake.

“Wun down!” said Arthur Augustus cheerfully.
“ Waghah too late to collah me on the footah-field, though
—what?" :

It was Mr, Selby. ;

He was striding along the lane at a .great rate, his
coat-tails whisking in the wind. A .slow local train had
brought him to Coombe, and he was walking to Rook-
wood, there being difficulties in getting a vehicle in the
little village, Mr, Selby was fiot a good walker—he did
npk like exercise of any sort—and he was easily fatigued,
His temper, in consequence, was at white heat. He
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realised that he would probably be too late to interrupt

the match, but he was looking forward to administering -
corporal punishment to Arthur Augustus before a staring

crowd of Rookwood fellows. That would be some consola-
tiong at least.
He stopped as he sighted the crowd of juniors in the

brake, with Arthur Aungustus among them. It was the

. last straw. He was even too late to humiliate the swell

of 8t. Jim’s before the Rookwooders.

*“Stop I he shouted. : . '

As Mr. Selby planted himself in the middle of the
road, the driver brought the brake to a halt. He counld
not proceed without running down the Form-master.

* Good-afternoon, sir I” ventured Tom Merry.

Mr. Selby took no notice of him. <

“D*Arey ”

“Yaas, gir

“ Descend from that vehicle at onee I”

Arthur Augustus turned his celebrated eyeglass calmly
upon the infuriated Form-master. Mr. Selby was
trembling with rage. He was looking utterly undignified,
too, but that did not seem to trouble him.

“You are mot my Form-mastah, sir!” said Arthur
Augustus. “I am willin’ to answah to Dr. Holmes for
bweakin’ bounds!”

“ Descend at once!”

“T wefuse, gir "

“If you de not descend immediately, I will drag you
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out with my own hands!” panted Mr. Selby.
He clambered on the step of the brake. Arthur
Angustus rose to his feet with a great deal of dignity,
“Wathah than entah into an undignified scuffle with

a gentleman of your yeahs, sir, I will descend.” he said

loftily.
And he descended. i
“You young scoundrel!”
“I object to that expwession, Mr, Selhy "
“Come here !”

Arthur Awgustus backed away. Mr. Selby was grip-

ping his umbrella in a businessiike manner. " He seemed
to have com%hal;eiy lost control of his temper. The swell
of Bt. Jim’s
with an umbrella,

“What for, sir?” he asked calmly, keeping his distance,

“I am going to chastise your insolence, yonm young
scoundrel " )

“1 wefuze to allow you to do anythin’ of the sort!”.

* Come here!”

“I wefuse to appwoach you, sir, in your pwesent

tempah! Pway allow me to point out thal you are actin’ -

in an extwemely nndignified mannah !”

There was a chuckle from the brake. It was a serioms
moment, but it was hard to keep serious when Arthur
Augustus was on the high horse. Mr. Selby did not
chuckle. He gasped with rage, and made a rush at

Arthur Augustus, His umbrella swept the air. Had he’

reached the junior, he would certaiply have hurt him
severely—perhaps so severely that he would have had to
answer for it seriously himself, But Arthur Angustus

. dodged nimbly.

o
[l

‘Stop, you young rascal!” yelled Mr. Selby.
‘ Wats1”

“I-—X will thrash yon! T—J—T-—.”

The angry man pursued the elusive junior. !

“Pway don’t wait for me, deah boys!” said Arthur
Augustus, with undiminished coolness.
you at Latcham. I am goin’ for a little wun.”

Arthur Augustus sprang through a gap in the frosty
hedge, with the umbrella lashing only a foot behind him.
Mr. Selby was Eetting dangerous. The junior broke into
a run across t
chase
the brake to watch them over the hedge. “Selby must
be out of his senses!”

“He can’t know what a figure he’s eutting I grinned
Monty Lowther.
Manners?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” o

“He won't catch Gussy,” said Kerr. “But we’ll wait.
Wo've got lots of time.” d

Certainly it did not look as if Mr. Selby would catch
Arthur Angustus. On the further side of the field was
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ad no intention whatever of being thrashed
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the river, the surface frozen hard. Arthiw Augustus slid
out Ol& the ice. Mr. Selby halted in the frosty rushes, and
roared. . .

“Come back!” -

“Thank you! I pwefer to wemsin heal I

“I shall fetch you, you——"

“Pway don’t mind me, sir. It's a wathah healthy
exahcise, - slidin’!” said - Arthur Augustus cheerfully.
i Soww% I dido’'t bwing my skates, but I did not foresee
this. Pway undahstand at once that I wefuse to he
thwashed with an umbwellah I”

Mr. Selby-did not repli. He trusted himself to the
jce. Perhaps Mr, Selby had been able to slide in the
long, long ago, when he had beeir a boy—indeed; if he
had ever been a boy at all. But certainly he was what
Blake would have called a cack-handed slider now. He
covered about two yards on the ice, when his feet flew
in different directions, and he came down with a terrifie

ump,

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the brake as Mr., Selby’s legs
flew in the air.

But the laughter died away in an instant.

Crack!

The ice was strong enough for skating, but it was not
strong enough to stand that terrific concussion.

It broke under Mr, Selby’s weight like glass under a
stone.

Black water bubbled up through the gap in the ice,

* and through that gap Mr. Selby vanished from sight.

The juniors in the brake stood frozen.

Arthur Angustus gazed at the gap in the ice, thunder-
stricken. Water bubbled out, but Mr. Selby had
disagpeared.

“Bai Jove!”

The juniors in the brake were a hundred yards away
—far too far to help—hut Arvthur Augustus was there,

The moment the tyrant of the Third was in danger all
animosity vanished from - Arthur’ Augustus’ generous

ile forgot everything but the fact that Mr. Selby
was in deep water, an could not swim. He stayed only
to tear off his coat and toss away his hat.

Then he bounded to the gap in the ice and plunged in.

“Gussy !” panted Blake. .

The juniors were leaping and scrambling wildly down
from the brake now. They serambled through the hedge
and tore furiously across the field, ' The black waters that
had closed over glr. Selby had closed now over the head
of Arthur Augustus D'Arey,

CHAPTER 14.

A Narrow Escape!
OM MERRY was the first to reach the ice.
came panting up to the yawning gap, where the
I black waters bubbled out over the broken, jagged
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edges, and, as he reached it, a head appeared in -

the opening—the drenched head of the swell of St. Jim’s,
Arthur Augustus came up, and not alome. His face
was white as death. The bitter cold of the icy water had
enetrated to his very bones. But the Form-master was
in his grasp, and Mr. Selby’s head ap
unconscious. He lay like a log in the grasp of the
exhausted junior. Arthur Augustus gripped the broken
cdpe of the ice with one hand, holding up the insensible
Form-master with the other. For more than a minute
he had struggled in the choking depths, and he was spent.
Had there been no help at hand, Arthur Augustus would
have gone down to his death with his ememy. whom he
had saved. c
But there was help~-the help of eager hands. Tom
Rerry’s grasp was upon the swell of 8t. Jim’s at ouce.
Arthur Augustus could not speak. He was numb.
“Take Selby, wkile I hold Gussy!” panted Tom.
Figgins and Blake were at hand, and they eeized the
ingensible Ferm-master. Dig and Lewther lent a hand,
and Mr. Selby was dragged out on the ice, .
Tom Merry and Kerr had Arthur Augustus’ hands, and
they drew him forth. ’
“Gwooogh !” gasped D'Arcy, :
‘Blake held him; he almost lmgged him,
" “Gussy, you ass!” Blake’s voice was shaking, Thers
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were tears in his eyes.
silly ass!”

“Gwooh !"

“ Get this coat on—quick-quick |”

“Thank you, deah boy! Gwoogh! Selby all wights”

“Alive, right enough,” said Lowther, “but pretty far
gone. We shall have to get him to a doctor, Lend a
hand, and run him to the brake.” ’

Half a dozen of the juniors lifted the insensible man
and rushed him away across the field to the road. Arthur
Augustus folloived, running, -with Blake holding his arm.
Swift exercise was what he needed to comteract the
effects of that ;;]Iunge into icy water, but his head was
swimming, and his feet felt like lead. Blake and Dighy
helped him along. - ' e

ey reached the brake, and were bundled in.

“Drive to the nearest doctor’s—quick !’ panted Tom
Merry, “Never mind the station! You kmow the -
doctor’s?” )

“Yes, sir.”

The brake etarted, the two horses fairly galloping.
Arthur Augustus, drenched and dripping, sat with hali
a dezen coats round him. Half a dozen more were
wrapped round Mr. Sclby. The Form-master groancd,
and opened his eyes wildly.

“Help,” he panted—“help! Oh! Where am I™"

““Safe as houses, sir!” said Tom Merry,

Mr, Selby shivered. .

“I—I fell in ! he stammered: “I—I was under the ica!
Oh, the darkness! I—I was choking! I—I-—— Did you -
get me out?”

“D'Arcy did, sir.”

“D'Arey I”

“Yes, sir, He went in for you—under the ice,” said
Tom Merr?r, with a shiver. *“Thank Heaven, he didn't
stay therel” - ; .

“D’Arcy did ! Mr. Selby gasped.. “D'Arcy!”

“I am sowwy you have been in dangah, sir,” said
Arthur Augustus.  “ Yestahday, sir, I wefused to apole-
gise to you, Now, sir, I offah you my most pwofound
apology i’

“Grooh ! said Mr. Selby.

He closed his eyes again.

The brake halted outside the house of the village
doctor, That Mgent-leman wwas at home, and Arthur
Augustus and Mr, Selby were rushed in. Arthur Augustus
was sneezing ; Mr. Selby was groaning. Arthur Augustus
was chiefly. in need of & change of clothing and a rub
down, but Mr. Selby’s case was more serions. He was
only half consciqus, and the medical gentleman
announced that he could not possibly take a jowrney.

“You had belter leave the gentlemen in my hands, and
I will sce that he is placed in the cottage hospital,” said
the doctor,

“ Thank you, sir I said Tom Merry.

There was nothing else to be done. Arthur Angustus
being dried, aud provided with a suit of clothes belonging
to the medical gentleman’s son, the juniors took their
leave, leaving Mr. Selby in the doctor’s charge.” It was
pretty certain that the master of the Third would not
return to St. Jim’s for some days at least. He was booked
for a severe cold, at the very least.

“Bai Jove,” said Arthur Augustus soberly, as they
drove to the station, “I am wathah sowwy, you know!
Of course, Selby was a bwute, and he had no wight what-
evah to chase me down in that widiculous mannah; but—
but, upon the whole, deah boys, I wealise that it is wong
to bweak bounds, and I think I did quite wight in
apologisin’ to Selby.”

“Jolly lucky for Selby you were there,” growled’
Herries. “I woader if he’d have gonre in for you if you'd
bumped through the jee?”.

“Ahem! Pway don’t wondah anythin' of the sort,
Hewwies ! Atchoo-choo-choo !”

“Hallo! What are you talking Russian for:”

“ Weally—atchoo—weally, Hewwies——  Atcho-cheo-
choooooocoooh "

Arthur Auwgustus was notb lalking Russian; ke was
saeezing. And he continued to sueeze at intervals during
the journey home to $t. Jim’s. .

* Bai Jove,” he remarked, as the football perty left tha
train at Rylcomhe. “I wathah think—atchoo—that I'm
catchin'—atchoo—a c-cold !” y :

Tae Gen Lisrarv.—No. 412,
A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale g2
om Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

“Gussy, you ciumm_y? Oh, you



2 THE BEST 8> LIBRARY 3@~ THE “BOYS’ FBIEHD” 3 LIBRARY. "4

. “CGo hon!” grinned Biake. “Never mind. A few dajys
in the samatorium, with Miss Marie looking after you,
won’t hurt yon.” B

“ Atchoo-choo-gchooo ™ was Arthur Augnstus’ reply.

The juniors hurried on to St. Jim's, They were anxious
to get Arthur Augustus te bed. He was certainly booked
for a severe cold.

Taggles, the porter, looked at them grimly as they
came in.

“Master D’Arcy!” he ejaculated. “So you've come
‘ome—wot? Report to the ‘Ead at once!”

““ Atchoo-chooh !

“Which the 'Ead is awaitin’ for you,” said Taggles,
“and which he’s waxy! My word!”

“ Atchoooh ! .

The juniors marched on to the School House. Enos,
the prefect, sighted them as they came in, He bore down
on them at once.

“D'Arey "

“ Atchoooooh | -

“Hallo! Been out catching colds?” grinned EKnox.

“Gwoogh! Atchooh!”

“You’re to go to the Head at once! Ill take you!

“We'll take him,” said Tom Merry curtly. .

And the chums of the School House marched Arthur
‘Augustus to the Head's study, Tom Merry knocked.

“Come in!”

“ Atchoo-chooh !” .

Dr. Holmes' brow grew dark and stern at the sight
of Arthur Augustus. The vials of his wrath were all
ready to be poured upon the devoted head of the swell
of 8t. Jim’s, The time had come for paying the piper!

“D’Arcy *'—the Head’s voice was like the mmgle of
thunder--“ D’Arcy, you have—  Why, what—— Bless
my soul, what is the matter with him?"

*“Gwoogh! Atchoo-choo! Gwooogh!”

“Tumble in the river, sir; bad cold,” said Tom Merry.
“May we take him to the dorm now?”

“Dear me! The boy is in a feverish state!” exclaimed
the Head. “Take him to the sanatorium at once! Ask
the matron to take charge of him. I'’Arcy, I will deal
with your conduet later! You are ill!”

In five minutes Arthur Augustus was safely tucked up
between warm blankets, wit%: hot-water bottle at his

feet. Then Tom Merry was dgiled into the Head's study
to give an account of what Had happened.

'om gave an eloguent account. He did not attempt
to excuse D’Arcy’s bolt; that would have been useless.
But he described how Mr. Selby, having followed him to

Rookwood, had gone through the broken ice, and how
Arthur Augustus had plunged in after him at the risk
of his life.
look told plainly of the fear that had been in his heart
that the generous-hearted jumior wonld mnever appear
alive from the frozen depths of the river. Dr. Holmes
listened in silence.

“Thank you, Merry!” he said at last. “ What you have
told me places a very different complexion on the matter.
D’Arcy conduct is imexcusable, but—but he has shown
very great courage, and also generosity. I shall consult
Mr. Selby before 1 decide what is to be done. You
may go.” : . ;

3 * L] L3 L3 ® x

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was in the school hospital for
four days, but when he reappeared among his chums he
was looking quite his old self, :

~ Mr. Selby’s case was harder,
hospital at Coombe was likely to run into a fortnight at
least. That was good news for the Third Form, and Wally
danced a war-dance in the Form-room when he heard it.
The fags would have been quite contented if Mr. Selby
had remained at Coombe for the term of his natural life.

Messages, however, passed between the Form-master
and the Head. Even Mr. Selby's hard heart had been a
little touched., He knew that Arthur Augustus had
saved his life at the risk of his own, and at a moment
when he had been seeking to inflict severe punishment
on the junior. So his message to the Head was that
Arthur Augustus had rendered him the required apology,
and that, so far as he was concerned, he hoped the matter
would be regarded as closed.

Whereupon Dr. Holmes calléd the swell of St. Jim's into
his study, and talked to him fqr ten minutes, and Arthur
Augustus looked cuite breathless  when- he came out of
the dreaded aparfment. He confided to Blake that he
wotld “wathah ” have had a licking than that talking to,
which somehow made him feel quite in the wrong. How-
ever, he added that the Head was a “bwick,” and that
even old Selby was “ wathah bwicky.” And he astonished
his cheerful minor with a severe admonition to be more
respectful to his Form-master in the future—an admoni-
tion which cansed Wally to stand with his mouth wide open
like a newly-landed ﬁsﬂ till kis major had finished. Then
Wally ejaculated, “ My only Aunt Jane!” and whistled.
Whether Arthur Augustus’ admonition had any per-
manent effect upon the scamp of the Third was doubtful.

* 0

THE END,

OF
Gnmw;s

Tom’s voice shook as he related that. His .

His stay in the cottage -

7,\
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CHAPTER 1.
A Villain and His Dupe.

COLD night, Sir Richard!”
“Ay, oshua—a bitter night, to
be sure!”

The old library at Hurtman Hall

presentcd a musty appearance. Its

walls were lined with heavy, old-fashicned book-

cases, paintings by old masters, which must

have been worth many thousands of pounds,
and trophies of the chase, old and valuable.

The room was almost in total darkness, save

for that part adjacent to the ancient fireplace.

In the grate huge red logs spluticred away

merrily, and lit up the form of Sir Richard

Hurtman, grey and haggard-looking, whose

eyes hore that cold, expressionless appedrance

wiieh told of years of long suffering and
mental anguish. .

- 8ir Richard lifted his cyes from the glowing
embers, into which he had been gazing almost
unconsciously, and turned them in the direction
of old Joshna Hepstone, as he stood at his
side. - -

It was strange, but, although Sir Richard
was the master and old Joshua the servant, the
baronet scemed-to flinch and io shudder with
dread as bis servant’s beady eyes fixed their
stecly gazo on his.

His whole appearance was strange, almost to
an extent of being weird. —He was dressed
entirely in black, and his head, long since shorn
of hair, was adorned with a black skull-cap.
His large Roman nose, the perpetual smile,
evil in nature, which lurked round his thick,
ugly lips, and the fact that his mouth held but
two Of! three sound teeth, only intensified his
forbidding appearance, )

“What- a night to Ee é)ut and about!” said old Joshua,

“ And Christmas Eve, too! Christmas Eve! Ah!” The

old servant rubbed Lis hands together, and drew closer to the

It is cold, bitterly cold! It is snowing hard—snowing
piin g )

2O T TN i W A

harder

0ld Joshua halted ubruptly., and turned bis eyes away
from the baronet for a moment, but the next they had

returped, to glare once again at the hunched-up form of Sir
" Richard.  For a moment there was silence-in-the library, then.

tho old servant continued: .

- “Christmas Day to-morrow, your lordship!’ How are you
going to spend the great festival? Will you be having any
guests?  Shall I—" . ;

“T shall be ‘having no guests, Joshua,” replied Siv Richard
Earshly. “You know that very well... I shall spend my
Christmas Day as last year!” -

~Agpin old Joshua's face broaéeg‘e:l into -that'vil!a.inous'

smile. o :
“Rise late, dinner by yoursclf, no fea, bed early—ch?
Hint How times bave changed!® You are not thie man you
were, Sir Richard! Remember the fimés when—when—-"
:0ld Joshua halted in the midst of his conversation—still

- once again, as though he feared to continue his remarks,

_:Bir Richard rose to his feet, and commenced to pace up and
down the room. :

“Don’t taunt me, Joshua!"” he muttered, half under his
breath.  “Don't taunt me, man! Out with it if you must!
Romind me of those days when I used to romp and play
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with my daughter and her friends, Tell me
that I was a%i ht-hearted, fun-loving man in
these days, fond of romping and playing with
chiidren,  But—oh, it's tervible—terrible 1"

“Ah, but it's true, isn't it?”

Sir Richard quivered at the taunt,

“Yes,” he exclaimed, “it's only too truc!
If only——"

“If only you could recall the past,” finished
old Joshua = * Ah, but a deed ence committed
can never be undone!”

The old servant drew o chair towards the
blazing fire.

“Come, 8ir Richard,” he said, almost plead-
ingly—*come and sit down. You seem restive
this evening. Ycou don’t seem exactly your-

self. Ave vgou worrying about anything? Are
you— Why, of course! But, there, i¥'s only, 3.
natural,  One camnnot help thinking of thesc 6

little things at times.” )

Six Richard sprang forward, his eyes showin,
tho bitter enmity ‘that existed between him anc
his servant,

“Confound you, man!” he thundered. “Can't
you stop it? Won't you ever forget fo remind
nie of all that happened on that never-to-be-
forgotten Christmas Day? Don’t you think I
have regretted it all? Don't you think I have
suffered sufficiently for my actions?”

“Yes,” taunted tho old servant. “It was a
night such as_this, wasn't it? Den’t you re-
member how it snowed—how the wind howled
und blew the slates off the roof? But she was
a pretty girl, waen’t she? And really so good,
although you thought otherwize at the time!”

Biv Richard flung himsclf down in his chair;
and buried his haggard face in his two hands,

“Don't—don’t!” he moaned. “Itls too hard! I con'$
stand it! To think that I should have to euffer like thisl
To think that I should end my days in such awful misery!

2oz My IMPp RS

CIf onlg I had been reasonable, and acted as a father should!

But she’s gone now—gone from me for ever! Perhaps she's
dead; perbaps she’s alive- and in want—statving | d
heavens! To think that I should have my millions, and yet
bo so unhappy! And all throngh one rash action! It's.
terrible—heart-breaking {*’ X

8ir Richard lapsed into silence, Iuside the room all was
quict, but outside the wind blew and howled with all its
terrible force. - The snow and hail beat against the window-
panes as though to force an entry into the room, and to add’

_to the baronet’s anguish of miind,

The inclement weather did not appear to affect the ovil
old servant. He was happy and quite contented. He was
p!aym% a’ great gamhe of his own, and thoroughly enjoying
himself. E

He was at the Hall on that memorable Christmas Day’
when Sir Richard’s only daughter Elsie had informethe]:‘

ac
wils a gepod-livjng, earnest young fellow, with- quite a good
future before him.  But the baronet objected to the marrlage,
and said so in fiem tones, * g A

He asked his daughter to Dreak off the engagement; he
tried to persuade her, he even ordered her, bui to no effecty,
And then came the climax. “Headstrong and quick-tempered,
Sir Richard ordered Elsie out of theé house, and forbade ez

ever to return again.
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Months afterwards he regretted what he had dome. He
cndeavoured to trace his daughter, he inguired for her every-
where, he advertised for her, but all to no good. Elsie was
ot to be found. .

And now the ol man was suffering for his misdeeds. His
Yife was & misery; he had monoy, but bo wish to live—in
fact, death wou_ldy bave come as a relief to him. He had not

- & friend in the whole world, No one cared for him, and no
one wanted him, save old Joshua. And old Joshua only
cared for him for the money which would go by will to him
on his death.

The old servant sat in his chair, and gloated. He knew
the feeble old baronet’s weakest point, and he did not fail to
dwell upon it, i

- YDaen't give up hope, Sir Richard,” he said craftily.

“She may be alive, yoa know. In fact, she may be coming

to the Hall for Christmas.  Supposing she drove up to-
morrow? H'm! We'd be happy, wouldn’t we'”

Sir Richard jumped to his feet, and clenched his fists.

“You villain!” he-exclaimed, . “I can't stand any more,
}f‘olu hﬂve- gone quite far enough. One word more, and

T

*'8h!” said old Joshua, endeavouring to push the baronct
back into his chair. “You're not quite yourself to-night.
Just sit down for a moment or two, and take it easy I”

“Take it easy be hanged!” raved the infuriated baronct.
STake it easy, whilst you hurl your taunts at me! By
thunder, man, you've roused me with a vengeance! Not
another word will I listen to from you! Out of this room you
go this very moment—out of this room before I—"

“And supposs I refuse to go?” asked Joshua, with deep
unconcern.  *What then?” ’

8ir Richard did not trouble to answer. He rushed at the
servant, and gripped him about the chest.  Sir Richard was

ctting on for seventy, and had left his days of strength
behind him long since.  But at this moment his rage and
aunoyance seemed to have endowed him with superhuman
powers.  He lifted his taunter np as if he had been a child,
and carricd him to the door of the library.
 “Tavnt me, would you, you villain? Lo exclaimed, in
righteous anger, as he opened the door and hurled his old
servant oub into the dark passage, “I've been a hard man
in my time, and done many things in my time which I
have regretted ; but if you raise my anger once again, 1 shall
do_to you that which fv shall never rogret!” :

The baronet closed the door with o bang, and sat down
by the five once again. For some minutes ho leaned back
in hie chair with his eyes closed, apparently asleep. But
Elnu' I]hchard was net asleep. He was thinking, and thinking

veply,

His daughter had been dead to him for many, many years,

- but would she ever return?

CHAPTER 2.
Alone in the Snow.
INE, ten, eleven, twelve!

The bells of the little village church tolled out
their golden chimes, heraMing the coming of still
another Christmas Day. = Inside the little village

% church the choir-boys” voices blended in singing
ihe hymns and carols which told of the dawn of a day full of
1(; and happiness to some—a day of sorrow and -anguish to
others,

The strains of the music floated across the wintry air, and
fell upon the ears of two little urching who, footsore and
worn and tired with hunger, were struggling with might
and main against the bitter east wind, which seemed to
shriek and blow with the sole intention of barring  their
progross. ]

“ Much farther, Joe?” asked tho smaller of the two boys
of hia brother, as he breathed-on his hands in an endeavousr
to restore the warmth in them which had disappeared some
hours before, i

“No, Dicky, not much farther,” roplied his brother, a lad
of some fourteen summers. “We shall soon be there.”

“Bat that’s what yon keep on saying,” pursued I)ick*;.
“It’s always ‘ We shall econ be here!” - The* poor little
fellow shivered with the cold, and drew closer to his brother,
“Joe,” he added, looking up pleadingly into his brother's
face, 1 am so awfully cold. My teeth are chattering, and
1 don’t feel as though I've got any feet. And Joo——>

“Yes, Dicky?” questioned Joe, as his brother halted.

“Joe, I wonder what mother’s doing now? 1 wonder
arhether she's feeling any betterd”

Joe clasped his brother in his arms, -and drew him closer
towards him. ;

“Don’t- you worry, Dicky boy,” he said, in as cheerful
¢ one as he could possibly ‘muster under tho ciroumstances.
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“Mother’s all right. Why "—he forced a laugh—*didn’t
Mrs. Brown say she would look after her until we fetched
the dector?”

*“Yes, she did," prosested Dicky.
posing—"

“Supposing what?” asked Joe.

Dicky's. voice dropped to a faing murmus. ,

“Bupposing she should die before the doctor arrivest”

Joe didn’t answer his brother's question, He wanted to
put a bold front on matters, if only for the sake of cheering
up his brother, but he couldn’t—his tongue was simply power-
less to utter any words of consolation,

upposing she should die! Joc's heart almost stopped beat-
ing at the thought, His mother die! Oh, how terrible was
the thought! And yet she might. When he had left her
in the care of Mrs. Brown to go and fetch a doctor, she was
in a bad state. Tor days, owing to the want of a_helpin
hand, she had had next to nothing to eat, and the frighiful
cold which she had contracted on her chest, had brought her
to a state of exhauvstion, and nothing but sound medical
treatment could save her.

Joe took hold of his brother's arm firmly, and endeavoured
to help him through the tracks of snow at a quicker pace.

“Come along, old boy!” he exclaimed brightly. “Best
foo: forward! We'll soon rout out that old doctor. I dom't
su[n‘}i:o.z!e we shall bave to go more than another Lundred
vards.”

But Joe knew that the doctor’s house was at least another

three miles away, and as at every cfm-d their progress ecemed,
to_become slower and slower, and his bones began to ache
still more with battling ageinst the driving snow and wind,
ho hegan to wonder whether they would ever arrive at their
destination, .
‘. Tor a brief space the snow clouds thinned slightly, and aa
Jee cast his eyes about him, he perceived a lighted window
in the distance, and his heart quickened its beats as the
thought that it might be the doctor's house in which the
light was showing, came upon him. .

“Come along. Dicky,” he urged. “ Pull yourseli together.
That's the docter's house over there, I'm eure. Mavbe he's
etill up. Hallo! What's the mattert” ’

Joe gazed down at bis brother's recumwbent form, and
%ereeived that that which he had dreaded most had happened,

ick had lapsed into unconsciousness! )

“Dicky, Dicky!” cried Joe in alarm. “Try and walk a
little farther. Just another few yards, Can’f you possibly
manage it?” g .

Joe's pleadings were in vain. The biting wind and
piercing snow had conquered all human endurance as far
as little Dicky was concerned,

Joe pondered over the situation for a while, then decided
upon a course of action. He picked wp his brother’s help-
less form, and swung it over his ehoulder. He staggered
fygm side to side as a fresh swirl of snow caught hima%roa&
side on,

Then righting himself again in an instant, he plunged
forward once more. Doggedly he forced one foot before
the other, determined to do or die.

Unburdened, Joe had found the goiug hard, but with the
dead weight of Dicky’s unconscious form on his shoulder,
his tack was increased tenfold.

With head bowed down, in order to avoid the cubting
forco of the bitter wind, he gritted his teeth and staggered
onwards, ever onwards. Gradually his strength- began to
feave him. He became hystcricaf, and spoke his thoughts

aloud.
Would he——

“Bat supposing—sup-

Would he ever reach the house? ;

Ah, there was the lighted window above him! He had
not failed after all. He saw the front door of the house
before him, he perceived the knocker within arm’s-reach,
Ancther two inches, another inch—

With a soft moan, Joe reeled backwards, and he fell with
his brother’s unconscious form noiselessly into the snow. Ho
had gone off into a dead faint. The bitter hardships which
he had gone through had proved .{oo much for him. He

had fought his fight courageously, only to be thwarted ot

the eleventh hour. .

CHAPTER 3.
The Portrait on the Wall, .

LD Joshua came down the following morning in &
very irritable tempér. At no time was his temgr
of ‘the best, and the quarrel he had had with Sir

" Richard the previous evening had not tended to

._ Amprove it. ;

“Ugh
the entrancehell. “Christrass Day! A fine Christmas for
tae! Nothing to do, no one to tilk to, and the old man i

= '-; TQ:!}AY_.;‘BUXJJT"AT ONCE|
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e
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1" he grunbe&l.as he glanced ‘chruuéh a window of -~
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s beast of a temper. “Don's know what’s coming to him
Iately, Getting. ohildich in his old age. Wish he'd hurry up
and die. T'm tived of waitin‘i for his fortune!”

The old servant pulled to the curtains of the window, and
made for the front door of the hall. ‘

“More snow!” he muttcred to himself again. “Nothing
but ?raew'and biting winds! "Suppose it's about a foot deep
now !’

.. He unbolted the door, and pulled it open with a jerk. As
he did so, two human forms fell inside on to the mat—the
forms of Joe and little Dicky. ’

Old Joshua stapggered -back in amazement, and
moment his face turned a ghastly white.

“Good heavens!” he cried, in a quivering voice. ¥ What
ever's this?” He recovered himself in a moment, and-lifted
Joe to his fect, causing the snow which had gathered on
the youngster to fall i a heap to the mat. *Here, boy, pull
yourself togethet! What are you doing here? What do
you mean by sleeping on my doorstep?”

The jerk which the old servant gave Joe brought him
abruptly to his senses. For a moment he seemed dazed.
Where was he? Why was he so cold, and what was the
cause of that aching, hungry feeling in his stomach?
Why—

And then suddenly recollection came back to him. THe

remembered his bitter struggle against the raging elements,
he remembered approaching the doctor’s house, as he
thought, he recollected reaching for the knocker. And then

remembrance failed him, I
He looked up into Old Joshua's sinister, evil-looking cyes.

“Ts the doctor in?” he inquired, almost flinching at the
vicious gleam in the man’s cyes.

“Doctor!” exclaimed Old Joshua, with a sneer. “This
iin't no doctor’s. The doctor's house is miles away from
here. And what may you be wanting a doctor for? Strikes
me that that's a trumped-up-tale. I believe you ceme here
for thieving purposes, and were overcome by the cold.”

Joe shitereg with frighs. :

“ did come for a doctor,” he said, in an earnest tone
#*Mother's very ill, and if the docfor doesn’t come to her
soon she may die.” ;

_“Die!” snecred Old Joshua callously. “YWhat a tale!
Here, come along! You're going out of this, .you and the
other kid. Your brother, I suppose? H'm! Both thieves.
(lame out to pinch a bit of brass to pay for your Christmas
dinner, eh? But you've come to the wrong place. Come,
clear out of it at once!” )

"“He pulled Dicky roughly to his feet, and although he
jerked bim this way and that, he could not bring the
veungster back to consciousness. His face was deathly white
and showed plainly that he was in @ very bad state and in
‘need of warmth and food. But Old Joshua was in too much
of a rage to observe this,

“What's the maiter with you?' he cried, pulling Dicky
‘roughly towards him. *Shamming, are you? I'll soon alter
.that. Here, let's get hold of that stick!” .

He reached towards the ballstand, in which was resting
an old ash-stick, and, drawing it forth, raised it above his
head preparatory to bringing it down on the unconscious
lad’s shoulder,

“Tll teach you to come here to thieve!” he exclaimed.
4T show—m=" :

- “ Joshua t” . :

The old servant turned sharply, to perceive the form of
Sir Richard Hurtman standing at the foot of the broad
staircase, ] s s

“ Joshua, what's the matter?™ asked Sir Richard, glancing
first at Joe and then at Dicky. :

“ .+ %These two young villains came here to thieve,” explained
0ld Joshua, “and I'm just giving them a little punishment
instead of handing them over to the police, as they deserve.”

l‘__;'i‘hieve!” ejaculated Sir Richard, in amazement.

“Bat—"" ) ‘ ‘

.. Joe turned to the baronet, his eyes depicting the sore
+straits which he was in, .

“Qh, sir,” he cried pleadingly, “do believe me! This
awful man wom't. I swear we didn’t come lere to thicve.
We came out, to find a doctor, and—and I thought this was
the doctor’s house. Please, sir, that is the honest truth.
Oh, do say that you believe. me!” . d
= Sir Richard slared at the boy withonb answering.

. “Pon't let that man hurt my brother,” murmured Joc.
“He's bad, real bad, and I'm afraid he's going to be il
“Yle's had nothing to cat for motre than a day, and—"

Joo broke off abruptly. Ho was overcome with the cold
“and hunger, and was powerless to utter words. His terrible
state struck a chord of pity in the old baronet's heart, and
all his sympathy went out to the plucky young fellow who
pleaded with him.
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‘Here, come inside!” he ordered. - “Joshua, carry that
help[ess_ lad up to the library, and geb them hoth something
to eat and drink.” : 7

“But—but——"" stammered the callous old servant.

“No ‘buts,’ man!” thundered Sir Richard. “Do as I
tell you instantly!” ° )

Whilst Joshua half-dragged rather than carried Dicky up
to the library, Sir Richard led Joo by the arm and helped
him to mount the stairs. - d

At last they reached the library, and two chairs were

laced before the blazing fire by the kind-hearted baronmet,
he warmth from the fire put new life into Joe, and served
the purpose of bringing Dicky hack to consciousness.

+For a moment he gazed about him in astonishment, but
a few consoling words from Joe sufficed to restore his peace
of mind. Then he sat back in his chair, his eyes closed. He
would have gone off into a sound sleep oncé again had not
Old Joshua entered that instang with a tray of catables and
steaming hot coffee,

As he drew towards the table the old scrvant’s cagle eyes
glanced first at Joe's dvawn, white face and then at an old

ortrait on the wall. Ie staggered backwards, as though
he had received a great shock, causing the cups and saucers
on the tray to rattle alarmingly. i

““Joshua!” exclaimed Sir Richard, looking wp. *Whai’s
the matter? Surely you have not been imbibing co early
in the morning?” )

“ No—er—that is—no!” stammered tho servant. And
then, collecting his thoughts, added: “It's the cold, Sir
Richard. It's very cold thiz morning, biting, and my hands
are frozen.” .

“You'd better go and warm them at your own fire,” said
Sir Richard, “and then light a fire in onc of the bed-rooms
for these boys.”

. Old Joshua turned on his heel, and, after first gazidg
intently at Joe and then at the portrait on the wall, he left
the room, muttering o hinself. )

“Now,” said Sir Richard, in a kindly voice, when the door
was shut, “just tell me your story,” -

- The old baronet handed a cup of hot coffee to each of the
two boys, and the stcaming liquid sent Joe's blood into- a
tingle and put new life info him. .

In botween the sips he told the eager baronct the tale of
his wanderings in the snow, and of his fruitless search for the
doetor, He also told of his mother’s critical state, and as Bir
Richard listened to every word the better side of his nature
camo on top, and the boy's plucky fight against adversity
brought back all his old love for children. F

He called to mind the old dazs when he had been fond
of children and had enjoyed a romp with them, and he could
not_bring himself to send the youngsters out into the snow
again. &

“You're a plucky lad, Joe,” he said, “and I admire you
for sticking to it as you did. Now, I'm not going to let you
go out in this awful weather. Look here, give me your
mother’s address, and Tl *phone for a doctor to visit her.” .

“0h, siv,” said Joe, “1 don’t know how to.thank you!
Youw're so kind, but—but I must go home to mother, She
will be worrying shout me.” ’

“XNo, no, my lad; you canvot. I wouldn't hear of it. -After
all your experiences you mighi easily collapse.”. Sir Richard
<miled. “That would be worse than ever, wouldn’s it? Now,
don’t let us argue about the matter. You're going to spend
your Christmas with me, and if your mother is able to be
moved she shall come as well,” E

“Oh, sir, I—"

“Hush! Not a word! I'm glad to have your company. 1y
boy. I used to be very foud of children, until—until—-=">
Sir Richard pondered, and then continued: “Tell me whesze
vour mother is, and I'll see about that doctor immediately.”

Joe gave the requived address, and then, after he had
spoken to the doctor over the. telephone, Sir Richard rang
for his servant. Old Joshua eniered the library.

“¥ou rang. Sir Richard?” he asked sullenly.

l::iY%s"" veplied the baromet, “Have you got that room
ready ¥

“Veos,” veplied the servant.

“Well, take this lad "—Sir Richard pointed to Dicky. who
was nodding off to sleep once again—* and put him into bed.”

Old Joshua carried l;)icky out of the room, and then Sir
Richard continued his conversation with Joe. He asked him
all about his life, and his pavents, and learnt that Joe's
father had died many, many years ago. Joe told him of the
bitter struggle his mother-had had to get a Jiving and make
both ends meet. i

- The old man listened intently to Joe’s every word, and

then at length, seeing that the boy was. in need of a few

hours’ rest, he suggested that he went to his-bed-room. -
Joe, who could hardly keep his eyes open; readily fell in
cy e : rE GEM LiBRARY,—No. 412.
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ith t} suggestion, i
Iying in the softest bed be had e
peaceful slumber.

CHAPTER 4, .
A Wrong Righted,

HEN Joo awoke the rays of the winter sun wers
playing fitfully upon tl{e looking-glasses and pic-
tures on the walls of ihe bed-rdom. It was after-
neon, and although the wind had drepped, the
ground and trees were still covered with a heavy

mundle of suow. - :

Tle turned round to sce if his brother was awzke, and
observed, to his astonishment, that Dicky was net in the bcd:
Joe gazed all round the room, and called to his brother, buf
no ﬁ'gn of him could he sce. SR

Suddenly he caught sight of an opening in the wall, and
saw at onco that a panel had fallen back. -Ee wondered
whether Dicky had gone through. He put his head inside the
opening and called: S ¥

“Dicky, where are you?

Can’t you hear me?”

The only reply Joe received was the echo of his own wordsi 3

and then, hoping against hope that his brother was safe and
sound, he commenced to dress, making up his mind to go
in search of Dicky along the passage of which the panel was
an entrance. . . ,

He finished dressing, and then, drawing towards the open-
ing in the wall, was just preparing to_cnter the secret passage
when' Dicky ugp_earcd before him. Dicky was covered with
cobwebs and dirt, and Joe gazed at him in open-mouthed
astonishment. : myles Sl =

“Whero ever have you been to, kiddie?” he asked. ]

“Do come along here, Joe!” begged the younger boy.
“That awful man is saying some terrible things about you
and me. He's talking to bhimself, and saying that he’s going
to—io murder us!”

“Murder us! What ever for?” y o, e

“I don't know, But do come and listen to him!” "

“ Right-ho, old fellow!” said Joe checrily, “I'll come!
And he pulled himself into the opening.

Inside the passage all was dark, and the two youngstors
had great difficulty in finding their way, = ’

“Where is the man?” asked Joe, when they had crawled

. about twenty yards. ‘‘Where did you see him?” .

“Through o crack in the wall,” cxplained Dicky.. “'Shl
-Here it is. Be quiet, or be'll hear us.” * - : o

Joe put his right ¢ye to the small hole.in the wall, and saw

- in-front -of him a bed-room, in which old Joshua iwas sitting
at a_table muttering to himself. . i
- “The little beasts!” Joc heard him say angrily. “To think
that they should comc here to thwart me! To think that
that woman should. be alive after all these years! GCood
heavens! If the old man was to see her! If—" He ground
his teeth with rage. * He mustn’t—he mustn’t ! he cried;
and, rising from his seat, commenced to pace the room.

For & momons he was lost to Joe's view, bub the boy could
still hear his muttered threats and curses.

“Yve got to do something,” continued old Joshua, *“If
he sces that woman I shall lose all—the money, the house,
everything which I have waited years for. The old man will
he that overjoyed at seeing her that he’ll disown .me—-pro-
bably turn me out of the house for ever. Ha!”

" Old Joshua laughed in that cynical way of his.

“But I'm not done yet, Sir Richard—not nearly! There's
still some life in the ol‘i’ dog. One thing, those kids are safely
locked in their bed-room, and if Sir Richard wants to see them,
Lie'll have-to spend a good day in battéring the door down, for
T've hidden that key where he'll never find it. H'm! I've
dealt with the kids, and now for Sir Richard. If he raises any

_ objections to my proposals—well "—he gazed longingly at a
heavy revolver he held in his hand—*well, it'l be his own
fault!” - )

Joe's heart beat wildly in suspense as he saw the servant slip
the revolver into his poeket and prepare to leave the room.

“Did you hear what, he said, Joe ?” asked Dicky, his whole
frame shaking with nervous excitement. ““What did he mean
about thaf“woman he said Sir Richard musin’t see? And
why did he talk about.us as he did?” ; .

“Don't know,” replied Joe. “Bui he’s Eoing‘ to do Sir
Richard some harm if he doesn’t carry out his wishes, Did
you sce that uglg gleam in his cyes? I didn’t like it at all,
and I believe he'll do as he threatens. Come along, .chkg.;
we must go back, and try and .prévent him hurting' Sir
Richard.” : Lo

The two boys began to crawl slowly back to the opening in
the ‘wall through which they had .passed. ¥ard after yard
they covered in the inky darkness, but no sign of the entrance
could they discover. : T

, Joe's heart flow to his mouth as the thought that they had
" Tug- GEM Lisrary.—No. 412 :
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- Gradually he drew his left arin free, and commenc:
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Last their way dawned upon him, &
find the entrancc? Suppos . .
Buddenly Joe caught sight of a crack in the waoll, and as he

apposing they donld acld

- logked through it he uttercd an exclamaticn of despair,

Look, Dicky!” he .cried, his voice shaking with fean,

¥ Look through there! Xt's our bed-toom ! We're shut out!™
Dicky looked, und saw tho trush of Joc's words,

“QOh, Joe,” he murmured tearfully, “what cver are we b0

~do?._ How can we get out?”

“Can’t say,” answered Joe, calling together all the conrage
he possessed to his command, “Dut dou't despair. Dicky.
We'll find o way out someliow. Let's come farther along this

_passage.”

‘Jo¢ took hold of Dicky’s arm, and led him along the
passege.  Slowly they procecded, dreading fhat every step
they took would plunge them into some vnsecn danger. They
turned a corner in the passage. which hereabout bécame lower,
thus causing the boys to crawl along in & cronching attitude.

For upwards of fivé minutes the brothcrs struggled along
the dark, evil-smelling passage, and then, just as Joe’s heart
was ubout to fail him, he caught the sound of voites raised
in_unger. . B

He crawled & few yards farther along the passage, and the
sounds of a heated argument between two angry men became
louder and londer, and suddenly Joe recognised them as
belonging to Bir Richard and his rascally servant, Was old
Joshua endeavouring io force Sir Richard to asccede to his
demands? And if he refused, would the scrvant carry out the
threat Joe had heard him utter?

In a state of nervous excitement, Joe pressed his ear o the
wall in order to catch some words of the conversation,

“Bring those boys to mo at onée!” Joe heard Sir’ Richard

rilf emand. “If you don't do as I tell you this minute,
all go and fetch them myself!” R
-+ “T don’t think you will, Sir Richard |" said old Joshua, in
a high-handed tone. At least, you might go to fetch them,
but it will take you all day to get into their room.”

Sir Richard turned to his sexvant in zurp

“Take me all day to get into their room ¥
don’t undersiand.” ;

Old Joshua rubbed his hand: together in glee.

“Well, you see,” he explained, “I have taken a litile
recaution. I have locked them in their room, and put the
safely away.” R .
What ever for?” exclaimed Sir Richard, his temper rising
y. “I don’t understand the meaning of your actions.
Explam voursolf, man—cexplain yourself immediately !”

““Not so loud, Sir Richard{” bade old Joshua. ‘“Don’t

L3S

ne queried,

- allow yorirself to get so excited. X want to have a talk with

voun—just a_friendly little conversation. I'm going to leave
you to-day.” - 5 . 7

“You are at liberty to do so,” said 8ir Richard. *1I shall
really be only foolgla.d to be rid of your company. Just lately
you have persisted in taunting me with the past, and nothing
will give me greater pleasure than to see the back of yon.”

“ Maybe,” replied old Joshua. “But before I go I want
to have a little understunding with you. I want ‘you to
hand me a little money—shall ‘we say ten thousand pounds?
Yes, that will do nicely.”

Sir Richard reeled backwards in amazement,

“I shall do nothing of the kind!” cried the baronet hotly.
“What do you mean by making me such a request? It is
preposterous, unheard of !”

“Is that the tone you're going te adopt?”
servant,  “Very well, then, 1 will go one further,
say that I demand the money.”

“You demand?”

“Yes; and you'll hand it over instantly if you value your
lifc! T'm tired of this tomfoolery. Come, now!” . The nan
drew his revolver from his pocket and pointed it directly at
his master’s head. “Which is it to be? Decide at once if
you value your life!"” . : .

Sir Richard's eyes wavered at the sight of the revolver
directed full at his head. For onc moment he stood with
his eyes fixed on the floor, his fuce white with suppressed
anger. .

‘The next instant, his whole frame drew taut, and with one
catlike spring he hurled himself full at the viilain before
Joshua was taken completely by surprise, and ho
reeled backwards under the baronet's pressurc. His right
arm was pinned fo his side, thus preventing him from using
his revolver.

Joe, from his hiding-place, listened to the two men strug-
gling on the floor with breathless excitement, The serioigness
of the situation flashed upon him, -and. he began to hope
against hope that Sir Richard would succeed in overpowering
his rascally opponent. ;

But it was not to be. Slowly Old Joshua got the

snesred ‘the
I il

Egber;'hnnd.
to pound

(Continued on page 284 Col. 2,)
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OUR _GREAT SCHOOL SERIAL STORY!

The Previous Instalments told how:— .

ETHEL CLEVELAND, a pretty English girl, and cousin
to ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY, the swell of St, Jim’s,
goes to St. Freda's to continue her education.

On the first day of her arrival 4t the school, she is attracted
rsonality of DOLORES PELHAM, a high-spirited
girl of Spanish descent. Subsequentiy, Ethel saves Dolores
from disgrace; and the two girls become firm friends.

One afternoon D’Arcy drives his cousin and Dolores over

11 match between the School
House and New House, : :
Owing to Dolores acting contrary to her friend’s wishes, a
_slight misunderstanding arises between the two girls,
Refgrrmg to the match which is-sbout to start, Dolores
remarks:
- It will be a frightful bore, of course. Football matches

always are.” C

“T don’t, think so,” Ethel rctorts. -
" {(Now read on.)

The Start of the Game.

“Oh, you have such curious tastes, Ethel! What is there
to sce m a football match?' said Dolores impatiently. *“But,
‘of course, if Figgins is playing—" ;

“] wish you would not mention Figgina in that way,
Dolores,” said Ethel. . ] y

“Very well, I suppose you know all the boys?”
= “¥es, | think so.’

“How lucky you are to have a cousin like Arthur! What
did you say?” ;

“Wo sha{l have to be quick, dear.”

* Dolores yawned. ;

“Oh, very well! But I do love.to have you do iy hair,
Ethel! It makes me fecl calm and contented. Andy I am
‘not always calm, am 11 P 5

Ethel smiled a little.

_ “No, indeed you are not, Dolores.” s

“But I am enjoying this afternoon,” said Dolores. “It
ig delightful! Figgins is a curious fellow. I can sec quite
cosily that he attaches immense importance to his game of
football, and it seems very odd to me. Well, if you really
1 supposc I must,”

" “1 wizh you would. dear. They will think we do not care

if - wo miss the kick-off, and after Arthur has taken the
trouble to drive over for us, it will look ungracious. Don’t
you ihink g0?”

‘‘Possibly.”

" Dolores’ tone implied that she did ot cave very much how -
it looked. She had said sh
" herself amtplc time. She looked at the reflection of her dusky,
“heantiful

e would hurry, but she allowed
ace carefully in-the glass, and gave her hair and
dress a final touch or two to make them perfection.
- - Ethel waiched these preparations with ill-concealed im-
tience, She was beginning dimly to realise that there was
ikely to be a discord between her nature and Dolores’ ; that
e same groove on all matters.
1 descended. ]
As they ‘emerged into the qluadrang e, several fellows took
el and her companion, dnd the
‘Spanisli girl was the recipient of many %ch“m
Four or five Tellows came-out of the School House in coats
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and mufffers over their football garb, snd grected Cousin
Ethel warmly, Jack Blake, Herries, Dighy, Monty Lowthey,
Manners, and Tom Merry were presented to Dolores.

They went down to the junior ground in a beds, and
Herries, as it happened, walked beside Dolores.

Herries was not mueh of a lady's man, but the
Fourth-Formor was polite, and he felt it his duty to tatc to
the visitor. He told her about his dog Towser—an in-
exhaustible subject with Herries of the EEoilrth.

Drolares listened, with a charming smile,

“ You ought to see him!” said Herries, delighted to have
found so interested a listener. “I'll take you round to seo -
him after the maich, if you care to, Miss Pelhani.”

*Oh, I should love to1” said Dolores. " “I am so fond of -
spaniels ! b .

Herries jumped,

* Spaniels|” - 5

“Yes. Didn’t you say he was a spanicl?”

“1 said a bulldog.”

*“Oh, o bulidog 1™

" “Yes,” said Herrles; “a real-bred ome, you know, and
bites Jike a vice, If you put your hand in his mouth he’d
have it right off 'in one snap.”

Dolores gave a little” shriek, and Herries roared with

buxly

. Jaughter.

Jack Blake gave him an inguiring look,

“I'm just telling Miss Pelham' about Towser,” chuckled
Herries. ''Miss Pelham is fond of dogs.” :

i;_Yeg, indeed I am,” said Dolores brightly ; ““and especially
collies.” :

*Towser is & bulldog, Miss Pelham.”

*1 mean bulldogs, of course,” said Miss Pelham, with a
charming smile. e

Herries looked o little puzzled. But they had rcached the
ground now, and the subject of dogs had to be dropped.

(Clamp-cheirs in an advantageous position h been
arranged for the two girls when it was pleasing them. to
sit down, but for tho present they stood to watch. .

The two_tcams tyrned cut into the field. Ethel's eyes van

‘over all her old friends. She gave them nods’ and’ bright

smiles,

There were Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn on the New House
side, prominent among the rest of the team. On the Hchool
House side Tom Merry was captain, and D’Arcy and Digbg,
Blake and Herries, Lowther and Manners, Reilly and Noble,
Glyn and Dane backed him uE). They were two fine teams,
and towering over them was lefavre of the Fifth, who was
referce, in Norfolk jacket and whistle complete.

The kick-off fell to the School House, and the ball rolled,
and the two teams dashed into the game with great vigour.

Tt was junior football, with p_len}ff of rush and kick, but
it was fino football, all the same. Hounse matches were very
keenly contested at St. Jim’s, and both Tom ,Merry and
Figgins ‘had their men in splendid form,” i :

olores glanced at the School House junior captain, with
a new intcre-t in her face, ' 9’

“Who is thﬂi:i Lthel?” she asked,

“Tom Merry,” said Ethel &

“Oh, that is Tom Merry?” 7

“¥Yes. Do you like him?” i

“He is very good-looking,” said Deloves. ¢ i

And anee more Ethel waa conscious of o jar, - It had never

. o _TuE GEM LiBRaRY.—Ne. 412. -
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occurred to her to think whether Tom Merry was good-
looking or not. Why did
above all, speak of them? 5 /

Ethel did not reply to the remark. She kept her eyes
Eutgnt]y fixed on the game, which was growing fast and
urious,

) School House versus Mew House.

*Goal I

“ Hurrah !* ) R

Dolores had torned away to watch the Right of a bird
noeross the clear blue sky. The loud shouting of the excited
crowd drew her glance back to the field of play.

She looked at the game. ’

Fatty Wynn, the New House
on the turf. He had made o wild clutch to save, but the
leather hud evaded his Boger-fips, and the ball was in the

net. . .
The School House players were grinning with delight; the
Bc‘i‘méaé uﬁgﬂsc crowd round the ropes were roaring applause.

“Bravo, Tom Merry!”

“What is it?" asked Dolores.

A goal,” said Ethel,

“Who has taken it?”

“Tom Merry—for the Sehool House.”

“Oh! And is the game finished now?”-

Cousin Ethel laughed. :

“0Oh, nol Timg play for an hour and a half, and the
greater number_of goals wins the mateh, dear.”

Dolores stifled 2 yawn.

“%n hour and o half?” she said.

‘g P ;

? said Dolores,

% And they have played ten minutes so far,”
leoking at her little gold watch.

“Yes, al -

& Uh!l’

Cousin Ethel looked at her. Fatty Wynn had fisted out
the ball a little crossly, and the players wera retiring to the
centre of the field for the restart.

. ¥ Are you tired, dear?” asked Cousin Ethel.

“0h,:nol” 5 @ sl £

“Will you sit down?”

“I may as well.”

Dolores sat down in one of the camp-chairs. Cousin Ethel
sat down beside her. Ethel felt ‘more out of harmony than
over with her friend. Why had Dolores come to the match
if she were tived of i in fen minutes? 5

The answer, of course, was obvious. Dolores had come for
the cxcursion, not for the football match; watching it was
the price she was willing—or unwilling—to pay for the
cuting. - "

Tt was not an uncommon ense, of course. Ethel remem-
bered the enclosure at Lord's during n public school cricket
match—sisters and cousins and aunts waiting or walking
about lisilessly while she cricketers played, wondering
the time what the fell
long they would be, and why thoy should prefer bowhng o

" leather ball at three aticks in the ground instead of coming

to have o cosy tea and chat.

To & girl who did not understaud the game, after all, it
was bound to be a bore; and a fellow who took a girl to see
one, withoui acquainting her with how it was played,
deserved to suffer the result. But with Dolores it was not
only ignorance of the game—it was complete indifference.
;ﬁl‘.tthel.tricd to explain to her, but the Spanish girl was hardly
istening.

“You see Blake now,” oxpleined Ethel. “He is taking
tho ball .along the touchline. He is -outside-right. He is
trying to heat Kerr—outside-left on the New Housc side. I
don’t think he’ll beat Kerr—he is too sharp for him, There,
sce, Kerr has sent the ball to his inside!”

“Why didn't Blake pick it up?” asked Dolores carclessly.

Cousin Ethel could not help u%bing. ’

“This is Association,” she explained. “Hands are not
allowed. - It is in Rugby that the ball is passed by hand.”

“Oh, indeed! Are there two kinds of football, then?”

In the face of @ question iike that, Bthel hardly knew
what to say. ) .

“Yes, dear,” she replied af last.

“But; I'saw t!izullzll(ump boy—what do yoir coll him?”

¥ Wynn—the eoper.’”

“Yes, Well, I saw him pick up the ball in his hands.”

“Yes; the goalkecper is allowed to haxdlo the ball within
his own arca, you sce.” .

“Ch, T scel” .- : .

“ Ah, there! Listen! Hands!™

Tho School House crowd was roaring.

“Hands! Hands!”. 5
0.
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ows could see in the game, and how °
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“Play the game!” ) . L

Pratt, of the New House, af balf, had handed the E&“
down, quite unintentionally, in the excitement of the
moment. But the crowd were vigilant. The roar reng like
a storm over the footer ficld.

“Hands

*Where's the referee?”

“Yah!  This ain’t Rugger!”.

'The veferec’s whistle rang out. - .

Pratt was penalised, and Cousin Ethel went on to explain
the matter to Dolomes; but she soon found that the Spanish
irl was not listening. The play was growing hotter
wotter, and Ethel was keenly intercsted, and she soon lefé
Dolores to hersclf, and watched the game.

It se?med ages to Dolores before the whistle wont for the
interval. : 5

As the play ceased, and the players troopéd off the field os
lounged about it, resting, Dolores turned cagerly to Lthel
“Tt is over, Hihel?” R

“The first half.” E

“Ohl” iy

“Phare will be an interval of five minutes.” -

“ And then—"

“Then the second half.”

& Dh[lr

A group of players came over towards the edgo of the ficld
whero the two gitls were. Figgins beamed at Cousin Ethel
“T4's a warm game, Cousin Ethel.” : ’
* %Yz, indeed, and I'm en%.oyin'g it,” said Ethel.
“We haven't scored yet,” Figgins remarked. *Sun againsk
us, you know.” w7
Counsin Ethel smiled, .
“Yes, I know,” she said.
Tt will be 2 bit different in the second half, of course.” -
“Wathah not!” said D’Arey. “The sun hasn't anythin

to do with it, deah boy. We're not beatin’ rou in the sun—

we're beatin' you on the carth.” . i
“Beating us!” said Figgins, “Lock here, if you are going
to be humorous—-" :
“Weally, Figgins—" .
“Don't crow too soon, Gussy!” said Tom Merrr, slapping
thie swell of 8t. Jim's upon the back, *Mauny a slip “twixt
the ball and the goal, you know.” -
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—" i .
w“I wasn't quite ready for that goal, cither,” said Fatty
ynn. ’
“You won't be ready for the mext, desh hex.™
“Rags!” .

“1f you say wats to me, Fatty Wynn—"
“And many of 'em!” said¢ Fatty Wynn emphatically.
“ Weally, Wynn—" : .

“Don't crow, Gussy!” -

i;]}‘.fe.nlly, Blake, if von hint that T am cwowin'—"

ip! '

“Hallo! There’s the whistle!”

“You are intewwuptin' me, Tom Mewwy.”

“There’s the whistle, ass!””

“1 wefuse to bo -called an ass.
wuptin™—" ; :

“Oh, como on!” said Blake, grasping his chum hdy the.
arm, and rushing him off towards the centre of the ficld, and
D*Arey’s voice died away in vain expostulation. ST

‘:%hey;, are beginning again?” asked Dolores,

“Yes

And von are intew-

“ Another threo-guarters of an hour?” )

“Ves, 1 am sorry you are so bored, Dolores. If you had
told me, I would not have come here to-day. We could bave
done something you would have liked better.”

“QOh, no; I am glad to come,” said Dolores. 2

But her expression as she watched the resumption of the
footer match was a sufficiently plain indication that it was
not the football that she was glad to come for. -

Giory for -Figgins. :

Tom Merry and his merry men were prossing the New:
House hard now. In spite of the advantage gained by the
change of ends, Flginm & Co. did not seem togbcneﬁt much.
A sustained attack by the School House resulted in a goal
scored by Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, with a splendid long
kiok that beat Fatty W 1y:1u all the wa{i '

Fatty Wynn did not look pleased. He was the star goalie
of the New House i_“umom, and he -bad been beaten twice.
betweon the posts. Faity Wynn did not mean it to_happen
again. He was all eyes and hands now. The School Houss
ebtack was still pressing hard, but Fatty saved, and saved
again, amid thunderous cheers from the New Houss,

e e ter lisde band
el ¢ er litéle hands..
%B;a\*o 1" she cried.
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Every chnesd;y.

Dolores looked at her
“What is it,” she asked~—‘'another goali”
- “No; Wynn is saving splendidly. ~There were two that
looked certain, and ho has stopped them both.” - -
“OhP" said Dolores carclessly, )
. “It is very interesting, Dolores, if lyou' would only take a
fittle interest in it,” said Ethel, with o touch of reproach
in_her voice, : :
Dolores langhed. . ;
Harder and harder the Sclhiool Houso pressed their attack,
but Fatty Wymn was too good for them. As fast es the
leather was whizzed in, a Welsh fist o a Welsh foot was
ready for it, and it came out again, - ,
nd at last the backs cleared, and the fight went swaying
away to midfield. Tho Sehool House rallied, and strove to
press gzome the attack again, but the New House held their

und. .

The School House had shot their bolt, for the present, ab
least. The New House advanced, and Tom Merry realised
that defence was needed now.

‘He brought his men together to defend the goal, and a
tusslo waged in the Behogl House half, Tom Mgel'ry & Co.
striving in vain to clear. ;

And now Kerr, out on the wing, captured the ball, and ran
in well, and, beaten by Herries at back, passed in to Figgins,
Figging captured the ball, beat Glyn casily, and slamined
it in. And Dane in-goal had no chance.

"I"here] Wae a roar from the New House crowd:

e e

& name rang out in a wild yell of applause, Dolores showed
™ a little gleam of interest. .
3 - “Thet was Figginai” sho asked,

Cousin Ethel dxg not reply, She was on her feet, clapping
her hands, and her eyes wero dancing,

Dolores smiled strangely. g

Cousin Ethel sat down again as the teams lined up for the
restart, and then Dolores repeated her question:

“That was Figgins?” : =
el, “thet was Figgins. Ho has taken a

And ehe was watching with all her eyes now.

That success had heartened the New House attack, and
i:hg were fairly swarming round the School House goal
within a few minutes after thie whistle.

Figgins was thinking of Ethel’s eyes upon him, and, liko
8 knight of old, he fought far more valiantly with a fair
lady’s oyes to watch his deeds. Figgins seomed to play liko
two men that afternoon. Alone, almost, he beat the Schoot
House halves, and kicked for goal with the becks almost
upon him. And again Clifton Dane wae beaten, and the
ball rolled in the net. Figgins rolled himself on the grass
the next second, with Herries rolling over him; but ‘what did
Figgina carc? He sat up, dazed, to hear the inspiriting roar
" ToUNd f.?ﬁ,crowded field:

“ Bravo !” -

The score was equal now, with ten minutes more to play.
Both sides were pretty well played out; but they went at it

ain hammer and tongs, equally determined that the gameo
ghould not end in & draw. .

There was no mors show play; no ekying of the ball just
for bluff. It was deadly play, with the best the fellows had
in them thrown into it, sides meant business; and
hero_and- there could be seen a fellow simply stranded,
gasping for breath, with never a run left in him,

5 Loung rose the shoute of the erowd now:

“Go it, School House!”

“One more goal, -Figgy!”

“Buck. up, New House!”

4 Ph&up there! Play up!” .

But the minutes were areeping on. The struggle was in
midfield now, but it broke and eddied up to the School
House goal. Twice Dane flung ous the ball, and yet again,
but this time it met & hard head—the head of Figgins—and

.came back into the xgwl like a stone from a catapult, and
“ Dane wasn't ready
roar:
::%Qal !"” d HA
iggy’s done ib!” -
“ Hirh 17 , , ,
““ New House \végs! New House wins![”

5
v
%

&
Ea.
£
'g.

“Bravo, Figgy!” '
Truly, the New Houss had won, for there were but two

minutes more of play, ahd the whistle wont with the score
unchanged, ’

"The New House had won with three goals to two, and
Figgins—the great . Figging—had scored all three of the
winning goals .

It was glory for Figgins, and no mistake! 4
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It was the first score for the Now House. And as Figgins® .

or that rapping return. There was a -

One Peany, 21
His conirades clustered round him as hé came off the feld,
thumping him on the back, whilo the erowd checred them-
selves hoarse: . !

Figgins was the hero ‘of the hour,

- Even the School House fellows, little pleased as they were
by t«!!'rgir des‘:ea%i,j‘ joined inBcileexEnh F i.ggxrr:;s.

“Figging! Figgine! Bravo, Figgins!

“Good old Fij it

Figgine bore
good grace. There never was a more medest fellow than
Figgins, or o fellow loss likely to suficr from an attack of
swelled head. .

Best of ell to Figgins was a clap from o pair of little
hends, and a brilliant glanco of congratulation from bluo
eyes,

Dolores looked almost irritable,

' What has Figgine dono, Ethel ?” she acked.

“Won the game,” said Ethel, .

“All by himself 7 .

4 Well, ho kicked all the goals for his side.”

“Is it over now "

“Yes,” said Fihel, laughing.

“Thank goodness!” murmured Dolores,

ng !

el i

Great Freparations. .
Tom Merry & Co, were pretty well fagged out by that
ruelling. match; but after 2 rub-down and cl'mlgingy their
othes, they felt pretty well themselves again, Looking very
md«:l{l after the exercise, they clustered round Cousin Ethel
and her friend in the best of humours, Every Schicol House
fellow had a separate explanation why the Sghool Houso
hadnt won. The explanations did not all tally one with
another, but that did not matter. The New House explana-
tion of the circumstance was that they had played a Eet-ter
game, an idea that was scouted by the.School House fellows
4s absurd.  But there was high good-humour on both sides;
the fellows knew how to-give and take, and football successes
were 80 ovenly divided between the two Houses as a rule
that:honours could be considered easy. Aud the presence of
Cousin Ethel -made it impossible for anybody to be in any-
thing but a good temper. *

Tom Merry, immediately he knew that Cousin Ethel was

coming to sed the maich that afferncon, had planned a really
gorgeous tea in the study for tho entertainment of the two
girls from St. Freda's. Arthur Augustus D*Arcy had insisted
that the feed should be in his own study; but Tom Merry
pointed out that his room was larger, and that the number
of guests would be considerable. D’Arcy gracefully conceded
the point, but only on condition that he was allowed to con-
tribute a full half fowards the feed, was agreed to,
and Fatty Wynn of the New House had been entrusted witlt
the shopping-4a -task he was fully cqual to, for, of course,
Figging & Co, had to come to tho tea. Whenever Cousin
Eithel had tes in the School House tiicre was a goneral foeling
that Figgins ought to bo invited, though, as a member of
the rival House, he was liable to be seized and bumped
soverely if he entered the School House on any other occasion.
The four chums of Study No. 6 were coming too, and, of
course, Tom Merry and Mammers and Lowther would he
there, and, with the two girls, Tom Merry's study was likely
to_be well filled.

But did that matfer? “Kind hearts are more than
coronets,” Manners said, when the suhiilec-t came up; and
althongh the quotation did not seem really very, apposite, it
was agreed that it was so. And if everybody were deter-
mined to be in a good humour and make things easy for
everybody else, surely the party was bound to be a success,
In fact, :S} parties, at all times and places, would be succosses
if that golden rule were carefully observed, P

Leaving the two St. Freda’s girls.in charge of Figilgins and
D’Arcy and some other juniors, the Terrible Three had goue
off to their study after the match to get the tea ready. -

Dolores knew that tea in a study was coming, and she
wonderad very much what it would be like, and was looking
forward to it with ouriosity,

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowfher set to work cheerfully

" .in the study. It was always considered a privilege to enter-

tain a_gil to tea, and such a girl as Consin Ethel was an.
aequisition enywhere. -

Tom Merry cast an_anxions glance about the: familiar ofc)
at-mfg a8 he entered. It scomed to him g little shabbier than
usual. : <

Porhapa it 'was the contrast _after Cousin_ Ethel’s bright
face an ;ﬁeﬁy t‘mcki‘ The hero of the £hell looked round
him quite disparagingly. T :

e P?et-ter du[;?rug ﬂﬁa study a bit,” he remayked. “We had
a duster once, 1 romember. Do you know where it i,

Lowther?”? - .
Tue GeM Lisrany.-~No. 412,
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“Blessed if I-dot” said Lowther, :

- Manners, old-man, what have you done with ‘tho dustér?”

“Haven't seen it for monkey’s years,” said Manners.
Tom Merry spiffed. . .~ E & i
“Look he¥e, we must dust the study 1" o
“Better get tea,” said Monty Lowther. iggins & Co.

are coming in at five exaetly, ‘and they'll be 'peciuh You

know what Fatty Wynn is. And.the girls—" - -
*Yes, but we ocught to make a study- decent for the girks.”
“Well, uso a pucf;ut—handkorchief," . :
11 R‘E,}Lt_ho " 5

Tom Merry. jerked Lowther's pocket-handkerchief from his

pocket, and began to dust the mantelpiece with it,
0T gAVO & Toar.

“You ass!  Gimme my hanky!” -

“ Ty dusting " ; _

“Give it.me, you frabjous ass!” g 5 i

“Well; it's jolly dusty now, if T did give. it to ilou, ) mm!
Tom Merry. *¥ow'd better-go and gt suother, old fellow."

And Monty Lowiher, with a snort of wrath, did go and
get another, - ’ K g .

Tom :Merry grinned, and continued to dust the study, He
certainly. made an: improvement, ‘but the handkerchief was
in & decidedly grubby conditien-by the time he had fnished.

“Qettin’ on all wight, deah-boys?” '

It was Arthur Augustas D'Arcy’s voice at the door.

“Hallo ! said Tom Merry, *Come to lend 4 hand?”

- Yaas, wathal!” . . e :

-“Riglhitho! Get in some coals, will you?!”

D’Arcy poused. - q

He waé-dressed:in his most elogant garments, and fotching

in poals certairly: did -not soein: quite in nccorqaace with- his

S BER, " s v e Ty 7

R ocaraq duiti bog £ hs bt at buatc &

“And he bore away the seuttlo in a gingerly manney.

“Ha, hs; ha!" roared Manhers, e, el

D’Avcy came beck in & few ‘minutes. - He wag not alone.
Jameson of tho  Third was carrying tho scuttle, full of coals.
-Jameson was grinping - He was generally so grubby that a
lile:coal-dust made no.difference to him. ¥

‘He-brought: tha scuttle into tho stady, and set it down, and
was presented with' sixpenco by the ‘swell of thé Fourth,
Jameson bit the Eixpence to. mako-sure that it was 8 mood

one—a proceeding that- D' Arty n:éiwd v.uth éiié{!f- @!?diﬂnﬁ?oiou«f i m*&"*he'exc‘]ui%nléd{' u%g%r,"_u Gty

—and, then \\;oub_-o_l.lj;,,m-iﬁ_;":_a\?af ickle: ok

“ Anybhin’ ela, deah boys¥dsked D’ Arcy, = -

Tom Merry lookéd rotnd the study.

“Yes;_nlllakn.fhé;t"ts:ﬁt.” fela? :

* The—the toast?’ G &

"&:m}y 1" gaid Manners. “I've cub the bread already.
We only. want sbout a dozen-rounds made, and the ‘fire’s
" burning beautifully. CGo. ahead, and mind yon don't burn
we s - .

! “Vewy well, deali boy,” said D'Arcy feebly. -

“He _was rather regretting by this sime that he had come
0 help,  But. he could not- retreat.. He sat on the end of
the fender with the teastingfork, and began to toast. Monty

Lowther. came -biack to the study, snd grinned as ho saw

D’ Arcy at work. .
“Good, old Gusay!” he exclaimed. “Go shead! Are you
'f.o:?d of making toast?” o
*Weally, Lowther——" gasped D'Arcy. .
*T.ook here, Tom Metry,gla’vgz got no more handkerchiefs,”
said Lowther. *I can’t find any,-you frabjous duffer” _
“Tom Merry, having finished dusting, tossed the deeidedly
grimy handkerchief back to its owner. ’ ;
“There you are; Monty, my boy.”

. ‘Lowther took the handkerchief, and looked warlike; but as |

- he saw the cnd p}f" a,!eanmbritm;ml hnpéd(llr.eighief peeping out of
D’Arcy’s pocket, his frovwn ; a_grin,
gentiyyt,md Quictly behind tho swell of St. Jias.

~ Tom Merry and Manners watched bim in silence.

Lowther suddeag seized the elegant Fourth-Former, and
pulled him back off the fender upon the hearthrug. D’Aroy
gave n yell, the toast went in one ‘direction, and the fork in

ano T.
0w! Weally—" -

Lovwther, quick ‘as-thought, jerked D’Aroy’s handkerchiof
from his pocket, and crammed the soiled one in its place, and :
_then dragged IPArcy to his feet.

: “Borry

,_old man?" he said,
“PBai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.

you'n feahful thwashin’!”-
{Another fong Jvnsmlm’ent of this nmteéuﬂd school

sevicd in. next
copy In advance.)
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away at the boronet's head. The blows hie recoived weakened
tho elder man, and he begari to gﬁbiwe-'way. .
. At that momont.Joe must have touched a hidden spring
in. the-wall, for all of ‘a.suddon the. nel ‘flow - inwards and -
e::ritgk the g.aavmt_ hard vponr the. and sent him hurtling

- the ground, . '

Wifhout a recond’s delay Joe leapt into the room, followed
swiftly by Dicky, . who;. t ough- trembling with: nervousneas,
roalised the seriousness of the situation. Both boys rushed
ta‘xarﬂa the fallen scoundrel, and flung themselves upon him.

Hold his logs, Dicky " oried Joe; - * I'll- take his arma O
- The blow on the head had_somewhat dazed Old Joshua,
and for the time being *ha wad “incapable of &t gling. The
two.boys' ing on. tenaci 7-#nd ust when' the scoundrel
:gg‘;eﬂ signs of making actiof” Bir Richard: camo’ to the
B, ¥ - g

MMt look after him,” he said to' the boys. “Yon just run
and fofch that répe in the corner over thgr'e."' J :
. Joe hastened with-all epocd to the cornor the baronct
indicated, and: refurned hastily with the rope. - - 4,

Sir Richard took it, and five minutes, later, with.thé help
of the twe boys, ho had bound and .gagged his rascally
servantﬁsoeurel_?.‘ e T Ot

: aroniet turned to tho beys to théiilk them for comin
to his rescue, when he hea) i i

rd & motor draw: up outside.

“¥You'd better come down with mo,” he said. I expect
that is your mother, The doctor wired mo to say that she
wis mischi better, and that-he was-bringing her along herc.”

A feeling .of thankfulness ‘that -their mother was out of
danger came upon the two youngsters, and cagerly they
followed 8ir Richard down the stairs,

The baronet reached the door first, and drew it open, to
reveal on tho thresheld a womarn, scantily attired, with
dravn faco und sullen eves, teling of illness’ and hardship,
Suddenly the light from the sinking sun rested full -on the
wvoman’s face, and as it did so Sir Richard's hand flew to his
ﬂle;& and he uttered:a deep MR o :

“Father I .. - : el ST RS N

For one instant tho two stared at cach other ineredulously, -
and then the old man flung his armis rovnd the Womar. .

“Elsic 1" he cried. My RElsie! . Safe and sound, affer all
theso years! Oh, how fhankful Tam ™

Jee's mother wiped away tears of joy from her eyes, and
caressed hor father once again, Her hoart was full to “over-
flowing. 8he wanted to say eoicthing—she wanted te utter .
hor thoughts of thankfulness, but the . wagds seemed to be
_chioked-in hier throat. She wae overcome with happiness at
boing brenght back to her father, and ab the thought that
h he had mahy, many years ago turned

home, had disowned -her, he now welcomed her with open’

Sp;no two honre later Sir 'Ri_c'har_d,.Joo,".ané ‘Dicky'. snd
their- mothor-were seated round s great festive board in the

. dining-room at Hurtman Hall® Sir Richard, in tho hour of -
joy, had relented towards his villainous servant, and, instead -
0! imuhn

g him over to the policé, had given him his liberty,
and allowed him to loave the Hall untonched. - .
The two boys’ faces glowed with eager anticipation as they
watched Bir Richard carve the huge turkey which rested in
front of bim, and cyed the host of good t ings with which
the_table was spread.

. Now that his mind was free from worrymg thoughts, Sir

Richard logked a good ten years younger. ' His every action

" showed nplainljr how overjoyed he was. 5
“Well, Els , turning to his daughter who had -
" beon restored to him, “ 1 must say your sons and "—he added.

ie,” he sui

as an afterthought—*“my grandions are two plucky little

fellows. The way they came to my rescue was simply mag -

nificent, and I say right now they do you credit.” #
Joo and Dicky both blushed at the old barcnet’s remarks,

‘but_they were soon restored to their ease by the old genfle:

man’g cheery voice. -

“Now, boys,” hs said, “cat,; drink, and be merry, This

‘is_my huppiest Christmas, and T waant you to enjoy yours

sclves as much as: you possibly can,” 4
And ‘there is little doubt that Joe and Dicky did enjoy
themselves more then ever before. Thuir grandfather looked
after them in ‘overy way, and he, too, felt infinite’ joy in the
fact. that the true spirit of Yuletide had returned to him.
after many years, i T :
’ THE -EXD.
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A WONDERFUL HAIR-
ROWING EXPERIMENT

L READERS INVITED TO JOIN IN A GREAT HAIR BEAUTY TEST FREE OF GOST.

LL veaders of this paper {both ladies and gentlemen)
who are in any way interested in their hair, and
would like to improve their personal appearance
by the possession of more generous locks, or hetter

and scalp conditions generally, will weleome the
rtunity now afforded of securing all the necessary
rialg to enable then to encourage and promote the
th of luxuriant, beautiful hair. free of all cost.

crds, the Inventor - Discoverer
the world - famous  * Harlene i
Drill,” and in making his great
to those who wish for Hair
*h and Beauty, he says :

will give a million  “ Harlene
Duill *  Outfits FREE, so that
b lady and gentleman can prove
Gieir own complete satisfaction
no matter what the present
tion of their hair may be,
can. grow healthy, luxuriant,
wlant hair at any age.

ay-by-day Hair
Revival.

“nediately you commence your
viul @ Harlene Hair-Drill * task
il notice a freshness, a lack
m it the sealp, and ag day
v this hair-growing method is
ded ~ with, so your mirror
= a new brightness in your
There are new glints of light
iance that you never hefore

possible, and all the time

iv Is “increasing in  strength
igth,  Just as it stimulates
sevivifies the hair® when ill- :
s set in, o when the haiv iy healthy it keeps it
fresh, bright, and strong.  Only just_two or three
© a day, that is all that is necessary to make
t dull and lifeless head of hair a pride to its

YE YOU NOTICED THESE
HAIR TROUBLES?

notice any of these symptoms, you should imme-
vply for your Harlene Hair-Drill Gift.

Do you notice any powdery dust when
Srushing ?

22 you notice an~

ae

= man responsible for this gicantic plan iy Mr.

Beautiful hair may be the possession of

cveryone who will follow the ** Harlene

Hair-Drill 7 method, which they may
test FREE to-day.

Million Special ** Harlene Hair-Drill” Qutfits and All Necessary
Materials Supplied as a Huge Gift. T

6. Do you notice -~anv»irfitat'ion of the scalp;.’
7. Is your hair gradually becoming thinner ?

If you answer yes to any of these questions, fill in the -
form below at once. As soon as you have posted this,
together with 4d. in stamps for return postage of your
parcel, you will receive : ‘
1. A bottle of “Harlene,” a true liquid food
for the hair, which stimu-
fates it to new growth,
building up the very sub-

« stance of the hair itseif, It
is tonic food, and dressing
in one.

2. A packet of the marvetous
hair and scalp cleansing
“Cremex”’ Shampeo, which
prepares the head for ““ Hair-
Drill.”

3. A bottle of Uzon Brillian-
tine, which gives a final
touch of beauty to the
hair.

4, The secret “Hair - Drill”
Manual giving complete in-
structions for carrying out
this world - famous Rair-
growing exercise,

After you have experienced for
yourself the wonderful influence of
“ Harlene ” on your hair-growth,
You can always secure further

e supplies of = Harlene” from vour
chemist at Is., 2s. 6d., or 4s. 6d. per bottle, Uzon Rriflian-
tine, 18, and 28, 6d., and ~ Cremex 7 at 18, per hox of 7
shampoos, single packet, 2d. If ordering direct from
Edwards “ Harlene ” Co., they will be sent post free on
remittance. (arriage extra on foreign ordery 3

R== FREE CIFT coupn®
i To EDWARDS’' HARLEN
2 20-26, Lamb’s ~

Dear ©
B
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 “GRUNDY THE HYPNOTIST!”
. By Martm Ciifford, =
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complote story of the chums n{ é iu’s. !uhuumm by
cvolutions of in t\lllt Piean !ngm tist who displays his prov

= ]\\nl'n}lle ? y 511 Fop uﬁh’ to :\!HH\\ m his

o ot the n Mious art.

Geundy i3 aobed

Itellows.” Finally, the maltor

01 Hw powers that be, and the brief but

B

reaches the cars
exciting reign of *

S GRUNDY THE HYPNOTIST!”

fopminates yery abraptly)
start to fig
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AN AIR MECHANIC'S TRIBUTE.

The following cony “mmmn lotter comes fo hand from
a loyal reader of the *Gem 7 Library serving in ffance:
= it ey
£ val Naval Air-Servies
% : 0.0 i il Officer,

‘Nt{ va
¢

fDover.
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en my statnch com-
i . and which
.u: moe np when I felr
g propensitios
vom tho blunes. 4

Y “Dear Bditor.—M:
for yvour bright little pa
mmon tlumwh many
hn\ ahways be(‘n Hu niea

Jmn- (md out’

i GxpIess iy

Mu o m:\ma in In mtmﬂ“ eve publication, and.
although 1 anv now over it as
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2§ abiat opr 3 fm\n in North

though at doabls

I have been out

TFlanders. and your papn i

the usual price, 18s well w h it, Hm\mh

here over a “year, aml an tmdlh a little fed up with
]"1‘;”1(%-‘ = . : ;
“Wishing mm paper the success it Svell merits, and

trusting you will exense these 1]l-sj-xpwssc<1 but nore ‘the less

sineere dines, A :

J,M ieve Mo, Yours: ver tnu\
W, J. Seaytey o
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- This is the sart of letter which goes far to counteract the
venomous snatling of the. crumblers, and T am much indebted
to my umocpnndom for lowing tribute to rlw “Gom 2
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REPLIES IN BRIEF,
Reader.”"—Yez, I hiope that when the
meet again on the ,#i'bu“iic]d, the
the tables. 2 :
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in Cliflorll's next-long,”
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CHUCKLES,
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EVERY SATURDAY

M. E. HI (Manc
posteards to Gough

“A Namesake’ (Rl.unnhax — My posthag this
been unusually heavy, and some splendid lette
into this sanctuny, bui none so splendid as-y
youw'll wirite again. fn rveply to vour qums, My,
services have been vetaitied at St Jin's,

N, T Roberts-Satton ?\\ olverhampton).
tunes - pointed out why our Clon i
continued.  Owing to the war,
considerably delayed. and in many
stination. Unn
should g'riu and bear i, h

R

-1 have
hatize w
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citses latters do ot
is hard luck, of course, b
sr Gremnites do.
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uh\d to m\o their full addvesses. :

W. (Wed n excelloni sugeestion; a
W Imn Shall roceive due co stderation.
{(Svdney).—Jakes

Nellie MeK. vot qoite up to sts
Thank you for your kmd cormments, e
Private W. M. (Aberdes a1 quite  agree-

Wouds could not be \tl()llg enough for the caddish €0
the fellow w ho senit the abusive letter to my feyton girs
Rifleman (\\ all murm») ~ Wit 1 Another "Fornmugl
“Llem d’l(] = Ma public. seems to be enlisis
masse, 1 must thank you most und'allv tor yonr fine ¢
of this journal st the .«,Hriu uiuxdw H}dd(‘ upv-
Happy W Ye
Joseph S. (Kir
would have precious b
are incorrigible. ~ Seery

Vad

—1 fear the _puhlu-;lix_(m of vos
e effett upon Malpas™ & Ce
nnot get you a corvesy

The Exchange s ,;.m])”, iy closed dowie
George M. (Sheffield; 1 do net think a competitio
lines you sugpest wou 4' appeal 1o Ms- urajority of ros

me. -
NOLS 4).'_.«()u~u; on‘u‘hf m)t to be a vers &
you to forni a football club. 'J.':L»H( it ovel

Thank vou all the
<G (Upper
mat for
your chums.
“A Reader ” {(Melbowrnel.—1 weuld vefer you te
four-page supplement published with our Christn
Number. :

{Victoria).—
“Un Jeune Austy :
that my Colontal chums ave hard hit by not being ak
part in the various npetitions, - One of these fime
inaugurate a competition: confinéd solely to Colonial
W. B. B. (New South W ales). m\uny 1 cannot obl
with the particudars you vequive. [ \umld necessitn
deal of vesearch to do so, and myself dllu stafl have os
full ‘as it is.
Harry A. [SJ!(‘ﬂuld) wishes Lumlog -Luniley would
ahd have o few cigarettes. Quite a queer sort of )em.
il (Baum\) 15 briet and to tl .
ﬂ\ e-word message on a posteard: © Your
T hope J. 1. will never have cause
opinioi. el
AL UL {Dorchester). S you for )om' fotite
and addresses ol soldiers requiring !»ool\\ 5
lished from thme (o tine. :
J. B Clavenee{New-South-Wales
i’i(m are fong since out of “pnm‘ =50 :
. O’Conndr (Tipperary) i ml bpmt T
pence, by Frawk Richard UH nimnnabi from e
‘ni\ < =
{'\me fo stor) —Sorry. lmi i ‘h;n‘o no i
Suomnention, . s

any thanks for
lien 7 (Melbon




