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For Next Wednesday:
‘FHE SNOB OF THE SCHOOL!”
- By Martin Clifford. :

In its combination of humour and pathos, this story is
one of the very best which Mr, Martin Clifford has ever
given us. A lonely soldier figures prominently in it, and
I think all of us have learned 1n these days of war to have
some sympathy with the lonely soldier—the man helping to
fight our couniry’s battles, with no one in the whole werld to
grieve much if he goes under. This particular man is a
relative of Percy Mellish, quite the most snobbish fellow at
St. Jim’s. But tho Mellishes kave always steered clear of
the Thompsons, for no better reason than that the Thomp-
sons_were poor; and when Percy Mellish learns that his
cousin, Cierald Thompson, a private in the Loamshires, is
coming to St. Jim’s to sec his old comrade in the trenches,
Mr. Railton, the snobbish junior has all that is meanest in
him arvoused. By hook or by crook, he determines to keep
Private Thompson away, though even fellows of his own
kidney, such as Levison, Crooke, and Clampe, are rather
surprised at his adopting this attitude at a time when to bo
a private in the British Army is regarded by every decent
person as a cause for pride—not shame. Iow Tom Merry
and his chums, the one and only Gussy playing a big part,
circumnvent the schemes of Mellish you will read next weck;
and you cannot fail to enjoy the manner in which the author
deseribes the complete discomfiture of

___THE SNOB OF THE SCHOOL!"

A LETTER FROM AN AUSTRALIAN LADY
READER,

It is always very pleasa!it to hear of a whole family
appreciating one of my papers, as 1 often do hear; and this

week I have been pariicularly pleased to receive from a-

lady reader, the miother of a family in far-away West
Australia, quite one of the micest and most enthusiastic
letters I have ever had. 'This lady writes:

“One of my boys found a ‘Gem’ lying on the beach one
day, and brought it home to read aloud to myself and my
little girl, as he is in the habit of doing with anything he
likes greatly. We enjoyed the story very much, and were
laughing heartily over it when an okder boy came in, and
sat down to listen also. *BDisgraceful!” he snorted after a
while. ‘I am utterly swrprised abt yow, mum! Not only
encouraging these two kids to read such rubbish, but actually
pretending that you enjoy it, just to please them! It's just
about fit for kids of sixteen, t00!’ he concluded witheringly.
But finding removstrance in vain he departed, commenting
(and most unfavourably) as he went on the condition of the
family intcHect.

<A few weeks later a cold confined this young man to his
bed, and he requested some kight reading matter where with
to pass the time. I put a ‘Gem’ among the books selected
for him. It was not long before a hearty buxst of laughter
brought ws up to his door. We pecped in quietly, to find
him necaxly helpless with laughter at Skimmy defying the
German spies from the wigdow of the wood-shed. The
enemy had capitulated. The halchet was buried. The flag
of peace was flying! We departed again, unseen.
mwum 1 chuckled Jack sofily. “Seems to me there’s more
kgndls c’)f sixteen than us three in this house. What do you
think ? i

“Singe then alg the family not only read the ‘Gem,” but
waich fox it evesy week.  We passed a bundle of back
numbers on. to a neighbowr, who was derisive at first, but
soon wanted; more,

“T have a little boy of seven, who is Jeeply interested in
the weekly reading aloud of the ‘Gen.” His faveurite
eharacter is the famous Guundy. The other day we wore
trying to find a suitable name for a valuable young bull.
and he sctiled the argument by saying that it must be named

OUR. :: THREE :* COMPANION ‘- PAPER.S !
“THE MAGNET' THE “PENNY
~ LIBRARY — i ~ POPULAR."—,

D) e . ™

¢Ah, -

CHUCKLES,

— e 320 -

FRIDAY.1 EVERY SATURDAY..

i

S)

‘.C-‘.\vunday.' ‘But why Grundy? we asked. ‘ Because
Gwunday can nevah be beaten, and nmothing can beat this

bull, eithah !’ he declared triumphantly. Se Grundy it was,

for our ‘Gussy’—he is quite like D’Arcy in his manner of
speech, being short-tongued—had to have his way.

“Mr. Clifford has the gift of endowing his characters
with such distinct and consistent personality that they seem
really alive. And the artist deserves a_share of the credit,
too. One recognises the same faces and figures at a glance
in his work. Skimmy in the woodshed pleased us so much
that we had to keep it. It seems wonderful to me hoy, with
so limited a sphere of action for his characters, Mr. Clifford
can cvolve every week such fresh and gripping stories.
Will you tell both him and the artist how much a family in
far-off Australia enjoy their work? All success {o them
!Jtothu; ‘_nnd to you as well, for we don’t forget your share in
it alll”

NOTICES.
For Correspondents.

Miss Winnie IIunt, L2, Springfield Road, Guildford,
would like to correspond with other girl readers.

Norman H. Freeman, 53, Chestnut -Road, Moscley, Bir-
mingham, would like to correspond with.a boy reader in
Australia. ]

Miss Vera Neil (aged 14) would like to correspond with a
eirl reader in this country; and her brother Roy (aged 17)
with a boy reader of about his own age. Address: Stander-

- wick, Annerley Road, South Brisbane, Australia.

A. Mackay, 4, Upper North Street, Poplar, E., would like
to hear from Private II. Greaves, whose address he has
unfortunately mislaid.

Will Ben Flanagan write to G. Queree, at 60, Cambridge
Terrace, Hyde Park, London, W.?

For Cricket Fixtures.

Deeplish C.C. (Rochdale) want fixtures. Hon.
Sydney Bardsley, 119, Milkstone Road, Rochdale.

Holy Trinity Boys’ Club (Bow), average age 154-16, want
matches within six-mile radius of Bow. .

Leagues.

Albert L. Hoy, 3, Ward’s Place, Kilmarnock, wants more
members for his “ Gem’ and ** Magnet” League. Stamped
and addressed envelope, pluase.

Fred Williams, 13, Mill Sireet, Newecastle-on-Tyne, 1s
forming a “Gem”’ and “ Magnet” League, open to readers
anywhere in the British Isles.  He will be glad to hear from
anyone interested. Stamped and addressed envelope, please.

A. D. Whitehead, 45, Ringford Road, West Hill, Wands-
worth, London, S.W., would like to form a fossil and curio
club, open to readers anywhere. Will anyone interested

Sec.,

 write to him? ,

Harry Copestake, 84," Chuich Street, Fenmton, Stoke-on-
TFrent, wishes to form a local ‘‘Gem” and Magnet”
League, and will be glad to hear from amyone who cares to

join.
Back Numbers, &c., Wanted.
Private James Smyth, 1590, A Coy., 12th West York-
shires, B.E.F., France, would be glad to vecceive back

numbers of the “Gem’ and *‘ Magnet.” .

Miss H. Matheson, Queen’s Lodge, Edgware, wants to buy
the “B. F. 3d.” issue-containing * Fom Merry & Co.,”” and
also any number of the ¢ Gem *” before No. 13.
2/9th Manchester

Private A. Bailey, 5065, A Loy,
Regt., Hut 18, Reed Hall, Camp,
Colchester, would be glad to have
back numbers of both the “Gem
and “Magnet.”” .

Drummer ‘I'. Tennant, 22494, C
Coy., K.O.X.E.L, The Camp,
Withernsea, would be very grate-:
ful to any reader who would give
him an old camera.
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Marie Rivers took a chair by the bedside, and watched the stricken junior anxiously. Wilkins gazed about ]
him with a bewildered air. * What is it, Wilking 2"’ asked Miss Marie softly. (See Chapter 11.) )

CHAPTER 1.
When Friends Fall Oat.
1§ HERE’S that ass Wilkins?”
George Alfred Grundy of the Shell Form
at St. Jim's repeated the question a dozen
times as he patrolled up and down the

corridor.
Like the monarch in the poem, the great George Alfred
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He sported «

was apparelled in magnificent attire.
gorgeously-striped vest, running shorts, and a pair of socks,
the hue of which was dazzling in the extreme.

Grundy was about to embark on a cross-country run, and
Gunn was waiting for him down at the gates. Wilkins, the
other member of the celebrated trio, was miss:ingi and

°

Grundy was bawling through the building for him. had
been bawling for ten minutes, a8 & matter of fact; but his
repeated cries had been productive of no result.

Next Wednesday,

“THE SNOB OF THE SCHOOL!
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“Comound the chap!” growled Grmufy. “Ie's keeping
us hanging about all the afternoon! I wonder where he's
got to¥”’ . -

Now Grundy came to think of it, Wilkins had not seen
or spoken to him all day, or with Gunn; either, for that
matter. This was most singular, for Wilkins and Gunn were
usually regarded as a sort of second edition of David and
Jonathan. N X . -

But perhaps Wilkins was worried about something, Grundy
reflocted, ‘and had gome mooning off somewhere alone.

Wilkins had a brother in the Army. He had recently
been home on short leave from the Flanders Front, and th’e
Hcad had permitted Wilkinsg and Gunn to go to the former’s
home for a few days. They had onl{ just returned, sa it
was not unnatural that Wilkins should be thinking of his
absent brother, who crossed the Channel again that day.

Grundy pursued his inquiries until he came to the library.
It was usually deserted, and he did not anticipate finding
Wilkins_ there. N

But! the unexpected happened. Wilkins was perched up on
one of the window-sills, with an open book in his hand; but
as the book was upside down, Grundy correctly .sur‘lmsed
that he could not bexreading it. Wilkins was in his Etons;
he had not changed for the projected yum. .

At last!” snorted Grundy. “I've been hunting for you
high and low, Wilky, you old duffer! Whas are you
stewing in here for? Have you forgotten the run, fathead?

“T don’t feel like running just now,” sau,l Wilkins grimly,
“nnless it’s to escape from your company !” .

“Why——- What—- My hat!” gasped Grundy, in
astonichment. “What have I done to ruffle your feathers?

“You know very well what you've done!” L

Grundy ran his fingers perplexedly through this thick
brown hair. He could not for the lifo of him understand his
chum’s attitude. Wilkins was usually amiability itself.
There were litile rifts in the lute occasionally, as there are
in all friendships, but Grundy could think of nothing which
accounted for Wilking’ manncy on this occasion. .

“Aro you potiy?” asked Grundy politely. “1 haven't
done anything to cause you to get your rag out that I can
sen.” .

Wilking shifted impatiently in his eeat on the window-
sitl .

C“You needn’t try to brazen it out!” he said.

Tt was Grundy’s turn to get angry. .

“Brazen it out!” ho repeated, * What the merry dickens
are yon talking about?” .

7 think youwre a beastly cad, Grundy!” N

“Yere, sieady on!” said Grundy, clenching his big fista.
“T don’t allow anybody to call me a cad, you know !”

“Well, you are one, and chance it! Tt cuts all the nore
hecause 1 was fool enough to think you were my friend”
After promising me honour bright that you'd say nothing
fo the fellows about--ubout my people being poor, and all
that, you've blabbed it over half the school! Tiverybody will
know by to-night!” cencluded Wilkins bitterly.

Grundy flushed crimson, :

“What a whopper !’ he exclaimed indignantly. “I haven't
breathed a word about your circumstances to anyone.”

“Then how did the feilows come to know 7"

“Give it up,” said Grundy. “1I know well enough they
didn’t get it from me. Yon asked me to say nothing to the
others about your pater being badly off, and all that, and
I've kept my promise.”

I don’t believe you!”

“You call me a liar 7”7 asked Grundy, his eyes flashing.

“Put it that way, if you like! You've preity well ruined
my life hore! Everywhere I go fellows are sneering and
jecring .at me and my people—calling us paupers and what
not.  And it’'s all through you!”

Even as Wilkins spoke the door of the library opened, and
Levison, Mellish, and Crooke, the black shecp of St. Jim’s,
came in, talking and laughing loudly.

“I knew it all along,” Levison was saying. “ His pater
Eeeps a public-house or something, and he gets all his togs
cheap at the pawnbroker’s! You’ll always notice that he
wears cast-off things—mever anything new! His people
can't afford it! There’s not much profit in the beer business
since the new restrictions !

“I should have thought St. Jim’s had enough charity
wasters already,” sniffed Mellish, ¢ What with that scholar-
ship cad Brooke, and that low-bred brat of a street coster
Frayne, we've about got enough. I wonder what my pater
would say if he knew I had to rub shoulders with the son
¢f a poverty-stricken publican ?”

*“He’d take you away at once,” said Crooke.

“0f course Lhe would! He’d be afraid I should wake up
one morning and find my gold watch stolen, or something
like that't”

Wilkins winced.  Grundy looked incredulous.” How had

THE GEM LiBraRy,—No. 438. ‘

Levison & Co. got wind of the impoverished circumstances
of the House of Wilkins? 5

Wilkins senior was net a publican, but lie was poor—
wretchedly poor. He was on the reporting staff of a local
newspaper, which had reduced the staff and the sizé of the
paper. The few employees who remained—too old to take a
hand in the trenches—were paid' miserable salaries, and i
was little short of marvellous that Mr. Wilking could afford
to provide a first-class education for his son.

His abject poverty was known in the district in which he
lived, though it had not gained currency at St. Jim’s until
now. - And aoily one person could have made it common
knowledge, Wilking reflected. George Alfred Grundy, his
familiar friend "whom he bad trusted; had committed @
breach of confidence.

“You hear them?”? asked Wilkins. “They insuli me right
and left, and not only me, but my people! My life’s a
misery now that you've told them!”

“TI tell you I haven’t breathed a word!” roared Grundy.

“And T say I don’t believe you!” .

There was a long, strained silence, during which Grundy
glared up at Wilkins and Wilkins glaved down at Grundy.
Levison & Co., making several uncomplimentary remarks
sufficiently loud for Wilkins to hear, strolled out of the
room, Crooke asserting that it choked him to breathe the
same air as a tavern-keeper’s son.”

‘““Are you going to take my word, or are you not
hooted Grundy, when they had gone.

“Not!” said Wilkins. *What's more, I want nothing
whatever to do with you! I thought you were a decent
chap, but it shows how easily a fellow can be mistaken}
You'ye a snob and a_cad, Grundy! Yes; you:needn’t glare
at me like that! I’'m not in the habit of mincing my
words |7

That did it. Grundy was just as angry as Wilking, and
when Grundy was like that a fistic cncounter invariably
followed. Grundy was mnot much good at verbal quarrels.
He lacked the avt of repartee, and scldom hit upon the
i']ght sort of things to say until afterwards, when it was too
ate. ey

But as a fighting-man Grundy was not-to be despised.
e was hardly up to the weight of such Trojans as Tom
Merry and Talbot. Nevertheless, he knew how to hit
straight from the shoulder, and decided that in this instance
he was perfectly justified in wiping up the floor with
Wilkins.

“Tve had enough of your cheek, George Wilkins!” he
shouted. *‘ And now you're going to answer for it!”

As he spoke Grundy gripped Wilkins by the legs, and
pulled as if he were participating in a tug-of-war contest, .

The result was startling. Wilkins shot down. off the
window-sill, and alighted on the floor like a sack of coal.

Then. (Grundy ordered him to come on, which Wilking did.

The next instant the two.juniors, who had hitherto been
attached by ties of warmest frien(!(ship, were fighting like
tigers,

513

CHAPTER 2.
Barriers Between,

RUNDY’S anger was not without foundation. Ie
had spoken the truth in telling Wilkins that he had
not breathel a word to anyone about the poverty
of his people.

Levison had come by his information in this wise.
He had.a eousin hailing from the same village as that in
which Mr. Wilkins vesided, and this cousin, a lazy, ne’er-do-
well, had scen Witkins and Gunn the day before, recognised
them as being St. Jim’s fellows, and had written to Frnest
Tevison asking if ho or anyone clse at St. Jim’s was aware
that Wilking' father lived in a house which was little better
than a labourer’s cottage, and that he had been writhing for
a long time in the cruel grip of poverty.

Once this state of affairs came to Levison’s ears it spread
through the school with the rapidity of -a fire through gorse.
Most of the St.. Jim's fellows had not yet learmed that
poverty is no crime, and they immediately . became con-
temptious in manner towards the unfortunate Wilkins, and
gave him a wide berth.

No one had ever suspected Wilkins of being hard up, but
then, his lack of means had been hidden by Grundy’s lavish

‘wealth.  Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn had been in-partner-

ship for quite a long time, and though the fellows knew
that Grundy financed the concern a good deal in the way
of study feeds and so on, they did not know that he paid
for practically everything from his own ample allowance.
Therefore, the poverty of Wilkins had not been made
apparent until now.

Wilkins was quite convinced that Grundy had betrayed

S ‘T\UOK;_HAMPE‘RS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “ BOYS' FRIEND,” 1°
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Biff! Arthur Augustus had intervened between Qrundy and Wilkins, and he got the full benefit of the blow.

Qrundy’s fist smashed full into his aristocratic- nose, causing the youthful disciple of V.

ere de Vera to sit

down viclently on the floor, yelling like a dervish. (See Chapter 2.)

Lis confidencs, and told all the fellows how the land lay. He
did not know that Levison had a’ cousin at Willowton,
where his father lived and worked: Levison’s relatives were
rolling stones that had gathered.a lot of moss in the shape

~ of money, and it was extremely unfortunate that one of

them should have discovered the financial position and
standing of Mr. Wilkins.

Meanwhile, the fight in the school library was going strong.
Tury lent zest to the blows of the participants, and es in most
scrimmages with bare fists, both sides suffered numerous
casualties.

In the ordinary way Grundy, with his slédge-hammer

unch, would have made short work of Wilkins; but the
atter, spurred on by a sense of injury, put up an amazingly
good fight. Grundy’s right shot upwards through his guard,
and smote him just below the eyes; but that only' made him
fight all the fiercer. He led Grund?r quite a dance: for the
next féew moments, swinging out left and right in swift

succession, until the burly Shell fellow was almost dazed by .

the blows,

At this juncture the door was thrown open again—not by
Levison & Co. this time. It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
who entered, a horrified expression on his aristocratic face.

. “Bai Jove!”. he. exclaimed, - adjusting 'his celebrated
monocle and lounging elegantly: up to the combatants.

L UNEXT .
WEDNESDAY

“THE SNOB OF THE SCHOOL1"

p .
“What's the twouble, deah boys? Gwunday, you duffahl
Wilkins ! What are you ecwappin’ for?” :

No reply came from either of the fellows addressed. They
were too deeply absorbed in the business in hand to take any
heed of Gussy. . .

Biff! Thud! Biff! Thud! .

Backwards and forwards, to-and fro, the fighters rush
hitting out furiously. - It was obvious that the.affair m
soon end one way or the other.” The cliret. was streaming
from Grundy’s nose, and his upper lip had put on flesh, so
to speak. .

Wilkins, too, was in a shocking state~—worse than his
opponent, if that were possible. One of his eyes had shut up
shop, and the other seemed likely to follow suit at an early
date, for he was blinking painfully out of it at his adversary.
~ “Stop it, you fellahs!” screamed Arthur August
prancing about like a cat oft hot bricks. “You've no wi“l:‘
to knock each othah about like this! It's Wevoltin'—-howwiily,

- Grundy and Wilkins took no heed. -They were hardly
aware that a third party was present. Hammer-and-tongs,
they continued to give and take with great gusto. .
“Bai Jove !” murmured D'Am{l, in dismsg. . “I must sto'
the silly asses, somehow, or theg’ half-murdah each othah ™
Then the would-be peacemaker rushed towards the come
atants. B oy, o "
: .. Taz Geu Lisrany.—No. 438.
A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tafo of
~ Tom Merry & Co. - By MAIgTIN »OLlFFORs
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It would have been far more discreet on Gussy’s paré ta
have eat tight and done nothing. He would have done well
to remembper the old couplet:

¢ Those who in quarrels interpose,

Must often wipe a bloodstained nose !”

‘As it happened, Gussy sailed in at a most inopportune
moment, Grundy bad bheen gathering together all his
strength for a desperate final effort; and when his big fist
Ehothﬁout it came with a force which was truly effective.

3 ,
Arthur Augustus had intervened between Grundy and

Wilkins, and he bhad got the full berefit of the blow.

Grundy’s fist smashed full inta his artistocratic nose, causing
the youthful disciple of Vere de Vere to sit down vialently
an the floor, yelling like a dervish. .

The sound floated out into the corridor, and the Terrible
Three, who were strolling along in their ericket flannels,
dashed into the library.

“Hallo " ejaculated Monty Lowther. “1 thought I heard
Gussy’s sweet treble. There’s a scrap on, by Jove! DBetween
Grundy and Wilkins, too, of all people! Good! We're just
in time for the last act of the tableau!”

Arthur Augustus I¥Arcy struggled. to his feet. He pro-
duced a cembric handkerchief and dabbed his injured nasal

“lg;g; _in the wars, Gussy ?* asked Tom Merry
eym] ically. . . .
“Qw! Those howwid wuffians—those hooligans—"

P’Arcy hopped blithely out of the way the next moment.
Grundy and Wilkins were going for each other again, and
?ussy was determined not to act as a peacemaker any
urther. .

FTom MertY and Manners and Lowther made no effort to’
fight

stop the They saw that it had nearly reached a
elimax, and that it would be unwise to drag the participants
apart. 1f there was bad blood between them, it was far
better that they should fight on to a finish.

The end was not leng in coming. Grundy’s marked

riority in height and weight and reach soon began to
:Upf and Wilkins was nearly blinded by this time, His
opponent rose before him dimly, as through & mist, and
whereas Grundy’s blows invariably reached their mark, those
of Wilkins were wild and fecble. ’

“Put him out of his agony, Grundy,” said Mannera.

And Grundy did. His left shot out with hurricane force,
snd took Wilkins on the point of the jaw, felling him like an
ex. Heo came to the floor with a crash that rattled every
one in his bogg. R

“Now, Gwunday,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, pushing
Back his cuffs, “you can deal with me!”

Fhe Terrible Three stretched out their hands, and the
ewell of St. Jim’s was whirled back out of harm’s way.

“Youw're no match for Grundy—not at present, at any
sate,” said Tom Merry.

“Welease me! I insist!”

“You can insist until you're black in the face! You're
ot gaing to tackle Grundy!™ .

And D’Arcy was reluctantly held eaptive by the Terrible
Three until his flaming passion cooled. .

Wilkins sat up, withh his hand clasped to his jaw. He
Becked as pitiable a wreck as it was possible to imagine, with
Bis right cye closed, and his left rapidly following' suit. -

Grundy generoueiy extended his hand. It was not his
spature to be angry fer any Iez‘sgth of time, and now that he
Bad dealt with the refractory Witking, he naturally imagined
that tho latter would be willing to make it up, and that

- #hings would resume the even tenor of their way.

But Wilking made no movement towards a reconciliation.
Hia feelings towards Grundy at that moment were on a par
with the feclings of the average British Tommy towards
the Kaiser or the Crown Prince.

“VYou ean go to Jericho!’ said Wilkins grufly. “I'm
fed up with you! A fellow whe shows up his pal before the
whale school like you've done is a howling cad!?

“Still harping on that yarni” exclamed Grundy, in
earprise. “I tell you I never informed a soul!”

“ And I say you did !’ . .

: “Then go youwr ewn way, ‘and he hanged!” -growled
Grundy. ‘ :

And, turning on his heel, he strode out of the room,
glamming the door furiously bebind him. ’

“ What’s he been saying about you, Wilkins?” asked Tom

Wilkins tottered to ks feet.

“He's told all the fellows that m{ pater's a pauper, and
B the rest of it, after promsing he wouldn’t betray our
poverty to a soukl™

“But sre you eure i was Grandy who started the yarn?”

TUCK HAMPERS ARE CIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS’ FRIEAD,” 1>

“Of course I am!? .
“Pm inclined to think differently myself,” said Tom,
“We got the yarn from Levisqn.”

“And he got it from Grundy, I euppose!” smid Wilkins .

bitterly. “Nohody knew about our circumstances but
Grundy. My life won’t be worth living after this!”

“Tt don’t matter to us how poor you may be,” sail
Monty Lowther. *We eha’n’t give you the cold shoulder.”
. “But most of the fellows will. They won't loek at things
in_that light. I tell you I shall have a dog’s life!”

Wilkins limped away to the nearest bath-room. He felt
utterly dejected—more so that he had even been at any
period of his school eareer. Grundy, he felt, had served him
shabbily.

Wilking had had great faith in Grundy. He was aware,
of course, that Grundy was a rank duffer in many respects.
He was a hopeless cricketer, a worse swimmer, and a poor
sort of athlete generally, But Wilkins, though he had
known his chum to be such a duffer, and had liked him none

“the less because of it, would never have dreamed that Grundy

was a cad and a scandalmonger as well.  The eupposed
knowledge pained him, and he spent the rest of the day in

his own company, alone with his thoughts, which were darker:
than the blackest midnight.

CHAPTER 38,
The Vultares.

“« EELING down in the mouth—what?” )
Levison of the Fourth clapped Wilkine on the
shoulder on the following afterncon, which was a
half-holiday. Grundy and Gunn biked over to
. Wayland to witness a big military cricket match,:
and Wilkins, feeling pretty much of an outcast, was mooning
E!‘)roug,the quad, finding the world a very different place to

¢ in.

. “Get out of it!” he growled, resenting Levison’s interfer-

nice.

“All right!” said the cad of the Fourth.
wool on! I only wanted to be echummy !”

Wilkins stared. . It was not like Ernest Levison to profess
friendship for anybody. Most of the fellows, in fact, were
his enemies. His ways were not their ways, and they could
not, and would not, stand Levison. e s
. “Grundy’s given you the cold shoulder,” went on Levison,
in a voice so unusually gentle and sympathetic that Wilkins
would have smelt danger had he not been so immersed in his
worries.  “Directly Grundy knew you were down on your
uplpetl'}: :mlcx:f -yc;utgeag,'” c%lhﬁnuﬁd’ Levison. “Fine sort of
pal that—I don’ ink ! , he’s even chu
of the study, hasn’t he?” 7 RkoR you Sk

“¥ went out of my own accord,” said Wilkins.

‘“ Whose den are you in now, then?”

. “Nobody’s. 1 have my grub in Hall, and clear off to the
library when I want to be quiet.”

“Don’t you find that sart of thing rather rotten—miserable,
TP get used _—

“1 shall get used to it in time, T su Al

I.:ivg:oi{n hatrokedh his “:;xin thou]galhtfu;l}ly.

s ere,” he sai aciously, “you can dig i i
Mellish and me, if you ﬁkgl;’ il " 'dlg s Bl

Wilkins looked hard at the speaker.  He had always
regarded Ernest Levison as a cold, callous, cruel fellow,
utterly drained of the milk of buman kindness. . Yet here
he was, offering Wilkins the free run of his study. ’
“Do you mean that?” asked Wilkins, after a pause.
“ Every bit.”
Wilkins put out his band impulsively.

“Then yowre a jolly eight more decent than I éver

suppooixsedlg“‘ he saig;g. “Put c;x:'l. there ! )

“(Oh, m not like some chaps!” said Levison lightly. ¢
don't act like a beastly snob and cut a fellow gde?& jus£
because his people aren’t well-to-do. T leave that sort of
thing to Grundy. It’ll be rather a tight squeeze in our
s}gu(’iy"t.hut I don’t &'pose yow'll mind that. I’'m sure wo
sha’n’t.”’

Wilkins nodded’ gratefully. He was in sore need of
friendship and sympathy just then, and Levison’s.seemir?gf'
m‘dcgm regard for him made a deep impression upon his
mind.

But there was method in Levison’s madness. It
kindness of _hea.}‘n which had prompted him to suddenwsoggxf
out to Wilkins in this way. He had good reason to beliove—
his cousin had mentioned it in his letter—that the circum-
stances of Mr. Wilkins were shortly to undergo a startling
change. He wae, in fact, to succeed to the editorship of the
paper for which he now worked, and the position was a good

- one.  Esvisen’s cousin knew of this, but Mr. Wilkins himself

was quite in ignorance of the projected change.
Levison had played his eards ‘well. He inew that if ha

“Keep your
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pould get thick with Wilkins it would be of considerable
financial benefit to him later on, and that it would be a
nasty rap over the knuckles for Tom Merry & Co., who
would naturally dislike the idea of a decent fellow like
Wilking throwing in his lot with Levison.

The cad of the Fourth had started the slander about
Wilkins and his people in order to bring Wilkins and
Grundy to loggerheads. That was the first step. The second
move was to adopt an attitude of friendship towards his future
prey. : -

I say,” said Levison, with a shamefaced air, “I'm sorry—
beastly sorry, I eaid rotten things about you yesterday in the
library. I didn’t mean to play the cad, honestly !”

“That's all right,” said Wilkins. .

“It was Grundy who started the yarn about your peoplo
being paupers, and I was silly enough to take notice of it
at first,” eaid Levison. “I'sha’n’t be such a rotter again in &
hurry ! Coming along to the study ?” .

Wilkins nodded.  Levison slipped his hand through his
arm, and together they proceeded to Levison’s study.
Mellish and Crooke were there, and the latter exchanged a
wink with Levison as he brought in his victim.

The weather was glorious, and most of _the fellows were
either at the nets or bathing in the sparkling waters of the
Ryll. But the slackers of é Jim’s had no use for outdoor
exercise. They preferred to enjoy themselves in their own
delightful way. .

Levison drew out a cigarette-case, opened it, and extended
it to Wilkins, The latter coloured, and shook his head.

“I don't smoke,” he said shortly.

“Oh, rot! Youwre not under Grundy's paternal thumb
now, you know! Be a man!” .

So Wilkins abstracted one of the cheap-and-nasty cigarettes,
but he didn’t feel very much like a man as he lit up. He
felt more like a cad. He knew that there wasn’t anything
British in smoking behind locked doors. ) . .

Then Levison, exchanging another furtive wink with
Crooke, took a pack of not over-clean cards from his desk.

“Who says banker?” he asked.

“Banker ?” said Mellisievalrll(d Crooke promptly. Then they
looked questioningly at Wilkins. . .

“I do‘r!ft lay chgis," said that junior, looking and feeling
very uncomfortable. . , . "

“ Neither did you smoke, but you're having a fag now,
said Levison. ‘ Might as well be hung for a sheep as for a
lamb !” . . . .

“Besides,” said Wilkins, a little grimly, “I've got no
e Tinon laughed heartil -

evison laughed heartily. -~ — .

“My dear cghap,”, he sa’{d, “anyone would think I brought
you here with the sole object of fleecing you! Nothing could
have been farther from my mind.” - ”

“Very well, then,” said Wilkins resignedly. “I'll play.”

But playing cards for the sheer love of so doing was not in
Levison & Co.’s line. They wanted excitement, and they
wanted money. Levison knew that Wilkins was as stony
as the ground in the parable; but he knew, also, that by

etting an TOU out of his new friend he would have a
iold upon him so powerful that Wilkins would find great
difficulty in shaking it off. . .

Wilkins demurred -at first. Saying he would never consent,
he consented. Moral courage was not his strongest point,
and he soon became hopeless! Y entangled in the meshes of the
net which Levison had so skilfully outspread for him.

Of course, Wilkins lost. He was as'ignorant of cards and
card-playing as a newborn babe.

An hour later Levison had his vietim’s IO U for a_paund.
How Wilkins could possibly raise such a sum he didn’t for
the life of him know. His pocket-money was almost nil, and
he had no kind benefactors to whom he might apply. Levison
carelessly said that it didn’t particularly matter when the
sum was paid up, and Mellish and Crooke, who each-had a
share in the loot, heartily concurred. But Wilkins was deter-
mined to make it a point of honour to discharge the debt at
the earliest opportunity. . .

Later on in the evening he removed his belongings from
Grundy’s study to his new quarters. Grundy and Gunn had
not yet returned from Wayland, and he went about his work
without interruption.

As for Levison & Co., those young rascals were in the
seventh heaven of delight. They had secured a nmew recruit,
and had fleeced him hand over fist. In a few weeks' time,
when Wilkins senior was adding materially to his store of
wealth, the pocket-money of Wilkins junior would be liberally
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increased as well, and then Levison and his cronies would be
richer than they had been for quite a long time.

Verily, the outlook for George Wilkins was anything buf
rosy.

CHAPTER 2.
Driven to the Wall,

T is always much easier to go downhill than up. Tha%
was how Wilkins found it. As the days passed, and the -
breach with Grundy grew wider and wider, Wilkins
became quite a different fellow. He smoked and
gambled, forsook the playing-fields in favour of Levi-

son’s study, and developed into quite a blade, a dog, and &
oer.

But he told himself that he would pull up in time, if only
he could obtain the money wherewith to discharge his obliga-
tions to Levison. The debt had assumed tremendous pro-
portions by this time. It was a matter of three. pounds—more
pocket-money than Wilkins received in whole terms.

How could he possibly raise it? He knew nothing of the
better financial position his father was to have in the future.
And he feared Levison. Supposing the cad of the Fourth,
were to write to Mr. Wilkins, telling him, in a veiled sort of
gag,? that his son had gambled and run head over ears into

ebt?

The thought was maeddening. His father must knoir
nothing of the ignominy into which he had fallen. He must
get out of Levison’s clutchies at the earliest opportunity, and
refuse to handle a card again.

Hitherto Wilkins had gone on gambling, hoping that his
luck would turn. But he was past hope now. He saw that
Levison & Co. outwitted him all along the line. -They were
clever and cunning—he was neither. No, he must raise the
three pounds by hook or by crook, and then give cards the
go-by once and for all

But again and again the dread thought arose that he had
no means of raising the wind, and so to extricate himself
from his scrape. It was as easy as falling off a form to got
ix;to debt; it was the hardest thing in the world to get out
of it.

The worry haunted Wilkins wherever he went. His appetite
lost its keenness; he became flabby and out of condition. He
could not sleep at night. He was haunted by fears of what
Levison might do. For, with all his generous talk about
letting the debt stand over, Levison was not likely to agres
to wait an indefinite period for the money. i

Wilkins had _thought of approaching Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, with whom he had always been on fairly good terms;
but D’Arcy, even though he simply rolled in money, would
not be prepared to advance three pounds in a lump sum, with
very remote prospects of getting it back.

Wilkins began to grow_ desperate. Thoughts, strange and
sinister, began to creep into his mind—thoughts of raising
money by means of theft.

Would it be theft, he argued, to appropriate three pounds
from somewhere and replace it by instalments? Conscience
told him it would, but Wilkins was deaf to the voice of con-
science just then. All he realised was that he must get the
money quickly, and that, if he didn’t, incidents of a very un-
pleasant nature might ensue. )

The money was comparatively easy of access. More than
three pounds, Wilkins well knew, was deposited in the cash-
box kept in Kildare’s study on behalf of the senior games’
fund. The subscriptions had only lately been paid up, and
Wilkins had seen the captain of St. Jim's put the money
away and replace the key of the cashbox in his drawer.

Under normal circumstances, Wilkins would have thought
no more of stealing that than of trying to fly to the moon.
But in his present condition he was welfnigh istracted.

“Ill do it!” he said to himself over and over again.
“ Hang it all, it’s the only way!” )
The wretched junior’s time and opportunity soon came to
hand. A first eleven match was being played that afternoon
against Abbotsford. Everyone would be out on Big Side to
cheer St. Jim’s on to victory, and the coast would therefors

be clear. )

Wilkins waited until the match had been in progress half
an hour, then he wended his way to Kildare’s study. His step
was unsteady, and a wild light shone in his eyes. The whole
business was horribly distasteful to him; but he set his teeth
and went on, with grim resolve to see the thing through.

He turned the handle of Kildare's study door, and entered.
The room was deserted, and the open window admitted the -
warm summer breeze. A bird twittered on the window-sill,
but sped away un hearing footsteps within the study.

With trembling fingers, Wilkins went to the drawer, pulled
it open,. and extracted the bunch of keys which woul(f give -
him access to the cashbox. . -
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fye had barely closed the drawer when footsteps sounded
\vg,zlalout, causing- him to pull-up short, his heart thumping
wildly. .

The footsteps came nearer. ~Yes, there was no mistake

.about it. They were approaching the study.

The approach of danger has varying effects upon different
people. Some remain irresolute, in an almost paralysed con-
dition ; others are spurred into instant action. - .

Wilkins belonged to the latter class. Quick as thought, he
give}r;l _bgneath the table, the bunch of keys clutched tightly in

is hand. .

Almost immediately the study door opened, and Kildare
entered. His cricket-bat had split, and he had come to ex-
change it for another. -

As he.crossed the study,.he tripped over Wilkins’ bobt,
which was not properly concealed. The junior’s heart ceased
beating. He would ge discovered. Surely Kildare would
lock for the cause of his being tripged? .

But, as it happened, the captain of St. Jim’s was too keenly
anxious to renew his innings to take much heed of what was,
to him, a trivial incident. :
tinued on his way. Wilkins could hear him moving about
for a few brief seconds, which seemed hours to the haggard
Shell fellow. Then the Sixth-Former quitted the study.

Wilkins allowed a full five minutes to elapse before he
erawled out of his hiding-place.

“ A near shave!” he murmured.
that time, and no error!”

He shuddered as he pictured to himself what the conse-
quences might have been had Kildare found him there. He
would have been unable to explain his presence in the study.

But it was no time for thinking. he St. Jim’s innings
might soon conclude, in which case it was likely that some
of-the seniors might enter the study.

Taking his courage in hoth hands, and endeavouring, but
with indifferent success, to persuade himself that he was not
really aciing like 2 common or garden thief, Wilkins went to
the cash-box and unlocked it.

There was money in plenty inside. Wilkins fought shy of
the ourrency notes, lest Kildare should have kept the numbers
of them. i{e extracted, instead, a couple of sovereigns and
a pound’s worth of silver. )

He felt sick and dizzy as he locked the cash-box, and
replaced the key. It was useless, hopeless, for him to try
suade mmself that he wasn’t a thief. He had got
into debt through his own folly, and he was stooping to
base and dishonourable methods to get clear of the clutches
of Levisen.

For a brief moment he was almost persuaded to put the
money back, and let the cad of the Fourth do his worst.

But there was his father to be considered. Mr. Wilkins
was a man who teok pride in bis son, and regarded bim as
the embodiment of al
What would he say if he learned that his boy had forsaken
the- paths of decency, and became a gambler and a debtor?
Wilkins knew that it would be a shock from which his parent
would not easily recover. He therefore fought down his
scruples, and disobeyed the dictates of his conscience.
Stealthily he opened the door of Kildare's study, and passed
out into the passage. -

What was the next siep? He would go to Levison, hand
him the money, and let bim clearly understand that he—
Wilkins—would give him a wide berth in future, Then, per-
haps, if he were lucky, the quarrel with his old chum might
be patched up, and as soon as he had amassed three pounds
he would replace it in the cash-box of the senior games fund,
and everything in the garden would be lovely.

Then came the haunting thought that the theft would be
discovered long before he had saved anything like so large
a sum as three pounds., There would be an inquiry, a hue-
and-cry would be made, and he would be expelled.

Wilkins had a horror of expulsion.
%o him in every way, and would bring disgrace upon his
father’s house.

“I must brazen it out somehow,” he muttered to him-

“The Tack was with me

“ self.
Grundy g:ssed him in the passage at this juncture. Their
eyes met, but they did not speak, and Grundy eeded at a

more rapid rate, whistling *The Death of Nelson.”

Wilkins’ cheeks were burning, He seemed to read sus-
picion in the look Gruandy bad darted at him; though, as a
matter of fact, not a soul as yet could have any notion that
W;];l;ins had appropriated three pounds from the senior games

i

The junior proceeded to Levison’s study. The leader of

‘the black sheep was alone.

‘“Hallo ! he said. *“‘I was waiting for somebody to come
nqu% and relieve the monotony by having a game at cards!”
“Blow cards!” said Wilkins gruffiy.
you this!” ™" - :
Tee Gsd Lismsry.—No. 438. -

He merely growled, and con- .

. that T'm fed-up with this study.

that was honourable and upright. -

It would mean ruin -

“YT've come to pay -

He laid the money on the iable as he spoke, :
Levison gave a whistle. It was the last thing in the world

- that he had expected just them, knowing as he did thag

Wilkins had not been flush of money.

The cad of the Fourth picked up the coins before Wilking
had time to change his mind about making the payment.

“Where the merry dickens did yon rake this up?”’ he askedy
as he pocketed the spoils,

“I—I’ve had a remittance,’

Levison stared.

“1 didn’t think yonr pater was in a position io chuck whole
quids about like this!” he exclaimed. -

“It wasn’t my pater,” said Wilkins, who, not being &
natural liar, felt a sickening sense of revulsion at the deceps
tion. “ A—a maiden aunt turned np trumps!”

“Did she, by Jove!” said Levison, glaneing keenly at the

)

stammered Wilkins, .

sp]egker.. “1 wish T had a few maiden aunts like that, that’s
all?”’
“VYoun might give” me a receipt for the amount,” said
Wilkins heavily,

‘ “‘Thv ?7’ ”

“Well, because, to put it bluntly, Levison, yon haven’t 4
reputation for being straight, and all the rest of it. So, to
be on the safe side, I'll thank yeu for the receipt1”

Levison scowled. He looked at frst as if he wouldn’s
agree to the arrangement. Then, on reflection, he made ouf
the necessary acknowledgment of the three pounds Wilkins
had paid over. -

“Thanks!” said Wilking shortly. Then, Jooking Levison
straight in the eyes, he added: “{ want to tell you, Levison,
The atmosphere is simpl
unbreathable. 1'm sick of the smoking and gambling—no
because it’s wrong to do it, but because it doesn’t give me
an atom of pleasure. And another thing, while I’'m on the
subject. . I more than suspect that you chaps have been
cheating me 1”’

Levison sprang to his feet.
“My hat!” he exclaimed,
hear you slander me and m; 2
The sooner you take yourself and your belc mgs out of this

study the better!” ’ . 2 '

“That’s all right,” retorted Wilkins grimly. T sha’n’t
stay here a minute longer than 1 can help! ~Here goes!”

He gathered up his belongings, and, without another look
at Levison, left the study he had come to hate with all his
heart, alamming the door furiously behind him, = ~ :

His face was livid,
“I'm not goir’. o sit tight and
pals like this ~@if T know it!

- o w oo z .

CHAPTER 35,

- One Loyal Chumys
DESPI’I_TE‘ the air of independence he had shown in

turning his back on Levison’s study once and for!
all, Wilkins felt troubled and nneasy. He was in
a wretched and unenviable position—that of finding -
himself friendless and studyless,

After his rift with Grundy, and iis refusal to accept the
latter’s friendly overtures when the fight was over, he could
not go back to his old quarters. That was a sheer impossi-
bility, even if Grundy offered to treat him as a prodigal, and
;:cioll( the fatted calf to celebrate his return, which wasn's
ikely.

“I}ian'g it ail!”’ he muttered. “T must get a study some-
how, or where the dickens can I pat my things?”

Humiliating though such a course was, he realised that his
only plan was to tout round the various studies, and ask to
be taken in. But he did not expect much sympathy from his
schoolfellows in his extremity. . Most of them who kmew
of his recent skirmish with George Alfred Grundy bad taken
the latter's part; but what weighed against Wilkins more
than anything was the fact that he had recently been so thick
with Levison, i

“&till, I can but try my luck,” reflected the junior.

He waited about for mearly an hour, at the end of which
time most of the fellows came in from ericket. “Then, taking
his and chattels under his arm, he commenced his tour
of the junior studies.

On all sides he was received coldly. The Terrible Three
curtly told him that he had only himsef to bleme for his
present predicament, and must get out of it as best he eould,
without any help from them.

Bernard Glyn said he was too busy with a big invention,
shortly to take the world by storm, and added that he would
not brook interruptions of any sort, So Wilkins, with a beavy
heart, continued his quest.

He went next to the study temanted by Harry Noble, the
Australian junior. .

“You mght let me shove my thi
study,” he said. .

“] might,” said Noble; “but, on the other hanf], T might

ngs in here, and share this
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Wilkine was perched up on one of the window-siils, with an open book in his hand; but as the book was upside
down, Grundy correctly surmised that he could not be reading it. ¢ At last ’* snorted Qrundy. ‘‘li've been
hunting for you, high and low, Wilky, you old dufter !?* (Sse Chapter 1)

not. I like this study kept clean, with a healthy tone abeut
it. The cheap cigarettes you've got into the habit of smoking
would make the place niff for whole terms!”

“I've given smoking the go-by.”

“Yorry, but I wor't believe you &ill I get a bit more
evidence than your bare word. It looks to me as though
you’ve had a tilf with Lovison, and youw're trying to palm-oft
vour blessed society on semebody elie's That sort of thing

- don’t go down with me!”

“¥ tell you——"

“Shut the door after you!”

Wilkins staggered out of the Cornstaik’s study. His burden
was becoming more and more heavy, the perspiration
stood in beads on his forehead. He felt that unless somebody
took compassion en-him right speedily he would go mad.

Everybody had an excuse to hapd for not takin%ﬂhim in.
Some said their studies were already uncomfortably over-
crowded ; others had no desire to claim an associate of Ernest
Levison as a study-mate.

At last, in desperation, Wilkins wended his way to No. 6
Study in the Fourth-Form passage. He did not doubt that
his reception there would be similar to the rest. :

And he was right. -

Jack Blake and Digby, with woebegone expressions, were
Jistening te certain weird noises proceéding from Herries’
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cornet. - At the table sat Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. He was
writing ; or, to bo_more correct, h%mg to. e

¢ Wﬁat‘s wanted?” asked Jack Blake, as Wilkins knocked
and entered, tottering giddily under his burden.

“] want to know if it's possible for me to dig in here,”
said Wilkins wearily. It was about the twentieth time he had
made the remark that efternoon.

“Sorry,” said Jack Blake blandly, “but youw'll have to try

- your lick somewhere else. There’s no room in the study, for

one thing. and we don’t want to be saddled with a amoky
bounder, for another.” . .

“That’s steaight from the shoulder,”” eaid Digby. .

Exhausted, bereft of hope, and feoling that he might just
as well be dead as living and moving in & sphere where he
wasn't wanted, Willkins turned away. . .

Arthur . Augustus D’Arcy, whose kind beart was easily
touched, rose to hiz feot, and, despite the protestations of
his chums, followed on the heels of the outeast.

Wilkins went straight to the librarg—his one haven of refuge
these days. He dumped his belougings down on the floor,
ﬁnd, 1:eati’ng’ himself-at one of the desks, buried his face in his
hands.

It was a new and strange thing for Wilkins of the Shell to
hlub; but he was blubbing now. The hot tears trickled
through his fingers; he was unable to eheck their course. ~
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What a maze of troubles had accumulated since that fateful
split with Grundy!
more fully he realised that he had treated Grundy shamefqlly.

ven granted that Grundy had set the story of his poor -
circumstances’ through the school—which Wilkins now began -

to doubt—he had no excuse for refusing to shake hands with
Grundy after the fight. ; )

And now there was this haunting affair of the games-fund
money. The theft was bound to be discovered sooner or later,
and Wilkins felt that his nerve would break down, and that
he would be ur.able to brazen the matter out before the Head
and the crowded assembly in Big Hall. .

It was as if a sword was hanging over the wretched junior’s
head, likely to descend at any moment. He—Wilkins—was
excommunicated from all he had held dear. His chums had,
and with good reason, given him the cold shoulder.” Troubles
of this sort had never arisen in the past. He had glided
gaily along on the placid waters of harmony, and his
experiences had been those of the average junior at St. Jim’s.

But in the last day or two a sequence of misfortunes had
occurred. When troubles come, they come, not in single spies,
but in battalions; and never had Wilkins realised more vividly
the truth of Shakespeare’s statement than now. He was alone
—and friendless!

But at that very instant a hand fell upon his shoulder,
¥ousing him with a start from his gloomy reverie,

“ What’s the twouble, deah boy?” inquired the sympathetic
voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Wilkins looked up. His eyes were diamed with tears, and
th:t awell of St. Jim’s knew that he was suffering real mental

ure,

“I—I can’t tell you,” said Wilkins. “Everything’s gone
wrong. It’s my own fault, I admit; but it’s awful—simply
awful! I.wish I was jolly well dead!”

“Wats! That’s not the way to talk, Wilkins!” said Gussy
wr’l,xly. “Theal’s always somethin’ to live for an’ hope

¥. i

“Not in my case.”

““Oh, that’s all wot, you know, desh boy!
what’s w'ong, without any beatin’ about
# I can help you.” o

“You can’t,” said Wilkins miserably. “Nobody can.”

The swell of St. Jim’s might have been expected to turn
away impatiently at this, but he didn’t. He saw that Wilkins
Was wavering ;. tbat. he was meditating confiding all his troubles

his companion, in spite of his statement that nobody could
help him. - )

“Look heah!” said D’Arcy.  “Tell me evewythin’ wight
gom the vewy beginnin’. I sha’n’t bweathe a word to any-

dy. You can twust me, deah boy.”

There was something so frank and sincere in the words that
Wilkins dallied no further. With grim directness he un-
mvglled the whole wretched story, omttting nothing.

D’Arcy listened gravely to the recital, and was almost spell-
l;‘glxmd when Wilkins described his raid on Kildare’s cash-

Tell me exactly
e bush, an’ I'll see

“'You—you don’t weally mean to say you’ ]
quid?> e eoatty y y you've stolen thwee

Wilking nodded. . i

T was driven to it,” he said bitterly. “If I hadn’t settled
with Levison, you can bet your boots he’d have made things
wag,nrthor rg?,’ one}way 31‘ another.”

e cad!” exclaimed D’Arcy indignantly.
Hunnish cad! Leul dufiah 3
Wilkins!?

“Don’t rub it in, Gussy! T know I was a mad fool, and if
ever I get clear of this beastly scrape, I’ll have no more truck

“The wotten,
You were a feahful duffah to get in his gwip,

with Levison !”
gussy’s eyes gleamed.
I can force him to weturn the money, which he won dis-

honestly, an’ it can be replaced i tl -
thatt e, 1t £an, D. in the caﬁh box befoah the

‘\yilkips laughed mirthlessly.
" ¥ou’ll never get a brass farthing out of Levison!” he said.
He’ll hang on to the tin tooth-and-nail. And it’s no ood
exposing him, either. You’ll only drag me down. e're
qu.l.tf helplgss tem t.hat1 q:oartel;.”

am determine et you out of thi

costs, aid D Aper Sl y of this scwape, at all
arge a sum as thwee pounds in my possesh at the pwesent
moment. But I can collect it fwom Tom Mewwy and some

of the othahs who are pwetty flush. Pl waise it by to-morrow,

at the lategt, and put it back in the cash-box ; and then, bai
Jo‘ve, how is anyone to be the wisah i

U IP’s—it’s awfully good of you to do this for me, Gussy,”
eaid Wilkins, with emotion. ¢ But——’

“But what, deah boy?” .

::I don’t know when I shall be able to pay you back.”

Nevah mind that now. Suffish unto the day is the evil
thereof. -Vou leave it to me, Wilkins, theah’s a” good fellah.
E GEM Lisrary.—No,

The more Wilkins thought about it, the -

“Unfortunately, I.haven’t so.

I’ll fix things up all wight. An’ then, when the money’s safely
weturned, you must make it up with Gwunday; you weally,
must, you know! Othahwise, you will have no studay to go
into, an’ things will be - downwight misewable.”

“You—you’re ready to overlook the fact that I've stolen
money?” exclaimed Wilkins, half incredulously. T

‘“Yaas, wathah! You acted undah gwave pwovocation, as
they say in the police-courts. - But I hope you won’t foahget
youahself so fah again.” .

“I won’t!” said Wilkins fervently.

And he meant it.

P et

CHAPTER 6.
The Supreme Sacrifice,

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY rather enjoyed play«
ing the role of a Good Samaritan. He bustled about
with amazing energy for the next hour or so, in his
endeavours to.raise the three pounds which was
essential to the welfare of Wilkins, o

Naturally, the fellows were very chary about subscribing
to a cause of which they were in complete ignorance. For
obvious reasons, D’Arcy could not tell them the facts; but
he waxed so eloquent on his mysterious mission that Tom
Merry & Co. opened their hearts, and added between them a
sovereign to the one that Gussy had already supplied as a
basis og the collection. X

The third pound wanted some finding ; but Arthur Augustus
was inexhaustible in his efforts, and an hour later the neces-
sary sum had been duly collected. It only remained for
Gussy to pay a surreptitious visit to Kildare’s study, and
replace the stolen money. .

But that was easier said than done. The captain’s study.
was not likely to be unoccupied at that period of the evening.
Still, D’Arcy thought he might as well try his luck.

A shock awaited him when he reached Kildare’s study—a
#hock for which he had been totally unprepared. A group of
stern-faced seniors stood within, conversing in excited tones,

“It's been stolen, right enough,” Kildare was saying.
“Three quid in g8ld and silver! Now I come to thintk of it,
a peculiar thing%mppened this afternoon. When I came in
here to change my bat, I fancied I tripped over a boot or
something that was sticking out underneath+he table. I
thought nothing of it at the time, but it’s ¢ : 300 probable
that the thief, whoever he was, had.been i ‘ﬂpted at my
entry, and dodged under the table!”

“That’s s0,” said Darrel gravely. “You’d better, go and
report to the Head, old man. The longer.the delay, the less
likely we are to nail the culprit!”

Kgda,re nodded, and swung out of the study. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy just had time to conceal himself in an
adjacent doorway.

ere was a pretty go, he reflected, and no mistake! Just
when the erring Wilkins was cn the verge of being saved, the
thefti had been discovered! Fate could not have been more
cruel,

To_make matters worse, D’Arcy had no chance of slipping
into Kildare’s study, and replacing the money there and then,
for Darrel and Rushden and Langton were there, still
chatting over the dramatic discovery of the theft.

D’Arcy slipped from his hiding-place, and went in search
of Wilkins, to acquaint him with the black news. Kildare,
with Dr. Holmes close on his heels, passed the swell of St.
Jim’s as he lounged elegantly along. '

He found Wilkins in the library, as usual. The Shell
fellow looked up expectantly at D’Arcy’s approach, but when
he saw the expression on the Fourth-Former’s face his. jaw
dropped. ; :

4 't it worked?” he asked anxiously.

Gussy shook his head.

“I waised the thwee pounds all wight, deah boy,*’ he saidy
“but just as I was goin’ to weplace it, the theft was dis-
covahed, so it’s no go. Kildare’s fetched the Head, and 1
wathah think there’ll be a genewal assembly in Big Hall.”

Wilkins went white to the lips. The toils were closing in
upon him now with a vengeance. He would probably be
brought out and cross-examined before the Head, and would
find ﬁimself unable to brazen it out and act like an innocent

erson, ’
o “Oh, what awful luck!” he groaned, in sheer anguish of
spirit.  “It looks as though I'm going to be bowled out, and
sacked from the school! What ever shall I do?”

“Keep a _stiff uppah lip, an’ youw'll win through all
sawene,”’ said Arthur Augusius kindly, “As a mattah of
fact, I don’t suppose you'll be questioned.”

“ f[_——I must brazen it out at all costs!” said Wilkins
wretchedly. = ““Somie fellows would be sacked without turning
a hair, but in my case it would be different. - It would kill
my pater absolutely !” 3 : T :

“There’s no earﬂ‘;l
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At that instant Kildard put his head in at the doorway.

“ Ererybody- is to assemble in Big Hall af - once!” he
announced, : : o s

D’Arcy linked his arm effectionately in that of Wilkins, and
they left the library together, The-corridors- were full of
fellows, all moving in one direction, and wondering what
fresh breach of the rules bhad been perpetrated and dis-
covered. \ . .

Dr. Holmes stood in solemn state on the raised dais at the
end of the hall; He waited patiently until the last boy had
taken his place; then he announced: '

“My boys, I rezret to have to make the statement that a
serious theft has been committed in the school during this
afterpoon.”

There was o stir among the vast assembly of fellows. They
had expeoted trouble, but nothing of so sensational a nature.

“Three pounds has been stolen from the cash-box of tho
senior games fund,” the Head went on. ¢ A -most despitable
robbery! It occurred whilst most. of the senior boys were
playing cricket. ~ X now ask any boy or boys who can throw
any light on the matter to step forward !’ ) ]

No one stirred, ~ In the great hall there was silence so
profound that a pin might have been heard to drop.

“ At what .time approximately do you estimate that the
theft took place, Kildare?” asked the Héad. .

“ At about four o’clock, sir.”

Dr. Holmes cast his eyes once more over the assembled
throng. g L :

“Was any hoy in_the Sixth-Form corridor at that hour?”
he asked. *If so, I should like him to stand out!”

There was a stir in the ranks of the Shell, and George
Alfred Grundy, very red in the face, shambled forward.

“Well, Grundy?” . o

T walked along the Sixth-Form passage about four o’clock,

sir,” he said. -
“Indeed! Did you seco anybody?” .
“Qnly Wilkins,. sir,” said Grundy, shifting uncomfortably
from one foot to the other.
Ho had no desire to gt Wilkins into trouble, but felt it was
up to him to tell the plain, unvarnished truth. .
“ Wilkins, stand out!” commanded the Head. .
With faltering steps, the fellow addressed made his way to
s2tho raised dais. He was confused and embarrassed, and his
gitation “was obvious to everyone. .
- “Why did you not come forward when I asked for the boys

~ “who were in the Sixth-Form corridor at four o'clock?”

demanded Dr. Holmes sternly.

“J—T——" faltered Wilkins.

“You admit Grundy’s statement to be correct?”

“ Ye-g-e8, sir.” o

“ What were you doing in the corridor at that time??
5 “bI was—was just taking a stroll round, sir,” said Wilkins
eol

- And what were you doing, Grundy?’

“Pd been to Rushden’s study to get him his batting-
gloves, sir.”

‘13 that correct, Rushden?™”

“Quite, sir,” answered the senior.

¢ Very well, Grundy; you may go to your place.”

. The Head then twrned to Wilkins, who stood trembling
before the dais, a cold sweat breaking out on his foreshead.

“I.cannot help thinking, Wilkins, that your conduct is sus-
picious,” said Dr. Holmes: “You are obviously frightened,
and have failed to give me a satisfactory explanation of your
pregence in the Sixth-Form corridor this afternoon. Then,
again, you failed to come out when I first asked. . I am con-
vinced that you know something of this affair, Wilkins!”

““QOh, no, sir!” said Wilkins wildly. “I'm innocent, siv—
T'll swear to it! I didn’t touch the money! 1'm not a thief,
gir! UIi—' any chap says I am, I'll dot him on the nosel

“Eoough!” said the Head austerely. * Your hysterical
manner tells heavily against you! If you were innocent of
the offence which has been committed, your attitude would be
totally different!”

Then Kildare stepped forward, and produced in dramatio
fashion the blackest piece of evidence against Wilkins that it
was_pogaible to find. -

“You might like {o look at this handkerchief, sir,” ke said
grimly, “1 found it under the table in my study. It bears
the initials <G, W,” in the corner, and obviously belongs to
Wilkins. As X told you when acquainting you of the theft, I
tripped against thie foot of a boy who was concealed ynder the
table, and it’s pretty obyvious now that that boy was
Wilkins 1’ o ¢ .

A breathless silence followed Kildare's relentless. incrimin-

" ating words. The Head examined the handkerchief, and his
face grew vely grave. . 5 .

-
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“Koop smilin’, deah boy! I don’t think anythin’ vewy
. dweadful is goin® toi}mppenl”, -t ’

y.
“Really !” said the Head, with a touc,:h of satire in his tore. -
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¢ Further. evidence would seem to be nnnecessary,” he said
at length. “George Wilkins, I find it my unpleasant and
painful duty to expel—" ‘
~ Beofore the Head could finish the sentencé, there was a
sudden ‘stir_ among the members of tho Fourth, and Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, his monotle strcaming from its cord, his
face tensa and excited, fairly leapt from his place and ran
up to the dais. ’

“D’Arcy £ thundered the Head, scarcely able to credit the
evidence of his eyes. “Go back, sir! How dare you cause
such a disgraceful and unparalleled digtarbance 2”

But the swell of 8t. Jim's stood his ground. Looking the’
Head unflinchingly in the eyes, he said very distinotly :

“I am the thief, Doctah Holmes!”

€ D’Al’cﬂ’ {v) ®

“1 was stonay bwoke—I mean, hard up for cash, sir,” went
on Arthur Augustus. “I knew where the key of the cash-
box was kept, and stole the thwee sound_s, while most of the
fellahs were at cwicket. I intended to sit tight an’ say
nothin’, but I can't see anothah fellah suffah for a thing he
nevah did{” - :

To say that the Head was amazed ab this recital was to put
it mildly. The fellows were amazed, too. ID’Arcy a thief!
To Jack Blake & Co., who were warmly and devotedly
attached to the dandy of the Fourth the thing seemed incredu-
lous—a ghastly nightmare{

€It can’t be true!” muttered Herries.
old Gussy’s a thief—never !

Dy, Holmes spoke again, v

““But if you stole the money from tho games fund, D’Arcy,
?s ‘x?u ‘say, how is. Wilkins’ handkerchief to be accounted
or? ‘ A

“I must have bowwowed it fwom him,” said the swell of
St. Jim’s readily, “‘an’ forgotten to weturn it !” )

- Wilkins drew a_deep, sobbing breath of relief.” For a
moment he forgot D’Arcy’s danger in the knowledge that his
own skin wis saved. The fact that Arthur Augustus was
making one of the biggest sacrifices it is pessible for any boy
to make did not dawn upon him until afterwards. All his
thoughts centred upon the fact that his father would be saved
the shame of knowing that his son was a thief,

The Head beckoned to Mr. Ratcliff and Mr. Railton, who
had been present at the proceedings, and conversed with them
in low tomes. Mr. Railton was seen to make some sort of an
appeal, but the New Housemaster waved his axms protest-
ingly, and rather e heated argument ensued Finally, how-
ever, Mr. Ratcliffi’s words seemed fo carry more weight with
‘the Head, and, mmiug to Arthur Augustus, he announced ;

“On your own confession, D’Arcy, you are a thief of the
meanest and most despicable kind, It is hard to realise the
fact, for I had always regarded you as a lad of the highest
integrity and uprightness. No excuse, no justification can be
found for your conduct, and you will be expelled instantly from
the school !”

Silence, deep and impressive; and then Jack Bluke sprang
$o the fore. )

“It wasn’t Gussy!” he exclaimed in a voice that rang
through the great hall. *It’s unfair and unjust to sack him!
He couldn’t have done such a thing!”

“Silence, Blake !” rumbled the Head. *Resume your place
at once! I have given my decision, and it is unalterable.”

With head held high, and with firm tread, Arthur August:s
D’Arcy passed out of Hall. As he did so, somebody started
a cheer, and the sound was taken up on every side. It was
easy to see that the majority of fellows didn’t believe D’Arcy
had taken the money. They had known him long enough to
know that, whatever he might be in the way of a siily ass, Lo
was certainly not a thief.

~The Head endeavoured to check .the growing volume of
cheers, but with scant success. The terrific demonstration
centinued until Arthur Angustus was lost to sight.

Then, when the noise had abated, Dr. Holmes turned to
Wilkins, who had now completely recovered his self-possession.

“I am eorry there was nearly a miscarriage of justice,
Wilkins,” he said; “but the evidence against you was of the
blackest kind until that wretched boy, D’Arcy, came forward
and confessed. You are now freely exoncrated from blamo
or suspicion, and may go back to your place.” i

Wilkins obeyed, feeling like a fellow in & dream. Tven yet,
ho could not realise the magnitude of the sacrifice D’Arcy
had made.

Dr Holmes then addressed the echool at large. .

“I trust there will be no further demonstration of sym-
pathy with the unhappy lad I have been forced to expel. ¥
am aware that D’Arcy was a popular boy, who will be sorely
missed by many of his schoolfellows; but it would be quits
impossible for me to continuo to harbour a thief in the school.
You may now dismiss !”*

Rank by rank, file by file, St. Jim’s streamed out of Big -
Hall, tremendously cxcited by the turn events had takexn.
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Most of the fellows-inclined to the view that neither D’Arcy"

nor Wilkins was guilty, and that the theft had béen committed. -

by a third person, at present unknown. . }

Jack Blake and Herries and Digby were wild ‘beyond
measure. They determined to follow 1n their chum’s wake at
the earliest opportfmity, and to proffer him gifts of money and
food and clothing, in case he needed them, From what they’
kmew of him, D’Arcy would not go home. - He -would en-
deavour to make some sort of a start in life off his own bat.

And, meanwhile, the juniors of St. dim’s were determined
to move heaven and earth to establish his innocence,

_ CHAPTER 7.
Out Into.the Night.

ARKNESS, deep and impenctrable, had fallen when
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, his head still held erect,
his gait firm and steady, passed out of the old gate-
way of St. Jim’s, and tramped along the main road,’

All was ful and serene, and the far-reaching”
range_of meadows lay restful and still. But storm-clouds
JToomed blackly in the sky overhcad, and Arthur Augustus set
down the Gladstone bag he was carrying, and buttoned his
raincoat tightly about his neck.

He did nok regret the sacrifice he had g0 nebly made for-
another’s sake. Iixpulsion was a far more terrible catastrophe
in the case of Wilkins than in his own. The Wilkins family
were impoverished and extr :mely sénsitive, and the shock that
would be occasioned had Wilkins been expelled would have
been well-nigh unbearable.

With DArcy it was different. Neatly all his relatives were
on active servige, helping to keep hostile: Huns at bay. To-
the few that remained he would tell the truth—that he was
not guilty—and they would believe him.  The word of a
D’Arey was never doubted. : i .

But Arthur Augustus did not mean fo tell them in person.
He would write to them, assuring them that there was nothing
whatever to worry about, and would endeavour to get to
London. < s ) )

D’Arcy was a dreamer of dreams. His flighte of fancy led
him to conjure up vast and vivid possibilities with regard to-
the metropolis, There was a good deal of romance in D’Arcy’s
nature, and he pictured himself filling a hlgh position in social
life, surrounded by numerous friends, and living on the fat
of the lan

How was he to get to London, he wondered.. He had
money, but not much. The needless collection he had made on’
behalf of Wilkins had been returned to the donors, and he.
himself had a sovereign, besides some loose silver amounting
to about fifteen shillings. This, he reflected, would easily

ay for his railway-fare, if he went by train, besides enabling
Kim to keep his head above water for a few days, at least.

“Tt would be wisah not to go fwom Wylcombe,” he mur-
mured. “They would wecognise me at the station, and
pwobably ‘detain ihe,-thinkin’ I'd wun away. I think T'Il
walk into Wayland, an’ go fwom theah.”

He quickened his step, for the rain had begun to descend—
slowly and steadily at first, but soon resolving itself into a
pitiless, drenching torrent.

The way was dark, and not a
to be abroad in the
first sweep of the storm.

But suddenly a burly form
loomed up from the grassy bank
at the side of the road, and a
coarse, harsh voice exclaimed:

“ Goteher! Gotcher, by Jimmy !”

Simultaneously a heavy han
descended upon D'Arey’s shoulder.

“Got any tin on yer?” the voice
went on._ “If you ’ave, jest you
‘and it over, pretty smart!”

Arthur Augustus handed over
—not the tin, but a_sharp blow be-
tween the eyes, which made the
ruffian reel

““Pake that, you uttah wottah!”
he panted, “How dare you molest
me in this wuffianly mannah?”

The gentleman of the road had
the wind temporarily taken out of
his sails; but he was on his feet
again the next moment, and going
for Gussy like an infuriated bull.

The expelled junior kept his
head and hit out furiously. But
this time ‘the tramp - put u% a
etroni resistance. Ome of his big,
ewarthy hands clutched at D’Arcy’s
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gold watch. His fancy waistcodt. was ripped open, and. the
next instant the assailant had both the gold hunter and the
chain in his possession. . .. i

_Then he ceme on again at D’Arcy, who could see ths
venenious, vindictive gleam in the man’s eyes.” - :

D’Arcy was not a coward. Far from it. But-it suddenly
occurred to him how. terrible would be his plight if this”
waster overpowered him on the high road. .

He might lie helﬁ\]ess, unconscious, for hours, and his
chances of reaching London would be considerably decreased.

So, although it went against the grain to have to do it,
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy took to his heels, leaving the iramp
in possession of his gold watch,

He did not. pause until he arrived, panting and breathless,
at Wayland Junction.

The London train—the last one that night—was already
puffing its way into the terminus, and D’Arcy hurried into
the booking-office for his ticket, thanking his lucky stars that
g}e vagabond he had encountered had not deprived him of

s money. :

“Single to Lordon, please—firstclass!” said Arthur
Augustus. ) 5 . -

The booking-clerk eyed the rain-soaked junior super-
ciliously, :

“Who aro you?” he demanded.
sprung fram?” .

D’Arcy stamped his foet impatiently. '

“Pway do not delay! The twain is alweady in, <and I
must on no account miss it !” :

The man chuckled. v " .

*T guess you’re supposed to bs at school—what ?” he said.
% You've run_away, I take it In that case, I'm not going
to take the risk of letting you have a ticket:” .

“ Weally, you wottah—"

But even_as D'Arcy spoke, the train which bad been
statiopary during his conversation with the booking-clerk,
glided ottt of the station, . Arthur Auvgustus watched it with
a su;kmg ‘heart.. He had missed it! What was to be done
now
. Glaring angrily through his monocle at the clerk who had
detained him, Gussy stepped out Into the stregt. A couple‘of
taxi-cabs were drawn up outside the station, the drivers each

“ And where have you’

being inside, reading the latest edition of the evening paper ..

by a flickering light.

D’ Arcy approached the first of the two vehicles. He knew
the driver well.” It wag Joe Edwards, whose taxi had been
hired on numerous occasions-by- the swell of St. Jim’s. :

D’ Arcy wrenched open the door, and peered in.

“Joe!” he muttered.

The taxi-driver, a little man with a fat round face, rallied
sharply at the summons.

“Yessir ! Why, ’pon my soul, it’s Master D’Arcy! 'Ow
coi'ni) you ’ere, 2 )

‘T am most anxious to get to London,” was the breathless
reply. “The qmcimﬁ_ I get theah, the bettah I shall be
pleased. I will make it well worth your while, Joe 1

Joe Edwards shook his head. .

‘“Sorry, Master D’Arcy,” he said. “Can’t be did.”

‘“ Why not, pway ?” )

¢ Petrol won’t run to it.”

.

“Dezh me! How vewy unfortus
nate!”

“Besides which,” said the taxi-
driver, peering closely at D’Arcy’s
dripping face, “it’s easy to see as
’ow you’ve run away from scheol;
an’ I shouldn’t like to get into no
hot water for aidin’ an’ abettin’

“T'm inclined to doubt it, sir.
You might ax ’im.
’arm in axin’.”

| But the other driver was loth to

There’s no

take on the transaction, for similar

reasons to those’ of Joe Edwards.

In taking a truant schoolboy to

London at night, a taxi-driver
would be running a serious risk.

“Then you cannot take me?”
asked Gussy, his jaw dropping.

“Which 1 shoul(JJ like to more’n

I could say,” said Joe’s friend,

i “ but I dursn’t.”

.

“Then I shall have to walk it.”2
“Walk it, sir, on a night like
this !”t exclaimed Joe KEdwards,

“I have no alternative,” an.
swered Gussy, a trifle wearily,

£
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One Péany.

A couple of taxi-cabs were drawn up outside the station, the drivers inside, reading.
first of the two vehicles. He knew the driver well.

D’Arcy approached the
Joe !’ he muttered. (Sece Chapter 7.)

“Go back to the school, like a sensible kid,” said Joe, who
was kindly enough at heart.

“But I haven’t wun away, as evewybody seems to think,”

s2id D’Arcy. -

“Then wot’s happened §2

“3 was expelled.”

“That’s wuss still,” was Joe’s comment.

There was a pause, during which the driving rain forced an
entry to D’Arcy’s neck, causing him to gasp for a moment
like a fish out of water. Then he said:

“Which is the nearest way to London ?”

¢« Straight over the downs,” said Joe Edwards, indicating
the direction. *Then you’d ’ave to cross wot they calls the
Devil’s Ridge. It’s well-nigh impossible in broad daylight,
and sheer madness at‘night.  Then you'd take the path to the
right o’ the first windmill you came to, an’ that gath’d bring
you out on the main road, The signposts weuld do the rest.”

“Thank you, Joe!” said Arthur Augustus. ‘“ What is the
distance ?” ‘ ]

“Forty mile all told, sir, “You'll
never do it.”

“Tve got to,” answered D’Arcy simply. “So long, Joe!”

A moment later the darknees of the night had swallowed
up Arthur Augustus"D’Arey as he tramped northward.

_Joe Edwards shook his head, slowly and sadly, saying to
his eompanion : .

” said the taxi-driver.

‘a_strong

“Which I should be werry much surprised, Jim, to see 'im
get through on a night like this{’*

—

- CHAPTER 8.
. The Devil's Ridge,
ILKINS of the Shell lay awake in his bed at St.
Jim’s, listening to the rain-drox{ls against the
window-panes, and thinking thoughts which were
anything but pleasant. -

He had descended to the lowest depths of selfish-
ness in allowing the generous-minded Gussy to relieve him of
the burden of guilt, and be driven from the school when all
tho time he was innocent as noonday. s

Wilkins had had no peace since that memorable scene in
Big Hall. Every minute since he had been tortured by
thoughts of what I’Arcy had gone forth to suffer.

He was a coward, and he knew it. He hadn’t the pluck
and moral-courage to go to Dr., Holmes and make a clean
breast of the whole wretched business, even though he felt
really and truly sorry for D’Arcy.

Anything was better than inaction in bed, and Wilkins felt
. esite to get up and pace about the dormitory in
his pyjamas,

Accordingly he tumbled out. A pall of black
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e7er the main gangway betwezn the beds, and he commenced
striding to and fro trying to disperse the thoughts which
képt hammering at his fevered brain. .- T

Suddenly he stumbled -over a slipper which lay in his path.
He tried to save himself from falling, but failed, and landed
with a crash in the middle of the dormitory. |

He sat bolt upright, unhurt beyond a bruise or two, and
listened intently. There was a rustling sound frem one of the
beds, and a voice—the familiar voice of George Alfred Grundy
—exclaimed : . .

“ Who's that?” L.

¢'Wilkins,” replied the junior.

“ What's the little game?” Ll

They were the first words Grundy and Wilking had ex-

" changed for days past.

«T was out of bed, and tripped over a confounded slipper!”
said Wilkins. '

“ But what——"" . .

Grundy suddenly sat up in his bed and listened. From the

landing without came the unmistakable sound of murmuring

voices.

““What's that row?” asked Grundy.
look. ' It might be a raid by a rival dorm.’

Wilkins bastened out on to the landing, and encountered
three juniors, fully dressed, even to their raincoats, and bear-
ing bulky packages. They were Jack Blake, Herries, and
Digby, of tﬁe Fourth. : '

“What's on?” inquired Wilkins.

Jack Blake gave a violent start, but regained his com-
posure at once on sighting the Shell fellow.

¢“Oh, it's you, is it?
Gussy. He's pretty certain not to have gone home, and I
expect we shall run across him in the neighbourhood. He’s
gound!;}'o be wanting grub and other things.  Poor old

russy ! i e

The chums of the Fourth were looking unusually dejected,
and no wonder. Arthur Augustus had been a great favourite
with them, and a good chum, despite his fussiness on the
subject of apparel. They missed him sorely, and iwere
determined to see that ho should not suficr in his contact
with the outside world. :

“Can I come?” asked Wilkins.

Ie hated the idea of D’Arcy’s whereabouts being dis-
covered. lest the swell of St. Jim’s, sick with himselt for
having made the sacrifice, should regret his action and return
tqF 8t. Jim’s to make a clean breast of the games-fund
affarr. y :

But Wilkins felt that he would not be able to endure the
suspense of lying in bed, wondering how the search-party
was faring. He must accompany Jack Blake & Co., or the
harrowing suspense would drive him mad. .

“(Count me in!” he said appealingly. “I don’t feel much
}ike d.s,l'eep, somehow, and should be awfully glad to take a
1an . ;

“All serene.” said Jack Blake, on reflection. He saw no
harm in having an addition to the little party.

“I'm coming, too!” came a voice suddenly.

Unobserved., Grundy had stolen out to the landing, and
divined what was afoot.

“That’s all right,” said Jack Blake.

'tter go and have a

“Buck up and dress,

_you two, and don’t wake the whole blessed mob up, for

goodness’ sake!” .

Grundy and Wilkins Prompt-ly went back into their
dormitory, dressing as hastily as the intense darkness
permitted. . .

. “Tt’s only right for you fellows to know,” said Jack Blake,
when the two Shell fellows reappeared, ¢ that you're running

Well, we're going on the track of
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a big risk in coming with us. We haven’t anybody's permish

and ;f “we get nailed it'll mean a pretty hefty flogging all
round.” )

“That's all right,” said Grundy. Lead on, Macduff!”

Jack Blake led the way down. the stairs and along the
corridor to the box-office window. This the leader of the
expedition opened, and a terrific gust of wind swept through
into the juniors’ faces.

Digby looked ill-at-ease.

“Do—do you really think the game’s worth the candle?”
ke said nervously. .

“Of course it is!”’ was Jack Blake’s fierce retort. ‘We've

‘ got to find poor old Gussy, and give him eome grub, and find

out what he’s going to do.” .

“And to tell him we know it's all rot about having stolen
the three quid,” added Herries. Then, by way of an after-
thought, he said wistfully: .

“1 wish we'd brought Towser!”

<] don’t,” said Jack Blake promptly. “The beastly brute
would give the game away in a jiffy with his confounded
growling !” . N

“Buck up!” urged Grundy.
precions, you know.” .

As he spoke, thero was a sound of footsteps advancing down
the corridor, and the juniors turned pale. .

A master!” was the thought which leapt instinctively into

#Every minute may be

. their minds.

Then Jack Blake, who was the first to muster sufficient
courage to face the intruder, gave a deep gasp of relief.

“Wally D’Arey!” he exclaimed. : :

The midnight prowler was, indeed, tho minor of Arthur
Augustus. Wally had been lying awake for hours in his bed,
unable to refrain from thinking of his major, and wondering
how he was faring in the fierce storm which made the tower-
ing Sussex pines groan aghast, and raged over the country-
side with demoniacal violence.

As in the case of Wilkins, Wally had been unable to endure
the suspenss any longer. He had risen and dressed, and
intended to break beunds in order to try and ascertain his
brother’s whereabouts. For Wally, scamp and scapegrace
though he was, was passionately and devotedly fond of Arthur
Augustus; he would readily have laid down his life for his
brother. : ’ ‘

Great was Wally’s surprise and pleasure on encountering
Jack Blake & Co. :

“You're going out after Gussy?” he asked.

Jack Blake nodded.

“You silly young ass!” he growled. “You gave us the
{right of our lives! Get back to bed, unless you want us to
wipe up the floor with you!”

Weally stood his ground with calm defiance.

“I'm jolly well coming along, or I'll know the reason
why!” he said determined?y.

“Rats! You'll be blown away!” said Grundy.

“Oh, let him come!” Herrics put in. “Hang it all, ho's
Gussy’s brother, and just as anxious about him as we are!” -

“ All serene, then,” said Jack Blake.

One by one, the little party of six clambered through tho
open window into the gquadrangle. !

“What & night!” muttered Digby.
we're going to get on Gussy’s trail
dogs, and black as pitch.”

“We can make inquiries, can’t we, fathead?” said Jack
Blake. ~“We'll go to Ryloombe Station first, and on to
Wayland if we hear nothing there.”

It was difficult work, shinning over the schoc! wall in tho
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darkness; but the juniors surmounted it successfully, and

then set out along the rain-sodden road

It was scarcely likely .that they would be challenged by a
magter or prefect now. No one would dream that six jumors
would ‘dare to_do battle with the elements on such a night,
when it was dangerous even to walk along a road, lest an
adjacent tree should come crashing down, to maim or even
kill the unfortunate pedestrian who chanced to be passing.

-The search-party reached Rylcombe Station in half an hour.
In ordinary circumstances the distance could be traversed in
a few moments,

The station was in darkness, the last local train having left

© #ome time since; but a sleepy porter still lingered in the

vicinity of the booking-office, taking a_ final survey of the
premises with an electric torch before retiring for the night.

“Seen anything of & young, dandified-looking josseri” was
Jack Blake’s greeting. .

The_railway servant swung round, startled. Then, as he

d on his torch, and saw who the intruders were, he gave

a surly growl..

“Which you young rips orter be in bed hages agol"” be
said, with emphasis.

Jack Blake snorted impatiently. .

“Have you, or have you not seen D’Arcy at all this
evening 1"’

“The bloke with the monocle?””

“Yes, yes! Have you seen him?”?

“Come ta think of it, I ’ave.”

“When?” asked Blake eagerly. .

“Larst Friday arternoon. He called fer a parcél which
was a-waitin’ ’ere for ’im.”

Jack Blake felt inclined to hurl himself upon the sleegy.
e

old porter, and dribble him into the nearest puddle. But
restrained himself with an effort, and strode away, followed
by his companions.

*No go!” said Herries gloomily. “We've got to hoof it
to Wayland now. Let’s hope we get better luck.”

The juniors proceeded™ on~their way in silence. It was
advisable not to speak, for the violence of the wind deprived
them of breath. - X

At Wayland Junction the booking-clerk, who was just

. leaving the.station, enlightened them somewhat.

* A boy answering to your description applied to me for a
ticket to London while the last train was in,” he said. “I
r_efx}:s(;(’l, him, thinking he had run away from school. Am I
right .

“Not exactly,” said Jack Blake. “He was expelled for
]slqme_t’hing he never did. We're anxious to find him-and help

)11 g

“Then I'm sorry I can’t help you, young gentlemen. I
don’t for the life of me know which way he went after
leaving the station.”

Jack Blake thanked the man, and then it occurred to Wally
D’Arcy to question .the taxi-drivers.

“I know the cove you mean,” said Joe Edwards. “He
wanted me to take ’im to London in this ’ere taxi, but
thinkin’ he’d run away from school, I didn’t want to load
myself up with the responsibility. So he went off on foot.”

“On foot!” echoed Wally D’Arcy. “You mean to say he's
going all the way to London on Shanks’ pony?”

“T g'pose so,” said the taxi-driver. “Ilf)

Devil’s Ridge, that is. This is ’ardly the sort o’ night for
takin’ risky walks like that. Still, the young gent wouldn’t
listen to reason, so I ’ad to let him go.”

“My hat!” muttered - Wally. - “Come on, you fellows!
Gussy’s gone over the Downs, and he’ll have to cross the
Devil's Ridge. Who knows but what he hasn’t come a
eropper and hurt himself ?”

‘““Let’s put the pace on,” said Jack Blake, who had over-

E ileard the latter part of the conversation.

But to put the pace on, or to acquire any pace at all, was
eagier said than done. The storm had gathered in momen-
tum; it lashed the countryside in its inexorable fury. Tiles
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came clattering down from roofs; inn-signs swayed and
cracked menacingly; and the rain still came lashing down,
as_if chastising the earth and the green meadows. - -

. Far away in the distance loomed. the massive range of
Downs. The way was dark and dangerous, and the juniors
had fears for the safety of Arthur Augustus. Supposing he
were overcome with the pangs of hunger, or had missed his
footing in one of the precipitous places? The thought was
terrible.

Conversation flagged as the little party struggled gamely
along. Wilkins had scarcely spoken a word throughout. He
was on_ tenterhooks, gripped in an alternation of hope and
fear. If D’Arcy were found, he was pretty certain to want
to come back to the school to tell tge truth; and then it
would be Wilking turn to face the dread fate of expulsion.
The wretched junior clenched his teeth tightly together,
hoping and praying that, by some means or other, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy gad put ‘twenty or thirty miles between
himself and the loyal chums who were hastening to his
succour. 5 .

Up to the last week, Wilkins had usually been in the
background so far as exciting events at St. Jim’s were con-
cerned. And now, suddenly and without warning, Fate had
accorded him the title-role in one of the greatest dramas in
the school’s history. ’

How was it all going to end?

CHAPTER 9,
The Spiendid Coward.

ARK and dreary were the Downs in the ggip of the
storm. In the midst of the wind and the rain
the members of the search-party proceeded.

And as they went, the storm reached its zenith,

and terror feﬁ like frost on their hearts, for they

realised, even the bravest among them, the hopelessness of it

all. How could they possibly trace Arthur Augustus D’Arcy

on a night like this? It was as much as they could do to
look after themselves. .

The food they carried was rain-soaked and useless. They
cast it from them, and would have abandoned the hopeless
quest there and then and returned to their warm beds at
St. Jim’s, but nobody dared suggest such a scheme, lest he
should be considered chicken-hearted by his fellows. -

The darkness was so intense that it was necessary for the
juniors to keep within arm’s-reach- of each other. They
could scarce see a yard in front of them.

““ We shall come to the Devil’s Ridge soon!®” shouted Jack
Blake. It was nécessary for him to shout, for the wind
raged wildly. ’

“We must walk two abreast, then,” rejoined Herries,
whose whole frame quivered in spite of himself.

“Why do they call it the Devil's Ridge?” asked Wally
D’Arcy. “T’ve heard of the Devil's Dyke, near Brighton.
and the Devil's Punch Bowl, somewhere in Surrey; but this
seems different.” s

“It’s a tricky path conneciing the hill we're on now with a
niuch higher one,” explained Digby. “Years ago, a young

- farmer attempted to cross it on just such a night as this,

He lost his footing, and pitched headlong into the valley.”

“Grooh !”- shivered Grundy.

“His body was found next day,” continued Digby
solemnly. “The poor chap was smashed about somcthing
a_wful., They’ve called the path the Devil’'s Ridge ever
since.

“ And Gussy’s crossed it!” panted Wally D’Arcy.

“We hope so0,” answered Jack Blake gravely.

As the juniors proceeded, so the way became more ‘difficult.
That part of the Downs was seldom frequented, save by
shepherds. If anyone meditated tramping to London town,
as Arthur Augustus had dene, a great many miles were saved
by .crossing the Downs at that point, the inain road-and the
railway each taking a somewhat circuitous course.

The little scarch-party began to regret having ventured
out amid the tameless elements. For all the good they were
doing Arthur Augustus, they might just as well have sleps
the sleep of the just at St. Jim’s. 'The ungovernable tempess
bad caused them to be drenched almost to the bone. They
were weary, worn, and stricken with hunger. The whole
thing resembled a ghastly nightmare.

Wilkins sudderly stopped short and pulled out his watch.
By holding it cloge to his face, he was just able to make out
the time. ) ’ .

It was one o’clock,

Two_more hours, and the first rays of dawn would filter
through the clouds, lighting up the scene,: and bidding the
wanderers bo of good cheer.. Two more hours! But what
a lot could happen in that -period! .A hundred tragefies
undied changes come into being. - To a
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fellow playing cricket at the nets, two hours arc as two-

minutes, so swiftly do they glide past. But to-Jack Blake
& Co., wanderers on the storm-swept hillside, it was an
eternity.

Wilkins replaced his watch, and gave a start. He had been
fost in reflection for a moment, and the others, he supposed,

had gone ahead, for he heard no sound save that occasioned
by the rushing wind and the never-ceasing rain.

‘Then, fain?l% through the storm, came a cry, not far distant
!r(()fn where \K’I,xl]nm stood, irresolute. :

o

Wilkins responded at once, and, after a few seconds had
passed, Grundy was at his side,

“Is that you, Wilkins?”

[ Yes. 3 -

“Where are the others?” .

“Goodness knows! Gone on in front, I suppose?”

“Shall we shout?”

““ Might as wel.”

The two Shell fellows sent up a tremendous shout, exercis-
ing the full force of their lungs. - -

They waited in an agony of suspense for the answer. None
came. A mecking gust of wind blew right into their faces.

Again they shouted, and again met with no response.

“We—we're" cut off I muttéred Grundy. “Come on!
Let’s try and catch up with-them. No good standing here !”

With grim faces the two juniors sfrode along, peering
through the darkness to see if they could discern their

comrades. They continued to shout at intervals, but no

reply came. :

Grundy was leading, and he walked recklessly, carelessly,-

indifferent. to the fact that his position was ome of peril.
Wilkihs opened his mouth to cauation him, but the words were
uttered ‘too late. He heard his companion stumble, end give
a sharp affrighted gasp; there was a sudden crashing sound,
a_r‘xld the next instant George Wilkins was alone on the hill-
side.

What had bappened? Where was Grundy?

Wilkins stood still, his heact turned to stome. Fortunately
for himself, he did not move forward, or he would have
shared Grundy’s fate. * - E Tl

The junior matches in his pocket. He struck one, and
peered in front of him.
almost. immediately, but not before Wilkins had seen all he
wanted to see. Grundy had fallen—fallen from the top of
the Devil’s Ridget :

Wilkins almost fainted with fear. Digby’s story of the un-
happy farmer rose vividly before him. Had Grundy shared
a similar fate? Had he gone hurtling down into the valley
below, never to see another sunrise? Wilkins shuddered.

As he stood there; shaking in every limb, within a yard of
the fatal spot, thre awful truth rose before him that he had
parted with Grundy on anything but friendly terms. He had
done Grundy a grievous wrong. Was he never to be given a
chance of atonement?

Then of a sudden came a faint sound from below. Wilkins
strained his ears to listen.

“Help! Help!”

The voice was Grundy’s. He was, at least, still in the
land of the living, and Wilkins offered up a silent prayer to
Heaven in his relief. :

Grundy ! Grundy, old chap, where are you ?”
ominous reply.

It was easy now to guess what had happened. In falling,
Grundy had clutched at a projecting root about half-way
down the slope. He had already been holding on for some
moments, and it was inconceivable that he would be able to
retain his grip much longer:

Wilkins locked round wildly. A black-looking structure a
few yards distant cncountered his gaze, and he gave a cry of
hope. He recognised the ghce at once as being a shepherd’s
hut. It was unoecupied, he knew; nevertheless, he thought
he might be able to find a length of rope within wherewith
to assist Grundy; and with all speed he dashed into the ram-
shackle old building.

Striking another match, he glanced about him, and behold,
to his intense delight, the very thing he was looking for!

Snatching up the coil of rope, he hurried out into the
open again, and came to the edge of the ridge.

“Hang on, Grundy!” he shouted, abeve the roar of the
wind. “I’'m slinging a rope down to you!™

So. saying, he lowered the rope, hoping with all his heart
that Grundy would have sufficient power and presence of
mind to grasp it.

His hope was rewarded. The rope suddenly became taut,
#ind Grundy’s voice exclaimed from below:

“ All serene!” . )

Then, hand over hand, Wilkins slowly hauled up the rope,
with Grundy clinging tenaciously te the end.

e work was efbeuﬂthg; for Grundy was ne feathey-
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woight. Moreover, Wilkins was already worn with fatigue
and rendered sick and dizzy by exposure. .

The perspiration stood out in great beads on his forehead
as he econtinued to pull.

Inch by inch, higher and higher, Grundy ascended to
safety. ilkins was almost dene, but he kept on keeping on,
knowing that a human life depended on his tenacity end
endurance.

How he was going to haul Grundy successfully over the
edgo he knew not. It seemed a superhuman task. But he
lay face downwards on the slippery soil, and tugged and
heaved in a frenzy of desperation. -

Even in that awful moment Grundy could not help rejoic-
ing. He had imagined, when he had clutched the root on
the slope and shousted for help, that it was a forlorn hope,
and had been surprised and delighted when the rope came
dangling down, He blessed Wilking at that moment—
blessed iim and loved him—for few fellows would have faced
so fierce an ordeal as that with which he was confronted,

Wilkins felt himself slipping forward, nearer and nearex to
the edge of the Devil’s Ridge, but he cared nothing. All his
thoughts, all his energies, were directed towards rescuing
Grundy, the fellow he had wronged. FHis arms felt as if they
were being wrenched from their sockets, but still he kept
pulling with the same indomitable piuck and superb courage.

“Good !” panted Grundy, at last.” ‘“I'm all serene now,
thanks to you, Wilky! You're a brick! You’re one of the
best! I shall always—" .

Grundy stopped short, white to the lips with an unshapen
fear. Ho himself had gained a footing on the ridge; but
Wilkins, without warning, slipped on a treacherous piece of
ground on trying to regain his feet—slipped, and went crash-
ing down into the valley below. . L .

His hands clenched convulsively, his lips quivering, Grundy
stood still and listened, straining every nerve to do so.

Bui no sound smote his ears save the fierce surge of the
angry tempest,

CHAPTER 10, . R
The Great Adventure,

the dew to splendour. . . _ :

For ninety minutes—ever since Wilkins had

vanished from sight as completely as when the earth

openéd and swallowed up Korah—Grundy had

roamed over the range of Downs, seeking for help. .

Grundy possessed pluck in plenty. His fearlessness was hig
redeeming characteristic in the eyes of St. Jim’s. But he
knew that to attempt to descend into the valley would be
merely to imperil lis own life without being any material
advantage to Wilkins—if Wilkins was alive, that was.
Grundy ruminated on the fate of the former, and a cold fear
gripped his heart. .

1t was too much to hope that Wilkins had encountered and
clung to something during his descent. Even if he had, it
was highly improbable that he had maintained his hold al!
this time—for a solid hand and a half. e nd

Grundy’s prim; object in roving the Downs was to fin
Jack Blgkepa C&cg and acguaint them with the gruesome
details of the catastrophe. Then, when all together, they
might be able to hit upon some means of going to Wilkins’
succour, :

The advent of daylight came as a boon and a blessing to
Grundy. He was able to ascertain his position, and imme-
diately made tracks for a shepherd’s hut he espied, half &
mile away from that which stood near the Devil’s Ridge.

The sound of voices come from within, and Grundy
promtly pushed open the door and entered.

A strange sight met his gaze. Sitting huddled up before a
blazing peat-fire were Blake, Herries, Digby, and Wally
D’Arey. At the rude table sat Old Dan, the shepherd. He
had been ministering to the jumiors’ wants, for empty eans
which had contai hot tes, were on the table. .

The little band of refugees leapt to their feet with one
accord on Grundy’s enﬁ:ly. . .

““Here you are!” exclaimed Jack Blake, in intense relief.
“We hunted for you high and low, but bad ne luek. Then,
an_hour ago, wo came to this shanty, and Old Dan’s beeu
making us comfy.” i .

“It’s ripping !” said Digby. “Not such a bad night's
adventure, sfter all. Why, good heavens, Grundy! What’s
the matter?”

For the burly Shell fellow was pale as death, and would
_Imv%’fa.llen ha.dgtzot old Dan’;e:im:o shot ‘;mt to support him.

“ Wilkins!” Grundy mana, matter.

“What's happened?” exclaimed Jack Blake, who had ex-
: to see Wilkins in the doorway. . -
““ He’s fallen—fallten from the top of the Devil's Ridge!”

GB,EY dawn spread over the couniryside, tuming all
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“Then,” said old Dan solemnly, “he’s a goner, young"

gents, sure enough. No one never falls off there but what
they don’t perish. There was old Farmer Rankin—".

Jack Blake turned on the old man swifily.

“There may be a chance,” he said. “ We're going to see,
anyway. Look, it’s light now, and the T 18 miximised.
Heﬁ:ﬂy you a rope long enough to veach right down into the
valley ?”

“I ’ave,” answered the kindly old shepherd—* leastways,

" I've got several coils, an’ if they’re tied together they

answer the purpose.”

“Then buck up, and we'll go and find out what’s happened
to poor old Witky.”

“Tt was for my sake he did it,” said Grundy, in tones
vibrant with emotion. ‘I had come a cropper myseli, and he
hauled me up with a rope.. I had the goeod luck to break
my fall half-way down with some roots. When he'd got me
up to safety again he went over himself. Oh, it’s tos awful
for words! I shall go mad, T think!” -

“Rot!” said Jack Blake. . **We don't know what may
have happened until we actually see for ourselves. Wilky
may be as right as rain.”

But Grundy was silent.
and would not be comfi

After what seemed an age, they reached the scene of the
catastrophe, and old Dan, shading his eyes with his gaunt
hand, peered down imbto the valley. Two hours had now
elapsed since Wilkins had disappeaved from sight. Was he
still lying down below, unconscious, or had the lamp of life
flickered out for ever? .

“Can yon see anything, Dan?” asked Jack Blake hoarsely.

“Is Wilkins——" began Grundy. Then his veoice failed
him, and he remained silent, turning his haggard face in

Like Rachel of old, he mourned,

mute appeal to tho grey sky. :

As if in angwer to Grundy’s prayer, the old shepherd said,
excitedly : -

“To be sure, T sees 'im! An' he bain’t dead, neither,
more’s the wonder! He's beckoning to me for help.”

“Lower the rope, Dan,” said Wally D’Arcy, who, although
the youngest, was the most self-possessed of all the juniors.

“But Wilky may not be able to hang on,” said Jack
Blake. “One of us had better go down. Iang it all, 1
will1”?

And Blake insisted upon having one end of the rope tied
round his middle.

This done, he nerved himself for the descent.

1t was a visky proceeding, but Jack Blake never stopped to
count the cost. Had the rope snapped, he would have been
dashed into the valley below like Wilkins, with the possible
difference that, whereas. Willkins was seemingly alive, he—
Blake—might be killed.

Their faces white and anxious, the fellows on the ridge
lowered the rope. Jack Blake’s heart was thumping wildly
as he neared the bottom. He was not thinking of himself,
but of the helpless junior below.

Ten seconds more, and his feet alighted on the soft,
treacherous soil, overlaid with fungus and dank reeds.

“Good for you, Blakey!”

The voice was that of Wilkins, though it was so faint and
low as to be scarcely recognisable.

“ Wilkins, old fellow! Are you much hurt?”’

Jack Blake peered down into the pallid face of the Shell
fellow, whose rescue of Grundy would stand out for ever-as
one of the most heroic deeds in the annals of St. Jim’s.

“No bo’nes broken,” murmured Wilkins, forcing a smile;

_t‘—_7

“But what?” panted Blake.

“Tm going to be ill—very ill. T can.feel it coming. How
T managed to avoid breaking my neck or my back is a giddy
miracle? I 'twisted my foot, and that was all. But since the
tumble I've been lying here, and the storm made a sort of
plaything of me. I’m chilled to the marrow, and I've got
the shivers something chronic. I tell you, the last hour or
two have been worse than a nightmare!”

“T ean quite believe you,” said Jack Blake solemnly.

He unfastened the rope, and made it tight round Wilkins.

“T'll hang on further up,” he explained.

Then he signalled to those above to commence hauling.

A few moments later the rescue-work was complete.
Wilkins, sick and dizzy with exhaustion and exposure, sank
back on the ground in a swoon. The juniors regarded him
anxiously.

“Better get the young gent along to the "ut,” remarked
old Dan. “I'H soon put ’im to rights.”

Many hands made light work, and Wilkins was soon
stretched in front of the peat-fire in the shepherd’s hut. Old
Dan forced some brandy between bis lips, and after a time
the junior recovered.

“Wilky, old man!”

George Alfred Grundy was on his knees before his plucky
rescuer.

“
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) _Wilkins raised his haggard face, and a wild light shone Ty
18 eyes. ]
“Don’'t!” he muttered faintly. “Don’t talk to me! P
not worth !’ v ™

“Not worth i!” ejaculated Grundy, in astonishment,
“Why, you've acted hke a giddy hero! T'll never forgeff
what you did for me a few hours ago—never!”

“The question is, how are we going to get back to Bt
Jim’s?” asked Wally D’Arcy.

Digby went to the door. )

“Tll trot along to Wayland Station and fetch the tAxﬁ
man,” he said. “It’s getting on for five o’clock, and he’
pretty certain to be up and doing.” :

So saying, he strode out of the hut, )

Some time later the taxi arrived. It drew up on thg
road several hundred yards distant, and the junmiors werd
obliged to carry Wilkins to it. i}

Old Dan had insisted on wrapping a warm blanket round
the hapless Shell fellow, and he accompanied the strangé
procession to the vehicle.

Jack Blake took something small and shiny from . hig
pocket. He endeavoured to press it into the old shepherd’s
hand, but old Dan shook his head.

“Thank’ee kindly, young master,” he said, *but I nevest
lent a ’and with the idea of gettin’ money for it.”
“But your hospitality——"" protested Blake.
“You was welcome to it, an’ more,” siid old Dan.
do much for the likes o’ you an’ that pore feller there.”
He indicated Wilkins, who was being assisted into the taxi,
while Joe Edwards, the driver, stood gaping in open-mouthec!

surprise. )

“Well, if you won’t take money, I insist upor you taking
this!” said Jack Blake.

Ao hte thrust into the old man's hand a massive silves
watch.

. Old Dan hesitated; but he did not wish to offend .the
junior, and accepted the watch, touching his forelock respect-
fully as he did so.

“It’s werry kind o’ you, young sir,”” he said gratefully.
“I shall be able to see the time o’ nights now. Aw’ if ever
you or the other young gents is passin’ this way agen, don’
forget to lJook me up for a.cup o’ tea an’ a chat.”

Jack Blake promised he would do so, gave the old shep~
herd’s hand a tight grip, and squeezed into the taxi with the
others. . Taxi’s are not made to accommodate six, but Wally
D’Arcy perched himself in the front beside Joe Edwards, and
the vehicle rattled off towards St. Jim’s.

The - summer sun streamed down in all its resplendent
glory, the birds poured out their morning anthems with fine,
fearless courage. The world had awakened in majestie
splendous after the storm.

Nevertheless, the hearts of Jack Blake & Co. were heavy,
and a cloud hung over their minds. They had failed to find
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy; and Wilkins, who had gone se
gamely to Grundy’s rescue, was ill, and spent, and feeble. He
became worse and worse as the journey proceeded, and a
sinister terror gnawed at the jumiors’ heartstrings.

Was it possible that George Wilkins was about to entex
upon that sleep from which there is no awakening?

« I’d

CHAPTER 11,
Wilkins Flays the Man,

({3 ¢ HAT the merry dickens?”
Kildare of the Bixth stopped short in the old

guadrangle of St. Jim’s.
< The rising-bell was clanging out its notes on
the fresh morning air, and Kildare had got up
ahead of it, with the intention of taking a dip in the sparkling
waters of the Ryll. He was in flannels, and a towel was slung
over his shoulder. i

The captain of 8t. Jim’s halted in amazement as the taxi
drew up at the school gates. He could scarcely believe the
evidence of his own eyes. Was it possible that a party of
juniors had possessed the hrazen effrontery to go for a joy-
ride in the early hours of the morning, before tlie others
were astir?

But the grave look on Jack Blake’s- countenance as he
stepped out of the vehitle convinced Kildare that something
was wrong. He hastened to the gates, and bade Taggles
unlock them at once.

“Blake!” he exclaimed. “What is the
this?”

The junior explained, clearly and concisely. He admitted
that he and his chums had breken bounds, and told the story,
dramatic in ifs simple brevity and directness, of how Wilkins
had, in saving George Alfred Grundy, come a cropper
hiraself. )

“He's ill,” Jack Blake eoncluded; “dangerously ill! . Will
you help me to get him up to the sanny at once?”
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Kildare nodded. He did not stop to ask a lot of needless
yuestions, as many would have done, but at once lent a hand
with Wilkins, who had relapsed into unconsciousness again,

1t was the work of a few moments to relieve the unfortunate
junjor of his wet garments, and to place him between the
warm. well-aired sheets. Just as the task was completed
the door of the sanatorium opened, and Marie Rivers.came
in. Marie was an early riser. .

“ (1ood gracious! bat is the matter?”’ she exclaimed.

“Wilkins is ill, poor fellow, through exposure. Will you
remain with him while I go into Rylcombe on my bike for the
doctor?”’ .

Marie nodded, and Kildare left the room with Jack

lake.

Then Marié Rivers took a chair by the bedside, and watched
the stricken junior anxiously: .

Wilkins gazed about him with a bewildered air. Then the
sight of the school nurse seemed to relieve him, for he sank
back between the sheets almost contentedly.* His lips were
:ngoviug, and it was obvious that he was trying to say some-
thing. ’ :

“What is it, Wilkins?” asked Miss Marie softly. *You
have been through a terrible time, and must not excite
youtself.”

“ But I want to say——""

“Yes?” : "

“QOh, there's lots of things I want to tell you, Miss Marie?
"I,—I doubt if I shall ever see another sunrise at St.

im's.”

““ Nonsense, my poor boy! You must be delirious.”

“I'm not,” said Wilkins, in a quietly firm voice. “I'm in
earnest, every bit. It’s about Gussy——"'

Marie Rivers caught her breath.

“Go ont” she said. “Did you see anything of D’Arcy
last night?” ,

“INo. I don’t know if he's alive, or dead. He set out on
foot for London, but whether he got there or not I don't
know. What I wanted to say was, that he was expelled for
my sauke!”

“For your sake?”

“Yes. He had no more to do with the games-fund robbery
than you, Miss Marie !” ‘

“But what——""

T was the chap who stole the three quid!”

Marie smoothed out the junior’s pillow with deft fingers.

“Lie quiet,” she said gently. “Your mind is wandering,
and you do not know what you are saying.”

“I've told you the plain truth, Miss Marie,” persisted
Wilkins, and his tone carried conviction. “Gussy has suffered
for my sake. He knew what expulsion would mean to me,
and he came forward to make a false confession. I—I had
been gambling, and playing the giddy goat generally, and that
was what led me to steal. In ordinary circumstances, I'd
never dream——""

His voice failed him, and he said nothing for some
moments. His throbbing head seemed to be on fire, and he
saw again, as in a hideous nightmare, the awful past.

“The Head will have to know,” he said, at length. It
can’t be kept from him. I'm pretty certain I sha'n’t get over
this. I feel weaker every minute.”

“Poor boy!” said Miss Marie.

Her long, dark lashes glistened with tears.

“You don’t reproach me, Miss Marie
_ *“Of course I do not. Hush! You must lie still now, The
doctor is coming.”” ’

When the medico from Rylcombe had examined Wilkins, he
shook his head gravely, and turned aside to speak to Dr.
Holmes, who had followed him into the sanatorium.

““I can hold out very little hope for him,” he said, lowering
his voice. “The shock—mental and physical—the lad has
sustained may prove too much for him.”

The Head passed his hand over his brow.

“Poor lad!” he murmured. “I had better summon his
father by means of a wire, had I not?”

“I bhardly -think such a course necessary at present,” said
the practitioner. “There is no immediate danger. To-
morrow, if he has a relapse, it would be advisable to notify
‘his father, but whilst there is a chance that he will rally, I do
not deem it advisable.”

Then Marie Rivers drew the Head of St. Jim’s aside, and
told him of the confession Wilkins had made to her.

To say that Dr. Holmes was astonished is to put it mildly.
The kind old gentleman was thrown completely off his
balance, and grieved to think that he had been responsible for
@ miscarriage of justice.

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed.” “What can have hap-
pened to poor D’Arcy? He may have been out in the awful
storin which raged last night!” -

“It is quite likely,” said Marie Rivers.
of his friends went to search for him——"
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“Yes, yes! I have learned full particulars of their escapade,
and, in view of the fact that they have already been
punished enough, I shall take no further action in the matter.
But D’Arcy must be found at all costs. How utterly reckless
of him to make such a sacrifice for the sake of another! And
yet—and yet it was noble, too!”

“Very noble!” murmured Marie. Her eyes were shining.
Henceforth, if Gussy returned safe and sound to St. Jim's, he
would always be numbered among her favourites.

The Head quitted the sanatorium, leaving the doctor in
attendance on Wilkins, and asking to be informed of any
change in the patient’s condition. '

As Dr. Holmes rustled along the corridor to his own study,
his brows contracted in a worried frown. Toby appro
and handed him a telegram.

The Head tore it open with feverish fingers. Was further
trouble to descend upon St. Jim’s, disturbing the even tenoc
of its way? .

The wire reassured him. It was from a gentleman with
whom he was well acquainted—Mr. Ferrers Locke, the young
and vigorous detective.

“Just met D'Arcy in London. - Says he is expelled. Seems
extraordinary, please instruct. Am detaining him at my
rooms pending reply.—LOCKE.”

Nover did the Head reply to a telegram with se much
alacrity as at that moment. On the prepaid form he
pencilled the following: g

“D’Arcy wrongly expelled. Send him back at once.
Culprit confessed.—HOLMES.”.

‘Then the Head passed on to his study in a far more
satisfied frame of mind than he had been in a few moments
since. : :

pa—

CHAPTER 12,

Chums to the Ead. s
HREE hours later, while morning lessonz wers stilt
in progress, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy lounged in at
the old gateway of St. Jim’s. He had experienced
a terrible time the night before, though the sform
had not been at its full height when he scaled the
Downs, and he had managed to cross the Devil's Ridge in
safety. When, after what seemed to him an interminable
tramp, he had reached the metropolis in the morning, Ferrers
Locke had borne down upon him, and had marvelled at
Gussy’s story that he had been expelled for theft. Ferrers
Locke knew D’Arcy, and could not believe him to be guilty
of 8o base an action. He, therefore, insisted on taking Arthur
Augustus to his rooms, in order that he might dry his clothes
and obtain food, for he was ravenous after his long pilgrimage.

The detective had then wired to Dr. Holmes, and on re--
ceiving the latter’s reply that D’Arcy had been the victim of
an injustice, he sent the junior back post haste to St. Jim's.

Arthur Augustus could not understand it at all. He knew
that Wilkins must have confessed, though what had induced
him to think so he could not for the life of him comprehend.
He was soon to learn. .

The returned wanderer went first to the Head’s study. Dr.
Holmes received him in a manner full of self-reproach.

“D’Arcy, my boy,” he said, extending his hand, “I have
done you a grave wrong, and I ask your pardon for my hasti-’
ness in expelling you. I little dreamed, of course, that you
would confess to an offence of which you were entirely
innocent.” :

“That’s all wight, sir,” said Arthur Augustus cheerfully.
‘fét?l’l's well that ends well. Has Wilkins told you the twuth,
sir?”

“He confessed to Miss Rivers, from whom I gleaned
full particulars. Poor boy! He has suffered aoute men
anguish, and now he is prostrate in th2 sanatorium, hovering
between life and death.” :

“Good heavens!™ exclaimed D’Arcy, aghast. “How did
that awise, sir?”

“ During the night, Wilkins, in company with several other
juniors, instituted a search for you. They reached a precipitous
part in the Downs—the Devil’s Ridge, I think it is called—
when Grundy was unfortunate enough to lose his footing. He
might have been dashed to death in the valley below had he
not contrived to cling to some roots. Here he hung, in il
oflfh’is life, until Wilkins, in gallantly rescuing him, fell him-
self.” .

“Bai_Jove! How awfully pluckay!” exclaimed the swell
of St, Jim’s, in profound admiration. “I twust you will not
think of expellin’ him, Doctah Holmes, if—if he gets bettah?”

The Head smiled. ) '
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“Tn view of his frank confession, I shall be happy fo say
no more on the subject of that miserable theft. I shall, of
course, explain to the boys that you are exonerated from all
suspicion, but shall not divulge the identity of the actual
culprit. Let us hope the poor lad will mend rapidly.”

The Head’s hope was well-founded. Wilkins survived the
critical period of ﬁ(ias illness, and the tide turned in his favour.
This was due to two causes—the skilful, splendid nursing ot
Marie Rivers, and the fact that the affair of the theft no
longer- weighed upon the junior’s mind. He was likely to be
confined to his bed for some time, but that was only to be
expected.  The effects of that terrible night were not likely
to wear off in the immediate future.

Wilkins was not the same. The same in outward feature,
in colour of hair and eyes, but he was not the same in expres-
sion. He seemed a couple of years older. A wave had passed
over his head, and he had come forth half-drownad. The eye
had become more steady; lines had formed on his brow; his
lips had lost their flexibility, and were closed and firm, It
was obvious to all who saw him that he had emerged from
his terrible ardeal a sadder and a wiser fellow, with far greater
strength of character. .

Fellows swarmed up to see him when he was pronounced
sufficiently well for them to do so. But the visit he valued
most was that of Grundy and Gussy, who came together,

Arthur Augustus cut short the junior’s words of self-

reproach, and, with a peculiar smile playing about his aristo-
cratio features, took Grundy's hand and placed it in that of
Wilkins, which lay on the coverlet.
“Now, you silly duffahs,” he said, “I insist upon youah
bein’ firmah fwiends than evah! If you disobey me, Gwunday,
1 shall give you a feahful thwashin’ heah an’ now, and Wilkins
shall have his dose when he gets bettah !” )

Grundy laughed breathlessty. A wave of colour had mounted
to his checks,” making him look almost bandsome at that
happy momen3.

“There’s no need to press the point, Gussy,” he said. “I
don’t think Wilky and ¥ will fall out again in a hurry }”

" “j\lo fear ' murmured Wilkins, pressing his ehum’s hand

ard. ; .

“Jt was all a foolish misunderstandin’,” said the swell of
St. Jinw’s. “ You misjudged Gwunday, Wilkins. e was not
wesponsible for spweadin’ the tale that youah patah was in
poor cires.”

“T know that now,” murmured Wilkins humbly. “If T'd
known before, it would have saved me a good deal of
“Torment.”

“Levison was to blame,” said Arthur Augustus. “ Quite
by accident I picked up this lettah. Wead it!”

Wilkins did so, Grundy looking over his shoulder. It was
the letter which Levison’s rascally cousin had written, telling
of the poor circumstances of Mr. Wilkins.

“The cad!” exclaimed Grundy hotly. “To think that all
this rumpus has been caused by Levison! What shall we do
to the outsider?”

“Spare the rod this time,” said Wilkins.
to chum up with Levison again. I've learnt my lesson, and
T'm coming back to the old study agam, if I may.”

“Qf course you may, you old duffer!”” said Grundy, trying
but clumsily to conceal his affection and regard for the fellow
who had saved his life.

“That’s settled, then,” said Arthur Augustus, beaming upon
the jubilant ga.u' through his monocle. * Hallo, heah's Toby !

_T}’ne,pagef oy came 1t with a letter. It was addressed to
Wilkins, and he recogniced the paternal handwriting.

Like misfortune, joys never come singly. As if to erown the
gerene happiness in the heart of George Wilkins, came the

“T’'m not likely

“following :

“My Dearest Boy,—You will, I know, be glad to hear that
T have succeeded to the editorship eof paper. . This
carries with it a substantial increase of salary, and yout supply
of pocket-money shall be trebled forthwith. Great news, is
it not?’—Your affectionate father, HEerBErT WILKING,”.

Wilkins gave a wild whoop of delight, and handed the letter
to Grundy and Gussy, who congratulated him most heartily
on his good fortune. i

And so the clauds rolled by, herald.iﬁg better and brighter

days in store. 'Fhere was very little fear of Wilkins ever goin
to the dogs, after all that had transpired The bonds whie
bound .him to. Geerge Alfred Grundy were renewed and
strengthened ; and he bore a Iastmﬁ debt of gratitude towards
Arthur Augustus D*Arey, who, with supreme unselfishness and
true nobility of eharacter, had made A Schoolboy’s Sacrifice |
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BRIEF REPLIE NOTICES

To Readers of THE “GEM™ LIBRARY.

Able Seaman .J. Humphries, B 3; 4156, 14th Platoon, D
Company, Anson Battalion, R.N.D., East -Mediterranean
Squadren, e.o., G.P.Q., London, would be glad to cerrespond
with girl readers of about 17-18. :

P. Mudd, Drumpark, Dumfries, invites readers to join his
first-class “Gem ” and ‘“ Magnet™ League.

Leonard Baskett, 15, Hall Street, Chelmsford, would like ta
hear from readers who have back numbers of the “ B. F.” 3d.

- Library for-gale. Will pay half price.

€. Dagestine, 210, Garngad Road, Glasgow, wants to form
a cycle club—girls and boys—in his district, and would be
glad to hear from any likely member.

. Sennett, 984, Wycliffe Road, Battersea, S.W., wants to
buy Nos 1—350 of the ‘ Gem.”

David Smith, 684, Govan Road, Govan, Glasgow, wanis
members for a **Gem ” and “Magnet” Social League, open.
anyone in the U.K. Soldiers welcomed without payment of
subscription. Stamped and addressed envelope, please!

F. Nightingale, Dennison Street, Queenstown, West Coast,
Tasmania, would like to hear from his old friend, S. White, -
formerly of Armitage Road, East Greenwich.

T. W. Jamieson, 2, Grey Street, Norton-on-Tees, wants to
buy the “B. F.” 3d. Library issue cntitled “The Film
Detective.” -

- R. W. Randall, 108, Whinbusix Road, Hitchin, wants con-
tributors to an amateur magazine, . Stamped and addressed
cnvelope, please? :

H, C. Knight, la. Ward, R.N. Hospital, Haslar, Gosport,
would like to correspond with readers aged 17-18 in the
Southampton district. ) "

H. Roberts, 39, Fairview Road, Stamford Hill, N., wants to
form a rowing club among readers in his district, and asks
anyone interested to write to him. ;¥
. The United Kingdom ‘“Gem > and “ Magnet #* League has
been formed for the purpose of sending copies of the papers
to men at the Front. More members would be welcome.
Seeretary, 6, Brewery Street, Preston, Lancashire. London
IS!,%.resenwtwe: G Bennett, 14, Noel Terrace, Forest Hill,

A. W. Willshere, 59, Skelton’s Lane, High Road, Leyton,
N.E, is anxious to form a “Gem * and * Magnet * League
in his district. Will these interested send stamped and
addressed envelope, or call an%evenin after geven? .

Signaller S. Scott, H.M.S. Bullwhale, c.0. G.P.O,, London,
who is serving on a mine-sweeper, would be glad to have
copies of the Companion Papers. '

A Canadian reader particularly wants to get Nos. 1, 3, 5,
and 6 of the “Sexton Blake Library.”” Will anyone who has
these numbers for sale write to the Editor, mentioning price.

Musician W. F. Clucas, 57 Mess, H.M.S. Revenge, e.o.
G.P.O., London, would be grateful for back numbers of the
“Gem ” and ‘‘ Magnet,” .

Droylesdén Road A.F.C. (average age 16) want home and
away matches in Manchester for next footer season.

G. Mitehell, 3, Neely Street, Belfast, wants more members
(from-anywhere in the United Kingdem} for bis “Gem ” and
“ Magnet ” League, formed with the main ebject of sending
parcels of papers to the Front. .

Signaller James Walmsley, 24909, B Company 13th Bat.
talion Manchester Regiment, M.E.F., Salonika, would be
glad of copies of the Companion Papers, . . . .

Gunner Theodore Mitchell, 82759, A Battalion, 106th
Briia.de, 24th Division, B.E.F., France, asks for back numbers

f the *“ Glem * and * Magnet.” - . .

Corporal Wallington, of the -3/5 Essex .Reﬁment, thanks
heartily all the many readers who replied to his appeal, and
relzlgretsv that, owing to the number, he eannot possibly answer

all. 1 4w
Miss E. Booker, 60, Albert Road, Heeley, Shefficld, wounld
be glad to hear of any “Gem > or “Mag; ® League menls
bers up to_the age of 18 on the Heeley side of Sheffield. .
Alma €.C. (average age 12—14} want home and away.
matches within a 4-mile radius of Fulham. Hon. 8ee.: M.
Mudie, 504, Fulham Palace Road, S.W.
~ A. R. Harriden, Station House, Sidley, Bexhill-on-Sea,
wants to buy copies of the numbers of the *“ B.F.” 3d. Library
entitled * Britain Invaded,” “ Britain at Bay,” and ‘ Britain'a
Revenge.”” . ) o
{Readers will find a further itl_fst ‘of Natices ol
: . cover, page H.}
A Magnificent New, Long, compi'ate School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD,



{INTO THE
UNKNOWN!

| ae This Week's Long Instalment
. i, | of a Magnificent New Serial
. ‘ Story of Thrilling Adventure.

By DAGNEY MAJOR.

E o - : .

The Previous Instalments Told How
Mr., Thomas Whittaker, accompanied by his son Reggie,
Jimmy Redford, Larry Burt, a Chinese servant named  Sing
Loo, Dr. Phenning, and a party of natives, of whom Phwaa

Bén Hu, nicknamed Toothy Jim, is-leader, sots out to explors

Patagonia in search of a specimen of the giant sloth, which
is believed to be still existent there, - ‘

The party ré#achés Patagonia, and’ fall into the hands
ofa race of giants. They’are thrown info a cave containing
a number of giant toads, against which they have to defend
themselves for many hours. After a night of horror they are
removed-by the giants, who consider them to be in league

with the gods, through the fact that they have preserved their .

lives against the deadly toads. Later, the party hold a council
to devise some means of escape from the giants’ city, when
it -is discovered that Sing Loe is gifted with the power to
hypnotise. By skilful use of this they hope to escape.

: (Now read on).’ :

Sing Loo Experiments.

“Woell,” put in the doctor excitedly, *“if Sing Loo can
really hypnotise, what with the chloroform and -the ether
whici;, my dear Whittaker, you were thoughtful enough to
kring, I begin to see daylight.” K

“So do I!” grinned Reggie, pointing to the guards outside.

“And they,” chimed in Jimmy, with a grin that a shark
might have envied, “ will soon see nightlight !”

“Of course,” ‘put in the -doctor gravely, “we can try.

nothing until Larry is out of the wood. One attempt, and
failure, would mean more hot lava than we could comfortably
digest.” .

“How is old Larry?” asked J imtﬁy and Reggie together.

For secretly they were both very anxious about the chum
of whom they were so fond, but, boylike, they kept their
anxiety to themselves. .

#He's a bit better,” .said the doctor. “His pulse is less
rapid and his temperature’s dropped a bit. But he’s by no
means out of the wood vet. I hope by to-morrow:morning
we shall see a great improvement. But it’ll be ten days, at
least, before we can think of escaping. A sudden shock or
change of temperature might prove fatal.'” -

At that moment a great burst of hoarse, distant cries broke
upon the ears of the prisoners. Ivery second the cries came
nearer.

¢ What's that?” asked Mr. Whiitaker, rising and going to
the entrance of the house. At his first sign of rising and
looking out of the doorway the guards instantly assumed a
threatening attitude, -and raised their spears. Mr. Whittaker
did not cross the threshold, but looked across to the far gide
of the lake. ]

He saw a vast crowd of men and women giants, waving
hands and shields in the air.. Carried high in the air was a
figure, clad in some. long, flowing robe, whom the populace
were évidently acclaiming as a hero. The procession passed
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from the leader’s rangs of vision, but it was evident that
they. were coming nearer. ; -

“I expect they're marching this way,” he said to the
others-in the house, “They have to go round the river the
iong way, as they haven't yet mended the bridge that broke
down yesterday.” - - - S e

Nearer and nearér grew the tumult and the shouts, till they
drew up opposite the whites’ dwelling.

The figure that was held aloft was none other than Toothy
Jim. He was clad. in a long robe, fashioned from grass and
reeds, and it was evident that he was hugely enjoying the
demonstration. - ‘ - .

The yelling crowd lowered Toothy Jim, and, accompanied
by two giant soldiers, he entered the expedition party’s
house, making his customary salaam to Mr. Whittaker as he
entered. )

The guards outside quickly dispersed the populace, and as
soon as Toothy Jim was safe inside his guards left him and
went outide. : - )

“Now, fghen, Phwaa Ben Hu,” said Mr. Whittaker, in his
strange mixture of Patagonian patois and- English, “tell us
what’s happened 2" . : ,

Toothy Jim exglained in his quaint way that he had met
the priest whom he on the previoius day had lassoed, and- so
saved from the lake of fire. Although the priest was furi-
ously angry ab having been thwarted of throwing Larry into
the lava river, -and had ordered the native’s execution in the
temple, the priest had been struck by the way in which the
Great White Magician and Fire God—D. Phenning—had
emitted smoke and fire and noise from a stick—the revolver—
in the sacred building. The gods surely meant that the little
copper-coloured man—Toothy Jim—was meant to live, so he
had spared his life, but chiefly because Toothy Jim had that
afternoon, after the whites had been installed in their house,
saved the life of his little son. .

And then Toothy Jim very modestly explained how he had
saved the priest’s little boy from being trampled to death by
a huge animal who was a sacred guardian to the temple. ‘

The great beast, which Toothy Jim likened to a rhinoceros,
was accustomed to be fed by some of the children every day.
It lived in a very stout compound, railed off from the femp!
by wooden palings and a solid stone wall. ~The boy had
climbed on to the parapet, and, in holding out a daint
morsel of food to the creature, who was on the opposite sid’o
of the compound, slipped through the wooden palings—which
were more than a foot and a half apart—and had fallen with
a shriek of terror into the beast’s lair. ; .

Mad with rage, and scenting quarry, the mighty beast had
charged at the boy; but Toothy Jim, with wonderful agility,
and totally regardless of his own risk, jumped down into the
compound and snatched the lad from the very jaws of the
mighty brute as its teeth snapped together, missing the boy’s
toes by half an inch. Hence Toothy Jim was a hero, and
had been raised to the dignity of wearing a lonig fobe. . '

edg hought

Mr. Whittaker praised the faithful native, who .
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nothing of his escapade, and was glad to think that he would
have Tpothy Jimy’s cuniing and resource to help them through
the ordeal of escaping from the giant city. .
Nothing more occurred that might, which was spent in
sound slumber by all, except when they were taking it in

“turns to watch by Larry.

Next morning they were visited by an old priest, who

.gravely intimated that he was there to teach them their
Janguage.

So it 'was very evident that the giant tribe meant
to keep them in captivity for some time,

Sing Loo and the boys found their lesson very amusing,
and more than once were sharply pulled up by Mr. Whittaker
for laughing immoderately and for making faces at the old
priest when he wasn’t looking. “Mr. Whittaker and the
doctor paid most assiduous attention to their instructor, well
realising how important it was to get some sort of smattering
of the language. .

Larry had taken a turn for the better, which greatly
relieved the anxiety of everyone ’

Some four days elapsed quite uneventfully, and the doctor
and Mr, Whittaker were getting quite a smattering of
words" from their instructor, who came every day, and
remained teaching them all the morning.

The old priest had a crude idea of drawing, which made
matters easier, £ s

Mr. Whittaker made a rough sketch of a giant sloth, and
made it clear to the old priest that he wished to know what
name the giant tribe called the beast.

‘His reverence at once replied, ‘‘Phaal-tal achta,”” which
the doctor rightly interpreted as, *“ Mighty monster that lifts

its neck to heaven.”

It was evident, from what the priest made them under-
stand‘hy signs and grunts and words, that the giant sloth
was cither alive, or that one had certainly been seen living
within recent mémory.

The great brute was considered sacred to.the giants, who
kept its skin in the temple. Dr. Phenning tried with frantic
eagerness to learn from the priest whether any white men
had, within fairly recent years or recently, been seen by
them. But the old man either nretended not to understand,
or was obstinately determined to reveal nothing. i

It was only because the doctor and Mr. Whittaker knew

something of the Patagonian dialects that they were able
to ‘fet a grasp of the giants’ language, for the two tongues
htah many words, strangely cnough, which resembled each
other.
. A further few days slipped away without any untoward
incident happening. Larry was rapidly getting on the
mend, and the doctor thought that they might venture to
make plans for their escape without undue risk to the
invalid. -

All were geiting tired of their confinement and weary of
their enforced -inactivity, save for an occasional trip round

g ‘thevwonderfu] Rock City with the usual guard of giants.

With keen cyes everyone. had endeavoured - to spot the

entrance ' whereby they had made their first entry to the
Rock City; but all the gates, of which there were six, were
so alike that it was impossible to tell which one they had
firgt come through. )
" Every time they passed the entrances they saw every gate
guarded by four stalwart soldiers. How were they going to
get past these huge men, even if they managed to trick and
evade the vigilance of the soldiers around their house ?

It was Sing Loo who suggested the dangerous but some-

what necessary experiment of seeing whether the soldiers
who gnarded -theéir prison-house would succumb to his
hypnotic influence.
* The Englishman,- the Chinaman, and Toothy Jim had
made a common practice of treating their guards with as
much respect and ceremony as would ensure the thanks and
recognition of the big mea. )

One evening they had inveigled two of the guards inside
their house, when the city was silent and its Injnates wrapped
in slumber. With every protestation of friendliness, the
Englishmen received their gnards, and while attracting their
attention by ‘showing them their clothes and some of the
things rescued from their convoy, Sing Loo tried his hand
at mesmerising the giants.

He succeeded beyond all their expectations.. When tho
soldiers woke up from their trance or hypnotic slumber,
they were very surprised, and not a little %rightetned ; but
when they convinced themselves that nothing evil had really
happenied to them, they laughed, and conveyed the idea
that they must have accidentally fallen asleep. They then
rejoined their comrades outside, placing their fingers on
their lips, fo signify to the whites that they must keep silent,
cr all would get into trouble. )

‘1 ‘think We shall. be able to manage the guard on this
side of the lake,”” said Mr. Whittaker, ‘“for Dr. Phenning

will make cer‘tainvqf a long, deep slumber by adding a little-
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chloroform after Sing Loo has done his part of the business.
But the real work will begin when we tackle the guard at
the city gates. One bungle, one slip, and-the whole city will
be roused. If we do get through, how on earth we shall
manage if we can’t find our convoy, I haven’t any idea. We
;nusg just trust to luck, Anyway, we'll make a dash for
reedom.’

———

Flight!

They then procceded to plan their details of escape. It
was arranged that when the fateful hour came Dr. Phen-
ning should look after Larry, and never leave the boy’s side,
in case, owing to sudden ecxcitement, he should have a
relapse; that Mr. Whittaker, under pretence of friendliness,
should fetch inside the house two of the guards outside, and
that S8ing Loo_should hypnotise them, and then Dr. Phen-
ning was to administer a dose of chloroform to each of the
soldters, sufficient to render them helpless for some consider-
able time. The two other guards were to be treated in the
same way. It was agreed that their dash for liberty should
be made at about one o’clock in the morning—the hour when
the city of giants was wrapped in eleep and silence, and
when the moon would not be shining. The most™ difficult
part of all would be to overpower the guards at the city
gates, and open or climb over the great wooden barriers that
shut off the Rock City from the outer world. :

Pirearms, because of the noise they would make, could
only be used as a last resource.

Just as they had completed discussing these preliminary
plang; the old priest who had becn giving them lessons in
his language entered the house.  Outside, Mr. Whittaker
noticed that there wero several giants standing with litters,
and the old priest made it clear that every ome of the
whites were to accompany bim to some new destination.

Dr. Phenning carefully placed Larry in a litter, got in
one himself, and all the others followed suit, save Toothy
Jim, who walked. i

Slowly the procession moved towards the temple;~ the
crowds of the giant populace looking with curious gaze at
the white people as they passed.

It was evident that something strange and novel was about
to take place. In the distance, Mr. Whittaker could see a
vast crowd of priests lined up within the outer precincts of
the temple, where there was a new altar rigged up just out-
side the main entrance.

At a certain point on the top of the altar was an enormous
mass of brass or gold (which metal Mr. Whittaker could not
sec from that distance), and smoke curled up from a big pile
of fuel in the centre of the . ltar. .

Neither Mr. Whittaker nor the doctor had brought their
revolvers with them, and Reggie and Jimmy had not got
theirs. And Toothy Jim had left behind his favourite lasso.

When the party were withia the precinets of -the temple,
they saw, to their amazemeant, that several of the lamas
and mules which belonged to their expedition were drawn: up
in front of the altar. i

And ‘then Mr. Whittaker knew that the very worst had
happencd—the giant priests were going to offer up as sacri-
fices the animals, which meant hope and salvation to the
expedition party, And some of the mules were also evi-
dently to be sacrificed, for a_number of them had evidently
been transferred from the place where they had seen them
that morning, and had been brought to the city of giants.

Mr. Whittaker ihispered to the doctor, whose litter was
quite near his own, that something would have to be done
to stop the fatal sacrifices.

Then the prisoners. were assisted from the litters. When
they came within the magie circle of the priests, their rever-
ences all bowed to them, and a mighty shout went up.

Then suddenly there came a low, rumbling sound from
under the ground on which they stood. Tt sounded ominous.

Reggie and Jimmy looked at Mr. Whiitaker; even they
knew what it meant. That rumbling meant earthquakes |

And then an extraordinary thing hapvened.

. Suddenly the altar seemed to quiver. There was a
crash, and the upper structure of the altar came down.

Yes, with a crash and a roar, the upper structure of the
big altar came tumbling down. Fwo of the priests who stood
beneath were struck by the falling debris before they had
time to step aside. But their injuries were not serious.

Then came an appalling silence, broken now and again by

those low, mysterious, subterranean rumblings.

ong, shuddering sigh of fear ran through the erowd
standing round. Then Dr. Phepning did a bold thing. He
took a few paces forward and held up his hand. A few in
the crowd pannicked and ran away. But the priests faced
him and appeared to be ready for what tho doctor had to say.
At last the British doctor spoke. Fortunately, among the

‘words he had learnt from the giant instructor was *fire
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and “earth,” and somehow or other, what with his rapid
~estures, though slight command of their language, he made
tho priests understand that fire and lava rivers might play
havoc with unless precautions were faken. ‘Also by a
torrent of nonsensical language the doctor made it clear to
all that if they sacrificed any of their llamag or muleg belong-

_ ing to the expedition party something terrible would happen.

7; wo shall

Then one of the giant priests held both hands aloft and
addressed the people,. every now and again bowing low
towards the doctor, as .if in submission. There were low
murmurs of assent. : . )

Then a bodyguard of giants stepped forward, tethered the
llamas and mules together, and drove them from the precincts
of the temple, )

The expedition party watched them go, and saw the beasts
driven from the Rock City through the big wooden gate near
the temple. At that sight Mr. Whittaker's heart leapt within
him for excitement, for they had seen the very gate through
which it would be best to make their escape.

_The priests and ;!eople were now evidently more awed than
ever by the doctor’s influence. Apparently they thought that
he had power over the earthfuake and subterranean lava
river.

What happened next none of the expedition party could
ever give a really clear idea. eaw several little children
led to the altar, where the fire still burnt fiercely. The doctor
tried to interpose, but this time the priests ruled the roost,
and would not listen to him. As the whites had no firearms,
protest by that method was impossible. So Mr. Whittaker
passed word to the boys to close their eyes, or, if the natives
permitted, to turn their backs on the altar. .
thSobmehow Mr. Whittaker managed to whisper a message to

& boys.

‘“We are powerless to interfere over this horrible business.
We are only seven of us against thess copper devils, and
protest from us now might mean death to us alL.”

What exactly passed the whites never knew, but instinct
told them that it was something terrible. Everyone was
unnerved, and all were ﬁ;eatly relieved when a mighty shout
went up from the populace, and the people began to stream
from the precincts of the temple.

. Presently the party of whites were conducted to their
litters, and were borne slowly to their dwelling, I the
time on their way home those dull rumblings and slight carth
tremors were heard and felt.

When alone, Mr. Whittaker held a conclave.

“Tt is evident,” he observed, ““that these priests and people
have been accustomed to slight earthquakes and rumblings
before now, ‘and that they do not believe the doctor has any
power to subdue these forces. My strong opinion js that
they have got some plan for a secret test of the doctor's
powers—a test which will be beyond his capacity. If he fails,
the whole lot of us will either be sacrificed on the altar, or
be flung into the lava river. So to-might we must

esmfe"’ ,
> Rto think we've all had enough of it,” commented the

octor. .

“T'd rather peg out making a dash for freedom,” put ia
Rog ie, “than fall into the hands of those priests.”

“So would 1,” said Jimmy.

“And I,” agreed Larry, wio was now rapidly on the mend.

“ What do sou say, Sing Loo?” asked Mr, Whittaker.

“This Chinaman he velly muchee want a lide on llama,”
was the Chinaman’s reply, which caused a laugh all round.

Toothy Jim briefly explained to Mr. Whittaker that until
a few years ago sacrificing children for religious rites was no
uncommon rite, end he s:sposed that the giant priests did
the same thing. He agreed, with his crafty native cunning,
that it was time they made a dash for liberty.

[The Farty then began to make plans for their escapo that
night, leaving no detail to chance, but scheming thoroughly
50_as to make success as surs as it was humanly possible.

It was arranged that the guards outside their house should,
two at a time, be invited inside, sent to sleep by Sing Loo,
and finished off by Dr. Whittaker administering the chloro-
form, which the doctor kept concealed in a small bottle under
his cfothes. .

When the four guards had been rendered powerless they
wero all tocreep out, fully armed, and make their way to the
gate by the temple, through which they had scen the Hlamas
and mules driven. .

_There the ﬁuuds would have to be overpowered with
lightning speed by being gagged, bound, and chloroformed.
No firearms, lest the report should arouse the whole city,
were to be used, unless in the case of dire extremity.

The party hid emong thelr clothes as much food and water
a3 they could earry without being unduly hampered, and then
sat down to wait for dar]

The hours passed slowly, but night at last fell. Fortunately,
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it was very thick and cloudy overhead. Without, it was pitch-
black. The city was wrapped in stygian gloom. No lights
were visible. The whites had been allowed one small lamp,
whosa feeble flare was extinguished by ono of the guards
every night at about ten o’clock. .

Near that hour the giant guard entered the dwelling and

indicated that he had ecome to put out the light.

ith every protestation of friendliness, Mr. Whittaker
offered him some food and milk, and as the man had-been
on duty for some hours he gladly accepted the invitation.
Mr. Whittaker then made him understand that one of his
companions would also be welcome, so the man went out to
fetc)g’ in one of his fellows. Both soon returned, and, sitting
down, gratefully partook of the refreshment.

8ing Loo, all smiles and courtesy, sat down in front of
them, and allowed one of them, who evinced evident admira-
tion and curiosity for the Chinaman’s pigtail, to run_ it
through his fingers. In a few minutes the man, succumbin,
to1 the hypnotic influence and passes of the Chinaman, fel
asleep. .

Then the other one, who first indicated that he wished to
put out the light, became suspicious and troublesome. A¢
any moment he might shout a word of warning to his com-
panions outside.

Slowly, stealthily the doetor’s hand, holding the chloroform
bottle, moved towards the man’s nostrils. Then like light-
ning the doctor whipped out his handkerchief, took out the
bottle-stopper, and poured some of the anmsthetio on to it.
Before you could say “one,” the cloth was over his lips and
nose, while Sing Loo with his strong fingers firmly held the
giant. He struggled a bit, then suddenly collapsed, com-
pletely unconscious.

“I have given both men enough to keep them quiet for an
hour at least,” whispered Dr. Phenning.  ‘ Now for the other
two." ‘

Toothy Jim was chosen to go outside and inveigle the re-
maining two guards inside..

Presently Toothy Jim returned with the guards. It was
ovident that they were suspicious about something. Neither
Dr, Phenning nor Mr. Whittaker liked their attitude. Pre-
sently, in spite of Reggie, Jimmy, Larry, and Sing Loo, whe
sat round the unconscious men, propping them up and pre-
tending to talk to them, the new-comets scented foul play.

Just as one of them was about to rush out and raise she
alarm, Toothy Jim, with a tigerlike spring, leapt af the
throat of the nearest giant, hurling himself against the bxﬁ
man with all his strength, The two fell together with a cras
to the ground, and Toothy Jim was just in time to clap kis
hands to the man’s mouth to stifle his cries.

A} the same instant Sing Loo, Reggie and Jimmy had
leapt on the other guard, Reggie wrenching away his spear,
drawing it through the man’s hand. It left an ugly red
atre}x:m behind “as its sharp cdges cut deep into the copper

esh.

Never had the doctor administered chloroform to two .

people so quickly or under such strange conditions. Very
uickly the last two of the giants were rendered unconscious.
nd now came the white’s dash for freedom and liberty.

Cautiously they cte‘gt to the doorway. Without, all was
still, It was inky dark. Dr. Phenning, with Larry, followed
Toothy Jim, who led the way, next came Jimmy, Reggie, and
Sing Loo, Mr. Whittaker bringing up the rear. Kach hoy
and man grasped his revolver or gun. Then slowly, very
stowly, scarcely daring to breathe, the party crawled and
wriggled towards the gate by the temple, whither lay freedom
and salvation.

It was lerrible work. They dared only proceed a yard or
two at a time, they had to pause and listen for any treacherous
sound. And the darkness was such that there was, if
they once turned out or got out of line, great danger of
entirely: losing their bearings.

The distanee that separa them from freedom was about
five hundred yards. Suddenly those behind Toothy Jim heard
the crafty native give vent to a low hiss of warning.

With every trigger among them at full cock, they waited
with breathless anticipation. :

Then Dr. Phenning, still close behind Toothy Jim, saw the
Patagonians’ dim form leap va%pely up into the darkness.

There was a half-stified gurgling noise, and all the doctor
could see was a dim, black mass writhing and twisting on the
ground, Half-stifled chokings and gurglings every now and

then broke out from the black, struggling s8 in front,
Presently there was a tense silence. Then the half-perceived

shroudy form of Toothy Jim came creeping back to

dootor. The faithful native gave the signal that the coast was
clear. As all crept forward again, Reggie and Jimmy felt the
warm big form of an unconscious giant as they brushed

(Continued on page iii.of the caver. )
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passed, and as Sing Loo flitted by him, silently, quickly, he
finished off the unconscious man with something’ cold, and
hard, and sharp.

Gradually they neared the gate. Hovi strqx}g would the
guard be there! Suddenly there was a half-stiffed exclama-
tion from Toothy Jim, and they saw a black shadow, as it
were, leap into the air. Then came the sharp, metallic clang,
as if metal had struck the sclid rock of the City roadway.

The Pursuit, .

Everyone held their breath. Toothy Jim had evidently
grappled with one of the advance gyards of the gateway, ani
he ﬁad lost his spear. .

Then born on the still night air, there came a sharp cry of
warning. Dr. Phenning, peering into the gloom, stretched
out his left hand, grasped Reggie and Larry, and pushed
them back against the side wall of the Rock City. :

The line of escaping whites came to a dead halt. There was
o moment of sickening suspense, Then there rolled past Dr.
Phenning two struggling, twisting, gasping forms. In their
Jocked embrace they touched the doctor. But he could seo
nothing clearly, He made a-quick grab at the moving men,
and caught hold of Toothy Jim’s neck. native whispered
something in his ear, and then the doctor threw himself upon
both, Panting, gurgling, grasping, the giant and Toothy
Jim were entwined in a death struggle. .

Quickly the doctor forced the wriggling men to be still by
pressing on them with his knees with all his force. Then,
snatching at his bottle of chloroform, and, hastl]_y pouring
some on to a cloth, he felt along the body of the giant guard
till his hands touched his face. Then he clapped the
an®sthetic to the man’s nostrils. .

Whispering to Toothy Jim to keep still, the doctor held
the deadly narcotic under the giant’s nose till the vietim
ceased struggling., Thus one of the guards at the gate were
accounted for. .

What was-happening beyond? Had the remaining guards
given a silent alarm? .

At that moment, Reggie and Jimmy heard Mr. Whittaker
whisper into their ears not on any account to fire, and to be
careful lest their arms should go off by accident.

The boys knew that at any instant a spear might be thrust
at them with terrible, silent strength from the inky void.

Suddenly a big, dim formt brushed against Reggic as he
erouched: against the rock wall. Like a flash the brave boy
sprang upwards and caught the man’s throat with one hand,
stifling his cries with his slouch hat at the same instant. Then
Sing Loo, who had been crecping forward, also sprang. X

Something warm and -sticky spurted out on to Reggie’s
hand. The giant fell with just one gasp. Then lay still.

“Alle lighte,” said Sing Loo’s welcome voice, “big giant
now gone join ancestors.”’

Another terrible, breathless suspense of waiting. Then the
whites,” inch by inch, crept forward again. And now they
were under the gate. They had accounted for three of the
guard—where was the fourth? .

Quickly the word was passed along the line. They must
make a dash for the barrier that separated them from
freedom. .

Toothy Jim, agile, and all eyes—for, owing to long practice
he could see better in the dark than anyone else—was the first
to get over 'the wooden structure, arclimb of about ten feet,
Then they waited for Toothy Jim to give some sort of signal
on the other side of the barrier. What deathtrap lay behind
that?

As Mr. Whittaker and the doctor, crouching in the decpest
shadow mnear the gate, protecting the boys by standing
between them, were waiting with bated breath, “something
whizzed past them. .

With a dull “ping ” it struck the wooden gate just above
Mr. Whittaker’s head. Quickly he thrust out his hand to-
wards the spot from whence came the sound, and he grasped
a big spear. A

Then he gave. the word for all to lie flat against the gate.
Arnother spear came whirring by. Again it struck the wood-
work and remained there. There was only onc thing to be
done now—make a dash for it.

Quickly Mr. Whittaker whispered the word “over gate,”
into Reggie’s ear. The command was passed down. One by
one the boys were got over. What lay the othes side had Lo
be chanced, .

A perfect rain of spears began to whizz past. some passing
harmlessly over the barrier, others penetrating into the wood-
work.

Mr. Whittaker gave the doctor a leg up, and over went the
medico. Then the expedition leader heard a scarcely per-
ecptible muttered exclamation of pain from Sing Loo.

*What is it—what is it 7’ breathed Mr, Whittaker, in great
stress and agitation. * Hit Sing Loo?”

“Bing Loo he speared thlough handee,” came the whis-
pered reply.

Rapidly = Mr. Whittaker  van his hand

¥ along  Sing
Loo’s arm {ill his own hand touched a spear.,

It had passed
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right through the Chinaman’s palm. Sing Loo was pinned to
the gate, Though the brave Chinaman was in exquisite pain,
he hore it all with the ysual Chinese stoical endurance.

“You leavee this silly Chinaman an getee over. gatee,”
faintly murmured Sing {.oo, without a, thought for himself.

Mr. Whittaker sct his tecth, If the worst came to the
worst, he would not have to die alorie, but weuld fight to the
last for a brave friend and a faithful servant. Fortunately
the Chinaman was pinned to the gate in a crouching posture,
so that Mr. Whittaker was able fo get a better purehase on
the spear, when trying to pull it eut, than otheriwise he might
have done.

“Now, then, 8ing Loo,” he murmured, “we either beth die
together, or that speat’ comes out. Set your teeth together
while I pull.”

“Heavce haunlee,” whispered back the ghmaman.

1t was a horrid business to do this in the dark, whilst all the
time spears were hurtling towards them, some speeding harm-
lessly l[:;y, others grazing their clothes, or burying themselves
in the gateway.

“Now !” whispered the leader,

Taking the spear by both hands, and pu%tin his foot against
the gate to give him greater leverage, My, %{Vhittukcr pulled
ab the spear with all his might.

Not a sound, not the suspicion of a wince, czca ped the bravo
Chinaman, though the pain was excruciating.  But the spear
refused to budge.  Again Mr. Whittaker tugged and strained
with all his might, then gave one mighty jerk. Out came
the spear, its sudden release sending Mr. Whittaker stagger-
ing back,

And at that moment there was a shout from behind hin.

With one bound he sprang forward again, and fcll into the
arms of the now almost fainting Chinaman.

“Over the gate—over the gate, Sing Loo!” he whispered.
“Clome, brave friend, youw're not done yet!”

.l

But the gallant Sing Loo was spent with pain, and, now_

that the cruel spear was withdrawn, blood was Howing freely
irom the wound. .

“An effort, one little effort,” implored Mr. Whittaker,
grasping his faithful servant, “and yow're over!”

As Mr. Whittaker helped to raise the Chinaman bodily on
to the top of the gate, the Chinaman just having suflicient
strength to grasp the top with his unwounded hand, a porfecs
fusillade of spears came thundering at the woodwork, and
Mr. Whittaker was struck in the arm. Holding the China-
man up with one hand, Mr. Whittaker leant desperately over
the top of the gate, and whispered to those on the other side
to help Sing Loo. .

It was Dr. Phenning who answered.
“Quickly I”” half hissed the leader.
%oso}, They’rve' after us on this side!

At !

Reggie and Jimmy quickly scrambled on to the doctor's
shoulder, and somehow or other Sing Loo was safely, though
roughly, brought to sufety on the other side, but in an uncon-
scious state,

Then Mr. Whittaker sprang to the top of the gate, and was
just going to seramble down to the other side, when he felt
his leg held in a vieclike grip. :

*“Hang on to my arms, for the love of Heaven.” he almost
shouted to the doctor, “or I shall be pulled back "

Then, resorting to the last desperate chance, he sought for
his revolver, and with his free hand let fly. a chance shot
backwards and downwards. A yell of terroi and foar was
the response, the hold on his leg slackened, and in another
moment he was on the safe side of the gate.

“Quickly !” he panted.  “There’s no time to be lost!
They're in pursuit!  Everybody safe?”? )

“Yeos,” breathed the doctor.  “But it was  tounch-and-go.
Tll hang on to Larry, while you and Toothy Fim.manago
Sing Loo between you. Roggie and Jimmy,” he broke
off, “whatever you do, don’t get separated from us!”

Stumbling up against one another in the dark, the escaping
party put their backs to the gate, facing the dangers of the
unknown rocky defile in which they now had to penetrate.
Then Toothy Jim, whose eyesight” was Dbest in the gloom,
took hold of ‘Sing T.0o’s head and-—shoulders, while Mr.
\‘Vhifgakcr held the Chinaman's feet, and wens straight
ahead.

Stumbling, staggering, and muttering, the party passed
threugh the narrow gorge with what speed- they conld.

Scarcely had they gone five hundred yards before they
heard a mighty shout behind them.  The giants were in
pursuit,

Then there broke upon their startled ears a tearing, rending
noise, as if the very carth were being torn asundor, They
felt the ground beneath their feet quiver and heave,

Then came stillness; and an awful silence,

“We've no time to
Sing Loo’s badly

(Fhere willl he another magnificent long instalmicnt of this
exciting serial story next Wednesday. Readers are advised to
vlace a reqular order for the GeEx with Jheir newsagents.)

3.
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A CHESS TRAGEDY.
e KING wis in his counting-house—
" The ledger-open lay; - o
Cash had not been so tight with him
Kor many a long day.
He bit his nails, he toro his hair,
*  With worry ha perspired;
A new spring bonnet, Paris made,
Was what the QUEEN desired.
* “To wear my old one Sunday next,” -
~ Sho cried, *would break my hecart!
The BISHOP is to preach, and so
. I feel I must be smart.”
Her Royal mate, who loved her well,
* - .. “Wag scen his brow to smite;
- .- - In sheer:despair, for lack of funds,
He muttered: ¢ Oh, good KNIGHT 1*
.On all 'the CASTLE fell a gloom,
-‘And when a courtier spoke,
+ It was to say, with bated breath:
- “His Majesty’s stonec-broke ! 5
At length the monarch, slowly rose,
With a determined frown, :
Strode. slowly through the startled throng,
"~ _ " And went and PAWN’d his crown!
rSent in by Kevin Haugh, Dublin,

. .. SWEATED LABOUR. -~ _ .
Ta* 31 Mike were out looking for work, when they ¢spied
a notice 1w a beciseller’s window bearing the following words:
: .. 'DICKEN’S WORKS
all this weeck for Bs.

1) :,rhn, indade,” said Mike. *Well, that's his business;
but IU’ICS afther a better job' than that!”—Sent in by \V:
CGriffin; Watford:© -~ 4 8

" ALL TICKETS, PLEASE! .
Ticket-collector (to. Mrs. Juggins; in train with her little
son): *Come along no‘}\;,r mum, you’ll have to pay for the
+hi .He’s' not under three,” ® .o -
e e thastily): “No, but if *6 *adn’t *avo ’ad ’is
new suit on; '¢'d ’a bin under the seat.”—Sent in by J. Holy-
oak, Chester. . - e

© 4. wc: c. NOT SERIOUS. : .

Doctor (to talkative lady patient): “I can assuro you,
madam, - that .there is nothing serious the matter with you.
You only need rest.” . )

Patient:” & But, "doctor, look
at my tonguc—just look at
it! What does. it mean?”

Doctor:” “I think,' - madam,
that necds rest,’ too.”’—fSent in

R. MeDonald, Ross-shire.

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

A SERIOUS CASE. .

A soldier, complaining to hisgofficer that he felt unwell, was
ordered to the hospital.  On inquiring as to the naturc.of his
illness, tho doctor was informed that the poor “Tommy ” was
suffering from pains in the head, chest, and feet. 3

Ile theroupon “ordered the nurse to apply vinegar.cloths
Eo tus head, mustard poultices to his ¢chest, and hot salt to his
cet. .. . 3 ..

“ Begorra, doctor,” exclaimed an Irishman in the next
bed, “put pepper in his mouth, and make a cruet of him !"—
Sent in by Private W. A. Smith, Salonica.

il =8 ? POOR FATHER.

Inquiring Offspring: “Pa, may I ask just one more
question ?”’ : . .

Paticnt Pa: “Yes, my son, just one more.” .
- Inquiring Offspring: “ Well, then, pa, how is it that whe
night falls, it’s the day that breaks?”—Sent in by J. Fergu-
son, Glasgow. - : . - :

SOMEWHAT PREVIOUS. a
A couple had arranged to meet the young lady’s mother a
the cntrance of a hall, where a concert was being given at
which they intended to be present. =

“How very tiresome,” "exclaimed ~the young lady im-
patiently. “I’'m sure we must have missed the first two
numbers; we’ve waited here some few minutes for that mother
of mine.” Tt ¥

“‘Hours, I should say!” replied the young man, in an

-irritable ‘tene; -

“Ours? Oh, Albert,” exclaimed his partner, “this is o

.suddcn !”—Sent in by S. Shube, London. E.

© * BAD FOR THE CONGREGATION.
Ono Sunday, during the evening service, the good minister
of a church paused in his sermon and beckoned to the verger.
“Jones,” said he, as the man rcached the pulpit, “open a
couple of windows on each side of the church, please.” = -

“Beg your pardon, sir,” returned the verger, with a look

of surprise, “did you say ‘open the windows? *
“Yes,” was the cold roilomdcr of the minister.

] “It is not
healthy to sleep with the windows i ¥

shut.”—Sent in by
oy . SANDY AGAIN.
Donald and Jamie cntered a tobacconist’s
“Will ye have a cigar?” asked Donald.
“Thank you,”: responded his friend. -
Donald ordered two threcpen‘ny cigars, and after both had
. = = lxghtecl_ up, he hurried away.

Jamie quietly took a few
puffs, then slowly turned to
the shopkeeper and said:

“Mecster, you sell these at
ﬁv‘e‘ a shillin’, don’t ye?”

shop.

by Roy’ . Smith,? Victoria, § ‘pew Companion Paper,” - - “Yes, ir,” replied the to-

e i isssup. > . | THE BOYS’ FRIEND, 1d Vool eaid ho

: ¢ —— : - “Weel,” gaid the Scotsman,
NEVER BEEN GASSED. ¢- - = 5785 020 8 ) it 2 *here’s a saxpence—give ma
An old_farmer, who for } . Published every Monﬂay “the other three.”—Sent in by

weeks had been tortured by a'¢ -7 AT 4 L . $ Norman G. Pearson, Ton-

nagging tooth, at last decided § - in orger.to give more of our readers a chance’ § Lridge. :

to go_to town "andrl}avg‘ the 2 of winning one of our useful Money Prizes, - E—

e o seatod n the & 1 you know a really funny joke, or a short, WORK.SHY.

chair. - tho - dentist * inquired & - -Interesting paragraph, send italong (on a post- Applicant  for = situation:

politely : ey card)»bejore you forget it, and address it to: “I’vo called about the situa«
“Will_vou. have gas, sir?” The Editor, THE BOYS" FRIEND and GEM, tion you advertised, sir.”
“Noa,” replied > the old Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C. Employer: “Well, and can

man, “I don’t think so. Ye
sce, we doan’t go in'for gas at
our- village. Ye'd better give
me paraffin!”’—Sent in b

- ; S

]
;

Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
week’'s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.,

* se Joseph Carratt, Warrington., A AamAarAAMNARMNAAAMN s S NAAN A AN

you do the work?”

Applicant: “Work! I
wanted!”—Sent -in by ~C.
Gadd, Stoke-ofi-Frent.
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thought it was a foreman you




