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“HOLIDAY CAMP!"
By Martin Clifford.

The fine, long, complete story which appears next week i3
a holiday one. Sixteen of the St. Jim's joniors, including
the Terrible Three, the chums of Study No. b, Figgins & Co.,
Talbot, and the learned Skimpole, go into cau tending to
put in a good deal of time on the river flowing hard by,
Rut eircamstancea upset their plans for a time. A farmer 1n
tho neighbourhood, whom they have found the best of good
fellows, is in difficulties owing to a ctrike among the harvest
lubonrérs. | The St. Jim's juniors volunteer to help him; and
this brings them into callision with the strik
other enemies, for Cutts and his two ¢l
and Gilmore, as well as Crooke of the 8he
pact of the bolidaya near by ; and these fellows not
trouble on their own account, but ale up the country
luds to worse things. Ructions Jt; but the plucky band
of juniors stick to their guns. Cutts and his foilowers and
ther strikers alike suffer defeat; and in_the event Tom Merry
and the rest are by no mcans dissatisficd with  their

experiences ab
. “HOLIDAY CAMP!”

USING THE BOOT.

An Australian reader writes from the Gippstand-gistrict of
Jictoria to voice a complaint that I think is a new oae. He
eays: " Many Australian readers think that Mr. Clifford
picturcs the boys as kicking and using the boot to ome
ancthor altogether too frequently. — Even the really mice,
manly boya scem to indulge in.this practice. The using of
the foot to man or beast is abhorrent to every true Australian,
‘End we think that such passages are bad ying for the
boys.”

But the kind of kicking that Mr. Clifford allows his decent
fellows to indulge in is not the kind thut needs to be objected
ta very strongly, It . Kicking a w sf Trimble’s type
out of s study into which he has intruded is a very different
thing from the mse of the boot in a fight—a device which
every boy of right instincts here at home chjects to fully as
niuch as do his brothers in Australia. It is rather es
expression of contempt than as a method inflicti
pain that the boot is usc d to Levison or ( %
and in many other cases—such as those in which the great
Grundy is a receiver. of attentions of this sort-—no more than
a rough joke is meant, Ne rtheless, I think our Australian
Iriend’s comment worth printing, for there is the right feeling
behind it
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KILDARE’S ENEMY°

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

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

}g 11 COMPLETE STORIES |

He roached over and grasped D'Arcy’s hands, and yanked him out of the ditch. (Ses Chapter

; *  #'yescue! Yawoooop!" yeiled Arthur Auguatuu D'Arcy. Qordon Gay rushsd to the r:je\u.

CHAPTER 1. Blake!"” said D’Arcy of the Fourth frigidly. Unghh the”
: = Back d Up! cn- 5, we are not gum to play c‘-\lf‘Lct this aftahnoon !”
il moLad S “Not going to play cricket?” repeated Blake.

“ \DA'FI the (i res—— Illakp and Herrxes ‘and Digby stared at Arthur Augustus,
‘Where's my bat “ Certainly not!”
“1 wepeat, Blake, und nh the cires—" Flthna:l‘
“Don’t repmt it, old chap,” said Blake appeal- “There's sumrthm wathah more important than ggicked

uu,l\ *Just tell me where my bat is, and t}w aftahnoon !’

m\t W |ll do “Are we wanted at the Front?' asked Herries sap

to take the slightest intewost in your bat,  eastically.

e ext Wedne-da
HOLIDAY GAMP! AND "CORNSTALK BOB!”
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“Pway don’t be an ass, Hewwies!”

“ Are you going to buy a new topper?” asked Dig.

“Weally, Digby "

“QOr is it new neckties?” inquired Blake, “I{ it is, we're
sorry—awfully, fearfully sorry—but you'll have to ;]u .t on
your lonely own! We're going down to cricket practice !

* Weally, Blake—"

“Haven't we got to heat Figgins & Co. in the House
match next week?” demanded Blake. “Do you
New House to walk over the School House? 3
become of the side if this amrly chucks cricket practice—
wha

“That is vews twue.

“Never mind butting !

“T wefuse to come along!

“Q0h, here’s my bat!” said Blake,
been poking the fire with my bat??

“Will you listen to me, Blake?”

“No fear! Tom Merry’s waiting for us on Little Side!”

“Tom Mewwy can waiti”

“And after practice we're going to rag the New Home
bounders,” said Dlake.  “ Figging & Co. bave been getti
their ears up. It's time Lhu, were put in their place

“Yaag, wathah! But

“Are you cmmnp;_‘[a.thmdr T'm going!”

“1 am not comir’, and you are not goin’,
Avthur Angustus T Are almly. “Therc is som
more important than cwicket pwactice for this af
rew fellah iz comin’'—

“Let him come ! B

“T1 have jusi heard it fwom Kildare!”

“Never mind Kildare now! Are you fellows coming?”?
“The new chap is awwivin' this aftabnoon at eithah
Wyltombe or Wayland, I weally do nol Kuow wisicl

. “Let him arrive!” said Blake. “It doesn’t matter two-
pence where he arrives, when hc arrives, or whether he
arrives at all!”

“Pway dan’t bo an ass, Rlake, if you can weally help it!
I wepeat that it 1s an important mattah. T suppose you are
awah that the South Afwicans have bucked up wippin'ly in
the wu "

Blake jumped. Herries and Digby stared.  This sudden
dlanw of the subject took them by surprise.

*The South Africans®” repeated Blake,

But—-"

Come along 1"
Undah the cires

“What silly ass has

0

* Yaas.
“In the war?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

*“And what the merry thunder have the South Africans and
the war to do with the cricket practice this afternoon®”
rir-m vded Blake.

Nothin® at ail.”

“Then what are von burbling about

“1 am not burblin’. The Afwicandabs havin’ Lucked up
in the war, and scored weal successes, and uphe I
of the Bwitish flag, it is up to us to show some
tion of 1i|mr loyalty and g\\o'lt. couwagel”

“ By missing encker practice®?
don't quite the conuecti

“You see it fast enough when I (-xp!am it to you,
Hewwics, if you will only give a chap e to explain!
s too short,” said Blake dw:dod‘ “ Besides,
Merry's waiting "

“?\m\llv Blake—

@

“You uttah r‘uﬁahs" exclaimed Arthar Angustus, plant-
ing himsell before the study deor, and barring eeress to his
chnms- “Y insist upon your listenin’ to me! This new
chap
48 I'Suﬁwr the new chap!”
“His name is Sidney

Tt is

Jones or Webinson,
-

Got out of the way, {
“1 wefuse to get out of the wi
“You can go on talking :\Hcr we've gone o

" urged

Herries,  “There’s nothmg tn st np you domr that!
“1 wefuse to go on talkin’ aftah you're gone out,
Hewwies |

ow'd refuse to do it while we're
Do yen want me to walk over you,
your waistcoat!”
This new c‘mn—

Blake, m fed-up on
him on the noze when he

“1 wish to goodne.
here 1" sighed Blake.
Gussy?  Mind, it will

“1 wefuse to be walked

“Blow the new chap!” shr
the m-‘z' t\ha Tl jolly w
comes if ?mfher: us like

“Hr is mmm this aftahnoon fwom South Afwicah—""

“Ratz] He couldn’t do lt in one afternoon !”

Tae Gev LiprarY.—No.

“Xou uttah ass! I mean, he awwives this aftahnoon, aftahi
o'mn fwom South Afwicah. He is an Afwicandah.
Kildare says he was met in London, and will be put in the
n for St Jim's by a lawyah ehap, and he will awwive
h alene. Undah l!‘.c cires, a3 he is a Colonial, and a
p fwom a gweat colony which has bucked up wemark-
ably well in the war, it i5 up to us to give him wathah a
wece |4hnn

“Oh, I

] g.au that you seo at last, Bhke You are
1 obtuke.” Undah the eircs, we are goin’ o miss ewicket
», and go to the station in a body—
\\ hose body 1™

“In a partay, T mean, and gweet him. As pat
(-'Enpc we are bound to give an Afwicandah a hearty we
iof

“Hear, hear! Ask kim to tea from me,” said Blake.
“ im we've got a sardine left from the day before
ay, and he can have it. Good-bye!”
Iy, Blake—""

ake took his elegant chum by the shoulders, and
m gently to ene side.  Then ko hurried out of the

“Bai Jmc You uttah wuffan!” gasped D’Arey. “1
say, Dig—
B|i Digby had followed Blake

Tewwies, deah boy, 1 suppose you are goin’ to back me
m g\mcnn the new kid {fwora South Afwicah in pwopah

'nll him I'm glad to see him, happy to make his acquaint-
and T'll love him like & brother " said Herries. “Good-

lly, Hewwies, T \\FFHS(‘ to let you pasz until you
pwomi ok me up!
Hcme! chuckled.
Tlu.'ht ho!  T'Il back you up!
v good! Gwooogh!  You uttah ass, leggo!” velled
Arthur Au;u«h:w as the burly Herries seized lnm and
backod him up against the wail of the stady with a tre-
mendous bump,

i

Waow-wow "

ogh!  Welense me!
released his neble chum suddenly, and Arthur
Augustus sat down on the floor., erries out of the
iaugh ng, leaving Arthur Augnstus to pick himeelf up
cisure.

'y serambled ta his feet.

oogh! You uttah woitah! Gwoogh! Come back,
! boundah, and I will give you a feabful thwashin’ |

Gwooog!
But Herries was gone.

CHAPTER 2.
Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy, Does Not Meet the New Boy,

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY wore a frown upon
his noble face when he came out of the School
House a little later.  Otherwise,
wore was in a state of perfection.
Arthur Augustus felt that it was up to him to
greet the new boy from South Africa in proper style, and
the swell of St Jim's h’ul dressed for the occasion. From
the erown of his head to the soles of his feet he was a thing
of beauty and a joy for ever.
Ir was a bright, sunny afterncon, and most of the St. Jim's
fellows were enjoving the half holiday.
Dig and Little Side were crowded, and there were swarma
of :'(-%iowa along the towing-path and out on the river.
Nobody seemed inclined to accompany Arthur Augustus,
however, vpon his mission of politeness. Julian of the
Fourth, Kerruish, and Reilly were starting on a hoating
excursion, and couldn’t go. Kangaroo of the Shell agreed
that Jim’s ought to feel considerably * bucked” at
another Colonial within its ancient walls, but he
f was busy with the ericket, and couldn’t go. Talbot
o himself, as he had to visit his uncle, Colonel Lyndon,
botsford Camp, In fact, excellent as Gussy's idea un-
ily was, there seemed ta be no backers.
W t. Jim's was not easily beaten,
ericket-field,

everything he

itly down to the his silk
1 the sun,

i Manners and Lowther of the Shell were
cricket practice, resting from their own
, and refreshing themselves with ginger-

ST twuoet yon fellahe are comin' with me,” said Arthur
’\\u{-l ctus, with dign ‘T supps vou have heard about
5 Afwican chap eomin’?
ve heard of 1t,” said Tom Merry cheerily. * Tle's

welcome.”

TUCK HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “ BOYS' FRIEND.” 1™
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‘Lot go! Take that, then!" said Sefton viciously.
Captai L]

tain’s

My ideah is o go and give him o hearty welcome ab the
station.

“Good cgg!”
do it.”

*Of course, T ought to take some wepwesentatives of the
School House with me, as Kildare says he is comin’ into the

said Monty. “You're just the chap to

School Touse.
“Go it, then !”
“ W

are you fellahs comin'?”

" said Tom Merry solemnly.
Fourth-Form kids at praciice.
Co. next week, you know.”

Tom Mewwy, undah the cires—""

“Rightho! I'm coming!" called out the captain of the
Shell, and he walked away to the field.

“1 twust you will come, Lowthah?”
i e " called out Lowther, and he followed
Merry.

* Undah the eires, Mannahs, 1 twust you will come.”

Manners looked sorrowful.

“I've got to look after my minor, voung R
“Otherwise, I should be —ahem —delighted.
must look after his minor, you know.”

“ Yaas, that is vewy twue. I make it a point te look aftah
my minor, young Wally, though he is not vewy gwateful for
bein’ Jooked aftah. B here is your minah, Mannahs 2

““Going out on the river.”

“ Are vou goin' with him *"

“No: T'm going to bowl."”

“Then how are you goin' to look aftah him 7

“I've got to look
We've got to

Tom

gie,” he said.
Bat a chap

NEXT
WEDNESDAY;

prefect's clenched fist was dashed full into the
pter 8.)

“HOLIDAY CAMP!”

“ Easy enough,” said Manners affably, 1 shall simply
fix my eyes on the back of his head as goes out. No diffi-
culty in looking after a chap, that [ know of.””

And Manners walked away, leaving Arthur Augustus to
think out

Arthur /
walk, his no
getting the support
that a large
would hav

fed, and walked away with a dignified
igh in the air, ITe felt that he was not

[ Under the cires, ho fels
¢ Clive, of South Africa,
" Rut he was propared
to “go it 7 alone if v. But he made one more attempt,
bearing down on Figgins & Co. of the New House.

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn shaded their eyes as he came
up, as il the sight of Arthur Augustus, in all his glory,
dazzled them.

Arthur Augustus frowned,

“ Pway don’t play the giddy ox, deah boys!” he said. ™1
ain goin’ to meet a new chap fwom South Africah. Pewwaps
you would care to come?”

5 House chap ¥

sked ins.
“Certainly not! He is comin’ into the School House,”
“Then he ¢ 7o and eat coke I said Kerr.
“(ateh ws going to meet a School House hound
Fatty Wynn. * But Tl tell you what I will do, Gu
“What is that, Wynn?"”
YT knock your topper off, old chap!”
Fatty Wynn suiled the action to the word, and Figgins
& Co. walked away, chuckling, leaving Arthur Augustus
plunging wildly topper.
The swell of St. s recovered his silk hat, dusted it
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No,
A Magnificent New, Lang, Complets Schoo!l Tale of
Tom Merry & Ca. By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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carefully with his handkerchief, and replaced it. Vengeanea
giemrul behind his eyeglass, but vengeance had to be post-
poned, 1lis elegant attire would have suffered too severcly
in a rough-and- tumblu encounter with Figgins & Co.

With a sniff of disdain, Arthur Augustus wealked down to
the gates, and started down the lane to Rylcombe, alone in
his glory.

After all, he felt that if the reception of the South African
was to be a solo performance, he was the fellow best fitted
to carry it out,

Three youths in mortar-board caps were seated on the stile
in the lane, and they grinned at the sight of the resplendent
Gusey. Arthur Augustus paused in alarm, as he rcognised

Gordon Gay and Monk and Wootton major of Rylcombe
Grammar School. He knew the humorous proclivities of the
cheerful Grammarians. Gordon Gay & Ce. slipped off the
stile at once,

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur
howwid bodndahs are lookin’ for a wag!

The three Grammarians bore down upon him merrily.

ﬂhe ditch at the side of the lane was spanned by a plank

ge.

Arthur Augustus felt that it was time for a strategic re-

Aun‘unus “ Those

Erolc:jt Ho jumped on the plank, to ent away across the
e

“Laok out!® yelled Gordon Gay, “That plank ain’t
53{9’“

But the warning came too late.

Arthur Augnstus was on the plank, but he was only on it
rurna second, The next moment it slipped, and there was a
ye

* Yawooh I

Splash !

The ditch was deep, and flowing full.

Arthur Augustus di:as;pes.red for a moment.
eama up, nnluummg and gasping.

“Gwoogh !

“ Ha, ha, ha! "'

“ Wescue ! Yawoooop I

The Grammarians rushed to the reseue,  They reached
over and graspod D'Arcy’s hands, and yenked him out of
the ditch.

Arthur Augustus eprawled in the road, spluttering.

He was drenched to the skin, smothered with mud, and in
a terrific state of dilapidation from head to foof.

The Girammarians tried to look sympathetic,
couldn’t, +They roared,

“ Ha, ha, ha !”

"Gwoooogh m

‘You uttab asses ! gasped Arthur Augustus,

“ Sorry I chuckled Gordon Gay, T told you the plank
wasn't safe”
swoogh ! Laak at

is head

but they

It was all your fault! Gweat Scott !
me ! p?
“We're looking ! Ha, ha, ha!”
“How ean | go and meet a new chap in this state?”
!ha ricked Arthur Augustus,
‘Ha, ha! fs*weu](] surprise him,” yelled Wootton.
“ Ripping ! éhuckled Monk. *Go just as vou Gussy,
Tt will gne the new chap an idea of what St J fellows
wre ke

‘“ Ha, ha, Ha !’

*Oh, deah! T shall catch cold!
Augustus began to snceze.

“ You'd better cut off home, or you'll catch cold, and no
ake,” s&id Gordon Gay. * Were you going to meet a
new chap ?

“ Gwoogh | Yaa-

“We'll m

Atchoo-choo 7 Arthur

cou like, and tell him vou've

had an a.celdm ,' said Gay, with a wink at his chums,

* Bai Jov Wil you, weall, 2%

* Certainl What's his name?

“ Sidney e, He's comin’ to Wyrlecombe Station, I
undahstand.

“Rely on us,” said Gordon Gay. *“We'll meet him, and

e him a spl lendid reception. You cut off and get a change.
need i
"hank you vewy much, Gay.

© Oh, don't mench 1"

The unheppy swell of 8t. Jim's started at o run for the
school. He was already sneezing, and looked as if he were
booked for a severe cold, Wootton major and Monk locked
curiously at Gordon Gay. .

“Well, what's the little game?" asked Monk.

Gay chuckled

“We're going to meet the St. Jim's chap,
to have a trap out this afternoon; anyway.
in it—to the bramma: School.”

““Ha, ha, ha
*Then we'll dre;s him up, 1r:d paint his vhivvy, and send
Tur Gem Lisrany.—No. 440.

We were going
We'll take him

NOYY Of
SM.E."

him home,” said Gordon Gay, “It will amuse the Saints to
see u new chap arrive like that—and please 'em; I don’t
think ! It will show 'em that the Grammar School’s on the
warpath, Ce ome on, my infants !’

The three grinning Grammarians started for the siatlon
Sidney Clive, of South Africa, was sure of a rc'ccpuou
now, but it was not to be exactly the kind of reception the
Honourable Arthur Augustus had planned.

CHAPTER 3,
The Junicr from South Africa,
IDNEY CLIVE stepped from the train in the liitle
station of Rylecombe.
A handsome, sunburnt lad of ahout fifteen, of sturdy
build, with & pair of very keen but vory pleasam and
cod-humoured blue eyes,

He glanced about him, and gave the porter dxtectmns to
take his box, apparently feeling quite at home in his new
surroundings.

Three sm}lmg youths bore down on him on the platform,
They raised their caps as if moved by the same spring,

“Your name Clive?

“New chap for 8t. Jim's?”

Clive nodded.

* Yes,” he said.

“We've come to meet you,” said Gordon Gay agreeably.
“D’Arcy of the Fourth was coming, but he's met with an
accident—caught a eold, I faney. Jolly glad to make your
acquaintanee, Chive!”

“You're very good,” said the South African.
u.put anybody to meet me here.”

‘We're nuis on new boys,” explained Wootton majot
solemnly. “It’s a real pleasure to us, Hive—did you say
your name was Hive?”

‘Clive.”

“Oh, {] ! My mistake. We've got a brap outside to Lake
you to the.school. Tell the portcr to put your box in it.

Thank you very much !

4 ’\mt at all.”

Sidney Clive ran after the porter, who was trundling the
box away on a trolley, The three Grammarians grinmed at
one another.

“The gidd
opped

“Not a word, mind,
Schaol 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Clive joined old Trumble, the porter,

“Put the hox in the trap outside,” he said,
have brought a trap to meet me.”

Old Trumble looked at him.

* You gom to 8t. Jim's, sit?’ he asked.
“ Yes,’

Trumble grinned. He liked the handsome, frank face of
lh¢ new boy for St. Jim’s, und he resolved to give him a
¢

“I didn't

sh i in the net!” murmured Gay,
o a ripe apple!” chuckled Monk.
till we get him to the Grammar

“These chaps

“Don't say I told you, sir. Tm_m young gents belongs to
the Grammar School,” he whispered.

( live looked surpri fsed.
Not, to my school 2" he asked.

hen it's jolly decent of them to come and mect me.”
umble chue
“ Yes—if it ain’t a lark,” he said.
if the trap don’t go str-ur‘ﬂ. down the road to
yeu'll know it's a L\rk
‘Oh ! said Clivi
He looked very lengthul
Sidney Clive was new to the place, quite new to school
ways, but he was no fool. He glanced back along the plat-
form, and noted that the three Grammarians were grinning
tngcthp\ A twinkle came into his own clear, pleasant eyes.
Tie was on his gu;u-dA
*“Thank you.” he said.
Trumble bundled the box into the trap, and Clive slipped
o \Eullmu into his horny hand.
Gordon Gay & Ci
“Here we are again!" caid G
h:u- you at tlu, school in two jifhi
HA ’s, you mean?” asked Clive.
“Jump in1? said Gay, apparently not hearing the question
—u fact that Clive noticed at once.
1e did not repeat it, however,

It was quite plain to him by this time that he was to be
he vietim of some sort of practical joke by these three cheery
ths,

But he made no sign.

The four jumiors entered the trap, Gay taking the reins,
and the vehicle bowled out of the willage into the lane.

" You look out, sir, and
1 Jim’s,

red out of the siation.
Tumble in!

We'll
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At the eross-roads, where the turning lay to the Grammar

School, there was a signpost: “To Rylecombe Grammar
School.”

Gay turned the corner.

«Ja this the right road?" asked Clive.

“Right as rainl”

«But 't the straight road io St Jim's?”

“You leave it to us,” said Wootton major. “New kids

shopldn’t ask questions. You'll get to St. Jim's 1 right
to-day.”

Clive smiled. .

Hio was seated at the back of the lraF. As the vehicla
bumped over the rough and rutty road, he made 2 sudden
Jurch, and dropped out. ‘He landed on his feet, and rolled
over at once.

“Hallo! Stop!” shouted Monk.
fallen out!”

Gordon Gay pulled in the horse.

“Come on, Clive!” shouted Mounk.

Clive did not move.

He lay stretched in the road, without motion.

“My hat!” said Wooiton major, in alarm.
duffer's hurt himself”

The three Grammarians,

sap.
They hurried back
leaving the horse ert
Clive did not movEe.

“ Jurt, old chap?” exclaimed Gay anxiously.

#The young ass has

“The young

alarmed, jumped down from the
2
along the road to the fallen junior,
ping the grass by the roadside.

Groan!

“AWhere's the pain?"’

Groan!

My hat!” said Monk. “I—I wish we hadn't collared him
now! But wha'd have thought he would be ass enough to
fall out of the trap?”

Groan!

S hat a rotten ending to a japcl” said  Gordon Gay,
looking blue. “Help him up, you fellows. We'd better take

him straight to St. Jim's now.

# Yes, rather!”

The Grammarians helped the new junior to his feet
whole weight hung upon them.

“1g it your leg?" asked Gay anxiously.

Groan!

“Buck up, old son'

Groan !

“Must be badly hurt,” said Wootton major.
time you talk about kidnapping & St. Jim's chap, Cay,
i vonr silly nose !

“Tlow was I to know the howling ass would fall out of the
trap?” grunted Gordon Gay.

Groan!

“Help him along— Db, varcoh! My hat!”

The halpless junior Kad suddenly come to life. as it were.
With a violent shove, he sent Wootton major rolling into the
ditch, and Frank Monk reeling in nfter him. Gordon Gay
jumped back, but the South African jumped after him.
Before Gay knew what was happening he was grasped in a
pair of strong arms and fairly hurled into the ditch after his
comrades. Fortunately for the Grammarians, that ditch was
o dry one, but they rolled and yelled in a bed of nettles.

Sidney Clive gave them one grin, and then raced up the
road after the trap.

He reached the halted vehicle almost in a twinkling, and
caped into it and gathered up the reins. The whip cracked,
and the trap bowled off.

The CGrammarians staggered out of the ferns and nettles,

His

We'll take you straight to St. Jim’s."”

e next
Tl

s

dusty, stung, breathless, and furious. They gazed speech-
Jessly after the trap, and broke into a Tum, in pursuit.  But
they had no chance.

(3reat Scott!” panted Gordon Gay. “Great pip! The—
the awlul spoofer! He—he wasn't hurt; he was sham-
ming "

“8poofed!” howled Monk. .

“Tone to the wide!” groaned  Wootton major.  ““And

4 new kid—a blessed new kid fresh from home! By

“’And he's gone off with our trap!” hooted Monk.

. *He--he must have failen out on purpose, to spoof us!”
gaped Gay. “And you silly asses were taken inl!”

“0Oh dear!”

The trap had vanished. Sidney Clive was driving awey
cheerily. By side lanes he drove, inguiring his way now
and then, and soon regained the high-road for St. Jim's, and
drove on to the school.

& This St. Jim's?” he called
was Jooking out into the road.
Taggles touched his hat.

“Yessir!”

The South Afriean-jumior jumped down.

out to Taggles, the porter, who

NEXT
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“Tm the new boy,” he explained affably.
port‘w?"{ =

oy

“ Arc you the

3

“Take my box in, please—School House.” Clive slipped
a half-crown into Taggles' hand, and the old porter beamed
with civility. “Will you take churge of the trap, too? I
was lent to me by some chaps belonging to a Grammar School
hereabouts. They'll call for it, I expect.”

“Yessir !

Sidney Clive walked in cheerfully at the gates of St. Jim's.
Half an hour later Gordon Gay looked in to inquire after tha
trap, and drove it away—with feelings too deep for words.

CHAPTER 4,
Sidney Clive’s First Day at St. Jim's,

& EW boy?”
“¥er”
“Which House "
Sidney Clive looked puzzled
was his first day at St. Jim's.
head into the gymnasium when half a dozen
him and surrounded him at once.

The one who addressed him was a
long-legged and lithe, with o freckled face.
of the Fourth,

The group of boys seemed to wait for Clive's answer to
Figzins guestion with a great deal of interest.

27 don’'t understand—"" began Clive.

“] mean, which House_are you going
you know there are two, Houses—School

Clive's expression brightened.

“0h, I see! I am going into &chool House.”

Instantly the hali-do=en groaned in chorus.

Clive looked at them in amazement. He knew nothing of
the manners and customs at St. Jim's, and he was totally at a
loss to account for his strange reception.

“ Better teach him manners to begin with, Figgy ! ex-
claimed Kerr of the Fourth. I vote That we frog-march him
round the gym.”

Figgins nodded cheerfully. -
That's a jolly good idea, Kerr. Collar him, chaps!"
And the boys rushed to seize the unlucky new-comer.

Clive had not the faintest idea to what this sudden hostiliry
was due, but he was by Bo means disposed to submit to the
proposed infliction.

He made a desperate attempt
mentors, but he was surrounded,
But as half a dozen hands were
right and left, and Figgins went
went sprawling across him. Dut then five or six
hold of him, and he was helpless.

Figgins got up rather slowly.
was flowing from his nose.

«(Crumbs [ he ejaculated, os he mopped the injured organ
with a handkerchief. “A vegular firebrand ! What's your
pame. you little bounder

“My name’s Sidney Clive.”

“Well, you must be tanght to treat the young gentlemen
of New House with a proper and becoming respect, and gour
first losson shall be a frog's mazch round the gym. Now,
chaps! March!”

And they marched. Clive, in spite of his struggles, wa3
powerless. ~ Dut the march had rot proveeded far when a tall
young fellow stepped into the gym.

“lallo, there, you kids! What are you up to now " he
exclaimed, as he perceived what was going on.

Qh, crumbs, it's Kildare exclaimed Figgins, in dismas.
“1 say, it's all right; we'r only showing the new fellow
yound the gym, you know.”"

The captain of St. Jim’s suppressed a smile.

“ Do you usually show new-comers round in that way?” he
asked.

“Yes," replied Figgy unblushingly,
the Hchool House.”

“(h, 1 see, you young

It

him go instantly !

at the question. It
He had just put his
fellows spotted

lad of about his own age,
It was Figgins

to enter?

T s'pose
and New?"

to break away from his tor-
and the odds were too great
laid upon him he struck out
down in a heap, and Kerr

ix fellows bad

A thin stream of crimson

 when they belong to

rascal! Let him go! Do Fou hear?

cscaped from their hands 2 good

Ch
otherwise not much the worse for his rough
Kildare beckoned to a junior who was looking curiously in
at the door.
' Here, Blake!
You'd better show
A All right 1" cheerfully replied Blake.

experience.

The new boy belongs to your House.
him round and explain things to him."”
“Come along, you
Don’t mind those duffers—they’re only duffers,
We're going to teach lem manncrs
crowd like that are a disgrace

new chap.
and they can't help it!
this term, though, for a measly
to the school I”
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This was said loud enough for ihe New use juniors to
hear, and it is probable that further hostulities would have
resuited but for the restraining presence of the captain of St.
Jim'e.

“Be off with you!” exclaimed Kildare, langhing.

And Blake and the new boy walked out of the gym.

“T should like to know what all this means,” exclaimed
Clive. “Why the dickens did they go for me like a lot of
lunaties 1"

Blake grinned,

“OFf course, you're new ta St. Jim's”
patronisingly. ** You don’t know the repes.’

“XNo, I cortainly don’t.”

“You see,” cxplained Blake, “there’s
yivalry between the two Honses. Each is always trying
the other out. The New House chaps hate us, but we only
treat ‘em with contempt, We always lick ‘em at ericket and
football, and it makes ‘em wild. We have lots of rows, and
ive jolly fun. We mean to give "em the kybosh this term, and
no mistake !

Clive began to understand. And it oecurred to him that
there would be a good deal of fun in the contesis between the
vival houscs of St. Jim’s, and he felt himself already eager
for the fray.

“ Figgins is leader of the New House,” said Blake. “By
the by, was it you who tapped his claret 2"’

“ Tapped his what?”

“Damaged his boko.”

“Qh, I punched his nose !

Ve rount have punched it hasd, too, to judge by the leok
of it.” chuckled Blake. “Scott! The chaps on our le will
be glad to hear about that! But here we are—this is the
8chaol House—the top house of St. Jim's.”

And they entered, and Blake showed h protege over the
building with a great deal of pride, and introduced him to a
pumber of fellows who had the honour to belong to the School
Ttouse, and the South African junior received a hearty
welcome from Tom Merry & Co.

CHAPTER 5.
The New Boy.

LIVE quickly fell into the ways of 8t. Jim's. Before
ho had been there twenty four hours ke felt himseli
heart and soul as lkeen a partisan cf the Schocl
House as the “ oldest inhabitant.”

The feud between the two houses at 8t. Jim's was
an affair of long standing. New-comers usually entered into
the spirit of the thing, and todk up the czuse of one side or
other with ardour.
¢k Blake had token rather o liking to the junior from
ith Africa, and he showed him round the School House in
great good-humour.

Cricket practice being over, the juniors had come in to tea,
and the Terrible Three turned up in Study No. 6.

erries and Digby were there, getting tea, and Tom Merry
and Manners and Lowther cheerfully lent a hand. They were
busy when Blake came i with the new

They nodded to him cheerfully,
acquaintance downstairs.

“ Gussy come in?” asked Blake.

“Haven't seen him,” said Dig.
the station, Clive!”

Clive chook his head.

“Some fellows met me,” he eaid.
named D'Arcy was coming, but he
They were Grammar School chaps.”

“Then I suppose they know all about Gussy’s accident,”
grinned Menty  Lowther.  “Poor old  Gussy—born  to
trouble!”

“How did you get away from them?” asked Blake.

Clive grinnad, and related the sdventure of the trap. There
wae a roar of laughter in Study No. 6.

“Fairly done in the ¢¥ kled Blake. *“This new
}id s teally hot stuff; quite ginger, in fact Dished the
Grammaiians, ready dotted Figgins on the boko.
Hallo, here’s G

»

poy. i
inzg already made his
“Didn’t he meet you ab

“Thay said a fellow
d met with an accident.

“Ha, ba, ha!””
Arthur Augustus had_arrived.
o had got off a good deal of the mud, but he was still in
terrible state. ITe sneezed hi¢ way into the study
5 a, ha!”
ove! There is nothin' to'laugh at, you chaps——"
*Ha, ha, ha!”
“] have caught a feahful cold—atchoo! T fell intg a
beastly ditch—atchoo !—gwooogh! Is that the new chap?™
“Yes,” said Clive. “I'm sorry you've had an accident.”
Tne Ges LisrArY.—No.
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“Yaas, it’s howwid! Tve just met Wailton, and he says
I've got a cold, and I'm to go into the sanatowium at once,”
groaned Arthur Augustus. ~ “I suppose Pve got wathah a
cold, but-it is weally not bad enough for the sapatowiam.”

“Nover mind.  Miss Marie will look after you,” said Blake.

“«That is all vewy well, but T do not want to be shut up n
the beastly sanatowium.”

“Didn't you tell Railten so?"” grinned Tom Merry.

“Tt was useless to tell Wailton so, Tom Mewwy. Now 1
suppose 1 shall be laid up for a beastly week. Howevah, 1
am glad to welcome you to St. Jim's, Clive.”

“Thank you !” said Clive.

“Undah the circs, as South Aflwicah has played up o
¥ the war, we wegard it as an honah to have a
‘Afwican in. our—atchoo!—midst,” said Arthur
“T suppose Wailton hasn't given you a study

n
outh
Angnstus.
Jet

‘Nob yai.”
“Then I twust you will take my place in this studay till I
come out of sanny.”

Blake nodded at once.
“(ood idea!” he said. “ Youll have fo get another study
later, Clire—we can’t have five here—but for the present we'll

wake vou in and look efter you.

fone.”

“1 shall be zlad,” said Clive.

“@Gwoogh! I think I had britah go, or Wailton will be
aftah me. Gwoogh! Aichoo!” )

Arthur Augnstus sorrowfully departed.

Grundy of the Shell met him in the passage.

“Railton’s calling you,” said Grundy. * My hat! What a
sight! Where did vou dig up that chivey? Ila, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Gwunday

“Ha, ha, h: roared Grundy.

) Arcg ! eame Mr. Railton’s vaice from the stairs.

Arthur Augustus, with a muddy glare of wrath at the
hil us Grundy, hurried away. The Housemaster’s word
was law.,

A quarter of an hour later, Arthur Augustus, still sneezing
and grunting, was tucked up in the sanatorium, with a serious
Sold. And ot oven the kind ministrations of Miss Marie
could quite reconcile him to it. He had serious doubts as to
how the School House ericket would get on in his absence.

“Poor old Gussv!” said Tom Merry. *It's hard cheese;
and all through his giddy politeness in going to welcome
Clive!”

“Tm sorry,” said Clive. “He seems a jolly good sort.”

“QOne of the best, with all his funny wa_.,f; said Blake.
«Neyer mind; we'll visit him _in the sanatorium, and smuggle
in things for him when Miss Marie isn’t Jooking.”

To ch suggestion the Co. responded heartily:

“ Hear, hear!”

The juniors felt really concerned abont their noble chum,

bt they made o hearty tea; youthful appetites were healthy.
Sidney Clive was feeling quite at home in Study No. 6.
Tt was a great change for him, from his home on the far-
away veldt, to the School House at 8t. Jim's. But he seemed
to drop into his place without an effort. The juniors eved
him curiously once or twice. 'There was none of the nervous-
ness or sheepishness of a new boy about Clive. It was evident
that the boy from South Africa knew how to take care of
Iimsclf wherever he found himself..

“Decent chap,” said Tom Merry, as the Terrible Three left
the study after tea. “I rather like him.”

“Zame here,” agreed Mann

“Rut he's booked for & row with Figgins,” remarked Monty
Lowther. “The great Figgy won't let a new kid punch his
nose, and do nothing.”

“Ie looks as if he could take care of Number One,” said
Tom Merry, laughing. “I'm glad he’s come info our
House.”

“Hallo !
of the Fourth came along the passage.
stairs |7

Kerr grinned, and held up his hand in sizn of peace.

“Pax!” he said.

“That's all very well—" 3

“Exactly! DPve brought a challenge. Is that new kid
hanging about?”

“He's in Study No. 6. From Figgy?” grinned Tom Merry.

«Yes. No malice, you know: but Figgy is going to lic
him. on general principles,” ex lained Kerr.

“Perhaps Figgy may be waking w the wrong passenger,”
suggested the captain of the Shell. “Clive looks rather

hefty.” b

«“Qh, rats! Tiggy's nose is double the usual size, and he's
going to mop up Clive. just as a lesson to him. He’s been
regged by Scfton, too.”

S What's the matter with your prefect?”

We are used to having

Here's a New House cad!” said Lowther, as Kerr
“Roll him down-
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“Befton gave him a hundred lines for fighting,” growled

iggy mnt Ir‘« a prefect, s

X Quite
went on to Stu
“'Pll]'ll]]f"

aid Tom, la u\,r‘mw

CHAPTER 6

Figgy's Challenge.
TUDY No. 6 had cleared away the tea-things, and were
settling down to prep, when there was a tap at the
daor.
“Come inl” called ont Blake.
Kerr of the Fourth entered.
Blake & Co. grinned, as they noted a darkening

le round
his left eye, Kerr gave them a cheerful nod.

NEXT
WEDNESDAY})

Skimpole of the Shall was coming downstairs as Clive rushed up.
South African junicr, with his eyes nearly bulging through his big spectacles.
“Whatfwhat—“ (See u’,}za,ler 11

“HOLIDAY CAMP|”

Sklmpulu stopped dead, blmklng at the |
““ Qood: gondness gracious ! I

2 to re |.1 FOu tl-nm: lm
v've got to learn how to handie

Clive g[]l\!‘f‘d He had a
manners and customs of the jun
“I'm on!"™ he
“Hold on!”
ar (] waving it
‘.\ hat a

“ Tt doesn't Joc
“Ha, ha, ha
“Look here

te

nder from Borrishoolw
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Each House claimed to be top Iouse of 8t Jim's, and
each fiercely disputed the other’s Claim. *
“What do you want?’ Blake inquired politely. “Don't
you know that you mensly New House chaps ain’t allowed
1is side?”
m a flag of
a challen
Oh! What sort of a challenge?”
¥ ‘!"l‘he new kid had the check to dot old Figgins on the

ok i

“ And yon in the eye,” Clive remarked cheerfully.
ver mind my eye,” said Kerr hastily. *“It's Figgins'
nose I'm talking about.”

“What! Does he want it punched again®”

“He's going to give you a jolly good hiding for your
cheek,” exclaimed Kerr; “and that’s what I'm hero for.
Will you meet him this evening behind the boathouse, with
two witnceses? That's what 1 want to know.”

Blake looked at Clive a little dismayed, though he tried
not to show it. Clive was perfectly mol).

“So Figgins wants to ficht me?™

“Yes, if you don't back eut.”

“(Oh, there won't be any backing out as far as I am con-
cerne 11 said Clive choerfully.  “T'll meet Firgins when and
where he likes, with a great deal of pleasure.”

Kerr grinned. It was evident that Le hadn't the least
coubt as to the result of the contest.

“All right! Shall wo say in half an hour?™

“That will suit me.”

* All gerenc!”

And Kerr went off, grinning. . ‘

“Here, I say, Clive,” said Blake. “I don’t half like this.
You'll be licked.

Clive smiled quietly.

o you think Figgins will lick me?”

“0f couree. Why, he licked a Fifth Form fellow once,
Tom Me is the only chap in the Shell who can stand
wp te him. Vo n't.?

“We shall ece.

1 like your pluck, and I hope you'll put up a good fight.
But I tell you Figgins is a corker.”

“There's some glovés here,” said Clive. *“Just you shove
em on for a few seconds, and we'll heve a mill or two, to
goo whaother I'm in form.’

Al right! No harm_in that,”

They took off their jackets and donned the gloves. Blake
vather prided himsel{ upon his boxing, though he admitted
he waen't up to Figging form. He wasn't prepared for
what happened now. The new boy. quiet as he. looked,
was “all there” He simply played with Blake, kecping so
perfect a guard that his oppouent could not touch him, and
wiving Jack playful taps upon the chest, the chin, or the
nose. AL lenpth Blake, amazed and breathless, called halt.

#Mhat'll dot” he exclaimed. “If you box old Figgy
Tike that he'll find you a tough customer, Clive.”

Clive langhed.

“Do you atill think he'll Yick me?”

“Well, T think you have a cliance now,”

“8o do 11" exclaimed Herries. ‘“My belief is that Clive
will come out best, my boy!”

“T hope 0. Dig and 1 will go with you, Clive. I supposo
Figgins will bring a couple of fellows, too. It won't do to
havo a crowd, you know, or some of the masters or prefects
are pretty sure to spot what's geing on.”

The three boys left the study, and erossed the old elm-
shaded quadrangle, and sauntered towards the rippling Ryll,
where the boathouse stood. Near this was a space, shaded by
a big cak, and almost hidden by other trees, which was an
old battleground of the St. Jim's boys, when a dispute had
to be settled by fisticuffs.

As ill-luck would have it, Sefton spotted the three as they
crossed the playing-field. )

“Cut along!” eaid Blake. in an undertone,  “That's
Sefton. He likes to fag on our side whenever he can, and I
can eee he's got his eye npon us.”’

CJ“Arc the eeniors of New House allowed to fag us?” asked
live,

“Well, they ain’t eupposed to. but they do sometimes,
especially Sefton. He's a beastly bolly.”

“Hallo, there, you kids!” exclaimed Sefton, coming
towards them. “Onc of you go up to the school and ask
Baker for my Euclid, and bring it here to me. Cut off I

"Cg\’r," said Clive, before cither of the others could reply.
“We%e got an appoiniment, Sefton.”

The coolness of this reply from a junior fairly took the
prefect’s breath away. He glared at Clive speechlessly.

“You are a new boy?" he said, at length,

Clive gave a nod.

“Then, perhaps
addressing 1

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 446

“I've come to

ruce,” explained Kerr,

you don't know whom you are
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“Oh, yes! Youwre Sefton, ain’t you—ceck of the walk in
the New House?”

“Ah, you know all about it, I see!
are in the School House?™

“Well, rather!”

“Well, then, you little hound, I'll teach you to pay proper
Tespect to a prefect!”

And he made a grab at the new boy.
dodged and cluded him.

“Now, keep your wool on, old boy!” he exclaimed, in a
tono of mild remenstrance,

To be addressed as *“old boy!” by a junior was a new
Sefton. He made a rush at Clive,

op off 1" exclaimed Clive, dedging round Blake and
Digby. *You know you ain’t allowed to fag us chaps, and
TI'm going to stick up for my rights, so I warn you! Ol
crikey 1””

The last exclamation was uttered as Sefton caught him,
and scized his ear, and gave it a vicious twist, But in a
nfoment Clive wriggled himself loose. Sefton’s grasp relaxing
as he received a kick on the ehins from the youngster in the
strugyle. The pain made him howl out, and Clive pot away.

“Sorry to hurt you,” said Clive, rubbing car, now
fiery in hue, “but you mustn’t take libertics with my ecars,
you know. I bar that. Ah, would you?”

He broke into a run as the infuriated prefect made a spring
at him. Sefton of the Sixth gave chase. ight across the
field they went, Clive, who was a good runner, keeping the
lead. But he was running directly towards the river, and it
looked as if Sefton was certain to have him.

Blake and Dighy, dismayed and anxious, followed the
chase, Clive was close to the water's edge now, and Sefton
was only a fow paces behind. The prefect, wild with rage,
was running his hardest.

On the very edge of the water Clive halted and flung him-
solf down., TUnable to etop himself in time, Sefton went
stumbling over him, and plunged headlong into the water.
With a mighty splash, he disappeared, and & simultancous
yell of joyous laughter burst from Blake and Dig.

Clive picked himeelf -up in a flach and joined his two
friends, bursting with merriment.

“Seott 1" ejaculated Blake. - You'd better give Sefton a
wide berth after that. Come on!

They scudded away, turning their backs on the boathouse,
When Sefton, panting and puffing, scrambled out of the
river, they were vanishing through a hedge,

He ground his teeth, and, muttering threate of vengeance,
made his way to 8t. Jim's for a change of clothing. And
when he was gone and the coast was clear Clive and his
friends hurried to the boathouse, whers Figgins and two
other fellows impatiently awaited them.

CHAPTER 7.
The Fight,

[ ERE ho is!"” exclaimed Kerr, as Clive and his two
friends came under the trees behind the heat-
house. “We've been waiting for you, slow-
eoach !

“You must thank your no-class prefect for
that,” the new bay answered checrfully.

“What, has Sefton got wind of it?" exclaimed Kerr.

“What if he has?"” said Figgins. e wouldn't interfere
to prevent a cad getting thumped.”

“0h, no, he doesn’t know anything about this!” said
Clive coolly, “He was cheeky, that's all, and T had to give
him a ducking!”

The three locked at each other.
was this who talked of ducking
New House, second only to
Monteith was away? .

“1 say, youre talking rof, vou know!" eaid Figgins
uneasily. ‘“And, look here, if yvou're ready, I am!”

“I'm ready and willing ™

And, without more ado, they “peeled,” and faced one
another,

When they stood fage to face the advantage seemed to be
with Figey.” He was quite six months older than Clive, and
a couplo of inches taller. He was well known at 8t. Jim's
as _a hoxer,

But Clive's manner expressed a cool indifference which was
encouraging to his friends, though there was nothing of
“bounce ” in hiz manuer.

“Buck up!” said Kerr, “Get through with it before some
beastly prefect is down on us.”

And the adversaries set to with a will.

Figgins, labouring under the delusion that he had only just
to “wade in” to knock the new boy into the middle of
next week, or still farther alone the calendar, led off with a

smart attack.
“BOYS' FRIEND,” 1™
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Clive gave a little ground at first, and then suddenly
making & feint with his left, put his right fairly on Figgins'
nose, and the leader the New IMouse juniors went to grass
in a startlingly abrupt fashion.

Kerr picked him np. A stream of red was flowing from
his nose, and he looked dazed.

“8ay, old man, what did you let him do that for?” was
Kerr's consoling inquiry.

Fizgins looked vicious,

“Do you think I let him do it on purpoze? he demanded.

We

«
*Don't be an ass!” L
“That was nobby!” exclaimed Blake, patting his principal

on the back, “Keep that up, and you'll knock Figgins out in

no time."” N
“By gum, ho will!” said Dighy. “Didn’t T say so, now
“Wilf he?"” ejaculated Figgins, who overheard the remark.

“We'll sec ubout that, you bounders! Come on!" )
They began the second round. Figgins' overweening

corifidence was gone now. He fought with care and all the

ekill he was epable of. And this time it was Clive who went
to grass, though not before he had severely punished his

adversary. L
“(ood " was Blake's verdict, as he eponged his principal’s

{aco :alilnr tha round. “I can eee you're a game 'un. Keep

1t up!”

“T did him that time,”* said Figgina to his second.

Kerr nodded, but did not reply. Ho locked as he felt—
vory dubious. The round had been fiercely contested.

“Well, be careful!”

“ Rate !

And at it the combatants went again.  Figgins had been
rendered angry instead of cautious by his second’s advice,
and he forced the fighting hard. = Clive received two or
three heavy drives, which made him stagger. But, “;aloh-
ing his oppertunity, he planted his right fist in Figgins' eyc.
and as the junior reeled, followed it up with his left on the
jaw. and Figgine went down with a thump on the grass.

“Brave!" shouted Blake, in delight.

“How do you feel, Clive?”

“Fit as a_fiddle!”

“TN bet Figgy doem’t!"” -

Figgins had been picked up by Kerr and Wynn, and he
was silting on the latter’s knce, while Xerr sponged his
bruised face. ~ He Jooked decidedly groggy.

“Time!" called out Digby. -

Kerr looked anxiously at his chief.

“(Going on, old man?"

“Yes, hang you!"

** My advice 1s—"

4 Blow your adviee!”

“Oh, all right!  Get on, then!" .

He_had no more hope of seeing his chief lick the terrible
new boy. But Figgins would not admit to himself what all
the others could see. X

The fourth round was rather tame, both of them being a
littla breathless amd the worse for wear.  Dut the fifth round
was a fieree one.

Figgins stood on the defensive at first: but the new boy
attacked fiercely, and twice his fists reached Figgins' face,
‘Then Figgins fought his hard: and terrific blows were
given and recoived.  Figgins was game to the last, but the
Jookers-on could see that the new boy was steadily getting
the better of him. And at last, with a terrible right-hander,
straight from the shoulder, Clive laid his adversary upon the
ground, from which he was unsble to rise without Kerr's
assistance,

“I—T'm done!” he gasped. “I can’t go on!”

Clive wasn’t in much better condition, but he was ready to
toe the mark again, if necessary. .

“We give in!” said Kerr glumly,

And he chucked up the sponge.

Clive walked across to his late adversary, and held out his

hand.

“Shake, old chap!” he said.  “We've had a good tussle,
but I hope there’s no malice on either side!”

Figgins grinned faintly, and put out his hand, and shook
Clive’s cordially enough.

“ All right, old man,” he said. ‘I don’t eare. We don’t
bear malice, but we're going to give you chaps a high old
time this term, and don’t you forget it!”

“We'll try and give you as good as yon send
Clive.

And so they separated.

ANSWERS
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CHAPTER 8.
Sefton Seeks Vengeance.

the juniors’ Common-reom of the School House thers
¢ only one topic thalt evening—the fight behind the
boathouse, an ive's victory over the chief of the

Ne

Th

boy had jumped.into popularity at a bound.
quite an ovation from the jubiiant juniors, but he bore his

¢« House juni

5.
e victory caused great excitement, and the ner
He receivad

blushing honours with becoming modesty. He also bore a
lack eve and a fine assortment of cuts and bruises, which
considerably impaired his beauty.

Th traces of the combat caught the eye of Mr. Railtoz,
emaster.

‘it is the meaning of this, sir?” he asked severely
stopping Clive as he walked into the quad on his return.
“You have been fighting?”

“ Yes, sir,” assented Clive,

“With whon

“One of the New House fellows, sir,”

“Ah, some more of this absurd disputing between the twa
Houses, I suppose?”

Yes, =i ; ]E\Ve're going to knock "em sick this term!
ully.
ou must not speak like that,” said Mr. Railton. try

t to smile. *“You will write fifty lines for fighti
+ a8 you are new here I shall overlook your offence.
ut take care, sir—take ca i
And Mr, Railton, looking very severe, marched off. only to
burst into a laugh as soon as the boys were out of hearing.

“Ie seems a decent sort, Biake,” Clive remarked.

“Bo heis.  Of eourse, he's bound ta take notice of fighting;
but T knew he'd let you off. I wish I felt as casy nbout
Sefton.”

“Why, what do you think he’ll do?”

“He'll never forgive that tumble in the river.
from him scon, I expect.”

“Well, T shall have to stand it. T suppose,” said Clise caro-
lessly.  “T'm not sorry T did it.”

Later in the evening Blake's prediction was verified, The
Common-room was in a full buzz of talk about the fight and
the downfall of Figgins, when a head was put in at the
door, and & pair of epiteful eyes looked over the groups of
Foungsters in search of Clive,

“Halle,” exclaimed Talbot, “there’s Sefton!"

Tt was Sefton. Sceing Clive, he advanced into the room,
an evil expression upon his face.

Every eye was upon bhim at once. It was unusnal for a
boy belonging to one House to venture into the sacred pre-
cincts of the other; but, the visitor being a Sixth Form senior,
they did not quite know how to resent the intrusion.

“Ah, you rat! I've caught you, have T?"

And Sefton made a dash towards Clive.
dodged round a table,

“Now, don’t lose ‘your temper,”
be calm, and tell us what you want.”
* “I'm going to give you the biggest hiding you ever had in
your life I snarled Sefton, glaring at him across the table,

“Rats!"” answered Clive. “You've no business here,
Chaps, are we going to stand this cheek ? This iz a respect-
able Houze; no dogs admitted. Now, off with you before we
chuck you out!”

Sefton panted with rage. Tle made a rush round the table,
but the new boy. wisely declining to come. to clog-guartors
with the big bully, dodged him nimbly, and twice veund the
table they went, till Sefton stopped, paniing and furicus.
The boys around were shouting with laughter, and he realized
that ho was making an exhibition of himself.

Blake had quietly slipped out to fetch Kildare, For a
senior of the New House to invade Schoel House to punish
a boy belonging to it was a breach of all the laws written and
unwritten at St. Jim's. and he knew that the captain of tha
school would have something to say about it.

“Vou young cub!” hissed Sefton. “I'll break your neck
on as I get hold of you!”

First catch your hare,” said Clive coolly,
Better chuck it, old boy.”

“Qh, you little hound " .

And Sefton, giving up in despair the idea of catching the
lively junior, tried to scramble over the table, As he did
s0 somebody threw a dictionary, which caught him on the
side of the head with a fearful clump. FHe fashed round,
glaring with rage—just in time to catch an inkpot on the
bridge of his nose, The fluid ran down his face and shirt-
front, and a good deal of it into his mouth, and he spluttered
and swore at a fearful rate.

said

You'll hear

slive promptly

e admonished. ““Just

“It's no good.
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Jus as he seemed about ta “run amuck ¥ amongst the
laughing juniors, Kildare came in with Blake.

“Hallo, hallo, there ” exclaimed the captain, in his cheery
way, ‘What’s the row here? What’s up, Sefton?”

“Look at my face!” howled Sefton. “Is that how you
teach your brats to trcat a senior?”

“Ha, ha! I'm sorry.
what’s the matter?”

“1 came here to thrash Clive!”

““You had no right to do that,” said Kildare quietly. “You
know perfectly well that I keep order in my own House,
and that the prefects of one House are not allowed to interfere
with what goes on in the oither. You know that as well as
I do. I've had complaints a good many times about you and
your set fagging the youngsters on this side. It's not playing
the game, and I tell you plainly it’s got to be stopped.”

“Wha's going to stop it 7”7 asked Sefton, with a sneer,

“1 am!" said Kildare, still quietly.

“Dao you know what that brat has done to me?” broke out
Sefton, changing the subject. $

“T didn't know ho had done anything,”

“ He shoved me into the river.”

“Ts this true?” said Kildare.

“Docs that mean that you doubt my word?” cried Sefton
passionately. 4

“1 must hear what the youngster has to say.”

“He will tell lies, of course!”

“You've no right to suppose so. Answer me, Clive.” |

The South African junior nodded.

T tripped him up, and he went in," confeszed Clive frankly.
“He was chasing me, He wanted to fag.me, and I wasn't
taking any. P'r'aps I cheeked him a bit—but then, he bullied
us.”

“T see how it is,” said Kildare, *Youn were interfering
with the youngsters. I don’t approve of the young ‘uns
cheeking the seniors, but 1 can’t blame the kids for standing
up for their rights. I used to when I was in the Fourth.
Why can’t you be satisfied to fag your own juniors, and let
our side alone?”

“Of course, 1 knew that you'd back the whelp up in his
insubordination,” hissed Scfton. “ You'd stand up for any
thing that was done against our House, and you set the kids
on to cheek the Sixth Form.”

“That's not true, and you know it "

“Tt's true, but it won't be stood long.
sell too many aire— X

“1 think youwve said quite enough, Sefton,” interrupted
Kildare.  **Don’t you think that you'd better be getting back
o your own quarters?”

W1 ghall not go until T have thrashed that checky yoing

Yow've given your-

scoundrel—
“Nonscaose !

“Nonsense—ch? T'll show you!™
Qefton had completely lost his temper now, and he had
thrown discretion to the winds. He made a rush towards
i Kildare’s brow flushed up at this defiance of his
Ho made a rapid strido forward

upon

ive.
authority on his own ground.
and laid a heavy hand
Befton's shoulder, 2
“Softon, please understand—="
“ Hands off 1" .
“You shall not touch that boy!”

You do look a sight, certainly. But .
B

[T UCK HAMPER

CHAPTER 9,
A House Raid,

HE scene between the, captain of the school and the
head prefect of the New House, of course, became
the talk of St: Jims. Most of those who discussed
it expected the affair to go further, but, by the efforts
of some of the Sixth Form of both Houses, peace

was patched  up. A “row” hetween the captain and the
prefect was, of course, a serious matter, which the masters
would have had to take notice of, and when Sefton calmed
down he saw that he had gone too far, and that he was too
hopelessly in the wrong to Tisk an inguiry by the Head. 8o
he sent an apology finally to Kildare, and the two shook
hands in publie. '

Bui the reconciliation, though it fided over an awkward
situation, left them no better friends than before, Honest,
frank Kildare had an instinctive contempt for the bullying
prefect, and he knew that Sefton hated him, and would never
And in Sefton's heart, envy, hatred, and all

ness rankled more bitterly than ever.
He hated Kildare because he was frank and brave and troe,
as reptiles hate the light; beeause he was captain of St.
Jim’s—beeause he was popul almost as popular in the
He hated him for these reasons,

ew House as his own.
and for a score of othérs; and since the altercation in the
jurmiors’ reom that night his hatred had grown more deadly.

How to revenge himsclf upon the one he chose to consider
his enemy—how to hurl Kildare from his position in the school

—that was the problem which he set himself to rolve, and
whick he discussed with his chums—two fellows like himself,”
given to bullying and petty tyranny. s

Tt was a few days after the “row " that Blake and Clive,
coming up the lane from the school tow ards the village, spied
Sefton and his crony, Gibbs, walking towards them,  Although
the prefect had not taken notice of Clive since the “row,” the
boy felt sure that he would not let slip this opportunity,
80, as =001
aside, and bundled him through the hedge.
cover, and waited for the two scniors to pass.

“1 don’t think they’'ve seen us,” -said Clive. “No; I'm
surs they haven’t. THRey're talking mighty solemnly over
something, and they haven’t looked up!™

The two seniors, apparently decply interested in their talk,
were walking slowly, and_they came on without the least
suspicion_that the two jwfiors bad taken cover behind the
hedge. And as they came nearer the two boys could not
help hearing what they said. The first words they distine
guished were spoken by Gibbs : .

“T say, it would be frightfully riskw, old fellow I

“1 don’t care!” burst out Sefton fiercely—*"I don’t care!
T tell you. Il set him ‘down! T hate him more now than
ever 1 did before, the consequential prig! I'll bring him
down, if T get expelled frem St. Jim's in doing it!”

“1 don’t like him any more than you do. I’d rather have
almost any other chap for captain.  Bug he's there now,
and he's safe enough.  We could get up a movement, or
somethiag, if he wasn't so confoundedly popular! = But he is,
He's liked by both Houses, It's only our set that's against

him, and——

=1

as he caught sight of Sefton, he jerked Blake
There they took

“1.know all that as well as you
do, and I knew we ean’t setile his
hash by fair means. Well, then,
we'll do it by foul.  I'll erush him!

said the captain, tightening bis Th dealime ana
P b

"Li.’%?! Take that, then'” I They By

And the prefoct’s clenched fist was ey passed out of earshot. The

dashed full into the captain’s face.

A thrill almest of horror ran
through the eager crowd of juniors.
He had struck Kildare, the captain
of the school!

Kildare’s face turned scarlet,
then deadly pale. With one twist
of his armm he sent Sefton reeling
and stumbling through. the door-
way, to fall in a heap on the corri-
dour outside.

He was up again in a moment.
Kildare sprang towards him with
blazing eves.

“Get out! Do you hear? Get
out, or, prefect as you are, Il
thrash you within an inch of your
life !”

Aud Sefton thought it better to
go. Ho slunk away, muttering
vengeance, 5
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Juniors looked at each other, each
with a rather scared expression,

“Well, 'm blowed!” said Blake
at length.

“A precious pair of rascals!”
exclaimed Clive.  “It was Kildare
they were talking about, of
course "

“0Of course!”

“1 wonder what plot they've got
afeot? I wish we had heard more.
We really ought to put Kildare on
his guard I
Blake shook his head.
“No good. He wouldn't listen

1 suppose so. Well, coma

ve sha'm’t be at the tuckshop
before Mrs, Murphy has sold out all
her fresh tarts !
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o,
de Q)

Sefton made a dlah towards Clive, who promptly dodged round the tabla. !'Now, don’t lose your temper,”
he admonished. ‘‘Just be calm, and tell us what you want.” (Se¢c Chapler 8)

\nd they hurried on up the lane to the old village of

to-day.

The tuckshop was preity full of boys from St. Jim’s, a
two or throe were lounging in the doorway. Clive reco

Ryleombe, which, as it was a half-holiday, was within bounds

1
-

nised Kerr among them. A trap, with 2 sleepy-looking
old horse, was standing in front of the shop, evidently waiting
for

cone wha had goene inside.

That’s old Souther's trap and geegee,” Blake remarked.
tmm;hndyw got it out for fhs- afternoon. Dig and

bad it once last term, and Figgins ambushed us with pen-
shooters, and gave us a hot time up the lane. Scott] We

were glad to get out of it, I tell you!”

Wkile Blake was speaking, Figgins came out of the tuck-
shop carrying a basket, which he placed in the trap, and then

went back,
A flash of mischief darted into Clive’s eyes,
“Come on! That's our game!”

* Who—what?”

t
trap. Old Figgins h
“ What about it 7

4 Why
you, w
“All right! Pm game!

e going to collar the trap!”
i

shoved in it the fommy for & picuic !

The New House juniors have got the

we're going to raid it, that's all.  Come on! I tell

Blake was heart and soul in the enterprise at once,  If it

succeeded, it would be about the biggest “rise ?

ever succeeded in taking out of the New House,

they had

They ran towards the trap.  Figgins and Kerr were coming

out of the tuckshop, each carrying a bag of ore
hand.

es in s

as Clive

“Y say, what are you up to?” shouted Figgins
ile Blake

put kis foot on the stép and sprang into the trap, v
scrambled up behind.

Ulive did not take the trouble to answer.  He snatehed up
s and the whip, and gave the horse a flick,  Old Tom
d out of his d..)dreamﬂ and began to trot off.
seemed for a moment or two quite petrified
But as the trap moved off they rushed
3 .nrnarr] howling out terrific threats. Clive
whipped up the lwrw and old Tora went down the village
sircet at a pace he had seldom shown before, with tho three

junior in hot pursuit, and inmumerable village boys and dogs
wmnmg in the chase.

Blake sat facing the rear, and making grimaces at the
pursuers The juniors made tremendous efforts to overtake

e trap; but in vain!

I’th (’nlfpv It the cads!” panted Figgins.

He grabbed an orange out of his bag, and hurled it with
deadly aim. It was a bullseye.  Bauash it went into Blake's
grin ace, and bowled him ocut.  He collapsed.  Then
one from Kerr's hand—Kerr was a good ove 1 bowler—
caught Clive on the back of the head, pitching him forward,
He saved himself, m;:uuidal\\y jerkir the reivs, and old
1 at once slowed down.

Now's the time!” yelled Figgins.

And, putting on urt, he and Kerr reached the trap and
hung on beliind, trying to ¢limb in.

i Knpp her going!” shouted Blake. Tl manage these

¢ ht, old sen!” answered Clive cheerfully: and he
dm.(, on at a spanking rate.

Tee Gey Lisrary.—No 446,
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Wih their boots seraping and clattering on the ground, the

f.wo juniors clung on desperately.
“Yah! Inum to collar our
“Just like you rotters!”

“Do you want the tommy "

“Yes; and we're going tr.\ have it!"

“Here's some of it, then !’

And Blake, having picked a nice plump J;sm -tart out of the
basket, slammed the same down upon Figgins' upturned face
88 he hung on behind.

“0Oh! Ah! Ooch!” -~

Poor Figgins let go his hold and went down into the dust,
blinded by jam.

“ Will you have one?” asked Blake politely.
you'd like some lemonade?”

And he proceeded to pour a bottle of that refreshing
heverage over the head of Kerr,

“T'll pay you out for this!" howled Kerr as he dropped
mto the ro

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bla e
eh? Go home, duffers! Tla, ha!”
And the trap rattled on, soon disappearing from the ught of
Figgins & La. The¥ pmked themselves up, looking decidedly
sheepish. Figgins' face was caked with jam and dust, and
Kerr's hair was like a wet mop with lemonade. They looked
so utterly funny that the village boys, forming an admiring
circle round them, howled with laughter.

“ Haw, haw haw! Doan't uns look a soight, Jarge?
haw, haw "

“(iet out of the way, you yokels!” exclaimed Figgins,
and he strode off. But the erowd followed.

The village of Ryleombe had never seen a sight like that
before, and naturally they wanted to meke the most of it.
Not until the boys had gained the shelter of the tuckshop
where they implored Mrs. Murphy to let them clean them-
selves, did the village tagrag and bobtail leave them in
peace

Moanwhile, the raidors ware anjoying themselves. A drive
through the pleasant lanes, a feast upon the contents of the
basket, and the consciousness of a triumph over the rival
House at St. Jim’s made them natarally jubilant. They had
“done " the New House fellows—com i?hz?y done them—
mfm they were determined never to let Enggﬁns hear the end

grub!” gasped Figgins,

“Or perhaps

‘Who scores this time—

Haw,

CHAPTER 10.
In the Enemy’s Hands.

HEN Blake_and Clive entered the guadrangle at
St Jim's just befors calling-over, Figgins & Co.
were ready lur them. Clive saw the enemy as he
passed tha gates.

“Seott! We shall have to run the gauntlet!’
he said. “Old Fag;n.: and his lot are there in force waiting
for us! Come on!”

“I'm ready.”

NOW O
SMLE.“

And they made a rush for the emtrance of the School
House, across the old elm-shaded ‘quadrangle.

“There they. are!” shouted Figgins. “Rats! Sneaks!
Sock it into "em!”

The two juniors, with & desperate charge, broke through
lhe swarming foe, though not without a good many
umps. The enemy pursued them up to the very deorstep.
e and his chum holied in blindly, and the next moment
e was a yell and a fall.

“Oh, scissors!” gasped Clive, horrified

Mr. Railton had been coming out of his study, and Clive had
butted right into him, sending him sprawling. But with great
presence of mind he rushed to the fallen master to assist him
to rise.

“I hope you're not hurt, sir,’
sorry 1 cannoned you, sir.”

*Oh—ah— ga.sp{d Mr. Railton, as he stood up rather
unsteadily. What do you m('.au, sir, by bolting into the
house in that reckless manner?

The juniors outside heard the master’s voice, and melted
away into thin air.

“I'm very sorry, sir,”
great hurry, sir 1"

“ And why were you ina great hurry ¢

“It's time for calling-over, sir,” Clive smd diplumaf:mll)

He didn’t want to betray Figgins & Co., or to tell a lie,
and that reply spemaﬂ to hit the happy medium.

“ Ah, you were in & hurry not to be late for calling-over?
Under the cireumstances I will excuse you, but please be more
careful in the futare.”

And Mr. Railton was turning away, when Clive blurted

" he said meekly., “T'm very

stammered Clive, “I—1 was in &

ﬂl|!‘
Vo, sir; T'd—T'd rather not deceive you, mr T had for-.
gotten all about calling-over when I bolted in.
Mr. Railton stared at him, while Blake gave a little gaep

of (!‘smay

‘Why—what—Clive! I certainly congratulate you upon
your frankness. Will you have the kindmess, then, to tell me
why you came in like a wild Indian?”

Clive was silent.

A !MIM smile broke over the Housemaster’s face.
heard shouting in the quad, and he guessed the truth.
K Never mind, Clive.
georn a lie.  You may go.”

And Clive, somewhat surprised at escaping so easily,
hastened away with chum.
 “0h, you little Georgie Washington !
hatchet?”" gurgled Blake.

But Clive’s face was serious.

“1 couldn’t take him in when T saw ﬂm he trusted to my
word. It went against the gram somehow,

lake slapped him on the baclt

“Of course it did, old chap!

on, or we shall be Tate 1?

He had

I am very pleased to see that you

Where's your fe

1 was only joking. But come

As an advertisement we mve every reader of
this paper a splendid present FREE, simply
for weliing ot using 12 Deautiful Posteards at
1d. each. (Go]d Mnunmd Embossed, Patriotic
Rteal Photos, Glossy, ete. Our new Prize List

FOR SELLING OR USING
12 BEAUTIFUL POST-
GARDS AT 1d. EACH.

& Gents' Oy
Periscopes, Feathers, Ohains, Riugs, Fur 8
C‘mumn, Gramophones, Air Guns, Tea Sets,
Toys, ete., ete. Al you need do is to send u3
your bcmw and Address (& posteard will do),
and we will send you a selection of lovely
cards to sell or use at 1d. each. When sold
send the meoney obtained and we lmmediately
forward gift chosen according to the Grand Ilins-
1mled l is«‘, We sﬂld vou (Cu]unmi Applieations -

THE ROYAL CARD ( ROYAL CARD 80, (Deot. 3), KEW, LONDIN.
INGREASE YOUR HEIGHTinﬁﬁpfﬁiﬁ 7/6

Roas System never B2ils. Price 78 complete.  Particulars 1d. o
w P. ROSS, 16, LANGDALE ROAD, scmoncuum ]

RIED NOSES

Permanently Cured and Restored to their Natural Colour in a few days by
asimple home treatment. Particularsfree. Enclose stamp to pay postage.—
Mir. B, A. TEMPLE (Specialist), 39, Maddox Street, Regent St., London, W.

B LU SH l N G Famous Doctor’'s Recipe for thismost distress-
® ing complaint, €d. (P.0.). Neverfails. Hun-
dreds of Testimoniala. Mr. GEORGE, 80, Old Church Road. CEEVEDON.

Be sure to mention this paper when communicating
with advertisers.

NERVOUSNESS

js the greatest drawback in life to any man or Woman. It ou are
nervous, low.spirited, lack self-confidence, will-power, mm -concen-
tration, or fee] awkward in the presence of others, send at once 3

penny stamps_for mmuﬂm of my guaranteed eure in 12 days—
QODFRY_ELLIOT-~ TH, 472, Imperial Bulidings,
Ludgih Circus, Landun E c.

BLUSHING, [

mi
Quickly,

iserable habit, garm\nmﬂy cured.!
cheaply.

8
remedy. Free Trial 3d. stamps.—July Edison, M.H.,87,Gt. ucorgeBL Leeds.

TH

E “TITAN” AIR PISTOL.

BRITISH MIBE FMM START TO FINISH.

A Magnificent Little Weapon

Guoaranteed to be ghe

strongest shooting and

most accurate Air Pistol cn the

market. Will shoot any kind of No. 1

Pelicts, Darts, or Round Shot. Just the Lhiug for

indoor or outdeo: vr'an('a 1.000 charges may

fired with * Titan force at & ¢ost of 1/- only.

Trains the eye and cultivates the judgment. Packed

instrong box, with supply of Slugsand Darts,price 10'6 each
stage 6d. extra, May be oblained I'mu- Mu (‘nnmmlh or

Fronssonger, or direct Trom the maker~ FE. LARKE,

Gun Manufacturer, 6, Whittill Street, I}IRM[\GUAH

VENTRILOQUISTS Double Throat; fits rool of mouth;
astonishes and mystifies; sing like a canary, whine like &
puppy, and ‘imitate birds and beasts,  Ventrilogquism
Treatise fres, Sixpence each, four for 1a.—T. W. HARRISON
(Dept. 6), 239, Pentonville Road, London, K.

IF YOU WANT 909, Sheap Thotograshic Mawrial
‘and Ostalogus FREE.~Works: JULY ROAD, LIVEEPOOL.




Every Wednesday.

As it was, they were just in time to answer * Adsum!”
when Darrel, the prefect, called their names. £

The next morning there were some gloomy faces over in
New House. The story of how the School Ilouse had
*dished ” the New House chief was all over St. Jim's. .

And Figgins’~temper waen't improved by a letter which
he received by the morning’s post. It contained a postal
order to pay for the pecuniary loss he had been put to, and
an extremely laconic note in Clive’s handwriting-—“Many
thanks [

“Hang him!” growled Figgins. “‘I'd kave given twice the
amount for it not to have happened. We shall never hear
the last of it until we've done something to take those rotters
down a peg.” "

“We must do semething 1™ he exclaimed resolutely, “We
must get our own back somehow !

And they put their heads together and plotted a plet.

‘live, who intended to come out strong at a paper-chase
which was to come off the following Saturday, having been
selected as one of the hares, went out every evening for a run
to keep himself fit. After a good spell, be turned back towards
the school by a footpath across the fields. He had slackened
a bit, having easy time to get in before call-over, and he
was thinking of anything but danger, when suddenly threo
figuroe burst from a hedge and pitched themselves upon him.

In a twinkling he lay upon his back, with Kerr sitting
upon his chest and Wynn upon his legs.

“Got him!" eaid the voice cf Figgins, in tones of the most
supreme satisfaction. =

Jlive stared up at his assailants, powerless to move, but

Anvmted

Yes, you've got me,” he said pleasantly. “ And new the
question arises, what are you going to do with me 7"

“You'll sce in a minute ! Figgins produced a small coil
of rope. **Turn him over, chaps!” ’

“I say, chuck it!" protested Clive.
rotters—three to on

“Too bad, ain’t it!” grinned Figpins. “ Almost es bad
23 collaring a chap’s go-cart when he wasn't looking, and
wolfing his grub! Over with him "

And over Clive went on his chest in the dust, and in spite of
his -struggles, hic wriste wore pulled behind him and knotted
together with the rope. Then he ceased to struggle, making
ﬂp l;is mind to take it philosophically. They jerked him to

15 feet, 3

“ Promise you won't kick, and we'll leave yeur litile tocteies
loose,” said Figgins,

< All right "

“Hold him, you two, in case he bolts, while T got out the
colours,” continued Figgins,

Clive wondered what that meant. Bub he soon saw, Iis
heart =ank a littlo when Figgins drew out a small tin box of
painters’ colours and a brush, and commenced operations,

First, he drew a broad line of the deepest red down Clive's
lfncc[.’ from forchead to chin, putting on the paint with a liberal
rand.

“Here, I say, hold on said Clive, in vain protest, 1
ain't a blooming Red Indian, you know 1"

Figgins grinned.

*Don’t be eo impatient ; il you mcve your head you'll spoil
the effect. You ought to make quite a sensation when you
return to 8t. Jim's,” he said.

“Do you mean to send me back to school in this state?”
asked Clive, aghast,

“Of course; it's to celebrate your arrival,”

“Look here:

“Keep your noddle still !”

“Sha'n’t 1"

“Naughty! Kerr, pull his ears whenever he shifts his
weoden head,” said Figgins impertarbably.

“Right-ho |

So Clive perforce kept his head still. Figgins calmly
proceeded with his work. On cither side of the red sireak he
painted a streak of Chinese white. Then ho filled up the space
between that and the ears with a bright sky-line. By this
time the unfortunate Clive's appearance was, to say the least
of it, unique. But his tormentor was not finished yet. He
proceeded to draw thick black circles round his eyes, and to
place ‘a big dot of black on the tip of his nose,” Then he
blacked in an enormoyg moustache. And then the three
Juniors howled with ]aué_ﬁter as they looked upon their victim.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Figgins. “This beats jam-tarts
slammed on a fellow’s phiz!”

*And bottles of lemonade poured over his cocoanut!”
grinned Kerr.

“1 think he’ll do,” said Fatty. “Cramhs?!
the rotters stare when they see him!”

Figgins looked at his watch.

*This is just like you

Won't some of

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

“THE GEM"” LIBRARY,

“HOLIDAY CAMP!"

One Penny. 13

“We shall have to buzz off,” he said. “I'll just siick the
placard on.”

And he flattened out a large piece of thin cardboard upon
Clive's chest and pinned it there. Upon it were written the
words, in Roman capitals:  *

“1 am a silly ass, and the chief of the silly zsses of the
School House.” )

Clive ground his teeth. But his anger enly amused Lis
tormentors.

“That’ll do,” said Figgins. *“Now, come on, chaps! Good-
ing, ass!"”
re you going to leave me with my hands tied?”

“ Must, or you'll get your placard and your -paint off.
I've heard you say that you're geing to wake things up at
St. Jim's.  You fook fit to wake up a dead donkey, and no
mistuke! That get-up will make a sensation. So-long!”

And off went the triumphant Co. at a run, leaving poor
Clive in about she werst fix of his life. What was best to
be done he knew not.

Ie cast a despairing glance up and down the lane. No one
was in sight. It occurred to him that if he hurried he might
be in time to clean himself up before calling-over. At all
events, it was useless to linger there. He started walking as
quickly as he could towards the school.

The gates were yeb open when he reached them, but Tag-
gles, the porter, had conre out of his lodge. He fairly jumped
at the sight of the fearful countenance of tke hapless South
Afvican, which gave him what he afterwards described to t
cook as “a 'ornid turn.”’

“Why—what the——"" he gasped.

Then he read the placard and chuckled. Clive, with his
face flaming under the paint, dashed past him into the
quadrangle.

It was swarming with boys. The whole of the junior
portion of the New House had gathered to see the joke, and
to greet the advent of the war-painted South African. And
a number of the School House, scenting *‘something on,”
were there, too, wondering what was up and what caused the
grins and chuckles and general merriment of their rivals,

Clive’s appearance explained it. {is “red-white-and-blue
countenance, with black-ringed eyes, caused, as Figgins had
predicted, a sensation. The juniors howled with laughter,
and even Tom Merry & Co. could not help joining in it
But the placard soon roused the latter to indignation.

Blake rushedgto help his chum. But Kerr tripped him up.
Figgins & Co, were determined to see the joke (Emugh, and
being in greater force, they were able to sfop interfefence.

evi

CHAPTER 11.
To the Rescuel

L ERCUE! Rescue!” shouted Clive.
And his friends made a rush.
“Line up!” yelled Figgins. “Xeep those cads
off! A guoard of honour for the chief of the
asses !

And the laughing juniors closed round Clive and drove
back Tom Merry & Co. }:3' superior numbers. >

And so Clive was paraded in state across the quadrangle,
amidst the howling merriment of the juniors and the laughter
of a good number of seniors, who had put their heads out of
their study windows. Clive’s blood was hoiling, but he
conldn’t help himself,

But just then a brilliant idea occurred to Tom Merry.
Taggles had been using the garden-hose, and he had not vet
put it away. It was in the hands of Tom in a moment. As
the erowd surged towards the Schaol House, he turned the
nozzle upon Figging & Co.

“ Make way for the chief of the asses!” Figgins was shout-
ing. *Clear the way, there! Oh—oh! Ooch!™

A jet of cold water caught him full in the mouth. Then
swish it went over the rest, drenching them and putting a
sudden stop to their merriment.

Some of them made a dash at Tom, but his chums gathered
vound him to defend the possession of the hose, and the
stream of water drove the boldest back,

Swish! Swoooesh! Swooocosh !

" Yarooaoh! Collar that School House bousder!” yelled
gzins, as the stream of water caught him under the chin,

(\ﬂﬂﬂh !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rush him !’ yelled Fatty Wynn.

“Go it, Tommy !"®roared Monty Lowther. “Give “em a
wash! The New House bounders need it !”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

But Tom Merry did not need telling to “go it!” He wsa
already going it, with the full force of the hose,

Swoosh! Swish! Swamp!

Figgins & Co. made a_desperate rush at the captain of the
8hell, amid yeils of laughter from the School House juniors,
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even Sidney e joining in the how! of merriment, But
Tom Merry held steadily on to the hose, and the stream
of water held the enemy back.

Kangaroo of the Shell jerked out his penknife and eut
the South African junior loose.

“Cut!” said the Cornstalk junior. “You don’t want
Railton to seo you with a chivy like that. You look more
like a Central African cannibal than a Cape Colonist I

Clive grinned under the paint, made a dive for the School
House, and vanished. Skimpole of the Shell iwas coming
downstairs as Clive rushed up.

Skimpole stopped dead, bﬁnf;ing at the South African
junior, with his eves nearly bulging through his spectacles,

& Gand:goadnoss gracious ! gasped Skimpole. * What—

Then he collupsed on the stairs.

Clive had no time to waste on Skimpole. He did not
want Mr. Railton or Mr. Lathom to see him in his weird war-
paint. IHe shoved the amazed Skimmy aside, and Skimpola
sat down on the stairs. Glive rushed on to the Fourth Form
dormitory, and was quickly eplashing away with soap and
water,

Skimpole of the Shell sat on the stairs in a state of great
amazement. Skimpele was a scientific youth, with a wonderful
brain, but his mighty brain powers were quite at a loss now,
How that war-uninted savage had come into the School House
of 8t. Jim's was a hopeless puzzle to Skimmy. He sat and

gasped, ful that he had nob hoea scalped.
Meanwhile the batlle in the quadrangle was over.’ The
hose was a little too much for Figgins & Co. They fled from

the stream of water, leaving the School House in victorions

posacasion of the feld,

“Groogh!" eaid Figging, as he rubbed himself down in
the dormitory in the New House, “I'm wet!”
“Look at me !” mumbled Fatty Wynn. *“Atchao! T ehall

catch a cold, and be laid up along with Gussy! Groooh!”

There were doleful exclamations from the erowd of New
Touse juniors as they toweclled themselves down in the
dormitory, The door opened, and Sefton of the Sixth Iooked
in, unpleazantly. z

“Ragging in the quad again?” said Sefton.

“Ahem! Only—only a little scrap with the School Fouse
bounders, Sefton!” eaid Figgins.

“Take a hundred lines alfmuud 1" snid Sefton.

And ho strode away,

Figgins looked after him with burning eyes. Sefton was
-head profoct in Monteith's absence, and his word was lnw,
Figging & Co. had never supposed that they would miss
Monteith of the Sixth so much whilo he was away from
8t. Jim’s,

“The rotter!” muttersd Figgina.  “Hundred lines all
round I Monteith wouldn't have noticed us! Ie's decens !
I shall scrag Sefton some day! T know the rotter hopes that
Monteith will stay away for good, and that he'll be head
prefoct all the time 17

"“The rofter thi

he's gob a chance of getting in as
captain of §t. Jim's!" growled Redférn. “Some of the chaps
have heard him talking with Gibbs about it. The siliy
ass ! T wish Monteith were back | Groogh! I'm wet!"”

“Yow-ow! So am [!” mumbled Fatty Wynn,

8l it was a good pe on that African bounder!” said
Figgins,

"Myes! But I'm wet!

And it was  considerable timo before the heroes of the
New House were dry.

Meanwhile Sidney Clive had cleaned himself and dressed,
and come down to call-over, He passed Skimpole on the
staire, still in a state of great astonishment,

“Have you seen a dreadful-locking painted savage, Clive 7"
gasped Skimpole. ''He passed me like a flagh A

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 was really very alarmed!”

“Never mind! Come in to callover!” chuckled Clive,
** The savage has gone—quite gone. Your ecalp is quite safe,
Skimmy !

And the junior from South Africa rushed into Big Hall,
just in time to answer “Adsum " to his name when it was
called by Mr. Railton, .

CHAPTER 12.
A Sad Surrender.
E XASPERATED as the School House boys wera by

the indignity to which their chum had been sub-
jected, few “of them could ]zc]% laughing at the
ridiculous figure ho had cut as he marched across
the quadranglo é)ﬂfﬂtcd and placarded. Al through
the evening they talked about it, with many a grin and
chuckle, and Clive was chaffed without mercy. It was the
biggest hit Figgins had ever made,
*©Tuk Gew Lisrary.—No. 446.
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Figgins & Co., of course, made the most of the affair. But
Clive's opportunity came at last. . . ,

One day after afterncon school he was strolling with Tom
Merry along the river, when he suddenly stopped and drew
his companion into the cover of & group of willows. Tom
looked at him inquiringly.

*What's up, Clive?”

“Just look!”  And Clive pointed.

Some distance out in the river was a little island, where
the boys of St. Jim’s were fond of fishing. Clive had caught
sight of Figgins and Kerr and Wynn sitting there with their
rods. Under the willows a few yards from the anglers a boat
was_tied ‘to a stump.

“Well, what's the game?” asked Tom Merry,

Clive grinned. )

“ Well, where would they be if somebody collared their
boat "

“On the island.”

“Yes, ass, of course they'd be cn the island—with no
chance of getting off it!”

“But how can yon %eth hold of the boat?”

Sh.

“I can swim like a

“If they saw you coming——"

“They won't,"”

And Clive began to strip under the willows. He stepped
into the water some distance above the jsland and let the
current carry him down te it, a few strokes cnrrtviag him far
cnough out. Tom Merry watched him anxiously as he dis-
appeared into tho bushes on the island. Tha fishermen
evidently had no suspicion of the invasion. But to get to
the boat Clive would have to pass very near them. Tom
Merry watched the willows where the boat was moored. He
soon saw a head appear amongst them. Then, with a sudden
bound, a figure sprang out into the boat, a knife fiashed
on the painter, and a vigorous push sent the boat out from
the shore. The deed was done! Figgins & Co. started up in
amazement. But the boat was beyond their reach. Clive
had got hold of the oars, and was vigorously pulling towards
the bank, where Tom awaited him.

“Hi, there! What are you up to?
boat!” shouted Figgins,

Clive didn’t taks the trouble to reply. e ran the boat on
the bank, and Tom seized the painter. Then Clive sprang
ashore, and began to rub himself dry, as far as it conld be
done with a couple of pocket-handkerchiefs, and then donned
his clothes.

All the while, Figgins on the island kept up a voﬂoﬁing of
threats, entreaties, and abuse, none of which had the shghtest
effect, ~ At length Figgins gave it up in despair,

“What the dickens are we to do?” he exclaimed. *We're
prisoners here unless they send us back the boat, We can't
swim and leave our clothes here.” *

“And they won't do that,” said Kerr.

“No. I say, they've got us this time,”

“Try and make terms with them," suggested Kerr, “1
#'pose there's nothing else to be done.”

The chicf of the Co, raised his voice again.

“ Hallo, there !

“Hallo!" called back Clive, who had by this time finished
dressing. “‘Halo, you asses!"

“We want that boat.”

“Really 2"

“We must have it,”

“Rats "

*Will you come to terms? We'll own ourselves done.*

*Not good enongh,” said Clive deeisively.

What do you want, then?" asked Figgins, lecking uneasy.

Bring back that

You're licked, ain’t you?"
e—os,”

* Well, you must sign n_document to that effect—all three
of you—something in this style, ‘We three stupid asces
confess ourselves licked, and we beg the pardon of the gentle-
men of the School House for having been impertinent to them
upon various occasions.” And yon must all sign it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Tom. But it did not seem a
laughing matter to- the unfortanate Co,

“I'll see you hanged first I roared Figgins, in a rage.

“All right. T won't persuade you. Come on, Tom. We'll
have a row up the river,”

“Stop a bit!" called out Figgins, “ You've got 1s at a dis-
advantage. If we stay here we sha'n’t be able to do our
prep, and we shall get'into a row tomorrow.

“Thank r own obstinacy for that.”

kv
“Let us have the boat, and—

*On the condition I've named; no other.”
" We've no pen or ink here, or paper.”
“]13’vc a fountain-pen and a pocket-book.”
“ Bap—

“No more buts. Do you agree "

Figgins looked dismally at his chums.
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“You can't do anything else,” said Kerr,

“We can't siay here aﬁ night,” declared Fatty Wynn.

“We shall have to give in, then. We'll give him the paper,
but we'll raid Scheol House some time and get it back.”

e called out:

“We'll do it, Clive!”

“That's sensible. T'll chuck the pocket-book and the pen
across to you. You'll write it plainly, and put your usuai
signatures, or the bargain’s off. And no tricks when I bring
you the boat, you know. It's a truce back to St. Jim’s.
Promise 77 e

“We promise,”

“ All serene 1"

And Clive wrapped up the pockei-hook and tho fountain-
pen in his eap, tied it up with string, and pitched the bundle
ncross to the island,  Figgins picked it up.

t was a bitter pill for the Co. to swallow, but there was
no help for it. The words dictated by Clive were written ont
upon a blank sheet, and signed by the three juniors. Then
the pen and the pocket-book were returned in the same
manner.

Clive opencd it, and read out the confession of surrender:

“We three stupid asses confess ourselves licked, and we beg
the pardon of the gentlemen of School House for having been
impertinent to them upon various occasions.

“GrorgE Fraorxs.
“G. F. KERR.
“D. Wysa”

Tam Morry and Clive laughed lond and long

“Take it, and cut off to the school,” said Clive. “The
bounders have given their word, but I den’t want o tempt
them.”

And off went Tom Merry.

“Thank you,” said Clive politely. “That will do nicely.

ow you can have your boat. I shall have that valuable

pent Framod and hung up in my study.”
to his chums. “But

e'll do it, too,” muttered Fig
it won’t hang there long. But mum’s the word abeout that.”
to the island, and tock the three and

Clive punted acr
their tackle abeard

“* Had much sport 7 he asked pleasantly,

“*No,” was the short reply,

The truce was observed—to the credit of the Co. be it said,
for tha temptation was strone to pitch the grinning Clive info
the viver. And it was with doleful faces that the three fishers
returned to St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 13,
A Bold Venture-And a Big Mystery,

LIVE kept his word. The document signed by
Figgins & Co. was pasted upon a sheet of cardboard,

and placed in a gorgeous gilt frame, from which a
portrait of Lord Kitchener had been ejected for the
purpose. It hung in Study No, 6, and every junior

in the House grinned and chuckled before it time and again.

It was regarded as an irreclaimable confession of infecfority
by the New House—a proof in black and white that the School
Touse was the top house at St. Jim's,

The jumors of New House were, of course, about as wild
as they could be. That confession of defeat in their leader’s
handwriting was a standing humiliation to them, and the
jokes of their rivals about it goaded them to fury. Figgy's
position was shaken, and he knew that he cither had to get
 document back or resign leadership. But to penetrate the
enemy's fortress was no easy task, X

He talked it over with his chums, A night attack could
wcarcely be carried out without interforence by either prefect
or masters. And in the daylight it would bs impossible to
penetrate to No. 6 study unobserved. At length Figgins
decided to go alone upon the enterprise at a late hour, and
«fect by stratagem what could not be done by force.

And a few nighis later a golden opportunity occurred. To
ach No. 6 Study he would have to pass Kildare's door, and
o captain of the school naturally kept his door open after
tie juniors had gone to bed, to sce that none of the youngsters
came down on surreptitious errands. It was this eircurastance
which had made Figgins long hesitate. But upon this
ilar night the captain was absent, having been allowed
t an uncle who was ill. He was to return the following

Evidently this was Figgins’ opportunity. He was

As Sefton was just as watchful for delinquent juniors as
Kildare, Figgins had decided to leave the dormitory by a ropa
from the window. Late that night, when only the elders were
s::ppnjicd to be awake, he slid down the rope and reached the
ground.
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“All right 7" whispered Kerr from above,

“All right. Watch for mel”

“You bet.” . i e .

And Kerr cautiously pulled in the rope. Figgins, keeping
close to the buildings, reached the School House, and m a
few moments was ascending the dim staircase with cautious
steps, the juniors' studies being on the first floor. No one
was about, and he gained the upper corridor unchbserved.

He paused and looked along it. No light came from
Kildare’s door; but he looked again—yes, it was open|
Why was the door n when Kildare was away? The boy
vondered, puzzled. Was anybody there? It was not likely.

At any rate, he was in for it now., With beating heart he
stole along the corridor upon tiptoe.

Then his heart gave a great leap as he drew nearer to
Kildare’s door. Kor a sound came from the dark room,
which told him that somebody was there. e stopped, and,
acting upon the first impulse that came to him, silenily
opened one of the study doors on his left, and stepped qmeki?
inside. He partly closed the door, keeping it sbout an inch
ajar, and watched the dimly-lit corridor.

He wanted to sce when the coast was clear, so that he
could safely proceed. Besides that, his curiosity was aroused,
ar e was vaguely uncasy. The captain’s bed-room and
study adjoined.  But what could -ny{mdy want in either
while Kildare was away, and without a light, too? Could it
be a burglar?

He had waited nearly five minutes before a figure emerged
from Kildare's room and came silently dawn. the corridor
towards the stairs. As he passed under a gas-burner, the
startled Figgins obtained a clear view of his features. It
was Sefton—as white as death!

He passed on quickly and disappeared down the stairs.
Figgins came out into the corridor, trembling a little. The
look upon Sefton’s face had frightened him. What had
the prefect been deing in Kildare’s study? What was he

doing in the House at Why did he look like that?
Fi was deeply disturbed. He knew how Sefton
hated Kildare, and he had not too high an opinion of the

prefect.

He felt that there was something mysterious afoot,
th

h hie could not guess in the least what it was.

As he passed Kildare’s bed-room he opened the door and
glanced in.  The blind was up, and the pale moonlight
strenmed into the room. He could see nothing unusual in
its aspect.

He hurricd on.  Whatever the mystery was he felt that
he could not fathom it.

A few minutes later he was in No. 6 Study. He struck a
match, and at once his eyes fell upon the trophy of victory.
He took down the frame and carried it to the window, where
in the starlight, which was sufficient for his purpose, he
seraped the paper off the cardboard with his penknife,
destroying almost every vestige of the document of surrender.
This done, he took a brush from his pocket, and, dipping it
into an inkpot, wrote one word across the scraped beard, in
large capitals:

“RATS!”

-

He chuckled as he thought of the feelings of Study No. 6
when they viewed it upon the following morning. He
restored the frame to its place on the wall, and left the
stud. Five minutes later he had quitted the House as
cautiously as he entered it.

His chums were on the watch at the dormitery window.
The ropo came slidinz down, and Figgins hnm.teg it under
his arms, and, with a dead )ift effort, his chums got him
back into the dormitory.

Al right?'” asked Kerr.

“AL!” ~ And Figgins gave a description of his proceedings
y. A chorus of chuckles answered him, as
the Co. thought of the discomfiture of Clive and his friends
on_the morrow.

But of the encounter with Sefton Figgins did not say a
word. It was not till the next day, when he was alone with
his two friends, that he confided the strange circumstance to
Kerr and Wynn. th were equally amazed.

“It looks awfully queer,” Kerr said slowly.

“You chose
last night to visit No. 6 Study beeause Kildare was away,
and it looks as if Sefton chose it for the same renson. ™

“Yes, it does. But what could he want ther

“That's too deép for me,” said Fatty Wynn,

“Better keep mum,” suggested Kerr. = “Sefton didn't
want to be seen, and he’s likely to cut up rusty if he finds
out that you spotted him.”

“Yes, that's true enough; but T wish T knew what it all
meant. 1 can’t hc]p thinking that there’s something under-
hand in it. Sefton’s just the chap to bring dis it upon
our Honse, and give those fellows something to crow over us
about. Hang it! What did the fellow want in Kildare's
quarters?”
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“You're sure he was in Kildare's room?” asked Kerr

slowly.

“I thl you I bunked into the study opposite, and watched
him,” said Figgins. “He iocked as white as a ghost as he
came out—like a fellow who's had an awful fright.”

“There "couldn’t have bgen anything in Kildare's study to*

scare him, if Kildare wasn't there,” said Fatty Wynn.

“He was up to something—I know that.”

“But what!” said Kerr, *“8efton couldn’t have gone thera
to play a jape, like a junior. He's head prefect of the New
House—while Monteith's away, anyhow. He couldn't have
gone for a fag jape.”

Figgins nodded,

“I know that. But what was he there at all for, in that
secret way, and why did he look scared to death as he cams
snedking out? He was there withont e light, too

“Blessed if I can sco why,” said Koerr. * Better say
nouhmg nbout it, though. Sefton's down on us enough
aiready.”

Fatty Wynn's plump brows were knitted very thoughtfully,
He seemed to be thinking deeply,

“Well, what do you think, Fatiy 7" asked Figgins, clappmg
Bim on the shoulder and mm]lug him our of his reverie.

:‘%axsages, * said Fatty Wynn.

“Bosses, I think, Figgy., We've only got a tanner for tea,
and I think it had better g0 in sosses. You can get a square
meal for a tanner in sosses.

"You sillp ass!” said Figgins.  *“Who's talking about
tna

am—it's teatime."

4 F1lhead‘ I was h.lkmv about Sefton sneaking into
Knldwms study last night.”
, blow Sefton! T'm talking about tea. And I think

we can't do better than have s033es,
funds are.”
“Bow-wow ! growled Fig%;m
But the mystery was too Yeep for Figgins to guess. He
had to give it up; and the chums of the New House proceeded
to discuss the sausages instead,

considering how low

CHAPTER 14.
The Missing Bankaote.

ILDARE of the Sixth came across the guadrangle,
and nodded cheerily to Figgins & Co. as he stepped
into the New House,

Kildare was not a frequent vi
while Monteith was away.
terms with Sefton,

Tima had been when Kildare and Monteith were rivals and
foes; but that time was past. The two house-captains pulled
well together now.  But in Monteith’s absenss Sefton took his
place, and it had become only too clear that Sefton had the
intention of reviving the old bitter rivalry if he could. Sefton
seemed to take it for granted that he was the head of the
New House for good, Monteith's return having been so long
delayed; and it was whispered that he had an ambitious eye
on the captainey of the school. 8o long as Kildare was at St.
Jim’s, hawovor, fton Lad as much rhnre of getting to the
(.a.plamcv as the iser’s Army has of ~reumg to London.

Since the seerie in the commaon-room in the School House,
Kildare had exchanged few words with Sefton. He had, in-
deed, almost forgotten the occurrence. Sefton had not for-
gotten it, though it suited him to throw a veil over his bitter
animesity in public,

Kildare walked along the passage to Befton’s study, his
brows a little grim. All the old trouble he had had with
Monteith seemed to be reviving, and more bitterly, now that
Sefton had taken Monteith’'s place. Kildare wished heartily
that Monteith would return to 8t. Jim's. Kildare was not
the only fellow who was “fed up ¥ with Sefton and the airs
and graces he adopted durm’f; his spell of brief authority.”

The captain of St. Jim’s tappad at Sefton’s door. He had
received a mess i by a fag, asking him to come, and, sur-
prised as he was, he had to come aver, quite prepared to be as
friendly as it was possible to be with a fellow like Sefton of
the Sixth.

“Come in!” called out Sefton.

Kildare entered the study.

“You wanted to see me, Sefton?" he said.

The New House prefect nodded, his eyes fixing upon
Kl!dam s frank face with a peculiar expression.

“Yes. Bit down, will you?" The prefect’s manner woa
unusually cordial.  “I want to speak to you about——"

“I say, Sefton "—Gibbs put in hn head at the door—*can
you come here a minute? Oh, you're engaged, I see! Excusa

me!

sitor in that Iouse,
He was on the worst of
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“Don’t mind me,” said Kildare.

“Well, just pardor me a minute, then,”

And ho went out of the al.udy.

In a few minutes he retyrned.

“Sorry I've kept you w! tmg' he said.

“That's all right. You were saying—"

“Ah, yes! It strikes me fhat that ridiculous rivalry
between the two Houses is getting out of hand,” Sefton went
on, “It gets worse every term. It seems to me that it's
time the seniors of both Houses put their heads togethor ina
friendly spirit to do something to put a stop to it. Don't you
tlunk 607"

“Well,” eaid Kildare slowly, “I don't wholly disapprove
of-that rivalry, for it keeps the joungsters up to the mark in
many respects. Still, I admit that it's carricd too far some-
times. I'm glad, I'm sure, to hear you speak like this, and
in the way of friendly co- op@ratlon you won't find me
ward.”

“I don't deny that we have had our rubs,” said Sefton,
with a great air of frankness. “ But if you're mllmg to work
with me to put the two Houses upon a friendlier footing—
why, there’s my hand!”

Kildare grasped it warmly. .

“You give me a great deal of pleasure by this, Sefton,” he
said. “I've had some hard thoughts of you at times, but
you've set them all at rest now. We'll work together, as you
say, and remember only that we belong to good old “St.
Jim's."

And, after a little more friendly talk, the captain of the
school took his leave.

When he was gone, Sefton’s expression changed.
mg smile dawned upon his face.

**Yes; how nice we can be when we've got the captainship
we want!” he muttered. Perhaps we won't be so nice when
we're kicked out of it."”

A little later Baker, one of the New House seniors, strolled
in. He found Sefton 100ng over the table among the papers
and books, with a puzeled and anxious expression upon his
face.

“Gibbs asked me to ask you——
for,old man?"”

“ A five-pound note.”

“You don’t mean to say you've lost one?”

3 \\'r:l, I laid it on the table half an hour ago, and it's
gone.

“Wind blown it about sumouhcrc" :

“I've hunted round the room.

"Am-bndy been in the study?”

“Only Kildare.”

“Kildare? What did he want in the New House?" asked
B(\ker, in surprise,

e came to have a talk with me about 1\Pbpitlg the juniors
in order; but, of course, he couldn’t have taken it!”

“Of course not!” agreed Baker, with a lmarmnos-, which
made Sefton bite his lip. _

“Still,”” the senior continued, *“you'd better have a jolly
good look for it. It's beastly unpleasant for money to get
lost, to say the least.”

“It would be thundering unpleasant to me!” growled
Sefton. I received it only two days ago, and I shall have
no more ‘this term, so, if it's gone, I shall be broke for

said Sefton.

A sneer-

But what are you looking

t it can’t be gone.”

But a diligent search of the study failed to revcal the
missing note. At length the two stopped and stood looking at
each other.

“Hang it, Baker, this looks ugly!” sald Sefton sericusly.

“lnu rt\ sure you laid it on_the table?’

“Yes; oing to ask Ratty to change |t for me, and
I put it out rpnrf Then Kildare came in, and——"

“Tt's madness!” said Baker uneasily.

“T knovw, and yet—"

*Yet what?”

“The note was lying there when Gibbs called me out of
the study for a minute. I remember now that I didn’t notice
it when I came back.”

“You mean that Kildare——"

“What does it look like? He was alone here, and when I
came back the note was gone.”

*But it's incredible I”

SLftcn shrugged his shoulders.

*“Do vou know the number of the note?
but it could be ascertained.”
“Ir's—it's horrible!”

“ Horrible or not, the note’s gone, and there’s only one way

an

of accounting for it,” said the prefect obstinately. “You
can see that for yourself.™

Baker made no reply.

“However, don't say anything about it yet. T must think
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what's to be done. T don’t want & scandal if it can be helped,
but I can’t afford to lose five pounds.”

“‘For heaven's sake, don’t be hasty!”

“I won’t take any steps at all unty
give us time to think it out.”

Sefton kept his word. That evening he confided the cir-
cumstances to a number of seniors of his own House, and
asked their counsel. Almost everyone declared his belief in
Kildare’s innocence, nnd advised Sefton to avoid being hasty.
It was finally decided that he shonld go over to the School
House and have a quiet talk with Kildare.

“TF ho gives it back, we'll let the matter drop,” said
Sefton, “although T despise the thief. Yet the poor devil
may be hard up. It may have been a sudden temptation to
him which he couldn’t resist; and we don’t want a scandal,”

“1 don’t know,” observed Baker. *If he took it, he oughi
to be shown up. We don’t want a thicf for captain of St.
Jim's, But I don’t believe that he took it.”

. “Jt looks suspicious,” Gibbs remarked, with a shake of the
head.

“The difficulty is this,” Sefton went on, “that a banknote
i 80 easily destroyed, If I speak to Kildare, and he denies
that he has it, what am I to do? Ior then he won't try to
pass the note. He’ll just burn it to save himself from danger."”

There was a long ailence. o eeniors looked at cach other
without knowing what to suggest.

“You'll have to speak to the Head,” said Gibbe at last.
“If he won't give it up, Le'll have to be searched before he
can make away with it. If he's innocent, that's the only
thing that will clear him, and so he can’t object.”

*“Then I'won’t speak to him in his study. He would call
it an insult, and chuck me ouwt, and then burn the note. Tl
tackle bhim in a place where he’ll be under a good many eves.
Some of you fellows ought to be at hand to see fair play.
He’s bound to be in the gym now. I'll speak to him there.”

And Sefton went to seek Kildare, followed at an interval
by the others. -

this evening, That'll

CHAPTER 15,
A Terrible Accusation.

HE gym was preity full, Clive and his chums were
I there, and so were a good many juniors, but the

;)resence of the captain and a number of seniors of
both Houses kept the rivul juniors guiet. The Scheol
House were exasperated by the change which had

come over their trophy the previous night, and once again
they had had to confess themselves “done vy the daring
Figgins, They were in the right humour for a scrimmage,
and there would probably have been a tussle in the gym but
fur the presence of the elders,

When Sefton entered he walked straicht up to Kildare,
who was chatting with two or three other fellows.

“Can you epare me a few minutes in privatei” he asked,
iy and formally.
Kildare looked surprised.

“It is a matter of importance,” added Sefton,

“ Al right, then,'

Kildare nodded to his companions, and stepped aside with
Seften, A good many curious glances were directed towards

them.

dare say you can

about, Kildars 77

“Not in the least."

“It's about the five-pound nate,”

“ The—what

“You don't understand

“T haven't the faintest idea what you are talking about
said Kildare, with a touch of impatience,

“I'm! When I left you alone in my study this morning, L
l(‘ft%ﬁvw,pound note lying on the iable.”

el s

zuess what I want to speak to you

o
m

“When I came back it was gone.”

There was no mistaking his tone,
and then deadly pale.

“Do you dare to accuse me?"”
“I don’t accuse anybody. I want the money back, that’s
all. Tf it's given back #o me, no more need ie said about
the matter.”

“And you think I took it?”

“ Do you want me to epexk plainly 7%

“ e Py

“Well, I know

Kildare elenche

Kildare turned crimson,

ou took it, then!” %
d his band and half-raised it. Sefton started
back. changing colour perceptibly.

“Take care! Violence won't improve your case.”

Kildare’s hand fell to his side.

“I know it. I shall not use violence—yet. So you're willing
to hush the matter up? That's generous of yvou. I'll ghow
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vou how much T appreciate your generosity.” He turned
away, it '

and spoke in a loud, clear voice: ten, here, you
fellows. Sefton says that he has lost a five-pound note, and
he aceuses me of stealing it when Jowas in his study this
morning.” . ~

There was a_buzz of indignant amazement.

Sefton looked pale and fidgety, Kildare brave and resclute,
More than one onlooker remarked that Sefton looked a good
deal more like the accused than the accuser at that moment.

“What do you mean?” demanded several fellows hotly.
“Are you off your dot?”

“I mean what I say,” replicd Sefton, with some firmness.
“T dida't want to make the thing public, but since Kildare
has chosen to do so, T ehall speak out. There was g five-
pound note upon my table when I left him alone in my study
this morning. When I came back a few minutes later it’ was
gone. I didn’t like to_believe that he took it, but there's
no other way of accounting for it I demand an investigation,
anyway.

"1 bave no wish to deny vou thai,” said Kildare. “The
suspicion is an insult, for which I shai! call you to account
later, ”I do not believe that you really believe that I am

guilty.

“He doesn't.” = It was Clive's voice that spoke. “He
doesn’t believe it! e lies, and he knows it, and I can
prove it!"”

Kildare looked at the excited junior in amazement. Sefton
ground his teeth. )

“[\\"Emt do you know about it, youngster?” asked Kildare,

“I know that Sefton hates you, because he couldn’t get in
as captain, and I know that he has plotted to get you into
disgrace.’

*You infernally checky bral—" began Sefton.

, " Hald you tongue!” said Kildare fiereely. *Now, Clive,
just_explain how you know all this.®

“I heard Sefton plotting with Gibbs,” answered Clive
unhesitatingly.

Izlﬁlanll]]y every eye turned upon Gibbs. He had turned a

white,

“Look at him !” cried Clive triumphantly.
any more proof than his face?”

* You cheeky brat!” hissed Gibbs, *You sta
ur lies, but—"

*I'll startle you a bit more before I'm done!
i said Kildare,

» on to tell all that he had heard that day
behind the hedge. There was a loud murmur when he had
finished.

“ What have you to say to that, Sefton?”

“Lies!” answered the prefect, * You all know that there's
never been any love lost between Kildare and me, and I may
have run him down in speaking of him, and possibly have
said I'd like to get rid of him from 8t. Jim's, but certainly
I never said any more than that. I suppose that little hound
caught a few words and misunderstood them, and imagination
supplied the rest.”

It was a good defence, well and coolly spoken. The listeners
exchanged doubtful glances,

“I wasn’t alone,” said Clive quic
me; he heard all that I heard.”

“Do yol corrcborate his statement, Blake?”

“Every word of it!” Blake answered prompily,
f course he does!” sneered Sefton,

Kildare reflected for a {ew minutes,
manly, ringing tones:

*You fellows, I hope there's nobody here belicves me
guilty. I am absolutely innocent. And I may say thas I
believe every word Clive has spoken. But the matter has
got to be thoroughly sifted out. T am going straight to the
Head. Sefton, you will kindly come and repeat vour accusa-
tion in his presence. Clive and Blake had better come too,”

And as Kildare walked towards the door 2 loud cheer burst
forth, testifying to the trust the hoys of 8t. Jim’s reposed
in their captain,

“ Do you want

d me with
¥

. “Blake was with

Then he epoke in

CHAPTER 186.
Innocent or Guilty ?

HERE was a deep and painful silence in the study of
the kind old Head. The Head of St. Jim's looked
from one to the other of the boys before him, almost
doubting his ears.

Huad he heard aright? Eric Kildare accused of
theft—Kildare, the brave and generous captain of the school,
the best liked fellow at St. Jim's, and the one for whom the
Head felt the most esteem.

- “It is a horrible mistake, T am convinced of that,” the

Head said at length, in-a low, pained voice. Then he looled

doubtfully at Clive. “Clive, are you quite sure that you have
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correctly reported the wards used by Sefton and Gibbs: that
you have not dl}o“ed your dishike of Sefton to—to lead you
to magine——"

He paused, his Lm\ﬂ; but ke
of the junior. Clive's replv was

“[ am guitesure, sir.

“And you denv it all, Sefton?"

Absolutely, sir!” Sefton had gone too far now to recede,
and ke had no choice but to brazen it out. *Clive perhaps
caught a few careless words, and his imagination did the rest,
is not wholly 1, Most of the Schaol House feilo
take it for granted that T am jealous of Kildare ab)m. the
captainzhip, and ve in particular hates me bitterly.”

The Head o d uneasily. He could not but reeos
that there was than a “ mistake ” here, and that one si
or the o'hﬂr 15 cimbcr tely lying.

‘Bl k inform Mr. Ruk‘liﬁ and Mr.
wish to see them in my study™’

The two -Housemasters, considerably surp
ing. eame in answer to the summons,

“Kindly step into the next room for a few minutes, bogys.
Don’t go away. Wait £ill I call you,"”

They obeyed. The door close d.

““Please sit down, gentlemen,” said the Head.
consult you upon a very pmﬂui subject.”

And he informed them of what had taken place.
listened in amazement.

grev eyes reading the face
spectful, but very firm.

Railton ihat I
ed and

wonder-

“1 want to

They

. “This is terrible !” said M., Rniiton. “It is impossible that
Kildare can be a thief
“And vet,” said Mr. Rateliff, “it is surely impossible that

any boy could be wicked enough to bring such an accusation
withont grounds.  Sefron must, at least, heli eve “har he
says: he cannol be actuated simply by dislike and jealousy of
Kildare,”

* But what oF Cliv :tory

Sefton’s explanation is rca\'mubie."

“Excuse me,” said Mr. Railton. “I can speak upon that
point, I ean vouch for Clive's habitual truthinlness.  Upon
at least one occasion I know he risked punishment rather than
tell a Lie.”

The Head pnsscd his hand across his brow.

““What is to be done?” he asked., -

*It was o difficult question.
nly course to ba taken, it secms to me,” said Mr.
*is to search Kildare and his belongings.

“¥es, no doubt; but it is the only way to prove ecither
his innocence or i\n guilt, I understand that since the aconsa-
tion he has had no opportunity of disposing of the stolen
note, if it is in his possession; therefore, if he has it, a search
will reveal it.  For his own sake, I advocate this painfal

course.”
“My opinion exactly,” agreed Mr, Rateliff.

I suppose’ you are right,” the Head said slowly. “Call
tht boys in, please.” N

The ‘boys came back into the studr. The Head was vors

pale and perturbed.  He wiped his pince-nez a put
them on.
* Kildare.” he said, with an effort, “have you any objaction

to a—a search baing made?’
Iu]:hr‘- coloured deeply.

ave no objection to anything that vou consider

ud- h-lbl? he answered quietly.
“ My desire is, of course, to prove yvour innocence, I can.
norfI canitgt Imuu\e that you are guiley!”
ank you, sir!” caid Kildare gratefully, while Clive
whispered to Elz‘l e that the Hend was an old trump.
“ That shall be done, then.”
The Head looked at the two Housemasters. Both drew

back from the unpleasant task.
Tagzgles.

The porter looked astonished when he learned what he was
required for.  But under the Heads orders he searched
Kildare thoroughly.  The captain submitted with quiet
calmress.  But no banknote was forthcoming,

“We shall now proceed to Kildare's rooms,”
“Taggles, kindly precede us and light the gas !

As they went upstairs, the eyes of almost the swhole scheol
were upen them. Al 8t. Jim's were discussing the scene in
the gym. A crowd followed the doctor, and waited in painful
stlence in_the long, wide corridor, to hear the resuli of the
search.  Clive, Blake, and Sefton remained in the corridor
with the rest, only the masters enter g the room with
Kildare. Tke door was left open, however, so Clive could see
Tageles making the search,

A quarter of an hour passed painfully slowly. Desk and
drawers and papers were gone through withont result. Kildare
ntcod calmly proud and confident. The masters' looks were
more anxious than his.
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Finally the Head rang for

cmd the Head.
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The search, at a sign from the Head, was extended to the
bookease. Hateful as the whole affair was, the Head con-
sidered it best to be thorough. If the stolen note were con-
cealed anywhere in Kildare’s room it was best to bring it to
light. Taggles ook down the books one by one and sheok
them, so that any paper between the leaves would fail out.
He came to a huge “Foxe's Book of Martyrs,” a present to
Iildare from an wunt, and which Kildare had probably never
once looked into. As Taggles shook this volume, something
white fell out and fluttered to the floor. A tremor ran over
cveryone present. Was it a bookmark, or—a' banknote ?

Tt was a banknote! Taggles picked it up in silence and
handed it to the doctor. Dr. Holmes took it with fingers that
visibly trembled. He wiped his glasses; perhaps his kind
eyes were rather dim just then.

* Sefton I

The prefect stepped into the room.

“ What wasz the number of the note you lost "

“1 did not ob sir; but it can casily be ascertained.
1 can write home

1t is not neeessary,” said Kildare, in a strange, dry voice.
“ That banknote is not mine, Dr. Holmes !”

“You admit it is not yuurx"'

“1 state that not."”

*“You confess—

“1 confess nothing. T swear that I never saw that note
before; that I -do not know who placed it in my book !

Kildare's lock was dazed, almost wild. Ile seemed utterly
shaken by the finding of the note. Was this a sign of conscious

guilt?
Ha collected himself with an effor
“Sir! Dr. Helmes! You don't belms this! You don't

believe me a thief!”

The tears started to the good cld Head's eyes.

* Heaven knows [ am sorry, Kildare, to—— But how came
Sefton’s banknote in your room—and hidden away so care-
fully 7 Explain that if you can !"

Kildare pressed his hand to his throbbing forchiead. What
could he answer? He. felt as if he were going mad,

The silence was terrible. At last he spoke.

“I—~I cannot. explain, I—I did not put it there.
knows I did not!” = .

The Head shook his head sadly, and made a movement to
turn awa

“Stop, sit! I—I believe T can tell you who put it there.
It is a plot; it is done to ruin me!”

“I should counsel you not to make so ser ious an cecusation
hastily, Kildare. You allude to Sefton?”

Sefton sneered.

*'It is easy to say that!” he exclaimed. *You know very
well, sir, that if anybody belonging to the New House came
rummamug round the School ]§ouse he would be spotied at
onee,

“Yes, thm certainly seems to me to be the case,
Railton. The point was well taken.

Kildare had now recovered his calmnoss.

“T am inuocent,” he said firmly. “No doubt Sefton chose

Heaven

" said Mr.

his moment for coming here. Probably last night, when I
was away from St. Jim's.”
The Head turned a troubled look upon Sefton. He did not

know what to believe,

“What were you doing last evening, Scfton "

The prefect appeared to consider.

“I was in the gym up to nine o'clock,” he said. "‘Aftcr
1wt I talked awhile with Ba}.er, then T played chess in my
till bed-time with Gibbs.”

Kildare's eyes fashed.

“Gibbs!" he exclaimed. “You hear that, sir? That is no
alibi. It was Gibbs whoem Clive heard him plotting with !
Gibbs is his accomplice I

“It's a lie!” growled Sefton.

“What am T to believe 2™ exclaimed the Head.
leave me! I must think

And he went back to his study, accompanied by the Heuse-
masters, his brow deeply lined.

The result of the search sent a shudder through St. Jim's.
in most minds the finding of the note scemed to clinch the
matter. Even Clive was staggered for a moment. -But his
faith in Kildare held true. It was a conspiracy, and he and his
chums felt sure of it.

Sefton went back to the New House looking grave and
concerned, taking care to let no sign of triumph appear in his
i.m- But in truth his triumph was mingled with deep un-
easiness, and he was far from being satisficd Gibbs was wait-
ing for him in his study.

“This is a rotten business " Ctibbs said, in a low voice. “I
wish we hadn’t begun it !”

Sefton shruggf‘!l his shoulders scowlingly,

“It’s too late to think of that now. We planned it carefully

“Go now-—

TUCK HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1*



" Every Wednesday.

enough ;- there could have heen mo hitch but for that infernal
junior.  What herrible ill-luck that Clive should have got
wind of our littlé game! But for him there could have heen
no talk of a conspiracy. The finding of the note would have
convicted Kildare, and all his denials would have gone for
nothing. Now all is uncertain. 8till,” he continued thought-
fully, “so long as we stick to our story and don’t give our-
selves away, I don’t sce how we can possibly be bowled out.
Keep a stiff upper-lip, and we shall come out all right I”

But even while the prefect was speaking, the truth was
being brought to light, and by an agency he had never
dreamed of.

CHAPTER 17.
Brought to Light.

HILE the boys of St. Jim's were discussing the dis-
covery of the banknote in Kildare's study, and
arguing for or against his innocence or his guilt
with an excitement which knew no abatement,
there was one boy who kept apart from the rest,

his mind in a tumult of doubt and fear and horror.

Tt was George Figgins,

Back to his memory had come vividly the scene of the
evious night—of Scfton coming out of Kildare's study, with
white face and stealthy footsteps, and erceping away down the
eorridor like a thief in fear of detection.

What had he been doing in Kildare’s rooms?

Figgins bad asked himself the question the night before
without being able to find an answer.  But now, what a flood
of ghastly light was thrown upon it!

What had Sefton been doing there? Was it not only tos
evident what he had been doing? He bhad been placing the
banknote in Kildare’s book—a book which he knew the
captain was not likely to open—and the next day he had
asked Kildire over to his quarters, and pretended to miss
the note when he was gone! Was it not all clear, with a
horrible clearness?

Kiggins, with his pride in the House he belonged to, would
naturaily have been very slow to believe the accusations
Tom Merry & Co. were frecly making against his prefect—
only firmly fized in his mind was the picture of Sefton slink-
ing out of Kildare’s study like a thief in the night. And

i seemed ta be burnt into bis brain.
Jd he do?  What could he do? Doubt and
led in his mind.  1f he spoke out, if hs
cfton. it was black shame for his Honse. He
shuddered at the thought of it. _And then—to testify against
his own prefect, the chief of his House! .

He was very pale and perturbed when he called his two
chums aside to tell them his decision.  Both Kerr and Wynn
were looking disturbed.  They had not forgotten what Figgy
had told them, and he saw that their conclusions were the
samo as his own.

[

t.” Figgine =aid, in a hurried and
* You know very well what Sefton was doing
when I saw him last night

Kerr nodded.

“It Jooks like 3t

“It will be a horrible disgrace te the Now Houso!” said
Fatty Wynn.  “It will give those rotters a fearful pull over
us

“That can’t be helped.  We should be cads to be silent
and let Kildare suffer!”

* Sefton’s onr prefect I

“Yes, but he's guilty !

“Who's guilty, you rotiers?”

Tt was Tom Merry’s voice. He passed the Co they
stood in conclave. and he had caught the last words, FHo
stopped, and looked at them with flashing eycs.

“Lock here, Merry—-2

Tom clenched his fists,

“ Not o wotd against Kildare! Do you hear? TH-—

“Don’t be an ass, Merry!
we know it!
“ What !
Figgins poured out what he knew,
mouthed, and grasped Figgins' arm,
“Come on!  Come to the Head! Don't lose a second 1"
_ He hurried Figging away breathlossly, unconsciously koep-
ing the grip on s arm, as if afraid that he might disappear
into the earth if he let him go for a moment. Kerr and
Wrynn followed.
Dr. Holmes started as a loud knock came at his door.
™ rushed in, almost dragging the breathless and panting
The Head adjusted hiz pince-nez, and stared at
em in an amazement that was shared by Mr. Railton and
Mer. Rateliff, -

. T tell you Kildare’s innocent;
I'm going to the Head!” .

Tom listened open-
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“What does this mean, Merry?” -
“Kildare’s innocent, sir, and Figgins can prove it!” panted
Tom Merry.

“What Jo you say "

“Tell him, Figgy !”

And Figgins told his story. The Head's troubled faco
grew darker and darker as he listened,

“Did you tell this to anyone at the time, Figgins7’

“Yes, sir—to Kerr and Wynn!”

“He did, sir,” said both the boys at onee.

The doctor passed his hand across his brow.

“1 believe you, my boys. Thank Heaven that this revela-
tion has come before any greater wrong than suspicion was
done to poor Kildare! must sec him at once, and—and also
Sefton.  Good heavens, of what a depth of duplicity and
ickedness that unhappy lad has been guilty! Merry, tell
Kildare T wish to sce him!"

The boys left the study. Outside, Tom turned to Figgins
and gripped his hand.

*1 say, old man, this is ripping of you, old fellow! And—
and Tl tell you what—if you like to gall the New House the
top House of 8t. Jim’s for the'rest of the term, you can doit,
and I'll see that nobody on this side has anything to say!”

And then Tom tere off to seek Kildare. ~The capt as
in his study in a mood of the deepest dejection. He had
made up his mind, sadly enough, that he must leave St. Jim’s,
Tom bnrst in upon him like a whirlwind.

“Kildate, old chap, you're innocent—I mean, your inno-
cence is proved, and the doctor wants to see you!”

Eric Kildare started up.

“Who's praved: it—how?"” he asked, in astonishment.

“Figgins—Figgy of the New House! Hooray!” shonted
Tom. “1ts cleared up now! It was Sefton did the tri
it's praved!  You're to go to the Head at once! The H
and Railton are waiting for you! Buzz off, Kildarel
Hooray 1"

Kildare's handsome face lighted up.

He gave Tom an expressive look, and hurricd fram the
study.

There was a erowd in the prssage.  Tom Merry’s excited
voice had been heard far .‘m:};J wide, and Figgin: & Co. had
told their story. to a swarm of curious ears.  All the School
House knew now that Kildare was innocent—that his inno-
eence had been proved. There was a roar as he came out of
his study.

“Hooray !

“Gaood old Kildare!”

An clegant figure with a gleaming eyeglass came speeding
along the passage.

It was Arthur Augustus D'Arey.  The swell of the Fourth
was just out of the sanatorium, and that was the first news
he had beard--that Kildare had been aceused of theft, and
that his innocence was already proved.  Arthur Augustvs
clapped the captain of St. Jim’s on the back—a great liberty
for a junior to take, but excusable nnder the circumstances.

 Buck up, Kildare, deah boy! We're all backin’ you up{”
said Arthur Avgustus. *Don’t be downhearted, you know!
Wely on me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you fellahs—*

“ PBravo, Kildare!”

The captain of 8t. Jim's hurried on fo the Head's study.

“Thank goodness it’s all come out!” exclaimed Sidney
“Of cours

, 1 never doubted

Clive, with a deep breath.
Kildare for one moment!”
. . . . . . . . .

Kildare’s interview in the Head's study was brief, and he
came away with a cheerful face.  Sefton’s interview, which
followed, was longer, and not 'so agreeable.  An hour later
Sefton of the Sixth left St ’s, and Gibbs went with him,
The bully of the New Honse had looked his last on the old
school.

When Monteith returned to 8t. Jim's and resumed his
place as head prefect of the New House, he found Sefton

one: and when he heard the reason, he was not serry.  Both

ouses fully agreed that 3t. Jim's was better off without
Sefton,

The clearing of Kildare’s name caunsed immense rejoicing in
the School House, Tom Merry & Co. held a great celebra-
tion in the study, at which thers were two guests of honon
Figgins of the New House, and Sidney Chve, the boy from
South Africa! :

THE EXD,
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The Previous Instalments Told How

Old TOM HILDER, a cattle-farmer of Katfarit, Australia,
is faced with ruin for the want of £1.000. He goes to a
friend in Sydney, HENRY NORMAN, from whom he
obtains the money, but is afterwards robbed, and, in recover-
ing the notes, becomes mixed up, in the eyes of the police,
with a gang of scoundrels.

His son. BOR receives the money from his father, snd takes
it to SUMMERS, tho bank manager, who i in league with
BOARDMAN, a scoundrel who has plotted to ruin old Hilder.

Bob is afterwards arrested and charged with n
notes at the bank, but is liberated from his pri
CAPTAIN DASHWOOD, a notorious outlaw,

Later, ho comes upon Dashwood again, who has been
“wounded by a meniber of anather gang of ontlaws, led by o
man named SUTHERLAND.  Bob learns ¢hat Sutherland is
the ‘man who robbed his father, and sets out in pursuit of

.

Ho arrives, after dark, at Mossfred, and makes for the
hotel.  There, through a window from the veranda, he sees
‘Sutherland. i company with o man named [ NETT,
whom he had met on the road, and who had directed him
swrongly on his journey. .

While he is watching he is amazed to see his father enter
the room. Tle rushes forward as_the old man is struck down,

upszet by Sutherland, and Bob receives a blow
him”senscless, N

The hotel is burnt down, and Bob narrowly escanes with
his life. bolioving his fathed to be dead.  Fventual v he meets
EKERR, a bullock-driver who was on old Hilder's farm, and
Later, Bob is sent for by

the owner of the station where he has obtained work.

. (Now read on.)

o
son-cell by

Sutherland Again!

Busy with his accounts, the storekeeper bent over his desk
again as Bob left the building. The storckeeper’s last words
had been ominous. Two men had been dismissed! Was he
to be the third? What could have happened? Had: Mr.
Coulter, the squatter, discovered his true name and the fact
that the police were looking for .him ?

The lad set out across the paddock for the house
anxious thoughts. All he had suffered so unj in the last
few months weighed upon his mind at this moment with
particular bitterness. It would be just | uck, he mused,
if once again Le was thrown out of employment, Prepared for
the worst, hie rang the bell, and was at once conducted to the
squatter's study.

Mr. Coulter was a man of about fifty vea £ age, well
set up, brisk, vnd thoroughly businesslike. By 4 work and
Adorce of character he had built up his fortune; he was stern
and reserved, but just; more respected than liked; slow of
speech, and brusque in manner,

Bob found him setting his study to rights—tearing up
papers, sorting out documents, and filing receipts. He gave
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one glance at the lad, and went on with his work for soma
time in silence. At last he spoke.

“I've sent for you, Tracey—" he began.

“Yes, sir?"” G
“Because I'm going on a holiday with Mrs, Coulter and
the children.”

He began to read a document, muttering as he read, and
then carefully tied it up with some other papers..

“ Now that the shearing is over and all the wool on the way
to the city, there's no reason why I shouldn’t have a change,”
he continued. *“ By the way, did you see that man I took
on to-day?”

“I haven't seen any new-comer, sir,” Bob reptied.

“T'm giving him your job,” ]

Bob's face grew fixed; the squatler was now sorting out a
drawer.

“He'll do all right, I think,” he went on.  “Ile’s been
boundary-riding for years, he tells me. And old Brand, my
factotum, is coming with us. Ie's been twenty-five years in
my eervice, always in the house, and I've never had to find
fault with him. "More than cne can say of most folk—eh?
A change will do old Brand good, and he's carned a rest.
So there will be no one in the housewhilst we're away.”

“Yes, sir?” Bob stammered, at a loss for words.

“8o you're to live here and sleep here,” the squatter
explained at last. “* Park, the storekeeper, has given me good
accounts of you, Park, too, is taking a holiday, or I'd have
him in the house. He'll be away ten days, and he'll give you
the key of the store. Brand will take
ing. And just thi
B there are a f i
you're not to have any friends coming in here. Carry ont
my mstructions whilst 'm away, and I'll reward yon!  Now
g.’(fi ‘!:7 Brand! I've told you what I've arranged, and that is
alit

Much relieved in mind, Bob sought out Brand. Th
was in the pantry, packing the silver nto strong boxes. e
was a wizened old man, hénest as the day, shrewd, but
suspicious, and with a very high opinion of his own import-
ance.  Hob explained the errand-on which hse had come.
Brand snorted. -t

latter
1

“Mebbe, you'll do all right,” he said reluctantly.
“But I wish the squatter had left me in charge! Tt's a big
responsibility looking after a fine place like this, and there's

no one I knows of as can manage it proper except mysalf!
Still, you'll do your b I suppose, and I'll not find every

thing topsy-turvy on my return— leastways, T hope not "
“If you tell me what you want, I'll manage,” Bob replied.
“Mebbe you will, and mebbe you won’ the old man
grunted. e are them cases of silver; they're to go to
the ban hiree days. The bank will send for them. There's
the bunch of keys, and I'll show you how to lock each room.
Some of the roome you're to leave locked all the time; but
there are others the sguatter will have open in the day-
time to let in fresh air. ITc has his notions, like most of us.
You're to eleep in the room next the kitchen, and have your
(Continued on page iii of cover,}
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%@@@@@@@@%@@@@@@@@@@Q&@ in early, taking care, as on the night before, tor put old
W

) Brand's revolver under his pillow,

CORNSTALK BOB' & He elept soundly, and was only awakened by a heavy
H @ crash closo at hand. Startled out of bis sleep, he eat up. Ho
(Continwed from page 20.) & clould fhe?r nlothixlug furlna‘ri ’1‘\ha _no:.?a ]r]mgjl_n. ha:ria lbaix} a

oo i s o - 5 clap of thunder, he thought. Anxious! e listened, looking
BEHBHEE BEDEIEIVIDEEED out of tho window. The night was ark as pitch, and he
la in the kitehen. And the hall door is not td be ope half-expected to hear the splashing of rain. against the
T we leave. And there's a lotb more I'li tell you as w window-pane in ono of the itropical storms that always
» come &0 suddenly in Australia,
Pob followed the old man, end took note of all his instrue- But no! Al was still. Then he heard a bump against his

8, not without some amuserent—DBrand was so insistent oor. )
e tifles, In an instant he was out of bed, and groping under the
There’s a gun or a revolver I can have, I suppose, in case  pillow for the revolver. Swiftly he orossed to the door, and
B coessity 77 Bob 5 urned the handle, The kitchen was empty, but the back

Brand locked herrified. ) ad been burst open. : .
Why, do you think the house will be attacked .. Yow Le knew. Thieves had broken in. The noise that in
fianded.  “What reason have you to think that? e &is sleep he had taken for a thunderclap had been caused by
atter went against my Jjudgment in putting you in charge, the sharp Euu}’lJp:ng of the lock, and the banging of the door
I told him we knew noth abont you, and th against the wall. He did not hes tate; he guessed that somo
KLt be a shady lot, mixed up with al s - in the paniry. He had the
you aek for firearms,  If anything | ¢ meant to uee it

nob ask himself how they could pos ly know about
the silver and the pbsence of the fumily; he had no time to
scoundrels, not to join in  think, Tntent only on being true to his trusé, with a completo
he said. “And I'm much obliged for your good  disregard for his own safety, he erossed the kitchen and went
i own the passage, The pantry door was half open, and a
t mention it ! old fellow replied tartly, “T talk light was shining.
pat I think, and you nor no one else won’t stop me ! That's 1 appeared,
Be enough, thongh, what you said, T'll get you a revolver, ng out clear and bo % :
e had it for forty-five years, and I've never used it. = Hands up, or I fire ke shouted,
Pr it afternoon 1? atter and lhis party drove away, and The villains stopped, but did not drop the hox,
) entered the lomely house, There were books to I, *Hands up!" Bob yelled: again.
after the hard work of ihe few weeks in the wo From an angle in ¥he
bed he was glad of a spell of ease, e epent the rest of the rwar
¥ comfortably, and in the ov ning went round the house
he turned into bed.
awoke in the middle o
room after the
ks in_his
e and start
s it fancy,

. And
appens it my absence,
pog man, Ull know where to lay the blame!” He

Bob began to get in
' A man
1

nant,

wants a gun to keep off

carrying a heavy box. Bob's voice

+ him and the pantry, a
@ recognised him,
he shouted, cu cur! I've

ple of yards separated them, and the villain was
There was no time to lose. Bob pulled the

. At the same moment
went do with a crash,
oat, and his eyes gleaming.

sh while we're about it, you young

i of o wodie e

Thinking his hearing had ]]l‘l;ul hi

k te hed, and saon & & oo] Zain

n'?&r'.u.!'\',‘*:;J’:f.;Jf.",f.'l\a‘._,n'\'f." o

rds from the daor oceasionally
ing his midday meal whon
ki the door, he saw man

red. Ho recognised him v

I
2

cub
d

the scoundrel snarled. * ¥You know too much! Bug

ad men tell no tales)”

was thrown to the floor and saw the gleaming eyes
I, the villain who had rébbed hLis father and

; he knew that only a

ve his life. He was alone in the

As Bob
of _Suthe
brang
i

on himself a5 wel
nee could

§4
v want " acked Bob,
rider, and I'm in need of

e four scoundr

g to steal

lutching his throat; but the lad yet had
ms and legs free, and with a tremendous push from his
* come along to fetch 'em. knee he managed t e Suthorland back. In the moment
give them to you,” Bob replied, of freedom 1 around and got away. Ho was almost
” the other asked quick “1 when he was clutched. Still he managed
s 801§ ht you might ¢ ved back against a wall,

paniry had laid down the box of
ssistance of their confederates. Al
ter and showered blows upon him,
i d, b ght was hepe-
in the face n the body, half
was tripped up, amidst a loud guffaw

ecper will

m
“He's off to Melbourne
bim at the stores now. In an
e nry orders to stay here.
turned on his heel and
ough the gatéway Bob ren
ccasion on which he b

nd
d to the a
ushed at the lad toget
For some se
t ssly une
his name and the  duzed ar
. of co

afternoon, but you'll cateh  silve
se, I can't leave this house ; T

joy. as he lay on his side, Sutherland’s
s the man who had travelled w; him on the road  voice rang out far and vindictive,
3 ! ho had said his Bennett, “Drag him o | ie him to a tree!” he bellowed,
o tad ehared his meal!, who had put the wr ! the silver to

for the town, and whom he had st
} !

and I'll put a bullet in the
1 Suther

rp! He's made enough row
folk a quarter of a mile 1.7 -

by the shoulders, and with
b was run out of the ho
s and arms were b
The ruoffians ca
dumped them in

sequently scen in the  cub befors we scoot |

1rms twisted behind
¢ and up against a tree,
and his body strapped to the
out the boxes of silver, and
ards away, Then Sutherland
Iver in his hand.
1 was thumping with
itherland drew pear,
ous grin, e stood
X e revolver in the palm of his
tor some sign of fear on the brave young

A Tight Coraer.
1 closed and locked the door quickly, and sat down,
13 wh Once more, through Benr
4 b herland. Tle could watch Ben
would ythus meet the greator
in his view; the gang had escaped
nd that being so, it was quite li
ed, too, na Korr so firmly believed,
with jay.

here was cause for uneasiness,
to_have around the place, even as a

at once to Mz, v Yow're a good hand at blufing,” he jeered.
squatter had left no The lad did not answer,
: that was all the lad knew. *You ain’t aid to die—eh?" he went on,
what e against  Bennett without l““" still stood silent i =
ing much ak “If I spare yaur life, will you take the blame of this on
Had Bennett rec g hown mo- in con ed.

sign that had. Thar, ood; he oo ge

could be watched the mor 2 to do Fire, and have th murder on your cons

but to wait. F ho pr house, well as your other « i

. if you like,” he r

but on the squatter’s return he would g

thus thenght matters over, he cooked L

¢ to work, Hav
pper

r You kill me, your day of reckoming
d {Another grand instalment next week.)




ir

A Cash Prize for Every Contributor to this Page.

THE GEM" LIBRARY,

nithfmet Brown one day,
g, (Iogc on a lead.

T
you want to sell him?
. Well,” zaid Brow

Smith studied the unimal ve

criticised him thoroughly, and fi

the dog was intelligent.
“TIntelligent!” said Brown.
rrmn\\ az L d.
¥

udon't sy s
half-a- crown for hir
Ashton under Lyne,

The inspockar
of boys at the school,
wuth_,h work, owing te a ve
of voices proceeding from an
been going on for some tir

Jtronned in violehter At length,
zushed into the next room o inv

noise.,
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chargo of the camp,  On his
return ~ he found the yomng
man struggling to rekindle
the fire, which he  had
allowed to burn out.
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As the “GEM"” Storyette Competition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
this novel feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS FRIEND 1d.,

Published every Monday,

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes.
If you know a really funny joke, or a short,
mteresting paragraph, send italong (on a post-
card) before you forget it, and address it to:
The Editor, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM,
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.

Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
week's GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.
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