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T fcel sure that there will only be one opinion among my
readers as to the mmumber in which these lines appear. And,
. _the words of the one and only Arthur Augustus INArcy,
*“Weally wipping!” is likely to be their verdict. Will you
all do your best to let such of your chums as are not already
readers of the “GEM ” know what a first-class paper it is?
I feel sure, again, that to this end you can do nothing better
than to lend them the Christmas .issue as soon as you have
read it yourselves. Meanwhile, about the next number.

—_—

For Nex. Wwednesday :

“THE THIRD-FORM SWEEPSTAKE!’
By Martin Clifiord.

There is in this story a fine mixture of the grave and the
gay, such as Mr. Clifford well knows how to give us. The
rascality of the scheming Piggott, the Third-Form crony. of
Racke, Crooke, and Mellish, 1s a thing ‘grave enough in all
conscience ; but there is any amount of fun in the dogged
resolution with. which the fags hold to the notion he has
drilled into them that ali thie ditference in the world exists
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and such a thing because of things sawa by his characters:
but it is a very absurd one, and I venture to say that when
Mr. Richards wants to express his inmost thoughts on any
subject whatever he will havdly put them into the mouth of
Billy Bunter. At the same time, I think the American who
really cannot lie and the Britisher who wants the U.S. licked
by Japan in revenge for that war of ever so long ago ought
to_be in the same cage together in a show. -

People living in any palk of the American continent can
be styled Americans, surely, and the style seems to me
justified.  The question my correspondent asks in relation
to this simply shows his utter inability to conduct an argu-
ment on reasonable lines. Australians, New Zealanders, and
the other peoples he names do not live on a continent named
England. T don’t know whether he will see the point, but I
believe anybody who thinks will. ’

The Canadian who would take the being called an English-
nian as the greatest insult you could offer him should share
the cage with the other two. Why, it would be possible to -
call him, if you were cruel enough—well, ‘nuff said! :

~ FOO TICES, ) :

Matches Wanted by:

between eofie shilling in stiver-er eang and a. ﬁhi“inuj{mﬂ&h
of stamps. Levison minor, who has by this time, I feel sure,
cstablished himself as a popular favourite with all readers,
plays a leading part in the yarn, and his brother also figurcs
prominently. But I am not going to tell you any more now.
Wait till next week, and vou will learn who won, and what
profit the winner had out of

«‘THE THIRD-FORM SWEEPSTAKE!”

“STARS AND STRIPES” AGAIN.

I have heard once more from the American reader who
calls himself by the pseudonym given aBove, and he is again
in argumentative mood. Ilere are some extracts from his
latest letter, which, by the way, he does not give me a chance
of answering by mail: .

“T notice that you do not deny that American film pictures
are better than British ones. Nor do you make any reply to
my comments on the way Fishy talks or on Clifton Dane
of St. Jim’s. I admit that the language in my leiter was
vot typical of a Chesterfield or a Vere-de-Vere. But are
your. authors always polite to the U.S.? In a *‘Magnet’
story Bob Cherry says, *George Washington could unever
tell"a lie” Bunter replies, * He’s about the only Yank who
couldn’t, then.” By what right does Mr. Richards brand at
Americans as liars? Do you call this polite? You say that
not an Bnglishman living cherishes any animosity against
the U.S. because of the Revolutionary War. Why, only the
other day I heard a Britisher %say, ‘I wish the Japs fvould
go to war with the United States and give them a jolly good
licking, to pay them back for defeating us in the War of
Independence.” I entirely disagree with you concerning the
use of the word American. If your argument is correct, why
are not Australians, New Zealanders, Canadians, British
South Africans, and Anglo-Indians called English? It would
be the greatest insult you could offer to a (‘anadian to call
him an Englishman.” .

My correspondent is one of those who mistake shricking
for argument. I did not argue the film point with him
simply because I do not know enough about the matter to
offer an opinion- worth having; nor do I regard it as by any
means a matter of first-class importance. One might argue
to eternity as to the correctness or otherwise of an author’s
version of the great American language, for it is in a con-
tinual state of change, -which makes controversy concerning
it useless. TFdr instance, I was told the other day that what
used to be known as “graft ”—I apologise to ‘“Stars and
Stripes ” for ‘mentioning anything so deplorable—is now in
up-to-date Americanese, ‘‘pork.”

It is an old mistake to say that an author believes such
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TUELIN A P E dole~distance Nunhead - C.
1eritage, 102, Evelina Rd.. Nunhead, S.E. S

STRATFORD ALsiox F.C. (17) 4-mile r.—T. Bolt. 9. Ailwy
Rd., Abbey Lane, Stratford, E. :

SWINDON WEDNESDAY ALBION F.C (17)- 12mile r.— 1. ).
Woodward, 6, Market St., Swindon.

St. James’ F.C. (15)—6-mile r.—H. G. Roberts, 9, Arran
St. Roath Park, Cardiff. ' 3
~ Basmve F.C. (14-15) —14-mile r.—F. W. Berry, 38, Pearson
£t., Kingsland Rd., N.E. ' '

EastLeicH  AReYLE F.C. (16)---reasonable distance. — G.=""
Wheatley, 1, Derby Rd., Eastleigh, Hants. !

A Merton Team.—Harry Spicer, 33, Miller Rd., Collicr's
Wood, Merton. S.W, ’

Caxy Hacn Wescevay F.C. (14-15) - 5-mile r.
8§2. Trumpington Rd., Forest Gate, E.

GartH A F.C. (15-16)—6-mile r.—T
Gwaelod-y-Garth, Taffs Wel —€ardill.

BovrLevarnp ArHLETIC F.C. (17).—G. Scrivener, 41, Glapton :
Rd., Meadows, Nottingham. )

CrirDEN Rovirs F.C. (15-16)--3-mile r. Heaton Park.—
R. D. Roberts, P.0.-Box 12, Manchester.

The A.F.C.A. (124)—2-mile r.- A. E. Barnes, 161, Dyvon -
Avenue, Manor Park, E.

Other Footer Notices:

A junior club (14-15) wants players.—Stamped and ad-
dressed envelope to II. A. Just, 29, Theberton St., Isling-
ton, N. - N

D. Maloney, 4, Mearns St., Greenock, wants to hear from
readers in his neighbourhood who would like to join club.

BripgeyMount F.C. want players.—Ted Cooke, 186,
Donegall Rd., Belfast. = .

Your or five players (14-15) wanted for a Canonbury club.

A. 8. Bourne, 39, Douglas Rd., Canonbury, N.

Arthur Peloe, 40, Newcombe St., Anfield, Liverpool, wants
readers (13-14) to join him in forming a club. o

Bob Askew, 8, Nelson St.. Stepney, E., wants to join a
club (15-17); plays right-back. .

A. Wheeler and A. W. Holtham (16 and 17) want to join
a elub in or near London.—Holtham, 3, Lonsdale Rd.,
Barnes, S.W,

F. Delaney

{osc Cottage,
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A’ Magnificent, Extra Long, Complete Story of- Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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The mandril shot out both arms. One paw snatched Baggy’s cap from his head; the other took a firm
grip of his hair. “ Yaroooogh! Leggo, you beast! Yow-ow !’ howled Trimble. (See Chapter 11.)

CHAPTER 1, y ';}?‘ at?laiz 1" agreed tlllle }{xond Ahrtgnu Alun'ustus *Arey.
. ‘houg! am not at all sua ea, 0oys, that you were nob
; On the way to Eastwood House. a twifle too wough on pooah old Twimble—just a twifle, you
£6 Y hat! That’s a jolly good riddance, anyway !” know !
It was Jack Blake, of the Fourth Form at St. “‘Rats!” said Herries emphatlcmllv “ After all, the chap's
" Jim’s, who made this remark, a rotter, a liar, and a funk! He——"
The “jolly good riddance” to which . he “That may 'be ¢ after all,” 7 said Monty Lowther blandly.
referred was the exit frem the compartment at “But it’s certainly not the sum total. For the dear Trimble
Laxham Station of the egregious Baggy Trimble. is also a swanker, a sponger, and——"

NEXT WEDNESDAY'S ISSUE of “‘The Gem ” Library will be the Usual Size and Price, One Penny,

No. 458.. (New Series.) \Iol. 10. Copyright in the Uaited Stafu of America,
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“Oh, cheese it !” struck in Tom Merry. *The silly image
isn’t here now, Montg, and it’s hardly worth while slanging
him behind his back.’

“1 should have the greatest possible pleasure in repeating
my ‘ebservations to Baggy’s repulsive face, Tommy, old son !’
replied Lowther.

* So should 1! said Herries,

Yom Merry grinned.s .

“My only sainted aunt, nobody is going to deny that we
are all jolly well fed up with Trimble !’ he said. ““ But we've
had some fun with him, and I fancy it will be a long time
before he gets chucking about broadcast his blessed invitations
to Trimble Hall again.”

“You're right, Tommy,” said Dighy.
learned a lesson this journey.”

“Trimble,” said Manners sagely, *is one of thoso
merchants who'd never learn anything. He'll be on the brag
again before he's back at St. Jim's ten and a half scconds.”

“There’s one jolly good thing!” said downright Jack
Blake. ‘“We aren’t likely to see the fat beast again before
that, so we may as well give him a rest now!”

But there Blake was wrong. They were to sce Trimble
again long before the new term at 3t. Jim’s began.

.There were seven of them now that the unspeakable Baggy
“had left the company. The Terrible Three were there—Tom
Merry, Monty Lowther, and Harry Manners. So were the
chums of Study No. 6 of the Fourth Form passage—Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, Jack Blake, George Herries, and Robert
Digby. 'They were on their way fo spend Christmas at East-
wood House, the ancestral home of the noble Gussy.

And at one time there had scemed to be a very real danger
that they might have forced upon them the unwelconme com-
pany of Baggy Trimble. .
was not of the tribe

“IHe ought to have

Baggy of George Washington.
Baggy’s lies were as the sands of the seashore for numbes.

r worried about the fact that he was continually con-
tradicting himself, .

Trimble always talked of his home as Trimble Ifall. He
wis never tired of telling about the family portraits in the
pictare-gallery, the suits of armour in the wide hall, the deer
in the spacious park, the fish inthe-gl ing lalie. the aotor-

NOW
it

the seven to keep up their spoof until the very last moment;
and, once relieved of the horrible-dread that they mighs be
forced to spend Christmas with Baggy, they played the game
for all it was worth.

It was only when Trimble left the train that he knew they
were not_coming with him. And exceeding great was the
rgl;cf of Baggy when he did know, For papa and mamma
Trimbie would have made things very warm and uncoinfort-
able for their hopeful son had ke descended upon them, with-
out warning, with seven schoolfellows as guests, )

But now Baggy had gone from their midst, and in the
anticipation of the joliy times that were sure to be theirs
;igmng #© Christmas ot Fastwood House, they forgot about
1m.

“ I say, you fellows, Jook there ! cried Dighy on a sudden.

The train was thundering over a high viaduct, under which
ran a broad highway. . ’

Spread out along the highway was a decidedly interesting
procession.

et 7

There were caravans, quite a number of them.  There
were led horses, there was an  immenge clephant; and,
squatting by the side of a man who drove four pomnies

lm.l‘imsscd to an open cart, was a_hig brown bear,
“;\‘Iy ‘ha‘(’, 1's a giddy civeus 7 said Manners.
Can’t be anythmg else, though it’s a bit late in the vear
for a circus,” Tom Merry aid. T
they are on their way into winter quarters somc-
re,” remarked Jack Blake,
J‘hm s & jolly old bear.” said Flerries,
vn‘l.l chumiey with the chap in the cart.”
. An’ loek at the elephant,” chimed in Arthur Augustus.
He's a weally fine animal.” I could fancy myself in a
]10‘\\‘(111}1 on his back, woamin’ v o ’
‘Tt would be a bit more of a real how-d"ye-do if vou found
vourself on the other side of the bear—not his back you
know, hut his waistcoat—or where his waistcoat would be if
be wore one—being hugged, Gustavu
“Oh, you cwass ass. Lowt !
T said howdah ™ Qnite & (ewor
what a howdah is, you nttah idiot?
" Something like a v\‘ig\valm, only more o, isn't i

“

“Ie scems no

cars. the horses, the bowing flunkeys, eager to do his hghtest™
bidding, and the enthusiastic and devoted tenantry which
waorghipped the Trimbles after the old feudal fashion.

But Trimble’s real home was a quite respectable though by
no means imposing villa in the small town of Laxham, not
many miles from Eastwood House.

Towards the end of the term just ended, Baggy, in
desperate need of ready money, had sought to raise it by
issuing invitations to every likely lender to come and spend
Christmas at Trimble Hall.

¥verybody had refused, more or less politely, which was
exactly what Baggy had counted upon. Among those who
were more polite was Arthur Augustus, who had been
hetrayed by his natural civility into the false step of saying
ihat he would have been very pleased to accept but for the
i’:\‘ct that he had asked a number of fellows to gc home with
IN

Baggy saw his chance.
to it ke the leech he was.

As D'Arey couldn’t go home with him, he would go home
with D’Arcy. Tt seemed to Baggy an eminently desirable
avrangement. To Arthur Augustus it seemed, on the con-
'v, objectionable beyond words. = There was scarcely a

cliow at St. Jim’s whom Gussy would not have preferred to
introduce to his family circle as a {riend rather than the
unspeakable Baggy.

But the fine old motto, “ Noblesse oblige,” ruled all Gussy's
actions. Not even to Baggy Trimble could he be rude in a
matter such as this, invelving the sacred rights of hospitality.

The dreadful thing would have to be!

Tt was Monty Lowther, always ingenious, who perccived a
way out.

Ore after another the seven went to Baggy. Iach told
Lim the same tale. On reconsideration, each had changed his
mind, and would be no end pleased to visit Trimble Iall.

A surprise awaited them. Baggy took it all coolly. ITe
never turned a hair,

Monty Lowther came in for a very bad time. Ilis schemo
was denounced by his chums as the rottenest ever devised,
worthy only of a born idiot. : )

Lowther himself, though hoping for the best, had some
vory anxious moments.

But as the time for departure drew near Baggy's bluff

"failed him. He was very plainly on tenterhooks.

He tried all sorts of stratagems to choke off his guests,
The plain truth would have been best, of course. But the
plain truth was never in Baggy Trimble’s line.

The fact that Laxham, where Baggy lived, was on the same
Iine as Easthorpe, the station for Eastwood House, enabled
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13 4 ther<Shell. _grinning,. <1
though, Gussy. jou aren’t over and above poTi'tf}{t:i ;Gg%f“‘“&
guests, are you? ¢ Cwass ass” and ‘uttah idiot * don't strike
me as epitiiets worthy of that repose which mavks the ('-‘;ié
of Vere!” o

“ Scwway, deah bhoy !

“What's that?” ~

A yell, not unlike the war-cry of a Red Indian, had pierced
the air from sonrewhere behind them.

“ So]unda_ like voung Wally,” said Herries.

Ja('.,.( Blnkv,r\.\ ho had managed to secure the best position af
the window when the whole seven them had crowded to
1t to ook out at the eircus, contrived to serew his head round
cnough to see,

“Ttis Wally ! Stop that. vou vo ss ! &

Now some of the oihers could Eil:(])nsge:j&i.nd };‘})1 ro?u‘f_}, t ail
ahout the circus—out of sich s Hirne ‘he 7 O}go o
X 10 circus—out of sight by this time—when they saw.
ﬂ”{;gcngg? -,C;)f;]a\\?ffjl’pﬁ}rgl;\-llf yLl'l the next coach had been
Hung e L. auc Wally <arey, Lrussy s minor, was trying to

serambico out \zf it .

‘s;{(‘;‘p 1t{}\\ ;:lIyI!, T ordah you t? desist I”’ velled Gussy.

ais 5 ‘o i ;
o Gus | 4\.59! ;:‘.o‘gj to go! ‘Pong.os fallen out!”
owled back the ehrill voice of D’Arcy minor.
i ]1; s all serene, yoplfcllm\'s.' We'll see herdon't get out !™
called another shrill voiee, which sounded like that of Manners
minor.
CPongo ain’t hurt! Look, you silly rotter! Jle's stvoak- -
g aflter the irain like a flash of lightning !” shouted Jame-
son of the Third.

The seven could see Pongo new. .Pongo was Wally’s dog,
not a whit less dear to Wally’s heart because his ancestry
was, to put it in the most polite way. dubious. There was
come terrier in Pongo, but most of him was simply miscel-
laneous dog.

But, whatever might be his defects from the point of view
of a dog-show judge, Pongo could leg it, and he seemed to
have a cat’s allowance of lives. He was apparently none
the woree for his fall from the train, and he was legging
it like one o'clock, as Digby remarked.

He had jumped out of Wally’s arms, excited into frenzy
by the sight of the bear, had turned a triple somersault
down the embankment, but had picked himself up, and was
now racing along, seemingly not a bit the worse for wear.

* Fasten that dooah at once!” shouted D’Arcy major.

“Go and eat coke!” yelled back D’Arey minor.

“T¢’s all serene, I Arcy !’ howled Levison minor.

Pongo was lost to sight now, But the train was slowing
down, and in another minute or two it rolled into Easthorpe

station.,
%d..

But wealiy 2
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« One—two—three! " couﬁted Jolly Nicholas, swinging Wally of the Third in_his lean but strong
) ~ 2 arms. (Seo Chapter 15.) : .

CHAPTER 2.
High Promotion for Gussy!
 EFORE the train had fairly stopped the fags tumbled
out pell-mell. Wally was first, of course, and after
him.came Jameson, Curly Gibson and Joe Frayne,
and Manners minor and Levison minor.

For Wally, like his elder brother, had asked per-

mission to bring ‘a few fellows home with him; and the
bountiful hospitality of Eastwood House had been offered
to and accepted by five of the choicest spirits of the Third.

“Why, theah’s the patah!” cried Arthur Augustus, spot-.

ting the erect, dignified figure of Lord Eastwood upon the
platform.

Wally did not hear, and had evidently .failed to perceive
his father. He was making a rush for the rear end of the
train, and his chums followed -him as one man.

‘“““Ere, come back; young gents! You mustn’t go there!”
yelled a ‘porter, as the half-dozen left the platform.

Wally & Co. heeded not at all. They streaked along by
the side of the line to meet Pongo.

“Oh, weally, patah, this is most awflly good of you,
comin’ to meet us!” said Gussy, clasping his father’s hand
warmly.

Lord Eastwood smiled, and greeted each of his son’s chums
before he answered that.

Then he said:

“I fear you have a disappointment in store, Arthur, my
boy—in fact, something like a series of disappointments. L

Next Wednesday’s Number of “ THE GEM” will be the usual §f
price, 1d. and will contain a Long, Complete S.ory, entitled:

have not come merely to meet you, though I arranged the
time of my going so-that I might see you all befcre I went.”

“Goin’, patah'” gasped Gussy. °'I don’t pwecisely catch®
on. You can't mean—" ’ :

“I am called away by business of the most urgent nature
—business of national importance, I may say. I must take
the next up-train, which is due in a few minutes.

“But you'll be back in a day or two, surely, sir?” said

Jack'”Blake. “Tt wouldn't be half like Christmas without
vou!
_““That is a very nice thing to say, Blake, and I appreciaie
it, because I am sure you mean it. DBut there is no chance
of my absence. extending over less than a week. It may well
last longer.”

““Oh, bai Jove! What wotten luck!”

“Furthermore, affairs at the Front prevent Conway's get-
ting any leave. And your Aunt Clayton is ill, Arthur, which
means that naither she nor your cousin Ethel will be at
Eastwood for Christmas.”

“Oh, weally! How howwid!”

“You will have to play host, my boy, and your school com-
rades will be the only guests. Everything has been prepared
to give you all a good time, and I hope you will have one,

- though the absence of. other guests will naturally be dis-

appointing to you all.” .
They were all disappointed. But in Gussy's cloudy sky

there was a bright rainbow of compensation. .
He was to take his father’s place--to act as host! It was

THE GeM LiBRaRY.—No. 458.

THE THIRD-FORM ;SWEEPSTAK!E!” A
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%ﬁgh]promoﬁon for Arthur Augustus, and it pleased him
iugely.

“You can wely upon me absolutely, sir !’ he said earnestly,
“T flattah myself that in a situation wequiahin’ tact an’
judgment, I am all theah!” ’

““Gustavus in the seats of the mighty !”” murmured Monty
Lowther in the ear of Jack Blake. “It's a bit rotten alto-
gether, but I guess we’ll all manage to enjoy ourselves, and
I'm jolly sure Gussy will!” :

“Just the good litile ass’s line!” answered Blake cheer-
fully. “Well, he can’t do anything very mad, with the
whole crowd of us to look after him!”

Lord Eastwood's smile was a trifte wistful. No one recog-
nised more fully than he did what a thoroughly good fellow
his second son was—honourable, generous to a fault, warm-
learted. But Lord Eastwood had never seen any evidence
of the tact and judgment which Arthur -Augustus looked upon
as his most marked characteristics. - Wally, the wildest young
imp of the Third, had as much of those particular qualities
as the swell of the Fourth.

Now Wally himself rushed up, with Pongo hugged to his
chest. The dog’s tongue hung out, and he was breathing
hard, but otherwise he seemed none the worse either for
Iiis fall or for his frantic chase after the train.

““Hallo, dad! Here’s Pongo! He fell out of the train,
bat he’s all right! I say. he knows you again! Good old
Pongo! I always said he’d got more sense than Gus!”

“But your brother also knew me again, Wally!” replied
Lord Eastwood, smiling. :

ITe patted the mongrel’s head, and shook hands with
Wally and the other Third-Formers, all just a little bit awed.

“Oh, of course, I don’t mean that Gus is really quite such
an out-and-out duffer as all that, but—"

The signal-arm for the up-train clattered down.

“T must cross to the other platform,” said Lord Eastwood.

Then he turned to Tom Merry.

“T want a word 'or two with you, Tom,” he said gravely.

Ile and Tom crossed the bridge together, the others fol- °

lowing at a respectful distance, a litile surprised.  But
Herries did not come yet. e was making tracks for the
guard’s van to retrieve his cherished bulldog, the famous
Towser.

“T know you fellows will tndersiand that I am not desert-
ing you willingly, Tom!” said Lord Eastwoed, in his hearty
way. “I was looking forward to the Christmas in your
company almost as keenly as any of you, I'do believe !”

“We shall miss you no end, sir !’ said Tom quietly.

“Try not to! Make the best of a rather maimed . {estival.
That will please me even more than knowing I am missed.
"This is what I want to speak to you about specially, my
hoy. Arthur is the best of good fellows, but his heart rules
his head. He is apt at times'to be a trifle feather-brained.
i don’t think that is an unkind way of putting it, and I
should not say even so much to most people. He is to ach
as host and head of the house in my absence, and T can trust
him entirely as far as doing all. that. hospitality requires.”

“T think he’ll be all right every way, sir. We'll see that
he does not kick over the traces.” .

““Have you not found it sometimes difficult to_do that
even at St. Jim's? It is hardly likely to be casier, I fear, in
his own home. No, Tom, I cannot Yea\'e it to a committee,
«0 to speak. I must put you in charge. It must be more
er less a secret commission. Arthur’s feelings shall not be
wounded unnecessarily. What I wani you to do is to pro-
jise me that, to the utmost of your power, you will act

ae a check upon any wild schemes he may be disposed to-

initiate. Diplomacy will be needed. Any open display of
authority might do more harm than good. But if a erisis
comes, the aunthority is yours, and you shall have the proof
of that which Arthur will not think of questioning. Do
you accept?” )

“0Of course I do, sir! There isn’t anything on earth I'm
more certain of than that you would not ask me anything
unfair. I'll do iy level best, if there's any need to do
anything. But T do hope there won’t be!”

Tom Merry looked very grave indeed. Lord Eastwood
perceived that, and was pleased by it, for he did not want
a light and easy assent.

“T am sure your ‘best wi
he said.

And his strong hand rested for & moment on the shoulder
of the captain of the Shell with a very fatherly grip. Tom was
curprised to find himself swallowing down a lump that had
somehow come into his throat.

A more suspicions and less generous fellow than Arthur
Angnstus miight have had his suspiciens aroused by this
talk between his father and Tom Merry. But Gussy did
xiot trouble his noble mind about it at a11).

ITe was busied upon what seemed to him a most important
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matter—no less than the impressing of his new importance
%}l)(_)l‘::l the none too easily-impressed mind of Wally of ihe

hird, .

“You undahstand, Wally? The patah is called away!”

“What's the odds? He’s coming back again, ain’t he?”

“He will be away ovah Chwistinas, an’ old Conway hasn’t
got leave !”

“Righto, Gus! T see what you're geiting at now. There’s
got to be a boss of the show. just to give orders and all
that, and, of course, the job’s a bit above your giddy weight.
You needn’t worry a serap. I'll take it onl!”

Perhaps Arthur Augustus should have been prepared for
this exceedingly cool offer. He should have known Wally’s
little ways quite well by this time. But-the swell of St
Jim’s had a wonderful capacity for being surprised, and
Wally’s audacity filled him with amazement.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. ‘I nevah heard such uttahly
sillay wot in all my life! You are simply a kid. It is
uttahly imposs that you should take the patah’s place! I
shall do that, natchuwally. And you had bettah undabstand
that fwom the outset!” .

Wally’s chums were grinning broadly. Even the face of
Pongo scemed to wear a grin.

“Don’t get your wool off, kid ! said the unflustered Wally.
“We can settle this all right later on. No need to worry the
governor about it.”

“T¢ is alweady settled, Wally !”

“Rats, Gus! You didn’t properly catck on, I reckon.
You couldn’t boss a.giddy cats’ home. You always make a
silly mucker of anything you take on—you know you do |5

“T object in the stwongest possible mannah to such in-
juwious and wepwehensible wemarks, Wally !”

*“Oh, go and cat coke!”

““Bai Jove, 1 must appeal to the patah, then!”

“ Just like you!” retorted Wally hotly. “Go and sneak
before I've done anything !™

The dispute was cut short by the incoming train. Lord
Eastwood had a guard of honour to his compartment.

He stood looking down at the ring of cageér young faces,
and smiled. Perhaps he was thinking that the inevitable
gaps left by the havoc of the war would be filled by the right
sort of stuff as long as the schools of the country sent out such
as his sons and their chums to uphold the honour of Britain.

Wally pushed to the front through the crowd, still bugging
Pongo closely to his chest.

“Y say, dad! That ass, Gus—I mean, you know, Gus says
that I've got to knuckle under and do just what he tells me.
That's not right, is it? Here, I say, dad, I want a straight
answer, you know. It’s a jolly serious thing for me. I'd
sconer have stopped at the sehool for Christmas than have old
ass Gus bossing me about!” s

“In my absence and Conway’s, your brother Arthur natur-
ally takes his place as head of the house, Walter. I do not
suppose—"’ . .

*“Tt ain’t a bit of good supposing, dad! I jolly well know
old Gus!” ’ o

“ Weally, Wally!”

“Rats to you! I say, dad—"

But the train had begun to move. There was no time for
Lord Eastwood to shake hands with anyone.” But his right
hand touched Wally’s face with something like a caress, and
over the youngster’s head he shot at Gussy a glance which
said plainly: )

“Go easily with him!”

Gussv had no wish to {yrannise over his minor.
warted was that Wally should admit his authority. But un-
for:}unat.ely that was about the last thing' Wally intended
to do.- - -

The train rolled out amid a ringing salvo of cheers, and
Lord Fastwood waved his hand from the window until he
was lost-to sight. ’ ,

“Dad’s all right-ho—he’s jolly well one of the best!” spoke
Wally of the Third in the ear of Frank Levison. ‘‘Gus ain’t
really a bad sort cither. But he’s pottv, you know. He
wants somebody to look after him.
to do 1t!"” .

Levison minor grinned. - "

On the whole, it scarcely seemed likely thai the seats of the
mighty would prove quite so comfortable to Arthur Augustus
as lic was expecting to find them. . . )

. CHAPTER 3,
Wally Causes Trouble. -

“ EAH we are, deah boys! Of course, you undah-
stand why the motahs aren’t’in evidence? The
patah sent them all to the Wed Cwoss, you know,
evah so long ago.” ’

. “We know—we knows, Gustavus, old ass,”
said Jack Blake politely.
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“And we shouldn't mind a scrap if we had to walk,” added
Digby.

“No need for that, Dig! We can all pile into this old
wattletwap, an’ the fags will have plenty of woom in the
othah. Hewwies, I should weally be extwemely obliged if
you would be kind enough to keep that feahful beast fwom
sniffin’ at my twousahs in that vewy thweatenin’ mannah!”

Towser was really no moere a fearful beast than the well-
hung and coemfortable carriages were rattleiraps. But allow-
ances had always to be made for Gussy’s picturesque methods
of expression. ‘

Herries looked at his chum rather more in anger than in
SCITOW.

“My hat, Gussy!” he said. “You can’t talk like that,
you know! Old Towser's a guest, like the rest of us.
asked you if you’d mind my bringing him, and you said ‘ Net
a bit.” "

““What Gussy meant,” said Monty Lowther solemnly, ¢ was
‘not a bite.”” '

“Bai Jove, what an uttahly w'etched jcke, Lowthah!
Yaas, Hewwies, deah bey, I know I agweed to Towsah’s
coming, so, of course, he is weally a guest. But, you see, 1
can’t possibly have my guests bitin’ my twousahs!”

“Do you think anyone would want te, idiot? None of us,
for a dead cert; and-old Towser's got as much sense as auny
of us. Why, if he was seen dead with a bit of anything so
jolly loud as those bags of yours between his teeth, he'd-—he’d
dic of shame, poor old chap!” ’

¢ After which, as our esteemed friend Towser isn’t a cat, he
might really be dead,” said Lowther blandly.

Gussy looked down at the maligned trousers. which were
in reality not in the least loud, but quite a tasteful shade of
grey. ; .

“Iurry up, you old fogies!” yelled Wally.

Ile and his fag contingent had already scrambled into one
of the carriages. It was the one which Gussy intended they
should have; but in justice to Wally’s independent spirit, it
may be said that he did not know that. IIad he known it,
he would certainly have gone for the other.

“We wefuse to be huwwied, Wally,”
Augustus. “Theah is plentay of time.”

Gussy jammed the famous -monocle into his eye, and re-
garded his cheeky younger.brother with all the severity of
which he was capable.

**Oh, rats to your old window-pane! Nobody cares about
that, and you know jolly well you can’t reaily see through it.
you silly donkey! We're in a hurry if you ain’t, and vou'd
better get a move ‘on you, because we're going to race you.
Aren’t we, Binks?”

The appeal was to the driver, a weatherbeaten man of some
thirty years beyond the military age limit.

Binke grinned -at the youngster sitting beside him. .

“1 dunno as I mind, Master Walter,”  said Binks; “but
Mr. Willis wouldn't ear of it, an’ he might ask his lordship
to give your 'umble the sack if we tried it on.” .

Mr. Willis was the head coachman, a most dignified
personage, who sat bolt upright on the box-seat of the drag
into which the older fellows were clambering.

““Oh, rats to old Willis1” said the irreverent Wally. “I'll
put it right with-the old buffer.”

Then he yelled:

“T say, Willis, old cock, we’ll race you, and give you to the
station gates for a start, if you like! Only do hurry up and
get a move on you!”

“T should not dream of such a thing, sir,” answered Willis,
in measured tones. ‘‘His lordship would not approve.”

“You're no sport, that's what’s the matter with you!"
shouted Wally. ““Gus, old ass, you drive that shebang, and
we'll race. The winner to boss the show while the governor's
away. Is it a go?”

. ‘“Most assuahedly it is not, Wallay! The vewy suggestion
is simplay widic. I am the pwopah wepwesentative of the
family duwing the patah’s absence, and I am not in the vewy
least inclined to hand ovah the weins to——" )

“Who- asked -you to hand over the reins, idiot? T said
you'd better take.them, as old Willis hasn't got any sport in
him.. But I s’pose you and the rest of the old fogies would
rather jog along at his pace, just as if you were going to a
funeral. That ain’t our style, you bet! Gee up, Binky !”

“I say, you kids, what about your luggage?” sang out
Manners.

“That’s all secrene. Why should we trouble when old ass
Gus is head cook and bettle-washer? It-comes in his giddy
department, of course. Ta-ta, ancients! Sec you some timo
before to-morrow, I suppose ?”

Binks was grinning broadly as he drove off, though he was
careful to keep his face furned from the august Willis.
Before they were out of the station yard Wally bad snatched
the reins from Binks' grasp.

replied  Arthur
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“Look after Pongo, Trank:.” he said to Levison minor,
who had squeezed in beside him.

“Pongo’s all right.” replied the junicr addressed. “I'm
not jolly well going to hang on to his collar all the way.”

A single term at St. Jim’s had done much for Levison
minor. His footing among the leading spivits of the Third
was in no manner of doubt.

There wac plenty of room: for all the Shell and Fourth
Form fellows in the drag. .Their belongings were being
transferred from the platform to a luggage-cart. Arthur
Augustus stood up by Willis, and superintended the proceed-
ings. No one had been at all keen on that seat by the side
of the. stiff-backed Willis.

- ““Wheah's my suit-case?” Gussy demanded. scanning the
almost completed pile throngh his monocle.

“Are you blind, ass?" asked Digby politely.
on top of my cld black trunk.”

“That is not the one 1 mean, Digbay. I mean the one I
bought the othah day, with the patent locks an’ my initials
in wed on it. Has anybody seen that?”

“Yes, I have,” answered Monty Lowther, and added in a
whisper to Tom Merry: “I saw it the day when the dear old
ass bought it.”

“Fverythink’s on now, sir,” the head porter assured Gussy,
touching his forelock as he spoke. “ An' that there one's all
right. I remember puttin’ of him on myself.”

“Thanks, Casbon. Ieah ycu are, my fwiend. an’ you can
settle with the west.™

The head porter would have no difficulty in settling with
his two aides, for the tip was a generous one. .

“Thank you, sir; thank vou kindly! Merry Christmas to
all you young gents!”

They shouted good wishes in return.

“Dwive off, Willis!"” commanded Arthur Augnstus.

And the order was cbeyed with such prompitude that next
moment Gussy was swinging outside the drag by his hands, -
with his grey trousers in contact with the fore-wheel.

“Ow—yow !” he howled. ‘“Weally, Willis——"

- Tom Merry reached over, seized him by the collar, and
yanked him aboard.

“I was not aware that vou had not sat down, siv,” said
Wiilis stifly. " If you will excuse my saving so, sir, it would
have been wiser to sit down before—-—" .

“0Oh, yaas, Willis. Quite so,” agreed Gussy, almost
humblzy. “But weally, you know, it's made a howwid mess
of my bags, you know!”

“That, sir, is & pity; but T regavd it as fortunate that rou
have sustained no personal damage,” said Willis.

Conversation on these lines had no charms for Gussy. He
dried up.

The drag was finely horsed, and the two blacks betiveen
the shafts made light of their load.

Wally & Co. had had quite a good start; but from the
first it was evident that they would scon be overhauled. '

D’Arcy minor looked back over his shoulder as he heard
the clatter of the blacks’ hoofs on the broad highway behind.

“(+ec up!” he shouted. And used his whip to the bavs
he drove. ’

“1 say, Master Walter, they ain’t used to—""

“Shurrup, Binky! I sha’n’t hurt thern. But do you think
I'm going to have my brother getting ahead? Not jolly
well likely t”

“*Tain’t. much good, Master Wally. The drag's built for
faster travellin’ than this, an’ them blacks have got the legs
of my ’osses any day.”

“We'll see!” snapped Wally. “(lome up. my beauties!
Put your beef into it! That's the styvle! Got your pea-
shooters ready, you chaps?”

“What do you think?” yelled back Manners minor.

Peashooters were produced. In spite of all Wally's efforts
the drag was fast drawing up te them.

“Don’t whip them like that, Wally you young wascal!
The patah—-"

“GGo and eat coke, Gus!”

Wally was not really doing much whipping, The lash
might be flying all the time, but it was seldom it touched
the satin skins of the bays. ;

“8'pose I pull right- across ’em, Binky?”

“You can't do.that, Master Wally! Why, there’'d be a
smash-up if you did!” -

“Oh, rats! Can’t old Willis drive?”

“ Might not pull ’em up in time, you know, sir, an’ if he
didn’t it would be a nasty mess.”

“Oh, dash it! We're getting. to Barnt FHill, and the
beastly up grade will give them a better chance than ever.”

“They’re going to pass us, anyway, old man,” said Frank
“Not wour fault. They've got the best horses,

“There it is,

that's ail.” =
“Shall we give ’em a volley now?'
Manners.

i

chouted Reggio
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Waily glanced back.

*Not for a minute or twe. Wait till they’re about ten
yvards nearer,” he said, with all the coolness of a veteran
general,

“PBags Lowther for mine,” said little Joe Frayne. “'E
ain't really a bad sort; but ‘e is so funny, aw’ I'd like to
cop ’'im one }” ?

When Frayne was excited he wWas apt to relapse into the
epecch of his old Arab days, though he had learned better
by this time,

“Lowther ain’t really funny at all. He only fancies he
is,”” growled Manuers minor. *‘Bags my major! DBut
don’t mind who else shoots at him, too. The si]]ly ass won't
get more than he deserves, anyway.”

“T say, look there!” cried Levison minor.

On the top of the hill they were now ascending, looking
positively gigantic against the skyline, appeared the elephant
they had seen from the train. Behind it showed one big
vellow caravan. The rest of the procession was as yet hidden
by the hill.

“They’re going to camp on Barnt Common !” eried Wally,
in excitement. “Oh, good egg! I didn’t think we'd have
the luck to see them again, though I might have known
they were coming this way.”

““Now, then, Wally, get ovah to the left; do you heah?
We want to pass!” yelled Arthur Augustus.

The road was a wide one. But Wally's tactics in keeping
to the middle of it lent an element of risk to any attempt
to pass him.

D’Arcy minor glanced round once more, and saw that the
drag was within a few yards.

“Let ’em have it !”'-he howled.
off their peashooters.

The small, hard missiles ratiled upon the hats and smote
the faces of the fellows behind.

If that had been all, it would not have mattered.

But it was not all

*“Qw—yow! Yaroooogh!” howled Lowther.

Joe Frayne was a dead shot with a peashooter, and
Lowther had just opened his mouth to speal when Joe fired.
The sudden entry into his open mouth of a pea travelling

(2]

And his Litile band loosed

_at a considerable veloeity changed the tenor of his remarks

in a marked fashion.

Wally & Co., who refused, as a rule, to admit Lowther's
claim to be considered a humorist, thought him really funny
just then.

“Hang it, that caught me in the eye!” growled Herries.

“ Wallay, you young wascal, I will give you the most
feaful twashin’ of youah life—"

“Stop it, kids!” sang out Tom Merry,
the horses !”

But the warning came too late. )

At the same instant a pea hit Willis in one eye, causing
him to blink both optics, and another stung up the sensitive
nostrils of the near side horse.

]_'I:he black reared. The other horse began to plunge and
cick.

Axthur Augustus added to the confusion by a {rantic attempt
to snatch the reins from the hands of Willis. It would have
been all right had Willis, who was blinded for the moment,
Iet go. But Willis didn’t.

*Oh, look out where you're coming to!"” yelled Jameson.

“You'll be on top of us!” howled Curly Gibson.

The black brought his forefeet to ground again within a
few inches of the wheel of the other carriage, narrowly
cscaping serious damage to his knees. His partner swerved
inwards. Willis and Gussy both tugged hard at the reins.
It was sheer luck that both pulled in the same direction.

The pair of mettlesome blacks shot forward. For a moment
a collision seemed certain.

But Wally kept his head in the moment of peril, and colli-
&lon was averted.

Then from ahead of them—very close ahead—came a weird
cound.

The elephant threw up his great trunk and t{rumpeted
long and loudly.

The two bays, already alarined, made a dash forward,
passed the drag, avoided the huge beast by inches, and bolted
wildly downhill. )

CHAPTER 4.
Tom Merry Bas To Use His Fists.

ILLIS pulled the blacks up just in time.
The man who was lcading the elephant beat the
great animal about the trunk with a stick that

was more like a club. His language as he did so
was anything but choice. He cursed the elephant,
the horzes, Willis, the boys, and everybody and everything
concerned with a_ varicty of ocaths which pointed to his
TrE GEm LiBR4ARY.—No. 458,
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polssession of a full vocabulary in this direction, if in ne
other.

*“Bai Jove, it’s sickening ! That bwute ought to be stopped,
you know,” said Arthus Augustus, always hotly resentful
at the ill-treatment of an animal.

“Well, I guess the elephant will stop him, when he feels
be’s had enough,” said Lowther. ‘‘An elephant knows a
thing or two, and is big enough to look after himseif.”

‘“Rate, Monty!” said Tom Merry sharply. “ Gussy's
right. Stop that game, you fellow! Do you hear?”

The elephant’s obstinacy was arcused, and he showed no
sign of being willing to budge. He planted his great feet
firmly, and his little eyes gleamed with a lurid red light. It
looked rather dangerous for the man who was maltreating
him. But probably the fellow knew, or thought he kuew,
just how far he could go. ]

Elephants. will stand a great deal from these put in autho-
rity over them. But they have a wenderfully Keen sense
of justice, and a marvellous memory.

A savage blow upon the trunk, which is far more sensitive
than most parts of an elephant’s huge carcass, caused the
animel to trumpet shrilly, and still farther aroused Tom
Merry's ire.

Tom jumped out of the drag.

‘“Stop that!” he said hotly; and his hands clenched.

The fellow, a short, thick-set man, who looked as if the
Army were the right place for him at such a time, scowled,
swore, and struck the elephant again.

The spectators were breathless for a moment. Nct one of
them all but believed the huge animal would seize his
tormentor in his trunk, and dash him to the ground, so
fierce was his aspect. )

But he did not. And it seemed that the feliow had no fear
that he would. Whether his lack of fear was due to know-
ledge of the animal or to sheer ‘insensibility they could not
gness.

“You leave 'im to take care of hisself!” eaid the man
surlily. “’E's big enough an’ ugly enough, I reckon! I’ll
break the ’ulkin’ great pig’s spirit for “im, ‘I promise yow!
An’ after I've done with him Yl attend to you, younyg bhantam
cock, if you give me any more of your lipi”

He tugged at the elephant again—an effort which had gbout
as much effect as the push of a bluebottle might have done. A
dozen men could not have stirred the huge beast once he
had made up his mind to stand fast,
to have made up his mind now.

The fellow lifted his stick again.

“Better not!” snapped Tom Merry. “I don't believe he'll
stand any more. And if he will, T tell you straight T won't}”

“You? What's it got to do with you, whipper-snapper?”
hooted the man ferociously. '

“ Anybody’s
sort,” replied Tom firmly.

“Well, you've protested, so your bit's done! Now get
Ob'ltl of the bloomin’ road, or I shall use you to wipe it up
with!”

And the fellow shouldered Tom roughly aside.

It was more than Tom Meiry could stand. His blood was
at boiling-point.

* Put up your fists!” he cried.

**Why, wot are you talkin' about. you young fool? I
could eat ‘arf a dozen like you beforec breakfast!™

“I'm not asking you to eat me!” retorted Tom hotly.
“Bu'\:-,l won't be shoved about by a hlackguardly lout like

ou!

Willis was locking very grave, yet not wholly disapproving.
The other St. Jim’s fellows came tumbling out of the drag,
and ranged themselves by Tom’s side.

Now, too, the circus folk began to come up. Among them
was the man by whom the.bear had sat—a man with a long,
melancholy face, who looked as if the very idea of making a
joke would hurt his feelings. He wae, as a matter of fact,
the circus’ chief eclown—which shows how deceptive
appearances may be.

*“He's above your weight,
anxiously.

“I don’t care a hang about that!” replied Tom, wiith a
touch of impatience. “ Perhaps the brute can lick me. He's
welcome to try; but I sha'n’t take it lying down, anyway!”

Tom Merry was anything but quarrelsome. But he
evidently meant figchting now, and nothing that his chums
could say or do was likely to have any effect upon his
determination.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said the melancholy man, addressing
the company in general Then he turned to the elephant.
*“What's wrong, Tamerlane, old man?” he asked kindly, and
the great animal, a mecment before so furious, lowered his
trunk, and touched his friend ever so gently on the shoulder
with the tip of it.

“We'd better get off the road, hadn’t we, old boy—eh?”

Tom,” whispered Manners
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Tom Merry snatched up a heavy stick from the rack, and dealt the bsar a lusty blow, while Qussy beat

at the animal’s back with his fists.

(See Chapter 22.) -

went on the clown, and Tamerlane suffered himself to be led
off quietly. Indeed, he could scarcely be said to be led off,
for he followed his friend as a dog might have done.

The short man was removing his jacket when the clown
came back.

“Here, I say, Blader, what’s this meah?” asked the clown
sharply.

-“I'm goin' to give tiis interferin’ young ’ound the lcsson
of 'is blooming life!”

“Well, look out for the sack after it, that’s all!” answered
the clown, with a shrug of his high shoulders. “It ain't
likely to please the boss, you know. As for the young
gentleman, I kind of fancy hé can take care of himself,
Blader. Oh, I'm quite well aware that you reckon yourself
a bit of a bruiser! But there’s no science about .you—no
science; an’ what's a fighting-man without that?”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I do not considah that you are in
the vewy least bound to accepi a challenge fwom an awful
outsidah like that!” protested Gussy.

“Gustavus is right for once, Tom. It isn’t really backing
down, you know,”” said Jack Blake.

Lowther and Manners were silent. They, at least, knew
that when Tom Merry's face took on that utterly dogged
look argument with him was sheer waste of breath.

Tom was as reasonable as most fellows. But he could at
times be as obstinate as anybody. The attitude of the man
Blader had fairly made his blood boil. It was not now a
question of whether he ought to fight. He wanted to fight,
and he meant to fight!

Off came his coat and waistcoat, and he rolled up his shirt-

Next Wednesday's Number of “ THE GEM " will be the usual &6
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sleeves. The arms thus revealed were by no means puny.
The muscle rippled on them. But Blader's were twice as
thick, and looked hard enough for anything.

“Ready, cock-sparrow?” asked Blader sneeringly.

“ Quite,” Tom replied coolly.

Blader came on with a rush, arms going wildly. Tt was
easy to see that the clown was right in saying that he lacked
science.  But his strength and his toughness had to be
reckoned with, and theso qualities made of him an opponent
by no means to be despised. No boy could be expected to
stand up against many blows from those big fists, and it
scarcely seemed likely that a boy’s blows would make much
impression on the fellow's tough body.

But Tom Merry’s chums knew how hard Tom could hit,
and if they were not absolutely confident, they were at least
hopeful. s

Tom ducked and dodged, avoiding the swinging punches:
then he got in a straight hard left, that-took Blader full on
the jaw. The man was plainly surprised, and even a little
staggered.

But he rushed in again. His guard was of the poorest
description; but for a moment or two he kept Tom so busy
side-stepping, ducking, and dodging, that the boy had no
chance to take advantage of this fault, .

Above all things he had to avoid letting Blader get to
grips with him.  Once locked in the fellow's powerful
embrace, Tom Merry would have had small chance, But
Tom knew that, and acted on his knowledge.

The road gave plenty of space for manceuvring, and he
seemed as elusive as an eel. Blader wasted a tremendous
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smount of effort in punching at something which was never
there to be landed upon when his fists should have landed.

o panted, and wasted breath in cureing, aleo. Tom was
Jeading him a pretty dance, and Tom’s chums cheered their
champion to- the echo, while from some of the circus folk
also came shouts of encouragement for the younger com-
batant. It almost seemed as though the cireus in general did
not quite love Blader!

Now the straight left did its deadly work again, It too%
Blader fairly under the jaw. Stocky as he was, it lifted him
off his feet.  He staggered backward, and fell all asprawl.

Tom Merry dropped his arms to his sides. :

“T don't suppose you're licked,” he said, “or that you'd
be willing to own it if you were. But there doesn’t seem
any nced to fight to a finish. So, if you are satisfied, I am.”

“Will T stop now, an’ not pay you for that, d’ye think?"
howled Blader. ’

He jumped to his feet, his face purple with rage, and, with
a.foul oath, made in again at the St. Jim’s junior, trying to
grapple him. )

Tom had all his work cut out to avoid being clinched. In
fine condition though he was, he puffed a bit before that
attempt was finally defeated.

But defeated it was at length. Blader ceased to strive for
a hold, and came on again with fists going in windmill fashion.

Then once more the straight left—the straight left, with all
the vigour and all the weight of an athlete’s body behind it!

Down crashed Blader, and even Tom’s own chums gasped

_in eurprise. Not cne grown man in fifty could have struck

a shrewder blow than that.
“Hurrah! That’s done him!”
“Bravo, Tom!”’

“(Oh, well played, St. Jim's!”

“Bwavo, indced, Tom Mewwy !
beitah blow myself!”

“My hat, Gussy, when it comes to blowing—""

“0Oh, dwy up, Lowthah, pway! Why, what's that abomin-
able wascal—-"’

Blader had jumped to his feet, pauting hard, his face
fiendish with rage. He rushed at Tom Merry, and kicked
with all his force. -

Had the kick got home, it might well have broken Tom's
leg. But it did not get home. A long, skinny leg, clothed in
trousers frayed at the bottoms and very shabby otherwise,
shot out, hooked the leg of the cowardly brute from under
him, and sent him to carth with a resounding thwack.

It was the clown who had thus interposed. But the clown
seemed to be a modest man, who had no desire to brag about
bis promptness of action. For next moment he stood with his
hands thrust deeply into his pockets and his melancholy face
void of any expression whatever, looking as though he was the
Jeast likely man there to have done anything on the spur of
the moment—or, indeed, to have done anything at all.

Blader lay for a moment half-stunned, and no one offered a
hand to help him up. No one appeared to be particularly
concerned as to whether he ever got up.

But there mnst have been an old feud between him and the
<Jown. For when he did rise, unsteadily and plainly shaken,
to his feet, he made for the long, melancholy man at once.

“T'1 kill you for that, Jolly Nicholas!"” he hooted.

Jolly Nicholas appeared to have some slight objection to
be killed at once. He dodged, and took shelter behind the
pony-cart he had been driving.

Jack Blake and Herries clutched Blader; but he shook
them both off, and Herries went sprawling in the road. He
caught at Arthur Augustus in a vain attempt to preserve his
own balance. All he managed was to bring Gussy to earth
with him.

“Hang it, you silly idiot!
Herries.

“Yawoooogh !
at my clobbaht”

‘But-nobody looked at Gussy’s “clobbah.”
turned upoh the big brown bear.

He had tumbled all in & heap out of the pony-cart. Now
he rose on his hind legs, with a low growl, and faced the
attacker of his friend, Jolly Nicholas.

The beast’s eyes were bloodshot and angry.
evidently a triflc alarmed, backed a little.
on, .

‘Then the clown, fearful of what Bruin might do in bhis

wrath, moved forward, and came within Blader’s reach.

In his eraving for revenge, the fellow forgot his own danger.
He grabbed Nichlas by the arm.

Next moment he found himself locked fast in the embrace of
the bear.

“Call the brute off, Nick! He'll kill me !
he howled. .

“Here, Butternut, Buticrnut, old pal, easy does it!”
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Nicholas coaxed; he did not order. It was plain that he
knew his influence over the bear had its limits. ;

Butternut growled, and gave Blader a squeeze that made
him howl.

“T say, I say, what’s all this shemozzle?” demanded an
authoritative voice.

A tall, weather-beaten, upstanding man of fifty- or more,
\v;t_h moustache beginning to turn grey, strode up, flicking a
whip. .

Egen the bear seemed to recognise him as one having
command. The beast’s grip on Blader relaxed, and the fellow,
panting for breath, squirmed away.

CHAPTER 5
Fraak Levison’s Pluck.

SAY, Wally, these beggars are running away with
us!”
It was Frank Levison who spoke, in some excite-

ment, but by no means unduly alarmed. N

“Think I don’t know that, dotter?” replied Wally
through clenched teeth. .

“Give me 7old of the rcins, Master Walter "’ urged Binks.

“Rats !’

The bays might be running away, but Wally was not
going to admit that they had mastered him. He braced his
feet against the splashboard, and tugged with all hijs strength
at the reins; and, youngster as he was, Wally of the Third
was no weakling.

Tt scemed little short of a miracle that collision with one or
another of the circus vehicles was avoided.  Wally's chums
were quite ready to believe that all the credit was due to his
driving. Binks knew better.  The bays, excited as they
were, avoided by instinet the danger which threatened.

“Oh, hang! That puts the lid on it!"

A sudden swerve had dragged the reins of the off horse from
Wally’s hands. .

The danger was increased tenfold. At any instant the horse
might catch his legs, and the chances were that the stout
Jeather would stand the strain just long enough to send the
bay plunging forward, and bring about a complete smash.

All that Wally could do was to sit tight, grit his teeth, and
hope for the best.  Binks was equally powerless. He was
too old and stiff for anything in the way of an acrobatic per-
formance.

But there remained Levison minor. and before cither the
old man or the boy realised what he meant to do ke was
acting.

Round the splashboard he squirmed somehow. An extra
jolt must have shaken him off and sent him crashing to the
ground, for the wheels to pass over him; but he never seemed
to think of that.

Now he was lying along the back of the near horse. The
animal felt the weight, resented it, and plunged. But Frank
clung on with knees and hands. = Not his own safety alone,
but the safety of all his chums, depended npon his sticking
tight, and that knowledge nerved him.

He did not hurry. To hurry might have been fatal. But
he lost no time, though to the anxicus watchers his move-
ments appeared terribly deliberate.

And now he had a hold on the loose reins, Carefully he
drew them up, alert to avoid any chance of their tripping up
the horse.

He shifted back a little, the reins in one hand.
“Catch, Wally!” he cried; and his voice did not shake a

{3

bit. :

Nor did the hands of Wally of the Third shake. He caught
the reins deftly.

The mouths of those behind were open to cheer, but they
hield back from shouting. The danger was not all over yet,
Frank Levison had to regain his place.

Curly Gibson admitted afterwards that he shut his eyes,
afraid to look. Joe Frayne would own to no more than a
blink ; but it must have been a wet blink, for it left tears
running down little Joe’s face. Jameson said that Reggic
Manners, with mouth and eyes wide open, looked like a dying
codfish ; Manners minor retorted that a picce of chalk might
have made a black mark on the cheecks of Jameson, so pale
did he go. ’

But 1t was not of his own danger that any one of the four
thought, and the fears they felt evidenced no cowardice.

Now they cheered with the full strength of their lungs.
heedless of the effect upon the frightened horses, for Frank
was safely back in his place,

* Shut up, you dotters!” cried Wally,

His voice was shaky now, but the young hands that gripped
the reins were firm.

The road began to sweep upwards again, The pace of the
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bays slackened just a trifle.  They were getting a trifle fed-up
with running away, it seemed. :

“It will be all right in half a mo, Binky,” said Wally
cheerily. .

“An’ no thanks to me, Master” Walter,” answered the old
man, with a touch of bitterness,

Poor old Binks had felt keenly his helplessness!

Wally did not answer that till he had the horses well in
hand. Then he pulled them round, and set their faces back-
wards again.

“If you try to make out it was any way your fault, Binky,
IIl—T11 jolly well punch your silly old head!” he said
fiercely.

“Hear, hear!” shouted those behind, in chorus.” “We all
know Binks wasn't to blame, and we’ll jump on anyone who
says he was!”

Binks seemed easier in mind after that.

“You're a giddy hero, Franky!” said D'Arcy minor, in
tones of the most wholehearted admiration.

“Rather!” chimed in Manners minor.

“You can jolly well bet none of us is ever going to forget
this, young Levison!" said Jameson.

“I never saw nothing pluckier,” said Joe Frayne.

And if Curly Gibson failed to add anything to the chorus, it
was only because the lump in his throat was too big. He
leaned over and patted Frank on the back.

Levison minor did not mind that so much, but the out-
spoken praise made him feel very uncomfortable. He
blushed until his face, already scarlet, was almost beetroot in
colour.

In his mind, perhaps. was the thought, “T wish Ernic coull
have been here!” For through thick and thin, through
good report and ill report—not that there was much in the
way of good report where FErnest Levison was concerned—-
Frank clung loyally to his black sheep brother. - He knew

how glad Ernest Levison would have been to see him making -

good among the fags in this way, but he did not realise that
his brother, was far too clever not to be well aware that he
had already found his feet in the Third. And, with all his
faults, Levison major had heart enough to rejoice at that.

“What are we going back for, Wally?” he asked.

“Oh, only to see if that old donkey of a Willis has
slaughtered my major and the rest of the old fogics!” replied
Wally.  “They ought to have been along before now!”

Wally was really more than a little bit anxious; but it was
not Wally’s way to let his feelings be seen too plainly.

All they could seé as they ascended the hill was that the
circus procession had come to a dead halt, and that seemed
rather ominous. What was taking place was hidden from
them by the crest.

“ Where's the whip?” asked Wally.

“’Ere, 1 say, old man, the *osses don’t want no more whip,”
protested Joe Frayne.  “Bein’ run away with once in a day
18, q‘uvx;te enotgh for me, an’ if you want more you're a greedy

igl” |

“The beggars ain’t going half fast enough!” grumbled

Yally.

But he could not use the whip, for it had been dropped ;
and, on the whole, it was_certainly just as well he could not.
The bays, though their chests were fecked with foam, had
still plenty of spirit and energy left in them, and the pace at

which they were now moving uphill would have satisfied most

drivers. )
They reached the top of the hill just in tine to sco Blader
wriggle out of the bear’s grip.
“Guess we've been missing
minor,
“Guess I've had all T want in the way of excitement 1' said
Jameson frankly. ]
... Wally pulled up the bays with a flourish, threw the reins to
Binks, and jumped down.
“Hallo, kids!” he said loftily.  “It’s just yonr style to be
getting into some silly mess when you haven’t yonr uncle here
to look after you!”

something,” said Manners

CHAPTER 6.

Cussy Bespeaks a Perfecrmance.

[ ERE, Blader, come you back!” roared the pro-
prietor of ‘the circus.

For the tall man who had just come up was

Mr. H(_)race Horsman, and every vehicle i the

‘ procession was marked in big red letters,

¢ Horsman’s Hippodrome and Circus.” .
Blader hesitated a moment, but seemed to'conclude that the

invitation was too like that to the duck to come and be killed”

to be worth obeying. - So he slunk further off.
*Now, Nick, what’s it all about?” demanded Mr. Horsman.
-“You'll have to-be more careful with that bear of yours,
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vou know, or hc'll be doing some damage. He ain't pre-
cisely what I should call a ladylike hugger.”

“Really, guv’'nor, I thought he was your bear,” objected
the long clown, looking more melancholy than ever.  *Of
course, he's a very pertikler friend of mine—I don't mind
ownin’ that much. But if he should happen, in the warmth
of his heart, to squeeze anybody a little too hard an’ stop
his breath for good an’ all—well, you know, it's you what's
got to answer for it, not me.”

“T’ll bave the beast shot!” snapped Mr. Horsman.

- “Then youo'll have to get another clown, an’ that's a'l
about it!” said Jolly Nicholas. *Better 'ave Blader, shot.
‘He’d be no loss. My old Butternut is worth a round dozen
of sweeps like him!”’

“Well, I won't shoot Butternut till I'm ready to do with-
out you, Nick, and that ain’t likely to be yet awhile,” said
Borsman, with a grim smile. “Speak up and tell your tale.”

“Oh, there ain’t much to it!” the clown said. He was
plainly no sneak.

“Much or little, T mean to hear it!”

“Don’t you come your emperor tone with me, guv'nor!”
said Jolly Nicholas. “RBoy an’ man, I've known you these
forty years—ah, ain’ give you more than one good clout of
the napper when bein’ four years older than you was—four
years on the right side for me!” .

“Did you ever see such an aggravating old stick-in-the-
mud, young gentlemen?” said Horsman, appealing to the
St. Jim’s juniors. “ Will you tell me what the trouble was?”

“Tellin’ tales is not vewy much in ouah line, sis,” said
Arthur Augustus politely. **But.I think you have a wight
to know something of what twanspiahed. That fellal: Bladah
was tweating youah elephant, which scems a most wemark-
ably docile an’ intelligent animal, with gweat cwuelty. My
fwiend Tom Mewwy, heah, objected, an’ thcy fought. 1
have no doubt that the bwute Bladah anticipated an casv
victowy ; but he was taken in. Tom Mewwy——"" .

“Oh, ring off, Gussy!” said Tom hastily.” “There wasn't
much in it, sir. I've learned to box, and your man Blader
hasn't—that's all. 'He’d have knocked me into a cocked hut
if he’d known the game half as well as I know it.”

“But that isn’t all,” put in Jack Blake indignantly. I
hate sneaking: but everyone here knows that Blader tried
to kick our man, and might have broken his leg if it hadn't
been for—for—er—Mr. Nicholas here.”

“What did you do, Nick?” asked Horsman. '

“Nothin’ much, guv'nor. My leg seemed to shoot out
uintbeknown to me, an’ Blader kind of turabled over it—that's
all. Then he came for me, an’ then my friend Butterini
took a hand.”

Mr. Horsman vubbed a somewhat stubbly chin, as if in deep
thought, for quite half a minute before replying.

Then he said qguietly :

“You did the right thing, Nick, old dear—but then, you
mostly do. As for you, young gent, I admire your pluck.
Blader’s got no science, as you say; but you couldn’t knoss
that till you'd tried, and it wanted some courage for a-la:l
like you to stand up to him. He's far an’ away the strongesr
man I've got. But then, we're very nearly all old crocks
now, like Nick and me. All the‘ young ‘uns have found a
better job in the Army.” .

Mr. Horsman did net say that he, also, would Lave been
in the Army had he been young enough, but somehow every
cne of the juniors felt very sure of that. The. circus pro-
prietor and his old friend Jolly Nicholas struck them as the
right sort through and through.

“Put it there, young sir!” said Horaman, holding out a
big hand. And Tom Merry put it there, after swhich all the
rest shoock hands with the circus proprietor.

Friendly relations having been thus established, Arthur
Augustus proceeded to ask some of the many questions that
had occurred to him.

He was so interested in the circus that he ignored alto-
gether his minor and the crime of which Wally had been
guilty. As this suited Wally’s book very well indeed, that
young man refrained from drawing attention to himself for
the present. There would be plenty of time later on to tell
about the pluck of. Lievison minor. Wally, also, had shown
pluck ; but he had no desire to talk about that. ’

Wally and his chums were, if possible, even more intereste:
in the circus than their seniors. So they crowded round to
iisten to Gussy and Mr. Horsman. Binks and Willis drew
their horses aside, and the circus procession began to move
forward again. .

Jolly Nicholas and his friend Butternut scrambled inta the
pony-cart, and the clown gravely saluted the boys before
driving on.

“Isn’t it wathah late, bal Jove, foah a circus to be woamin’
‘the countway, sir?” asked Gussy politely.

“That’s so. We generally go into winter gunarters a bit
before this. But the weather's kept open, an’ the money was
comin’ in, an' I don’t mind ownin’ that it was welcome, for

THE GeyM Lisrary.—No. 453.
By MARTIN
CLIFFORD.




© THE BEST 3t LIBRARY 2= THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3°- LIBRARY. “ge¥

we all had the very dickens of a bad time earlier on, when
everybody reckoned the war was goin’ to be the ruin of
them.” .

“I sce,” said Gussy gravely. “Yaas, I see quite cleahly.
Bnt f,]’idn’t consewiption make a tewwible lot of diffewence to
you?”

“I should say so, sir! For a bit I didn't know how to
make cut. All the younger men took—an’ it's no secret to
say that a man who's too old for the Army ain’t exactly the
chap for trapeze work, or ridin’ a pair of bareback horses.
Gets stiff, like, you see. For the tightrope it don’t matter so
much. - I can still do the tightrope act myself if it comes to
a pinch, an’ I'm fifty-one. So we've cut out some of the
equestrian business, and we’ve put -in a good deal more
clowning. That'’s the beauty of havin’ a real first-rate clown
like Jolly Nicholas. Him and the bear pretty near make a
show by themselves.”

“He seems a good sort,” remarked Digby.

“One of the best, sir.” .

“ Aren’t you going to give a performance at Easthorpe?”
asked Tom Merry.

Mr. Horsman shook his head.

“We did intend to,” he said.
the village. It was to have been our last appearance of the
scason. But there was some hitch. We couldn’t pitch on the
common, they told me, when I got there. I tried to see
Lord Eastwood about it—-—"

“I'm quite suah the patah would have put it wight foah
you if you had seen him,” interrupted Gussy. ‘ Excuse my
wudeness in bweakin’ in on you; but it weally is such a pitay
vou did not see the patah!”

“That’s right,” said Wally. “The old chap’s got some
sense. He’d have squared the thing if——"

* Weally, Wally, I am surpwised that you should wefer to
ouah wespected governah as ”

** Well, he is an old chap, ain’t he, Gus, you ass?”’

“Then you two young gents are Lord Eastwood’s zons?
Best respects, I'm sure!” said Mr. Horsman. ‘“I've heard a
lot about Lord Eastwood, an’ nothing but good. He’s one
of the true Old English nobility, not one of these jumped-up
titled johnnies that come out of nothing, an’ smell strong of
the money that got them their new names.”

Gussy flushed with pleasure. These sentiments, though
Mz, -Horsman might be a trifle crude in his expression of
them, were Gussy’s own..

“Oh, never mind about the different kinds of lords,” said
Wally, who did not share his brother’s.pride of birth to any
marked extent. “They don’t matter a scrap. Question 1is
about the giddy performande. The pater was called away in
a hurry, or he’d have put it right for you in half a jiff. As
he ain’t here, I and my brother——"’

“You take too much upon youahself, Wally. This mattah
does not concern you in any way whatevah. I will settle it
with Mistah Horsman.”

“Oh, will you, though? Rats to you, Gus! I'm just as
much in it as you are, and—"

“Dry up, Wally!” whispered Jameson. “You'll only get
vour major pulling the other way out of contrariness, you
know. As long as we get a giddy performance, what's ‘the
odds about letting him take the giddy credit? If he don't
get the chance of peacocking about. that, he'll be peacocking
about something else. That’s Gussy’s way.”

Wally paid heed to the voice of Jameson. In many ways
Wally of the Third was far shrewder than his major.

“I am quite suah I can settle it at Easthorpe,” said
Arthur Augustus.

Mr. Horsman still seemed doubtful.

“To tell you the truth, my lord,” he said, “T'm above a
bit fed up with that fat constable there. He’s a longish way
off being as-civil as-he might be. ‘He talked about the com-
mon bein’ wanted for some military purpose.”

“Oh, bai Jove! If that's the case, I couldn’'t do anything.
Even the patah couldn’t do anything. You will agwee,
Mistah Horsman, that evewything must givé way to militawy
congidewatio 1s in these days.”

“That’s so, sir—my lord, I should say.”

‘“Pardon me, but you shouldn’t,” said Gussy ‘I have no
title, you know. My bwothah Conway is the heir.”

“Excuse the mistake, sir. What I was going to say about
the common was that we should have come an’ gone before
the soldiers had any need of it. But the bobby wouldn't
listen to me. So I gave up the idea. After all, it's no
great odds.”

Whether a performance by the circus should be given in
the Easthorpe neighbourhood might be no great odds to Mr.
Horsman, who, naturally, looked at the matter from a cash
point of view. It was hardly likely that such a performance
in a country district on a December day—even with the
weather so unusually mild for the season as it was—would
bring in a great deal of money.

Tue GgM LiBrary.—No. 458.

+

“You'll find our bills up in

But it seemed a far more important matter to the St. Jim’s
juniors. They were quite expecting a good time at Eastwood
House; but the absence of Cousin Ethel and the other guests
who were to have been there for Christmas would tend to
throw them very much on their own resources, and a circus
performance appealed to them as a very agreeable diversion.

“Bring him up to the scratch some way or another,
Ghustavus,” said Jack Blake, in a rather loud aside to his
chum,

“Let me think a moment.  The mattah onlay wequiahs a
little bwain power, Blake,” replied Arthur Augustus.

“Then it’s just the sort of * mattah’ for Gussy, especially
if it’s a very little brain power indced that’s needed,” said
Monty Lowther.

“Oh, dry up, old ass!” growled Manners. “We don't
want your funniosities just now. Keep ’em for the next
number of the ‘¢ Weekly.” They don’t worry anyone there,
because everybody skips your column.” e

“I have it !” cried Arthur Augustus triumphantly.

“Stick a giddy pin through it, then!” said Herries.

“Look heah, Mistah Horsman, what’s the. mattah with
campin’ on this common, an’ havin’ the performance heah?”

The circus proprietor looked round him doubtfully.

*It’s rather high,” he said, ‘“and a bit bleak. There’s no
sort of shelter from any storm that may beat up. And the
only bit -that’s level enough for our purpose is right bang on
t-clyp, w.}’lich would be a pretty bad place if a storm did happen
atong.’ s

‘“But theah’s weally no sign whatevah of a storm!”
the swell of St. Jim’s,

“Not the ghost of a vestige of a sign,” chimed in Digby.

And indeed the weather looked as [iko set-fair as well could

argued

e,

““There's another thing,” said Horsman, half ready to be
talked over. *‘Have I the right to camp on this common ?~

“Don’t wowwy about that in the vewy least, deah boy,”
said Gussy impressively. * It is part of the Easiwood manor,
an’ in the patah’s absence my permish is all that you
wequiah.”

_‘“Except mine, Gus,” chipped in Wally. ‘“But that’s all
right. I’m not going to raise objecctions when yow're talking
sense for once in your life.”

Arthur Augustus tried hard to frown his minor down. The
attempt was not a success. No one ever yet had managéd to
frown Wally down.

“Well, sir, I might chance it, as far as the weaiher goes.
But there’s the question whether T can expect a decent house,
This is a bit out,of the way, you know, compared with
Easthorpe Common,”

“That’s all sewene, Mistah ‘Horsman. I will make up
youah takings to what you would weceive fwom a perform-
ance on the othah common.”

Some of Gussy’s chums felt inclined to gasp. This was
bold, indeced, for the circus proprietor might easily name a
heavy sum, and how were they to check the accuracy of any
statement he cared to make?

But Gussy was always casual about money matters. What
they would consider a big sum would not strike him as being
so. And Horsman did not scem at all the sort of man to take
3d\’antage of his guilclessness, though other people had often

one so.

“That would be makin’ something very like a bespeak
performance of it,” said Horsman thoughtfully.

“Yaas. Foah the mattah of that, I do not gweatly mind
if it is considahed as such, an’ you hand me the bill to be
footed aftahwards.”

Tem Merry nudged Gussy. This seemed to Tom going a
trifle too far. In fact, Tom, though as keen as the rest, had
some doubt about the whole affair under these conditions
He was not sure that I.ord Eastwood would approve,

“No, sir,” said Horsman, to his relief. “T’ll arrange the
)l)erformance, as you're so set on it; but unless there’s a dead
oss, I won’t ask you for a bob. As for throwin’ the place
open free of charge, that’s only encouragin’ spongers, an’ I've
"no use for them.” :

“ Vewy well, deah boy-—er—Mistah Horsman, I should say,
When will the performance take place, may I ask?” -

“*To-morrow afternoon. No good thinking of an evening
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show up here, T should say. T'll see.about gettin’ fresh bills
out, an’ I'd better fetch our crew back here at once. So
ta-ta for the present, young sirs!”

CHAPTER 7.
. Bringing Wally to Book,
CHILLINGHAM, ‘the stately butler at FEastwood

House, allowed his grave and dignified face to relax
into a smile as the St. Jim’s juniors trooped into
the wide hall. He knew most of them well,
“Hallo, Chilly!” cricd Arthur Augustus. * Any
news fwom youah boy at the Fwont ?”

The smile faded. The old eyes glistened with tears.

“Yes, sir, and not of the best,” answered the butler. “I
have had a telegram since his lordship left. William is in
hospital at Brighton, very seriously wounded.”

““Oh, bai Jove, Chilly, you must go to him at once, you
know !” :

*“ But, sir—Master Arthur——-"

“Isn’t that what the patah would say?”

“Yes, sir. But in his absence——"’

“That’s quite all wight, Chiily, deah boy! Natchuwally, T
wepwesent the patah while he is away, an’ 1 tell you that
you've simplay got to go! Youah son William has been
fightin’ an’ bleedin’ foah his countway, bai Jove, an’ now
that he needs you he’s goin’ to have you! What do you say,
deah boys—eh?” .

There was a general murmur of assent, while the juniors
stood round and wished that they could say something to
comfort the butler, down whose cheeks the tears were running
openly now. He was a widoswer, with only this onc son, and
unless he went the lad might die without anyone of his own
kin to bid him farewell. Chillingham’s sense of -duty was
keen. He had looked fofward with some little apprehension
to what might happen at Eastwood House with no one more
responsible than the Hon. Arthur Augustus at the head of
affairs, and no doubt he had made up his mind to do every-
thing possible to restrain Gussy from any act of special
wildness.

But, after all, the most he could do would have been listle.
He. was both liked and respected, but his position was not
such as to lend him very ‘real authority. He could only pro-
test. And what availed protests when Arthur Augustus or
Wally of the Third was on the rampage?

And across the miles of downland between Eastwood House
and the big seaside place where the.hospital blue had become
the predominant hue'in the strect and on the miles of front,
h~ scemed to hear the voice of his son calling to him.

He wiped the tears from his chceks.

“I'm not sure I'm doing the right thing, sir,” he said, with
“But I don’t know how to say
* No,” and I will prepare at once for the journey.”

“Don’t wowwy, Chillingham.  You cannot possibly do
w'ong by goin’.” The patah would say the same, an’ you
know it.  He weally ought to go, oughtn’t he, deah boys?”

‘“Oh, rather!” came the chorus. Tom Merry joined in it.
Certainly Chillingham ought to go. But Tom realised, if no
one else did, that his going meant the loss of a restraining
influence; and, fully determined as he was to keep his pro-
riise to Lord Eastwood, Tom saw that this new development
might make it harder to keep.

“Thank you; gentlemen all. I assure you that your
sympathy and kindness is valued,” siid Chillingham, a trifle
stiffly, but with real feeling.

He went to pack. Said Wally to Jameson ¢

“I'm beastly sorry about William ; he’s no end of a decent
chap. And I don’t mind old Chilly a bit. But it’s a giddy
fact that it will be a good bit easier to make the old fogies sit

up with him away. There won't be anybody at all to inter- .

fere with us now !”

““Oh, good egg!” said Jameson, no more meaning to be
unfeeling than Wally, but with the same keen appreciation
of any circumstance which added to the chances of the fags
scoring over their older schoolfellows.

Arthur Augustus turned to Wally with a very serious face.

“Now, Wally,” he said, I demand a vewy explicit apology
to myself an’ my fwiends foah youah gwoss conduct on the
woad fwom the station !”

“Think you’ll get it, too, don’t you?” grinned Wally.
“Rats, Gus!”

¢ Wats,” Wally, is no argument !”

“ Who said it was, ass? I don’t want to argue with you !”

“Nor do I desiah to argue with you, Wally, But——"

“That’s what the goat did. Never mind about butting,
Gus. Just look after your own bizney, and we’ll attend to

cours. That’s fair, ain’t it, you fellows?”

The fags agreed as with one voice. . .
*That’s fair, ain’t it, Tom Merry? You’re not quite such
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- a donkey as my brother, and I guess you can see reason, if
“ you try hard.”

Tom smiled. .

“*Thanks, Wally !” he said drily. “Tll do my best to live
up to your good. opinion. But, though I don’t want an
apology, as far as I am concerned, I think Gussy’s right about
the racing notion. Tt was a mad dodge!”

“Rot! It would have been all right if Gus had only
behaved like a sport.”

“Do_you call that silly peashooting bizney sporting ?”’
asked Lowther. .

“ Oh. of course not, when it’s us!” retorted Wally bitterly.
“Malkes such a heap of difference who does it, you know.”

“They've never done such a thing; they'd scorn to,” put
in Curly Gibson.

“Old fogies like them don’t know what fun is,”
Manners minor.

The argument was & fair one.  Peashooters as weapons
were by no means unknown to the Shell and the Fourth.

“Anyway; you young idiots must own that you came jolly
near making a giddy smash-up,” said Jack Blake. .

“It wouldn't have been a scrap more our fault than yours
if there had been one,” objected Wally.

“You let the bays wun away 'with you, Wally,” said
Arthur Augustus gravely. “Suppose some of youah chums
had been killed? It was quite poss, you know.”

“If they ran away, I pulled ’em up, and drove 'em back,
too. didn’t I?” howled Wally. “Tt’s more than you could
have done, Gus, for all your silly swank! And there isn't a
single chap among you old fogies——"

“You're wrong, Wally, There are seven single chaps
among us—-unless Gussy's contracted matrimony on the sly,
when we weren't looking,” chipped in Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah——"

““Oh, hang all that cheap rot! I’'m serious——'

“Take something for it, kid. .It won’t do to let it go too
far,” said the irrepressible joker.

“Ring off, you ass!”

“Wallay, I pwotest stwongly against the use of such
oppwobwious terms to ouah guests!”’

‘“Oh, do dry up, Gus! You make me ill. Tf Lowther is an
ass at St. Jim's—and everyone jolly well knows he is—he
don’t stop being an ass when he gets here, does he??

““Not neccessawily, Wallay. But this is not the place in
which it is fit an’ pwopah foah you to call him an ass.”

‘“Any old place is good enough to tell the truth in, I
reckon,” said Wally flippantly. — “But you idiots do keep
interrupting so! As I was——""

I thought you were remarking that we were all married
men. As 1t seemed to me that you were under a distinct
misapprehension as to the facts, I endeavoured to set you
right.” That's all,” said Monty Lowther blandly.

“My hat! You are a first-class idiot!” howled Wally.

“Hear, hear!” cried the fags in unison.

“Well, what is it you want to tell us, anyway, kid?” asked
Herries. “T should think it will keep till we've had a wash
and brush-up.”

“Kid yourself!” roared Wally. “You’d never have done
what Franky here did! There ain’t enough know-how in
you, even if you've got the plauck.”

“Oh, ring off! Do ring off, Wally!” said Levison minor,
blushing furionsly.

“Sha’n't! It’s a jolly big score for the Third, and I mean

said

to let these chaps know about it."”

“What was it, Wally?” asked Tom Merry, who saw that
there really was something of importance behind all this.

“I dropped the reins of one horse—at least, I didn’t exactly
drop them—they were jerked out of my hands,” Wally
explained—*‘and Franky got out——"

“Oh, do ring——" "

But Joe Frayne and Curly Gibson stoﬁd the mouth of
Levison minor by forcible methods, and Wally went on
breathlessly with his story.

“He got out on the other horse’s back, and picked them
u‘r;‘. I tell you, it wanted nerve! If he’d been shaken
off

Wally D'Arcy was not given to sentiment; but his clear,
young voice shook as he told of his chum's peril. Perhaps
he visioned it more clearly then than he had done at the
time. .

“I say!” cried Manners major. “That was no end plucky!
Shake hands, kid!"”

“My hat, it was that!” chimed in Digby.

“You're the right sort, young 'un,” said Jack Blake.

“But what in the world could we have said to Levison if
his minah had been killed * thwough youah sillay fault,
Wally?” said Arthur Augustus, in dismay.

Levison” minor drew himself up. He did not like that
speech. It made him feel that the rest still considered his
brother a rank outsider; and that same feeling had gone near
to. causing him to refuse Wally’s invitation. The D’ Arcys
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would not have dreamed of asking Ernest Levison to East-
wood House. But Ernest himself had urged him to go.

“Ernie would have understood,” the youngster said, with
trembling lips. “He’s as plucky as anyone else. And there
wasn't so very much danger, anyway. It isn’t worth talking
about.” .

But he had to shake hands with them all. And they liked
him the better for his genuine modesty.

Arthur Augustus quite forgot the rest of the reproof he
had meant to administer to Wally. It mattered the less inas-
much as reproving Wally was very like pouring water on
the back of a duck.

The party trooped upstairs, all sav: Herries, who went
out to see that his cherished Towser had been comfortably
installed in the stable regions.

Towser had comfortable enough quarters.
Towser were both not quite satisfied..

“’Tain’t much like Christmas to leave you out here, old
man, is it murmured Herries, caressing the bulldog’s great
head. “Oh, come along in with me if you want to! I'll
make it right with old Gussy.”

Herries was not without a kind of uneasiness, for he knew
that Towser would have been left in his kennel had Lord
Eastwood been at home; even if the dignified Chillingham
had been on the spot to look disapprobation. But Herries
comforted himself with the reflection that, after all, things
were very different, as they had the house practically to
themselves, except for the servants.

Towser followed him in and up the broad staircase. .

Arthur Augustus was changing his trousers in the big
bed-room which he was to share with Blake, Herries, and
Digby. Towser sidled up unseen by Gussy. The first sign
of the dog’s presence that the swell of the Fourth had was
the pressure of a cold, damp nose against his left leg. )

“Ow—yow!” he howled. “Take the feahful bwute away,
Hewwies! Why isn’t he in the kennels?”

“Oh, don’t be a funk, Gustavus!”

““ Withdwaw that wemark at once, Hewwies, or—— Oh,
bai Jove, deah boy, I foahgot that you-are my guest! But
l?eully"it isn’t pwecisely the thing to call a fellah a funk, you

now. = e -

“I didn’t mean it, old scout. But, if you come to that,
Towser’s a guest as well.”

““Yaas, deah boy, but——"

“Towser ain’t a goat. He won't butt,” said Digby, pull-
ing the dog’s ear gently.

““Oh, go easay, Dig! He might bite, you know! He may
not appwove of libahties.”

lDif.,rby rolled the stolid Towser over and smacked his deep
chest.

‘“He's as harmless as a giddy lamb,” he said.

“And as well behaved as—as you are, Gustavus!
T can’t say more than that,” said Herries.

The compliment tickled Gussy’s self-esteem.

“Vewy well,” he answered graciously. ‘If you so stwongly
wish to have him in the house, Hewwies, deah boy, I with-
dwaw my pwotest. Aftah all——"".

Towser was licking Gussy’s hand now, as though he under-
stood, as very likely he did. And that tickled Gussy’s vanity,
too, though he wounld not readily have admitted it, perhaps.

Herries threw off coat and waistcoat, and plunged his face
into a basin of warm water. Towser trotted off to look for
Pongo. He was on the best of terms with that nondescript
specimen of the canine race.

CHAPTER 8.
Round the Hearth.
D INNER yas over; a good thing well done, as Monty

But Herries and

There,

Lowthe¥ observed.

Chillingham had gone, after every one of them
had shaken him by the hand, and, in words that
were none the less sincere because in some case

they might be a bit stumbling, expressed a hope that he
would find his son getting on well.

Now the whole crowd sat around the great, open hearth
in the wide hall, with a big screen behind them to keep off
draughts, and talked. Wally & Co., who had chestnuts roast-
ing, had made terms of truce for the time being. It is true
that the terms of truce had not been openly proposed to the
older fellows; but that, as Wally remarked, mattered the less
since their seniors did not seem to have sense enough to
perceive that a state of war existed.

Towser lay curled up at the feet of Herries, and Pongo
had his shaggy head on Towser’s heaving flank.

They had discussed the circus and the fellow Blader, as
to whom the general opinion was that the Army was his
proper place—* With the right sort of sergeant—for Blader,”
said Lowther. “Which, -of course, would be the wrong
gort for any decent chap.”

THE GEM LiBrary.—No. 458.
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‘Mr. Horsman they all voted one of the best, and there was
no difference of opinion as to the ranking of Jolly Nicholas
as another of them. '

“1 say, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus, “don’t you
think it would be ajollay good ideah to twot down to the
village in the mornin’ an’ give the young sewubs theah a
bob each so that. they can all go to the circus, an’ Horsman
will be suah of a good house?”

“Jolly good, Gustavus—I don’t think!"” grinned Blake.
“ Who’s to be sure that they’ll use the money to go to the
circus?” .

+“Oh, bai Jove, we could wisk that, I suppose!”

“I’'m. not so beastly keen on your tame kids in the village,

Gussy,” growled Blake. ‘“’Member how the little sweeps-
pelted us that day when we played Anarchists to take that
fat rotter Bunter in, Tommy?”’
. The Terrible Three remembered very well indeed.  That
jape had scarcely been the colossal success anticipated.
Herr_les, Digby, and Gussy, who had not made up in disguise
to frighten Bunter, grinned. Wally & Co. also grinned—they
did it aloud. )

*“Talkin’ about’ Buntah,” began the swell of St. Jim's.

“Don’t! Let’s talk about anything else rather than that
awful object,” said Lowther. ’

“ Except Trimble,” put in Jack Blake. *Sizing them up
fairly, I should say Trimble’s twice as bad as Bunter, and
only about half as amusing!”

“Oh, weally, deah boy! Twimble’s St. Jim's, vou know,
aftah all!”

“Can’t help that. So is Crooke, so is Lev

Blake pulled himself up short. He felt like biting his
tongue out for his folly. .

He had not stopped in time, of course. Frauk Levison
had heard. His fuce went white, and his hands clutched the
arms of the big chair in which he sat, with the curly head
of little Gibson against his knees. But he did not move, and
he did not speak.

What could he say, indeed? It was true that Ernest had
never been any credit to St. Jim’s. Perhaps he never would
be, though Frank had hopes. :

But Blake’s speech seemed to the youngster a cruel one.

It seemed so to Blake himself. ~ He was quite -honestly
ashamed, though he had spoken absolutely without malice.
He saw Tom Merry’s frown and Gussy's glare and Wally’s
furious face.

He might have let it pass. Perhaps that would have been
the better way., But it was not Jack Blake's way.

He got up and crossed over to Frank.

. “tl?gastly sorry, Frank !” he said. “I oughtn’t to have said
nat!

His hand was held out. Frank Levison hesitated some
scconds before he put his own small, brown paw in it, and
when he did there was no grip on his side.

Constraint fell upon the gathering. But in a few minutes
they were talking again. Frank Levison said little, however.
He was wishing now that he had not come.

All of these fellows liked him, he knew. And he liked them
all—Blake not least. It was easy to like breczy, generous
Jack Blake.

But they did not like Ernie. The knowledge that they
disliked and despised his brother was like gall to the warm-
hearted, loyal fag.

“Ghosts? My hat, yes!” said Wally.
fairly crawling with them!”

“ Weally, Wally 2

“Oh, ring off, Gus! You’d be jolly well up on the stilts in
a 1iffy if anybody said we hadn’t any ghosts here, and you
jolly well know 1it!”

“Yaas, deah boy; but to say that the place cwawls with
them—the expwession is so widie, you know!”

“Not half so ridic. as your silly old sheep’s face!" replied
the candid Wally.

“Of course, theah are ghosts!” said Arthur Augustus, in
tones of impressive awe. ‘“No wespectable old family man-
sion would be complete without a spectah or two!”

“My bat, give me Peckham or Tottenham, then!” said
Monty Lowther. “I dare say you could be decently respect-
able there without a blessed spook to -your name. Sell ’em
off to some of the rich YanEs who buy family portraits,
Gussy, old scout, and invest the giddy proceeds in War Loan.
That’s as respectable as any old ghost, any day. Everybody’s
doing it, you know.”

“Doing what? The Yanks in search of a pedigree?”
grinned Tom Merry.

“No, ass! Buying War Loan.”

*“Oh, turn it off at the meter, Monty !’ groaned Manners.
“You’re painful when you think youw’re funny!”

‘““And you’re funny when you think you’re painful—after
old Linton’s been operating upon you in his best style!” re-
torted Lowther.

“The old show's
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The juniors sat around the great open hearth in the wide hall, with a big screen behind them to keep off
Towser lay curied up at the feet of Herries, and Pongo had his shaggy head on
Towser's heaving flank. (See Chapter 8.)

draughts, and talked.

“ Anybody who talks about canings ought to be bumped,”
said Manners minox
“And what ought to be done to anybody who talks about

Selby?” asked his brother. with a wink . at Blake which

passed unnoticed. For Blake’s eyes were upon Frank Levi-
son, as he sat silent in the flickering light of the fire. And
the eyes of Jack Blake were unusually wistful.

“Ugh!” granted Jameson, wriggling his shoulders. Wally
& Co. were not precisely loved by Mr. Selby, the sour master
of the Third. i

“There ain’t any Selby just now,” said Wally calmly.

“There couldn’s be—not at Christmas time,” chimed in
Joe Frayne.

“’Cos if there was Selby it wouldn’t really be Christmas
at all,” said Curly Gibson lazily.

Only Frank Levison said nothing. He was not thinking
about his stern - Form-master, but about that wayward
brother of his. What would Ernie be doing riow? Frank felt
almost like a traitor for not being at home with him.

“ Tl tell you a tale or two about the spooks,” volunteered
Wally.

“Mind they are twue ones then, Wally,” his major said
warningly. ooy Bt e+

-“Rats to you, Gus! Who minds whether spook yarns are
true or not?”’ . o :

Certainly, Wally of the Third didn’t, if one judged by .the
His ghosts were even sillier creatures than

those which the spiritualist who has got hold of a credulous
victim professes to raise, and that is saying a good deal. The
vest lot Wally have his head for a little while; but then
Lowther, putting aside jokes for a time, chipped in with a
veally Impressive ghost yarn. Lowther could tell a story
well, and before he had finished Curly Gibson was snuggling
up closer to the knees of Levison minor, and Joe Frayne
would not have looked over his. shoulder for a five-pound
note, and Jameson seemed to find it comforting to grip
Towser hard. Some of the older juniors were not quite free
from nervousness, either, though, of course, they would nos
have admitted it for anything.

“Think there's anything in it, Wally?” asked Manhers
minor later on; when cocoa and biscuits were being dealt with
just before bedtime. :

“In what, old man?" )

“ All these old ghost yarns. Oh, I know yours were only.
rot! You made 'em up as you went along, and you made
‘em up pretty jolly badly, too. I could have wangled better
ones myself.” s . s

“Righto, Reggie! You can have your turn to-morrow
night, and if you can make the old fogies' hair stand on end
I'll give you a-putty medal.”. .

“ Lowther’s was a bit creepy,”.said Manners minor. He
and Wally had found.a corner out of earshot of the rest.

“Did it give you a grue?” asked Wally, grinning.,

“No, of course not! At least—well, not much., But Jimmy
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and Curly and Joe were all a bit nervy. Not Franky—T don’t
think he really listened.”

Wally frowned. »

“Poor old Franky! The kid’s jolly sensitive, you know.
Blake might have kept off that rotten brother of his.”

o “80 he might. But Blake didn’t mean any harm. It just
slipped out.”

*He shouldn’t have let it. I'm not going to have Frank's
Christmas spoiled by a chap like Blake, hang him!”

Manners minor opened his eyes widély.

“Y thought you liked Blake, Wally. I do—no end. I'm
not sure that he isn’t the best chap of the lot, exeept your
brother and Tom Merry, perhaps.” :

“Tom Merry is all rigEt, and there isn't a better Chal}
breathing than old Gus, though I wouldn’t let him know
thought so for anything! It wouldn’t be good for discipline,
you know,” said Wally of the Third.

Reggie Manners grinned. Wally’s attitude towards his
elder brother was calculated to tickle anyone with a sense of
bhumour.

“Gussy would give his head away if he could unscrew it,”
he said. “I never knew a more generous chap.

“ Nothing particularly generous about giving that turnip
away,” growled Wally. “The thing’s got nothing in it.
But we ‘were talking about Blake.”

“Well, what about him?”

“TI’ve thought of a scheme to get even with him, that’s all.”

“What for?”

“Why, for what he said to Franky, ass!”

‘“ But he didn’t say it that way at all. It just slipped out.”

“Perhaps you know better than I do, young Manners!”

“T should think it’s jolly likely, D’Arcy minor!”

For a moment they sat and glared at one another, on the
verge of a quarrel.

Then Wally said:

“Oh, hang it, don’t let’s squabble! T was going to take you
into this because you've got more nerve than any of the rest
except Franky, and I’'m not so jolly sure he’d come in.”

Manners minor was mollified by the compliment. Wally
did not often bestow such favours, "

“My hat, I'm on!” he said. “Against any of the-old
fogies, for the matter of that. I reckon it’s our duty to score
off them, just to let ’em see they’re not the only pebbles on
the beach!” '

‘““See here, Reggie, old scout, didn’t you think Blake looked
a bit queer while Lowther was telling that yarn?”

“Can’t say I noticed it. Come to that, 1 didn’t think he
paid much attention.” .

“You bet, he did! Useful sort of thing, eyes are, ain’t
they? When a chap knows how to use ’em, that is.”

“Do you mean I don’t know how to use mine, ass?”

“That’s about the size of it.”

‘“Rats!”

‘“‘Wats’ is no argument, Weggie,” said Wally, mimick-
ing his brother’s lisp to the life, and making Manners minor
laugh in spite of his inclination to feel wrathy.

“Well, what 'did you sec with those extra-power eyes of
yours, kid?” Reggie inquired. -

“I watched the old fogies. You can count Tom Merry
out. He didn’t turn a hair. And, of course, Lowther knew
it was jolly well all spoof, though I wouldn't be sure he
couldn’t be made to shiver by somebody else’s yarns.”

“Depends upon how it was told. Lowther does tell em jolly
well, you know.”

“ My aunt, yes! That sort of thing’s his giddy line. Your
major was a bit thrilly, but not really funked. I believe he
was thinking whether he could snapshot a ghost with his
camera if he saw one.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

‘“You kids seem to have something funny on,” said Tom
Merry, looking round at them.

“Yes. But it’s not so funny as old Gus’ face. And any-
. way, it's private,” replied Wally. -

“Tine for bed,” said Manners major.

“Rats to you!” retorted Wally. “My lot are going when
1 choose.”

“*Weally, you take too much upon youahself, Wallay—-

““Oh, shut up, Gus! You can toddle off when you like.
I'm not stopping you.”-

Arthur Augustus let the argument drop. There was no
hurry, anyway.

“My major sat with his silly old mouth open like a giddy
codfish. He believed every blessed word.of it. And Dig
and old Herries felt queer, too. But Blake showed it more
than anyone.”

“It ain’t much good arguing with you, Wally. You're
one of those chaps who kriow it all, and a bit over. But I
fancy you’re wrong. Of course, we can’t prove it; but my
notion is that Blake isn’t any more likely to be funked than
Tom Merry, and that’s saying a heap.”

Tue Geym LiBrary.—No. 458. )

NOW CN
SALE.

“Can’t we prove it, though? That’s just what T mean to
do, young Manners.”’

“Don’t see how.”

“You will when I tell you.” .

The rest of the conversation took place in whispers.
Gradually a grin began to overspread the face of Manners
minor. Whatever the scheme might be, it “scemed to meet
with his approval.

CHAPTER 9.
‘Aa Alarm in the Night.

N the big blue room, each in his bed, the four chums of -

the Fourth Form slept the sleep of the just. Blake’s

bed was nearest the outer door, Gussy was next to him,

then Herries, and Dig occupied the bed near the door,

e which opened into the room tenanted by the Terrible
ree.

Somewhere down in the lower part of the great house a
clock chimed melodiously. One—two—three—four—— Frank
Levison, who was lying awake in a room farther along the
broad corridor, counted the chimes up to twelve.

Midnight! The eeriest hour of all the twenty-four!

Frank was not a superstitious youngster, and he had only
given half his attention to Monty Lowther’s ghost yarn. In
fact, he had not been conscious of listening at all at the
time. But now fragmentis of it came back to him, and he
shivered, and wondercd whether there were such things
as ghosts.

Jameson and Curly Gibson, who shared the room with him,
slept soundly. Frank rather wished one or the other had
shared his wakefulness. But he would not wake either up.

Suddenly Frank sat up in bed.

He heard sounds—mysterious sounds.

Whence they came he could not tell. In a strange house
and in the darkness it is not easy to judge of such things.

There was a door communicating with the room in which
Wally, Joe Frayne, and Manners minor were close to his
bed. But when that door opened very slowly and moise-
lessly, and something appeared, Frank quite forgot that it
was not the outer doov.

For a moment he held his breath, choking down with an
effort the scream that rose to his lips. '

Through the door had passed, just by his bedside, a white--=
sheeted figure, dimly visible in a phosphorescent glow that
came from above the sheeted part.

Then black darkness and total oblivion descended upon
Frank Levison. He had pluck beyond the ordinary, but he
had been through a good deal that day, and this was the
last straw. He had fainted.

“Jimmy !” spoke Wally D'Arcy’s voice.

No answer. Jameson zlept eoundly.

“Curly !”

No answer again.
Morpheus.

“Franky!”

Still no answer. But that was not becatise Levieen minor

was in like case with his chums. .
“Just as well they're asleep,” said Wally to the two behind
him. “Frank might have kicked at the scheme, and Curly
would have been nervous. 1 dare say Jimmy will be on his
ear about being left out, but that’s no great odds.”

“Don’t mess about ’ere, Wally, you ass!” whispered Joe
Frayne. “You might wake them up.”

*“They’ll be awake in a minute or two—when the old
fogies begin to squeal,” replied Wally, grinning diabolically
through the phosphorus paint which covered the mask he
wore. * Got the rope, you two?”

“ What do you think?” growled Reggie Manners.

“See here, it’s no geod fixing that up at the outer door.
You won’t catch those chaps running after a ghost.”

‘“ Where shall we fix it, then?” asked Manners minor.

“In the doorway to the other room, of course, fathead!
'll‘hey’ll do a bolt there for Uncle Tommy to take care of
them.”

“You seem to reckon you know everything about it,
Wally,” said Joe Frayne.

“Of course 1 do! Ii's my idea, ain’t it? Kim on!”

The trio passed: out. ¥rank Levison lay still, his head
against the bars of the bedstead.

Wally opened the door of the room in which Blake & Co.
were sleeping.

But they were not all sleeping mow. Jack Blake had
awakened. He was just turning in bed when he heard ever so -
slight a noise. )

Like Brer Rabbit, Blake lay low. He had no definite sus-
picion of a plot, but nothing Wally & Co. did was at all
likely to surprise Blake. As for ghosts, nothing was farther
frpn:] his mind, which was an eminently practical sort of
mmd, - =

Gibeon was fast locked in the arms of
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Then he caught a glimpse of the phosphorescent mask.
Whelly was hanging back in the doorway, waiting until his
confederates had fastened the rope.

Blake lay still, grinning for six. He saw through the
whole plot. .

The fag trio evidently thought that all four of the occu-
pants of the room were fast asleep. . Or it may Lave been
that Frayne and Manners minor doubted their ability to
make a good job of fixing up that rope in complete darkness,
Anyway, Blake now saw the light of a carefully-shaded
bicycle-lamp flashed upon their work. .

Blake remained quiet, watching, and grinning in enjoy-
He could hardly have grinned more broadly had he
known that he was the special object of the plot. But that
he did not even suspect. - .

Reggie and Frayne finished their work and stole out.

Wally stalked forward. Blake lay still. o

Wally emitted a hollow groan. ‘Blake could not restrain a
snigger. But the groan drowned the snigger.

Chains clanked. Wally was doing the thing in style.

“Louder, ass!” hissod Manners minor. . .

‘“Oh, shut up, Reggie! You'll ’ave them ’ear you!” said
Joe Frayne, in alarm. . ) .

Wally gave a very creditable groan indeed. " A cow with
the stomach-ache could hardly have improved upon it, as
Blake told him later. L
: Groaning and clanking his chains, he advanced farther into
the room. =

Arthur Augustus awoke. :

“Groooh! W-w-w-what’s that?” he quavered. .

Wally turned the light of his countenance full upon his
brother.

Gussy shrieked. Blake jumped out of bed.
“It's all right, Gustavus!” he yelled.
young ass Wally, and I’ve got him!” }
But Blake spoke too soon. He had not yet grabbed Wally,

who ducked and escaped his clutch. .

Now, from the next room, came the: voice of Tom Merry.

‘“What’s the row?” it asked sleepily. “I say, Blake——"

“Brrr-rr! 'Tain’t rising bell yet!” mumbled Manners
major.

If Wally could dodge—and he could—so could Jack Blake.

Wally failed to perceive what Blake was at—the driving

“It’s only that

* him towards the door across which the rope was fixed.

this time: the ghost-player was just a little uncertain
S L’{I‘here Blake, who kept perfectly cool,
had the advantage of him.

Now Tom Merry flung open the door between the two
rooms. At the same instant Blake, having shepherded
Wally into the right direction, gave him a lusty push. :

Wally stumbled over the rope, and fell forward into Tom
Merry’s arms.

“Yarooogh!” howled Wally. .

“Woll caught, Merry!” shouted Blake.

A light flared up. Herries and Digby awoke. Last of all
awoke Towser. But if Towser was slow to awaken, he was
quick to act when once awake. With a low, menacing growl,
he sprang off Herries' bed, and seized the sheet in which
Wally was clad between his strong, white teeth.

“Ow—yow! Keep that brute off ! yelled Wally.

There was a sudden patter of feet, and Pongo rushed
valiantly. to the rescue of his master. Towser could have
eaten Pongo alive, but the dauntless little nondescript never
thought of that. He forgot even the fact that Towser was
his very good friend.

Luckily Towser did not forget. Pongo’s assault seemed to
convince' the bulldog that, after all, this was only a game.
IHe released the sheet, and tumbled Pongo over on to his
back, holding him down by sheer weight in the best-tempered
way imaginable. . )

A fair cop, Wally !I"” said Tom Merry, with a grin.

“It went all wrong somewhere,” replied Wally, taking off
the mask. : )

“It went all wrong everywhere, if you ask me,” said Jack
Blake. “I was on to you directly you blew in, kid.”

“That’s what comes of having such a rotten conscience,
Dlake,” returned Wally calmly. “I s'pose ycu were lying
awake thinking what a beast you’d been tc——"

From down the corridor came a howl of fear.

Jameson and Curly Gibson had woke up, to see Levison
minor, as it seemed to them, lying dead, his head propped up
against the bars of the bed.

“Oh-h-h!” quavered Curly. “He’s dead!
dead !”

A tush down the corridor followed. Wally and Arthur got
mixed up in the course of it, and sprawled together on the
floor, with Towser sniffing at their bare legs, and Pongo
snapping at Towser.. Digby fell over the feet of Herrics—so
he said, at least—and said things that were not polite.

I'm sure he's
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Jack Blake beat Tom Merry by a short head in the rush,
and it was he who took Frank Levison in his srms.

“Young asses!” he growled. “He’s not dead—he’s ondr
fainted. This is your work, Wally!”

Wally, utterly crestfallen, limped in just in time to hear.

.I:ile said nothing for once. There seemcd nothing to be
said. .
Tom brought water, and laved the youngster’s face.
fF rank came to himself with a heavy sigh and a shudder of
car.

“It's all right, old kid,” said Jack Blake soothingly.
“Nothing to be afraid of—only that silly goat Wally tryiug
to take a rise out of me, you know.” .

“I—I— You fellows will think me an awful funk,”
lf@flte,red Frank. “I don’t think I ever fainted before in my
ife.” .

“We don't think you anything of the sort,” answered
Blake, the arm around the fag’s neck tightening its pressurc.
“Even if it hadn’t been for what you did to-day—or yester:
day, I ought to.say—well, we jolty well know your brother’s
no funk.”

“Whatever else he may be ”—that was how Blake would
have finished the sentence in an ordinary way. But he wisel y
cut that out.” Kveryone knew that Ernest Levison, though
he hated fighting, had rather more than his share of holdness.
It might be called cool audacity ; but at least he was no funk.

Perhaps it was a crude way of making amends to the
youngster for the wound to his feelings. ‘But Frank liked it.
He knew Blake would not have said that if he had not meant
it. And he smiled up into Jack’s face in a way that told the
Yorkshire lad he was forgiven.

CHAPTER 10.
Arthur Augustus Dispenses Largerse.

(1 HO’S comin’ down to the village with me ?” asked
Gussy at the breakfast-table next morning.
“What for?” demanded Blake.. “(ut mo
another slice or two of that ham, will you,
Tom "

“I'll have some more coffec if you don’t want
self, Gustavus,” said Digby.

‘“Oh, beg pardon, deah boy!” said Gussy apologetically.
“I entiahly failed to see that youah cup was empty."

““And T entiahly fail to sce how it’s going to get filled by
your pouring coffee into the sugar-basin,” remarked Monty
Lowther blandly.

“Bai Jove, what an ass T am !

“You are, Gus, you are!” said Wally.

Wally had actually been silent for ten minutes on end—
which was a very long time indeed for him.

Wally of the Third was feeling rather subdued that morn-
ing. His conscience pricked him  whenéver he focked at
Frank Levison, and he scowled whenever he looked at Jack
Blake. He looked at the Fourth-Former oftener than he
looked at Levison minor, by the way. .

Arthur Augustus bent upon his minor a glance of severe
disapproval. Wally ought to have wilted under it; but the
result was not according to programme. Wally showed no
sign of wiliing.

[ “71]015_____l) s .

“Tea, please, Gustavus, since you are so pressing,”
Blake cheerfully.

“Yaas, deah boy. Beg pardon, weally!”

“Blake will have it in his cup, not in his trousers’ pocket,”
said Lowther.

“Of all the cwass asses——"’

“Oh, Gussy, Gussy, is that the way to talk to your guests?”

“It’s all wight, Tom Mewwy—I mean it's a¥l wong; but
weally, as I was sayin’, who's—" ’

“There’s the postman!” cried Joe Frayne, and Arthur
Augustus groaned. : !

He had not succeeded in repeating his question before the
letters were brought in on a silver tray by a footman of tho
veteran brigade. .

“Heah’s one fwom the
foah you, Tom Mewwy!™

“Yes,” said Tom, feeling a trifle guilty, though he knew
the feeling was absurd. * He said he might write to me.”

Arthur Augustus handed over the letter without a question.
He could.de nothing else but hand it over, of course; but it
oceurred to Tom that few fellows in his place would have kept
silence thus.

The letter was brief and to the point. It said that the
writer hoped that no occasion for Tom to exercise the
authority given to him would arise, but that if any such occa-
sion.did arisc, either through Arthur Augastus or Wally
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kicking over the traces, he was to show the offender the letter,
and act thereafter as he thought best

If Lord Eastwood hoped that there would be no need to use
the commission, Tom Merry hoped so with tenfold vigour, as
may be guessed.

. ‘“Monty would say that it was me in the seats of the mighty
if he knew,” Tom thought. He folded the letter carefully
and put it away.

“*Who’s comin’ down to the village?” asked Gussy again,
when breakfast was over. ‘“Weally, you fellahs——"

“ What arc you going down for?”

“I was undah the impwession that I had explained that,
Hewwies.” '

_**Oh, that silly ass notion of paying the kids there to go to
circus—is that it9”

‘1t is vewy wude of you to chawactewise it as a—7"

“Ring off, Gustavus! It is a silly ass notion, whatever
you say,” said Blake.

Everyone seemed agreed as to that. But at last Digby
good-naturedly volunteered to accompany Arthur Augustus.
'The rest of the older juniors had made up their minds to go
along to Barnt Common, and have a talk with Mr. Horsman,
should he prove at leisure. As for Wally & Co., they did not
condescend to make known their intentions.

Gussy and Dig ran out their bikes, and quickly covered the
short distance. There was a cold snap in the air this morn-
ing. Tt really felt like winter. And, though it was still fine,
there were clouds coming up from the north which looked
ominousty like snow.

. The swell of the Fourth had his pockets full of shillings and
s.:xpences. There could have been but little small silver left
within the walls of Eastwood House when he had finished his
money-changing activities. He was in high feather. Giving
always pleased him; and he utterly refused to see any flaw
in his present plan.

*“Let’s make a start stwaight away,” he said to Digby.

“Right-ho! The sooner this wangle’s wangled, the
better,” said Dig, who failed to share his enthusiasm.

*“Theal’s a-kid ovah theah. Hi, kid!”

“Who's you eallin’ kid? Kid yourself !” howled back the
urchin of ten he had addressed.

*Come heah, will you?”

** Not likely! Come an’ fetch me if you want me !”

“I desiah——"

“Yah! Go ’ome an’ learn to talk plain!”

“My hat! T should think Baggy’s faithful tenantry would
be a bit more polite than that!” grinned Digby.

M1 am afwaid, Dig, that it is due to the disgustin’
wadicalism which is cowwuptin’ the— * - .

“Rats! That kid don’t know a radical from a donkey !”

“I am mot suah, Dig, whethah—— But that is scawcely
faiah, pewwaps. Anyway, he has gone. Theah is anothah.
I know him. Tommy Twipah, come heah!” :

The younthful Triper obeyed. He received a sixpence,
touched his forehead, mumbled thanks, and hurried off.

“That’s the way you like 1t done, I suppose, Gustavus?”
said Digby.

“I see nothin’ in the attitude of Twipah which would form
a weasonable cause of complaint, Dig,” was the stately
answer,

. Whatever cause of complaint there might or might not be
in the attitude of Tommy Triper, there was certainly none
with regard to the willingness of the village youngsters in
general to take largesse at the hands of the noble Gussy.
'They were not merely willing—they fairly tumbled over one
another in their keenness. Gussy beamed, but Dig was not
quite so well pleased.

Up came the impolite youngster whom they had first seen,

~trying hard to look as like someone—anyone—eclse as possible.

‘“Herey you!” said Digby. That’s the
kid!”

“Bai Jove, yaas, Dig! I wecognise him now. But, nevah
mind. I euppose you would like to go to the circus, my
young fwiend?”

“Not ’arf, I wouldn’t!™

“Heah 1is sixpence. In futchah, do not wush to the con-
clusion—""

Instead, the urchin, with the sixpence clutched tightly in
bis fist, rushed away.

Digby grinned. Gussy frowned, and sighed.

A dozen others received sixpences, or, in cases where the
existence of a younger brother or sister was known or claimed,
shillings. Then a freckled-faced, snub-nosed ‘lad -put in an
eager application.

“I say, what’s your name?” asked Digby.

“Triper!” rephed the applicant.

“Christened Thomas—eh?” said Dig.
Turn it down !”?

“I ain’t Tommy Triper !”” howled the lad.
TrE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 458
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“T'm Garge
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Gussy looked doubtful. He happened fo know Tommy
Triper, but he had never heard of George of that illk. :
“I—I—I weckon it’s all wight, Dig!”’ he said feebly.

“Do you, old scout? Well, all I've got to say is that
Thomas and Garge are twins, then!” 1

“Well, an’ so we be!” said the youthful Triper, with 4
grin of relief at having so good an explanation offered for
his benefit, as it seemed to Digby. :

Garge—alias Tommy—received his sixpence, and discreetly
retired. Other twins began to come forward. Easthorpé
village seemed full of them.

‘“ Either you're being done down, Gussy, or else twing are
{hﬁ staple industry of these parts,” said Digby. in a slight
ull. .

“Oh, wats! You're too suspish, Dig!” replied Arthur
Augustus, a trifle crossly.

“My hat! You’re not half suspish enough, old chap!?
You’re being done down right and left by these simple
villagers. But it’s all right as long as it suits you. It
wouldn’t me, that’s all}” ]

Arthur Augustus looked a little uneasy. He prided him-
eelf on his perspicacity, and he hated the notion of being
swindled.

Then his face brightened up.

“‘Bai Jove, Dig, it’s all wight!” he said.
single blessed tannah or bob left "

“Then you’ve :jolly well bad your Pockets picked!" said
Digby emphatically. “You can’t have handed over all
you brought ”’

“ Weally, Dig, I am howwibly ashamed of you foah makin’
such a howwid suggestion. These simple village—"

“They ain’t half as simple as they look, old scout! Not
one of ’em but has got more craft in him than you have.
I don’t say anyone’s actually siolen from you; but, if they
haven’t, there must be a hole iu one of your pockets, and
that’s all about it 1”

Gussy thrust his hand into his right trouser’'s pocket.

“Bai Jove, Dig, theah is! Bub—but we must have seen
them !” i ’

““We haven’t got eyes in the backs of our heads, duffer!
I suppose that’s how it was. My only Aunt Matilda Jane,
here comes Tommy Triper again, or his twin Garge! You

“T haven't a

may know t’other from which, Gussy, but Pm ¥ot going -

to pretend I do. They're inside the same breeches and tb.l
same skin, as far as I can see!”

**What is youah name?” asked Gussy, as the scion of the
house of Triper came up. ¥

“Jim Triper ! was the ready reply.

“Sure it ain’t Garge?’’ asked Dig.

“Garn! Garge is my twin brother!”

“T1 thought he was- Tommy’s twin brother?” .

“8o we are! We are tribulets, so don’t ycu be so bloomin’
clever! I ain’t see you givin’ nothin’ away!” .

““No, James Thomas Garge Tribulet Triper, and you're
not likely to!” answered Digby, breathing hard.

“Well, then, what do you want to meddle for? Young

_ Lord Eastwood ain’t going to miss a sixpenny-bit, is he?”

“] am afwaid you are not a vewy honest lad, Twipah!”
said Gussy sorrowfully. )

Triper’s face took on a menacing scowl.

“Do you mean I ain’t a-goin’ to have it?” hLe asked
threateningly.

“Most assuahedly you are not! Alweady you and the
west have had moah than I have given you!”

“How do you make that cut, mister 7" .

But Tommy Triper knew. The gleam in his eyes told
Digby that. i .

““Nevah mind! I have not the vewy least intention of
givin’ away moah, Twipah, so you can withdwaw” said
Arthur Augustus, with stony dignity. .

“An’ I ain’t to have my tanner? Tommy, he’s had his’n;
Garge, he’s had his’'n—" . .

“ And James Tribulet now has the result in his pocket!”
said Dig. .

A new crowd was collecting. The latet comers had not
shared in the spoils, and they were badly disgruntled when
it dawned upon them that the distribution of largesse was
at an end. Lo

“Tt ain’t fair I’ howled one. ,

“Why for don’t we be gettin’ of it?” yelled another. o

“Come along, Gustavus! We’d best get out of this. They
don’t seem to like you as well as they did!” said Digby
grinning. g

The two mounted their bikes. But they had not pedalled
ten yards before a clod of earth whizzed through the air and
caught Gussy in the back of the neck. A

“Gwooh! The howwid little wascals !” he said indignantly.
“They have positively no sense of gwatitude, Dig!
Yawoooogh !”

Another clod had smitten him.
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“Go it!” hooted Thomas Garge James Tribulet Triper.

““But they can chuck, can’t they?” grinned Digby. “And
they’re making a mark of you, Gussy, which—— Yooop!”

It appeared that, after all, they were not making Gussy
their mark to the invidious exclusion of his comrade. Digby
had turned his head to look back, and a clod had caught him
fairly and squarely on the nose.

After that the two pedalled their hardest, and were soon
out of the danger zone. But behind them, as they left the
village, sounded the derisive cat-calling and groans of some
fifty assorted urchins, male and female, i
D.“g‘hat, Gustavus, wasn’t a complete success!” remarked

igby.

* Gwanted, Digbay! But it was weally my fault!”

“Of course it was, idiot! It was your rotten, silly scheme
from first to last!”

““What I mean is that if I had not been sillay enough to
have a hole in my twousahs’ pocket—""

“Jimmy, as well as Tommy and Garge, would have had
his whack, and then everything in the garden would have
been lovely! Oh, I don’t doubt it, Gussy! You’re simply
ass enough for anything!” .

il

CHAPTER 11.
At the Circus,

& RRRR-R! TIt's jolly cold up here, you fellows!”
: remarked Harry Manners, as the band from East-
wood House approached the circus that afternoon.
It was certainly cold, and the indications of a
storm had grown plainer. They found Mr. Hors-

man looking a trifle anxious.

“Perhaps it will blow over!” he said. *But I shouldn’t
like a real big storm to strike us in this exposed place!”

“How is the cwowd wollin’ up, Mistah Horsman?”
inquired Gussy. ’

“Very well indeed, thank you, sir!” replied the circus
proprietor. ““Jolly Nicholas went over to Laxham this morn-
ing with Butternut, and let folks there know. There wasn't
time to bill the town, of course. But Nicholas seems to
have put the folks wise about it, for there’s lots of ’em
comin’ in by train, I hear. That reminds me! A fat young
chap was makin’ inquiries a few minutes ago about Eastwood
House. Said he was-a schoolfellow- of you gentlemen.”

The seven looked at.one another. The fat young chap
could surely be no other than the egregious Baggy!

‘“Oh—ah—yaas; Mistah Horsman!” said Arthur Augustus.
¢It’s all wight. We know the fellah!” '

“My hat, we do!” murmured Jack Blake.

“We're put on our guard, anyhow!” Tom Merry said.
“We ought to be able $o give the merchant a miss, knowing

e’s here!”

Monty Lowther shook his head sagely.

“If you gave Baggy a whole girls’ school, which would be
quite a number of misses ”

“Did I hear anyone say ¢ Ha, ha, ha!’ inquired Tom
Merry solemnly.

“You did not!” replied Herries, with emphasis.

“Even in that case you would not chcke off Baggy!”
went on Lowther, paying no heed to them. *Only chokey
would choke him off!”

Again no one ejaculated ‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“See here, Gus,” said Wally of the Third, “you're not
going to bring your blessed Baggy home with—-”

“Wot, “’aly! He is not my Baggy. An’ I have not
the wemotest intention of bwingin® him home !”

“I wouldn't trust you. You're such an old ass, Gus!
Anybody can get round you. How are the Triper Tribulets
—_ell?7’ ~

Arthur Augustus considered it a very regrettable circum.
stance that Digby had proved unable to keep his own counsel
as to the events of the morning. v
and glared in turn at his minor and at Dig.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

¢““Ho, ho, ho!”

“That’s just the way you like it done, isn’t it, Gustavus?”’

“What price twins and friplets at Easthorpe—eh, you
fellows 7” ]

“This wibald mewwiment is in vewy bad taste !” said Gussy
sternly. :

“Never mind, old man! Everyone knows you did—and
were done—all for the best!”” Tom Merry said, thrusting an
abtm through one of Gussy’s, and drawing him up to the pay-

0X.
“ “Thirteen tickets foh youah best scats,” said Arthur
‘Augustus.

“Here, hold on!” objected Jack Blake. ‘“Why should
you shell out for everybody, old chap? We can pay for
ourselves all right.” :
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“Of course we can, and we're going to,” said Tom.

“Jolly fino check of you, Gus, talking about thirteen!'"
hooted Wally. ““What have you got to do with my lot? I'm
going to pay for them. They wouldn’t be seen dead in a
circus if you paid for the tickets!” :

“Oh, that’s too thick, Wally!” protested Frank Levison.
“Thanks ever so much, Gussy; but it's arranged that Wally
stands treat to us.”

The other fags murmured their thanks, too.

“Oh, dear! You fellahs won’t let me awwange anythin®
my way,” said Gussy. ““Seven tickets, then, please, madam !
You six are my guests, an’ I shall considah it extwemely wude
of you if you weally insist on depwivin’ me of the pleasnah
of payin’!”

The stout lady at the receipt of custom smiled, and the six
gave way. )

‘ Better make it eight, Gussy, old man, I find I've left my
purse at home,” said a familiar voice behind them. They
did not need to turn in order to assure themselves that the
voice was the voice of the unspeakable Baggy.

“Pity you didn’t leave yourself at home !" growled Herries.

“I suppose I’ve as much right to come to a circus as you
have, Herries?” squeaked Trimble.

“Not without paying, you haven’t,” said Blake.

“Oh, I say! You're not paying, you know.”

a f‘Gl;l,SSy’S standing treat to us. That’s quite a different
hing.

“Well, Dighy, I suppose it won't break D’Arcy to stand
treat to one more, wil})it?“

“But we're chums of Gussy’s,” explained Manners, in the
tone of one who argues with a stupid and fractious child.

“So am I, ain’t I7 That’s right, isn’t it, Gussy, old pal?”

“Eight tickets, please, madam!"” said Arthur Augustus, in
accents of sad resignation.

““ Ags!” hissed Blake in his ear.

Trimble trotted in with them, a self-satisfied smirk on his
fat and unpleasing countenance. Baggy loved nothing better
than a successful attempt at sponging.

“We shall never be able to shake him off now, hang it!”
growled Manners.

They did not find themselves at once in the main tent on
passing the pay-box. As Mr. Horsman had explained to some
of them in the morning, he had lately bought up the
remainder of the stock belonging to a bankrupt wild beast
show. Butternut, the friend of Jolly Nicholas, had been
among the purchases, and motre of them were displayed in
cages in this ante-room.

Tamerlane, the elephant, was there, and, apparently, in
none too good a temper. Perhaps he did not like the nearnesa
of some of the other Leasts, among which was a sleepy and
mangy-looking Bengal tiger.

‘“Hold on, you fellows!” panted Trimble, pausing in front
of a cage, containing a mandril, a species of monkey with a
cross-looking face and an extremely highly-coloured and
variegated rear.

“You fellows " did not hold on: as far as they were con-
cerned Trimble was very welcome to stand in front of the
mandril all the afternoon, but they had no intention of
staying with him. A little of Baggy went a long way.

Wally & Co. halted, however. They were not interested in
Trimble, but in the other monkey, as Joe Frayne audibly
remarked.

Baggy seemed quite fascinated. The mandril glared at
him. Baggy grinned at the mandril. He failed to realise
that he was within reach of the creature’s arm.

But Manners minor realised that fact. )

“Lend me that stick, Curly,” he whispered. “I'm going
to give that beggar a stir-up! I’ve seen one before, at tho
Zoo, and he’s like a giddy rainbow behind!”

““Oh, let’s see!” cried Curly and Joe together,

Manners minor winked at {Nally. Manners minor was less
intent upon the study of zoology. than upon the annoyance
of Baggy Trimble. He got close up behind Trimble, and
poked t%\e mandrill in the ribs.

““Give him another, kid,” said Baggy patronisingly.

Only the fact that he had no stick had prevented Baggy
from poking the monkey on his'own account.

The grin of Manners minor -widened, and like unto it were
the grine of his chums. They did not want to hurt the cross-
looking monkey; but they did want to draw its attention to
Trimb%em

Reggie ‘“gave it another.”

It was the straw too much. The mandril shot out both
arms. One paw snatched Baggy’s cap from his head; the
other took a firm grip of Baggy’s hair, which was the better
available for the purpos> as Bagey seemed to be in debt to
the barber to some extent.

“Yaroooogh! Leggo, you beast! howled
Trimble.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the fags in chorus.
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““¥,00k out, or he'll scalp you, Baggy!” yelled Wally.
“YTeggo! Ow—yow! He’s killing me!”

Tom Merry glanced round. . . .
“There’s that sweep Baggy in trouble again,” he said.
“Serve him jolly well right!” replied Blake.

“In the soup is the proper place for Baggy,” remarked

Lowther. .
But Tom went back. At a glance he saw that Wally & Co.

were responsible for Trimble’'s mishap, and he did not want

the fags to getb into trouble with the circus authorities.

“Leggo, or I'll elay -you! Leggo, you beast, 1 say!"”
hooted Baggy, doing a kind of impromptu war-dance as the
monkey tugged harder. :

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the fags. -

“IWhat's the matter here?”’ asked Horsman, hurrying up.

“T,00ks as if this merchant wants to get into the monkey’s
cage,” said Wally, grinning. “Shall T open the door for
him !”

“No, you young
alone!”

rip! Here, you, sir, leave that monkey

© “Yooop! I aint—— Oh, dear, he's tearing my hair out

by the roots!
Baggy.

“Now, then, Jacko!” snapped the circus proprietor.

But Jacko only chattered his teeth and grinned viciously.

Horsman collared the stick from the hand of Reggie
Manners, giving that young gentleman a suspicious glance as
he did so, and rapped Jacko on the paws.

Baggy, suddenly released, staggered back, and lay face
upwards on the ground, moaning horribly.

“Here, I'll give you a hand up,” said Tom,

“You young gents had better get along inside,” Horsman
said.

Wally & Co. moved on. Baggy, with Tom’s help, scrambled
to his feet.

“Get my cap for me, will you. Merry?”’ he moaned.

“Yes—] don’t think!” replied Tom. .

The mandril had the cap, and seemed pleased with it—
perbaps as.a trophy .of moral victory.

“] sy, I can’t go about without my_cap, you know!”
burbled Baggy. )

“Punno that there's any particular recason for yonr going
about at all,” answered Tom, with, what seemed to Trimbie,
brutal candour. @

The mandril perched the cap on his head,in quite a
rekish. manner, .

“ Gimme my cap, you beast’" howled Baggy.

But tho enemy paid no heed—unless the manner in which
lie regarded a tuft of Baggy’s hair, which was still in his
paw, could be considered as a subtle insult.

“ Ain’t you going to get my cap for me, Merry?”

“Yes, I ami—not, Baggy!”

“Just like you chaps! I never saw such a rotten lot! You
nover stand by a pal!” A

“I think we do, Baggy, but you aren’t exactly a pal of
ours, you know.”

“Oh!  Why not?
fanle.”

“(Come along, and don’t argue

Pullimoff, do!” pleaded the unfortunate

I'm quite willing to be; it alih’t my
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“1 can’t come without my cap! Ain’t you going to get my

cap back for me, Merry, you rotter?”

“For two pins, Baggy, Pd—" .

Baggy, grt\mbiing and groaning, came without his cap.

T shall catch.my death of cold!” he burbled. -

“Righto-ho! Count on me for the funeral!”

“You're a beast, Merry .

“You're a gentleman, Baggy—I don’t think !’

They passed on to their seats. Baggy found-hkimself next
to Monty Lowther. Among all the chums there was none
‘:’]}){)ﬁn Baggy disliked more heartily than the humorist of the
Shell,

“Hallo, yoyr grace! How’s Trimble Hall?
the loyal and devoted tenantry?” asked Monty.

“The hall’s all right,” growled Baggy, “and—"" .
““What? The hall’s all right? After being burned to the
ground? You don’t say so?
miracles was past?”’ N Y
. “I mean—— That is——"Oh, really, Lowther, you muddle
a chap up with your silly japing! It wasn’t all burnéd, after
all. The damage—er—wasn’t quite so big as they thought at
first, As a matter of fact ” LI

““Prepare for a whopper,” whispered Manners, on Lowther’s
other side. :

“My dear man, I'm talking to Baggy! I'm prepared for
Kaisering to the tenth power!” : .

*“Ha, ha!” chortled Manners.
““What's that idiot cackling at?’ asked Baggy ercssly.

B

And how are

“I say, I am not going to sit with you fellows? You ain't’

very civil, Where's my pal, D’Arcy?” :
But Baggy . looked round in vain for the ncble Gussy.
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Hs was not to be seen. :

“The performance is just going to start,” said Tom Merry.
“Where’s our Gustavus?”’ ’

“I'm on to come along with you and look for him,”
volunteered Blake. * Perhaps he’s gone smitten on the stout
lady who sells the tickets, and has stopped behind to proposc
to her, Ha, ha!” . )

“No go!” said Tom, grinning. ‘‘That's Mrs. Horsman.”

The two left their seats, and passed out together. They
were just in time to see something that scemed to them
highly amusing, though Gussy, naturally, hardly saw it in
the same light !

CHAPTER 12,
Arthur augustus Meets Trouble,

GUSSY had stopped to contemplate Tamerlane, the

great elephant.

Perhaps the dejected look of the huge animul”

moved the tender heart of Arthur Augustus.
But it is difficult to express sympathy with an
elephant. One may stroke a dog’s head, a cat’s back, a
horse’s nose, and feel sure that the animal, if it cares about
that sort of thing at all, will understand. Where to stroke
an eclephant is rather a problem. ’

Gussy could not solve that problem, and he simply stcod
gazing—an attitude calculated to produce false impressions.

A large tank of water stood close to the elephant. The
animal dipped his trunk into it. Gussy stood watching. and
wondering whether water was as comforting to an clephant
as beer seemed to be to many men.

Just as Tom Merry and Jack Blake came out from the inner
tent the animal lifted his trunk from the water. Gussy still
gazed, like one spellbound.

Then something happened.

“Yah 2

Gussy’s wild yell of dismay was cut short.

A strong stream of water from the elephant’s trunk had
smitten him full in the face. It had the strength of a
hosepipe with a powerful pressute bebind it, and Gussy
staggered before 1t.

The expression of dismay on his face was comical beyond
words. Here had he stood, wishing the elephant weil wjth ali
his heart, when the ungrateful beast had treated him ‘as an
cnemy !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake and Tom together,

“Ho, ho, ho! He, he, he! Ha, ha, ha!” sounded in vary-
ing notes the laughter of others who saw.

“You—you extwemely wude an’ gwaceless animal! You
2

Jack Blake caught Gussy by the arm.

“No use slanging the beggar, old man!
you know.”

“BI}E I did nothin’ whatevah to pwovoke him, Blake!

“Must have been your face, Gussy, old dear!” grinned
Tom Merry. i

“But how could my face exaspewate the—-""

““It's often ‘ exaspewated ’ me,” said Blake. “‘Yon don't
keep it under proper control, you know. Iere’s your eye-
glass. Bit wet, ain’t you?” .

“ A bit wet, indeed!” I am soaked to the skin, Jack Blake,
an’ my clobah is uttahly wuined!”

“Not likely. It only wants drying. Better move on a bit,
or that big chap may take it into his head that you baven't
had enough yet. It's no good being greedy, old scout.”

“I must pwoceed home at once, an’ chauge my clobbah,
Blake.”

“Right-ho!
won’t, we, Tommy?” -~ - .

Tom agreed readily. But Gussy would not have that. .

“Tt’s wathah decent of you to offah,” he said.. “But theah
is weally no need. I will wun home ar’ wide back on my
bike. I would gweatly pwefer that. awwangement.”

They saw that he meant what he said, and let him go aloue.
But they certainly would not have done so could they bave
foreseen that his troubles were by no means at an end yet.

As Arthur Augustus left the cirens by the main entrance
someono slipped out of it by the back, unseen by him.

Neither he nor any of iis chums had noticed
Blader about the place. But he had seen them, and had becn
a witness of Tamerlane’s rude conduct to the great Gussy.

. Probably he knew better than anyone else why the elephant’s

temper was so bad.

Now he went running across the .common on a line diagonal

to that taken by D’Arcy. He ran crouched, taking every
advantage of cover, like one used to-doing so.. But:Mr. Hors-
man had told the fellows in the morning that Blader had been
in the Army, and seen active servicee He now had Lis
discharge. :
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He won't savvy,

Kim on, old son! We'll escort the vietim.,

the fellow.
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Judging by the pace at which he got over the ground, while
handicapped by the necessity of keeping to cover, there was
not much the matter, one would have thought, with his

hysical condition now. Gussy was running well, but the

ellow gained on him, and reached before him a lonely place
gcreened from view by the trees on each side and a sudden dip
in_the road. .

Behind the shelter of a bush he threw himself ufqn his

knees, turned his coat inside out, and hastily affixed to

is face
a bit of black cloth with two eyelet-holes. Thus partially
disguised, he would not easily be recognised by anyone who
did not know him well.

‘“’Ere! Stop!”

Gussy heard, and looked round. What he saw was not
calculated to make him stop. He had pluck enough for any-
thing, but this footpad was very plainly overweight for a boy
oflﬁfteen, and discretion was certainly the better part of
valour.

Unfortunately, Gussy was outpaced by the scoundrel. He
ran hard, but Blader ran harder. The junior could feel the
fellow’s breath hot upon his neck. Still he held on, hoping
to get out of that lonely dip, and see possible help in the
stretch of road ahead.

Then, with an awful crash, he sprawled forward. Blader
had shot out a foot, tripped him, and fallen upon his back.

Gussy was knocked senseless for the moment. Blader, with
something more yielding than the hard road to fall upon,
was only winded. He recovered while his victim was still
dead to consciousness. ]

He wasted no time. Gussy’s watch, money, rings—every-
thing of value he had upou him—were transferred to Blader’s
pockets. Then the rascal rose to his feet, gave one glance
at the boy, who was now coming to, and disappeared behind
the bushes.

Gussy staggered up, his hand to his head. He could hardly
realise yet wgl:mt had happened. -

But to do that did not take him long.

- “Oh, bai Jove! Wobbed!” he muttered.
The uttah scoundwel !”

He felt in his pockets, but with little hope that anything
had been missed. Pursuit was out of the question. Already
the footpad had disappeared. And even if Arthur Augustus
hiad been able to pursue, to come up, what could he have
done in the absence of help?

Shaken as he was, there seemed only one thing for him
to do, and that was to go on to Eastwood House. Even
there no help could be looked for. 'Fhere was not a young,
able-bodied man about the place. They were away on the
western front of battle, or training to go there. Many of
them were in Lord Conway’s regiment. And, in any case,
the footpad had too long a start for pursuit to be hopeful.

Gussy went in by a side door without being seen by anyone.
He did not summon anyone to help him in dressing quickly,
as he might have done otherwise.

But he dressed more quickly than usual, in spite of the
singing in his kead and the bruises on Lis bod

He had made up his mind to return to the circus, if he
had to order out a carriage to get there. A suspicion as to
the identity of his assailant had seized him.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured. “I do weally believe it was
that wascal Bladah!”

ut he was not sure, and in the circumstances it would
have been remarkable if he could have been sure. He had
little to go upon except the man’s stocky, powerful figure
and his knowledge—slight .enough—of the man’s character.

Within a quarter of an hour he was ready for return, and
that was something like record time for Gussy to dress in.
But for once he -was thinking more of other things than of his
““clobbah,” i

He wheeled out hLis machine, and pedalled rapidly away in
the direction of Barnt Common. It was to the south, and a

*strong north wind aided his progress so much that even on

}t:.)h% ,uz(){hill grades it was as though he was being pushed from

ehind.

“Bai Jove, though, the bad weather’s comin’!” he told
himself.  “Those (ﬁouds are pwetty squally lookin’, an’ the
wind howls like—like a thousand demons !”

“Wobbed!

CHAPTER 13,
The Storm.

wonder what had become of him—some of them, at
least. Monty Lowther was onc of those who refused
to regard his continued absence as at all surprising.
“The surprise will be if our genial Gustavus fturns
up before the performance is over,” he said. * Do you fel-
lows realise the fact that he has to choose a tie? If he had
nothing else to do, that would tie him to—-—" -

INSIDE the circus D’Arcy’s chums were beginning to
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“Oh, cheese it, Monty!” groaned Manners. “Your jokes
ain’t as good as Jolly Nicholas’, you know, and you're
keeping me from hearing his.” .

Jolly Nicholas was undoubtedly a. first-class clown. His
long, melancholy face seemed to make everything he said
funnier. He never grinned, or even smiled; but he made
others to grin exceedingly.

He was something like the best half of the show. Men

‘and horses had been commandeered for the needs of the

Army, and what were left were third-raters. But Nicholas
and Butternut made up for it. The St. Jim’s juniors
laughed till they almost cried at some of the comic passages
between the brown bear and the long-faced clown, and’
Tommy Triper and the rest of the Easthorpe urchins waxed
fairly hysterical. . .

But Baggy Trimble did not like the bear at all. His seat
chanced to be in one of the lower rows, and a movement of
the shaggy Butternut towards that side of the ring sent him
fleeing for safety higher. . .

“I—I don’t fancy that beast of a bear!”” he groaned, trying
to get behind Herries. “I—I reckon I’ve suffered enough
for one afternoon! Make that rotten ass of a clown call him
off, you chaps! Ow—yow! He’s coming! Oh, help!”

Jolly Nicholas had follewed Butternut up to the barrier.
No one but Baggy moved; they were all confident of the
clown’s ability to control the animal. Moreover, Butternut
did not inspire fear in them. He looked as though a small
child might safely have played with him.

Monty Lowther arose from his seat, and made a polite bow
to Jolly Nicholas. .

“Sir,” he said, ‘“we have here a—um, er—géntleman who
cannot bear your animal!”

“He may forbear his alarm,” replied Nicholas solemnly.

“He cannot. The bare notion of a bear is more than he
can bear,” answered Lowther.

“Ah, T perceive! It is the bare-headed young gentleman.
Bear up, I say! And bear
down also—bear down upon us,”and shake hands with my

fricnd Butternut!”
T’d go like a shot!” urged Wally.

‘“Go along, Ba ggyf 2] | &
“I won't go! Yarooogh! Who're you shoving, Digby,

you rotter ?”

“Oh, don't funk, Baggy!” said Reggie Mamners scorn-
fully.

“Yooop !
to death!”

Wally slipped into the bottom row of seats, stretched out
his hand, and patted the bear's shaggy head.  Butternut
looked at him hard, and yawned amiably. But Baggy
Trimble did not consider that yawn at all persuasive; it dis-
closed too many teeth for Baggy’s liking:

“The bareheszded young gentleman is certainly stout, and
Butternut likes them stout. On the other hand,” said Jolly
Nicholas, “I should not class him as sweet or tasty, and I
may add that my brown friend does not care for stout and
bitter. Come along, Butternut!” .

The bear ambled off by the clown’s side, and the crowd
roared with laughter. = It might have been pretty cheap
fooling, but they were in a mood to be easily pleased. :

Baggy got to the top tier of seats, and sat there in solitary
and rather miserable state. Nothing-would persuade him to
come lower till Arthur Augustus reappeared.

Then he scrambled down to get a seat by the side of his
“old pal Gussy.” By that time bear and clown were going
off amid applause.

But Baggy found himself edged out. Gussy was in a
hurry to tell his news, and the rest, when once they under-
stood what a serious thing had happened, crowded round him,
paying scant attention to Dora and Dolly, the Twin
Trapezists.

Even Wally condescended to draw near and hearken,
though, of course, ho sniffed contemptuously when he heard
that his brother had been waylaid and robbed.

“Just like you, Gus!” he said. “My hat, if you don’t
take the whole giddy biscuit factory as a silly ass!”

““What should you have done, Wally?”’ asked Jack Blake.
“Frightened the beggar off by playing ghost?”

““Oh, rats to you, Blake!”

“Do dwy up, Wallay!” said Arthur Augustus.  “See heah,
you fellahs, theah’s somethin’ that’s twoublin’ me !”

* Besides your face?’ inquired Lowther, in dulcet tones.
't'::’Oh' wot! My face doesn’t twouble me! Why should
it?

“My mistake, Gustavus! It would me if T belonged to it; -
but, of course, there’s no accounting for——"’

. “There will be a dead funny merchant here in half a minuto
if you don’t go easy, Lowther!” said Blake,

“What is it that bothers you, old scout?” asked Tom.

“I can’t help thinkin’ that the wascal who attacked me was
that boundah Bladah!”

I'm not going near the beast! He'd hug‘ me

THE GEM LiBrarY.—No. 458,
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“Whew !” whistied Tom Merry thoughtfully.

“ Rats!” said Herries. “‘It couldn’t have been! He was
in the ring directly after you’d gone!”
** Not so sure about that,” saild Manners major. I don’t

think it was directly after.
wasin’t 1" )

“It’s all a question of time,” remarked Digby. “Of
course, if the chap wanted to establish a—what-d’ye-call-it ?—
albumen——""

*“You mean alibi, old ass!” said Blake.

“Right-ho! T'd got it near enough, I reckon.
wanted to establish——"

-*“Capital word, Dig!
pressible Monty,

“Idiot! It’s all a question of time, I say!”

“It will be for Blader, if Gustavus can'prove it against
him, for he’ll have to do time !’

*Do dry up, you japing imbecile! This is serious!”

“1 really don’t think it could have been Blader, Gussy,”
suid Tom gravely, “If it was, He must have ‘scooted back
jolly quickiy 1

*I don’t say it was, Tom Mewwy.

In fact, I'm pretty sure it

If he

Say it again!” put in the irre-

I should be extwemely

weluctant to do even a wascal like Bladah an injustice,

natchuwally ; but—"

eI say, you fellows, I don’t like this!” squeaked Trimble.
There’s a beastly storm getting up!

I say, let’s get along home!”’

“

Fo 1 It will tear the giddy
roof off |

worried about other things that he had not even time to think
of Baggy’s barefaced cheek.

A heavy responsibility rested upon his youthful shoulders,
and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was not the one to shirk kis
responsibilities.

It was owing to his solicitations that Horsman had con-
sented to stay in the neighbourhood, and put up the circus
for a performance on a high and exposed spot that was, as
Gussy now recognised, as unsuitable at such a season of the
year as anything well could be.

Myr. Horsman might fairly be reckoned as sharing the
responsibility, of course; but Gussy scarcely thought of that. *

Now Horsman came forward.

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “I regret very much to
make the announcement I am obliged to make. Our per-
formance is not more than half over, but I feel that I really
have no alternative but to cut it short at this stage. The
storm 1s increasing in violence with every minute, and
prudence counsels the furling of our tent and the takiug
measures against its viclence at once!”

“Better let prudence talk, guv’nor!” said Jolly Nicholas,
coming up behind him. ‘““Perhaps prudence ain’t so long-
winded as you are. Boys and gals, do a bunk! This is the
end—finis; it’s all over for this year. Twiggez-vous? If
you ain’t sharp home, you’ll be blown out to sea before you
get there, and what would your mothers say then, peor

Y

things?

¢ @ood notion!” said Jack Blake heartily. “Best thing
vou can do, Baggy, with the walk to the station and the
journey to Laxham in front of you!”

«Oh, I didi't mean that! 1’'m coming with yoy fellows

“Not on_your life, you're not!” said Herrics, with immense
decision.

*It isn’t your bizney, Herries.. T .wouldn’t be seen dead aft
vour ‘place! My family’s proud, and we don’t cave to
associate with any sort of tag, rag, and bobtail !’

Baggy came very near to being pitched into the ring.
Herries was furious.

“(Gio easy, old chap!
says??

“That’s all very well, Tom; but—"

“We can’t have a row in public, anyway ["*

Herries saw that, and subsided.

Baggy leered in Gussy’s dismayed face. .

“You'll invite me, won’t you, Gussy, old pal?”’ he said
wheedlingly. “I can’t possibly go home through the storm

17

Who cares what a cad like that

.without a cap.- It would be the death of me very likely!” .

“All the more reason why you should be made to go!”
growled Herries. ;

*Jingo, this isn’t going to be half a storm!”’ said Frank
Levison.

*“Look at the wind catching the canvas!” Joe Frayne said.
:‘}W}a’ll ’ave the blessed tent down on us before you can say

knife’ 1”

(Gussy was growing very worried indeed.

'I'ne GEM LiBRARY.—No. 458.

He was so

There were very few grown-up people in the crowd, and
these were already making for the exit.  But the youngsters
resented hotly the notidn of loging half the performance.
TLoud]y rose the voice of Thomas Garge James Tribulet

“riper.

“It's a do!” howled Master Triper. “I ain’t a-goin’

But Master Triper, though a yelling throng of juveniles
lent_him the support of their leather lungs, found that he
would have to go.

The circus staff, helped by the St. Jim’s juniors, started
shepherding the crowd out.

“Hurry ’em up for all you're worth!”

1

ordered Horsman,

*This is getting serious!”’

And it was. Before everybody was out from under it, the
canvas roofing blew clean off, with a mighty rending of cords
and a great snapping sound, and sailed away on the wings of
the wind. ’ : .

The animals were - being hastily removed, The tiger
Lowled fiercely ; the monkeys chattered; and above the roar-
ing of the wind sounded the shrill trumpeting of Tamer-
Tane.

With one exception, the St. Jim’s fellows—Shell, Fourth,
and Third alike—worked like Trojans.

That exception was Baggy Trimble. Baggy got outside
in the rush, and mizzled at once.” If anyone missed him, it
was naturally supposed that he was making a bee-line for the
station; but probably no one did miss him.

The cireus folk—even the women—also piled in for all they
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were worth. Horsman and Jolly Nicholas, keeping their
heads, directed operations, while lending a hand wherever
needed, and even Blader worked like a man possessed.

But it was too lateé to save the tent. The storm had
increased to a hurricane. It swept -the home-going East-
thorpe crowd before it till the members of that crowd felt as
if they were flying rather than running through the noisy
twilight. Tt beat so hard in the face of a solitary figure
ploughing its way northwards that at times it Stopped him
dead; but he plugged on persistently.

“If I once get there, Gussy can’t have the heart to turn
me out in all this!” murmured Baggy Trimble to himself.

" Behind Baggy, making for shelter, remained his school-
fellows, toiling their hardest at what had become by now a
forlorn hope.

The circus tent had to be given up for lost. Everything
was got out of it before darkness came on, and what became
of it after that no one saw, The failure of light naturally
made matters worse.

With heads less clear and hearts less resolute among the
fighters against that storm, everything would have been in
confusion. But, though there was some confusion even as
it was, there was not what there would have been had less
true British, bulldog courage animated them.

“There goes a caravan!” said Tom Merry, shouting in
Gussy’s ear. :

One of the caravans, caught by a strong gust, had heeled
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right over and capsized on its side.
in it. -
. Up on this exposed common, with nothing at all to break
its force, the wind had a strength that secmed almost in-

Luckily, no one was

“credible. It had become a matter of difficulty even to keep

one’s feet. And every moment seemed to add to the force
and fury of the tempest.

“Theah’s only one thing to be done, Tom!"” shouted back
Gussy.  “They must simplay leave evewything heah, and
come along, animals an’ all, to Eastwood House !” -

Arthur Augustus paused, the wind taking his breath
away. .

For the moment Tom Merry’s breath was almost taken
away by this amazing proposition.

It was Gussy all over; his reckless gencrosity, his chivaliic
consideration for others.

But what would Lord Eastwood have said? Was this a
case in which he would expect Tom to assert the authority
delegated to him?

One moment’s thought convinced Tom that it was not.
Lord Eastwood was the kindlest and the most hospitable of
men. He would not have welcomed a circus troupe to his
ancestral halls with so little misgiving as his son Arthur was
prepared to do; but in such circumstances as these he would
have welcomed them. He would have held it impossible to
do otherwise. ‘

“I'll look for Horsman!” yelled Tom, and was off.

‘‘ Make that rotten ass of 'a clown call him off, you chaps! Ow
Trimble, dodging cut of the way.

yow ! He’s coming! - Oh, help!’’ roared
(See Chapter 13.) .

Next Wednesday’s Number of “ THE GEM *’ w:ll be the usunal
price, 1d. and will contain a Long, Complete S.ory, entitled:

“THE THIRD-FORM SWEEPSTAKE!”

THE GEM LiBRARY.—No, 45t.

By MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

‘



2 THE BEST 8> LIBRARY B@®— THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 37 LIBRARY, "3n2*

Heo found the circus proprietor not far away, and in the
very thick of the work, as he had expected. He was trying
to get the caravan, which had blown over, on its wheels
again; and among his helpers Tom could make out through
the gloom Jack Blake, Monty Lowther, Wally D'Arcy, and
Frank Levison.

Tom yelled his message in the ear of Horsman.

At once the circus proprictor straightened his back, stand-
ing upright.

“8ir,” he said, “I accept gratefully! We shall never get
the vans away from here to-night, and to stay here through
the storm means death to some of the animals, and maybe to
some of the folks, too.”

The wind had dropped for a moment, and his voice was
audible to all around.

““What is it, Tom?’ asked Wally eagerly.

% Gussy says they’d better all come up to the house, and
Mr. Horsman thinks it’s a good idea.”

¢“Oh, hang old Gus! I should have asked ’em up myself,
only I've been slogging in too jolly hard to have time to
think about it. That old slacker has just been standing still
and thinking it out—if he can think! But I don’t believe he
ever thought of it at all; you put him up to it, Tom!”

“] assure vou I didn’t. The idea was his own entirely.
And he hasv’t been slacking, either, Wally. You've been
piling in, I know, but I'll bet you haven't worked harder
than Gussy has.”

“Youve all worked like heroes,” said Jolly Nicholas, -who
had just come up. “And now, as the wind's droppin’ an’ we
can hear ourselves speak, let’s make a start for the marble
’alls of Eastwood House. Though I don’t mind a lot if they
ain’t all marble, because, between you an’ me an’ Butternut,
it's goin’ to be a bit cold when we've finished perspirin’.
Here comes the snow!”

The snow began to fall, thick and fast. Though the fury
of the wind had abated, there was still enough left of it to
send the big snowflakes swirling into their faces.

It was lucky that Eastwood House was not far away, for
that was no night for a long pilgrimage.

CHAPTER 14.
Christmas Guests at Eastwo:d House.

% ORD was passed for the move, and. the circus-folk,
nearly every one of them leading some terrified
animal, drew together. Flaming naphtha-lamps,
possible to keep alight now, cast a lurid glare

i through the snow.

Horsman mniarshalled his forces. Already, by almost super-
human efforts, the cages containing the wild beasts had bcen
dragged to a position somewhat more sheltered than the top
of the hill. These were sent off, and so was a caravan into
which the women of the party had been crowded.

Blake, Wally, and Levison minor went to guide the men
with the cages. Lowther and Manners volunteered to go
with the caravan.

Now Tamerlane started, in charge of Blader and another
man; and with them went Digby and Herries.

The rest of the fags accompanied Jolly Nicholas and
Butternut, squeezing with difficulty into the pony-carriage,
?nd huddling  up to the brown bear without the slightest
ear.

“He did niff a bit,” said Joe Frayne, afterwards. ‘‘But
I'm ’‘anged if I minded that at the timec; an’ the big old
beggar kept us all warm, you bet!”

Last of all came Mr. Horsman, Tom Merry, and Arthur
Augustus.

The circus proprietor ‘was very grave as he took a final
look round to make sure that no one and no animal was
being left behind.

But not a single word of reproach did he speak; and
Q'ussv's heart smote him all the harder by reason of that
silence.

“It’s a vewy heavy blow to you, I feah, Mistah Horsman,”
Gussy said, when they were stepping out briskly to catch up
the rest. R

“Well, it means a deal of trouble an' a bit of loss,”
Horsman replied. *“But, bless you, sir, what’s this to what
happened in Belgium? We'll live through it, thanks to you
for your hospitality.”

“But if it had not been foah my cwass folly——"

“Not another word, sir, if vou please! I'm more than
three "times your age, and I ought to have had more
sense.

Arthur Augustus did not seek to press the argument
further. But Tom could guess what was in his mind.  That
day's work would mean a langish bill for Lord Eastwood to
foot. And he would foot it, even though Horsman raised
obiections. Tom was very sure of that.

The snow swirled around them. Already great drifts were
forming by the roadside. The wind smote like the point of
a knife. As the warmth due to the hard work they had been
doing faded out they began to'shiver.

.'Il'he lights in the windows of the lodge made a welcome
sight.

By the time they reached those lights, gleamning out over
the snow, they had caught up with the procession—the

-queerest circus procession ever seen, Tom Merry thought.

“Let’s go’ ahead an’ awwange wheah evewything an’
evewybody is to be put up, Tom Mewwy,” suggested Arthur
Augustus; and, leaving Mr. Horsman, they hurried on.

But Wally had been before them. He had issued orders in
a lordly style that Gussy Limself could not have bettered.
The housekecper, alarmed at the prospect of such an
invasion. had ventured to protest, it seemed.

©1 shut her up in half a jiffy,” Wally told them.

“Weally, Wally, I do twust you were not wude to the
good old lady! = You know how much the patah values
Mrs,——" .

“Rats, Gus! I suppose it wasn’t rude to ask her how
she'd have liked it herself if she'd been one of the trapeze-
girls, and had had to jolly well freeze to death, was it?”

It came out afterwards that the housekeeper had considered
it rather rude. Wally had managed to conjure up in her
flustered mind a picture of herself in tights, and she had not
liked that picture at all. But if Wally’s argument- had not
been of the happiest, his intentions were good, and there was
no lack of energy on the housekeeper’s part in the
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nﬁnarations made to receive the clreus-folk, male and female
alike. :

“Hallo!  What in the giddy world does this mean?”
exclaimed Tom.

The wide hall was full of people in snow-laden greatcoats.
The melting snow had already begun to form pools on .the
floor.  Things were going to be jolly and comfortable
presently, everyone knew; but at the moment there was little
sign of anything but discomfort and bustle.

And down the wide staircase, visible to all there through
the open inner door, came Baggy Trimble, looking like the
master of the place!

For Baggy was clothed in immaculate evening-dress, with
patent-leather boots and a flower from the conservatory in his
buttonhole. His {at face wore a self-satisfied smirk as Le
came towards them. . ’ -

On closer view, Baggy, in all his finery, looked less like a
zentleman than any one of the other juniors in their wet
clothes, with the marks of hard toil upon them. For Baggy
was not and never would be a gentleman. Nevertheless, the
contrast was a marked one. ’

Baggy was like an unpleasant but sleek cat among a
number of dogs of good breed, muddy from hunting in the
winter woods and fields. :

Arthur Augustus fairly gasped, too amazed to say anything
for a moment. .

“Look here, Baggy, get—do you hear?” snapped Wally,
more ready of speech.

Wally’s feeling was the feeling of every St. Jim’s fellow
there. No one wanted Trimble.

But, as might have been expected, Gussy rose superior to
his feelings directly he was able to speak.

I ordah you to be gquiet, Wallay!”’ he said authoritatively.
“It is uttahly imposs to talk in that mannah to anybody
vindah ouah own woof!” ;

“Rot!” howled Wally. “I'm not going to be sat upon
like that—not if 1 know it! Nobody asked Baggy; nobody
wants Baggy; and we're jolly well not going to put up with
Baggy!” ’

“The last train to Laxbam has not yet gone, T believe,”
remarked Lowther pointedly.

**And I dare say one of the coachmen could drive down-

to the station all right, now the wind's dropped,” said
Manners major. )

- “Your people will be anxious about you, Trimble,” said
Tom Merry.
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“Oh, no, they won't,” replied Baggy calmly. “T told
them I was going over to see the circus, and if 1 wasn’t back
they could take 1t for granted that I'd gone home with my
pal,. D’Arcy. That’s nﬁ serene, ain’t:it, Gussy, old chap?”

Seldom had the instinet ofs hospitality more to contend
with in the ncble breast of Arthur Augustus than at that
moment.

But that instinct triumphed.

“Yaas,” said Gussy faintly.
Twimble.” )

Something like a groan in chorus followed those words.

Trimble paid no heed to it. He thrust an arm affection-
ately through the right arm of D’Arcy major.

“I knew I could count on you, old sport I’ he said. “You

“Tt—it—it’s quite all wight,

don’t mind me borrowing one of your dress-suits, do you? &

I was wet through by the time I got here; and, of course,
a fellow who’s been accustomed to high society, as I have,
likes to look decent.”

“Oh—er—ne, Baggy, I don’t mind—at least—no, I don’s
weally mind,” gasped Gussy.

Herries marched up to Baggy.

“Whose boots are those?” he demandad sternly.

Herries knew them. His size was beyond that of any of
his chums, but not beyond Baggy’s.

“D’Arcy’s; of course. What’s it to do with you, any-
way ?” returned Baggy rudely.

“No; they’re not. D’Argy don’t take number—I mean, I
know jolly well they’re mine. And you're going to take
them off this moment, so make no mistake about it!” .

Gussy darted a reproachful look at his chum.

Baggy got behind Gussy.

“It's all very well, Gustavus,” said Herries firmly. “Weo
all know you. You're the decentest chap alive. You're too
jolly decent, that’s what’s the matter' with you. Off with
those boots, you scallywag !”

“Weally, Hewwies, deah boy——"

“This ain’t iny roof. I’'m not under any obligation to bLe
polite to truckling spongers!” went on Herries warmly.
“I'll clear out if you like, old man. That will make room
for this worm, I suppose. But I jolly well won’t have tho
worm wearing my boots !”’

*‘Hear, hear!” cried Wally in delight. “Didn’t know till
now that there was so much sense in you old fogies!” .

‘‘Bettah take the boots off, Twimble,” said Gussy, “I
will wing foah -a paiah of slippahs.”

Grunting and groaning, Trimble obeyed.
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‘At that moment a diversion occurred, causing the egregious.
Baggy to be forgotten for a time.

The man from the lodge appeared.

“Is Master Arthur here?” he asked, peering into the well-
lighted hall blinkingly, fresh from the darkness outside.

“*Yaas, I'm heah, Wogahs,” said D'Arcy. “What is it?”

“There’s been a motor-cycle. accident. outside, the gates,
sir. Sergeant-Major of the Southshires, on his way to Kast-
thorpe. Got miz-mazed like, in -the snow and the wind, and
ran.into a pile of stones. I'm pretty sure as he’s got one
ankle badly sprained, an’ he’s above a bit shook up.”

“He must come up here,” said Arthur Augustus at once.
Some of us will take a cawwiage
down an’ fetch him up. No need to send pooah old Willis
or Binks out on a night like this.”

Everybody but Trimble was ready to go; but, of course,
everybody was not needed. And when they got out into the
stable-yard thoy found- Willis' pacing ill-temperedly up and
down in the snow, fuming at the necessity of finding quarters
for all Horsman’s animaﬁ. )

“T don’t mind the horses, sir,” he said. ‘‘ Though, Heaven
knows, I never looked to see my stables demeaned by circus
horses. But that tiger, and the monkeys! What peace and
quietness is there geing to be in the stables with them near

? It's enough to worry a high-bred horse to death.
‘And that elephant! He’s beyond the limit—right beyond it,
sir. And there’s so much to be done, and—"

“Do not wowwy, Willis! Whatevah theah is to do I an’
my fwiends will help in. As foah the clephant, he must go
in the big barn. And now I want a cawwiage to go down
to the lodge.” :

“You don't want a carriage for a step like that, Master
Arthar.” .

“You are wong, Willis, and T beg that you will wefwain
fwom arguin’ mattahs with me! I need a cawwiage because
I have a damaged hewo to bwing up to the house—one of
ouah gallant men. in khaki.”

“0Of course, if you order it, sir.”

“I do ordah it, Willis!”

“Then there’s no more for me to say.
ship 2 ) B
“That mattah, Willis, you can leave to me

Within five minutes Gussy and Blake were on their way
down to the lodge while the rest piled in to the help of Willis
and the circus staff. -

So well did they work, and so much did the reasonableness
of Horsman about everything impress the stiff-backed old
head coachman that he was found in a much more amiable
iframe of mind by the time the carriage returned.

The sergeant-major, a fine-looking fellow of just under
forty, six feet and thirteen stone odd of brawn and musecle,
was helped- out.

As he descended, with the aid of Blake and Gussy, his keen
blue eyes noted a face, seen but a second in the light of a
stable lantern, but recognised in that second. :

““Who's that man, young gentleman?” he asked sharply.

But neither of the juniors had seen. :

The man was Blader. He had seen the warrant officer,
and had lost not a second in putting himself out of sight.

For William Blader had particularly good reasons for not
wanting to get into contact with Sergeant-Major Clough, of
the 3rd Southshires! :

The soldier was helped through the hall to a warm and
comfortable small room beyond it, and seated by a good fire.

But his lord-

1,

“I will have wefweshments ordahed foah you at once,”

said Gussy, beaming upon him.

“It's very good of you, eir, and I won't deny they'll he
welcome,” answered Clough. “But if there’s a groom
among your men of Army age, a short, thick-set fellow named
Smith——” ) §

“We have not a solitawy man about the {)Iace who could
joinlthe ’Army,” said Gussy, with justifiable pride. *‘ The

atah—""
£ “But I saw this man, sir, and I knew him at a glance. He
is a deserter from my battalion !

“My hat, Gussy, it must be that chap Blader!” ceied
Jack Blake. :

CHAPTER 15.
Christmas Decorations in the Wrong Place.

¢ S the man you mean a reddish chap, with a nose that’s
got a kind of knob at the end?” asked the sergeant-
major—who seemed .to think very little of his own
damages in comparison with the ¢hance of bringing
a deserter. to book.
“Yaas, bai Jove! That's Bladah, wight enough. But he
belongs to the circus, not to ouah people.”
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The sergeant-major looked puzzled. Blake hastened to
explain. R

“My word, you've got a rice little Christmas party here!”
said the soldier, grinning,

“What ought we to do?” asked Blake.

“Oh, awwest the boundah at once!” said Gussy eagerly.
“I considah a desertah a simplay disgustin’ cweatchah.”

Sergeant-Major Clough grinned again.

‘“’Fraid it’s not quite so easy as all that, sir,” he said.
“I shall want a warrant. I hope he did not twig me, that’s
all. Don’t let him get the alarm, and we may be able to
nab him within twenty-four honrs, with luck.”

“The day aftah to-morrow is Chwistmas,” said Gussy
thoughtfully. “It will be quite imposs foah the circus folk
to cleah out till aftah that, an’ then it all depends upon what
the weathah’s like. We may be snowed up heah. No doubt
Bladah will stay with the west. It seems a little like
tweachewy to keep him so as to awwest him latah; but he
is a desertah, an’ that excuses evewything,”

““Could I see the circus boss, sir ?” asked Clough.

““Oh, by all means, deah boy!”

Mr. Horsman was sent in to hold conference with the
sergeant-major.

- Now things out of doors had been got into train. By this
time the women folk of the circus had been conducted to
bed, all glad to go. . .

The men trooped into the kitchen quarters, where they
found all they cculd need in readiness, and Mr. Horsman
and Jolly Nicholas were invited to join the juniors and the
last-come guest. . .

It was late before anyone went to bed that night. Wally

Jo. made their exit earlier than the rest. Utter weariness
lulled suspicion, or Gussy and his chums might have divined
the fact that it was not for nothing the fags departed in
advance.

Except at supper, Bagey had not made himself at all
conspicuous during what remained of the evening. He had
kept as near as possible to Arthur Augustus—a doubtful
compliment which the swell of the Fourth. was far from
appreciating. But he was too polite to let Baggy see that.

At supper Baggy had wrought pewerfully, of course. His
sohoolfellows anticipated no less. But the others present, -
who did not know him, sat amazed.

Jolly Nicholas iet his own plate stand almost untouched'
before him. His eyes opened widely. Byv-and-by his mouth
also began to open. Joe Frayne looked at him and giggled.
Arthur Augustus locked and frowred.

But a clown is a licensed joker. It-was of no usc to frown
at the good Nicholas.

“If T'd only known,” said Jolly Nicholas at last, in an
awed voice, “I'd have been afraid to let my friend Butternut
get so near him!”

“I say, Nick, why?"” asked Wally, who had struck up a
special friendship with the clown. .. And Wally nudged
Manners minor as he spoke. B

“The poor fellow might have been atc clean up,” said
Nicholas, in a hollow voice.

“Who? Baggy? That wouldn’t have mattered a scrap.
We could all spare Baggy,” said Reggie Manners.

“ Weally, Weggic »

“No. Butternut!” answered the clown, his voice more
hollow than ever.

Trimble, passing up his plate for further replenishment,
had leisure to bestow an ugly scowl upon Nicholas.

The scow! was wasted..

‘“Excuse me, young sir,” said Nicholas; “but may I ask
whether you ever applied for a job with our circus?”

“Mec! Do you think I'd lower myself 2 squeaked Baggy,
with a look like a basilisk. v

“What was the application about, Nick ?” asked Wally of
the Third.

“Some young gent at school wanted to join us as the
World-Renowned Wolfer, warranted to wipe up more in an
hour than any other man on ecarth in a week,” said Nicholas,
without even a twinkle of the eyes. *’Scuse me, sir! My
mistake! I really thought it must have been you. Anyway,
he was a whacked to the wide wolfer if ever you ran across
him. TI'll give you that much credit!”

“T'm surprised, Gussy, that you should admit these low
circus people. Ow-yow! What are you kicking my shins for,
Digby, you beast ?”

Jolly Nicholas said no more after that. He saw that he
had put himself more or less in the wrong with both his host
and his boss. ’ .

But he sat and watched Baggy’s play with knife and fork
in a fascination that never waned,

It might have been two hours after supper had been cleared
away that the gencral move bedwards came.

“1 say, Gussy,” sounded the high, squeaky voice of Baggy—
“I say, old chap, can I have a snack to take up with me, in

y
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“Yar——* Qussy’s wild yell of dismay was cut short. A strong stream of water from the elephant’s trunk

had smitten him full in the face.

(See Chapter 12.)

case I get fecling faint in the night? T do sometimes, you
know, after a light supper.”

“Jumping Jehosaphat!” murmured the clown. “A light
supper !”’

‘“Will biscuits do you, Baggy?” asked Arthur Augustus.
“Heah is a biscuit-bawwel that you can take up with you !”

“Oh, I suppose they’ll have to do, if you haven’t anything
clse!” replied Trimble ungraciously. ~He looked into the
biscuit-barrel; but he found it so nearly full that, even from
the greedy Baggy, no complaint on that score was possible.

So he went. up. clutching the biscuit-barrel to his chest,
without a good-night to anyone.

He had a room to himself. No one wanted Baggy as a
room-mate. There was a good fire burning in the grate, and
a pyjama suit of Gussy’s had been put to warm.

Baggy smirked around him. It seemed to Baggy that the
lines had fallen to him in pleasant places.

“Shouldn’t have had a fire at home!” he muttered.
“They do do it here, and no giddy error! I'm not going
under a week. That pig Gussy might have given me some-
thing besides measly biscuits to go at in the night, though.
T’ll look after things better to-morrow.”

Baggy sat down by the fire, and put his hand into the
biscurt-barrel. i

After all, the biscuits proved not so measly. . Baggy
sampled them to the extent of a pound or so in a trifle over

Next Wednesday’s Number of “ THE GEM " will be the nsnal §¢
price, 1d., and will contain a Long, Complete Story, entitled:

THE THIRD-FORM SWEEPSTAKE!”

five minutes. The reason why he ate so slowly was because
he had begun to feel drowsy.

From the corridor came the sounds of laughter and the
seurry of fect.

“Oh, they’re playing tho fool, of course!” said Baggy
impatiently. - *“They never seem to get tired of that.”

Baggy rose, with the intent to lock his door. But as he
opened it, Wally plunged into the room, hotly pursued by
Jolly Nicholas, N

‘Here, get out!’’ squeaked Baggy. “I ain’t used to this
sort of thing, you know! I—— Ow-yow! Yarooogh!”

Wally, seeking shelter under the bed, had made a dive
between the fat legs of Baggy, and Baggy had fallen back-
wards. i

The clown--a comical figure in a suit of f)yjamas which left
exposed a good twelve inches of very skinny legs, strode
across Baggy’s prostrate form, stooped, and dragged out the
writhing Wally.

In the corridor the other fags giggled and pushed one
another about. Now the Fourt ans Shell fellows, full of
indignation, were tumbling out of their rooms. .

“Get out!” gasped Baggy. “D’Arcy, I don’t think you
ought to allow this sort of thing! I’'ve been accustomed to
better-conducted establishments than this, let me tell you !

“Go back to ’em!” shouted Jack Blake, catching Joe
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“We've no use for you!” howled Manners, collaring Reggic
in a stern grip.

‘““Where’s that young rascal Wally?” yelled Herries.
“They were ell in it, of course; but I'll bet it was his
scheme ! L

“Here is Master Wally,” said Jolly Nicholas, exhibiting
his struggling captive. “I intend to put Master Wally to
;oged—"in my bed. I shall be quite satisfied to exchange with
1im, 5 )

“Chuck it, Nick! I ain’t taking any!” shricked Wally.

Tom Merry had captured Curly Gibson, and Digby had laid
hold of Levison minor. No one had any doubt that all the six
had share in the guilt.

Jolly Nicholas led a procession to the room which had been
allotted to him. The turned-down bedclothes revealed a heap
of holly, prickly and red-berried.

“One—two—three !” counted Jolly Nicholas,
Wally of the Third in his lean. but strong arms. .

“Ah! Oh, don’t!” spluttered Wally. ¢ You—yowll spoil
the Christmas dec—" L.

He did not finish. Jolly Nicholas sent him flying into the
thick of the holly. v

“Oh, good egg !”’ yelled Tom Merry.

“Serve you . wight, Wallay!” said Arthur Augustus
severely. “You should have had bettah mannahs than to
tweat a visitah thus!”

“T jolly well hope it hurt him!” said Trimble viciously.

“Oh, you shut up, you rotter!” growled Blake, giving
Baggy his elbow in the ribs, -

Wally sat up, grinning. .

“It’s nothing: when you’re used to it!” he remarked aivly.
#Why don’t you try some, Baggy "’

“Not likely !” said Trimble indigrantly, and edged furthesr
away.

H)e’ could not understand why &ll the captive fags laughed
at that, as if it wewe an excelleut joke.  Ile had not meant to
be funny. . i L

“Bring the rest along, and put them through it !’ said Tom
Merry grimly.

The fags were hustled. along to the other traps they had
prepared, and were rolled in the holly one after another.
They squealed, of course; but to Baggy it seemed that they
were not half punished, as they evidently took their punish-
ment as in some sort part of the fun.

Baggy waddled to his own room, and locked the door. Ie
was feeling sour.

“T could have told those silly asses of a score of better
ways of putting them through it!” he muttered. “But they
wouldn’t have taken a scrap of notice. Beasts! Even Gussy
don’t really want me. But I'm mnot jolly well going to be
choked off go easily !” . . .

He sampled the’ biscuits again. When he had finished his
sampling thiere was not one left. Then he smelt the scented
soap, as if he meditated sampling that, It was of a sweet
savour, but Baggy concluded that it might have its drawbacks
as an articls of diet. And, anyway, thcre was not enough of
it to go far.

Slowly. basking in the genial warmth of the fire, Baggy
undressed. Peace ruled in the corridors now. It seemed as
though all the rest had sought the arms of Morpheus.

“Wonder whether they thought of a warming-pan?”
murmured Baggy, ready to get into bed. He had thrown his
borrowed raiment all over the floor. As it did not belong to
him, there scemed no sort of use in being careful withi it.

He plunged in.

“VYaroooogh!” he howled. “Yooop! The young beasts!
Owsyow !’ ) : )

Until that moment it had never struck Baggy that, while
they were putting holly in other’s beds, Wally & Co. were not
in"the least likely to forget him! : .

“Is that how you hke it done, Baggy?” shrilled the
exultant voice of Wally from the corridor. .

[rimble rushed to the door. But he did not open it. He
was not by any means sure that he would sece. the fags in full
vetreat. They might have the cheek to stand their ground.

He dragged out both sheets, with ihe holly inside, and
snuggled down between the blankets. In a few minutes o
sound like unto the sound of a trumpet proclaimed that
Baggy had found repose.

swinging

CHAPTER 16.
Baggy's Night Foray.

UT he did not sleep very long. In an hour or two he
-sat up in bed, and put his hands to that part of hjs
anatomy which his waistcoat would have covered

. had he been dressed. :

“QOh, I do fcel so uncommonly peckish!” he moaned.
What's a dozen or so
THe GeM LiBrary.—No. 458,
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measly biscuits to a chap who nceds so much to keep up his
constitution as I do?”

He thought hard. Baggy Trimble was not a great thinker;
but when the subject of his cogitations was grub ' the thing
he lived for—he could use his brains.

“I'll bet they did themselves better!” he grumbled.
‘“They laid in a store for the night, I kunow. What shall I
do? {t’s a pretty big house; but I guess I can find my way

to the larder. I ought to be able to collar another mingy

biscuit-barrel or two, anyway. Pooh! Biscuits in a house

like this! Shameful, I call it! And for a chap with a

delicate constitution like mine!” E

Baggy scrambled out of bed. He had made up the fire
before turning in, and the warmth of it now helped to lend
him a kind of false courage. :

This expedition was not wholly to his taste, for Baggy
Trimble was by no means of the stuff of which heroes are
made. But though he was not really hungry, he had per-
suaded himself that he was; and in the great cause of grub
ad lib. Baggy could darc something.

The corridors were not quite dark as he passed along them,
and he found his courage keeping up in a manner that
surprised himself.

Through green-baize doors he passed into the kitchen
regions. Here lights had been put oui; but Baggy found a
candle on a table, lit it, and passed on.

His search was not a long one. A pautry stood open before
him within three minutes of his starting.

Baggy's eyes glistened wolfishly. Seldom before had he
seen so much at one time of the sort of provender that his
soul yearned after.

Inside great safes were hams and cold roast joints and
chickens. On many a shelf were ranged tarts, mince-pies,
jellies, custards, cakes, apple-pies, and doighnuts.  Plum-
puddings in basins dangled from the ceiling.

“Crumbs!” murmured Baggy. licking his lips. “I wish
T'd thought to bring a portmantcau, or a dirty-linen bag!
Tiren a hatbox would have been better than nothing.” .

He bqgan to load himsclf up, grumbling at the necessity

of carrying in his arms all he wanted to take—or, rather, all
he could take.
_ When he had piled up such a load as it seemed absolutely
impossible any one person could carry, he started out, leaving
the lighted candle behind him. It was not until the sixth
;tcp or so took him into semi-darkness that he realised the
act.

He paused, uncertain what to do.

And while he stood, irresolute, there fell upon his ears a
scund that made him shiver from the crown of his fat, round
head to the soles of his ugly feet.

The Bengal tiger had emitted an awful, heart-shakine
roar.

1t secmned to Baggyv to proceed from seinewhere quite closc
at hand. He could almost have sworn that the animal was
just behind him.

"Tarts and mince-pies fell from the heap he carried.

. .The ruling passion was strong in Baggy. He stooped to
pick up the pastry.

And as he stooped, something rushed at him from behind.
bowling him clean over.

“Ow-yow!” thowled Baggy, beside himsclf with fear.

“Help!  Murder!  The tiger's goi— Ow-yow! I'm
killed!  Ie’s tearing me lmb frora limb!  Yarooo-coo-
ooogh !

Baggy shrieked as for a dozen. Up and down the house
sounded the noise of his shrieking: aund the sleepers above
heard it, and stivred in their warm beds.

Liven the shrill yapping of Pongo did nat suggest to Baggy
that, afger all, it was possible that the tiger was not roaming
about the house at his own sweet will.

Baggy felt something warm and heavy on his back. Hot
breath was blowing upon his neck. Every moment he
expected to be crunched between the iiger's jaws.

\;.Now, with a rush, came his schoolfellows and Jolly
Nicholas.,
“Help! Ow-yow!” shricked Baggy.

If he had enough command of himself left to think cleasly
at all, he could hardly have expected help. Most certainly
Baggy Trimble would not have faced a tiger for amyone
elsc’s sake, and Baggy was not in the habit of giving anyene
else credit for higher qualities than his own, .

“My hat!”

“0Oh, my only maiden aunt!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, crumbs!”

“ Jumping Jchosaphat !

‘“Ho, ho, ho!” 3
“Ts that how you like it ‘done, Baggy?”
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“Bai Jove, if the feahful wottah hasn’t been waidin’ the
lardah !”

‘“Come off it, Towser!”

Before Herries gave that order Baggy had begun to suspect
that it could hardly be the tiger, after all. For everyone
was laughing; even the solemn face of Jolly Nicholas had
expanded into a broad grin,

Towser came off it, and ran to his master, wagging the
rear part of his solid body with enthusiasm. Evidently
Towser thought that he had done well. .

Baggy did not in the least agree with Towser.

He got up, panting and breathless, and a tide of ‘angry red
flooded the pallor of his unwholesome, pasty face.

“You—you—— I’ll have the law on you, Herries!” he
howled. *That dangerous brute nearly killed me!”

Herries patted Towser’s big head, and looked round him.

‘“Can’t see him,” he said. ‘Where is he?”

“Whero's who?”’ hooted Trimble. *“I mean, that beastly
bulldog of yours!”

“My hat! I thought you meant the tiger! As for old
Towser, if he really has bitten you I'll have the old chap
shot. T shouldn’t care to keep him after he’d taken to eating
carrion!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where’s the giddy tiger, Baggy?”

‘“Show us the bites!”

“Weally, Twimble, I must wemark that I considah you a
person who has no wight to intwude himself into a decent
house !”

“Oh, come off it, Gus? What’s the good of talking to that
merchant about decency? He’s Baggy Trimble, and he
always will be Baggy Trimble, and you can’t expect anything
from him.” .

“He ought to be ragged, all the same,” said Reggie
Manners.,

‘“Hear, hear!”

Wally, in hearty agreement with his chum’s verdict, picked
up a badly-squashed tart and planted it fairly and squarely
upon Trimble’s nose.

‘“Stop that, Wally!” cried D’Arcy major, in anger. “If
Baggy is a Pwugsian Hun—an’ I am sadly afwaid that theah
1s no woom foah doubt on that scoah—we arc not!”
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“Bad argument, Gustavus,” said Lowther.
reprisals.”

“Let’s roll the rotter in the good stuff he’s spoiled!” said
Blake.

Trimble dodged behind Gussy.
“I—I—I think you ought to protect me, D’ Arcy—really I
do!” he said feebly. “I-~I don’t see that I did anything

My

“I vote fof

“He doesn’t see that he’s done anything wrong.
hat!” gasped Digby.

“Great Scott, no! And you never will make him see if,
whatever you say to him!” said Tom Merry.

“I haven’t. D’Arcy wouldn’t grudge me a mouthful of
grub, would you, Gussy, old pal?”

D’Arcy’s reply was a look of ineffable contempt. What
Baggy had done seemed to him absolutely beyond the limit.
But he did not forget the laws of hospitality. Baggy was
a guest, though a very unwelcome one, and it was out of the
question to do to him here what might fairly have been done
at St. Jim’s. .

So Arthur Augustus rose to the occasion, as ever when ¥
point of honour was involved, and cast over the miserable
Baggy the mantle and ehield of his protection.

“I will not have him wagged,” he said, with dignity. I
am not going to say what I think of the disgustin’, piggish
wottah! Tt would be infwa dig to tell the low, swinish
cweatchf’xh my opinion while undah my own woof-twee,
but—

“Keep it up, Gussy! Go on not telling him what you
think! It’s so jolly like what we should tell him if we did
tell him——"’

“Oh, wing off, Lowthah, pway! Twimble, I wegwet that
in the heat of the moment that I may have been
betwayed into—" .

. “1\{9\"31‘ mind that, Gussy. I—I know you don’t mean it.

“Pardon me, Twimble, but I feel it my dutay to cowwect
the false impwession you labour undah,” said Arthur
Augustus icily. I mecan evewy syllable. But—""

A long-drawn, weird howl from the tiger broke in upon
his epeech. Baggy was not the only fellow present who
started, for the beast really seemed to be very close at hand.
“It’s in the house! I know it is! Oh, let me go! Ow—
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yow! ‘I shall be eaten alive!” howled Baggy; and, dodging
Manners major and Herries,” who tried to stop him, he fled.
“ After him, Towser!” commandéd Herries. .
But Arthur Augustus, choking down gallantly the dread
of the bulldog which he had always felt in some measure,
seized Towser by the collar. Towser growled and struggled,
but Gussy held on. )

“Oh, all serene, old fellow, if you object,” said Herries. .

“Quiet, Towser! You can léave go, Gussy. He won’s kick
against that.” ‘ '

“Lucky we left Pongo and Towser down here, remarked
Wally, caressing his own curious canine specimen. .*We
might never, have tumbled to what that beast Baggy was
up to if it hadn’t been for them.”

Arthur Augustus did not think it so lucky. He would
rather have preferred, on the whole, that the delinquencies
of the egregious Baggy should not have been discovered—or,
at least, that he should not have been caught red-handed.

“Brr—rrr! It’s getting parky!” said Jack Blake. “Let’s
get back to bed.” "

And they got. -

”

CHAPTER 17.
Gussy Breaks Out in a Fresh Place,

L1 Y Lat! Some snow!”
It was Jack Blake who made that remark,

looking out of the bed-room window next
morning, and he used the word ‘‘ some ” in the
up-to-date American sense. :

Certainly there had been “some” snow, and still was,
since there had come no change in the weather to get rid
of it quickly. . -

Nor did a change in the weather, except for the worse, look
at all likely. Great purplish-grey clouds covered the sky to
east, north, and north-east, plainly threatening more snow.
This was going to be an old-fashioned Christmas, and an old-

fashioned Christmas is not what everyone really wants or-

relishes.
“To the party gathered at Eastwood House, however, it had
no terrors. - The circus folk were in clover. Mr.  Horsman
might feel anxiety as to some of the animals, but all possible
had been done to afford them the necessary shelter and
warmth, and they were not very likely to take harm.

As for the juniors, Baggy Trimble was the only one among
them who did not welcome the snow. Baggy could not be
persuaded out. Snowballing had no charms for Baggy.. He
rvealised that a dead set was likely to be made at him, and he
stayed indoors and frowsted to his heart’s content.

Baggy would not admit that his people were at all in
danger of being worried about him.  And, seeing that Baggy
was Baggy, as Monty Lowther said, the rest were inclined
to agree with him as to this.

They found it difficult to imagine anyone worrying about
Baggy’s absence. His presence was another matter. But,
for their part, they had no intention of worrying unduly
even about that.

Breakfast was followed by a snowball battle, in which J to Z
—otherwise Tom Merry, Manners major and minor, Lowther,
Jameson, Levison minor, and Jolly Nicholas—beat A to H-—
otherwise Blake, D’Arcy major and minor, Herries, Digby,
Curly Gibson, and Joe Frayne. There was no mistake about
J to Z having the better. of the combat, but Wally said that it
was all due to the stupid arrangement by which he and his
major came to be on the same side; and later it tursed out
that the surname of Jolly Nicholas was Burrows, and that
hie had been enlisted on the wrong side, after which A to H
needed no further excuse, for most certainly Jolly Nicholas
had done doughty deeds, :and had in a large measure coun-
tributed to the downfall of the opposing forces. .

A heavy fall of snow began about lunch-time, and looked
like lasting all day. It was resolved unanimously that Christ-
mas decorations could be delayed no longer. But all hands
did not get to work on them at once, for consultation with
the housekeeper revealed the fact that if they were snowed
up for two of three days there might be a shortage of
supplies, and an expedition to the village to lay in more was
at.once propesed.

Tiord Eastwood had always made a point of giving the
local tradesmen as much of his custom as was possible, so
that it was rcasonably to be expected that a good deal of
what was needed could be procured at Easthorpe.

The fag contingent volunteered as one man. Tom Merry,
T.owther, Manuers major, Blake, Herries, and Digby were
keen on goiig. Trimble was counted out from the first, of
course. As Lowther said, Baggy wouldn't be likely to go
outside the doors till he was kicked out, lest he might find
them shut against him on his return.
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But suiprise was general when Arthur Augustus said that,
on ‘the whole, he would “wathah not go.”

The lady members of the circus—or, at least, the more
presentable of them—ivere helping with the decorations now.
Mrs. Horsman was voted on aYl hands- as jolly good a sort-as
her husband, and nothing more than that could well be said in
her favour.

Dora and Dolly, the Twin Trapezists, who were, as a
matter of fact, not even sisters, let alone twins, were both
good-lopking girls, with fine figures and most engaging and
easy manners. Dolly was fair and Dora was dark.

Dora and’ Gussy were busy together in putting up-holly
and mistletoe wherever holly and mistletoe could be put up.
Monty Lowther had been helping Dolly, and had come in
for a little mild chaff in consequence. But it was certainly
curious, considering how well they all knew what a singu-
larly inflammable article the heart of Arthur Augustus was,
that no one even suspected at the outset that 1t was the
charms of Miss Dora that were withholding him from the
expedition. - -

“Look here, Gustavus, you must come along!” said Blake.
“Tt would hardly be decent for us to go .and give pounds
and pounds’ worth of orders for stuff without you.”

“Wats!” rejoined Gussy. “ Wally will be theah to wepwe-
sent the family, if that is necessawy, which I do not see.”

“Right-ho 1”” said Wally of the Third. *“T can represent the
family all serene—and a jolly sight better representative than
old ass Gus! He's afraid of a few flakes of snow, that’s what
is the matter with old ass Gus!”

“That’s very rude of you!” said Miss Dora. ‘“And not
true, either, for 1 am sure that your brother is the sort of
boy who is not afraid of anything whatever.”

“Thank you vewy much, Miss Dowa!” said Arthur
Aungustus, rising and bowing low, with his hand upon his
heart. ’

And even then no one suspected the truth!

It was upon Lowther that it dawned first.

They had nearly reached the village, their backs covered
with snow to the depth of fully a couple of inches, for, of
course,. they had not to face the storm on the way dowu.
when Lowther said suddenly :

“What jays we are!” "

“Speak for yourself, old ass!” said Dighy. “I feel more
like one of the giddy birds that Arctic explorers tell us about
than a jay!”

“T mean about Gussy, idiot!”

“What about Gussy?” asked Blake.

“My hat! Can’t you see? Don't you twig?
old donkey is in loye again!”

“Whew !” whistled Tom Merry thoughifully, and remem-
bered that Gussy was more or less’in his charge. It was not
a very welcome thought to him at any time; but dealing
with Arthur Augustus in love, that would be a handfal
indeed! One could not consider Gussy the most tractable of
fellows at ordinary times, but Gussy in love! Well might
Tom Merry whistle and ask himself what he must do {

“You've got it, Lowther!” chuckled Wally. *Poor ol
Gus!”

“Tt certainly looks like another case,” pronounced Blake
judicially. '

“You bet your boots!” said Dig grinning, * Member
Miss Bunn, you chaps?” .

“And Sylvia Carr,” said Herries, also grinning.

“And the girl from——"

& And ”»

The peor

“QOh, drop it!” said Tom Merry crossly. I can’t see the
thing as a giddy joke, if you utter idiots can!”

“ Whence this thusness, Tommy, old son?” inquired Monty
Lowther. ’

But Tom could not explain. .

He was the only one of them all who saw it otherwise than
as a joke.

Tom seemed in a hurry to get back—they all observed that.

“You leave Gustavus to his uncles, Tommy,” said Jack
Blake. “No need for you to worry. After all, he’s our
tame ass, not yours.”

“Go.and eat coke!” retorted Tem, oppressed by the
weight of his unsought responsibility. '

“You fellows needn’t worry,” said..Wally calmly. “In
fact, I think.it's rather cheek on your part to reckon it's any
bizney of yours at all. The pater naturally expected that I
should look after. Gus.”

And after that there really seemed no more for anyone to
say. - . :

The goods were packed in the village, and the dozen St.’
Jim’s juniors started back heavily laden. There was no use’
at all in leaving the things to-be sent, for no tradesman
would “undertake to deliver them. Men were short, and it
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was a man’s job, while every hour made the drifts deeper
and the roads more nearly impassable. ’

A man’s job it might be, but every one of the dozen proved
h]iln.lself a man, in spirit at least. Not a shirker among them
a

“Look ’ere, Master Tom,” said little Joe Frayne, smallest
of them all, “you ain’t give me a fair whack, Why, you've
got three times as much yourself, an’ you know it !”

“All right, Joe,” said Tom. “TIl ask you for help if I
need any.”

Joe's spirit was that of every one of the fags. Wally in-
sisted on taking a load as heavy as anyone’s, got his way,
and carried it tghrough to the end, though how he ever got
through with it Wally alone knew.

For it was hard work getting back. The wind beat upon
them, the snow clogged their feet—cvery inch was a fight.
They could never have managed it but for that fine, high
spirit of esprit de corps, which counts among schoolboys s
it does ‘with regiments.

Curly Gibson was the first to show signs of weakening. -

Lowther took over half of Curly’s load, and they struggled

on.

Jameson dropped a few yards behind. Herries fell back to
him, and when they caught up the rest again Herries carried
a bigger weight.

hen it was Manners minor. Ilarry Manners said
nothing. He did what was needful, and Reggie did not even
protest.

By-and-by Levison minor was clinging to Jack Blake’s
arm, and Frayne to Tom Merry’s. Of all the six Third-
Formers Wally alone came through without help, and Wally
was loaded as heavily as most of his seniors. Let it be
counted to Wally’s credit that not by as much as a word
did he ever brag of his superior powers of endurance!

And it was just as well Wally asked for no help, for Dighy
was not in a plight to lend it. Dig would have tried, for
his heart was as sound as any there. But when at last they
reached Eastwood House Dig knew that he had reached as
near his limit as could well be without collapse.

Not one of them but was very heartily glad to be back.
Hot baths and a first-class lunch put them on better terms
with themselves, though two or three of the fags were notice-
ably off their appetites at lunch. . ’

Gussy did not perceive at first that there was a certain
general coldness.in their attitude towards him. For Gussy
was in high feather, and, with Miss Dora on his right hand
and Mrs. Horsman on his left, did the honours of the table
in his very best style.

Nobody really believed that Gussy had intended to shirk.
Everyone knew Baggy Trimble had. Yet they all felt more
aggrieved with Gussy than with Baggy.

irfhur Augustus was one of them, and he had not been
with them in what had turned out a really arduous enter-
prise. Baggy was not one of them; and if he had come
along they could only have left him at the station or carried
him back, as Lowther said. Quite certainly he would never
have walked back.

By the time the meal was over Gussy had begun to have
an inkling that his accustomed popularity was scarcely Al
at Lloyd’s. But he was too much occupied with Miss Dora
to inquire the reason. When Gussy was once fairly mashed,
other things were small potatoes to him. This very bad
éoke was Lowther’s, and nearly cost him a thick ear from
Tom Merry, who was in no japing mood. h

To Tom Merry, Lowther, and Blake, gathered together
in one of the smaller rooms of the great hall after lunch,
came Baggy Trimble. -

“He, he, he!” chortled Baggy, rubbing his fat hands one
over another. ‘“My pal Gussy ain’t half going it, .is he?
You fellows ought to Eave stayed with me this morning and
seen what I've seen, that’s all!”

Tom turned upon him so angrily that Baggy started back
in fear of being struck.

“What do you mean, you fat worm?’ he demanded

~wrathfully

“I—I—oh, don’t get your wool off, Merry! ‘Tain’t my
fault if Gussy is in love again, I suppose! He, he, he!”

“What’s he been up to?” asked Blake.

“Oh, my hat, don’t take any notice of the fat ass, Jack!”

“Well, you might be a trifle more civil, Merry, I do
think,? whined Trmble. .

“Don’t get on your ear with the dear, sweet, innocent
Baggy, Tommy,” said Lowther. “Lend him five bob, and
he'll tell you all he knows and a lot more besides.”

“I don’t want Merry’s cash. I’ve got plenty of my own,”
returned Baggy haughtily. Then he weakened the effect by
adding: ‘“Besides, there’s nowhere to spend it.”

Tom turned away in disdain. Lowther and Blake re-
mained. They did not feel too proud to listen to Baggy’s
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gossip, and Gussy in love again was not to them at all the
serious matter that it was to Fom.

** What's old Gussy been up to?” asked Lowther.

“He’s kissed her under the mistletoe!” said Baggy in
hushed tones of mystery.

“Not much in that. I'd do it myself,” said Lowther.

‘“But yow'd rather kiss the other twin,” Blake said.

“Oh, rats to you, ass! Anything else, Baggy, old dear?™

“Yes. He tried to put his arm yound her waist!”

“Didn’t she let him?” inquired Blake.

“I don’t think she’d have minded. Only that clown chap
—the beast!—came in just then. So she pretended.”

“Why should you call Nicholas a beast? Now if Gussy
had, there would have been some sort of reason in it, be-
- cause he must have been a bit in poor old Gussy’s way.”

“He is a beast—a rotten beast,” answered Baggy plain-
tively. ‘“He bars me absolutely!”

“If that’s the mark of the beast,” answered outspoken
Jack Blake, ‘““there’s quite a lot of ’em under this roof.
And I don’t mind owning up that I'm one of them. Come
along, Lowther! I've had enough of this outsider!”

CHAPTER 18.
Tom Merry is Worried.

HE sergeant-major had spent a quiet and restful day.
He had written to someone in authority upon the
matter of Blader, they knew, for Tom Merry had
t?ﬁken the letter down to Easthorpe and posted it

ere.

Clough’s device was evidently that of avoiding anything
likely to give the descrter the alarm, and thus to keep him
at BEastwood House with the rest of the circus folk till a file
could come along to arrest him. He confessed, however, that
he would have felt very doubtful of its success but for the
weather.

“That ought to pin him down here,” he told Horsman
and- Tom and Blake, when they were taking counsel to-
gether after tea. The house of D’Arcy was not represented
at the council. Gussy was still acting shadow to Miss Dora,
and Wally was busy with the rest of the fags in making pre-
parations for the morrow. He had told Lowther, with a
very wide grin, that they were choosing presents for Baggy
T'rimble.

“Yes, T think it should,” said the circus proprietor.
“Though, mind you, Blader’s tough stuff, and personally
I'm counting more on his not having twigged you.”

The sergeant-major shook his head.

“Tm pretty sure he did,” he answered. “By the way,
Mr. Horsman, do you mind telling me how vou came to be
employing a man of military age and plainly fit for sci-
vice?”

The query was put in quite a friendly way, but the ser-
geant-major’s eyes were keen. Horsman met them frankly.

“I may have been wrong,” he said. ‘“But perhaps you'll
take my word for it that I wasn’t wilfully wrong. The man
has a discharge in due form.”

“Somebody else’s,” said Clough drily. “The thing’s been
done before, though there are difficulties about it. Not your
fault, Horsman. Don’t go thinkin’ that’s my idea. How
did he shape with you?” )

“A very mixed bag of tricks. The strongest man we had,
and most uncommonly useful at a time -like this, of course.
But sullen and quarrelsome. Everybody hated him, except
—except one of the girls—no need to mention names. Knew
a deal about animals, too, and could manage them mostly,
but not in the way I believe. By fear, not by love.”

“You can’t rule an elephant by fear,” said the sergeant-
major thoughtfully. “I've served in India, and I know
their ways.”

“But you can, for a time,” answered Horsman. *“The
thing is, nobody knows how long it will last. I’ve warned
Blader that Tamerlane might twrn on him some day, and
I never do feel quite easy about it. But the fellow seemed
to have no fear. Now he was a bit afraid of the bear, an
animal that’s as free from any real vice as Nick himself.”

“What are you takin’ my name in vain for, guv’nor?”
said Jolly Nicholas, entering at that moment.

“Talkin’ about Butternut—an’ Tamerlane—an’ that chap
Blader,” replied the circus proprietor.

““Blader’s done a bunk!” said Nicholas.

“What!” cried the sergeant-major, jumping to. his feef,
and then falling back into his chair with a groan. Ile had
forgotten his injury for the moment.

“Clean gone!” said Nicholas. ‘“He hasn’t been seen since
dusk, thouqh nobody noticed his absence till I inquired
about him.’

“He can’t get far in this weather,” said Tom. .

THE GeEM LiBrary.—No. 458.

THE THIRD-FORM SWEEPSTAKE!" & itrSro::



t

" business of it if it had been a hundred or so years ago.

30 ' THE BEST 3v- LIBRARY D<=~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. "yon

Clough shook his head.

“He’s an old soldier, and he can stand a good deal. 1
don’t taie it for granted he’ll get clear off. The police will
be looking for him, of course. But he has a fighting chance.
By. the way, 1 suppose .there’s no place he could hide in
about the house or outbuildings?”

“Plenty, [ should say!” Jack Blake replied. “But we
can do a hunt round for him. Let’s get old Gussy on the
job, Tom. It wouldn’t be a bad joke to tear him away from
Miss Dora.”

“Joke or not, it wouldn’t be a bad move!” Jolly Nicholas
said, drily and seriously.

\nd Horsman nodded assent.

Biake noticed nothing. But Tom fancied there were
reasons why the two men disapproved of the evident infatua-
tion of Arthur Augustus with the fair trapezist.

“T’ll go and fetch the bounder!” said Blake.

When he had gone Tom Merry turned to Horsman and
the clown. What he had to say was not easy. But already
he had learned to regard these two men as friends, and the
presence of the level-headed Clough did not trouble him.

“Look here!” he said. “You must have noticed how—
er—how frightfully gone D’Arcy is on Miss Dora. Hec's
making a silly ass of himself. You mustn't think I want
to run him down. He’s one of the very best. But he gets
like this now and then, and you can’t hold the wild ass in
a bit when it's so. f course, he’s only a kid !”

“But Dora ain’t any kid, though quite capable of kidding
anyone!” put in Nicholas.

“She’s dangerous!” said Horsman gravely. “Not to
your friend, Mr. Merry—at least, I don’t see how she can
be, for, as you say, he’s a mere boy. But Dora’s got a
terrible temper, and a very keen eye to the main chance.
T don’t say she’s a bad lot, mind you; a woman can be dan-
gerous without being that. But if Le were three or four
years older—-"

Tom groaned.

“That’s just where it comes in,” he said frankly. “It's
this way. When he’s like this he feels a man all over. He's
the sort of silly idiot who would have made a Gretna Grcien
He
might promise to marry her—yes, and hang cn to his promise
till he's of age and can do as he likes. I dare say he wouldn’t
like by that time; but a promise is no end of a sacred thing
to Gussy!”

“By the time he’s of age Dora will be of middle-age!”
said Nicholas. “She ain’t such a long way off it now. Older
than she looks, Mr. Merry!”’

“You may be takin’ too serious a view of the matter,
sir,”” said Horsman. “But I don’t like it myself. There was
a good deal of spooning between her and Blader. My missus
warned her against the fellow, and Dora turned on her like
a wild-cat. She had a row with Blader soon after that;
but it’s my belief she’s still fond of him. You can’t tell!”

“Women folk,” remarked the sergeant-major, “are deeper
than the deepest well that ever was dug.”

“Married man yourself?”’ asked Horsman.

“No fear!” was the prompt response.

““Then you're no judge. My missus, bless her, is worth
ten of me! But Dora wasn’t cut to the same pattern as
my Bess!” -

“You’ll have to talk to Mr. D’Arcy for his good, sir,” said
Nicholas.

“T know I shall.
Tom.

Blake came back.

““Gustavus won’t budge a giddy inch!” he said. “ He's
holding wool for Miss Dora to wind. Says we can have
Wally, who knows as much as he does.”

“Ten times as much!” snapped Tom. ‘“Wally can be
a howling young ass, but he licks Gussy’s head off for real
sense !”

The-two went off together to find Wally.

¢ What’s the trouble, Tom? This is only just another ot
Gustavus’ silly ass love affairs,” said Blake. “My hat, I

But it won’t be any good,” answered

- reckon it’s a jolly good joke!”

“Then you’re as big an ass as Gussy is,” Tom said morosely.

If Gussy was -enjoying his occupancy of the seats of the
mighty, Tom Merry was by no means enjoying his. But,
then, Tom had all the responsibility without any of the
honour and glory, which made rather a difference.

. Wally was loth to leave his brother fags, and could not
be persuaded of the real importance of the matter, even when
it had been fully explained to him. .

“He ain’t in the house anywhere, I bet!” he said. * Sure
to be nabbed somewhere not far away—if he don’t get into a
snowdrift and jolly well stick there. Not much loss if he does,
the rotter!”

%‘hey made a search—a fairly thorough search, as far Tom

HE GEyM Lisrary.—No. 458.

‘ing cweatchah !”

3

and Jack Blake could judge. But the house was a big one, and
Wally may not have bothered about places that seemed oyt
of the question to him.

The hunting was in vain.

All the evening Tom Merry waited a chance to get in a
word or two on the quiet with Arthur Augustus. All the
evening he waited in vain, until Miss Dora had retired. -

Then Gussy was ready to be talked to, though even more
ready to talk.

‘““Entiahly at youah service, deah boy!” he said graciously.
“Bai Jove, what an extwemely wippin’ gal Miss Dowa is!
So—so—weally, I scawcely know how to descwibe her! She
is like the celebwated Cleopatwa of most infinite vawity.”

“Oh, yes, I should say 'she’s pretty various!” answered
Tom, in tones that plamly proclaimed a distinct lack of
enthusiasm as to Miss Dora.

Arthur Augustus elevated his famous monocle, and looked
at his chum through it in a very searching manner.

“If you mean to imply anything in the least degwee
dewogatory to Miss Dowa—-"

“Hang Miss Dora!” snapped Tom Merry. *You're
making an absolute ass of yourself again, D’Arcy. And if
you don’t know it, it's time a friend told you of it!”

“I uttahly wefuse to wegard in the light of a fwiend any-
one who says the least word against that extwemely charm-
replied Arthur Augustus loftily.

“What’s the silly use of it, old man? You’re not old
enough to be flirting!”

“T wequest you to withdwaw at once that vewy objection-
able word, Mewwy! I wefuse to have the deepest and most
sincere affection of my life chawactewised in such a
mannah !”

“Oh, my only Aunt Sempronia!
you silly idiot, what are you doing 7"’

“I have met the one and onlay gal calculated to make me
happy for life, Tom Mewwy, and I do not mean to lcsc
sight of her!”

“Going to follow the circus round till she gets an old-age
pension—eh? I suppose she’ll have that about the time
you're twenty-one, and free—""

“Tom Mewwy, if you were not undah my own woof
1 would give you the most feahful thwashin’ of youah life!”
roared Gussy. “I decline to bandy words with you, hewewah.
We will wegard one anothah as—="

*Oh, no, we won't, Gussy! Even an ass like you comes to
his igi’ddy senses sooner or later, and I won't quarrel with
youl’

“I do not wish to quawwel, especially in the cires, Tom

If you're not firting,
¥ g

"Mewwy. The season of geodwill is no time foah quawwels.

And while you are undah my woof
“Oh, ring off! It's your father’s roof, net yours.”
““That, I appwehend, is a distinction without a diffewence,

as fah as you are concerned.”

Gussy was riding the high horse now. Never had Tom
seen him more haughtily frigid.

“T'm not so sure about that!” said Tom; badly nettled.

“What do you infer, Mewwy? You do not wegard your-
self as my keepah, I suppose?” :

It was on the tip of Tom’s tongue to say that he did.
But he held himself in. Not yet had the moment come
when his commission positively must be shown.

: “lYou need a keeper!” he said crossly, and turned on his

1eel.

Arthur Augustus gasped with rage to such an extent that
he could not get out an articulate word. ’

CHAPTER 19.
One of the Eastwopd Ghosts?

€% HAT'S that?”

It was Herries who asked the question. He
had awakened from a sound sleep to hear noises
in his room—noises which could only be
accounted for by the presence of intruders.

Somebody giggled. Somebody else said:

“It’s us, ass!” - . X
Tl’l_‘h; voice of somebody else was the voice of Wally of the

nird. -

Herries sat up at once. If Wally & Co. were in the room,
mischief was to be expected. g

“QOh, chuek it, Wally!” he said.
tired for larks to-night.”

“’Tain’t any lark!” answered Wally. ¢ And, come to
that, we’re tired too. But we ain’t quite such a sleepy-lot
as you old fogies!”

"Herries yawned, and stretched himself. He did not feel
so tired, after all, he found. As he had had three or four
hours’ ‘sleep, this was not wonderful.

“We're all too jolly

GURP%%IE':Q!\"ON THE “BOY® FRIEND,” THE “MAGNET,” « 'I"HE PENNY POPULAR,” " CHUCKLES,”

Every Monday.

Every Monday.

d.
Every Friday. Bvery Saturday. é



_ Every Wednesday.

But his three chums still slept. Only Blake stirred in his
bed, as if he might wake before long.” Gussy was dreaming
of Miss Dora, and Dig, thoroughly outworn, was not dream-
ing of anything at all, but slept like one of the Seven Sleepers
—the champion sleeper of them all—for choice.

“What’s up?” asked Herries, beginning to get interested.
For the whispering that went on told him that the fag con-
tingent was there in full force; and it was not for nothing
that they had all left their warm beds, he was sure. The
snow had stopped now, and a frost had set in, and even in the
well-warmed -bed-rooms there had been a distinet fall of
temperature. . .

*“We think there’s a ghost walking,” said Curly Gibson, his
voice shaking a little.

‘“Rats! If there is, it’s one of your own making.”

“We ain’t having any more of that, after Franky the other
night,” said Wally soberly. ‘‘And I don’t think it’s a ghost,
either. But there’s somcthing moving downstairs, and it
isn’t Baggy.” oL

“I should rather say not!” replied Herries, grinning in the
gloom, ‘‘Last night gave Baggy his fill, I fancy.”

“We don’t think so,” said Wally.
dickens of a lot to fill Baggy.”

“I didn’t mean that way, you young donkey !”

*“Oh, crumbs, don’t you catch on, duffer? We know as
well as you do that Baggy would be funked. But we reckoned
that he might get so desperate at the thought of all the grub
down there, and imagining he was peckish, that he might
try it on, if he was ever so funked.” .

The theory was not an impossible one, as Herries saw.

*“So we took it in turns to watch,” said Jameson.

“And Jimmy and I did the first hour,” added Levison
minor, with some pride.

“Wally ought to have known better than to let you,”
struck in the voice of Jack Blake, surprising everybody.

‘“Halla, old man, you awake?” asked Herries.

“I'm not talking in my sleep, that I know of,” replicd
Blake. “Been awake for some time, as a matter of fact.”

But his tones were still sleepy.

It was quite all right, Blake, really,” said Frank Levison.
“I’'m not a funk, you know, if I was silly enough to faint
last night.” .

I know you’re not, kid,” growled Blake.

“And Curly and I went next,” said Manners minor.

“Groooh! I didn’t think it was much of a catch,” ad-
nutted little Gibson.

“But it was Wally an’ me what twigged,” said Joe Frayne
proudly,

“’Cause why, you silly chump? ’Cause there wasn’t any-
thing to twig while we were on watch,” said Reggie.

*“I nevér said there was, did I7”

“Don’t go mopping up all the credit then, fathead!”

“Look ’ere——

*“Oh, chuck that, kids!” said Blake.
come to us for? That’s the question.”

“We came to Herries, really,” replied Wally. “But we
don’t mind letting you into it, Blake.”

Jack Blake snorted.

“Why to me?” asked Herries.

*‘Because of Towser. Where is he? I don’t care whether
it’s ghosts, or burglars—there’s something moving about
downstairs, and old Towser would be a jolly hefty chap to
have with a fellow.” ’

Herries got out of bed. The compliment to Towser had
mollified him.

*“Come along, Blake!” he said. “Shall we "wake the
cthers ?” )

* Not my silly ass of a major,” said Wally, in haste. “ITe’d
only go mucking up the whole bizney.”

“We’ll leave old Dig to it,” said Blake. -
he-had a fair doing yesterday.”

“And we won’t call the other three,” Herries said.
“Towser’s shut up, Wally. He might have made a meal of
that rotter Baggy, and I didn’t want to have to shoot him.”

“T°d be jolly glad to shoot him ! replied Wally.

“What, Towser ?” asked Herries, in disgust.

“Crumbs, no! Baggy, of course. He's nothing but a
Prussian Hun.”

Blake and Herries were quickly dressed, and the eight stole
out without awakening the rest.

““No, don’t show a light, Wally,” said Blake.

Here and there in the corridors was a carefully subdued
light, which seemed only to make the gloom more visible.
One or two of the fags may have felt a trifle uneasy, but no
one owned to it. And the two Fourth-Formers scemed quite
free from any such feeling. They fancied that Wally and
Joe had imagin®d sounds below.

Baggy’s snoring proclaimed that he was fast asleep. The

“It takes the merry

‘“What have you

“Poor old chap,
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unlovely sound of it same clearly to them as they passed his
door. At the top of the wide staircase they halted.

The dim light of a big lamp at the stair-head ehowed them
a region of gloom below. Not one of them but caught his
breath when there came to the ears of all a sound as of
stealthy footsteps. )

They were not close at hand. They were certainly not on
the stairs.  Whatever or whoever was walking was some
little distance away—below there in the gloom.

Frank Levison caught at Biake’s arm. Frank was well in
advance. He may have wished for a moment that the rear
had been his place. But it was only for a moment; and«Jack
Blake, the only one who guessed how he felt, thought none
the worse of him for it.

Wally was the first to speak.

“It ain’t a ghost, "is it?” he asked.
make so much noise, I should think.”

But Wally’s tone was rather doubtful, suggesting that he
“"las by no means convinced of the correctness of his own
theory.

“Rats " said Blake sharpl~, speaking out, too. “Ii's no
ghost. That’s all rot. But-I don’t make out a bit who it can
be. Let's go down and sce, Herries. You kids had better
stay behind.”

Blake’s decided manner carried to the youngsters a sense
of relief.

But it was ever so much casier to believe in ghosts in the
gloom and hush of night than it had been sitting round the
g}reat hall fire—and some of them had more than half believed
then.

“I'm game, Jack,” said Herries.
hardly keen.

“8o am T, and we’re jolly well all going !”” said Wally. .

No one said no. If two were going, all would go: for none
of them was keen on the notion of breaking up the party.
There seemed more safety in keeping together.

But still they paused, waiting to hear those slealthy foot-
steps again.

“What's that?" faltered Curly Gibson, clutching Wally
frantically.

“It’s—it's p-p-pretty horrible, whatever it is!?  said
Levison minor, with chattering teeth. .

It did indeed sound pretty horrible. It was like, and yet
not quite like, a long-drawn-out wail. So might a banshee
have uttered his dreaded warning by the walls of some old
Irish castle. ~ )

But ITerries surprised them all by laughing.

There was a trifle of shakiness in the laugh; but even so, it
was good to hear. .
h“It‘s only old Towser,” said Herries. “Ie's heard—
that.”

And somehow the “that”
Jaugh.

“Have you chaps ever heard,” asked Jameson, *that dogs
howl most dreadfully when thev see a ghost, or hear one?”

“Oh, come on, or stay here, as you jolly well like !” said
Blake in impatiencé -that may not have been wholly withous
some of the awed fear that others felt. “I’'m going down !

He led the way, and all followed: But three at least of the
fags went down the wide staircase with their eyes shut, cach
clutching an arm of seme bolder epirit.

Again that horrible wail, sending a shiver down the spine
of the boldest. Was it Towser, or——" i

Even Herries was not surc this time.
shrill yapping.

“Hooray !” cried Wally.
we're all right!”

He did not explain how he knew that. But he meant what
he said, for he tried to push on ahead of Blake. And; bold
as he was, Wally had not hankered to be first until that
moment.

They hurried down to find—nothing!

No one was to be seen. That was not a fact which dis-
appointed them. On the whole, they greatly preferred not
to see anyone. ,

But there was no trace of the passage of anyone., And if
an intruder had come from outside, ke could not have failed
to leave some traces of snow along the corridors. Nothing
of the sort was to be secen.

That made the whole affair scem terribly mysterious, and
revived the ghost theory—though they all carefully avoided
saying “‘ghost.”

The dogs were fetched ocut, and went snuffling together
along the passages.

“They’re on the trail,” said Blake hopefully.

“Think your name’s Sexton, don’t you?” retorted cheeky
Wally. “I don’t think! That’s the wine-cellar door they've
gone to, and the giddy place is always kept locked. You try
1t if you don’t believe me.?

“Ghosts wouldn’t

He was game, too, but

spoiled the good effect of the

But then came a

“That’s Pongo! Now I know
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They tried it. Certainly it was locked, and that it should
have been locked otherwise than from the outside seemed
most unlikely. Wally, indeed, said that it could not be locked
from the inside. But he did not seem so cocksure about that

. as was his wont.

“Therc’s nothing for it but to go back to bed.” sajd
Herries.

“Not till we've tried every window, and looked into every
room,” answered Blake firmly.

That task was no pleasant one, though all felt sure that no
one could have got into the house. It was eerie work peer-
ing,4nto dark corners and trying windows along passages
that even to Wally secemed unfamiliar and mysterious in the
gloom.

But it was done at last.

“Now we'll bunk off,” said Blake.
kids have shown up jolly well !”

The fags all liked that, though Wally pretended he didn’t.

“I should think we’ve got as much pluck as any of you
old geesers!” said Wally of the Third

“And T must say yeu

s .
- —
-

CHAPTER 20.
Lucky for Gussy.
“G“’OOOH! You w’etched young wascal, Wally!”

X

“Merry Christmas, Gus, old ass! Is that how
you like it done?” '

Wally had just woke up his brother with a
sponge of ice-cold water.

$Yarooogh! 'Tain’t—— Oh, drop it, you littl> scamp!”

That was Blake. Levison minor had brought a sponge to
his bedside.

“Merry Christmas, Blake!” chirped Frank.

“Ow! Yow! Yooop! Call him off, Herries! He'll-—"

And that-was Jameson, who had forgotten that Herries had
Lrought Towser up to bed with him after the search down-
stairs. Now, the bulldog, seeing his master threatened, had
sprung straight out of the warm nest he had made for him-
self at the fag’s chest, bowling him clean over.

¢“Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Merry Christmas to you all!” cried Tom Merry from the
next room. .

“Sponges are off now,” grinned Wally.

¢“There’s Jolly Nicholas,” said Reggie Manners hopefully.
“ Let's go and wake him.”

“You go, my son,” replied Wally.
your share yet.”

Reggie went, followed by the other fags, who scented fun.

But the fun was not precisely of the kind Manners minor
had -expected, though the rest found no fault with it.

Very cautiously Reggie turned the knob of the clown's
bedroom door, pushed it open, walked in, and poised
the wet sponge above the face of Nicholas.

Jolly Nicholas had snored up to that vesy second. Now
his snoring came to a full stop. A long arm shot out.
Manners minor found himself laid across the bed. The long
arm rose and fell a dozen times, and a large hand smote the
irousers of Reggie with mighty smites.

“Ow! Yow! Stoppit! Rescue!” howled Reggie.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared his chums.

“Merry Christmas, young gentlemen!” said Jolly Nicholas
calmly.

“Let's go and attend to Baggy,” suggested Wally.

€« "otters!" grumbled Reggie. *“Why didn’t you rescue
me?

But he followed his leader.

It was of no avail. Baggy’'s door was locked.

But Baggy turned up to breakfast in quite good time.
Trimble liked his bed as well as anyone; but it was not
mere liking he had for the good things of the breakfast-
table—it was adoration.

Outside was a world of dazzling white. The frost had
fau'lf set in, and the great snowdrifts sparkled till they fairly
dazzled the eyes. The bare trees had taken on a wonderful
beauty from the snow frozen upon their branches.

A real Christmas!” said Tom Merry, opening a window
to throw out crumbs to a crowd of sparrows and robins.

“Grooch! Shut that beastly window, Merry, do!”
squeaked Baggy. “ We shall all catch our death of cold.”

““Oh, go and bury yourself!” snapped Tom.

“Old Gussy’s dressing up something extra special for that
trapeze gal's benefit{” smirked Baggy when the window hLad
been closed, which was when Tom thought well.

“Take that for talking about me so rudely!” shrilled Miss
Dora, coming upon the scene just in time to hear. And she
dealt Baggy as hearty a box on the right ear as he had ever
had in his life.

“Yoop! How dare you? I—I—-TI'll—"
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“You won't do anything unless it’s to apologise,’” said
Monty Lowther, forcing the indignant Baggy into his seat
again. “Get on with your gorging. You can’t open your
mouth without putting your great foot in it, and, considering
how much you put in it besides, that’s an error in tactics.”

“My hat, she’s a spitfire!” said Digby aside to Herries.

“Yes. But she looks jolly well with her eyes sparkling
and her face flushed like that,” answered Herries. ¢

“She’d make a fine picture,” said Jack Blake.
prefer her in a picture to any other way.”

Gussy turned up at this moment, dressed to kill, and there
was no doubt whatever—no possible, probable shadow of
doubt—as to the admiration with which the noble Arthur
Augustus regarded Miss Dora.

Blake had begun to think that it was getting beyond a joke.
and he spoke to Gussy after breakfast. But he only suc-
ceeded in getting himself classed with Tom Merry in Gussy’s
black books. And the attitude of the swell of the Fourth
towards Fom this morning was distinctly a frigid one.

Miss Dolly and Mrs. Horsman did not put in an appearance
at the breakfast-table. Both were suffering from slight colds.
The other feminine members of the circus troupe—some of
them married women with children—preferred the kitchen
regions. So Miss Dora reigned as queen of the banquet; and
some of Gussy's chums thought rather wistfully of Cousin
Ethel, who should have been there.

There was a little church hard by, and thither most of the
party made their way through the snow for the morning
service. After church, work was the order of the day for an
hour or two for cvery able-bodied man and boy. 'I'rimble was
on the sick-list for the time being—a result of his Christmas-
box, Lowther said, but Blake contended it was a result of
bis breakfast—labouring at making clear the paths and roads
of snow.

Arthur Augustus did not shirk his share of that: but the
moment he had changed his clothes he was by Miss Dora’s
side again. And later on, when twilight fell upon Eastwood
House, and tlie great open fire in the hall flickered its light
upon the red-berried holly and the white-bérried mistletoe,
on the portraits of dead and gone D’Arcy’s and the bright
faces of the schoolboys and the long visage of Jolly Nicholas
and the square, heavy-moustached countengnce of Mr. Hors-
man and tha soldierly, handsome face of -Sergeant;Major
Clough, Gussy and tha girl sat apart and talked together in
very low tones, while Tom Merry watched them from afav
with growing anxiety.

“I say, Tom,” said Wally, seating himself close to the
captain of the Shell, ““that bizney’'s getting a bit too thick for
my liking.”

It must indesd have been getting thick when Wally of the
Third considered it time to grow serious about it.

“So it is for mine, Wally,” said Tom. ‘Bui there seems
nothing to be done.”

“Rats! I'm going to talk to old ass Gus like a giddy
Dutch uncle.” «

“No go, kid! I've talked to him. So has Jack. He only
gets on his ear about it. He won’t take any real notice.”

“He'll jelly well take notice of me!” said Wally resolutely.
“He's got to understand that I'm in charge here. TI'll make
him toe the line!”

And Wally tried. But the attempt was a failure. Gussy
was head over ears in love—past all reason, all argument—
even Wally’s.

So things went on until dinner. Nothing had been heard
of Blader, and no letters had arrived. But only the Sergeant-
Major thought much about the deserter, and no .one
bothered about the absence of letters, due, no doubt, to tho
tremendous snowfall.

Trimble, who had shown evident signs of recovery by
lunch-time, and had put away tea enough for six, rubbed his
waistcoat when the dinner announcement was made, and
{)roclaimed pathetically that he had never felt hungrier in his
ife. .

But Baggy's was not the only hearty appetite there,
though the rest fell far short of Baggy's quantity. The roast
beef, the turkey and sausages, the fowls, the ducks, the
blazing Christmas-pudding, the mince-pies, and tarts, and
meringues, and cheesecakes, and jellies, all had ample justice
done to them.

Dinner over, they sat around the table with desert before
them. Baggy roused himself from a half-torpid condition
to do further deeds of destruction. Arthur Augustus rose in
his place at the head of the table—though Wally called the
other end, where he sat, the head—to propose the toast of
the King. It ‘was drunk standing, with applause. But
Baggy grunted, and looked disconsolately at the fruit from
which he was being kept. )

Jolly Nicholas asked leave to propose a toast, and gave the
Services. He made quite an eloquent speech, and if the
sergcant-major’s reply was not eloquent, it was hearty and
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well to the purpose. There was more- cheering, and Baggy
groaned inwardf)y. L

'‘Ffom Merry got up, and in a few words asked them to drink
to all friends present and absent. - And they drank, and Tom
thought of Miss Priscilla Fawcett, the best friend he had ever
had, and of Talbot, whom he missed; and Frank Levison
thought of his brother Ernie, and everyone had Lord Eastwood
and the genial Conway and sweet Cousin Ethel in mind.  And
for more than one of them there were thoughts of near and
dear ones over there, on the many fronts where the chivalry
of Europe bade defiance to the motley hosts of Hundom.

Then Gussy rose again, and the flush on his face and the
sparkle of the eye that his famous monocle did not hide
warned some there that the noble Gussy was about to make a
very big ass of himself.

“I have an announcement to make which I considah

should be weceived with pleasuah by evewybody pwesent,”.

Arthur Augustus said, a trifle nervously.

“But he knows jolly well it won’t be !’ murmured Blake
to Tom Merry. “Oh, hold on, Tom! What’s the giddy use
of getting on”your hind legs to protest?”

But Tom Merry had risen. 8o had Wally. .

“You just drop it, Gus!”’ yelied Wally. “Drop it while
there’s time, and the chaps who do know what an utter idiot
vou were going to make of yourself will keep it dark, though
that’s a heap more than you deserve!” .

Miss Dora, her fingers playing nervously with the fruit on
her plate, whispered something to Gussy. He shook his
head, looking as obstinate as a mule.

Baggy Trimble took a big bite into a luscious slice of
pineapple. The juice ran from the corners of Baggy’s
mouth; but he minded that no more than he minded what
his host might commit in the way of utter folly.

““Be silent, Wally! I wefuse to be intewwupted. Pway sit

.down, Tom Mewwy! ‘I decline to considah you as my.
l:eepah. Mistah Horsman—-" )

Across the table the circus proprietor darted a half-
humorous Jook of resignation at Tom Merry, and resumed
liis seat. Tom followed suit. This was not the time to speak.
He wished now that he had revealed his secret commaission
varlier. But would it have had any effect?

Only Wally remained standing.

“I ordah you to sit down. Wally!”

“Rats! Sit down yourself, you gibbering maniac!"”

Pongo, excited by his master’s raised voiee, was yapping
shrilly.  Old Towser growled deep down ‘in his massive
throat.

“The announcement I pwopose to make—and no powah
on earth shall pwevent me—is that my futchal happiness has
been assuahed by the consent of——"" .

The rest of the announcement, which was to the effect that
Miss Dora had promised to marry him at scme date in the
remote future, D’Arcy never spoke. ¥

For into the dining-room rushed the housekeeper, followed
by half a dozen frightened maids and one old footman, who
brought up the rear because he was too slow to get to the
front; and in a terrified voice the housekeeper gasped:

“Oh, Mr. Arthur—oh, Master Wally—oh, gentlemen—the
bear’s got into the house!”

“All the animals!” shrieked a pretty parlour-maid, her
pink cheeks gone white with fear.

“No, only the bear; an’ enough, too, goodness knows!”
spoke the footman.

“Lucky for Gustavus!” grinned Jack Blake, as the rush
from the table began.

With the eyes of Miss Dora upon him, Arthur Augustus
could not be anywhere but well to the front in that rush.

CHAPTER 21.
Tcem Merry Shows His Hand!

3 ONE of the St. Jim’s juniors felt any great fear of
Butternut—Baggy excepted, of course. They had
seen how docile he was with Jolly Nicholas.

But the kitchen-folk of Eastwood House were

very naturally alarmed; and nothing the ecircus

pecple could tell them had any effect in subduing their
fears. .

'The men c¢f the (-.ircus—trmllpe had been indulging in a sing-
song in the great kitchen. They had not seen the bear. Some
of the men and maids had rushed upstairs for safety, and with
"them had gone the women of the circus, flying to their
children in some cases, as women will,

Now everyone but Baggy Trimble, the sergeant-major, and
Miss Dora left the dining-room.

Baggy, his flabby face working with fear, yet stretched
out his hand, automatically, as it were, towards a pine-
apple. Baggy liked pineapple, and did not like bears.

Miss Dora caught him a sharp knock on the knuckles with
a pair of nutcrackers, X
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“Ow—yow!
Baggy. .
"~ “Serve you right!” said the sergeant-major grimly. “The

y’'s a coward, miss. Give him another!”

- “Bo I will, if he-doesn’t——"

“Yarooogh! Stoppit! T'm not going to be hugged by a
beast of a bear!” ye.l{gd Baggy.

“You'll never find-any girl wanting to hug you,” said
Miss Dora, with ineffable-disdain. |

“ Hear, hear!” cried Clough. .

B“I don’t want 'em to. I hate ‘em all!” replied the gallant

AgIy. .

Miss Dora bolted out. The sergeant-major sat looking at
Baggy with contempt written 2l over his face.

“More than one deserter about!” he muttered. But
Baggy took no notice; he was cutting himself a slice of
pineapple.

Meanwhile, the chase of the bear was going on.

Jaolly Nichelas led the way, with Wally as guide, and the
rest trooped after them.

But nowhere could Butternut be seen.

“Look heah, Watkins,” said Arthur Augustus to the old
footgmygl, ‘“are you quite suah that you evah saw the beah
at all?

“Why, yes, Mr. Arthur!_ There couldn’t be any mistake
about that. All of us saw the beast. He looked in at one
door. and we went out at the other. We didn’t stop to gaze
at him: but we saw him all right.”

‘“He’s been about here,” said Wally. “I can niff him.”

So could most of them, now that Wally mentioned it.
Butternut had rather a strong odour of his own.

“Pongo has a chance to distinguish himself now,” said
Herries.

“Why not your old wash-gut of a Towser?” snapped
Wally.

“Oh, everybody knows bulldogs aren’t dogs of chase!”
Herries.

But Towser and Pongo were at fault in equal measure, it
seemed. It is true that they sniffed along the passages to
the cellar door. But it appeared, from the testimony of
Watkins, that the door had never been unlocked during the
day.  Very little wine had been required, and there had
been no occasion to go to the cellar.

The bear had got out of the coach-house into which he had
been put. His tracks in the snow showed that. Iie had
got into the house; that could hardly be doubted.

But where was he?

The thing was as complete a mystery as the footsteps of
the night before. -

Baggy Trimble was still eating fruit when, having given
up the hunt, the rest returned to the dining-room.

“Is it all right, you fellows?’ he asked anxiously. “Of
course.- I should have come to help, look, only I've sprained
my wrist—I—I mean my backbone—no, my aukle! . I
?avenif liked to make a fuss; but I feel it due to myseclf
—

“Oh, it’s quite all right, Baggy!
door,” said Monty Lowther.

_ Baggy grunted, and went off to bed. He wanted ne
mquiries about his sprained limb, and for the momeut he was
quite incapable of eating any more.

Now Tom Merry collared Arthur Augustus.

“T've got to talk to you seriously, Gussy,” he said. “Don’t
go getting your silly wool off! = Come along somewhere
where we can be alone.” ’

“I would much wathah not discuss anything whatevah
with you, 'Tom Mewwy, as I do not considah that you have
adopted at all a fwiendly attitude to the most chewished wish
of my heart,” replied Gussy feebly.

“Come along!” said Tom sharply; and Gussy came, after
one look round which assured him that Miss Dora was still
absent from the crowd gathered about the open hearth
where the great Yule-log blazed.

They went into the library, and Tom switched on the
electric light. -

“We can talk just as well in the dark,” said Gussy. “Not
that 1 weally have anything to say to you, Tom Mewwy, or
that I undahstand what you can have to say to me that
mattahs in the vewy least. I am my own mastal, I
appwehend.” ' ,

“Not till yon are of age, kid!"”

“What are a few yeahs to one who loves as T love?
Dowa will wait, an’ as soon as I attain my majowity——
But this is weally no bizney of. youahs, Tom Mewwy !”

“Think not, Gustavus? You reckon I'm butting in, don’t
you? Suppose I told you that Lord Eastwood specially asked
me to look after you, and see that you didun't get into
mischief 7

“ Widic—positively widic!  The patah would nevah put
such an afiwont upon me!”’ gasped Arthur Augustus.
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“It isn't anything of the sort,” said Tom Merry quictly.
“He knows I'm your true friend, old man; that there isn't
a thing I wouldn’t do for you. He knows that you've the
best heart in the world, but that it does run away with your
head a bit at times. Read that!” .

Arthur Augustus read the letter handed to him in silence.
It Huttered from his hands to the floor. Then he buried his
face in his hands, and burst into a passionate fit of
weeping. .

It had hit him hard. Tom had expected it would, but not
quite so hard as this.- Tom was silent, too. He knew that
was best.

Gussy lifted a tear-bedewed face.

“It was too bad of the patah, Tom!” he said feebly.

“No. old man, I won’t have that. It was for your
good.”

‘“ And now I suppose you mean to let all the west know,
an’ I shall have Wally chortling’ an’ Lowthah makin’ his
howwid jokes an’'——”

“Go easy! 1 don't mean to tell a soul—not even Blake—
if only you will chuck this silly bizney!”

“I can’t! How it is poss, Tom Mewwy? My henour is
concerned. I have asked the deah gal to mawwy me, an’
she has consented.”

“Rats! You're only a kid. You can’t marry her for a
donkey's age yet. She never took it seriously, I'll bet!”

“I have pledged my word, the word of a D’Arcy. 1 can-
not wetwact!”’ -

“You're an utter idiot!” snapped Tom.

An utter idiot, perhaps. But utterly honourable. too.
The word of a D’Arcy meant much to Arthur Augustus, for
it stood for all that had made him the great-hearted gentle-
man he was and would always be, though he might never
acquire any great share of worldly wisdom.

And Tom Merry, though he never talked of the word of a
Merry, understood and sympathised in some sort even while
he felt angry. -

“What do you mean to do, Tom? I cannot face the. west
when they have heard of this. I must wun away!”

“Run away from Miss Dora? Not that I reckon she
matters much. She’s only playing with you, old chap. But
you can’t do a bunk in all this snow.”

“Bladah did. An’ the deah gal will undahstand.”

“I doubt it. See here, Gussy, I'll give you till to-moarrow
to think it over, anyhow.”

“Thanks, Tom! =~ An’—an’ if the patah had to do this
cwuel thing, I—I'd wathah he'd twusted you than anyone
else, even Jack Blake.” :

CHAPTER 22,
Wherein Things are Cleared Up!

VERYONE except Jolly Nicholas slept behind locked
doers that night. Some of them did not fear the
bear; but even these had no wish to receive z
midnight visit from the animal. Nicholas would
have welcomed it; he was rather worried about his
friend Butternut.

No, everyono did not sleep. It was in vain that Avthur
Augustus shut his eyes, counted a thousand, or a million—he
wasn’t sure which, and it might have been only a hundred—
imagined sheep going through a gap, and checked them off
as they went, thought of Dora, turned his thoughts resolutely
away irom Dora. Whatever he did he could not sleep.

“Blake,” ho whispered at last.

But Blake did not answer, and Herries and Dig were
plainly fast locked in the arms of Morpheus. )

Gussy slid out of bed, put on his flowered dressing-zown,
and went into the next room, )

“Tom Mewwy!”

It appeared that Tom was also wakeful,

“What is it, old scout?”

Tom's toue was very friendly. It fell like balm upon the
wounded heart of Arthur Augustus.

“I'm going downstaiahs.”

“I'll come along, old chap.” :

“You don’t think I am goin’ to wun away, do you’”

“Not likely! But I suppose you can do with a fellow’s
company?”’

“Wight-ho!”

Both dressed quickly and silently. Tom glanced at his
watch when they were in the corridoer. It showed nearly
half-past five. -

““Been awake lcng, Gussy?”

“Onlaf all the time, Tom.”

“Oh, look ahead! There’s somebody going down!”

“It's onlay that wottah Baggy,” said Gussy wearily.
“Goin’ down to pinch gwub, of course. What's the odds?
What does anything whatevah mattah?” ‘

THE GEM Lisrarvy.—No. 458.

OUR COMPANION THE ‘“BOYS’ FRIEND,” THE “MAGNET,” “THE PENNY POPULAR,”
Every l\@onday.

PAPERS: Every Monday.

oW on
N

If Baggy Trimble had had the least idea that the bear
had not been found it is likely that he would have made
up his mind to starve—the process would not have been a
short one—before he would have ventured the raiding of
the larder again, But Lowther had given him the impression
that Butternut was safely stowed away again

The {wo bchind held back, and let him get well ahead of
them. They were of a mind to catch Baggy red-handed
again.

When they reached the top of the staircase Baggy had
disappeared into the gloom below.

They followed.

On a sudden a perfect pandemonium of noise burst out

below,
“Fire! Murder! Thieves!” Yhowled Baggy. “Legzuo,
you beast! Ouch! Yarooogh! Yooop!”

“Shut your row, or I'll slay you!” spoke a gruff man's
voice.

Then there came the growling of Butternut.

Baggy did not shut his row. He could not have left off
shricking had he tried—as long as he was able to shriek.

But his cries ceased suddenly, to be.followed by a gurgling
noise, which suggested that someone had him by the throat.

The growling of the bear increased in depth, then stoppe:l
all at once. Tom and Gussy arrived on the scenc just in tune
to see, by the dim light of a guttering candle, two forms
gripped in Butternut’s grim embrace.

One of these forms was Baggy Trimble’s, the other was
that of the scoundrel Blader!

The two juniors rushed forward, shouting for help as they
van, But o wait for help was out of the question. Before
it arrived both of the bear’s captives might be huzged to
death, for plainly Butternut was in no playful mood.

Tom snatched up a heavy stick from & rack, and dealt ihe
bear a lusty blow. GCGussy beat the animal's back with his
fists. He meant well, but the blows had about as much effct
upon Butternut as they might have had upon the Monument.

But the bear felt Tom’'s blow, and turned savagely upon
him, releasing both Baggy and Blader. .

The fat junior tumbled over, gasping and moaning; the
man bolted. ) .

Tom bolted, too, with Butternut in lumbering pursui
Gussy went after Blader. The swell of the Fourth
strung up to tho point of daring any danger that night.

Now above them sounded the patter of many feet, the
shrill yapping of Pongo, Towsei's deep growl. Down the
staircase came a rush, and Jolly Nicholas headed it.

That was lucky for Tom Merry, for the brown bear was
really savage, and perhaps no one but Nicholas could have
held him in check then.

Nicholas did it, though the great creature glared at him
with blood-shot eyes, and growled in his throat fiercels.

Arthur Augustus came rushing back.

“He's gone to gwound in the cellali!” he panted.

“Who?" asked Manners major. ’

“Why, Bladah, of course! The wascal must have been
hidin’ theah all the time!”

“And that's where Butternut iwas. too. bet your life!”
said the clown. ¢ Blader wouldn't relih his company: but
they’d get along all right as long as the fellow was civil.”

“He's locked the doah,” said Gussy.

“Thought you said it couldn’t ke locked from inside.
Wally?” said Blake.

“Well, I was wrong for once,” admiited D’Arcy minor.
“That’s nothing. You old fogies ere wrong as near all the
time as makes no odds.”

“ Any other way out of the cellar, sir?”’ asked Myr. Horsmat.

“Theah’s a flap at the far end in the yard,” answercd
Gussy.

“It must be watched. We've got the rascal trapped. and
he mustn’t be let SliE through our fingers,” said the circux
proprietor. “Take that brute out of this, Nick! T'll come
wvith you and watch the flap. We'd better put on overcoata.
It won't be sultry—no Mesopotamia about it, I reckon!”

Tom Merry and Arthur Augustus also donned overcoats
and went out. A crowd of the rest gathered about the cellar
door, while Lowther and Herries escorted Baggy Trimble
back to bed, not forgetting to tell him what they thought of,
him on the way.

The snow had not been been shifted from the cellar flap.
which made it clear that Blader was still a self-made
prisoner. :

“But he'll have to surrender when his provisions give
out !” said Horsman grimly. The circus proprietor knew of
the waylaying of Gussy now, and his knowledge of the timec
taken by the various items of the programme enabled him to
say confidently that Blader might have played the footpad
and yet been back in time to establish what would scem to
those who knew less an alibi.

And Mr. Horsman had very little doubt that Blader had
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been the footpad. He could believe anything of a descrter,

he said.

No one but Baggy went back to bed. The rest were far
too full of excitement to think of going. )

With the tardy dawn some of the circus folk took their
places at the flap, relieving the other watchers. They were
told something of Blader’s misdoings, and Horsman said they
were to be trusted.

But through their default the scoundrel nearly escaped.

Yells of warning brought breakfast to a sudden end. There
was an instant rush for the front door, and round the house
to the yards.

The watch of the circus folk had been badly kept. Blader
had pushed up the flap a few inches, seen his chance, and
made a break for escape.

He was running at top speed over the now hard-frozen
snow for the gates when he was sighted, and he had so long a
lead that he might well have got clear, -

But something quite unexpected intervened. Out from the
barn stalked Tamerlane, the clephant, barring his path.

He dodged and shrieked in fear, for he saw that the enor-
mous animal was hostile, and Blader knew what an elephant’s
long-cherished enmity means.

The long, prehensile trunk shot out to full length. Tt
twined around the man’s body; it lifted him clean off his feet,
right up into the air.

*“Great heavens, the brute means murder !” cried Horsman,
And he and Nicholas raced one another to avert the
threatened tragedy.

Just in time! For a moment it scemed that Tamerlane
would rebel. Who knows what memories of past ill-treat-
ment surged through his massive brain?

But Jolly Nicholas spoke. ~And he obeyed.
unwillingly, he lowered the fellow to the ground.
staggered over in a faint.

Then came Miss Dora, in wild haste, and threw herself in
the snow by his side, and wailed and entreated and even
swore,

Gussy was shocked te the depths.

“Weally, Dowa—" .

“Oh, go to Bath, you putty-faced tailor's Jummy of a silly
kid I”” screamed the lady of his love. And Gussy was cured
within the almost incredibly short space of a single second.

Dora was not the angel of his dreams, and he saw her now
as she really was—a good-looking, but essentially coarse and
vulgar woman, almost old enough to be his mother !

Slowly,
Blader

= . & ® - . . .

Gussy's lost property was found on Blader, and he was
marched off to-the police-station as soon as he came to.
Whether the military authorities would put in a elaim to him
they could only conjecture. The gallant sergeant-major said
ihey had pretty nearly all sorts in the Army; but he rather
fancied they could do without Blader’s sort.

Butternut’s sharing of the cellar with Blader was accounted
for by Jolly Nicholas in this way. The bear had got into
the house, and frightened the maids and the footman, they
knew. Butternut was not wholly free from alarm himself,
it was likely, and, seeing the cellar-door ajar, had taken
refuge there. Blader, no doubt, had sneaked out to recon-
noitre or to forage, and when he had found the bear in the
cellar he had made the best of it. Perhaps he had not been
sorry to have the animal’s warm body to snuggle up against,
for, though he had provided himself with blankets, the tem-
perature of the cellar could hardly have been quite cheerful.

The key he had stolen from the butler’s pantry. Watkins
had not even thought of making sure it was still there. Some

.keys were, and that had satisfied Watkins.

1t was a very chastened Arthur Augustus who saw Miss
Dora depart, under escort of Mrs, Horsman, and accompanied
by Miss Dolly. But Gussy would not have lifted his little
finger to call her back!

On the day after Boxing Day Lord Eastwood put in an
unexpected appearance. He heard the whole story. Gussy
insisted on makigg a clean breast of it, though Tom Merry
would not have told.

He did not nag. - “The patah never does pag, you know,"
said Gussy. But he looked very grave indeed, and his few
words of thanks to Tom were very warm.

In the matter of the hospitality accorded to the circus foll:
he had no blame to give his son, and he readily consented to
Gussy’s suggestion that something should be done to make
good Mr. Horsman’s loss, though on that score there was
opposition to overcome from Horsman himself. He gave way
at length, however, and when the circus people left, all the
St. Jim’s fellows felt that they were parting from old and
good friends in Jolly Nicholas and his *‘ guv'nor.’

*“ Why, bless you, lads, we shall meet again !”’ said Horsman
gaily. “‘I'm going to tour Sussex next year.” .
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Baggy Trimble had an interview with Lord Eastwood, and
then a carriage took Baggy to the station. No ond had
wanted to tell tales about the fat waster; but it was impos-
sible to tell the whole story and leave Baggy out. ’

Baggy has met a real, live earl, and that is a memory
Baggy will cherish. But he has since been heard to say
plaintively that he was very badly treated at Bastwood
House, for it was he who really ran Blader to earth, and no
one gave him a word of thanks for it}

Tom Moerry had had quite enough of the seats of ihe
mighty. Gussy might regret the fall from power, bub not
Tom. The rest of the holiday was a far jollier time for
him—and jolly it was for everybody, no mistake about that !

THE EXND,

(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great Story of
Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's—“THE THIRD
FORM SWEEPSTAKE!” by MARTIN CLIFFORD.)

CONUNDRUMS.

Which is the most awkward time for a train to start?
12.50; as it’s ten to one if you catch it.

Why is a ten-shilling note better than a new half-sovereign?
. Because when you fold it you double it, and when You open
it you find it in-creases.

Why is a sculptor’s death the most terrible?
Because he makes faces and busts,

What is_the oldest picce of furniture in the world?
The multiplication table.

What js the difference between an engine-driver and &
schoclmaster ?
One minds the train, and the other trains the mind.

What fastens two people together, yet touches only one?
The wedding-ring,
What is the longest word in the language?
| Smiles; because there is a mile between the fivst and last
etter.

Which travels slower—heat or cold?
Cold; for you can catch it.

What relation is_a doormat to a doerstep?
A ‘*step farther.”

When can donkey be spelt with one lettor?
When it is “ U7 ’

Why are clouds like coachmen?
Because they hold the rains (reins).

Why is a policeman like a rainbow?
Because he rarely appears until the storm is over.

What is that which ncver asks questions, yet requires
mauny answers?

The door-bell.

What is that which goes up the hill and down the hill, and
yet stands still? .
The road.

Why cannot a deaf man be legally convicted?
Because it is unlawful to condemn a man without a hearing,

Why would a compliment from a chicken be an insult?
Becawse it would be fowl language. -

Why is a watch liko a river?
Because it won’t run long without winding.

Who was the fastest runner in the world?
Adam; because he was first in the human race.

Why is “E” the most unfortunate of letters?"
Because it is never in cash, always in debt, and never oud
of danger,
Why is a good actor like a good architect?
Beeanse they both draw good houses.
: 'THE GEM LiBRaRry.—No. £58.
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~ %8 THE BZST 30 LIBRARY De— THE
MY CPPINION OF PUBLICK SKOOLS.

By BAGGY TRIMBLE,

Ep1tor’s NOTE.—It must be distinctly understood that the
Editor accepts no more responsibility for the views of his
contributors than he does for their weird speling, or their
erratic use of capital letters, after the sixteenth century
manner, to mark the words regarded as of special import-
ance--zuch as ¢ Grubb.” :

Their are lotts of things the matter with Publick Skools,
but I have nott time to tel about tie» awl, ;

1 will, theirfor, confine Myself to iny Cheef Objcktions,

The first is Grubb.

The Grubb is not so good as ckspected,.and their is nott
enuff of it. Wott's the use of fore meesly Mecels a day to a
Felloe with ann Appytight?

Their aught to be Seven at lcest, and Snaks between.
Moorover, the Meels should be Bigger and Moor Norrisshing.

How can you kall itt Egs and Bacon, wen their is onely
one Eg, and the Bacon is konceeled under itt?

I kall it a~-meer Impersitshun. .

And, tawking about Impersitshuns, watts the use of riting
line&:i?. I get Lotts of them, but they don’t do me cnny
Crood, )

- My handriting is sumthing shokking, and awl due to
ines. .

This proves they are a mistaik.

Wuns, wen I shoed upp some lines which I had kollered
from a fagg in the sekond form, and the little beest kried,
whioh shoes his sillyness, .mr. lathom sed, watt's the youse
of pretending these are in your riting, Trimble, wen itt is
eyvydent they are the work of sumwun who rites a farr
better hand t{xan yores? Then he gave me the Kain, which
I kall verry, ungust. )

Then' their «is the subject of masters. They are a most
Scrowgy Krew, and nott wunn ‘of them has ‘anny reel sence .
of gustice. | e h .

They seam to immagin a Felloe kums to skool to stuff. his
hed with lattin and yuclid and aljebber and such tommyrott,
insted of-— i ) .

(A line is deleted here. Our readers will have no difficulty

_in guessing what our unestcemed contributor wishes to stuff

in preference to his head; but his language is so very frank
that we feel some doubt as to its getting past the Censor.-—
EDI1TOR.) N : -

As for the felloes, I never sore such a meen sett.. Wen I
wack out my Vast Remitences from Trimble Hall, they are
round me like a Flok of Bées. But wen I happen to be
Stoney, having -maid - Eksténsif "Lones, they say I am a
Spunjer, and other Disagreabel Naims, wich is unfare.

Butt they kanot dispise ‘me -halph as much as I Skorn
them, the beests! :

I am nott one of those Chaps who have nott an Ideer in
there Heds. : :

* My Ideers are these: .

Publick Skools wood bee grately Improyed if mastera were
kompleétely Abbolished and lessons maid Opshernul.

Of kors, Meels shood be Obbligatory. -

A Skollership shood be giffen to the Felloe with the Best
Appytight. .

. This shood bee maid-so that he cood taik itt out in Tuk.

But this World .is' not Parrydise. Qwite the contrairy-at
times, indede. ) ’

I remember—— . .

(We will leave Baggy to his memories, which seem to have
come to him in dreams, for he stopped here, and was snoring
with forty-trumpet-power when one of my subs collaved this
~ On awakening, I understand, he found- his face
adorned with streaks of black, red, and violet ink. But I
have no evidenco as to whose work this was, and Lowther
gives evasive answers when I press the point.—EDITOR.)

4 4 A A
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CORRESPONDENCE.

(Conducted by the EDITOR.)
D’ARCY ON WAR ECONOMY. .

“Dear Boy.—1I trust a few remarks on war economy will
be acceptable to your readers at the present crisis, when even
members of the Cabinet are beginning to realise that the
posish is serious. ' With so much tin going in guns, shells,
and official salaries, it is necessary for everyone to be very
careful, and I trust an example will be set by St. Jim’s. I
have, . therefore, thought out the following hints on war
economy : .

. “1. Never buy a new topper till you have worn the old
one at least a fortnight. '

Tue GEM Lisrary.—No. 458.
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“2. Always count your change when you change a fiver at
the tuckshop. ) . .

3. Never give more than seven-and-six for a necktie, and
make it last a week. .

““4. Don't take expensive seats at the theatre. A guinea
stall is good enough for anybody, especially in war-time. ;

“5. Don’t be extravagant in” dress.” Etons that have becn
;\(orn a month can be cleaned and pressed, and worn a weck
onger.

“gﬁ. Don’t waste money on jewellery. A fellow who gives
more than ten pounds for a tie-pin in war-time is un-
patriotic.-——Yours, etc.,

f“ ARTHUR AvgusTus D’ARcy.”

Note BY ‘EDITOR.—We thank our estcemed contributor for
his valuable hints, and we solemnly undertake not to giv
ten pounds for a tie-pin even after the war. -

GRUNDY AGAIN.

““Deer Sir,—-I notiss that my contribewtions have been
ckscluded from the weakly evvery time. I reffuse to send
any more contribewtions, and shall shoartly be prowducing
a rivle jernal, ‘Grundy’s Weakly." This jernal will give
your rotten rag the kybosh, both in litterary merrit and
korrect orthografy.—Yores kontemptuousley,

C ¢ GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY.''

- NoTtE BY EDITOR.—Is our valued correspondent referring to
his headpiece in his remark, * Grundy’s Weakly " % He has
our sympathy.

e

FROM THE NABOB OF GREYFRIARS.
¢ Venerable and ridiculous Sir,—It is with terrific pleasure-
fulness that I take up the esteemed pen to indite a few lines
to your noble and ludicrous self, The estcemed Wharton
brought home & copy of your valuable and disgusting
journal, which was read by all hands with. joyful deprecia-
tion. We are lookfully forwarding to the Christmas Number,
which we are sure will go like warm cakes. May your
respected shadow never grow less, is the atrocious wish of
your devoted and ridiculous reader, o 1
““ HurRREE JAMSET RaM Siven.”
Nore BY EpITOR.—We thank our correspondent for his
good wishes, and congratulate him upon his mastery of the
English language, which we consider terrific.

#* %
WANTS COLUMN.

Rekwired, in ekshange for a vallybale poket-nife, tarts or
other Aproved Grubb. No kwestshuns to bec asked.—Aplie,
B. T., Shel Passaije. :

A4
4

»
¥

8]

:

Urgently needed, Professor Balmycrumpet's great work on
the “ Psychology of the Natives of the Uninhabited Islands
of ‘the Arctic Ocean.”” Must be cheap, as advertiser is not
in affluent circumstances at the present moment, owing to
his devotion to study, and the necessity of purchasing expen-
sive volumes..—H. S.; Shell Passage. s

(Quite sure -that a certain little flutter—on purely scientific
principles, of course—with W——s had nothing to do with the
monetary tightness, -S8-—7y, old dear?—M. L.)

Wanted; a plaice. in the Jewnior Footer Teem by the best
player in the Shel or Forth.—G. A. G.

Gerald Cutts, of the Fifth Form, desires to know the
names of the miscreant or miscreants: who filled his best
patent-leather boots with what appears to be a mixture of
glue, hair-oil, soot, and treacle. Reward offered, a thunder-
ing good licking !

(Don’t all speak at once, dear boys!-—M. L.)

For Sale, twenty-five (25) fancy waistcoats, in the most
chaste and attractive designs; a large number of neckties,
fashionable up to and even beyond ‘the limit, and little
worn ; seventeen:(17) toppers (with some of these footer has
been played, but others are quite all wight, deah boys!); and a
quantity of other assorted clothing of superior quality.
Advertiser, having recognised at last the fact that we are at
war, proposes to wear cardigans and corduroys' in futurc.
~—Apply to A. A. D’A,, Study No. 6, Fourth-Form Passagec.

(The authenticity of the above ad. has been denied with
indignation. But it certainly came to us from Study No. 6;
and as the usual rates for advertisements of this nature have
been paid upon it—with what appears to be a bad German
mark-—we consider that there is no valid reason against iis
insertion.-—EDITOR.)
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thought that anybody else might have a wed flowah in her
hat! Oh, cwumbs! What a wotten coincidence !”

He looked round from the quad. Miss Taggles was coming
in, and she shook a bulky umbrella at the swell of St. Jim’s.
Arthur Augustus fled, and did not stop till he was safe in
Study No. 6. ’

. . . . . .. . . .

Five minutes later a charming ‘young lady, with a red
flower in her hat, stopped at the school gates, and looked
round in a perplexed way for some minutes before she passed
on. And the next time Arthur Augustus rang up the bun-
shop he was cut off so suddenly that he hadn’t even time to
give an order.

THE END.
N4 N XA 6
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THE MISTERY OF MASS'S PENNEY!

A Scoole Yarn, by JOE, FRAYNE.

Epiror’s Note.—Rcaders may observe that the youthful
author has made a few mistakes in his manuscript. The
printers had special instructions not to alter them. There
seem to be several mysteries in the story—why another penny
would not have served the turn of Mass quite as well; to
what the gross conduct of Smith minor was due, and whao
lost the farthing? But never mind !

——
1

CHAPTER 1.
Breakin’ the Noos Gentley !

I, hi; hi!? yeiled Bingham of the Third Form at
Puddleingham scoole, as ’is chum A. A. O. Mass krossed the
klose of the scoole, after haveing scen that his white mice
were still in there kage.

‘“Wel?” snaped Arther Albert Orgustus Mass, ternin’
round. )

“Wot the—witch the —is the maier with u, Art., old
chap ! arsked Bingham, in surprise.

** Nuthin’ perticuler,” was the repli,

‘“ Now, do tel me?”’ said Bingham,

“I don’t no if i ought-ter tel u, Bingy,” replyed Mass, in
a sorrowfool tone.

“Don’t be a silley ass!
in some anger.

“ Wel, it's like this here——"?

“Yes!” o

13 I_’: .

Here Mass stoped to recover his breathe, and to. fumbul
in his pokett. After searchin’ fer about a quarter of an
hour, he produced a farthin’, ’

‘“Tel the yarn,” said Bingham impationtley.

“I am komeing to it,”" said. Mass,. neerley breakin’ into
teers. “Do u sea this farthin’?”” Mass held up the koin.

- “Wel, wot of it?”’ asked his chum, in wonder.

“ Wel,” said Mass, hangin’ on his werds, ““I lost a penney,

and found this insteed, and—"’

_ **Never mind,” said Bingham konsollingley.
“But I do mind, bekoss this farthin’ is a bad ’un !’
The unfortuneate Mass burst into—wel, the recder nos.

Tel me, do!” grunted Bingham,

CHAPTER 2.
The Retern of the Lost Koin.

“How do u feal?”

Bingham -arsked the question of Mass. Bingham, with the
help of ‘a koupel of juniers,. had karried Mass into the
Third Form Kommon-room, and had given the pore lad a
drink to revive him.

**Mi penney !” was all the arnser he got.

¢ Now, don’t worrie about that penney, for goodness’
sake, or u wil make yourself il. - Another thing, it’s bound
to tern up-in the long run. Besides, here’s a penney to make
it up,” said the good-naturered Bingham, extendin’ a koin
of that valu.”

“Y don’t want it. I want mi penney, and mi penney I
meen to have !’ groaned Mass retchedly, on the point of a
kollapse.

** Now, do be reasonable, Mass !”’ said Bingham.

“I tel u I want mi penney !’

Suddenly the door of the Kommon-room was thrown open,
and Smith miner dashed in. He rushed strait at Mass, court
hold of him, and started pommelin’ the pore lad, without
&Ny caurse wotsoever. . :

Next Wednesday’s: Number of * THE GEM.? wi'l be the usnat - §f
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At that Mass woke up, as' it wear, and then the funn

began.
Bif ! Bang! Bash!
‘The too combatents went for cach other hamimer and tongs,
Crash !

At last Mass had the uper hand of his assailent, and Smith
miner went déwn like a leaf, with a bump. .

“Yow! Groooh! Owww, my dose! I give yer hest,
young Mass !”’ groaned the unhappy junier.

“Wel, you beter buz off, Smith. No; hold hard. We
mite as wel giv u sumthing to remember, nct to kome
dashin’ into a gentelman’s room, and goin’ for onc of its
inhabitents for nuthin’,”’ said Bingham tartley.

Smith miner made a rush for the door, but he was
kollered by the too juniers, and went threw a severe bump-
ping. i

They let him go at last, and as he krauled to fhe door,
Mass raised his boot to give him a parting greating.

Then sumthin’ startling hapened.

There was a dule ring on the carpet. Mass terned to look.

“My hat!” he gasped. ‘ Hooray !’

Mass pounced upon the artical he saw on the floor, picked
it up, and held it in frunt of him for everyone to survey it.

Wot was it ?

"The penney ! )

‘ Hooray I yelled Mass again, in much delite.

And so the penney which Mass valued so much reterned,
It had been in the terned-up part of his trousers al} the time !

THE END,
X4 A XA x4
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THE RED ROVER!
Grand Serial, by GEORGE FIGGINS.

Epiror’s Note.—Exigencies of space have compelled us to
use the blue pencil rather freely upon Figgy’s serial. The
result is a certain amount of scrappiness, but readers are at
liberty to fill up the blanks for themselves,

¢

CHAPTER |,

“ A sail 1?

The cry rang out over the deck of the Red Rover.

The rakish schooner was skimming the blue waves of the
Pacific. ; :

‘“ Ha !’ cried the Red Rover., “ A sail! Aha!”’ :

The black flag was run up to the masthead, and the Red
Rover exploded with a terrific roar. Fragments
were hurled far and wide over the blue waves of the Pacific.
Meanwhile, the pirate crew . . . grew darker and
darker, and overspread the whole expanse of the heavens,
The wind whistled fiercely through the rigging, and the
rakish schooner .. lifted the cup to his lips, and
drained the fiery draught. . .

“Ha!’ he cried. ‘‘Revenge!”

Scarcely had the words left his lips, when a volley of

grapeshot burst from the gentle and smiling
maiden. Her blue eyes gazed upon our hero, whose heart
beat sixty-five revolutions to the minute. Down in

the stokehold, the 'grimy. stokers were piling coal upon
- the white, reverend head of the old sea-captain.
Tears flowed down his rugged cheeks as he clasped his long-
lost daughter to his breast, and cried . . .

** Die, villain! With this trusty blade I will . . . take
a reef in the mainsail ! Hoist up the top-gallants !”

Like a white bird, the Red Rover fled over the blue waves
of the . , . palm-shaded coral island.

Amid the peaceful shades of the palms, the -. . storm
roared with terrific violence. Huge waves volled round the
wreck, and our hero, clinging to the floating spar amid the
angry billows, heard the soft song of the nightin-
gale that welcomed him home. Everything was the same as
of old, and he wept as he thought of the happy days he had
spent in that sylvan home, where the ~, . bodies of the
slain lay in heaps,-and the scuppers ran with gore! In the
midst of the fray, our hero’s sword flashed like lightning, as
he slashed ﬁemefy at . the old sea-captain and his
daughter, now so happily reunited.

(To be continued.)

Wanted, a football. Offered in exchange, a handsome
volume (leaves uncut; a present), entitled * Lives of Eminent
Philosophers.” Football need not be new. Or one shilling
(1s.) would be accepted. Book cost seven-and-six (7s. 6d.).—
Gibson, Third Form. - )
Tue Genm LiBrary.—No. 458.
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GUSSY'S LITTLE MISTAKE.
By MONTY LOWTHER,

I
“It's Gussy iV
* At the telephone!”
“ Shush !
Tom Merry & Co. grinned joyously.
The prefects’ room, in the School House at St. Jim's, was

deserted—otherwise Arthur Angustus D'Arcy of the Tourth’

T'orm could not have been buw at the telephone.

The swell of St. Jim's was quite unaware that a crowd of
juniors had gathered in the doorway to look on.

“Yaas, I am heah!” he was remarking to the transmitter.
“How awf’ Iy good of you to wing e up, Mabel!"

“Mabel ! murmured Blake.

“Good old Gussy!”

_ “Shush !

What Mabel said at the other end of the wire the juniors
did not know. But they .could guess from D Arcy’s next
yemark.

“Bai Jove!
vewy kind of
stwoll.” -

The juniors suppressed their chortles with difficulty.

“Yaas, I shall be dclighted, deah gal! But how shall I
know you, as we have nevah met?”

“My hat!” murmurved Tom Merry. “The mergy duffer’s
making an appointment with a girl he has never met?”

“Oh, crumbs!”

“That's why the young ass has alwags telephoned to the
bun:shop the last week or two!™ -

It will be a‘gweat plr\asu.lh deah gal! Tt s
vou to allow me to take wou for a little

grinned Blake. He's
always dodging the prefeets, to nse the telephone.  He's made
an acquaintance over the wires!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus
wrathfully. ]

“Pway wun away, you wottahs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“You uttah asses NYaas, deah gal!™  Arthur Augustas
had to turn to the telopbono dgam. “Yaas, certainly! [
shall be there. 1 shall be waitin® at the school gates at five
o’clock pwecisely; so you will know me. But how shall T
know you?®”

“Ycho answers how,” murmured Blake.

“Bai Jove! What a wippin’ ideah! A wed flowah in your
hat—first wate! You will weah a wed flowah in your hat?
G ood"

Rxppmg " aatd Manuers.
a, ha, hat

“I‘xve o’clock pwecisely, deah gal, at the school gates; and
you will weah a wed flowah in your hat. If you are late, of
course 1 will wait—yaas. wathah! Good-bye, Mabel!”

Arthur Augustus rang off.

He turned, with- a. pink face, from the. telephone, and
jammed his monocle into his eyer and surveyed the chuckling
Juniors wrathfully.

“You uttah asses——’

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

“1 weﬂmd you as inquisitive

“Ha, la, ha!”

heard them then, and looked round

)

and diswespectful beasts—"

“And T am goin' to give you a feahful thwashin’ all
wound!” shouted Arthur Augustus. .
“Hallo! What arc all you kids doing here?” exclaiiaed

‘Kildare of the Sixth, coming in. “‘Clear off 1"

And the juniors cleared off, still chortling, and. Arthur
Augustus D" Arey stalked away, with his noble nose very high
in the air. Arthur Augustus saw nothing whatever comic
in his appointment with the new young lady at the bun-shop.
e had known her quite a long time—on the telephone. Bug
the other fellows seemed to see something very comie in it,
and they yelled. ! .

iI.
“There ke zoes!” grinned Blake.
Five o'clock was chiming out from the clock-tower when
Arthur Augustus sauntered elegantly down to the gates.
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The swell of St.”Jim's was looking his natticst. 1f any-
thing could ha\O exceeded the glossiness of his topper, it
was the polish of his boots. But nothing could have beaten
the set of his necktic or the spotlessness of his coliar.

The swell of St. Jim’s turned his eyeglass for a moment
disparagingly on his grinning chums, and took no further
nctice of them. He left them grinning. Quite heedless of
their grins, Arthur Augustus stationed himself in the old
gateway, to wait for the lady whom he was to know hy the
red flower in her hat.

Ten minutes paswd Evidently Mabel was taking full
advantage of the lady’s privilege of being late.

. But a figure came in sight at last.

Arthur Augustus s noble heart beat a little faster.
a feminine form that was coming up the road.

As the lady drew nearer, D'Arcy scanned her carefully.
Th:ere was a red flower in the hat, glimmering in the sun.

“Bai Jove, Mabel!” murmnred Arthur Augustus.

- But the ecstatic expression faded frown his face as the jady
with the red flower came nearer.

The voice on tho telephone had been quite sweet.

But the lady coming up to the gates of St. Jim's,
red flower in her hat, did not lock very sweet.

She was forty-five at least, and powecfully built: and
Arthur Augustus, though ke regarded every member of the
gentle sex with veneration, was conscious of a fecling of
ulicasy disappointment. -

He had riot supposed that Mabel was old cnough to be his
parent!

But the beautiful manners of the noble caste of Vere e
Vere was not likely to fuil Arthur Aungustus evem in this
cnicrgency.

Young or middle- aged or old, pretty or plain, the lady hiad
ccme to keop the appointinent on the telephone, and it was
up to Arthur Augustus to take her for the proposed stroil,
and o take -her to tea in the village, as-arranged, with’ the
most exquisite urbanity.

He was equal to the test.

As the lady came up to the gates Arthur Augustus stepped
forward, rai :mg his silk topper gracefully.

“How wippin’ of you to come!” he said,

’I‘he lady halted

“So jolly glad to see you, deah gal!" ventured
Augustus.

“What?"

:j ;i}xlall we stwoll towards the village?”

“There is a vewy cosy place where we can have
v
Ly e

“T fwust we shall have a vewy agweeable stwoll, deah
gal,” said Arthur Augustus, faltering a little.

The lady did not look very agremble. She scemed to be-
astounded—in fact transfixed!

Tt was

with the

Arthur

tea, deah

“Y’oung impudence ! she stuttered at last. “How dare
youl

“Bai Jove!"

“How dare you'! Take that!”

“Yaroooh!” ;
- Arthur Augustus teok it—he couldn't help it! Tt was a

sounding box on the ear. The swell of St. Jim's staggered
back in astonishment and hoérror.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped.

“Take me to tea, indeed!” snapped the lady.

“0Oh, ewumbs!”

“Hallo, Maria!” Tugglpa, the porter, came out of tha
lodge. . ““You've got ‘ere, then? The missus has got tea
ready. Hallo! Wot's the trouble?”

. “Y've been insulted!” snapped Maria.
uncle?”

“Uncle!” stuttered Arthur Augustus,
—is this a visitah for you, Taggles?”

“Yes!” gasped Taggles. * My nicce, Master D’Arcy.”

“Gweat Scott!”

Arthur -Augustus did not stay to cxplain. With burning
cheeks, he fled. Miss Taggles tossed her head, and followed
tho astonished porter in.

“Oh, cwumbs!” groaned Arthur Augustus.

“Who is that boy,

“Gweat Scott! Is

“1—1 ncvah
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THE RED KNIGHT OF RYLCOMBE.

By RICHARD BROOKE.

(Ep1TOoR’'s NOTE.—I cannot get it qut of Dick Brooke

. wheth& in this story: he has used some local legend, or
whether it is all out of his own head. But it does not matter
much which is the case, as it seems to me quite a good yarn.
If my readers do not agree, I can’t help it. I am editor,
anyway. 'Nuff said!)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The lists were set on the Moor of Wayland, and for a day
and half a day beyond that the five knights’ challengers had
hel@them against all comers.

l" 'd well they might, for right doughty champions werc

-~ they! .

Their shields hung in front of their tents at one end of the
Jong lists. And by the bearings upon those shields men knew
who waited within, ready to face any who dared to face them.

- And one shield bore-the arms of Edward, first Prince of

Wales—first English Prince of Wales, that is. For Llewellyn

and David and their forefathers had been princes in the land

of mountain and vale. But they had died, and Wales was a

vassal state now, conquered by the stern-faced king who

looKed down from his high seat upon this mimic warfare—that
_great warrior king called Edward Longshanks. :

Gilbert de Clare, thg mighty Earl of Gloucester; Robert
de Clifford, of the great noxthern house; John de Harcourt;
‘and last, not least; the gd8d knight Sir Giles de Argentinc.
Such were the four who held the lists with the King’s son.

And against them had ridden many of the best of England’s
chivalry, and some even from far Scotland, and two gallant
kuights of FairsFrance. Twice the Prince of Wales had been
unhorsed; but on the wh e i well, though
no such warrior as his stern sire. And twice de Harcourt
had been beaten. But the-great Earl of Gloucester and tho
stark Clifford, and that good knight Sir Charles de Argen-
tine—sione had beert found to lower their proud crests.

Now, as it seemed, there were no more to come against
them.. The knights’ challcngers had won, and all around
he lists men debated to which, of them the King would
award the prize. of victory, for indeed choice was hard, since
Glopcester and the Clifford and De Argentine were all
unbeaten and unscathed.

Then, at ‘the far end of the lists a solitary trumpet pealed,
and into the. paced a red roan horse with a red rider in
the saddle.

/4

e o x5 &‘ﬁhngd 1ed Ilﬁ\' shield was red, save for
he strange device of a grinning sl upon it in white. The
plutie that flutteréd above his helmei ivas red,
None knew that strange device. In all the heralds’ lore
~po such arms belonged to any knight in western Europe.
""‘But' that mattered little. To win fame, knights would adopt
devices not their own, so that unknown they might fight
and by winning thus unknown increase the glory of \'ictor;. ’
_ Slowly the red roan horse paced down the lists until he
was close io the pavilions of the knights challengers,
Then~his rider reined him in. With the blunt end of his
lance hre touched the shield of De Clare.
He reéined his horse backwards.  Gloucester’s great carl
came out; fully accoutred for the fray, a fine figure of a man.
The combats he had fought had not sapped his vizour. ¥I
was still fit to fight for his life. But that was needloss. Tl;r:
combat was not to the death. Had it been so there would
have been no blinting of lances. The Red Knight would
have struck the_ghleld with the sharp end of his lance, and
with sharpened®¥ances they would have fought. ’ ’
.~ Yet much may be done with the blunted weapon in stro
- and skilful hands, and so found tho great Earl of G]Ollceétéllg
Strong and skilful was he, yet the resistless charge of the
Red Knight swept him from his horse's back, and for the
first time in that tourney he knew the bitterness of defeat !
The stern-faced King, whose attention had grown slack
had his eyes bent cagerly upon the lists now., - ’
. ‘“Splendour of Heaven!” he swore. ‘I thought there was
scarce the man in all broad Britain who might so deal with
De Clare since Geoffirey, mine old friend and brother-in-arms
died a traitor !” ’
But not alone to De Clare was the bitterness of defeat
The stark Clifford tasted it, too, and De Harcourt was over.
matched most plainly, and even the good knight De Argen-
tine went down. Last of all, Edward Prince of Wales was
~ hurled back over his horse’s crupper with such exceeding
force that hlood gushed from his nose and cars as he smoto
the ground. . &
. Then the King gave his verdict, and the marshals of the
lists agreed, and the heralds made it known, znd men hailed
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the Red Knight as Champion of the Tournament, seeing that

be had so signally defeated, one by one, cach of the knights
challengers.” -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

“1 will lift my vizor to the King alone,” said the Red
Knight. . S -

In vain the marshals of the lists argued with him.

At last they told the King.

¢ Bring him to my pavilion,” said King Edward shorily.

‘“Be on your guard against treachery, sire!” said the
grizzled senior of the two.

*“When feared I ever treachery? And why nced any man
feai it from so brave a knight as this #”’

The Red Knight was brought before the King.
marshals retired. .

Then, and not till then, did the victor of the tournament
lifs his vizor and show his face.

It was no youthful face. There were lines upon it, and.
above the temples the close-cut hair was grey. )

““ Geoftrey d[e Rylcombe !’ cried the King.” “ Nay; but I
guessed it when stout De Clare went down before your
lance! Yet could I not believe, for men rise not from the
dead to fight again.’ -

“But men decmed dead may, yet walk the world, sive.”

“You were adjudged a traitor, De Rylcombe!”
Edward of England sternly.

“ Falsely was I accused, sire, and wrongfully condemned !
False witness was borne against me, and 1 had no chaunce to
speak in my own defence.”

*“Show me proof, De Rylcombe !

“That, on the instant, can I not. But I appeal from the
jndgment of Edward King of England to that Edward de
Plantagenet, whose brother-in-arms I was—he who saved my
life in the IIoly Land what time wec¢ made the crusade
together !”

The stern face of Edward Longshanks softened.

“ Ay, Geoffrey ! Once I stood between you and death, but
thrice you saved me. Remember the ditch of Acre; re-*
member the ramparvts of Joppa; remember the battle at
Evesham, when that stark traitor De Montfort went down !’

“1 put these things from my memory when Plantagenet,
condemncd me unheard !’ replied the Red Knight proudly.’

“ De Montfort was a gallant warrior, yet De Montfort was
a traitor.” : .

* They lied to you, sire, when they called me such !

“Who lied?” thundered the Xing., “ You impeach the
honour of my house, De Rylcombe! Know you who was
yousr chief accuser 7 B -

“Ay! Edward of Carnarvon, Prince of Wales, the un-
worthy son of a great father!” answered the Red Knight,
meeting firmly the King's angry glare,

A shadow as of pain passed over the King’s face, for now
he knew better than before he had knewn that in his son
there was much that was evil and weak. Il councillors ruled
him, and he did that which was hateful in the sight of his
stern sire. ’

“ And why?” demanded the King.

1 was to have wed the Lady Alicia Glanville.
son

“ Speak not of that! Too well T know the story of that
most unhappy lady. 'The temptation was there, and I fear
me Kdward fights temptation but feebly.: Yet, it goes hard
to think him so base! Had another told me, scarce could I
have believed.” : :

‘Tt is true, sive.”

“You cannot choose but believe, Geoffrey. Vet, again,
all men held you dead! Is there magic in this? You fell,
they say, fighting at the head of your friends and vassals.
They brought me your shield, with many a gash and dent
upon it, and I said then that iny old friend had died hard !”

“It was another who died in my stead, sire; yet I think
vou would have named him friend also, for the sake of our
old crusading days. Raoul, my foster-brother, my squire
then, bore my arms and led my men,”

“ He was no knight.”

“1 knighted him. Aund he was more than my foster-
brother, thou knowest, sire. There was the blood of our race
in his veins, though in men’s eyes he was not my brother.”

*“Ay, I know, Geoffrey || Peace to the soul of Raoul! 1le
was a gallant man. But how came it that you were not in
the fight?”’

I lay sick unto death, or nigh it—poisoned, they said.”

“Who said 77~ - :

“t'l‘}}g good monks to whom I owe my. life—a life made
waste !

. A silence fell upon the two. There were bitter thoughts
in the King’s mind, but the bitterness was not for the man
before him, . % P '

“Stay with me, Geoffrey,” he said at length. And for the
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first time De Rylcombe heard the ring of weariness in the
voice of that man of iron. ¢ Affairs go not wholly well, and
I need men I can trust.” ] '
The Red Knight knelt-and kissed the King’s hand.
I had thought to travel again to Palestine, if but as a
simple palmer,” he said.
hath need of Geoffrey de Rylcombe, his place is here !”

THE THIRD CHAPTER. -

And before a week had passed the need was great.

That there were traitors about him, King Edward knew:
but, in his pride, he would not stoop to guard against them,
as a less brave man might have done.

It was on De Rylcombe’s own pleading that he was made
captain of ‘the guard, with a place in the King's ante-
chamber. Old campaigner that he was, he could sleep, as it
seemed, with one eye open; yet that attempt was so cleverly
(’;onceived, and it came so suddenly, that almost was he over-

orne. :

““To me, loyal men!” his cry rang out in the darkness.
¢ Housc of the King! Rescue! To me!”

And three traitors went down before the swing of his great
sword—one with helm cloven, one with a ghastly wound in
his throat, the third with a broken sword in his body! .

Men came hurrying, lights flared, the King appeared. A
fourth traitor lay dead, throttled by the strong hands of the
Red Knight. A fifth fell, and then, in the very moment of
rescue, a dagger found the knight's brave heart.

Littlo of the traitors thought the stern King in that first
moment. He knelt by De Rylcombe’s side, and in his proud
eyes was the gleam of unshed tears.

“ God rest his soul ! he said. ¢ For me, I shall never look
upon his like again. Good knights have I many, but there
was but one Geoffrey de Rylcombe, and here he lies! By all

the saints, they shall rue it who wronght this foulness!”

THE END.
a8 & 24 4
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NOTICES.
' Football.

[In order to get in as many mnotices as possible, those
included have been cut doun to the shortest possible limits.
It should be understood that the figures in brackets always
refer to age, and that “r.” means “radius.” Where these
particulars are omitted they were not supplied by sender of
notice. All applications may be taken for home and away

matches.]
Matches Wanted by :

Kmwpsre- F.C. (17).—E. W,
Gardens, Bayswater, W,

TLeorovgH F.C. (154)—C'roydon district.- 1. P.
105, Crowther Rd., South Norwood, S.E.

A Dulwich Team (17, medium)—in South London district.
—M. Edwards, 100, Clive Rd., Dulwich, S.F.

A Liverpool Team (12).—J. Bayley, 14, Avon St., Belmont
Rd.. Anfield, Liverpool: -

M.H.F.C. (14).—F. H. Smith, 8, Brady’s Buildings, Barnet
Crove, Bethnal Green, N.

St. Perer’'s Park F.C. (14)—4-mile v.- J. Linfield, 29,
Chippenham Rd., Harrow Rd., London. W.

SHIRLEY CHURCH Laps’ Bricape (14-16)—8-mile r.-—C. L.
Grinyer, 13, Wilton Rd., Shirley, Southampton.

PeeL GreeN Lapg’ I'.C. (16)—4-mile r. Eccles.—A. Green,
7, Park St., Patricroft, Manchester.

AvoypatE Juniors F.C. (16-17)—ground at Hampstead.-—
G. H. Matthews, 1434, Kilburn Lane, Paddington, W,

Graxce Estate F.C. (14-15)—7-mile r.--R. Blakey, 28,
Gray’s Rd., Stockton-on-Tees. -

A Sheffield Team (12-13) —3-mile r.-C. B. Smalley, 31,
Providence Rd., Walkley, Sheffield.

Eastouirre F.C. (16)—3-mile r.—Cr. Knox, 62, North View,
Heaton, Newcastle-on-Tyne. ‘

Devoxy F.C. (14-16, strong)—6-mile r.--A. Moncur, 12,
Glaucus St., Bow, E.

Cray Garprns F.C. (14).—F, Johnson, Littlemoor Lodge,
Queensbury, near Bradford. Three good players also
wanted.

_ WaitereaD JuxioRs F.C. (16)--5-mile r.—R. C. Howe,
Whitehead Aircraft C., Townsend Terr., Richmond, Surrey.

WesT Havesteap F.C. (154)—5-mile r.—H. J. Brickell, 32,
Sumatra Rd., West Hampstead, N.W. ’

St. Saviour’s F.C. (13)-—East Dulwich district.—W. A.
Colley, 1021, Hindman's Rd., East Dulwich, S.E

St. MartHEW’S FiC. (164)—8-mile r.-—C. Brewer, 76, East-
field St., Stepnéy, E. i '

Lunnon, 14, Porchester

Warin,

““ But while Edward of England .

ParAcoN F.C. (16)—2}-mile r..—W. R. Reynolds, 46, Darn-
ley Rd., Mare St., Hackney, N.E. Also require one or two
good halves. -

KIRkDALE JUNIORS (16).—-John Yoxon, 65, .Cranmer St.,
Stanley Rd., Liverpdol. . .-

TorLEY UNITED—4-mile r. Queen’s Rd. Car Depot; gromnd
and dressing accommodation expected.—Walter Martin,=65,
Park View, Queen’s Park, Manchester, Players, especially
halves (14-16) wanted. T

SwiNDoN CenTRAL F.C. (15-16)—15-mile r.-—A. E. Sumbler,
26, Hyde Rd., Swindon.

StatioNn ArgyLE F.C. (14, away)—3-mile r. Iighbury.—J.
Holland, 6, Thornhill Houses, Barnsbury Park, N.

Forkestone ExceLsior F.C. (15)—3-mile r.; players also
wanted.—Write or call, T. Milton, 35, Garden Rd. or
S. Page, 52, Albert Rd., Folkestone. ;

Rosewoops F.C. (15)—S.8.  of Glasgow.—A. Stephenson,
1, Battlefield Crescent, Langside, Glasgow.

WooLwice Ogriext F.C. (15)—6-mile r.--F. Slatter, 49,
High St., N. Woolwich.

Duviwica A.F.C. (15-16)~4-mile r.—G. Wells, 1, Ferris
Rd., E. Dulwich, S.E.

Correspondencz. Leagues, &ec.

E. Davis, ¢/o Mr. A. V. Osmond, 15, Bridge St., Bristol,
wants a correspondent in Pitmain’s shorthand. ~ s

J. Currie, Mason Lane, Tayport, Fife, would like to corre-
spond with readers in tho colonies. :

8. Cooper, jun., 122, Empress. Avenue, Ilford, would like
to hear from boys of 14 who want to join a correspondence
club. Stamped and addressed envelope, please. . :

F. Hibbard, O.8., H.M.S. Galeka, wishes to thank heartily
those who so kindly answered his appeal—especially Miss N,
Watmough and Miss Edmondson, R

Six Boy Scouts on Coastguard duty would be grateful for
gifts of games, etc., to help pass the time off duty.—R. K.
Boyle, Patrol Leader, Coastwatchers, the Tower, Blackpool. =

Harry Sunter, 8, Vicars Rd., -Roundhay, Leéds, wants
members for foreign stamp club. Stamped and addressed
envelope, please. -

Jobn Sproll, 89, Fountain Rd., Tooting, $.W., would like
to ¢orrespond with anyone learning French, or with a,gronch
boy learning English. !

Percy H. Bond, 182, High Garden, Benwell, Newcastle-on-
Tyne, and Robert Percy, 95, Joan St., Benwell, would be
glad to correspond with foreign readers.

H. Bromley, 894, Leeds Rd., Bradford, would be glad to
correspond with a reader interested in starip-collecting-:

P. Goodchild, 16, Stoke Rd., Aylesbury, would like to hert—=
irom a reader apprenticed, like himself, to the linotype. -5

M. R. Young, 9, Westbourne Rd., Barnsbury, N., wants..
members for the U.C.P.C. Magazine, correspondence,
soldiers’ fund. )

Will the reader who asked others to send him forcign tram
tickets write to 8. Hayman, 11, Delhi Place, West Perth,
West Australia?

Private T. Truman, No. 23395, H.Q. Signal Scction, 12th
Batt. South Wales Borderers, B.IL.F., France, would be
very glad of a mouth-organ.

Maurice A. Harris, law clerk;, Kilmallock, co.: Limerick,
wishes correspondence with readers who are stamp collectors.

Miss M. Taylor, 16, Chiddingstone St., Hurlingham, S.W.,
would like to correspond with another girl reader of 18-19.

Harry G. Farr, 68, Broome St., Highgate, Perth, West
Australia, wishes to exchange Australian stamps with readers
in other countries for stamps of their countries. Corre-
spondence to this end invited. -

Miss L. Cohen, 11, Willowbridge Rd., Canonbury, N., s
would like to correspond with another girl reader. -

Miss P. Croad, 10, Roehampton St., Westminster, S.W.,
wishes to correspond with ancther girl reader of about 145.

1. Goldring, 124, Antrim Rd., Belfast, would be glad to hear
from Roy Neill, of Queensland, who was asking for a corre-
spondent a short time ago.

H. A. Lewthwaite, 1, Upper Knollys Terr., Pennycome-
quick, Plymouth, wishes to correspond with readers interested
in stamp collecting. . ’

T. Fisher, Bude St., Appledore, Devon, is starting an
amateur magazine, and would be glad to hear from readers
interested. Stamped and addressed envelope, please.

J. Morley, 3, Glover’s Buildings, Alverthorpe, Wakefield,
wants to correspond with boy readers of 14-15 in India, South
America, or Australia. ;

A. E. Bramwell, 41, Rupert St., Birmingham, has started

|
]
;;
3
3

for 2d. in stamps. . .

J. F. Yeo, 41, Church St., Singapore, Straits Settlements,
wants to correspond with boys anywhere in the British
Empire, with a view to the exchange of stamps and picture
postecards.

Priuted and_published by the Proprietors at the Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, Eugland. Agents for Australasia: Gordon & Gotch Ltd.,
“Melbourne; Sydney, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.Z.; .for South Africa: Oentral News Agency, Ltd., Cape Town and Johannesburg. Subscr[ptlon,
i 7s, per annum. ‘Saturday, November 18th, 1916.
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a printed amateur magazine, and will send a specimen copy g
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WAS SIIE A CANNIBAL?

“Yes,” sail the dear old lady, “I am very fond indeed of
my fowls. T have brought them up from Jittle chieks, and
cared for them until they scem quite like my own (lnldr(‘n
vou see. We ave going to have one for dinner next Sunday.’
—Sent in by . M. Oliver, Deal,

PUTTING A VALUL OXN IT.

“ My hoy, vou have saved my life!” cried a seaside visitor,
wringing the sea-water out of his soaked garments. * Let
me reward you.’

e tluust, his hand into his podmt and produced a three-
1mmy piece. T

The boy pushed :mde the generous hand.

1 mxc take it, sir,” he said. I don't reckon T
cur ned it.’

“ Buj you saved myJdifet~

“Yes, but it ain't worth all tlmt noney ! t——by
John A, Green, Runcorn.

THE ANTI-ATIR(CRAFT GUNNERS.
(A Parody.=To the air of “Keep The Home-Fires Burning.")
They were summoned from ‘1eadqua1tela,
Called out to man the guns;
And their country found them rcady
To-oppose the scoundrel Huns.
They fear no foe, no hardship,
As they gaily march along;
And though our knees be trembling,
Let’s all sing this cheery song—

There's- a_silverairshin
Tluough the dark clouds glnhw-
Imugh that Zepp be far away,
We'll down it, boys!
Keep the axr’guns going,
While the bombs they’re throwing.
When the pirate Zepp eomes down
-We'll be mad with joy!
—Sent in by Miss Dorothy and Miss Gwendolyn ITunter)
Queen’s Pdlk Fstate

MAKI’\'G EXCUSES.

~The minister of a Scottish parish took a lot of trouble in
writing for his more ignorant parishioners letters to their
lads at the Front. One good old mother, asked whether there
was anything ehe wanted
added to what he had written
and read over to her, rephed

“Ye micht Just say ¢ Excuse
the bad writm’ an’ spellin’,’
an’ that'll dae fine, thankin’ ye
kindly, siv.”—Sent in by
Keginald Evans, Leicester.

A I)IFFICULT PROBLEM.

“Garge,” said the old
countrywoman to her husband,
as they watched the entrain-

A YARN OF THE KING'S NAVEE. :

loung Steam Hammer had got into a bad habit of slack-
ness in the morning. _Several times the ship’s (ulpon’
whose duty it is to see the hands turned ,out and hammocks
off the mess deck, had cautioned him. At last he took Steam -
Hammer before the beak at six bells. .

“This is a bPIIOllb case,” said the commander.  What
liave you to say?

“I shall say nothing about it if you don’t,
TTammer innocently and modestly.

sir,” replied

“H'm! Have you ever been up before me befow‘.’" .
“Dunno, sir. What time do you mostly get up?”—Sent in
by F C. Smith, South Tottenham.
PAT'S Q[ ERY.
“Shure, sorr,” said the Irishman to the jeweller, “there’s

that big clock ye haye outside. Ye say it will go elght days
without \\mdmg And pwhat I'm afther wantin’ to know is

" how long it would go if ye wound it, bedad?"—Sent in by

P

[ d
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,

Miss E. Jones, Rhosrobin.

TRY AS TUHEY MIGITT!

Old Man Jones had never seen any football at all Jbefore
he went to watch that Rugger game., This is how he
described what he saw.

“Lot o’ rubbish, I call it!

Pack o' big chaps, wi' kuickers
not half long enough.

Funny-shaped b‘L” most hl\(—“ an old
bladder blowed up. Somebody kicks At All of ’em yun
after it. One of ’em cops hold of it, an' streaks off, wi' the
rest lickety-split after him. Then he gets behind the. posts
an’ falls right atop of the ball, an’ all the fellows behmd
him fdll atop of him. And a lot of silly chaps shout?® ‘Try'
Try!” But what were the good’ Try as they might; 't‘mv
couldn’t bust that ball, an’ they never did!” Seﬁt "in by
A. Baker, Wood Green

ALL THAT WAS LEFT OF IT'!

“Hast tha gotten .any souvenirs, laad?” asked one North
Clountry warrior of another, as tllc I|o~p tal train carried
them nearer to dear old Bhghty

“Nowt muc h Aw’ve got“some bits o’ shrapnel, an’ a lt‘\\'
bullets, one 0 them pickelhaubes, as they call ‘em, an’ a
dure-handle.”

“Tha’s gotten a dure-handle, laad? Why——"

“Ay, a du{ohandlc, same as Aw said, an’ ’tis the best
cOu\enu o' th’ lot. 'Twere like this, tha seest. Coomin’
oot o’ trenches for rest billet, Aw were very dry, so Aw
ca'ed at one o’ them pubs, an’
just got t' handle-in my hand
when, by gum, along comes a
coalbox an’ shifts pub into
nmiddle o’ next w eek, an’ theer
stood Aw wi’ £’ handle in my
hand "—Sent in by Ilavold
Harvtley, Stockport.

THE hlLF\T DRAMA.

She was over cighty, and for
the first time in her life she
went to the pictures.

“How did you enjoy your-

*ment of a numbel of men self, mother?” asked = her
bound for “somewhere in interesting paragraph, send italong (on a post- daughter, ¢
France,” “‘what gets all over card) before you forget it, and address it to: “Oh, pretty fair, considei-

dane s, *how do the poor dear
“lads. ever manage to get their
legs into them queer twisted
trousers 7’

She meant the puttees.—
Sent in_ by Miss II. Dunn,
Biw nnnzham.

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,

ing ! But, Bess, I doubt I'm
getting deafm than, T'd
counted in my. old age, for it's

,a fact as I never heard a smglc
word they said all the time.”—
—Sent i by II.. Gardiner,
Farnham;

©
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X B ~ “THE GEM” LIBRARY.

ERS

CHRISTMAS NumB

OUR

f.fGREAT COMPANION PAPERS'

‘.....O.....OGOO.I..'.e’...

"~ CHUCKLES.

Dated November 25th. Price One Penny
. SPECIAL ATTRACTIONS!

Eight pages of comic pictures, including a splendld page in three colours,

- dealing with the adventures of those well- renowned mnrth makers Breezy

Ben and Dismal Dutchy. .
A fine instalment of *Adventure Island.”” one of the most successful seua}

stories which has ever appeared in any paper. - - s R

THREE GREAT COMPLETE STORIES:—

The Nib.
“The Great Adventure.”—A story of ihe Boys of Clarcmonm
“To The Rescue.”—A yarn of ‘the famous detective, Ferrers. Locke,
introducing two favourite Greyfrxars characters, ngate and Vernon- Smrth )

: 9.9.03000C&0.00.’0000’00.60900".C..O.Q.DQ00000000930...90..BC...CO.!.GGQ.QQO”".O'

* THE “MACNET” LIBRARY.

Dated December 9th ' Price Twapence '

, “The House on the Heath.’ ~—A magmfrcent story-of the breymars Boys
by Famous Frank Richards.

4

“Christmas Crackpots.” -~A tale of CaptamvCu:(ard and his nephew A

- Extracts from recent numbers of “The Greyfriars Herald : mcludmc am - | 2

extra- specxal humorous story entitled, “ Billy Bunter’s Christmas-Box.”

A long msta]ment of that very popular serial, “The Fourth Form at

, FrankhnOham

.0GO....O...O.S...0.00000..3....0.......0.0....O......Q.Q!OO..Q.Q.0.0.....00...’....

THe “BOYS’ FRIEND.”

Dated December 16th. - Price Twopence

- . Opening chapters of a splendld new serial, “ The Secret. Cxty, by Duncan
Storm the ‘author of ““ Mystery Island,” “ The Trail of the Redskins,” ““ The Red

. Randers and many other popular yarns.

An extra long instalment of The League of Seven Maurlce ‘Everard’s,

) !atest and greatest serial. . =

“Jimmy Silver’s Chrxstmas Party, a double-length Rookwood §ié'ry, by
Owen Congquest. ST

“The Secret= of Trevethlock Priory,” a grand detective tale, by

Victor Nelson.
A fine humorous story by Jack Lewns

N - - , v , 18118 -




