Pk
HARD LINES FOR LEVISON!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co.

HARD UP AGAINST

Copyright in the United States of America.



" HARD LINES FOR LEVISON

THE GEM LIBRARY.

No. 472,

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

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.

“Smoked Cut!”’
EVISON of the Fourth looked up
. with a smile as his mmor came
! into No. 2 Study in the.Fourth-
form passage of the Schaoo!

House.”

Levison minor had two or three books
under his arm, angd a woeful expression

upeon his usuaally cheery face.

He paused in the doorway, and leoked |

doubtfully at his major.
““Not busy, Ernie 7” he asked.
*No. I haven't'started iy prep.
that doesnt  matter. What's
irouble? - '
Frank Levison made a grimace.
“Old Selby’s been goin’g for me.  Lf

Bui
the

yow'd like to ltelp me——-¥

Levison laughed.

Right-ho! TLet’s pile in.
— Eutropius 7

*“Noy Cesar.”

“Well, Ceesar oughtn’t to bother you
very much,’” said Levison. ** You’ve heen
slacking. We’ll have a grind!?

I wish sometimes that Brutus & Co.
had polished him -off before he wrote
about the Gallic War!” said Frank, as
e sat down at the major’s table, * Here's
the place. I say, though, the other chaps

What is it

in this study don’t like me working
}u'l'e.’:’
“Bosh !’

“Trimble's told me so, and Mellish ¢

*“Trimble and Mellish can go and eat
coke!  Let's begin!” said Levison.
“ Where are you?. I suppose you've got
a bit further thin ‘Omnis Gallia divisa
est in tres partes’ 7?7

The fag grinned.

“Yes, a bit! Ilcre you are: ‘ Ea ros
ut Helvetiis per indictum enunciata.’
Let's get on from that.”

Tom Merry came along the passage and
glanced in at the half-open door. Levi-
son major and minor were deep i old
“ Julius Caesar,” child’s play to Levison
of the Fourth, though it presented such
difficulties to the fag. Tom Merry smiled
a little as he looked in.

It was curious enough to sce Levison,
once the black sheep of the Fourth, ihus
engaged. Levison had been wont to
spend his leisure hours at nap or banker
in Racke’s study, or in similar oceupa-
tions of a far from elevated nature. But

Levison was rather a different fellow this,

term, and his kindness to  his minor
showed up his better nature sharply.
*“Hard at work 77 smiled Tom. "
“Yes. Want anything 77 )
© “TI was going to speak.about the Rook-
wood matﬁm But another time will Je,”
said the captain of the Shell.
FLevison's eyes glistened.
**You don’t want me for the match?”
he asked.
“But T do!” said Tom. .
“Good! I'm your man!”’
*“ All serene !V
Tom Merry passed on. and ILevison
turned to his work with a cheery face.
Since his reform it was no% uncommon

“Rile in!”

‘for Levison to find a place in the Junior

School team open for himx But it camne
very pleasanily, all the sane.

This was a little better, he could ot
help reflecting, than nap or banker with
Crooke and Racke, or hanging about the
Gréen Man in Rylcombe. for a surrepti-
tious game of billiards with Mr, Lodgey.

together*a few ‘minutes later.

And two
But that

associates into bitter enemies,
of them were bis stindy mates.
could not he helped.

Major and minor were very busy with
the “ Gallic War ” when Mellish ‘of _the
Fourth came into the study.

Levison did not laok at him.

“Orgetorix mortans est!” ¥rank was
saying. )

“Give Orgetorix a rest !”” said Maellich,
“What's that blessed [ag doing i this
study #77

“Shut  up, Mellish!”
without looking up.

“Oh, keep on i you like!” zaid
Mellish. **We've got a little party on
in the study. If it interferes with your
mollycoddling, Pm sorry.”

‘Frimble followed Mellislv in..

Baggy Trimble’s fat face wore a grin.
Levison did not need telling ‘that sonie-
thing was on, and he began to look
restive.

“We shall wani some more chairs!”
cried Trimble.

* They're going to bring some with
them!” said Mellish.  “ Racke's bring-
ing the smekes.”

“He, he, he!” -

There was anotliér arrvival - Clampe of
the Shell, a New House fellow.  Ilecame
in grinning.

“Not late?”’ he asked: |

“Not at all. Racké and Crooke and

said  Levison,

Serope haven’t turned up yet.”

“Sha’n't we be interrupting ‘the swot-
g !’ grinned Clampe, with a clance at
the workers at the table.

“Yes. Pity, isn't it?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mellish and Clampe and Trimble pra-
ceeded to talk all at once. It was not
easy to keep working under ihe circum-
stances, but Levison paid no heed. Mel-
lish and Trimble had a right to talk in
their own study if they liked, and to ask
their friends into it.

Racke and Crooke of the Shell arrived
Mellish
closed the door after they were i,

“Got the smokes, Racke?”

“Here you are!”

“Good egg!”

Racke laid a box of cigarettes on the
table. The merry party sat down round
the study, and cigarettes were handed
round. It was a smoking-party, and
Levison knew that it was intended
specially for his annoyance. If the young
rascals had wanted wmerely to .smoke,
they would have smcked in Racke's
study. : . g

Scrors of the Shell came in and joined
the party. Then the door was locked. 1t
was necessary to take that little precas-
tion against a surprise visit.  The Schoot
House prefects would not -have looked
with a lenient eye upon the sporting pro-
clivities of Racke & Co.

Frank Levison began to cough. The
smeoke thickened in the study, amd the
merry compuny cxchanged grins and
chuckles. S

“Have a fag, Levison?” asked Racke
genially. - i

“No!” growled Levison

“Not giver it up?” exclaimed Crooke,
with an air’of surprise. '

*“You know I have.”

“Well, I know . you've pretended to!”
agreed Crooke. “But there’s no need

{ His reforuy certainly had tarned-his old [ to keep up humbug here, you know!

None but friends presentt”
i **Ha, ha, ha !

“ What about Franky??* asked Serope.
with a chuckle.  “Tlas Franky learnod
your ways yet, Levison?® |

Another cough from Franky.  The
smoke was getting into his lungs, and
he did net find it pleasant.

Levizon rose to his feet, his eyes glit-
tering.

“You've planted this on me for a
rotten trick, you retters!” .he said.

“My hat! Don’t you like smoke in the
study?” oxclaimed Racke. =*“You've
smoked in my study often cnough.”

**And in mine!” said Serope. *‘Have
a fag, Levison, and don’t play the giddy
goat! Be a man, yop know!”

Levison’s lip curled.

“Being a man,” after Scrope’s fashion,
did not appeal to him at all. ’

*“Are, you going to chuck it?” he de-
manded. -,

“No fear!” said Mellish promptly.
“TI suppose I can have a little party
my own study if T like? You can jo
us if yonu choose.” .

“No good trying to speof us, you
know t” chuckled Bagey Trimble. * Have
a fag, and give the huwmbug a rest.
Levison "

Levison set his teeth. . He-&uld Tot
turn the crowd of young rascals out .of
the study, that was clear. And Racke &
Co. had evidently come to stay.’ Frank
rubbed his smarting eyelids, and looked
doubtfully at his major. . ko

“We'll' go down to the Form-room,
Frank!” said Levison at last.

"“Yes, Ernie!”

Racke & Co. chuckled joyfully. TLevi-
sen and the fag left the study together,
and Mellish turned the key after them.

“I rather think we score this time!”
grinned Mellish. “We'll jolly well keep
1t up, teo. I wonder I never thought of
it before. A smoking-party in the study
every evening, that will make the blessed
humbug sit up, I think.”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!” i

Racke & Co. roared with laughter at
the idea: 'The way of the transgresser is
said to be -hard; but, if Racke & Co.
could help it, the way of reform was not
to be casy. -

CHAPTER 2.
Gussy’s Little Mistake.

(T Al Jove!” A
© Arthur Angustus D’Arey of
the Fourth Form, was chatting
with Blake and Herries and
Digby, outside Study No. 6 when Levi-
son and his miror came along.
They-brought -with-them a very distinct
whiff of tobacco-smoke—hence the sur-
prised cjaculation of Arthur Augustus.
Arthur Augustus’ -noble face became
very grave. .
1Ie had been quite friendly with Levi-
son since his reform ; indeed, he had been
the first te believe that the black shecp
of the Fourth was twning over,a new
leaf, while -his chums had been inclined
to scoff. Tle had witnessed more than
ono of Levison’s many backslidings with
a shocked but compassionate eye. He
took a personal interest in the-matter;
in- fact,” Arthor Auvguostos had quite a

.
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fatherly way with him, a way which was
not always appreciated at its just value.

“Pway hold on a moment, Levison,
deah boy,” said D’Arcy gravely.

Levison held on.

“I am sowwy to see this, Levison!”

“Hallo! What are you burbling about
now ?” asked Levison. .

“Pway do not chawactewise my we-
marks es burblin’, Levison! I wepecat
that I am sowwy to see this. I wealise
that there are vewy many difficulties in
the path of weform, but weally, this is
wathah too thick!” .

“What is?"” asked Levison calinly.

“Are vou awaah, Levison, that you
are smellin’ of emoke?”

“1 hadn’t noticed it.”

“Tt is vewy distinct—in fact, vewy un-
pleagant,” said Arthur Augustus. “I am
sowwy to notice that Frank is smellin’ of
smoke, too.” :

“ Look here——" began Levison minor
hotly. -

“Pway do not intewwupt your eldahs,
Levison minah,” eaid Arthur Augustus
severely. “I am surpwised and shocked.
Levison, there has been smokin® goin’ on
in your study!”’

Levison nodded.

““Bai Jove! You admit it?”

“Certainly.” ‘

“With your minah present?”

“ Yes‘ ”

“Gweat Scott! Levison, I do not wish
to be personal, but I must say that I
wegard your conduct as wepwehensible in
the extweme.”

“Go hon!”

“Ts that the way you are goin’ to keep
fit for the Weokwood match 77 demanded

Arthur Augustus.  “If I were Tom
Mewwy, Levisom, ¥ should certainly not

play you against Wookwood aftah this.”

“How lucky you're not Tom Merry,
then!” rcémarked Levison, unmoved.
“Have you finished the sermon, and is
there any charge "

Blake and Herries and Digby chuckled.
Arthur - Augustus turned lis eyeglass
upon them severely.

““This is not a laughin’ mattah, Blake.”

“My mistake! I thought it was,”
said Blake blandly.
yow're ripping at the gocd-old-grand-
father bizuney. Keep it up!”

“J should expect you fellows,
to take the maitah sewiously

“My dear ass, we e¢an’t take you
geriously,” urged Digby. “You mustn't
ask too much, vou know!” -

“Go on with the sermon!” said
Herries.  ** Levison is waiting for the
sixthly, seventhly, and lastly.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Terrible Three came along the
passage, and they paused to look on. Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther were
bound for their study to begin their
prep; but they had a few minutes to
spare for Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

“Hallo, what's the row?” . asked
Monty Lowther. “Gussy on the high
horse again?”

“Fairly on it,” said Blake. “It's as
gcod as a eincma. Go it, Gussy!” .

“T ghall not allude to the mattah in
Tom Mewwy's pwesence,” said Arthur
Augustus loftily.  “T do not wish to
spoil  Levison’s chance for the Weok-
~wood match.”

#QOh, den’t mind me!” said Levison
cheerily. “Get on with it! This is too
funny to miss.”

“Tf you wegard it as funnay, Levi-
son——" =

“1 do!” said Levison.
Tommy the whole harrowing yarn.
dare say he noticed already that I smell
of smoke.”

‘1 did notice it,> said Tom Merry, in
gurprise. ' 2

at least,
>

“But what—
. #Gussy is talking to me for my own

“But go on, Gussy, |

_seems

“Get on, tell |
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good,”  explained Tevison. *If you
listen, you will"be edified too. Hallo,
Talbot;  come and be edified! - Don’t

mies this chance of having your mind

ivaroved.” . 3
albot of the Shell jeined the group,
smiling. .

“What's on?” he asked.

“Gussy is,” said Blake. “On the high
horse, and putting his foot into it, as
usual. Go it, Gussy, we're all listening.
Look serious, you chaps. You shouldn’t
smile during a sermon!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arey jammed -his
celebrated monocle a little more tightly
into his eye, and surveyed the grinning
group with rising indignation.

“J1 wegard this mewwiment as vew
unseemly, not to say wibald,” he said.-
“T should weally have expected you
fellows to be shocked.”

“But what are we to be shocked
about ?” asked Talbot.

“L am not goin’ to mention about
Levison smokin’, as the football kippah
18 E)Wésent."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There is nothin’ watevah to laugh
at, Tom Mewwy ! I think Levison ought
to be spoken to vewy sewiously.”

“More in sorrow than in anger, as
Shakespeare  puts  in,”  suggested
Lowther. :

“Yaas, exactly. Levison, deah boy, if
you are not fit for a footah match, Tom
Mewwy will be bound to turn you out
of the team.” :

“If Levison isn't fit, he'll go out so
fast it will make his hcad swim,” said
Tom. ‘‘But he looks fit enough.”

“Fit as a fiddle,” said Levison.-
“Gussy is alarmed because there -has
been smoking in my study.”

“ As you wefer to the mattah yourself,
Levison, I will mention it. Do:yot think
that smokin’® cigawettes is thé way o]
keep fit for footahi” i

“Not at all.” =

“You are awaah that it will spoil your
wind 2” P

“Yes; .I think I've hecard eo,” said
Levison sarcastically.

“ Also that it is a widiculous pwoceed-
in’ in a fellow of your age, a youngstah
like you,” said Arthur Augustus
severely. d

“Quite so.” 7
. “Then why do you do it, you widicu-
lous ass?”

“But I don’t do it,” said Levison
cheerfully.

“Weally, Levison, you are smellin’ of
tobacco-smoke at this vewy moment!”

“No doubt about that,” agrced Levi-

SO1.

“You admit that there has been
emokin’ goin’ on in ycur studay?”

“Certainly.”

“Vewy well, undah the circs—"

“Under the circs, we'd better go and
get on with Cesar, Franky, as D’Arcy
to be wound up,” remarked
Levison.- Como on!”

And Levison went on down the pas-
sage, followed by his grinning minor.
Arthur Augustus gazed after him sadly,
and then looked at his chuckling com-
panions.

“TIf you wegard this as a laughin’
mattah, you fellows, T can only wemark
that you are labahin’ undah a sewioms
misappwehension,” he said sternly.

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now that Levison
smokin’ again——"

“But he hasn’t, you howling ass!”
roared Blake. .*Can’t you see that Levi-
son- was pulling your fatheaded leg, yecu
duffer?”

“ Weally, Blake——"

“VYou cheerful idiot!” said Herries.

>

has taken to

“Didn’t you scc Racke and Crooke and

One Penny, B8

that crowd go into the study? - They’vo
been smoking him out.” "~ ey

“Bai Jove!” :

“I thought it was something of the
sort,” said Tom Merry laughing. *““You
can always rely on Uncle Gustavus to
put his noble foot in it.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy's face was a
study.

“Bai Jove!” he cjaculated at last.
“Do you weally think that is tho casc,
Blakeé ?” - =

“T know it is, fathead !”

I wefuse to be called a fathead,
Blake! If you knew that that was the
case, why didn’t you tell me s0?”

““Oh, I like to hear you run on,” said
Blako cheerfully. ‘““It's a relief from
war worry, you know, to hear you talk-
ing like a Dutch uncle.”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wegard you as an ass, Blake. Bai
Jove! I weally think I owe Levison an
apology,” said Arthur Augustus greatly
distressed.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus sniffed, and hurried
away down the passage. Having put his
noble foot in it, he was bound to make
the “amende honorable.” It was evi-
dently a case that called for an apology.
And to leave a debt of that kind unpaid
did not coneort with the noble manners
of Vere de Vera.

The swell of St. Jim’s looked in at the
Third Form-room. He found a crowd of
fags -there, but neither Levison minor
nor his major was to be scen.-

*Do _you know . where. Levison is,
Wally?” asked Arthur Augustus, address-
ing his minor, who was playing leap-
frog with Reggie Manners and " Joo
Frayno and Jameson and scveral other
dusty youths.
. “Bow-wow! Don’t bother!”
Wally’s reply.

“Weally, Wally—

“Shut that door, ass! Suppose old
Selby comes along? He don't like leap-
frog in the Form-room.”

Arthur Augustus retired, and shut the
51001‘, with unnecessary force. He looked
into the Fourth Form-room next; and
there he found TLevison major and
minor, sitting at a desk, deep in the
Gallic War, and the stirring events that
followed the death of Orgetorix.

“ Levison, deah boy——"

Levison waved his hand to the door.

“Buay! Buzz off!”

“It is wathah important, Levison—-""
. “Can’t stand two sermons in one even-
ing, and Frank will be wanted for prep
soon. Do ring off!”

“1 owe you an apology, Levison-—-""

“Dry up!” roared Levison. s

“1 wefuse to dwy up, Levison,. until T
have explained—-"

“Br-rr!”

“I appeah to have been labahin’® undah

o . >

a misappwehension, Levison—-"’

“You'll be labouring under a Latin
dictionary if you don’t clear off!” said
the exasperated Levison. P

‘It appeahs, Levison, that you were
not smokin'——"

“Buzz off 1”

“But- you were smoked ont of your
study by a set of wottahs—-"

“Good-bye!”

S “Undah the circs, I owe you an
apology—"

“Will you shut up?” shrieked Levison.
“T tell you Kranky’s got to go to Selby
in ten minutes, and he’s got to . get
through this dashed thing first!”

“T am sowwy to intewwupt you, undah
the eircs, Levison. I twust that Fwanky
will pwofit by your vewy kind insbwuc-
tions. But I feel bound to explain to
you that—— Yawooooh!”

Whizz |
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A Lutin dlcbonary flew through the
sir, and it landed upon Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy s hundsome waistcoat. The swell
of St. Jim’s sat down in the Form-room
doorway with a bump.

“Gwooh!” he ejaculated.

o “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Frank

1t 1”7

Arthur Augustus scrambled - up, his
" eyeglass flying at the end of its cords, his
" trousers dusty, and his face cnmson with
wrath.

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to a‘pologlse now,
Levison! I wegard you—7"

“You'll get the inkpot next!” said
Levison. -
% ¥ou uttah wottah! Oh, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus dod¥ed out of the
Form-room as Levison clutched the ink-
pot. He closed the door with. a terrific
bang. Levison.of the Fourth and his
minor ground on through the Gallic War,
and the apology was never delivered!

“Well

—

CHAPTER 3.,

-.Lowther Has an Idea!
LAKE & CO. grinned when Arthur
Augustus came back into Study
No. 6. Arthur Augustus was
looking a little dusty, and -some-

What excited.
Halla!
i nght"” -asked Digby.

“Leyison. cut _up wusty for some
1:1'

He s wathah a qu

ub he Had ¢ an nkpok——~—-
Blake & Co, roared. :
“1 wegard this laughtah as eﬂtzalﬁjr
of place 1" gaid Aft}mr Augmstua
“*And, in epite’ of.L :
“duet, T am goin® to' b &
& Gomg “to pub yau:*{gﬂk@ it agein
- _yawned Blake.- “ng
. your prep instead? Cu,
- ¥ Pwep can wait; *Blake.” :

wid
“Boitor

P e

ernes,‘w’ttﬁ a shike of the
L. Give yonrviower ja

; 1 “Tevison has - been si
dwiven out of his study by those smokay
wottahs!” said Arthur Augustus, “

not “surpwised that-he is wathah watl
X weally think somebady: ought=e ek

. =B -xn. Vzlilxiahdo you think, Blake"” e

I am going:to. do my

severely,” said Arthur Augustus. .
they do not stop “their wepwehensz
wascality, I shall use. dwastic mea:

I wegard ‘it 28 bein” up to me.’
fellows coniin’?”
““Nos, we ket our prep done,” L
*Dighy,- * Yeurun along and remanstmte 80950 i 93‘,1,095
P it] H . d@q Wﬁﬂ’. a_bit.

stopped "4
d, and turned the handle
-hot open.
= “Who's there”’ came Melksh'e voice.
S “If is 1, Me]hs h 1

Well, go and eat coke*"
:“gzvay open fhe doorl”

b

= hls own studay !”
© “Ha, ha, -ha!” -
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Didn’t the apology go oﬁ' alltl.

hom. won’t wait in the mérmng ek
head:.

T | out,
imply |

“I am goin’ to speak to them . ’z@wy .

of
Tlﬁdﬂop

wigh {0 pomt out to you that your | a1
cén hict-is uttahly wotten, Mellish! “You.}
‘have no wight to smoke Levison out of

N wegard you - asTa seb o! wotten
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“Bu.zz off fa.theadl"

“Bai Jov

The locked door was between Mellxsh
g:ld vengeance, 80 he rattled on cheer-

Go and
Run’ away and
Do anything you like but
Dcn t do.

“Go and eat coke, fa.thead!
chop chips, dummy! "
play, ass!
sing one of your tenor solos!’
that!

A Ha, ha, ha !’

Arthur Au ustus  retired, breathing
wrath. But he did not return to No.
6. " He walked on to Tom Merry’s study
in the Shell passage. There he found
_the Terrible Three at prep.

“I want you fellows to back me up!”
hé annocunced.

“ Cut off—busy! 1 said Tom.

“Those smokay wottahs have smoked
Levizon out of his study. I wegard it as
bein” up. to somebody to clnp in. Blake
wanis to do his pwi

“1 want to do mine,”
plaintively.

“ Weally, Mannahs, pwep can-wait in
a good cause! This is the time for evwy-
body to wally wound. Levison ought to
be encouraged in turnin’ ovah a new
leaf; it is weally a vewy cweditable per- |
formance for a chap like Levison. - Sup-
pose you come and help me burst in the
door———

“And supposo Railton comes up and
bursts on us with. a cane?” suggested
:Monty Lowther, -
1€ W’e will wisk that, ’Lowt‘mh‘”

11 ck of, the

isk to.

ming. ¢ I’s really hard
son.” Must be rotten to be

gt ".ep',to do”
o+ Nons <
P s, ok has e
hoez ,’;e%a:ge oW-
'¥6; 8o vison
; : ﬂney be,qﬁmked
Yead! D6 you want us to 6-and
rith th m at cigar‘ette—p 57”
mners

chmmey i the

xld geﬁ at 4he chimney

gnty Lowther, jumpity up...
prep! Prep oughttobe abQ} 1 in war

appmves' So, as Shakespeare remarks
“Come all the.corners of the world in
f all f mt them I*

1 your I
jaw, Gussy,” said I}aw’ther nﬂ%
ernble— Three left the study. =

said Manners |

i s *W‘ : 7
in his eves which showed tloat

r fsmoke.

said | it" Ok erumbs1”

time, anyway! Come on!” It filled the room mth . denso cloudy
Yaa,a, wathah! . T wega.gi 1i‘- as a)ard the young raseals began to iigh

wyppm ‘ideah, desh: boys.” . and splutt,er frantically. = 2 =
“After which, there is nothing . morerfe- “I'm _gotting out of this!?

to be said,” remarked Lowther. .* Gussy] Crooke, andfih ¥itho

Gussy :

mdx nantly. And he followed the ch\ﬁn
of the Shell.

Monty Lowther stopped outside No, 2
Study in the Fourth. His preparations
were soon made. Quietly and steadily,
he drove a screw into the doorpost close
‘by the lock. It was a big screw, and he;
left about an inch of it out of. the wood&.‘
Then he bound a stout whij abou
the handle of the door, -and fastened it
to the screw, pulling it quité taut.-
Within the study there was a of
voices, and Racke & Co. had no wsﬁlc}on
of what the humorist of the Shell was
doing outside.

“There you are!” murmured Lowther.
“Now, who’s gaing on the leads? It's

a D’Arcy s place to lead, I think:” =
Yaas, ah !’ =

“And I don’t want to soil my - -

trousers: 7 o A
“Bai Jovel” : =
“Buck up, Gussy!”
“On second thbu%!hts Lowthah, I

pwefer not to go on_.the leads. It would

wuin my. twousahs,”

- “I suppose you can sa.cnﬁce a pair of ==

trousers on the altar of a’ good cause?” A

said Monty Lowther: sevére Yo o
“Wats!” P 3
Monty Lowther grmned and - dis- 3

appearéd uﬁ the passige. At the top 31

of the back staircase was & trapdoer, ~ 2

giving aceéss to’ the leads. "It was sup-

osed only- to be used in -cdse of fire.
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having captured a piece of sacl
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shall be suffocated at this rate!” Racke
jammed the window open to its fullest
extent. “ Why don’t you open the door,
Crocke, you silly ass?”

“J can’t, you dummy!”

“Get aside, fathead! Let me try!”

Racke dragged at the door in his turn.
But the door did not open. The smoke
thickened in the study, in spite of the
opened window. All eyes were smarting
and running water mnow. Outside, a
voice wag audible.

“Bai Jove!. There's smoke comin’
thwough the keyhole, deah boys! ' Tt
must be feahfully smokay in there, you
know.”

“Tt's a trick!” hissed Racke. “D’Arcy,
you rotter, open.this door!” L

“T wefuse to be called a wottah,
Wacke!”

“Will
dummy ?”

youi oepen  this door, you
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“Open this door:!” yelled Crooke.
“We're suffocating!”

“Suffocate  quietly,
Manners.

“We're chook-chook-choked! *

“Wats! Youre fond of smoke!”
chuckled Arthur Augustus. “Now you
can simply woll in it. I wegard this as
funnay!”

“(Grooo-hoooh !

“Gurrrrergh!”

“Let us out!”

“What can be the matter with the
chimney?” exclaimed Clive.

“Lowther and a sack, I
grinned Manners.

“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha!”

“]I guess that study will be rather nice
after that,” said Lumley-Lumley of the
Fourth. ** Whose idea was it?”

“Tt was weally my ideah, Lumlay.”

“Then I guess I'd bump you bald-

then!”  said

think,”

wheezing.

[ Rn‘éko and Co. came out into the passage gasping and coughing and

wee chapter 4.)

‘ thing ?”
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“No; I've taken it off,” grinned
Lowther. “I thought about ten minutes
would be enough. It must be quite thick
in-there. I say, Racke, is it rather
thick in that study?”

“Open the door, you rotter!”

Racke & Co. had ceased to drag at the
door, as they had found it would not
open. = Lowther, with -a grin, cut
through the whipcord, and put the
driver in the screw. =~ The screw was
withdrawn, and Lowther slipped it into
his pocket with the screwdriver. The
juniors yelled with laughter, There was
nothing” now to prevent Racke & Co.
from opening the door, if they liked:
but they were not aware of that fact.
They were hammering on the doer with
their fists, and yelling to be let out.

“Cave!” sang Clive along the passage.
“Here comes Kildare!” :

“TLet him come!” grinned lowther.

“We're not doing any harm, T sup-
pose, In fact, we're sympathising
with Racke.”

Kildare of the Sixth came striding
along the passage. He had his ash-
plant in his hand.

“What's all this thumping
about?” he exclaimed.

“ About to leave off, I think.” suid
Monty Lowther genially. * Yow-
ow!  Keep that blessed asbplant
away, Kildare!”

The captain of St Jim's did not
seem to appreciate Lowther's humor-
ous reply.

Hammer,
@ hammer came
smoking study.

“T,et us out!” roared Crooke.

“Yow-ow-owi Lemme gerrout
shrieked Trimble. .

“Why don’t you coma out, then?
exclaimed Kildare, He opened the
door, and pushed it, and there was a
how! from Racke & Co. as it bumped

row

and

the

haminer,
within

and
irom

"

)

on them. “Great Scott! What's
all this smether?”
“Groogh! The chimney started

¢moking,” gasped Racke, ¢ and these
rotters were holding the door shutl”

“You young rascals!”

Kildare turned to the passage
again, Buf the passage was empty:
the juniors had disappeared as if by
the stroke of a magician’s hand.

“The chimney seems all rigl:'n
now!”  exclaimed Kildare, “I's
drawing right enough. You've

. been up to some tricks here!”

“We haven't!” spluttered Racke
furiously.  “Do you think we got
into. this state for the fun of the

Kildare grinned as he looked at the

“I wegard that as an oppwobwious
expwession, Wacke, and I wefuse to
weply !” 5

“You—you—you——- Lend e @
hand with this door, you fellows!”
panted Racke. “I’'m smothered with
blacks! I'm suffocating!” ;

“Grooogh!”

“Yow-ow! Oh dear!”

The merry blades were not looking
very merry now. They were black with
smoke and soot, their eyes were stream-
ing, and they were in furiously bad
tempers. They gathered round the door,
striving to drag it open. - It yielded
about half an-inch; but it would yield

_no further.

Outside, there was a buzz of merri-
ment. Blake & Co. had come out of
Study No. 6—forsaking even the delights
of prep. ~ Kangaroo and_Dane and

- Glyn had come along, and Julian & Co.

#rom No. 5.  Smoke was issuing from
the keyhole and round the door of the
study. The furious voices of the merry
blades could he heard™ within, as they

'-Q!;;mggled with the door.

headed, if I hadn’t changed into No. 8,”
grinned Lumley-Lumley. “If that were
my study now——"

“Weally, Lumley——"

“T wonder how Levison will like it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lumley-Lumley joined in the roar.
He did not mind; he had changed out
of No. 2 Study, having become most
completely fed up with Mellish and
Trimble. Lowther’s little joke was really
being played on Levison’s account; but
how Levison would like the results was
a problem. :

It was certain, at all events, that
Racke & Co. did not like it. They were
raging in the smoky study like rats in a
trap.

Monty Lowther came back along the
passage, with a genial  smile upon his
face.

“Seems rather smoky hbere,” he re-
marked. ¢ Anything wrong with any-
body’s chimney ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”- :

“You haven’t left-the sack on?” ‘ex-

¥ B

claimed Tom.

smoky company. Really, it did not
seem likely that they had got into that
state on purpose. "

“Well, you'd better get cleaned,” he
said. “You look like a set of sweeps.
Don’t make any more row, that’s all.”

And Kildare beat a retreat; he had
had enough of the smoke. Racke & Co.
came out into the passage gasping and
‘coughing and wheezing. Monty Lowther
looked-out of his study as they trooped
off to the bath-room. .

“You look rather
remarked. :

“You rotter, I believe you played some
trick on the chimney!” snarled Racke.

“Well, you smoked Levison out, you
know. One good turn deserves another.
Don’t you think so?” asked Towther
sweetly.

Racke & Co. did not reply to that ques-
tion; they tramped on. ~Lowther re-
turned to his prep with a satisfied smile.

“T rather think we've done a good
deed,” he remarked. ‘“Racke & Co.
looked quite fed-up.”

“1 wonder. what Levigon will think

Tae ((Ex.—No 472

smoky,”  he
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when he sees his study?”’ grinned
Manners. )

“T hope he will be grateful.”

“Ha, ha! I fancy he won’t be.”

“Well, there’s a lot of ingratitude in
the worid,” remarked Monty Lowther
philosophically. “I sha’n’t expect too
much gratitude from Levison. Let’s get
on with the prep.” ]

And the Terrible Three got on with
the prep.

CHAPTER 5.
A Change of Guarters.
the. Fourth

“ Y hat!”
M Levison of ]
uttered that ejaculation as

he looked into his study about
half an hour later. :

The study did not look inviting.

The room and everything in it was
smothered with blacks.  Smoke still
clung to the furniture, and table and
chairs and books recked with blacks.

“My hat!” repeated Levison..

“Hallo! Is that you, Levison, deah
boy?” Arthur Augustus came out of
No. 6 Study. “Looks wathah wotten in
there. Pewwaps—"

“What on earth’s happened?”’

"“We smoked them out, deah boy, to
give them a lesson about smokin’ a chap
out of his studay,” grinned Arthur
Augustus.  “Wathah a neat ideah—

\\‘h:-%’?
“You howling idiot!"” roared Levison.
“ Wha-a-at?” ;
“Yook at my things—my books—
everything!” shrieked Levison, “How
am 1 going to get that lot clean?”
Arthur . Augustus looked into the
dismal study and shook his head. It was
a problem too difficult for him, and he
gave it up.
“T weaily do not know, deah boy,” he
replied.  ““I nevah thought of that.”
“You dummy !”
“Weally, Levison, if that is what you
call gwatitude—""
“You frabjous ass!”
“T wegard you as an ungwateful beast,
Tevison, and the next time you are
smoked out of your studay, I shall we-
fuse to come to the wescue!” . And
Arthur Augustus returned to his quarters
with his noble nose high in the air. -
Trimble and Mellish came along the
passage, newly swept and garnished, so
to speak, but still a little -sooty and
smoky.
~ “You've got your precious new pals to
thank for that, Levison,” said Mellish
viciously. ‘“Youw'd better clean it up.
I'm going. to do my prep in Crooke’s
study.”
“ And I'm going to Scrope’s,” growled
Trimble. X
Levison grunted. He did not feel in-
clined to do his prep in the study in that
state, neither did he feel inclined to start®
the cleaning process. That looked as if
it would have made a thirteenth job for
Hercules. He sorted out the books he
needed, and went along to No. 7. He
found Clive and Smith minor and Con-
tarini at work there. )
“You chaps mind if T do my prep
here?” asked Levison.
The three juniors grinned. They had

been witnesses of the smoking-out of

No. 2.

“Right you are!” said Clive at once.
*Make room, you chaps!” :

“You’re welcome,” said Smith minor.

“Come i fiori in Maggio,” said Con-
tarini gracefully.

“You don’t pull with Mellish and
Trimble now?” remarked Clive, with
rather a curious look at Levison. The
South African junior, like Tom Merry &
Co., had got on much .better with Levi-
son since the latter’s change of habits.
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“No,” growled Levison. “It’s rottener
than it was before, now Lumley-Lumley’s
changed out.”

“Why don’t you change out, too?”
suggested Clive. “We're a bit crowded
in here, and I've been thinking of ask-
ing for No. 9, only I don’t want to dig
by myself. Railton would let the two
of us have it.”

Levison gave him rather a queer look.

It was true that No. 9 in the Fourth
Form passage was empty, two fellows
who had shared it not having come back
for the new term. Levison had thought
of asking the Housemaster for it, but
he did not want to dig alone. It was
not quite so goed a room as No. 2, but
the absence of Mellish and Trimble com-
pensated for that. It was Clive’s pro-
position that surprised him. A few
weeks before the South African junior
would never have dreamed of making
it. Even now that Levison’s reform was
believed in, he could not exactly be said
to have a chum in the Fourth.

Fellows were friendly with him, but he
chummed with nobody; he was not of
a chummy nature, if 1t came to that.
Clive, on the other hand, was on ex-
cellent terms with nearly every fellow in
the Fourth.

. “You mean that?” asked Levison, at

ast.

Clive nodded.

“Why not? I expect we should pull
together all right. And there isn’t much
room here, what with Jackeymo’s fiddle
and Smithy’s boots—-" ;

. “You let my boots alone!” growled
Smith minor

“It’s a go!” said Levison. “I'd like
it, if you would. We'd better ask old
Railton this evening; the study will be
snapped up pretty soon. Macdonald was
talking about asking for it.”

“Let’s go now, if you like the idea,”
said Clive.

“Done!”

The two juniors left the study together,
Levison looking very thoughtful. Sidney
Clive’s offer to share a study with him
had given him more pleasure than he
.would have cared to admit. The healthy,
hearty. open-hearted Colenial junior was
not much like Levison, but Levison eould
not help Iiking him. Levison realised
that he was getting on quite a new foot-
ing in the Fourth, and it naturally
pleased him. .

He tapped at the Houscmaster’s door,
and Mr, Railton’s deep voice bade him
enter. The two Fourth-Formers entered
together.

The Housemaster gave them =z kind

nod.

“What is it?” he asked.

“We've come to ask if we may have
No. 9, sir,” said Levison. “It's empty
at present, and—and—-"

““And there isn’t much room for three
in my study, sir,” said Clive.

Mr. Railton nodded.

“Quite so, Clive. But why do you
‘wish to change, Levison?” His eyes
dwelt keenly on Levison’s face.

“T don’t get-on so well as I used with
my study-mates, sir,”” said Levison.
“Clive and I would get on first-rate.”

“The fact is, there is a new boy com-
ing in a few days, and I intended to place
him in No. 9,” said Mr. Railton. “How-
ever, we will see For the present, you
may change into No. 9, if you wish.”

“Thank you, sir!” said the two juniors
together.,

And they left the Housemaster’s study
quite satisfed. Levison looked at his
companion rather oddly in the passage.

“You think you'll get on with me?”
he asked.

“T’have no doubt about that.”

“Some of the fellows wouldn’'t think
it so easy.”
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- ¢ Come on, Chive!

Clive laughed,

“Well, I'll chance it. If we row, we
shall row. I've rowed with Jackeymo
often enough for scraping on his fiddle
while 'm doing my prep.”

Levison burst into a chuckle.

“Trimble and Mellish can have the
pleasure of cleaning No. 2, or tipping
the maid to do it,”? he remarked. *Come
to think of it, it was a joliy good wheeze,
smoking them out.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

After prep that evening the two new
study-mates removed their personal be-
longings to No. 9. Levison's belongings
required some rubbing: and dusting
before they could be removed, and Clive

lent him a willing hand. Mellish glanced

in at the doorway while they were so
engaged.

“Cleaning it up?” he sneered. =

“No fear!” grinned Levison. ““That’s
your little bit, if you want it cleaned up.
I'm getting out.”

Mellish’s face fell.

“Changing studies?” he ejaculated.

“Exactly.”

“Rats!” said Mellish ircredulously.
“Nobody in the Fourth would have you
for a study-mate at any price if he could
help it !”

“Wrong again!” grinned Levison.
> We've got to get the
study in order before bedtime.
to deprive you of the armechair, Mellish,
but it happens to he my property !

And Clive and Levison borc away the
study armchair, leaving Mellish sfaring.
The little plot plotted among the black
sheep of the School House was evidently
at an end.- The smoking-party could
gather in No. 2 every evening if it chose;
it would not matter to Levison. .

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Mellish.
“What a sell!” )

And Mellish made his way to Racke’s
study to tell the news. He found Racke
and Crooke looking decidedly bad-
tempered. They had not quite got over
the smoke yet.

“The game’s up about Levison,”
announced Mellish. “We sha’n’t be
able to smoke him cut again!”

“I'm going to smoke him-out every
evening, the cad!” growled Racke.

“N.G. He's changed out—chummed
up with Clive, of all chaps! Blessed if
1 ever thought a chap like Clive would
take to Levison!”

Crooke gave a whistle.

“He's spoofing them
course,” he remarked. “I don’t believe
in these precious reforms, for one!
There’ll be rows 'when Clive finds that he
smokes, and takes sporting papers in the
st iy, and ieaves cigarettes about, and
pla, ing-cards and things!”’

Racke snorted.

“Whether he’s spoofing cr not, he's
keeping it up,” he said. *He means to
throw us over for good, and ereep into
Merry’s good graces. 1 hear that he’s
going to play for St. Jim's in the Rook-
wood match. Lot of chance any of us
would have of playing for St. Jim’s!”

“Blessed if 1 want to!” yawned
Crooke. o

Racke set his teeth, N

“He’s thrown us over,” he repeated.
“That poverty-stricken cad! \ghy, I
know his father can hardly afford to pay
his fees here!” -

“Not like your pater, rolling in war<
profits ! grinned Mellish. 2

“You're jolly glad to see some of the
war-profits, anyway!” sneered Racke.
“QOne thing’s jolfy certain—I’m  not

all round, of

-going to be thrown over by a rotten out-

sider like Levison without making him

sit up! If we can’t make him squirm

one way: we can another!” o
Crooke shook his head. =
“No-more of your blessed wheezes !

Sorry

Sl
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De said.  “It was mucked up when we
tried to keep him out of the Greyfriars

footer match. I’m not trying that again,
He can play agaiist wood, and

evervbody else, for all I care. I'm
keeping off the grassi”-

“And it's not “much’ good sticking
cigarettes. ini his pockets for fellows to
see,” grinnéd Mellish, “We’'ve tried
that, and it was no go. They believe in
him now{”

“One- swallow doesn’t make “a
summer!” growled Racke, “‘T'm going
to put. another spoke in his wheel, and
T've got an idea in my head already!”

“You can keep it there, so far as I'm
‘concerned,”  said Mellish.,  “I'm not
laoking for another ragging

And the cad of the Fourth quitted the
study, - . ’

Crooke went on with his preparation,
but Racke did not.  Racke threw himself
juto the armchair, and lighted a cigarette.
His wrinkled brows looked through -a
cloud. of smoke, and he cogitated upon
the new scheme that had come into his
hoad—the  scheme. for making - Ernest
Levison of the Fourth repent him that he
had thrown over his: old assaciates—the
ostimabls Racke & Co. ! ]

CHAPTER 8.
Study-mates.
LF.VISON’ of the Fourth found him-

™

self decidedly more comfortable
in his new quarters with his new
stundy-mate.

Clontrary to the expectations of a good
niany fellows, No, 8 study pulled together
very well indeed.

1 Tevisoi had been the Leévison of old,
Sidney Clive would certainly have had
nothing to do with him, and the fact
that Clive had chummed with him showed
that the former black sheep was accepted
at his new value by the Eest- feliows in
the House. It was, so to speak, the out-
ward and visible sign of the inwyard
invisible grace.

“Tom Merry & Co. were glad enough to
seo it. They liked Clive, and they knew
that his companionship in the study
would be a good thing for Levison.

Levison was quite clear of his old
associates now, and out of reach of the
knavish tricks they had so kindly planned
for him. .

Frank Levison, too, was ‘‘persona
grata”’ in Levison’s new study.

Clive of the Fourth always had a
cheery nod and smile for the fag, and
sometimes lent him a hand when he
brought his books to the study to wrestle
with the difficulties of Eutropius and old
Julius.

The smoking-out scheme having failed,
in consequence of Levison’s change of
quarters, Racke & Co. appeared to have
given the matter up in disgust. Mellish
and Crooke, indeed, would probably have
et the business drop, and Levison go his
own. way; but Racke was differently

~ built.

The heir of the wealthy war-profiteer,
fivers than any
other fellow -had ten-shilling notes, could
not forgive the slight of ieing thrown
over by a “poverty-stricken outsider.”
1t he -had chosen to drop Levison, that
would have been right and nataral ; but
for Levison to drop him was an unpar-
donable insult, and had to be punished.
Racke neither forgave nor forgot; but
he was biding his time.

Levison gave him hardly a thought, if
o thought at all. He was busy now in
keeping up his footer practice in readiness
for the Rookwood match. That match
was ono of the most imporfant on the
junior list, ranking next to Greyfriars in
the estimation of the junior players. It
was a high honour to be selected for the
teamn on such an occasion, and a few
weeks before no one would have dreamed
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ot such an honour falling to Levison.
The new recruit meant to make himself
well worthy of a place in Tom Merry’s
front line, and his assiduity and the form
he showed earned him hearty encomiums
from his skipper. .

Levison came into No. 9 after footer
practice one afternoon, looking very
ruddy and cheerful, very different from
the old Levison. :

Clive was there, getting tca ready, and
Grundy of the Shell was sitting on the
corner of the table.  Grundy was wait-
ing for Levison, and he had been
improving the shining hour by telling
Clive how footer ought really to be
played, and what an ass“Tom Jerry wag
not to pick out George Alfred Grundy
for the Rookwood match,

Clive was grinning - good-naturadly,
giving Grundy his head, as it were.

“(Oh, here you are!” said Grundy, as
Levison eamo in. ‘‘I’ve been waiting
for you, Levison. I've waited jolly
nearly ten minutes!” :

Grundy made that statement in a very
impressive  tone Evidently;  from
Grundy’s point of view, it was a serious
matter for an ordinary mortal to keep
him waiting ten nmunutes,

“Have you?” yawned Levison.
“Well, don’t wait any longer, there’s a
good chap!”

“DTve got a job for you,” explained
Grundy. “0Old Linton’s given me two
hundred lines!” A

“ Better buzz off and do them!”

“Two hundred lines!” said Grundy
indignantly. ~ ““Doubled my impot, you
know, because I told him 1 hadn’t had
time to do the hundred yesterday!”

“You told Linton that?” ejaculated
Levison.

“Certainly! It was so, you know!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 don't see anything to cackle at,
I.evison, and I don’t like being cackled
at by fags!” said Grundy, frowning.
“However, I want you to do the lines.
Two hundred of Virgil, in my first, and
there’s your two bob!” 3

Grundy tossed a two-shilling piece on
the table, and lounged out of the study.
Levison picked up the coin.

Clive looked at him.

“You're going to do them?” he asked.

“Yes; I often do.”

“In Grundy’s fist?”

“Well, it wouldn’t be much use doing
them in my own fist, would it?"’ grinned
Levison. *Linton’s a bit sharper than
old Lathom!”

Clive was silent, and went on with
getting tea. A new hesitation came into
Levison’s manner, and he eyed the South
African junior keenly.

“You don’t think I ought to do them?”
he asked.

“It isn't my bizney,” said Clive
shortly. . : .
“Y.ots of chaps do each other’s lines.”

“Net for money."”

“Well, no. But I've often made a
little éxtra tin that way, and 1 don’t have
very much pocket-money, you know.”

“Tt isn’t only that.” said Clive
abruptly; ‘“but it's a bit dangerous
imitating another fellow’s hand. A gift
like that might get you into trouble!”

“It has got me into trouble more than
once,” said - Levison calinly, “T've
played tricks that way, you know, just to
show how really clever I was!”

Clive laughed, in spite of himself.

“ Jolly nearly got sacked for it once, for
a rotteun trick I played on Brooke of the
Fourth ! said Levison: “I’ve got-a bit
more sense now; but I don’t see any
harm in doing Grundy’s lines for him.
All's grist that comes to the mill when
you're short of oof !

“Not all, I should think.”

Levison knitted his brows. As a matter
of fact, it had come into his mind that
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the question was not quite so unims

rtant as he had always deemed it, and
1 de could see that Clive ¢id not like the
idea.

Levison was still the old Levison in
some respects. The old suspicious and
uncertain temper was not quite cured.

“You're not hard up,” he said.. *It’s
easy to preach at a chap who is.” =~

“T'm not preaching at you,” “said
Clive. : :

“You are!’ said Levison angrily.
“What's the harm in writing * Virgil’ in
Grundy’s clumsy fist?”’ 7
y f‘.’:I_” on’t know that there is any harm
in it.] =
" “But you wouldn’t do b7

“No; I wouldn’t.”

“I know you've helped Smith -minor
with his lines, all the same.” -

“That’s different.” e

“You mean you weren't paid for it?”
“Well, yes.” A
ou don’t call that preaching?”
sneered Levison. .

“Oh, let it drop!” said Clive. *“Make
the tea while I finish the toast. What’s
the good of jawing one another?”

Levison gave a grunt, and the subject
dropped. When tea was over, however,
ho pushed the tea-things aside, and took
out a sheaf of impot paper. He did not
need a copy of Grundy’s fist ; he had done
so many lines for Grundy that he knew
it only too well. He hardly needed &
“Virgil” before him, either. Levison
had a retentive memory, and could have
recited hundreds of verses from the
“ Aineid.” :Clive had lines to do on his
own account, and he sat'down to do them
—with much I === 2/oHe glancodab
Levizon's "worlk " in - wonder "~
ows handwriting was small and very
neat and clear; but without an effort he
was filling the page with Grundy’s huge,
sprawling hand. It was a dangerous
gift for any fellow to possess, and
Levison had sometimes turned it to bad
account ; but it was certainly a gift.

“What do you think of that?” said
Levison, when he had finished the impot,
getting through the two hundred lines
before Clive had finished his hundred.

“Jolly clever, at least!” said Clive.

Levison laughed.

“Tll help you with your lot if you
like,” he said. “Give me the next sheet,
and I'll §ill it for you.”

“You do them much more easily than
I do.” said Clive. “But—"

“Oh, rot! Give me the paper, and I'll
run them off ! You don’t think I want
you to pay me, do you?”

Clive hesitated a moment; but” he
allowed Levison to have his way. It was
not unusual for study-mates to help one
another with impots, and trust to luck
for the Form-master not to notice the
Fdifference of hands. It was Levison's
uncanny skill at what was dangerously
near. forgery -that made- the thing un-
savoury to Clive’s mind. But Levison
meant to be good-natured, and Clive did
not want to be ungracious, and he
gave in.

Levison glanced at what Clive had
written, wrote a line or two for practice,
and then started on the impot. The
Colonial junior stared as the lines raced
off under Levison’s pen in Clive's own
handwriting.

“There you are!” said Levison. “It’s

You can take them in to

nothing to me

Lathom now. Don’t tell him I wrote
them——  Hallo, Racke! What the
dickens do you want?”’

Racke of the Shell was looking in at
the doorway.

“Job for you,” said Racke, with a
curiously furtive glance. *‘A hundred
lines for Kildare. Mind you make.them
in my fist. I suppose Clive. _knows all
about your wonderful gifts?”* he added,
’ . THE GEM.—~No 472.
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with a sncer.  “I'm not letting anything

. out, am 177

“You know he does, as you've just
seen o doing lines for him!” snapped
Levison. “But I'm not going to do your
lines!” :

“I'm going to pay you, of course,”
said Racke loftily.

“Oh, clear off!”’ "

Racke stood his ground.

“Does that mean that prices have gone
up?? he sueered. ‘ Are you charging
more than a bob o bhundred?”

“T'm not a war-profiteer!” grinned
Tievison. “I leave that to Messrs. Racke
& Hacke. It means that I’'m not going
to do lines for you.” -

“I’ve no time to do them,” said Racke
arrogantly.  “I'll make it two bob a
hundred if you like. The money’s nothing
to ma.”’

“No; as it isn’t your own money,” re-
marked Levison. *You’ll have to be a
hit more careful if war-profits are put a
stop to. It may. happen, you know, if
the war goes on. I suppose Racke &
Hacke will join the Pacifists then?”

Clive chuckled, and Racke scowled.

“Leok here! Are you going to do the
lines?” demanded Racke.

"% NO 12}

”

‘“Why not?”

“Because I don’t choose.”

“Go and eat coke, then!”

Racke strode away with a sulky brow,
but with a strange glitter in his 3
Racke’s thoughts were busy. Levison
gave a hard laugh.

“To think that I chummed with that
worm once!” he said . ‘Do you know
why e came hiegst-Clive?™ )
“To get his lines done, I suppose.”
“Yes; and to let you know about my
doing them for money, in case you didn’t
know already. The¥’d like to start
trouble in this study it they could.”

“I dare say that was 1it,” agreed
Clive, after a moment’s thought. “It

would be like Racke.”

“But you're not going to preach to me
about 1t?"’ grinned Levison.

“No; you know I'm not.”

T.evisen rose to his feet.

*“I'll take this lot to Grundy,” he said.
“ He's depending on me, and I can’t let
him down. But it's the last lot. T'll
tell him so. I hadn’t thought much
;lboup, it before; but I'm chucking it
now.’

And Levison Jeft the study with
(trundy’s impot in his hand, Clive
looked sfter him rather curiously. Cer-
tainly, the change in Levison had gone
deep, and Clive did not regret that he’d
gone Co. with him in Study No. 9.

CHAPTER 1.
Trimkle is h.ade Useful.

1 HAT are you doing here, you
QN/ fat bounder?”
“Qh!” ejaculated Trimble.

Sidney Ci]ive had come into
his study suddenly a day or two after the
affair of Grundy’s impot. He found
Baggy Trimble of the Fourth there, very
Trusy. )

It was not uncommon for Baggy
I'rimble to raid another fellow’s study
during the said fellow’s absence. Trimble
had an appetite that put into the shade
the famous appetite of Fatty Wynn of
the New House. And although he never
tired of talking of the splendours of
‘Trimble Ilall, it was noticeable that re-
mittances came very seldom from that
magnificent  residence.  Trimble was
always short of money, and whenever he
had any it went at once to Dame Taggles
in the tuckshop. Hence Baggy’s frequent
surreptitious visits to study cupboards,
and hence many a bumping that had
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been bestowed upon Baggy by exas-
perated fellows who found their supplies
raided.

But Baggy Trimble was not at the
study cupgoard this time. He was. ex-
amining the shabby old wastepaper-
basket under the table, though what he
could want with the wastepaper-basket
was a mystery.

He jumped up, with a red and guilty
look as Clive came in. The Colonial
junior eyed him sternly. Clive had come
back to the study unexpectedly after
leaving it, to fetch a2 book he had for-
gotten. Baggy had undoubtedly watched
hlim go, and fancied that the coast was
clear. .

““ Well, what are you up to?” demanded
Clive.

“N-n-nothing !”’ stammered Baggy.

“What are you looking for?”

“Nothing at all. In—in fact, I—I
thought I'd tidy up the study for you
while you were out,” said Trimble.
That—that’s what I really came for.”

“You fat spoofer!” growled Clive.
Trimble never tidied up his own study,
and he was certainly not likely to tidy up
anybody else’s. “I’ve had to kick you
out of this study before!”

“I—I thought you were here when I
came in, you know.”

“You thought I was here?” ejaculated
Clive.

“Ye-es, of course—’

“And ‘you just gaid that you came in
to tidy up the study while I was out!”

“Dud-did 1?7 I—I meant—"

“There’s an old proverb that Prussians
should have good memories,” said Clive.
“I suppose you were after the grub?”

“Yes; exactly!” gasped Trimble.
“That—that was it, Clive!”’ :

Clive stared at him. Trimble generally
denied such an accusation with great
gromptness. It really looked as if he

ad come into the study for some other
purpose, and was relieved to find that
Clive supposed he had come in for the
grub.

“What the dickens did you want with
thlga wastepaper-basket, then?” demanded

ive.

“N-n-nothing at all! I—I wasn’t look-
ing for anything in it!” gasped Trimble,
edging towards the door.

“Blessed if I don’t think you're half
off your rocker!” said Clive, in wonder.
“Were you grubbing in the wastepaper-
basket because you didn’t want anything
that was in it, then?”

“Ye-e-es; that’s just it.”

“You fat duffer” shouted Clive.

“J—I mean I—I did want something!”
gasped Trimble, with a longing eye on
the door. ‘“I—I wanted some paper to
light the fire in my stuc&y, and—and I

) ¥

*thought you wouldn’t mind, you know.”

“Why the dickens didn’t you say so,
then, instead of rolling out lies like a
Prussian?”- growled Clive. ‘You can
take the paper if you want it !”

Trimble’s manner was suspicious; but
unless his statement was true, Clive could
not imagine what he wanted with the
wastepaper-basket.  He supposed that
the fat Fourth-Former had plunged into
lying from sheer force of habit.

“Thanks, old chap, I will!”
Trimble.

“If you call me old chap, I'll boot you
down the passage!” grunted Clive.
“Take it, and go! And if I catch you
here again, I’ll scalp you!”

“ Al right, old chap—I—I mean, old
fellow—that is, I'm going!” gasped
Trimble, And he clutched up a double
handful of paper fragments from the
basket, and vanished.

Clive looked for his book; found it,
and left the study. Ie did not bestow
a further thought on Baggy Trimble.

said

He would have thought about the

NOW
8AL£'

matter, however, if he had been aware
of Trithble's further actions. Ba gy had
taken the crumpled papers into gus own
study, and there he was sorting them
out. He did not light the study fire with
them, however.

He scinned each paper in turn, and
stopped at one in Clive’s handwriting.
It was a sheet upon which the South
African junior had written an exercise
and thrown away.

“That will do,” murmured Trimble.

. He threw the remainder of the papers
into the grate, and slipped Clive’s old
exercise into his pocket. Then, with a
fat grin on his face, he rolled out of the
study, and left the School House. He
looked up and down the quadrangle for
some time, and at last spotted Racke of
the Shell lounging. by the tuckshop.
Baggy Trimble joined the heir of Racke
& Hacke with a familiar nod.

“Got it!” he said.

“Don’t shove it at me, fathead!”
growled Racke. “Slip it into my hand.
Do you want all St. Jim’s to seo it 7”7

“Blessed if I see why mnot!” said
Trimble. *What are you so jolly secret
about 7"

“Find out!”

“I don’t sce what you want the
paper at all for,” said Trimble inquisi-
tively. ‘“What’s the good of it?”

“That’s my business !”

“And I don’t sece why you couldn't
have got it yourself,” said Trimble,

Racke shrugged his shouiders.

‘“Look here, you ought to tell a
fellotv, you - know!” urged Trimble.
“What's the good of a bit of paper in
Clive’s writing? I don’t sce it ‘myself.”

“Br-rrr!”

Trimble looked at Racke with eager
curiosity.  Racke’s proceedings were a
mystery to Baggy. Why Racke should -
want a specimen of Sidney Clive’s hand-
writing was a problem that beat Baggy
hollow, keen as he fancied himself to be.
Why Racke had employed Trimble to
obtain it was, however, clear enough.
Baggy was so often found rummaging in
other fellows’ studies that it would occa-
sion no surprise if he were found rum-
maging in Study No. 8. With Racke of
the Shell, however, it was different. It
would certainly have excited a good deal
of curiosity if the Shell fcllow Lad been
scen- rummaging in a Fourth Form
study. Trimble guessed that much, and
Racke evidently did not intend to tell
him more.

“You owe me a bob, anyway,”
Trimble sulkily.

“You weren't seen
Racke.

““Oh; no!” said Trimble, afraid he
might lose his reward if he confessed
that Sidney Clive had caught him in the
act. *“I was jolly careful, of course {”

“ AU serene! Here’s your bob!”

Racke strolled away with the paper in
his_pocket. Trimble blinked after him,
and then rolled into the tuckShop with
the shilling. All other matters were dis-
missed from Baggy’s mind until that
coin had bcen disposed of in refresh-
ments, liquid and solid. -

An hour later, when Crooke of the
Shell went to his study, he found the
door locked, and <apped on it
impatiently.

“You here, Racke? Let me in, fat-
head!”

“All right!
thumping row !”

Racke opened the door, and Crooke
entered. He stared at the table, which
was covered with written sheets. Racke
had evidently been hard at work. .

“Swoiting !”” ejaculated Crooke, in
amazement. Fellows sometimes sported
their oak f0£ the purpose of swotting;

said

there?” asked |

Don’t make such a
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but Crocke had never known his ztudy-
mate to swot before. I

Racko grinned as he turiied the key
again.

“Yes, in a way,” he said.
rour head shut about it, Crooke!

“That isn’t your fist,” said Crooke, in
wonder, as he looked at the papers.
““ Are you taking up Levison’s old trade?
I hear that he’s dropped it!”

“Not exactly,”

‘“Keep

a

“Why, that's Clive’s fist!” said
Crooke.  “T’ve seen it before, and I
remember it now. What the merry

thunder arc you practising Clive's fist
for?”

Racke smiled unpleasantly.
¢ “Levison’s so beastly clever at the
game that I thought I'd try my hand,
and see what I could do,” he remarked.

“Youve done it jolly well,” said
Crooke. “ Blessed if I see why! You’re
not hard up? Nothing gone wrong with
the war profits, I suppose?” .

“No, fathead!”

“Then you’re not going to geb
TLevison’s old connection, and do lines at
a bob a hundred?” grinned Crocke.

“Don’t be an ass! . You think that’s
pretty good?” asked Racke. “‘Here's
the copy. T.ook at it!”

“Jolly good!” said Crooke. * You've
got nearer and nearer to the oviginal
every time. What’s the game?”

“T'l tell you if you like.”

Crooks shook his head.

“No fear!” he exciaimed. “You can
leave me out of it. And I won't inter-
rupt you. Mind, X doa’t know anything
about it1”

He left the study at once, and Racke
laughed as he locked the door after him.
Then he sat down at the table, and re-
sumed the work Crooke had interrupted,
covering sheet-after sheet with writing.
And when he had finished he burnt
every sheet carefully in the study fire—a
proceeding that would certainly have
made anycne who had seen 1t very
curious indeed. -

CHAPTER 8.
A Startling Accusation.

““ Y hat!” e

M Tom Merry and Manners

and Monty -Lowther uttered

. that ejaculation in a sort of
combined exclamatory chorus.

They were surprised.

There was veason for surprise. The
Terrible Three were chatting on the
steps of the School House after lessons,
when Clive of the Fourth came out. At
the same time, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
was coming in.

Clive gave the swell of 8t. Jim's a
smiling glance. Arthur Augustus paused
a moment, looked Clive full in the face,
and then passed on, silent and grim.

Clive stood rooted to the steps.

An hour before he had been chatting
cheerily with D’Arcy  and his chums,
Now, in full view of half a dozen fellows,
D’Arcy had cut him dead.

The Terrible Three stared blankly at
Arthur Augustus as he came in, with a
heightened colour and. a grim brow.

“Gussy 7 exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Tom was simply astdanded. Personal
rudeness was about thé last thing of
which anyone could have suspected

D’Arey.. Sir Charles” Grandison himself |

could not have possessed a more finished
polish of manner than the Honourable
Arthur Augustus; indeed, Lowther had
declared that the celebrated Lord Ches-
terfield was a fool to him. And now

he——

The Terrible  Three lined up in
D’Arcy’s way. They felt that an ex-
planation was needed. :

“Hold on, Gussy!” said Manuers,

#Weally. Mannahs—"
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“ What’s the matter with you, fat-
head?” exclaimed Lowther.

“T wefuse to.be called a fathead,
T.owthah! Nothin’ is the mattah!” |

Sidney Clive had turned round, and he
came in again. His cheeks were flushed.
Clive was one of the best-tempered
fellows in the House; but he was not the
fellow to allow such an insult to pass
without a word.

“D’Arcy !V he rapped out.

Arthur Augustus gave him a lofty

glance, and did not reply. ~Clive's hands’

clenched, and his eyes gleamed. .

“What do you mean?” he exclaimed
hotly. - “If you haven’t gone potty,
what do you mean?” ¢

“¥ wefuse to answah you!”

“Wha-a-at!”

“] have nothin’ to say to you, except-
in’ that I wegard you with contempt !”

“Contempt! Me!”

“Vaag, wathah!”

“Keep. cool,” said Tom Merry, push-
ing back the Colonial junior. “We're
‘going to make Gussy explain !”

“You can let the wottah Tome on,
Tom Mewwy! I am quite pwepared to
give him a feahful thwashin’!” .

“What do you mean by calling Clive
a rotter?”” exclaimed Tom, puzzled and
angry.

““He is a wottah!”

Clive drew a deep breath.

“What have I done?” he asked. “I
think there must be some mistake, or
somebody has taken you in. I'll give
you a chance to explam before I knock
your silly head off !” ]

“T ghould wefuse to have my sillay
head knocked off. I mean to have my
head knocked off! I wegard you with
contempt.” .

“What has Clive done?” shouted Tom
Merry. X : .

“1 wefuse to entah into any discussion
of the mattah!”

“That’s enough,” said Clive. “ You’'ll
come into the gym, D’Arcy!” :

“T'll come into the gym whenevah you
like, and give you the thwashin’ you de-
serve for your wotten conduct!” said
Arthur -Augustus disdainfully.

“What has Clive done?”
Lowther.

“ Acted like n wotten cad, Lowthah.”

“But how?” -

“Qh, wats!”

Arthur Augustus strode away, leaving
Clive and the Terrible Three staring
blankly at one another. ;

“Well, this beats it!” said Manners.
“What bee has Gussy got in his bonnet
now? What on earth have you done to
him, Clive?"” : .

“Nothing that I know of,” said the
South African junior quietly. “But I'm
going to do something, I know that!”

“You haven’t beea telling him that his
waistcoat isn’t in the latest style?”
grinned Lowther. “Or that his topper
is out of date?”

“No, fathead! I'm going into -the
gym now,” said Clive. “You can tell
-that silly ass I'm waiting for him.”

The Colonial junior strode off, and the
Terrible  Three followed  Arthur
Augustus, who had gone up to Study
No. 6. They found a warm argument
prooeeding 1n that celebrated . study.
Jack Blake turned an exasperated look
upon the Shell fellows as they came in:

“What do you think is' Gussy’s
latest ?”” he exclaimed. *“The howling
ass wants to fight Clive, of all chaps.
And wants me to be his second! " I'll
second him! I’'ll bump his fat head on
the floor!” f ¢ )

“Weally, Blake———"

“What do you mean by it?” roared
Horries. “What do you want to fight
Clive_ for?”

yelled

“Fie has challenged me, Hewwies.”

One Pennye. 9

#“Then, what did you do?” growled
Digby. ¢ Clive isn’t a chap who’s always
looking - for trouble, like I(,}r\mdy. 'l
bet it’s your fault!”

““ Weally, Dig———”

“Clive’s waiting in the gym,” said

Tom Merry. “I must say 1t seems to
be all Gussy’s fault. He’s called Clive
names!”
“Y have chawacterwised him as he de-
serves, the wottah !” :
“Clive isn’t a vrotter!” howled
Herries:

“He is an uttah wottah!”

“Can’'t you give it a name?” de-
manded Lowther. ‘“What has the chap
done ?”

“The mattah is s> uttahly wevoltin’,
Lowtah, that I wefuse to discuss it. It
is.beneath my dig.”

“Oh, blow your dig!” said Blake, dis-
respectfully. “ We're getting rather fed
up vlvyx’th your dig in this study, I warn
you !

“Tell us what he’s done!” shrieked
Herries, -

“I wefuse to talk about the wottah,
Hewwies ! A chap who talks to a chap in
a vewy fwiendly way, and w’ites wotten
things about a chap behind a chap’s back,
is not a chap that a chap chooses to talk
about.” ]

“What a lot of chaps!” murmured
Lowther. “ Better begin at Chap. 1, and
tell us the whole story.” 3

“] wefuse to discuss the mattah,
Lowthah! Blake, if you will not be my
second, I will wequest Julian or Kew-
wuish to act for me.”

“We’ll come to the gym, anyway,”
said Blake. ‘‘Gussy’s got some bee in
his bonnet, and we’ll make him apeole-
gise. .

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the ‘sort,
Blake!”

“You're not going to disgrace this
study with your bad manners, Gussy.”

“Bai Jove! You uttah ass!”

“So Clive’'s written something about
you, is that it?” asked Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!™

“What has he written?”

“Jt is beneath my dig to take any
notice of his wotten insults. I simply
intended to cut him diweet, and let him
undahstand that I -wegard him with
despision—I mean contempt. As he has
ch«aﬁenged me, howevah, I shall give
him a feahful thwashin’, and let the
mattah dwop there. Pway come with
me, Blake, as I wequiah your services!”

Arthur Augustus strode out of Study
No. 6 with his noble nose elevated, and
his chums followed him perplexed and
exasperated. They were quite certain
that Clive was incapable of a mean
action such as D’Arcy believed him to
have committed, and the only possible
conclusion was that somebody else was
%t the bottom of it, and that the un-
suspicious_swell of the Fourth had been
deceived. And the six juniors followed
Arthur Augustus with the determination
to have a clear explanaticn before the
matter came to the punching of noses.

Sidney Clive was in the gym, waiting.
He would have asked his study-mate to
be his second, but Levison was not to be
seen, and had asked Dick Julian.
Julian, surprised as he was, had assented.
But he was as anxious as, Tom Merry &
Clo. to have an cxplanation first.

“Pway take care of my eyeglass,
Blake.” L -

“Never mind your silly glass eye
now !” growled Blake. ‘You're going
to explain what’s the matter first.”

“Wats |V v

“ What’s the matter, Clive? I suppose
vou . can explain, as you've got more
sense than that fathead!” ;

“ Weally, Blake—"
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“Blessed if [ know!” said Clive.
“D’Arcy has called me names, aid in-
sulted me, and I'm going to hammer
him. ‘That’s all T know.”

““It’s up to you, Gussy,” said Tom

Merry. *‘What have you got against
Clive?” )
“% have alweady explained, Tom

Mewwy, that a discussion of the mattah
is fah beneath my personal dig!”

“But you've done gassing now!”

“1 wefuse to allow my wemarks to be
chawactewised as gassin’, Tom Mewwy.”

. “There’s some mistake here, or some-
body has been pulling Gussy's silly leg,”
said Manners. *Suppose we bump him
till he explains?” ) -

“1 wefuse to be bumped, Mannahs!
T - wegard the vewy suggestion as
widiculous and wuffianly.” :

“You've -made accusations against
Clive,” said Tom Merry angrily. “I
suppose you don’t want to be set down as
a slanderer?” . -

“Gweat Scott!”

“1f you don’t, you'd better explain.”

“Undah the circs, deah boys, I will
explain, as I should be sowwy to-leave
any fellow undah a misappwehension as
to my motives,” said Arthur Augustus,
with ‘dignity. - “Clive has always acted
in a fwiendly mannah towards me—you
have pwobably noticed that.”

“ Are you going to fight him because
he has always been friendly, you apology
for an ass?”

“No, yon duffah! But suppose a chap
was fwiendly to you to your face, and
vote wotten untwue things about ycu at
the same time——"

“Well, Clive hasn’t done that, fat-
head !” .

“(live has done that, Tom Mcwwy!”

(Clive broke in quietly.

“I won't say that’s a le,” he said,
“because it’s -clear that D’Arcy believes
what he says. The silly ass is making a
mistake. Bat silly asses aren’t allowed
to make mistakes like that, so you can
put up your paws, D’Arey !” -

“PBai Jove! Do you venchah to deny
it?” exclaimed Arthur his
eyes blazing.

“Yes, you idiot!”

“You fellows, know that you can wely
on my statement.”

“Nothing of the sort, ass! You're
making a mistake, as I said all along,”
growled Blake. *“Who told you Clive
had been writing things about you?”

“Nobody told me.”

“Then what put it into your head?”

“1 have scen it with my own eyes,
Blake! 1 suppose 1 cannot doubt the
evidence of my eyes?” said Arthur
Augustus.  “Clive has alluded to me, in
w'itin’, as a swankin’ ass and a purse-
pwoud snob, if you must know the par-
ticulars; and I am goin’ to thwash him
for it. 1 suppose you do not agwee with
the wottah that I am a swankin’ ass an’
a purse-pwoud snob?” eaid Arthur
Augustus, his voice thrilling with indig-
nation. .k .

“You—you've scen that in Clive’s
fist?” ejaculated Blake.

“Yaag, wathah!”

“That’s not true !” said Clive, .

“J suppose you never wrote anything

Augustus,

Write to ‘the' Editor of
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of the.kind, Clive?”
utterly bewildered.

“Of course I did not !”

“I can pwoduce ycur ewn w'itin’ as
cvidence,” eaid Arthur Augustus, with
cold and cutting contempt. And there
was a pause.

said Tom Merry,

CHAPTER 9. .
In Black and White.

IDNEY CLIVE'S face was very
grim now. The accusation was a
serious one in the eyes of the
juniors. Clive had always been on

particularly good terms with the swell of
the Fourth.” In fact, Arthur Augustus,
who was enthusiastic on the subject of
the splendid way in which the Coloniés
had backed up the Old Country in the
war, had gone out of his way to be very
agreeable to Clive when the South
African first came to St. Jim’s. If, in
spite of that, Clive had really made such
caddish allusions to D’Arcy, he might be
quite sure of the contempt of every
decent fellow. But the juniors could not
believe it, though Gussy’s assertion that
he had seen it 1n Clive’s own hand was
‘“‘a staggerer.” .

Arthur Augustus had evidently been
wounded in the tenderest part. Swank
was a thing he despised with all his
heart; snobbery was utterly foreign to
his nature; and, as for being purse-proud,
Arthur Augustus shuddered at the
thought. If-Arthur Augustus had been
called a purse-proud snob, it was no won-
der that he was thrilling with indigna-
tion and contempt.

“You say you've seen that in Clive’s
fist?” said Tom Merry at last.

“Yaas!”

“Then you can let us see it too!”

“And vou can let me see it!” said
Clive, with a curl of the lip. “You'll
find it rather difficult, I think.”

“1 have not the papah about me now,”
said Arthur Augustus. “I should not
be likely to keep such a wascally papah !

‘ And -what paper was it, and how did
you see it?” exclaimed Blake. *Can’t
you see that this has got to be cleared up,
you ass?”

“I am perfectly willin’ to explain. My
only objection is that it is beneath my
dig to banday words with a wottah who
calls me a snob !”

“QOh, get on!”

“1 am gettin’ on, Blake! I found the
papah used as a book-mark in my copy of
¢The. Boy Without a Name,”"” said
D’Arcy. “I lent that book to Clive a few
days ago. I pwesume he will not deny
that. Sevewal fellows were pwesent when
I handed it to him in the Common-room
—Wacke and Talbot, and some othahs.”

“You lent me the book,” said Clive.
“Why should I deny it, fathead ?”’

“The uttah wottah weturned me the
book this mornin’,” continued Arthur
Augustus. “I was weadin’ some of it
ovah again when the papah dropped out.
I was weadin’ it undah the elm yondah, a
quartah of an hour ago. I picked up the
slip of papah, thinkin’ it might be some-
thin’ Clive had forgotten in the book, and
might want to keep. There were a coupic
of lines w’itten on it, and I could not
help seein’ them, of course. It wan: ‘As
for that swanking ass and purse-pwoud
snob, D.Arcy—— That was all; it was
part of a lettah. I thwew it away.”

“VYou ass!” roared Blake. * What did
you throw it away for? Do you think
you can bring an accusation like that
without proof ?”’

“T did not intend to bwing an accusa-
tion, Blake. I simply intended to tweat
this person with the contempt he de-
serves. Natuwally, 1 cwumpled the
wotten thing in my hand and thwew it
away.”

'We'll find that paper, ar

:dened, and then paled.

NOW
i

“Then it's still there!” said Ton:

Merry. “If you threw it away under
the elms a quarter of an hour ago we
can find it.”
“Tt is not necessawy, Tom Mewwy.
I expect my fwiends to take my word!”
“PDo you expect me to take it?” said
Clive contemptuously. ““You will have
to make up a better yarn than that "t
“Bai Jove! You—-—"
“ Shut up, both of you

" ]rmrcd Blake.

see about it.
"

Come along and look for ii!

“I'm goimn’ to thwash you,
Blake——"

“You're coming along io
precious paper !” growled I
And he took Arthur
arm and dragged him away.
Tom Merry & Co. followed, with Clive,
whose face was pale and sct. The South
African junior was calm, but it was

evident that he was very angry.

Arthur Augustus stopped at one of the
old oaken benches under the elms.

“1 was sittin’ here!” he said, with
dignity.

“Then shut up o minuic while we find -
the paper!” grunted Herrics.

“ Weally, Hewwies—"

“QOh, ring off I”

The juniors searched under the trees.
They had, of course, not the slightest
doubt of D’Arey’s statement concerning
the existence of the paper. Arthur
Augustus was incapable of falsehood,
even if he had had the strengest motive.
And in a few minutes Digby had fielded
a crumpled fragment of paper. He
picked it up and unfolded it.

“Here you are!” said Dighy, his eyes
beginning to gleam.

It was a portion torn {rom .a letter—
less than half a sheet. It Jooked like a
fragment from a letter that had been
written, and then had been torn up and
thrown away. A fellow might have
picked up the fragment carelessly to use
as a book-mark. And there, in plain
black and white, was the sentence, with
neither beginning nor end:

Clive !

lock for the
sle

us by the )

“.—~—As for that swanking ass aud
purse-proud snob, D'Arcy——"

The juniors stared at if.

“Is that Clive’s fist?"”
Merry, after a long pause.

“Yes,” said Blake shortly. |

Clive’s hand was well enough known
to the Fourth-formers. Tom Merry took
the fragment, and held it up for Clive
to see.

The juniors were looking very grimly
at Sidney Clive now. If he Lad written
that ill-natured and caddish description
of Arthur Augustus, while keeping on
the most friendly terms with him, it was
evident that there was a depth of falsity
in his nature that merited the most un-
bounded contempt. And there it was,
in his handwriting.

Clive looked at it, and his face red-
He looked at it
fixedly for some moments without speak-
ing. .

“Well, what have you got to say?”
asked Tow Merry .gruffly. :

The Colonial junior. raised his head
and looked calmly and fearlessly at the
dark faces before him.

“I did not write
quietly.

“It’s in your handwriiing ! .

“Tt looks like it. I have mentioned
D’Arcy in my letters home, but never
in a way I shouldn’t care for D’Arcy to
see. I did not write that, and I never
used that, or anything else, as a book-
mark in the book D"Arcy lent me. T
read the book through at one sitting,
and never needed a book-mark.
body else has written that in my hand."™

Tom

W, (-
asked

that,” ‘he said

]

Somew



.distressed.

. Every Wednesdaye

“Oh!” said Blake. : ’

“Some chap who is jolly clever at
imitating*writing, too !’ said Clive.
don’t know whom, or why he should do
it. I should be taken in myself, if I
weren't sure that I had never written
such a caddish thing. You fellows have
been longer here than I have; you ought
to ‘be able to pguess who did it better
than I can.” .

The juniors exchanged a quick look.
One name leaped into all their minds at
once. - Clive’s explanation - was ndt
doubted for a moment. They

not known that, at St. Jim’s, there was
a fellow whose skill at imitating hand-
writing. was almost uncanny—who had
played such tricks before, who was as
full of tricks as a monkey. -But there.
was such a fellow in the School, and
they knew him only too well.

“Levison!” said Tom Merry.

And from each of the other fellows
came, like an ccho:

“Lovizson !

. CHAPTER 10,
The Meeting.

6 EVISON!” 2
I The name was uttered with
conviction by all the juniors

in'-tht group under the old
elm-trees.

Levison of the Fourth! Who else?

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus,
utterly. taken- aback.

Only Clive had not joined in the
chorus. . )

“Levison!” said Blake. ~ “Of course!
You ought te have -retiiéembered “his
tricks, Gussy, you ass!”-

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus was
covered with confusion. “I—I nevah
thought of that, you know. I—I had
forgotten about Levison’s wotten forgin’
twicks, Tt’s just like the twick he played
on Hammond once, and on old Bwooke,
too. Clive, "deah boy, I beg your
pardon!” 1

Arthur Augustus needed no more con-
vincing. The supposed handwriting of
the South Affican junior had carried
conviction, in the first place, and D’Arcy
had not doubted, hurt and indignant as
he was. But the mention of Levison was
cnough. - It was almost impossible to
doubt the clear, steady eyes, the frank
and-honest face, of the Colonial junior.
But it was possible enough to remember
Levison’s old impish trickery, and his
skill at imitating hands. The black sheep
of the Fourth had broken out once more,
in Sf)lte of his pretended reform. Not
wholly a pretended reform, either, the
juniors had to admit that. But doubt-
less the wretched junior, so long accus-
tomed to dark and tortuous ways, had
been unable to resist sliding back into
his cld tritkery.  Doubtless \
deemed himself safe from discovery in
this instance. :

“I am more sowwy than I can say,
Clive!” said Arthur Augustus, deeply
“I weally ought to have
known you better; but how was I to
guess what an uttah” wottah had been
imitatin’ your handwritin’ #*-

said Clive

“I_ -don’t blame youl”
quietly. - “You couldn’t think anything
«else, so far as I can see. I'm glad you
Sce now you were mistaken!”

“Yaas, "wathah, and I weally apolo-
gis !!,. i

“We can all see that!”
Merry.  “You see, we know Levison
and his tricks. He played this game on
Brooke of the Fourth once, and was
jolly nearly sacked for it. Jolly luck
we all know that too. Otherwise—-"

He paused. - S
Clive compressed his lips.

said Tom

KAIA

might |
have doubted it, perhaps, if ‘they had |

he had}

- % Here you -dre,’”’ said Digby, his eyes bégihnlng to gleam. It was a
E = .+ portion torn from a letter. < .

(See Chapter 9.)

that I had written that rotten, caddish
thing, and lied about it1” he exclaimed.

“I don’t say that, but it would have
been a staggerer, anyway!” said -Tom
uneasily.  “You say yourself you can’t
see any difference between that fist and
your own. What could a fellow think??

Clive nodded shortly. . -

“TI don't say I blame vou,” he zaid.
“A fellow’s own handwriting is gener-
ally supposed to be pretty conclusive
evidence. Only that doesn’t happen to
be my handwriting.”

‘“We know that now,” said Julian.
“But—but what on earth did Levison
play such a trick for?” T

“To start a row between Gussy and
Clive, as he did once between Gussy and
Hammond, by just smch another trick,”
said Blake, “Ile would have succeeded
that time, only Cousin Ethel was here,
and she spotted it. He does these things
just_out of impish mischief, I suppose.”

“Yaas, wathah!” :

“But—but I-I can’t quite believe it

of him!”’ exclaimed Clive. ‘“Why should
he play such a trick on me, Lis study-
mate?”
. “He’s as full of tricks as a monkey !
-growled Herries. * Anyway, it couldn’t
have been anybody else. Only Lovison
-could have done it.”

“That’s certain!” said Tom Merry.

‘“And the uttah wottal has been pwe-
tendin’ to weform, and takin’ us all in!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly.
“T suppose somo cha‘f)s are born to go
cwooked, and can’t help it.*

“If so, Levison’s one of them,” said
Manners, . “Look here, you fellows, this
is  a jolly serious matter! The rotter
might play a trick like that on any of
us. It doesn’t.make any difference to
him- if you’re ‘on good terms with him,
either.” )

“I can't quite swallow it,” said Clive.

“Oh, rot!” said Tom .Merry im-
patiently. “It’s clear enough. Levison’s

1 the only fellow who can do it, He’s well

“Otherwise you would have believed

| ous.

known for it. He does oilier fellows’
ines in thetr handwriting, at a bob ocg.
eighteenpence a hundred: o

“Yes, I know that.”

“It’s too jolly eerious to pass over,”
said Blako grimly. ‘“Levison's got to
have a lesson on tho subject of forging
other fellows’ fists! Anybody know whero
tho cad 7" .

“1 think he’s in the study,” said Clive,
with a troubled look. “But-—*

“You go and fetch him, Julian! Bring
him to the Hobby Club-room,” said Tom
Merry, “This is a House matter. We'll -
call the fellows together, and Levison can
angwer for it to all the Fourth and the
Shell #?

“VYaae, wathah!"

Julian nodded, and wené away to thw
School House.:

Tom Merry & Co. procceded to call ths

junior meeting. - That outbreak on Levi-
eon’s part ~ exasperated them beyond
measure. - There was not tlie faintess
doubt of his-guilt among any of the Ca.
It was exactly one of Levison’s old tricks
—one of the old tricks they ktew so
well. . )
True, Levison had changed since then.
It could not be denied that he was no
longer a smoky and shady blackguard,
as he had onco been. Ho had given up
smoking and pub-haunting for footer,
and he was a credit to the junior football
team.  But the impish keenness for
making mischicf apparcntly remained
unchanged.

Possibly, too, Levison did no: wholly
like the  friendship -between Arthur
Augustus and his own new chum, Clive,

‘and intended to nip it in the bud by this

trick. It would be like him--liko him as

‘he had been thie previous term, at all

events, . S
It was exasperating, and such tricks
were not only exasperating, but danger-
Any fellow might be the victim
next; and the juniors did not forget-that
just such a trick—brought home to
1 . © TEE GRM.—~No 472 77
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Levissn—had- caused . & fight between
D’Arcy and Henry Hammond.
A severe lesson . was needed, the

juniore agreed on that; and the word wae |

P round for a general meeting of
‘the Fourth and the Shell to deal with thc
matter.

The juniors, -forgetting tea-time,
crowded into the Hobby Club-room, as
“the news was spread. It was, as Tom

Merry said, a House matter, and on such
occasions all members of the two Forms

_ had to be present. The Shell and the |

Fourth turned up to the last man—Baggy
Trimble being routed out of the tuck-
shop, and Racke and Crocke dragged
away from the delights of cigarettes in
their study, Bernard Glyn being yanked
away. from an experiment in the end

_study, and Brook of the Fourth—the day

boy—stoj on his way to the gates.
The . Hobby ~Club-room. was soor
crowded with Shell fellows and Fourth-
Formers, and as the story of the forged
letter was now known to all, there were
grim faees awaiting Levison of the
Fourth when he arrived to face the
charge. SIS :

CHAPTER 11,
A Dog with a rad Name!
EVISON was in his study with hi:
minor when Dick Julian came in.
Julian looked very curiously at
the two. FKrank was deep in

Eutropius, and Levison major was help-

ing him, with quiet, kind ‘patience.

Tt seemed enough that - the
affectionate brother—the fellow who .was
giving up his own leisure hours to help

-a fag over the stuﬁlblingi-blocks of learn-

ing —should be the fellow who h
played a mean and dastardly trick.

But Levison’s nature had always been
a strange mixture of good and evil. In
his worst moments he had shown glim-
merings of something better; in his best
moments the cloven hoof would peep out
now and then. . - )

Julian was surprised, but not really
very much so. Ig was, after all, what

. mlight really have been expected of a
fe

ow of Levison’s peculiar nature,
“Will you come along, Levison?”
asked Dick Julian. '
“What’s on?”
“House meeting.” -

“Well, 'm busy!” said Levison, *Tt
~an wait! What the dickens is the House
neeting about?” . :

“ As a matter of fact, it’s about you,”
said Julian drily.. “You’d better come
along!” el

Levison stared.

“ About me?” he repeated.

] "N- ”

“Some of my sins found me out?”
asked Levison, with one of his old sneers.

Frank looked a little alarmed.

“Something of the-eort,” said Julian
coolly. “You'd better come!”

“Well, I won’t come till I've finished
this!” said Levison obstinately. *Get
on with it, Frank!”

But the fag shook his head, and rose.

“ It’s all richt, Ernie,” he said. “ You
eut along! T'll wait for you, if you like.
But do go now!”

"¢ Oh, rot!”

“Do go!” urged Frank. “If it's a
House meeting, you’re wanted—every
fellow has to turn up!”

Levison hesitated for a moment or two,
then he nodded.

_“Right-ho!” he said. “I'll go. You
wait here, and I’ll be back soon.” -

‘He followed Julian down the passage.

‘“ What’s the row about?’” he asked, as
hey proceeded to the Hobby Club-room.

““Better wait till you get there,” said
Tnlian ‘hesitating. “ I-—I hope you'll be
able to clear yourself.”

“But yon don’t think so?” sneered
Levison. ~

Jnlian did not reply.

“ Blessed if I like being called over the.

coals like this!” Levison growled.
T'll see it through! Here we are!” -
The two juniors entered the Hobby
Club-room. The room, large as it was,
was crowded. The Fourth Form and the

‘‘ But

-Shell ‘Iielé‘; there to the last fellow, so far

ng the School House portions of the
Forms were concerned. The New House,
of course, had nothing to do with the
matter. ;

Levison stared at the grim looks that
met him on all sides. Even Talbot of the
Shell, generally quite friendly with Levi-
son, was looking very grave. Sidney
Clive looked troubled and doubtful. Levi-
son fixed his eyes on his study-mate,

“So you'ro in this, Clive!” he ex-

aimed.
“Well, I'm present,” saidCliva b ¢

don’t know what to think about it, and
that's a fact! I can’t quite believe it
about you.” -

“ Believe what, you ass?’ %

“J fancy you can guess!” said Blake,
with a sniff. “Think over your last
mean trick, Levison, and-you'll guess!”

“Yaas, wathah!” ¢ ¥

“So you’re all down on me, and you
don’t mean to tell mo what you've got up
against me?"” eneered Levison. ¢ Pretty
set of Prussians!”

“We're going to tell you fast enough!”
said Tom Merry sharply. **It’s a House
meeting, to make you answer for what
yow've done! Look at that!”

He threw a slip of paper across the
table to Levison. Theé latter picked it
up, and stared at it blankly, .

“My hat!” he eiaculatec{

“You've seen that before?”

“ NO ”

“Weally, Levison, if you are.goin’ to
tell whoppahs il
“Shut up, Gussy!
jawing !I”” said Herries,

“Weally, Hewwies—"’ :

“Youn don’t know anything about that
paper?”’ asked Tom Merry, with «
searching look at Levison. ) B

“How should I know anything about
it?”” said Levison impatiently. “Yy's in
Clive’s fist, I can see that.

Skirppcx‘ does the

I think it's
pretty rotten for Clive to write like thal
about D’Arcy, if that’s what you mecan!™

“1 did not write it,” said Clive quietly.

Levison started a little.

“It’s your fist,” ho said.-

“Tt i3 an imifation of my hand-~
writing.”

“Oht” said Levison, with a deep
breath. \ -

He began to understand,

“Clive says he never wroto that,”and
we all believe him,” said Tom Merry.

“J believe him, too, if he says so,”
said Levison calmly.

“That paper—part of a letter—or,

| rather, meant to look lke part of a

letter—was put into a book D’Arcy lent
to Clive. D’Arcy found it in the book
when Clive returned it. ~ He concluded
that’ Clive had used it as a bookmark,
and left it there without noticing it
specially. It's clear enough that it was
written by somebody elss, and put in
the book specially for D'Arcy to find

it.”
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# A dirty trick!” said Grundy of the
Shell. “I vete for the frog’s-march first,
and sending him to Coventry after-
wards.”

*Shut up, Grundy 1”?

“Well, I vote with Grundy,”
Racke. “It was a dirty trick!”

“Roftten trick!” grinned Mellish.

““Horrid!” chimed in Trimble.
despise  you, Levison.
You're unprincipled.”

“Shut up!” growled Blake: “ Levison’s
zot to answei for it7 If he’s got any-
thing to say, he can say it.”

A bitter sneer was on Levison’s lips.

“You think I wrote that?” he asked.

“We know you did,” said Manners,

*“Nobody else in the school can forge
a fellow’s hand as you can, and nobody
clse has ever played such a trick,” said
Tom Merry quietly, “You’ve done it
before. You played it on Brooke, and
another_ time on Hammond. Everybody
knows it. It was easy enough for you
to gqt that scrap of paper in the book,
as Clive had it-in your study. It's clear
enough to me. But if you've got any-
thing lto say, you can say it. You'll get

ay.

said

‘KI
I do, really.

fair
“Yaas, wathah!”

“You call this fair play?”. sneered |

Levison bitterly.  “Give a dog a bad
name, and hang him—that’s your motto.
You'vé all made up your minds that Tve
played a rotten trick on Clive, without
a shred of evidence. You don’t want
any evidence.” .

“Who else could have done it?” de-
manded Blake.

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t know, -and don’t
You've called me here to answer this.
Well, T won’t answer it. If you want
an answer, here it is. Go and eat coke,
the lot of you!”

And Levison turned to the door. Blake
turned the key in the lock, and put his
back to the door grimly.

“Not yet!” he said. :

* Have you anything to say, Levison?”

* Nothing !” said Levison coolly. -

“1 think that -settles it,” said the
captain of tho-Shell.  “Guilty or not
guilty, you fellows?”

“Guilty 17 A

It was an almost unanimous shout
from all sides. Youdest of all were the
voices of Racke and Crooke, Mellish and
Scrope. . Levison’s old associates were
grinning with satisfaction. The. fellow
who had thrown them over was down at
last, and they rejoiced in it.

“Levison, you hear?”

“I'm not deaf,” sud Levison, un-
moved. .

“You can take your choice; you'll be
dealt with: by the House, or the matter
can be reported to the Housemaster.
‘Which do yen prefer?” Ll

“Go and eat coke!”

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed.

“Then we’ll deal with you' hLere!
You'll rin: the -gauntlet, -and yo’ll: ba
sent to Coventry to . -the: end of the
T el S ‘

“Hear, hear1”-

“Line up!” said Tom Merry tersely.

Talbot of the Shell stepped forward.

“Hold on!” he said.

CHAPTER 12.
Taliot Takes a Hand!

o QLD on!”
¥ There was.a buzz at once, as

- Talbot's quiet -voice was
. -heard. -
“Cheege it, Talbot 1"
“Line up!”
“* Don’t. waste -time }”
“Weally, Talbot——"
“Don’t be an ass, Talbot!” exclaimed
Tom Merry. * There’s nothing more tc

care!

- said

"THE GEM LIBRARY..

say: I suppose you're not going-to stand
up for that rotter?”

“Let them get on, Talbot,” -said
Levison, with a satirical smile. * They're
going to enjoy thie. What’s the good
of talking? -~ There isn’t any evidence
required. This will be very entertain-
ing; especially to the chap who wrote
that scrap of paper.”

“Mind your own business, Talbot !" ex-

‘claimed Racke.  “Don’t you chip in

erel”-

Talbot did not budge.

XIf Levison’s guilty, I'll send him to
Coventry as fast as anybody,” he said.
“But we want to see justice done, I
suppose ?” :

‘Don’t you believe he did it, you
ass?” shouted Grundy.

£t NOE)Y -

“Then you're a silly idiot!”

““Thanks!”

“T.ook here, Talbot——" began Tom,
in a tone of exasperation.

“I think Levison ought to "have a
chance,” said Talbot quietly.  “You
don’t want to give a chap Jedburgh
justice—hanging first and trying after-
wal'gl’s. Let’s hear what Levison has to

*He hasn’t anything to say.”

“Give him a chance, anyway.

Levison,” said Talbot earncstly, ‘“don’t |

play the giddy ox now! - Say whether
you wrote that paper or not.”

“They’ve all made up their ‘minds
without asking me,” said Levison
bitterly.  “Still, as a matter of form,
I’ll say that I didn’t write it. I don’t
expect anybody to believe me.”.

- Wathah not!”. siid :Arthur Augustus:

“It s’ uttahly imposs to cwedit that
statement, Levison.” -

“ Exactly,” assented Levison. “ Better

o ahead! After all, f I'm sent to

‘oventry, I sha'n’t get any more of your
conversation. There will be compen-
sations, you see.” 5

“Bai Jove! - You uttah wottah——7"

“Buppose we go into the matter?”
albot quietly. “It's true that
Levison could have slipped the scrap of
guper into the book, as Clive had it in

is study. But he may not have done

it. Somebody else may have had a
chance of doing it. When did Clive give
the book back to you, D'Arcy?”

“This mornin’.” .

“But you didn't find the paper till
this afternoon?” - =T

“Yaas " A

Talbot was having his way.. Punish-
ment was delayed till he was through.
Talbot, in his quiet way, had a good
deal of influence, and the juniors were
willing to hear what he had to say on
behalf.of the culprit. ’

“Where was the book all that time,
D’Arcy?”

“In my studay, deah boy.”

- “Then anybody could have gone there
and slipped that paper into the book, for
you to find afterwards?”
"_%“Yaas, I suppose s0.” .

“That's clear enough,” admitted Tom
Merry. *But whether Levison put the
paper in the book or not, he wrote it,
and that’s the point.”

“That’s the point that's got to be
proved,” said Talbot. ‘ Levison says he
did not write it.” .

“Only Levison could have.”

“Perhaps. We all know that Levison
can imitate hands,” said Talbot. “We
all know he has played tricks like that;
but not lately. We know, too”—
Talbot’s voice was hardening now—*we
know that there ave several fellows in
this House who are down' on Levison
because ‘he has chucked up their com-
pany, and refused to go. blagging with

“them.” That's no sécret, I suppose. We

know -that “they have tried “to blacken

Levison; such tricks as sticking cigar- -

.

* " One Pennye 3
ettes into his pockets, and keeping him
away from a footer-match, and trying to
make the fellows believe he deserted the
team. We know they had a scheme of
worrying him_with ~ smoking-purties in
his study, end that it was knocked. on
the head by his changing studies. Before
we sentenee Levison, we want to know
whether this is one more of their rotiten
tricks | ] .

“Bai-Jovel”

“Oh!” ejaculated Tom Merry,  quite
taken aback. .

Levison gave Talbot a grateful lock.
That suspicion had -come into the old-
time Toff's keen mind, though it had
occurred to no one else. ;

“Levison’s trick of imitating hands is
so well known, that a scheming rotter
would expect all the fellows to jump to
one conclusion—the conclusion you did
jump to,” resumed Talbot. “It’s true
that Levison could have written that
paper in Clive’s hand more easily than
anybody else. But any fellow could have
done it, if he had taken a copy of Clive's
hand, and practised it for a long time.”

“I—¥—T1 suppose s0,” said Tom
Merry. “ But—but—"

“ But there’s no reason to suppose that
anybody did,” growled Herries.

“Théro is reason—good reason,”
said Talbot. “I think that before the
matter goes any further, the fellows who
are known to have played tricks on
Levison before, should be questioned.
We know who they are—Racke, Crooke,
Mellish, - and. Trimble. They . shut.
Levison -tp in “thig very room, at the
time of 'the Gréyfriars match, and-made
out that he had'left the team in the
lurch to play cards and smoke in Racke's
studv. The truth came out really by
accident. I believe this is another
cowardly dodge of the same sort!”

“My hat 1" said Clive.

“Well, as you put it like that, we'll
go into 1it,” said Tom. ‘Even Levison
ig entitled to fair play.”

. “Even .mel” - “sneered
“ Good l," - R ‘ "

Racke & Co. were looking much- less
satisfied now.  Mellish had sidled to-
wards the door; but Blake was there,
and he did not move. Baggy Trimble
was looking the picture of conbterne-
tion. ° - e

“Speak up, you -chapsd” said Tom:
Merry, looking at the group of uneasy
black sheep. *‘What -have you got to
Sa}’?” 5 E

Racke burst into -a ~scoffing laugh,
Aubrey Racke had plenty of nerve,
though his comrades lacked it. =~ -~

“I ‘don’t see that we reed Fay any-
thing,” he said. ‘“Talbot’s talking out
of his hat.
Levison, 1. shouldn’t condescend to ‘take
notice of the poverty-stricken cad!” - =~

“That's rot!” said Tom at. once.
“We all know how you did- play o trick
on him over the Greyfriars match. We

Levison,

As for playing tricks on -

know how you smoked him out of his -

study, too.” Btill, ¥ must say that I don’t
gce there’s any evidence in this case.”
“Tet’s go into it,” said Talbot.
“Whoever wrote that paper must have
had a copy of Clive’s handwriting before
him. Clive may be able to tell us
whether anybody ¥ms wanted a specimen
of his fist lately—"" -
There was a yell from Clive. - Back
into his mind rushed the recollection of

Trimble rummaging in the wastepaper-
basket in his study. 5 T
“TFrimble!” he yelled.
And-he rushed -at

canght him by the collar, and shook him.
vigorously.
filled the room. ~

i

Baggy T;:imﬁf;é: F
And” the yells of Baggy -
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Not & Success}
" AROOOH!  Leggo! - Help!
: Yooooop 1" rosre§ Trimble.
Clive shook him savagely.
“You fat rotter!” he
shouted. * It was you!” .
“Varooh! It wasn’t! I didn'$! 1
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1 never! Yoooohooop! )
“Hold on, ?  exclaimed Tom
Merry.  ““That isn't the way to get
evidence! Let Trimble alone for the
present, :m.x,l tell us -what you’ve got in

our

¥ohe Colonial junior released Baggy,
who scuttled away round the table like
a rabbit, Racke was deadly pale now.

“JIt’s plain enough mnowi” panted
Clive: “Tt was Trimbla!”

“Tt wasn'$ !"C{e!led Trimble.

#QGo ahead. Clive!”

“The other day 1 caught the fat
rotter in my study,” said Clive excitedly.
«“J came in unexpectedly, and -he was
there, rummaging in the wastepaper-
basket. I wondered what on earth he
wanted with it. He told me a bushel of
lies on the spot—pretending he had come
there to raid the cupboard at first, and
afterwards said he wanted the paper to
light his study fire. I let him take it
away—all there was in the basket, and
it was pretty full of old papers, exercises,
and things done by Levison and me. 1f
he wanted a specimen of my fist he had
plenty of it there.” .

“«1" didn’t!” howled Trimble, “I
wasn’t——-" .

’

Talbot smiled. Ti looked as if he was
on the right track, after all, and the
truth was coming out. Tom Merry’s
brow was very dark. . He had never
doubted for a moment that Levison was

guilty. And the thouti{ht that he hdd
very nearly taken the lead in condemn-

ing a fellow unjustly was very trouble-

some.
“Comp here, Trimble !” he said.
“J—I—I won’t!”
“ Bring him here!”

“Trimble yelled as two or three paire of
e was

hands were laid upon him, and

{ yanked forward forcibly.

“You admit what Clive says,
course?” asked Tom.
“No, I don’t! It’s alie!”

“I— it’'s a

mean,

wouldn’t tell a lie. It's a mistake.

never was in his study. 1 didn’t touch

the wastepaper-basket. I swear that!

was after his grub, as I told him at the
§ time

'7’
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You fat chump!”

at the time,.if you weren’t there?”

“I—] mean 1 told him_ afterwards,”

of

“Why, you fat rotter !” shouted Clive.
f. ) mistake,”
stammered Trimble. ‘““Of course, Clive

shouted Tom
‘Merry. “How could you have told him

nod.  “Trimble had to get somo of
Qlive’s fist, that’s clear enough. ‘Who
1} made you do it, Trimble?”

“ Nun-nun-nobody.” .

“Did you go to Clive’s study of your
own accord ?” ‘ ‘

“Nunno. I mean yes. Exaetly,”
said Trimble, with a helpless glanes at
Racke of the Shell, who scowled at him
mvagelg. ; .

Trimble’s glance did not pass un-
notied.

“Perhaps Racke has something to
say?” suggested Levison saﬁiricall;i

“Pye nothing to say " snarled Racke.

“Did Racke send you to the study to
vet some of Clive’s handwriting.
"r‘i‘nfble e nsk‘?d Tom Merry.

“ Answer yes or no; you fat duffer !’

#Y--I didn’t know what he wanted it
for,” wailed Trimble. ¢ How should I
know? He only gave me a bob.”

“Oh, he gave you a bob!” said Tom
stammered the unfortunate Baggy. “J— | Merry grimly, “for getting him a speci-
1 should have said that. Besides, I burnt | men of Clive’s handwriting !”’

all the paper in my study—every atom 2

- “You burnt it in your st
“ Rvery atom,”
fatuously.

udy 7
said

paper from the basket at all!”

“Q.gs0 I did. I mean, Ididn’t! It—
it was some other paper I burnt in my

study,” stuttered Baggy.
“Bai Jove! What an uttah ass!”

¢ That much is clear—Baggy Tﬁmb}g
sai
“What did you do it for,
you fat idiot? Don’t tell’any more lies,

raided No. 9's wastepaper-basket,”
Tom Merry. !t

or vou'll get & bumping.”

«"He was doing it for somebody else,”
“Trimble hasn’t
braing e'{xgugh to play a trick like this

said “Talbot quietly.-

himself.

«J think so, too,” said Tom, with a

Trimble
“You've. just denied that you had the

#§J—— The fact is, Merry, I-I've
got an appointment——"

“What ! - ‘

“ And I'd prefer to let the matter drop
here,” said Trimble.

“Bai Jove!”

“I'm late for tea already, you know,”
 urged Trimble. 2

“Never mind tea mnow,” said Tom
Merry, half laughing. It was not easy
to be angry with the fatuous Baggy.
“Racke gave you 4 shilling for getting
him a specimen of Clive’s fist?”

Baggy gave a dismal groan.

“You see, they know all about it.
Racke,” he said appealingly. “It's no
.good, i:u 1. haven’t given you
away, have I?”

Racke ground his teeth.
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- plays no very worthy part.

Every Wednesday.

“Yes or no, you duffer?” demanded
Blake. ’

“Ves!"” groaned Baggy ‘ You—you
see, Racke thought a Shell chaﬁ might
be spotted nosing about Fourth Form
studies. 1 never knew what he wanted
the paper for. I didn’t know he was a
forger, like Levison—-" .

“"Ha, ha, ha!t” )
“He just said he wanted some of

_{live’s writing, and lie told me to get

some from the study, and—and if I was
caught there, to own up I’d come in_to
raid the grui).” mumbled Baggy, “He
only: gave me a bob. I think it was
wor more than that, eonsidering.
Don’t you, Levison?” -

Levison grinned. ;

All eyes were turned on Racke of the
Shell now. .

“Your turn now, Racke,” said Tom.

.. “What did you want with specimen

of a Fourth Form chap’s handwriting ?”
“It’s all lies!” said Racke, between
his teeth. “I never asked Trimble to
do anything of the kind!” -
“QOh, crumbs!” cjaculated Trimble in
astonishment. “Don’t you rcmember,
Racke? You gave me the bob at the

. tuckshop afterwards, and you woukdn’t

tell me when I asked you what you
wranted the paper for——"

“That will do!” said Tom Mcnf'
*'There’s only oné reason why you should
have wanied a copy of Clive’s fist,
Racke. It was to play this rotten trick,
and let us all jump to the conclusion that
Levison had done it.”

“ Which youw immediately proceeded to
do,” grinned Levison. 2
“Well, I don’t see that we were to
blame for. that: - You've. got your eld
reputation to thank for that,” said Tom.
“You can’t live a bad name down all at
once. But I’'m sorry.”

*Yaas, wathah!l I am vewy sowwy,
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Levison,” said Arthur Augustus. “Of
course, I did not guess that it was that
wa: Wacke all the time.

“And Crooke and Mellish were in it,
of course!”

“T wasn't I”” howled Mellish, in alarm.
“J told Racke plainly that 1 wouldn’t
have a  hand in his scheme when he
mentioned it!” )

“And so did I!* exclaimed Crooke.
Racke’s dear pals were not in the least
inclined to share his fate with him: “I
thought it was a yrotten trick—"

“So you knew about it ¥ said Tom
Merry grimly.

“I=1 saw Racke copying the hand-
writing,”’ confessed Crooke. ‘That’s all
I knew. - I swear that!”

“Gentlemen,” said Arthur Augustus,
“it was Wacke! It was weally what we
might have expected fwom a wottah
who bloats on war-pwofits. I voto that
Levison leaves this court without a stain
on his chawactah!”

“ Hear, hear!”

“Thanks!” yawned Levison. “If
you’re finished with me, I'll get back to
my study. My minor’s got to get his
Eutropius ready for Selby.”

And Levison, quite cool and uncon-
cerned, sauntered out of the room.

The House meeting had finished with
Levison, but not with Racke. Racke’s
guilt was proved, and Racke had to be
dealt with. " And he was forthwith dealt
with in the most drastic manner. - There
was a terrific din in the Hobby Club-
room_for ten minutes at least, while
Racke of the Shell ran the gaimtietr, and
| then experienced the joys of the frog’s-
march. And by the time the hcir of
‘Racke & Hacke escaped from the hands
of the indigmant juniors, he was feeling
that, for an unscrupulous rascal, life was
not worth living at St. Jim’s. :

.- . . .

One Penny. 15

Clive eame into his study a little later,
and found Levison major and minor
hard at work on old Eutropius. Levison
rose and yawned. .

“What abeut tea?” he remarked.

Frank secuttled out of the study with
his_books.  Clive looked rather hesitat-
ingly at his study-mate.

“I’m sorry, Levison,” he said. “I
had my. doubts all along, but—"

““All. serenel” said Levison. “A dog
with-a bad name, you know! I don’t
blame you. Rather deep of Racke,
wasn’t 1t 9’

“The rotter!” said Clive. “He's
been through it. I don’t think he’ll be
able to take us in again. I don’t think

he'll try!”

"Proiably not,” grinned Levison.
“He came pretty near succeeding,
:hml’gh, but for old Talbot. Let’s have

ea.

Grundy of the Shell locked in.

“Hallo, Levison! I've got two
hundred lines—

“Go and do ’em, then!”

“I want you ta do -’em, fathead!
Mind, in an hour’s time!” said Grundy.

“ Business suspended until further
notice,” chuckled Levison. - “Grundy,
old man, ¥Fm afraid you’ll have to do
your own lines in future. You’d better
be a bit more careful with old Linton.”

“Look here——-" began Grundy
warmly.
“ Bow-wow 1"

And Levison closed the study door on
Grundy’s nose.
¥ THE END.

(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great

‘Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St

Jim’'s—*DOWN CN HIS LUCK!"
by MARTIN CLIFFORD.)
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For Next Wednesday:
< DOWN ON HIS LUCK!"”
: By Martin Clifford.

The fellow whe is down on his luck in
this fine- story, in which the serious
olementipredominates, is that very cheery
and jocuzzr personage, Monty Lowther, a
tavourite - with all -readers. Racke—
* Moneybags minor ”—is concerned, and

comes to Lowther’s: knowledge, which
looks as if it must very materially affect
his ‘whole future. .- Honour calls upon him
to recognisé the fact that he must rely
upon ‘his own effort—must take nothing
more from the-uncle who has hitherto
been “as-a father ‘to him. He does not
hesitate. Tom Merry and Harry Manners
back him up most loyally; but it is a
problem’ whether he can possibly manage
to stay at St. Jim’s. Hard lines for the
genial and - mirthful Monty! Little
wonder that under such straes his very
nature seems to underge a change, and

- strained relations develop between hirr

and his best chums,~ It is not their
fault; it is not his—chiefly it is Racke’s,
for such an opportunity to wreak his
malice is not one that Racke can let Ipass
i How it all turned out in the long

" Fup you will read next week.

A MUCH-WANTED LIST.
Spurred mo doubt by the excellent
cxample set him by Mr. Frank Richards,
Mr. Martin Clifford has kindly consented

"t let me have a list of the Shell and

: “=¥ourth Form fellows in the 8chool House

Something

St. Jim’s. Of the New House, only

Figging & Co., Redfern & Co., and
Clampe make- frequent appearances in
the etories.

Hete is the list of the

SHELL STUDIES.

No." 1.—Nobody’s Study—Punishment-
room. ) : : :

No. 2.--Lucas; Frere. - . ;

No. 3.—George Alfred Grundy; George
Wilkins; William Cuthbert Gunn.

No. 4.—Buck Finn; Lennox.

No. 5.—Gibbons; Scrope. :

No. 6.—Disused.

- No. T.—George Gerald Crooke; Aubrey
Racke. =
No. 8.——Walk1o{; Bolton.
No. 9.—Reginald Talbot ; George Gore;
Herbert Skimpole. .

No. 10.—Tom Merry; Montague Low-
ther; Henry Manners.

No. 11.——Harry Noble; Clifton Dane;
Bernard Glyn,

A list of the Fourth Form Studies will
be given next week.

OUR WOULD-BE POETS.

A lady reader in the Isle of Wight
sends me the following verses, which 1

am pleased to print:

Dear Editor,—You came down hard
To-day on each well-meaning bard
Who' sent 'his humble lay,
Holpmg'for recognition due
(Which he received, indeed,
Though not the wished-for way!)

" The sterlin

from you, |

CHAT.

1 lift the gauntlet thus flung down} . .

A poet 1, with no renown, -
But with a poet’s heart, =~ -

To take (although I dread indeed

Your coments on my act to read)
Another poet’s part.

No doubt they did their little best,
As I amdoing—for the rest, )

No poet can do more. ¥
Their verses may not scan or rhyme;
Or yet approach to the sublime, -8

Their metre may be poor.

But what is more important far
Than all their slight demerits are
Is WHAT they wrote and WHY.
To praise the MAGNET and the GEM,
excellence of them. .
As they did, so do I

Why did ‘they all break into song? -
With euch a theme, *twill ot take Jong
T'o read the answer xight.: o T

No ordinary prose would-da .
To sing the praise of authors wha -
re every boy’s delight: .

And I, though I am pot a boy,

'S4l find odd moments to enjoy

The yarns Fve loved so long;
Though I have close on thirty years,
Their weekly issue still appears,

Good subject for my song! °

| So prizethe verses, though uncouth;

Which yibzate with the joy:of youth,
In all things clean and gay.

And if TH don’t your wrath incur

Too heavily; Il send,-fair sir, - - :

Some more—another day!
; i THEs Gem.—No 472. -




. Dirk Ralwin’s outlaws.

\

==

THE PRECEDING CHAPTERS
TOLD HOW

CARTON ROSS, a lonely and friend-
less youth, soleheir to a great fortune,
though unaware, of it, is hunted by a
party of-outlaws led by DIRK RALWIN.
He is befriended by HARVEY MIL-
BURNE and his daughter LORNA, who
loso their home, and aro separated in an
attempt - to defend him from his
pursuers. .

Roas is captured by the brigands, bit,
with Lorna’s help, recovers his-tvallét—
containing papers which prove his iden-
tity~—and escapes. Later they fall in with
RODDY GARRIN, an Englishman, and
his companion, AH CHING, a China-
man. The outlaws continue the chase,
together with HUXTON FENNER, a
Yankee, who had previously been a com-
panion of Garrin and Ah Ching, but had
deserted them.

They pass through many thrilling
adventures, and, later, Harvey Milburne
succumbs as a result of the privations he
has suffered whilst a prisoner under Dirk
Ralwin.

One night, while the four companions
aro asleep, Lorna and Ross are carried
away by Huxton Fenner and a band of
Fenner has no

- intention of taking them to Ralwin, as

.

he hopes to obtain Ross’ papers and claim
the fortune for himself. Ralwin is
warned of the American’s treachery by
one of his spics, JAQUNY, an Indian.
The outlaw, with a band of his men,
hurrigs to San Ramo, where it is expected
Fenner and his captives will board a
steamer. 'The ruffians have just reached
the deck of a big vessel in the harbour,
when a powerful steam-launch appears,
and flashes past the steamér and down
the river. Ralwin, by covering the cap-
tain of the vessel he is on with a revolver,
forces him to pursue the smaller boat,
which  contains  Fenner and  his
prisoners. '

o laupch runs aground on the bank,

‘and Ross and Lorna contrive to cscapo

from. the black who is put in charge of
them.. .. But the girl is recaptured, and,
in order to Yorce Ross into his hands
again, Fenner threatens her.

Carton Ross esurrenders himself to
Fenner to save Lorna from death, and
the two captives are carried farther into
the forest. Fenner is surprised by Ayton
Aylman and an armed band. The two
outlaws come to an understanding,
though each is resolved to obtain the for-
duno for himself. Roddy Garrinand Ah
€Lhing push on through the jungle to find
4% last they are close to the place: whero
PDirk Ralyin is encamped.

(Now read onl.)
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The Fursuit— A Signal from a Tree
Top—The Waterplane.

The redoubtable chief of the insur-

rectos looked gloomy and morose. No
victor in a daring enterprise was he. Hig
whole bearing was that of a man who
has. signally failed in the purpose he sct
out to achieve, "

“ You take it from me, Mista Garrin,”
said the little Chinaman shrewdly, * that
he have no got our two fends. If he
had his face would have a merry smile
on it, instead of a big, black frown.”

Roddy Garrin was of a similar opinion
but, pleased and relieved though he was
to know that his comrades were not in
the hands of the bandit leader, the know-
ledge intensified his fears as to what had

X hapg{encd to them.

*Seems to me,” he caid to his com-
panion, ‘“that Ralwin is engaged in the
same search as ourselves, but with the
difference that he wants to catch them
and hold them as prisoners. That being
so, our best plan will be to make our-
selves scarce, and give these chaps no
chance of spotting ue,”

Ah_ Ching wrinkled his domelike brow
in solemn thought for a few moments.
Then a cunning smile parted his thin

ips.

“That velly good, but my go one
better,” he said. ‘“Suppose we follow
them at a .bice distance in the rear? We
shall see then what they do and where
they go to, -and it will give us an ideca
of where we are. At present.we're lost
as much as’ever we could wish to be.”

Again Roddy Garrin acknowledged the
superior wisdom of his companion, and
the two remained concealed in the vicinity
of the halting-place and experienced keen
enjoyment in the unique experience of
spying upon their foes at such scant risk
to themselves.

After the lapse of an hour or so the
outlaws made a move. Mounting their
horses, they rede away in single file
The thick undergrowth rendered it im-
possible for them to proceed at anything
more than a slow pace, and the comrades
did not have to put forth any extra
exertion in order to keep up with them.

“Hope this’ll continue until the next
halt,” said Garvin. “If they reached
open country we should soon lose them.”

A few miniites later the very thing that
he had.spoken about as an awkward
possibility came to pass. Reaching a
thinly-wooded part :of the forest, the out-
laws set spurs ‘to their horses and
galloped” off, being quickly out of the
comrades” sight.

“Now we're out of it,” said Garrin
ruefully.  “There’s no catching up with
them again now, unless Ralwin’s horse
falls and he breaks -his leg.”

‘Garrin.

Ching uttered a spiteful little
laugh. i

“No such luck come our way,” he said
maliciously.  Mista Ralwin have the evil
one kecping guard over him. He no
hurt.”

Not many minutes later the comrades
again overtook the horsemen, who were
once more delayed by the density of the
far-spreading jungle. 'Thereafter it was
a lagging procession of riders, swearing
and grumbling at the enforced slowness
of their progress, and the comrades
following -in the rear at a leisurely pace
that gave fhem ample opportunity of

watching every movemént of those in -
front. . -
“Hallo!” eaid Garrin at last. “I%

strikes me that we're close to thu river.
I saw something" shininig ahead of us.”

- 1t was the Amazon that he had caught
a glimpse of through a rift in the sur-
rounding foliage. Soon the slow, swirling
rush of the mighty stream became

audible to the car, and then the broad:

expanse of water opened out before the
delighted gadzé of-the comrades.

“Looks quite like an old friend,” said
“1 was beginning” to wonder if
we should ever sce it again.’” -

Ah Ching._chuckled with glce.

“Those fellows no can eross it, any-
how,” he remarked. “They’ll have io
turn back again, or follow the banks. - In
any case we are all velly right. But who
is the fellow just come up?* .

The individual referred to, a slim, wiry
native, had appeared in sight as Ah Ching
was speaking. His face and bare chest
glistened with perspiration, and he
panted hard for breath. Evidently he
was at the end of a long and tiring
journey accomplished at top speed. Stop-
ping short in his stride, he spoke a'few
words to one of the outlaws, who at once

1 conducted him to Dirk Ralwin, and the

two entered into conversation.

“Great Harry!”  muttered Roddy
Garrin.  “He has brought disquieting
news for Ralwin, who looks as if lic could
kill somebody. I'd give a lot to hear
what they're saying.”

The bandit chief was evidently upset
both in mind and temper. His face was
black and lowering as a thundercloud,
and, clenching his fists, he shook them
frantically above his head.

Suddenly  his . expression changed.
Starting back; he' glanced eagerly up
towards the sky. Next moment he
walked quietly to a neighbouring. tree,
and, with  astonishing agility, climbed

-the trunk and swiing himself up into the

topmost- branches. ;

The comrades could distincily see hini.
a tall,. fine figure of a:man outlined
against the blue sky. His gaze searched
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the heavens with the intensify of ~an
cagle’s. *All at once he reached up his
right arm and fluttered to and fro a
black-and-white silk square that he had
taken from his neck. .

“What the Merry-Andrew can he be
doing?”’ said Garrin. “Fve got it! He's
But who to?” t e

Ah Ching clutched his companion’s

rm.
“Hark!” he exclaimed. * What thing
makee that neise?” :

There was_a low, droning sound; be-
louder every moment, that
Garrin heard -almost as quickly as his
companion.. He knew what it was in an

«“A flying-machine, by George 1” he
exclaimed. “Ralwin iy as up-to-date as
over they make ’em. He uses wircless
and aeroplanes in the running of his
business, same as any civilised Govern-
ment. But I'm about bursting with
curiosity to know what it all means,
sonny."” )

«Same with this child,” said the little
Chinaman: * W¢'ll soen savee.” :

The flying-machine rushed into view,
high overhead, and then descended at a
steep slope that swiftly become a head-
long dive. )

«Crikey!” said Ah Ching, bubbling
over with excitement. ¢It’s falling into
the river.”

“You wait!” advised his companion.
“Jt’s a waterplane, my som, and will
come_to no harm.” -

With a heavy splash the machine fook
thé water; glided rapidly over the surface
for several yards, and then slowed down
until it was stationary excepl for its
floating movergent with the tide.

There were two men on it, a pilot and
an observer and thoy shouted out some-
thing ta those on shore that the comrades
were unable to hear owing to the ‘wind
and the distance. - *

"~ Almost- immediately Dirk Ralwin and
fvo of his followers E\)t off in a small,
collapsible boat that they had with them.
The little craft drew up alongside the
waterplane,. the cccupants of
ialked animatedly to the outlaw chief for
ten or fifteen minutes. ‘ .

Then the boat and its passengers
returned to the bank, and the outlaws,
at & word of command from their leader,
mounted their horses and rode off. :

“Aren’'t we going after’ them?”  Ah
Ching inquired, as his companion did not
attempt to vise. *“They'll be leaving us
behind again.” :

Roddy  Garrin, his earnest. gaze fixed
intently on the waterplane, shook his

head. e )

“No,” he replied. “We'll enjoy finer
sport by hanging on here for a it, I'm
.thinking. Those chaps out there are in
difficulties of some kind. They’re tinker-
ing at their float, which doesn’t seem
anxious to rise again.”
-~ “Most likely 1t leaks,” hazarded Ah

a

" instant.

the hole. Velly good thing if it sinks.”
“Hope it jolly well doesn’t,” said
Garrin.  “T've a. fine, rivping notion
in my think-box, sonny, that I'll open
out to you in a minute or two.”
The comrades watched the proceedings
of the two men on the waterplane with

ever-increasing intetest.  Before the
drifting” currents the machine was
_floated closer and -closer inshore. At

- Jast it bumped against the bank, and one

“-of the men, the observer,-sprang ashore

:and _made it fast to a tree by a stout
rope.— .

¥ to the deck of the aerial
vessel,-he. assisted his companion in the
task of effecting the necessary, repair,
which. was soon done. Then he stepped

~ . on to the bank.once moro ‘to cast the
. anchoring’ ropa loese,’ .
= “Now then, my brave laddie!” said

[io the small deck a

which.

“and they are trying to stop upi;

though, in velly. nasty temper.”
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Garrin,- his eyes bright with nxcitement
and daring. “This 1s where we come in.
We’re going to out those chaps and have
a flight all on our own.”

“"Ah Ching, too dumbfounded to utter
a word, could only stare at the other and
clench his hands together as if he were

“Come oh said Garrin. "“We
mustn’t let that fellow .get back on
board, or my plan will have failed before
we can make a start on it. You needn’t

| ih severe pain.

12

 feel alarmed. I've piloted more than one
-fiying-machine through

space, and I can
assure you that the semsation is abso-
lutely ripping. So come along, my son 1

He started off, and Ah Ching went
with him.-

“Well, well!” said the little China-
man. “You do take the biscuit, Mista
Garrin, 1 do tell you!” .

The Captured Waterplane—Over the

Forest—The Camp-fire.

UNNING with the speed of a
R contre-forward keen on the ball,
Roddy Garrin charged straight at
the waterplane pilot, who, taken
by surprise, gave a yell, and made a
spasmodic attempt to put himself on the

defensive. .

He was too late. A hard right and
left, planted with beautiful directness by
his youthful opponent on each side of the
jaw, lifted him clean off his feef, and
}Jurled him with a heavy crash on the
ground that left hum senseless..

“Yelly fine!”: shouted Ah Ching
enthusiastically.  “Now for the other
fellow ¢ We'll give him socks!”

The comrades reached the waterplane
at the same moment. As they sprang on
shot was fired at
them by the observer, who had hurriedly
snatched a loaded revolver from his belt
The bullet went wide, and Ah Ching
leapt at the man and wrested the weapon
from his grasp with a hoarse, throaty
cheer that sounded 'ike the roar of an
enraged tigress. :

So fiercely formidable looked the little
Chinaman, with his teeth bared and his
oyes flashing fire, that the discomfited foe
was seized by a panic of terrified alarm,
and, - throwing ~up his arms, turned
gharply round, and dived overboard.

“Let him alone!” said Garrin laugh-
ingly, as his companion picked up the
revolver that had fallen on the deck.
“He'll trouble us no more, I'm ¢ ink-
ing. It's a_sWwim tothe far bankip
record time that he means to do.”

«That  true enough,” agreed Ah
Ching. *“Allee same, me like to, have
givgn him something to remember me
0y. * )

“Youve dome that already,” 'said

Garrin. “Your fearsome yell sent him
into the water. Now we’ll get moving
again, ~ Hureah for the life of an air-
man !”

1t was no idle boast of his that he was
2 proficient airman. ~ Not only had he
made several flights in England, but his
knowledge of aero-mechanics had been
gained in @ practical manner. A quick
inspection _of the ~ machinery- soon
familiarised him with 1ts working, and a
few minutes later the waterplane was
rising high above the riv

€r.
““'Fhig velly splendid!” "chortled Ah°

Ching, peering down _at the scene below.
“That fellow. still swimming strong. He
no stop to watch us. His flend look

up;

The pilot—who had recovered con-
sciousness—was running up and down the
riverside in a frenzy of helpless rage.
Shaking his fists above - his head; he
stared up at the flying-machine, and
poured -out & stream of virulent threats
and abuse, ; S e

“'Ta, ta, old sport!” shouted Roddy

© One Pennyn 17
Garrin, waving his hand and lawghing
uproariousty. - “We're real sorry to

leave you, but the best of friends must
part.”

Up and up through the warm, sunlit

atmosphere rose . the waterplane. The

mighty forest stretched out on every gide . -
! s ¢ Winding ==
‘through it flowed the Amazon, the great,

as far as the eye-could zee:
mysterious river that was playing so im-
portant a part in the lives of the comn-
rades. T e ) L,
After reaching : & height of five
thousand feet, Gartin decided that it
would be advisable to descend to a lower
altitude,: where .it_would be possible to
secure a good view of anything that
might be going on beneath. Under his
skilful guidance and conirol the machine
worked excellently, and it was not long
before he was completely master of it.

His attention being centred entirely on |

his work, he had very little time to dec-
vote to his companion, otherwise he
would have been excessively amused.
The situation he was in Ah Ching found
10 be novel and diverting in the extreme.

Twisting from side to side, his black,
beady eyes all agoggle with excitement,
he stared at the pahorama spread out far
below, and made audible comments upon
it. No previous expericnce of his had
ever been like this one. In his own
mind he compared it to that of a captive
bird set at liberty and winging its way
joyously through space on pinions whose
strength would never tire.

“Me likeo to go for ever!” he cried
ecstatically, - *“This more better than
opium smokee. What for my no savee if
before? Suppose it was because I had
no met Mista Garrin. '  He velly fine
fellow. Some day my give him nice pre-
sent. He deserves it.” .

As his companion could not hear these
flattering remarks, owing to the buzzing

roar of the cngine, they were unappre-

ciated, but Ah Ching went on with them
just the same, and was completely .and
deliriously happy. -

“Keep an eye open for anyone who
may be in sight!” shouted Garrin into
the other's ear. *“We're low 'down
enough now to see everything that is
passing.”

Thus exhorted, Ah Ching took up the
post of observer with zealous persistency.
Nothing escaped his vigilant eye.  Pro-
sently a. broad- smile spread over his
yellow - face,” and, leaning forward, - he
fixed his gaze on what appeared to be a
dark; moving spot close to the riverside.

“There go some of our robber flends,”
ho remarked blithely.  “Suppose they
see us, they think we belong to them.
My word! That velly, velly %unny 17

The object that Ah Ching had seen
became separated into several parts, each
of which was a mounted follower of Dirk
Ralwin. - The outlaws were riding south,
and were evidently searching for a trail,
no doubt that one they imagined wou
be made by Carton Ross and his com-
panion. )

Looking upward as they heard the
droning hum of the waterplane, - the
bandits cheered and waved their hands.
They mistook the .two comrades for
friends, an error of judgment on their
part_that pleased Ah Ching ‘immensely,
the little Chinaman laughing and chort-
ling until he was purple 1n the face.

Quickly the horsemen were. left far be-
hind. Then Garrin altered his course for
one that took the waterplane away from
the river which gradually fade from
sight, On'and on, at fifty miles an hour,
fled” the machine. Never for a moment
did ‘Ah Ching relax his close watch on

the forest, a task rendered easier by the .

fact that the waterplane had descended
to a height' of no more than twelve
hundred feet from the ground.
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*For about an hour the flight continued
at the same unchecked speed. Then Ah
Ching uttered an-exclamation of excited
surprise, and turned abruptly round to
his: companion. . .

“You see themd” he shouted. . “TLiogk
There! In the opcming botween

the trees!” = : B
Directing his gaze to the epot indi-

- eated, Crarrin observed a party ef men—
- some on foot, and a few on horseback—

passing - slowly -along, a winding* glade
which- happened at that moment to be
almost immediately beneath the water-
Pplane. ’ -

‘The swift scan that Garrin bestowed
upon the men became :riveted on  twd
fizures to the exclusion of everyone clse.
Clear and distinot to his vision they stood
out as those of Carton Ross and Lorna,
the missing comrades for whom he and
Ah Ching had for so many days searched
in vain. o x4

For a. moment his hand pressed hard
on the lever for shutting off the engine-

power, and an overwhelming impulse-
. came to him to shout to his captive

friends. Bui_he as quickly mastercd
this double desire, realising that by yield-

ing to it he might betray his idéntity to |

those who were his foes.

“The flying-machine, seen and wondcred
at by the travellers below, swept onward.
Unable to hold himself in check any

- longer, -Garrin gave vent to a prolonged

. awhoop off%_oy that was taken up by Ah

Ching, and-claborated in ‘a masterly, if
“ inharmonious manner. - gt

Reducing the speed- of the- machine,
Garrin altered his course again, instruct-
ing his companion to look out for a suit-
able landing-place.: For some time this
was not visible,

jungle making & -landing utterly im-
practicable, AE 5 A
Suddenly,  however, Ah Ching per-
ceived-a large inland ilake, where a fleet
of ships could have swung at ancher with
perfect case. ¥e pointed it-out to his
comrade, who uttered a-ery of delight.
“The -very thingl” ‘said Garrin.

+*.3he’ll settlo on the. water as micely as
“a duck.

Look out for.a -splashing; my
son !”’ P

Under his adroit management the
machingo - took  the water ~evenly, and

-glided towards the bush-covered banks.,

A few-yards from shore she stopped, and
Ah Ching, swimming to land, made her
fast, with the mooring-rope to a tree.
The little Chinaman was speedily
joined by Garrin. The two comrades

. were in high fettle, more especiaily be-

‘cause they had seen their friends than on
account of the successful flight they had
made. There were plenty of provisions
on board, consisting chiefly of various
sorts of compressed food, a sufficient
quantity of which to last them for several
days they removed: from the waterplane.
“QOur luck’™s in- again!” said Garrin
jubilantly.
Ross and Lorna with us ones more!
We'll devise a plan of escape for them,
sonny,-never vou fear. Then we'll bring
them along here and carry them away on
our waterplane, for it is- ours now, by
right of conquest!’
The little Chinaman looked mystified.
* What thing you mean ;" he inquired.
“My no savee.” . ;
“1t’s like this, my lad,”  answered
Roddy Garrin. “‘We took that.machine,
forced it away from the two fellows in

_possession -because we. wero the better
. men. C d .
have shot us dead without scruple if we'd |

They were our enemies, who'd
¥ »

given thewn half - chanee to, and they
were also working for Dirk Ralwin to
capture: Carton-and Lorna.  Therefore

them ?” asked Ah Ching naively.

- The forest was at ifs:
elensest, huge trees. and  thick, high

**We-shall soon have Carton

we had every right on our side when we
acted as we did, and don’t you make any
mistake about it.
stand 17

“ My savee !” said Ah Chipg smilingly.
“You make ‘it plain this time. - But,”
and his face grew grave, * Mista -Ross
and Missy Lorna are prisoners, as it is.”

“Quite true,” replied rhe other; *but-
hey’re not Dirk Ralwin’s prisoners:

'm perfectly sure on that point.”

“Then who have catchee hold of
“The
men I saw them with were Ralwin’s, by
the look of them.” .

“Some, but not all,” said Garrin.
“There were four or five natives in the
party, who seemed to be guarding our
comrades, It strikes me that Lorna and
Ross have been caught by men who are
not in Ralwin’s service, That is ex-
tremely likely when-you remember that
Rosg ig. heir to a_tremendously big for-
tune that kings themselves might envy.
Why, sonny, to get possession of even a
hundredth part of his wealth men would
gladly sell their very souls!” i

Ah Ching sighed, and solemnly shook
his head.-

“Yes,” he said, “you ‘speakce true.
Mortal man is velly greedy and corrupt.
He likee money too muchee.” '

- While eating a hastily-prepared meal
the two comrades planned their course of
action for the immediate future. Judging
from memory, Garrin was of the opinion
that his missing friends and their captors
were on a course that was bringing them
straight in the direction of the lake; and
he resolved that the best thing was for
him and his companion to push forward
and intercept them. .

. The waterplane was perfeetly securé at
its anchorage. - The banks of the lake
were walled round by reeds and bushes
of extraordinarily thick growth, and
standing from fifteen to thirty feet high.
Behind the jungle rose the trees, in un-
countable - number, - their - foliaged
branches towering up towards the sky,
and turning the brightness of day into
the sombré gloom of eventide. -

It was improbable that human foot had
ever trodden this wild and isolated region
before.  Certainly no traveller  would
venture so far, whatever his quest might
be, and the comrades at first had serious

“doubts as to their ability to penetrate the

wooded fastnesses that confronted them.
But experience had given them skill
and craft of the highest order where
forest lore was concerned, and it was not
long before they were threading their
way through the jungle with an ease
that might well have excited the envious
admiration of an old backwoodsman.
“If we can keep it up,” said Garrin,

-aftet two hours of steady progress, *“we

ought soon to be sceing something of
our friends the enemy. We've got over
the worst part of the journey, I'm think-
ing. The jungle is more open here.”

It ‘'was as he stated. The thick growth|-

of bush and creeping plant became
patchy and thinner than it had- been
nearer to. the lake, and frequently the
comrades -struck natural trails, of which
they made the fullest use.

“More better one of us chimb tree to
have a look round,” said Ah Ching, at
last. “Night is coming on. Soon-it will
be dark. Suppose my go? My éyes can
travel velly-great distance.” .

¢ Up you get, then,” answered Garrin;
“and good luck be with you!
it as a.sure promise of .our ' complete
success if you see anything of onr-pafty.”

Climbing the tree, a huge banyan of

uncommon height,  Ah-Ching stationed ]

himself on a topmost branch, and sur-

| veyed every part of the landscape. But

Now . do you under-{
| glowing ball of blood red, that only too

T'll take

the light was bad; and he had not been
many minutes on his lofty perch when
the sun sank behind the horizon in a

swiftly presaged the ensuing darkness.
Muttering his wrath and vexation, the
little - Chinaman was about- te - descend,
when a ray of light suddenly pierced tho
gloom ahead. It increased in-size and
intensity, and Ah Ching. observed -that

| it-.rose from- a newly-kindled wood fire

burning in an open space not more than
three hundred yards away.

The voices of men talking and laugh-
ing came to his ‘ears,  As the fire
strengthened, and the leaping flames dis-
persed the fast-gathering . darkness, he
saw the figures of those camping on the
spot with tolerably clear distinctness.

The men were the same he -and his
companion had seen from the waterplane.
More than that, he was sure that he
could distinguish Carton Ross and Lorna
amongst the little gathering. - Shaken
outof his habitual calm by strong ex-
citement he slipped quickly down ‘the
trunk to the ground, and communicated
the information-he had to give to his
companion,

“ gy George!” said Roddy Garrin, his
eyes flashing. “We've tracked them
down ‘now, Ah Ching, and we'll have
them safe and sound out of those fellows’
clutches before the night is over.”

Near Yot Far—To the Rescue—Unkind
e _ Fortune.. )
.Side. by .side, Roddy Garrin and Ah
Ching. crept towards: the camp-on hands
and knees.. . They had fermulated no
dqﬁmt—e plan of immediate action.in their
minds. . All they thought about was the
amazing: fact- that.-at %nst the comrades
whom they had- lost and searched for
were close to them. -

The outlaws were making =~ merry.

Seated round the blazing fire, that was
constantly - replenished by two of their
nativé carriers, they drank, smoked, and
chatted  to one -another with the

characteristic animation of -the  South -

American .

Their - lvaders, - Huxton Fenner - and
Ayton Aylman,.were similarly engaged
in convepsation that, judging from their

-smiling faces, was of mutually pleasing

interest to both of them. A few yards
away, in the background, were Carton
Ross and Lorna, under the. watchful eye
of their black guardian. :

They were bound wrist to wrist, a
harsh measure of -precaution on the part
of their captors that excited Garrin’s con-
temptuous scorn and anger.

+#¢Great Scott!” he exclaimed.: - “One
would -imagine that Ross .and. Lorna
possessed  superhuman  cunning - and
strength, and had te be guarded accord-
ingly. -Fancy being tied up like. that,

with all those big, hulking brutes to.

watch over them!”

ered Ah Ching warningly, “or they’ll
hear you. Then the kettle would be in
the fire quick and hot. We no want an

-accident of that sort.” .

Garrin uttered a little laugh of amused
assent. .

“Quita right, sonny,” he replied. “I’ll
be more careful in future.” -

Crouching amongst  the bushes; the

)} comrades watched. the spectacle before

them with curious eyes. They were no
more than ten yards from the edge of
the camp, and could see and hear every-
thing that was going on. The sense of
their owh- security- gave them -a con:

fidence that waxed stronger as time went -

e 3 - =
His~quick recognition of Fenner an
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Ayton Aylman told Roddy Garrin a great
deal. He realised instinctively that these
two clever, unscrupuleus men had made
a prisoner of Carton Ress for the pur-
post of converting the fortune that. his
friend was the inheritor of to their own
uses.

What puzzled him to account for,
however, was their association in such an
enterprise.  He knew their character—
grasping, avaricious, utterly selfish—and
he was unable to believe that they would
ever agree to a division of the spoils that
they apparently hoped would fall into
their net. .

*No doubt they found Ralwin too
stroug to work against singly,” he said,
*and so combined forces to get Ross out
of his power. They seem to have suc-
“cecded, but though they had the best of
Pirk Ralwin, they’ll have the worst of
it with me and Ah Ching up against
them.”

The little Chinaman, guessing the
train of thought that was running in the
mind of his companion, smiled, and
nodded his head.

*“You bet! "he said. *“We one too
many for them. Suppose we move round
to the other side of the camp? Then we
watch for our chance to speak to them.”

“An excellent suggestion,” Garrin re-
joined.  “Follow me. We'll de the
change of position at once.”

Leading the way, he skirted the
camp, with Ah Ching close at his heels;
and m a few minutes they were on a
level line with their captured comrades,
from whom they were only separated by
a clump of feathery-leaved:bushes~ The
necessity - for using the greatest caution
- was quickly tmpressed upon them.

© The slightest- rustle of the grass
appearedd to be heard by the gigantic
black who had . charge of the captives,
and to excite his euriosity and suspicion.
Continually he gazed in the direction the

comrades were in, and once he stepped:

forward and peered into the bushes as
though under the impression that some-
one was hiding there.

“What a vélly ugly fellow!” whis-
pered Al Ching, after the negro had
retreated.  ““His face almost frightens
me. No see anything like it anywhere
betore. . He make proper joss to flighten
Chince children with, and no mistake
about it. When I see him next time,
face to face, I shut my eyes.”

Garrin could hardly keep back a laugh
at this-remark.

“Don’t you do that, my lad,” he ad-
vised, “or else he'll collar you and eat
you up. Looks a cannibal. If he isn't
one he eught to be. It's you who must
do the chewing when you meet the brute.
Don’t wait for him to knife you, but sail
right in and give him hard nuts in

“plenty. Then you’ll stand a chance of
being the victor in the scrap.”

At this moment the dark-skinned
individual ‘referred to took up a big,
wooden bowl from- the ground, and

walked across to the  camp-fire, at which }

twa or three of the natives were roasting
long strips of meat, and attending to pets
of stew that gave out a ‘savoury, appe-
tising odour, which caused Ah Ching to
sniff and smack his lips again and
agdin.

Filling his bowl froni‘a pot, the black-
squaited on his. heels " and tommenced
cating his supper with greedy relish. He
sat facing his captive charges, but gave
them no more than an.occasional glance;
the meal he was ‘enjoying - absorbing
most. of his-attention.

“Now’s our time!” Roddy Garrin
whispered,  “You keep watch on the
camp, while I go and tell Ross that we
are here. If you should think it
necessary to warn me fer any Teason
give the jagnar’s call to its mate. 1
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shall know then that I'm in danger of
being scen.”

Lying flat on his chest, he wriggled
forward through the grass until he was

-stretched out his arm and gently touched
his comrtade’s arm. Soft though it was,
there must have been something’
magnetic in jhe pressure, for Ross
started violently, and instantly loeked
round. o

He could see nathing, however,
although he pcered intently at the dark,
shadow enshrouded objects that every-
where met )his gaze. Then came the
sound of a familiar veice that thrilled
him to the heart.

“Don’'t give the .shew away, old
chap!” mmwrmured Garrin. ”Ah Ching
is with me. We've been searching for
you ever since you disappeared, and now
we have found you we mean to hang on
to you. Look the same way as you were
looking before, and Lorna, too. 'Then
that ugly giant with the ebony dial wen’t
suspect anything.” - s

Strong emotion held. €arton  Ress
speechless for a moment or two. He
bad often wondered what had become of
his two comrades, but never in his
wildest. dreams had he dared to hope
that, while he was still a prisencr, he
would sce them again. B :

“How did you find us?” he .asked at

last. “It seems impessible to realise
that it is really you speaking to me”
"I guess it must- be mighty hard to
do so,” Garrin answered. . Anyway,
it’s truc enough. ; Ul tell -you all about
it later on. At:present the one thing
that matters- is to set you and Lerna
free.”

Overhearing the mention of her name,
Lorna furned her-ligad and tocked foll
into Garrin’s face. - An expression of in-
describable surprise and delight coming
over her Dbeautiful ecountenance, she
would bave giver vent to a loud ery
had not the other. quickly shakenr his
head.and raised a warning hand.

“Quiet ! whispered Garrin.  “Silence
is the principal thing that will save us
all. In two minutes you will be free and
away from this robbers’ haunt.” -

Using the keen-edged, broad-bladed
knifé that he had placed between his
teeth, he severed the rope that bound
the prisoners’ wrists together. As the
last strand parted, the warning call of
the jaguar camec to his cars. . .

“That’s Ah Ching !¥ he whispered.

“Remain:cxactly as you were. PR lie
flat at the back of you.” 4 g
The uttered signal again sounded. | -

Scarcely had it ended when the black
lurched forward from the fire near which
he had been sitting. Coming clese up to
the prisoners, he stared at them sus-|
piciously for a few moments. * Fertu-
nately he did not zee Garrin and Ah
Ching, who were proteeted from observa-
tion by the enveloping shadows all about.
them, nor did his keen eye catch a
glimpse of the severed rope that had
bound Carton Ross and Lorna wrist to
wrist. : '
Satisficd with his serutiny, he turned
away, and went back to his former seat
by the camp-fire. The other members of
the party were either amusing them-
scelves in their own way, or selecting
comfortable resting-places for the night.
“Now's our chance,” whispered Roddy {
Garrin.  “Come, Ross and Lorna.
Feollow me. The guicker we are out of
it the better it will-be for us all.” |
Slowly and cautiously, - with every
nerve on the -alert, the comrades crept
away from the ecamp of their enemies.
They were almost out of sight when a
Joud, hideous ‘ery from the negro warned
them -that their escape had been dis-

The former being nearest to him, hpicump was immediately

S We

“Confound it!¥ said Carrin.
shall have the whole pack on cvuar traile-
now.”

The ery eof the black was instantiy
but a few inches from Ross and Lorna. | taken up by the outlaws, and the entire

in an uproag.
The voices of Huxton Fenner, and

yhpan, hoarse with rage and alarm,
were heard shouting orders to the men,
who were quiekly on the meve.

Bounding along in frent of ther:
rushed the black, into whose especiai
charge. the captives had ‘been given. He
had picked up their trail almest at once,
and, spurred on- by cager desire to.re-
capture his missing eharges, and also by
terror at the thought ef what the con-
sequences would be for himself should
they clude the purswit, he ran at a speed
that soon brought him near to the
comraces. ¢

“He’s seen us,” said Lorna, glancing
back .over her shoulder as a shout of
vindictive malice and delight burst from
the dusky foeman’s lips. “But he scems
to be alone. I can scc no one else with'
him.” .

“That’s all right, then,” remarked
Roddy Garrin -cheerily. “We'll soon
settle his hash for him. Here goes.”

. Stopping abruptly, he swung round
with the imtention .of rushing- at the
black and overthrowing him by the merc
impetus of a violent -and wunexpected
charge. . But he was too late, for Ah
Ching, who had fallen back with the
same purpese in mind, was before him.

Springing out from behind a bush,
where he had crouched in concealment,
the little Chinaman dived in between the
legs of the negro who, thrown off his
balance, was flung to the ground.

Then - Ah  Ching, his eyes flashing
furiously, snatched up a broken branch
from the grass, and, as the other lunged
at him with-a swinging right first, struck
with all his might at his foe. !

The stout, serviceable weapon caught
the negro on the neck and shoulder, and
he rolled over unconscious from a blow
that would have killed most men.

“He got ta slacp for a little tinte,”
said Ah Ching, with .a chuckle of the
most intense satisfaction. * Suppese he
not so thick in skin and bone, he makee
die chop-chop ! '

Leaving the black where he had fallen,
Ah Ching rejoined his comrades. To-
gether they hurried on, following the
track made by Garrvin and his Chinese
companion a few hours previously, and
secretly rejoicing at the knowledge that

every yard- brought them "nearer to
“liberty. g )
“We'll soon be up in the aiv,” said

Roddy Garrin, ‘‘then we can snap our
fingers at all the outlaws in the forest.
Feeling done up yet, Lorna?”

The girl laughed softly, and shaok her
head:

““Not 4n the least,” she answered.
“I'm as fit and aetive as ever I was in
my life. Don’t forget that Carton and
I ‘have-been having an idle time .of it
lately.™

Cargon Ros
shoulders.

“Not mueh idleness about it,” he re-
joined. ““We were on the move almost
all the *while, and that horrible brute of
a black man wouldn’t let us rest undis-
 turbed, even when we were given the
opportunity to. “But he’s a back number,
I hope, and certainly we don’t want to
see him again. How far is it, Garrin, to
this  lake of yours?”

“Not  much farther,” the other
answered. “The track leids to it now
in_an ahlwost straight line.”

Exerting themselves to their utmost,
the " comrades hastened onward through
the forest. Of their enemies they heard
no sound.’ It seemed as 1% the outlaws

s smiled, and shrugged his
-

coverad. L

s

had lost the trail and were unable to find




> - e s Y = 5 .
-. 20 S = THE GEM LIBRARY. e ey :
-. e Y = g . . ) i
e gt Sc ol ) fof “said Terna.  “Do yon hear | wishing to join this Teague should apply e,"
& | them | to AL Jo S, Clark, 88, d(h,m Park Rd.,
FOES OF FOR U ﬁ}' From the shores of the lake sounded . Folkestone (ave e 17).
%3 @ | the voices of men and the hamplmg of | Pat  MeGu (right - f‘- :
-+ -g ~ (Continued from previous page.) @ lorses” feet. The ontlaws had tracked | McKenzie (lefr-back), and C. i -
W BHRS featenteatentect % the fugitives down.  DPowerless to move | keeper) wish to join club in She i
. q\u":‘ ? o 79 ¢in the disabled Aying machive, the com- dlsul(t Beltast. - Address, P, McGurry,
it "again, but the fugitives were too “c,?r.l rades  wate hee the approach of  their | 87, ‘h'lg\(‘ St., Belfast. - p
to suppose any such thing, knowing wel[] evemmies. d I, 1““‘1"'?‘"“- R.Yt‘bll%'ll(‘r HUHIN‘, Clee-
. ihe crafty nature of the men with \\]u n | (There will be another 1 grpes, ip foriing & footer elub, i
) 5 grand instal- | (ould he el o
tl’f’.\i‘riiig f(quﬂ,*h,nn here shortly,” ~‘cud ment of th_is t‘axciting story in next «1bfl:lu(1 lﬁlx\iuuxl‘ott(l)l lh;:i:vft‘t()“;z»l:: i
Ross. ‘“and with a ‘ul(n rush, too. Wednesday's jssue of THE GEM| Wieren Sviesr CONGREGATIONAL walit
.Shnnldnt be mupn-m “to find thut | FIBRARY.  Order your copy in good goallkeeper. . Apply to J.* 1. 5
they've made a i all round us, and advanca.) . '\‘mdf" 49, Rifle Crescent, Aston, BRir- 1
are closing in.” : —— - LIS AN, . . }
. Roddy  Garvin vigorously shock  Lis FOOTBALL NOTICE> = BlI;IghtHI;ﬂf( “)Sn"flﬁ:lﬁ 12114.. J*‘;'k”é Rr_’f‘“d»
head. Matches Wanted By 8 e, Stieflield, wants  to  forin
“You say that, old chap, because ycu| Suriewoon (17).-A. Drage. 61. Pears- footer club (14- 1'5) Please write.
dan't Kuow thiz part of the forest like|eroft Rd., Fulham, $.W. .
Ah Chigg and I do” he remarked. Staixes Juxiors (17-18)  10-auile r.— CORRESPONDENL’E WANTED
; “There 1« only this narrow trail of our| P. F. Howard, 3, Woodthgrpe Rd.. Ash- By Miss Dorothea P. Finney, Thores-
own making that those chaps @&n follow. | ford, Middlesex. * . by, Gipsy -Lane, Erdington, Birming-
It they ve ‘ntured to make a fresh one Contrsrani, Cenrie (16-13)  3-mile v.-- ham—ywith girl readers about . 16, in
they’d lose hours of precious time, and | Brnest Pickford, 173. George St., (!(»mp», Perth or /\lbanv Western. Australia. =%
" make such a row besides, forcing their | stall. By C. Lidgar Linington, Berry Court,
way through t}m b\»-hw-, tlnt we should Cavepes H@(;{f’\ (15-16) ~-Wormwood | Nether Wallop, Hauts—with boy 1endu :
hiear them a mile off.’ Scrubbs  or % Clapham  Common.—John | who Is a n}ot'ormy :Lis ; a2
3 uk“Thele s\:ﬁhe lake, lp suddenly pued Ah gﬁ;;(&ke.;_ 64, Somerleston Rd., Brixton, 'B,_,Vt-l}:‘ alllrhlg, l\) (/ilty anl ‘%hg?ﬁ“ S
iing.  Now we sha'n’'t be long 1™ W, —with Colonial readers interested 1in =
The lake opened out \wf‘« re tglwm al REcTORY Rovers (16) l'(‘usmmblv dis- "f‘“"D collecting.
targe, still pool of decp water. on whose | tange Clapham  Common.—J. Maursou, | * By Reginald H. Kemp. 25. Morten
calm surface the wmoon shene radiantly. 19 Rectory Cardens, Old Town, Clap Road, Colchester—with boy véaders in
-, Close inshore lav the anchored water- ham, 3.W. . Colonies or foreign countries. -
plane, locking: like some wenderful, H:RIZO\\' 1(116\ 8[1111;-[ T 'Ewin\ ‘1:1510 \B) —\/ Il Wl;“i ]x(‘m%r«l\ [umr{l Napier.
Yigantic tov . : want a goalkeeper. ynn. 171, ew Aei(m(—mtu hoy readers  any-
“Nobody's been bLere.” said Garrin. | Plashet Lane, Mast Har, |' wwhere. =
\ut:l: i qqunL glanceiround. “It's just Maxor Uxitep  (163) 210- h'lll(v‘ 17a=AL By L. W. Springett. 20, Ash(:om}m
as we left it. - In you ‘get, Ross and Btﬂtors. 11, Marsland Rd., Walworth, 5“4 l‘}"”mm Li)lldml 5. W.—with
2 S.E. readers svho ave students of lsperango. £ :
{)(?:3&, géﬁ:g g amd T il A e Westenter  Arayie (18} 10-mile v, By Fredervick R. Sullivan, 16p }h}np. :
The mooring-rope was cast fxge and, | Wednesdays.—C. Ball. 123. London Rd..: lm: Walk,  Dublin—with a Colonial hm ¥
with his comrades all safe on bndrd Southend. . ' of about 17, ) -
Roddy Cariin todk. bis seat ab the driv IforesT Uxitep (16)- 8-mile v.—W. P. | By -W. Gunter. 91, Pembml\e Street, e
ing-engine. Scott, 24, Nnrthb(\nl\,l.i Walthamstow. l)evouport——“ ith boy readers of 17-18. 25
“She's offI” ho cried. as theo water- LawRexcE FoRORS ( 142) 4-mile r.. L. By G.*W. Green, 20, Hampton Road, s
plane commenced to move. * Flyrrah Er\rgnantl 60, Alderson Rd., Wavertree, ]lfouk«—;;th readers in  any country g
cats’ tral 1Verpoo interested in stamp collecting. Vit
ﬁ(;;i a;g;ir?;;oqnl&tgg t1m£t’b ats tr‘“ns RATNHAN FXCELSIOR (16-17)— 10-mile . el : >
Suddenly, “almost” the moment after | i;th l']‘if'fi],q 5 ldgwell Terrace, LEAGUES, ETC. Vs
Garrin had spoken, the waterplane came %’nggi{ g;&;w (135)— 3-mil ) H G. L()ts71ea\'e and A. Tatler, 23, Dee
. to a dead stop with a loud, epluttering | yyin,* 130, Prior é;m,é“ (‘Evrc:;on' Lane, Chester, desire to form a Corre-
EPETE o snciber ,f‘;ﬁ,;ﬁ?;“‘f*i‘j Liverpool. ' ’ apiions GOl bl s Soil
consternation. . .- This speedy check to e?%%“‘i‘ffg::m\g;”Ilf"l(}llz)”;‘% V\T/\{M 1 Members wanted for the Junior Stamp =
* their de'p:zrture seemed ominous to their I’AMBS U\I“D (15-16)—6-mil W, Exchange. Stamped and_ addressed
- sanguine hopes of escape. Beéwell Type St., Oldnh(())rérlﬁ{d envelope, please.—Bertram Dowle, &, - &
et b aren Thh Bl gome. Teroni it | ¥ iCtoCis Pt Alderson Hon e & Mot Street, e
* the machinery. He could discover OTHER FOOTER NOTICES. Kinsale, Ireland, will forward Irish =} Lo
nothing that weuld enlighten him os to FOLKESTONE AND DISTRICT  JUNIOR readers partlculars of Correspondenca :
t,he natyre of the fault. LeacuB.—Any. team within 15 miles Club on receipt of stamped and ad-
e - dressed- envelope. No - subscnptlon.
- 8 ' Magazine. Kither sex. > o
a2 .= READY ON FRIDAY MARCH 2nd Stamp - Collectors should join - this -
= Xy nd. Stamp Exchange. Stamped and addressed
envelope, “please.—W. G. Phillips, 1%,
in rup. | NO. 369.—DICK SANDS, THE BOY CAPTAIN—VOL, 2| | Lantarnam Road, Gwmbren, Mo, toncn
> i _ A Wonderful Tale of Aduevzture in Africa. By JULES VERNE. . VOlu“b——both  Sexeh. No subscription. :
| BOYS® [N0- 370 WARNED OFF. Motibly, moguine, Gl sopresniative SO
+ A _Grand Story cf the Turf. By ANDREW GRAY. hf'e btleet (,hmlev Lavcs : ] : ,_;
FR E s |NO. 371.—THE KING OF SCOUTS. i i BACK NUMBERS, ETC, WANTED,, -
A Magnificet Yarn of Buffa'o-Bil - B) . Mchlvoy 466’(Jlalemont- w:li .
LIBRARY . .1 s . el
s i cotlaud : ‘
7 - By EYIO ‘Cusp, ‘5,' Clmn.) Langa, 5
A Byading Laughaglzf:gko;f :lc(z)chSamv, s Jates Brackley, ‘\Iowthants‘—{ hristmas Num-
¥ bers oJf “Gim 1'938 t;y 1115311_1’; :
By Logar, Notfo ouse, Bncn— =
- THE Rk &,
“ NO. 27, ——A CASE OF BLACKMAIL. -| ington, Kerit—"Hero of sthe Hour,?
Nobody’s %tud), Bob - Cheru.l
N A Tale of Sexton P‘ake v. Captain Horatio Peak, D.S.0. Barring-Out,” “A- 5011 of .Scotland,”

"

BLAKE "
LIBRARY

By lhg :

« By the Authq/ of “The Case of Convict 308,” etc.

NO. 28.—SEXTON BLAKE, SPECIAL GONSTABLE
OR, HIS'BROTHER‘S CRIME.

thor of “ Payment in Full,” * The Banker’s Trust,” etc.
f B

ON SALE EVERYWHERE.

Price. 3&:& per Volume.

“Figgins' Fig-Pudding,”. - -* St.- Jnms
Volunteers,” “ Tonx Menv & Co.” .
By A. Magquis, Pier Ruad Tﬁrbmt;
Lochfyne,” Scoth.nd—'d issues “Gem’
and *‘Magnet ’ —-also small printifg-
press. Must be chea
By Samuel Fdwm&, 14, Esker Road,
New Ferry, Cheshlre—«Chrxstmas Nura-
hers of “ Gems” 1913 and 1914.
24:2-17




